ECHOES OF THE
WAR, AND
OTHER POEMS



Published @ 2017 Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd

ISBN 9780649354092

Echoes of the war, and other poems by E. A. G.

Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilisation of this work in whole or in part in
any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented,
including xerography, photocopying and recording, or in any information storage or retrieval
system, is forbidden without the permission of the publisher, Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd, PO Box
1576 Collingwood, Victoria 3066 Australia.

All rights reserved.

Edited by Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd.
Cover @ 2017

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent,
re-sold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher's prior consent in any form or
binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition
including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

www.triestepublishing.com



E. A.G.

ECHOES OF THE
WAR, AND
OTHER POEMS

ﬁTrieste






Echoes of the War,

AND

Qther Poems.




ECHOES OF THE WAR,

AND

OTHER POEMS;

BY

E. A G,

AN Ewocrisg ERestoewr rv Fraxce DURING THE WINTER
or 1870—T1.

CHEBTER:
THOMAR & BLAYNEY, 10, BRIDGE BTREET ROW.

M. D000 LYXT.

[AR Bights Reserved.]

2F7. 2z . 37'5".







Beviatsy to my Friewds in England,

To yo, dear absent friends, [ dedicate

These ** echoes,” knowing Low they will reepond
From your hearts unto mine! To me at first,
Borne "mid the tempest of the tronbled timea
In whink we live,—alas ! for snomy Franos,—
Whoae trials send forth * echosa' such aa thess !
8o full of woe ! And now I send them forth
Aerosas the sea, t0 England’s happy shores,

And if ye love them, O, re-ocho them,

Omes more to vibrate in thoss gentle hearts
Which in my native lnd do aver glow

With generons zeal, and fervent charity !

And if one teor of sympathy for France

(The land of my sdoption) is bestowsd—

Oma righ of pity—then sball T rejoics,

And feel these “ echows'" were oot hmdlnnﬁ.

Maner brm, 1871, E. A. G.
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THE BEETON MOBILE'S LETTER.

r
TRANALATED FROM F. COFFEE.

—
"

This evening, whilat I'm waiting for the eurfow bell to
goand,

A Hittle guist moment within my temt I've found ;

And T take my pen to tell you, bow tenderiy I dwell

Upon the forma and faces of thoea I love so well.

Denr mothar ! aged father ! and thon my sister swoet !

Oﬂdnlpuyratﬂmtblultim#ﬂimmommmmr
meut,

But my thoughta are foll of sadoeess, thoogh a soldier «
brave T'11 be,

And having sworn, Il keep my oath, * Mowrir pour la
Patria '

But in epite of all I'm dreaming of my distant home,
a0 dear ;

The painted jugs, the bafst, and the peery, frothed and
clear.




10 ECHOER OF THE WiZ,

Dnrngad!.hbiiﬂnﬂ#tﬂ;—uhe&mﬂhﬂ emrplica whita,

Walks without fear beside us, in the thickseet of the fight,

He epeaks unto our wounded, of their conntry and their
God,

O by the dying kneela to pray upon the blood-stained sod.

Thongh thers be some who scoff him, bot sh | they Hitle
Enow

How eagy 'tis te meet grim death when well prepared to
ECI‘..

Fair Parig we have traversed, —the city is so wids,

It almoet frightens me to ses 80 much on every ajde;

We found it ead snd sombre, asd io & sort of trance,

Unlike the brilliant capital of gay and emiling France.

The poople read ke jonrnals alond in many o etveot,

Which echoed to the olash of arme and tramp of soldiers’
feat.

Eight days the kindly citizens did lodge sach young
roarait,

And Piarre and T wore weoll reosived, but I was shy and
muika,

Confased with #ll the trouble that we were giving thers,

1 falt bt ill at case, and st on the corner of my chair,

Buot their sweet Little children, becwme our friends full

BOOMI, i
And joked with us, played with our arms, or learnta
Broton bans,




