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TO THE NEW YBAR.

1.

What ! thon, ag oOn,
New Year 1

That liy lhyý oft appeariughbatiteat
Our dream or glati coitirruoua jonib;

Wbat welconue boon
Brtrrg'at thonu? wbat ebeer 7

Thon art Po qick of pace, su proudly vauntest
Thy comiug, vithout look or thoirght ut ruth.

W. rIolurob,
New Year,

Wtlî abshvwufumrib snd festive greerin«
Thy faled visit ol its glouar;

W. bush eaeh sub,
Ani dry eaeb tear

Of iratrmal regret for lime fast fleeing-
IN stehimg the cradie vo lorget the tomb.

Ili.
Wheu thouidoat add,

New Year,
Anoîh etrthlb. vund slife-nurber,
And show ns limeunukiiowu hefur.,

With hearts gruwu&aad,
And hope. grown ser@,

W. mark our sun atide eetward to the alumber
'I bai irapa the dead wilh ulei su ad darkuos. o'er.

IV.
Yet, rebemefore fanlt,

New Vear,
Thy comlng bual Thoui bu art mortel,
Tiori ou,Ilike ne, hast youîh sud ge

Tbou know'sî nunhait:
lu thy career,

Thou travellear uueeasinig to the portai
Whère flit the «huis of enrior plgrimage.

V.
Thou touisarl die,

New Year,
And lu thy «rave b.nrdely burrted-.
Anoiber lo tby plc@ hall ule:

Su $asl!pan by.
lu urder drear,

The fiuerals Of the Ages, fil], all bnid,
The grsveyard Oftheb years of Time b. full.

VI.
We'll hall the@ then,

New Year,
411 gratef ni for the tua, sud chauoesq
Tby fleellig !îfe vili funisb ours;Nor sbnuu aBl,

With foullsb fear
Fron thlb eulgu appruaob, sud bleui attiances
For thon doit brlug lit vork for aitounr puvera.

VUI.

Wheu thon no more,
Nev Vear,

Shalt coure as nov, sud vs luberit
The laad that huon .cur sun uor ulghi

Nom peut-up atome
0f Tinte. as bore,

We will reurembr lln *0wurld uf Spirit
Thou cam'sl as Esrth's restorer, nul Ils bligbt.

THEF GRASP 0F A WITHERED
'HANO. -

Ai r'I.518BSTOUT.

Aw, bodad, sir, 1 doni't mmnd tellilu' yeb a bit.
Shure nov that ve're safe ont air oui. thrnbhle
it's ouIY too giad I ai» t' tell th' story t' any
van that'ii jiat W irrry vir knov that me good
husband, Pet CasSsdy, nie'ir irad act di. part in
thi' murdirer air bis ould unçie Tim-Gxod reat
bis sou l"'--tbis fine Chrristmras cire; for it'a be
that waan't th' hall suant 1f

Well , ir, me an' Pst vàs coortiu'-jist
pnllîti' a coard, ase th' seyin' la--for close on' two
yeas. Not tirat -ho sed mucir t' me for s long
time ; but shure, sur, uaen't I t' kos th' heart la
hie face vhin he'd met-t me lu th' cbapel.yard
after armas air a Sunda', or at fair or uiarkî.t, or
vbuîr we'd it discoorain' anuudher s bcd ge av' a
Stitida' ovenii' He, vas a fine 8sairppin'. lookii'
boy, roid thi' beat bhiaviobr av- suy van unir 1
met ; but shure, sir, ire'il b. lu lu a minit ; ie'îý
ouly jiRt getliu' a creel an turf frontirh' stack.

IV'e jiar about tjrree yeezu ego sence Pet ashot]
me air î'd warry hlm. An course nu dacint girl
cîrd say sire woild all at vanst ; that 'ud be t
diagrace t 'ber, Su 1 kopt quillin' up a bit av
nie speru as vo var ittin' auundhor tir'iredge
that Sauda' erein', au' tir' surra vord îsaed.
Au', bcdad, i don't mmnd tellin' yeb, sir, tirat E
cnd say e vord vid thi' joy, for 1 loved Pst.-
veil, air, nu, not as veil as 1 luire hlmt nov tira
lie's me good busbaud ; but I loned hum as voll
as auy girl end luire any boy beforo sbe's mar.
ried t' hirn.

" Mary Rooney," soi iie,-sirure it's roli
riminîber ivir word ho sed ; an' throtir1Ieunt
lita rdly bhenihs noice,-' faith lt'a tir' hrskiu'a o
me beart yolr are iutirely! I'lntirat fond air yoh

"lMary," soi Pst t'rne van day, Ild'ye know
'm ouaiay about nie ucie Tim ? Ho bas sncb

a quare look in> bis face sometimes, jiat as
tbougblire vas iidin' !-omethin' from me, or
thinkin' sontetin' quare.'

