
Dillon, were killed, and one-third of the men. The cap-ture of Ghent, Bruges, Ostend, and Oudenard, followed
~! the victory of Fontenoy." sfi \ /

Thrice at the huts of Fontenoy, the English column failed,And thrice the lines of St. Antoine the Dutch in vainassailed; \
For town and slope were filled with fort and flanking bat-

v tery,
And well they swept the English ranks and Dutch aux-iliary. ••••.;

x

As vainly through De Barri's Wood the British soldiersburst,
\ The French artillery drove them back, diminished and dis-persed.

The bloody Duke of Cumberland beheld with anxious eye,.And ordered up his last reserve, his latest chance to try!
On Fontenoy, on Fontenoy, how last his generals rideAnd mustering come his chosen troops, like clouds at even-tide.

Six thousand English veterans in stately column tread;Their cannon blaze in front and frank; Lord Hay is 'attheir head; -

Steady they step adown the slope—steady they climb thehill,
Steady they load—steady they fire, moving right onwardstill.
Betwixt the wood and Fontenoy, as through a furnace blastThrough rampart, trench, and pallisade, and bullet's show-

ering fast;
And on the open plain' above they rose and kept theircourse,
With ready fire and grim resolve, that mocked at hostileforce.
Past Fontenoy, past Fontenoy, while thinner grow theirranks—
They break as broke the Zuyder Zee through Holland'socean banks.

More idly than the summer flies, French tirailleurs rushround;
As stubble to the lava tide, French squadrons strew theground;
Bombshell and grape, and round shot tore, still on thevmarched and fired— - , J
Fast from each volley grenadier and voltigeur retiredPush on my household cavalry!" King Louis madly cried.To

they
they rush, but rude their shock-not unavengedtney died. fOn through the camp the column trod-King Louis turnsma rein: wum» .

"Not yet,, my liege," Saxe interposed, "the Irish troopsremain ,

,: And Fontenoy, famed Fontenoy, had been a Waterloot'rue eXUeS ready then' fresh ' dement, and

-Lord Clare," he says, "you have your wish: there areyour Saxon foes!"
The Marshal almost smiles to see, so furiously he goes»How fierce the smile these exiles wear, who're wont to lookso gay; v

The
to-day

Wr °ngS ° f fifty yearS are in their llcarts
The treaty broken ere the ink wherewith, 'twas writ could

|a?lkg e
cry

homeS' thCir rUined Shrines
' their women 's

The teXtv°n°f hUntCd d °Wn Hke W °IVGS' their —try
Each looks as if revenge for all were staked on him aloneOn Fontenoy, on Fontenoy, nor ever yet elsewhere

were
0" g * n°bler band than%hose "roud'exiles

O'Brien's voice is hoarse with joy, as halting he commandsFl
the

bsTfitv-btTr ! ''-LikC m°Untain °™ -htn •
• Thm

grow
the EngliSh ° olUmn n°W ' and faint their Volleys

Yet gXtriXwU the strength they have, they made a
TllG wind;" thGir rankS UP°" the hill t 0 face that *tle
TheibehiSnetS tHe brGakerS '

°am; like rocks the men

on^ng smoke! heS **"*
*' hen thr° Ugh the s«r

-^lr^kf 1118 ClUtChGd theiF hands, the headW
y' °n Fonte

T
'>rk to a »* fierce huzza! ■Revenge! remember Limerick! dash down the. Sassen-

Like lions leaping at a fold when mad with hunger's pang,Right up against the English line the Irish exiles sprang.Bright-' was their steel, 'tis bloody how,; their 'guns arefilled with gore; ' "'•;' ' /
'' '*•'

•-•»

Through shattered ranks, and severed piles, and trampledflags they tore; '
The "English strove with desperate strength, paused, ral-lied, staggered, fled— \

The green hill-side is matted close with dying and withdead.
Across the plain and far away passed on " that hideouswrack, i
While cavalier and fantassin dash in upon their trackOn Fontenoy, on Fontenoy, like eagles in the sun,With bloody plumes the Irish stand—the field is foughtand won! to

(To be continued.) -a

THE TASK OF PARLIAMENT
(By G. K. Chesterton, in the New Witness for February

4.)