"Tbrotir, Pst,' soi 1, "nie ruother sei thi'
sane thing laut Sunda'whviie voasw ii."

"lDid she nov ?t" ho soi, quito glad-iike.
« , spi 1 ; 'an' d'ye know me motiier says

she thinka ycrr ude musnt have soute rnoney
saired soniewhere, an' thrat he's afeard air hein'
robbed air it nov that h's not able t' use bis
right iband an' arîr, avr amy van vas t' corne t'thry sud take it from maim."

Psl iooked at me, an' thon ire givos a smile,
an' hoe sozinl bis ovu quare vay,

4,Well, nov, Mary alannrah, 1 doî't say but
what yer motber's as cute as a pancake ; but
shure vhst'd me unec Tim bc hotryin' t' bide
anythiii' fronu me for?"

I do't kîîov, Pst; but ych knov hoe vas
alavays quare','soi I.

WelI, sir, to make a long story short, abure
pour onld Tirn Sullivanr got quaror an' quarer,
an' at last Pst spoke t' Father Mulcahy about it,
an' asked bis adirice.

"lLave yer udce to mue, Pst," soi Fatiier
Mulcaby. 'l'Il soon find out what's tîrroublin'
him. 1 kuov a good dale, but it's uuder sale air
confession ; but l'il spako t' yer uncle Tirn, au'
v cIl aise bis mind hotchune riz."

Three or four days aftiror, 1 vas sittin' lu tii'
door, don' a littie bit av' sewiu,' vin vio cornes
aiong ho Doghorty's. boreen but Pst ? 1I accuho
vas un a groat hurry, au' 1 got rip an vint t'
meet hlm. His eyea vas daucin' out air iis
head, an' lho sez lu a virispor,

IlWblaht, Mary acuaha ! Shure it's a mrade
man 1 amn, an' a proud wotan you ougbt t' bie
tis day!1"

Ho looked, sncb s flue iraudaure boy that 1
dou't deny I did feel a proud girl ; but 1 didî't
tell hlm that, av corse..-

"Arrab, tell me vhat it's ail about, Pst," sez

ho s tut'a," ho soi, stil inii a vîuispor, as air
vo as afeerd air any vatt ilatonin'. "«Fatirer

Muicaby got tire soft ide air me uncle Tint, an'
vhat d'ye think, Mary alaunah ? but tii' ould
flua bas bee!i puttin' money hy for rnas year,
au' ho soi it'salal for me, as i vas like a good
son t' hi."

Pour Pst got.very reti vien ire tould me that,
su' 1 saz au shure it vas oniy tih' truth, not s
vord more or bs-

" «Su yeb var, Pst, and as good a son as unir
bratbod."

" Well, thi' say a good son mak"-s a good hua-
baud, Mary," soi hoe; "anyiîov lot me tell yeir
tire re8t air me atury. Wbat d'ye think but me
uncle Tim bas close upori s bnndbred au' tvinty
pounds, an' ho kecîrs it al iiounr ovn cabin ? "

"lPst! " soi 1I'y for vbo'd unir thinir ould Titu
Sullivan, end bave aucir a fortune?

61Ay t' étez Pat, "holi bas bec» bidun' it avay
ir'orywhere, an' nov Fatirer Mulcshy got ii»t
promise t' take it lu t' Miather Bradley t' tir'
bank lu Cloumol viiere they'd take care avr it for
hum, an' there'd be nu fear av ir ln hein'
robbed."
L "«Bedsd, it's a great day for us, Pst," sez 1.

"It is, Mary,' ire sez; ait' nov viiat 1 vaut
yeb t' do la this: me uncle Tim vanta t' go tii'
bank t'morrov, 80 i1dsi't go wid binr, for 1 have

t'gDot' Brachoîr fair vid tire tvo pigs, 50 I vaut
yeiit' take me udee into th' batik vid yol."

"Av course 1 viii," soz I ; for.t1irotir I'd do
more than that for Pst.
U" Yeb sec, bocause air bis witirered baud an'

ran» I1 do't like hiunu to go alune,' soi Pst ; I"for
it's louely croain' ti' mounjtainra; att'tiiin some
hlackgards might kuovlire bad tir' bit avi roney

Eau' set ou hii."
" Tirotb î'in no ut rd use air th' did, Pat,"

soi 1, langi'; sud Patlirînghed tuo, for it vas
jorîiy in fuit wvi ie reias sayi' about any van

,I doing anything t' tir' ould uuidie.
a Ocir ! Wirra, wirrg ! Shuro vasn't it tii'bilach
r bittiier muruini' that riz tii' next day? Ouid Tut

keho» dovu t' our caliii,, tuivmn' tire iov-backod
car* witii a chaf' bel tilt' it, an' a bine quult ovci
tinat for nie t.' sit ois.