When Parliament meets next Monday week there willbo many questions before the House, but only two urgentproblems, and the more important problem will get butscant attention. It is more imporant to do justice toIreland than to feed the unemployed, as it was more ,important during the war to beat the Germans than tohang the profiteer. It is better that men should starvein English streets than that the hirelings of the EnglishGovernment should murder men and women in Irish lanes '
We cannot solve the problem of the unemployed until wehave changed our system of industry, our conception ofproperty and our national and individual ideals. Andwe cannot do all that with a gesture. But we can doCw V ? Wlth a gesture

- StranS e t 0 say» it is thegesture or. a drowning man crying for help
whieWli

th6i I
l
risl

i
Problem is

,

™nS US- not °" r bodies,
on f ? if' but T S° Uls

1
' the soul of En«land, thesouls of Englishmen Continually are infamies perpetratedn Ireland to-day which, when the like were done by Ger-mans in .Belgium, excited our horror. Now we rub ourhands and cry, -'That's the stuff to give them!" or -Shoot-ing men for carrying arms! Good! Now you just hearthem squeal!" Oh, yes they squeal; and Te Squeal Tsa cry to. heaven for God's vengeance on murder.

,vl,n
Men who spoke once and fought once for freedomwho understood once the meaning of patriotism are blinded

tnnt on V Wer Wltl the terrible spiritual blindnessthat comes before the death of the soul. They watchcalmly the murder of » ntion which goes on e 0 slowly
fiS? (with .their naked bodies and a few machine

andhglit _ (with .their naked bodies, and a few machine sunsagainst Juggernaut!), and detailed massacre, thoSbriskly proceeded with, takes a long time "

nf ,

™ "Black-and-Tans," mad with drink and the lust■of killing, go round shooting indiscriminately, yet the bag
no aLZ glfTi Fr u

-

latest edict' ich mean?no quarter to the Irish, works in a piecemeal way. Yet "

the murder, of the Irish nation goes on. And Englandwatches it callously, as the Germans watched the murderof Belgium until we drove them back to the Rhine'' Wedrove them back? Nay, the public opinion of the worldt^£%Zs£$ surely thp" the ™e *f ®WI
d'o m

b
of

1SdV-W 1 that
? ice haS

o
ered he(loom of England We are what they always said we wereoften with injustice, but now how,truly! We are merehypocrites talking fervently 0f the blessings of freedomand the rights of small nations, and practising the black-est tyranny over a small nation at our very door

on
We.promise Ireland Home Rule; nay, "we grant it hervUTllip T "' e glVe ]-T ? Home Rule ™*™™"inch is a he. We scream with indignation at the as-assinations practised by rebels, and authority Lei hasS 8y?in Jin Ireland and runs amok throng thelength and breadth of it. Authority itself has turned into <an anarchist which is .the final .horror, and apromise of

know
0 of the night.

r
Th things the nations andknow and the name of England is abhorred

for whom 1° Y-n
EnS la*d > who are English to the marrow,for whom her hills and fields have the power of invocation'have cause to be ashamed. * -' ; >Vr -invocation,

meeto
ha it^llSlP rbleiniPfliament ;should^ face'wM it

f ll •'■ oP-, i
0™ 1? demand' for one thing, the publication ■.of the Strickland report, though,the.wi&oldLHieaS'-'as significantly as its publication could have ?poken It

';should demand a thorough, impartial . public!en?un^iriS

9NEW ZEALAND TABLET.Thursday, April 21, 1921.

MAURICE O’CONNOR, Property Man,”<Tate ’

3 Bidg-s.) staffed ..

tone 944, V:! Ha. Fenm of all dw ription. for Sale. Vs: P,f). Bon IM.
’ 'V TIMARU "^’Street,

: - V 1* • . - ■ •' a . ■■ ' - ' ■ . ‘ ■’ ’ i ‘ S • , • - . ■ v..‘ . • ’ . , : ’ .

- . ' - kgMW*»»vl't. .. V

.V :. ‘.V .*• < • - ■ i > 7-