Il WelI, God ho vith ye hoth! " soi nie
tmotiier, as vo var goiti' awsy ; an' be thiewn

au ouid ahoe afier riz for iuck. au' it bit ouni
Tii» Sullivau's%% ithti iî aud.'

Ho turîîod rotnd quite t1uick, an' hua face gol
Sred, su' hoevas guii' t' tlrowV t' hue back ; only

d 1 cried ont.
"lTii» agrab, for tii' love avr God, ait' dort'l

tiîrov back ti"' luck !'
l "Arr.., wiîisht, il"-t.1 -,i bsqa

that yeh bair ail th' roney lu the sack, an' that pi
it's not piateos at al."

Ould Tim gives a jnmp, an' soi,
-"Nov loek bore, Mary Rooney, yer not goin' ai

t' corne over me tbat way. lt's nothin' t'-you ni
viiere 1 keep tli'mroney.".

Afther that th' sorra a word more ho sed until qi
vo kotu t' tii' bank in Bagwell.sthreet. lt's a ti
grand bouse, shure enough. So wo vint up tii' tE
stops, ould Tirn carryin' th' sack air piatees on VI
bis back. The irery firat perEon we met vas
Michael Neale, a tbird cousin air me inother'ie, ni
an' there ho rias, diirossed like a gintlernan, iu a
bIne coat an' brasa buttons, bekaso ho was th' gg
sarvmnt at tii' hank. tN

' Arrah, Mary Rooney,' soz ho, ' it's glad 1
arn t' soc yeh ; an' boy are you, Tim, an' viiere
are yeii goin' wid the piatees l'

' Nover mind,' sei Tirn. 'l vaut t' sec tire ci
mnastiier ; 1 vaut Mistiier Bradley.'

' Hadn't yeii bettber laire th' piateos bore,'
sez Michael ; and shure ho was right too. r

But no, bedad ! Ouid Tii» tuk ni) notice air
rebat Michael sed ; but in atbrougb thi' glass nl
doorabo vwalkod, an' me follyin' hlm. C

'Young mian,'4ezoi old Tii» t' a gintiernan in t]a glass case, ' where's yor masther Y ci
'Who ?' soz ho. &
'Yer mastirer,' says Tirn.a

h'I suppose yeh want Mistiier Bradley?' asys

'lDidn't 1 srry so ' soi ouid Tirn, vho had a
short timper. Vi

Mither Bradley kem out, a-r' ho soi.
«'0, 50 you're Tirnotby Sullivan, that Fathora

Mulcaby vas tellin' me about. Corne in bore.
Weil, vo vint round be tir' back airtii' glas

caes irito the pnrtieat ittle parlour yeb unir
laid yer tvo eyes on ; an' thin Timu tould tii'

glutlernan that ho wanted t' put bis huudbred' i
an' twiuty pounda in th' bank.

6'We'Il take th' hoightb air good care air it for
yeh,' sez Misther Bradley, that was as pleasant. a
spoken a gintieman as ye'd meet. ' An' yer fi
quito rlgbt to tako Fatiier.Mulcaby's adirice, andVt' puttinlutihe Bankr avirelaud.'t

1l'Il lot yeb take care air It,' soi ould Tîrn,
houldin' out th' sack air piatees, 'air y'lijnst
keep tir' money tbe way 1 give it t' you.'

Mistirer Bradley itau's rip au' looksr acroas tire
table.t

1'Why, thin,'soi ho, lu a vondiierin' iroice,1
£an' have yeb th' full air that sack air money,j
me good man t It inuat ho aIl lu coppers l'

'Tir' dlvii a copper!' soi ould Tirn, quite
asmart. il t'q ail in goold.'

'A sa'ck air goold !' sez 1. «'Wiy, Tira, shÛre
it's piatees yeb baire in tirat sack.'

'Nov wimmiu la too fond air taikiri',' sez
Tii». 'Sebore, sur ;' an' ho opens tii' aack,
au' there vas nothin' t' ho seon but piatees.

1 Let's bear aii about it,' sezi mistiier Bradley,
au' throtir 1 thiuk I accu a laughirnlubis cyca.
But viro cud heip it ? For virin 1 tell yeb ail,1
ye'll say it vas nu vondiior, Qir, tbat 1 uouidn't
heip Iaughin' mneseif.

CHAPTER Il.

'Ay 1'soi ould Tim Sullivan, lookin' at me,i
'yeb may laugb air yeh like, me dacint giraha.
But 1 wrrsn't goin' t' ho ancii a foui as t' tel
yeh wint vas in tii' ssck rehin vo var cumin'
duwn tir' mountains. Who did 1 kuow-niglît
ho listenin' V

' Lot us cone t' business,' sei Mistiier ierad-
loy. 'Whore's the money you wanit to put lu
the bauk 2'

«'Here, air ;' an' ouid Tii» takes rip a fine
rpiatee-a Scotch Down-an' ont air it ho takes
3a sovereigir.

'Well, tlîat bates !' hoi 1.
'Bedad, Tim,' sez Mistiier Bradley, au' ho

thryin' t' keep) doren tii' laugimn', 'yeir haire a
t3 way avr yer owu air keepin' yer rnoney safe.
1 That's nul ii' way th' Bar>k av Irelaurd keepa

its moncy.
« Weil, sir, lt'd about that 1 vaut t' spake,'

isoi Tii». ' YeIî seo, air, there's at hundiiercd
Iau' twiuty goold sovoreigus thero in that sack,

r au' iviry van air thin isle id sep'rate in a
piatco. It's th' way 1 hep thini this many a

eyoar ; an' iviin th' iatees begina t' got bad,
ithin 1 change thiru, and iput tihe siroreigns into
I îresb 1iatees. Now, .sir, i don't mind a bit

lavin' tir' tuney wid yeh, air ye'ii kcep it jiat as
It it is, an' l'i conre reg lar an' kecp au oye afther
Y it meseif, an' change tii' piatices, irut t' gire yeh

th' tbruhble air doini' it.'
It 'Me good ntiait,' soi Mistiier Bradley, 'yoi

jatees, au' corne an' look at it whiniver he
ked.

'Go out, Mary,' sez Tii» t me, 'an' look
Cther th' car. We must ho gettin' home afore
igb tfall.'
So ont 1 wint, an' found th' horse stanin'

nuite quiet ; an' there was Mielhael Neale at
b' top avr th' steps, an' shure i cudn't help
tlIin' him avr th' fooliahness avr ould Tirn Sulli-
;an.
' Arrah no Mary!' sez Michael ; 'shuro, yer

ot in airnest l'
'Bedad, 1 amn,' sez I ; ' an' shnre here we're

goin' home agin with Tim'!s hundhered an'
Winty sovereign'i stuck in thi' sack air piatees.'

'Throth, he's thi' quare Tim,' sez Michael.
Yez'll hardly ho home afore dark.'
« Bedad, we won't,' sez I1; for thre crows

corntes home airly juat inow.'
1 Ay, (aith ; bnt here's ould Timn.'
'Don't tell him I towld yeh,' sez I, in a

whisper, knowin' thi' ould fella's quarenesa.
An' thmn, shure, aif we wint again acroa th'

niountain road. It was about a week afore
Christmnas, an' thero was a littie snow an' ice an
th' roadaq that med it bard for thi' baste. The
rathur was tired too, su that it was dark night
afore we kem. t' thi' pass avr Creeiragh, juat a mile
a'a baif from my motiier's.
1Tim,' sez 1, 'l'm. awful cowld.'
4 It's a bard night,' soi hoe.
Au' su it was ; it was freozin' fit t' kili any

wan, au' thi' stars was aparklin' up lu th' sky.
1 D'ye know, Tim,' sez 1, -I'mn that cramped

an' Powld bore aittin' an th' car, that I think
l'Il got down an' walk th' roat avr ti' way home.'

Jist as yeh like,'soz lho.
'C'orne in> an' havre a cup av tay or a taste air

whisky t' keep th' life in yeh, wbin yer pas.
sin',' soi I.

1 Thauàk yeh kindly, Mary ; Bo 1 Willy' sez ho.
Well, off I wint, an', bedad, 1 soon got fine

an' warrn. whin ail air a suddint J missed me
footîn' an th' ico, an' down 1 kom. Me hands
was ail scrapod, au' a sharp atone ran right into
mre left biand.

Wh In 1 got home I saw I was ail bloodin', but
1put a cobweb ait' a bit air a rag an it, an didn't

mind it a bit.
Afîhor a wbile wbo cornes rip but Pat. 1

bowld hirntail about wbat happened, an', shure,
Lie was angry at firat, an' thin ho iaughod. Wo
got thi' tav ready, au' some beautiful grddlo.
cakes an' fresh butthor, an' we war waitin' for
nnld Tirn Snlliv'an, for it was apast tir' tirne for
hiii t' corne.

«I don't hear th' car,' sez Pat, goin' t' th'
doore an' listenin', ' an'nme uncle ought t' be
bore by this.'

We waited another wile, au' thin soz Pat.
' Bedsd, ]'m gettin' unaisy! Maybe th'

horse foul on th' ice ; th' roads is su slippy, an'
me uncle hsr't tb' strength t' irelp ît rip. l'Il
go down by the Creevagb Pasa.'

' Ay, do, Pat,' soez ni other; an' as soon as
hoe wiut out she soi t' me.

'Tbroth, Mary alannah, I didu't like ould
Tint tbrowin' back iris luck tis M ornin' ; peo.
pie may laugh, but nu good cud corne from doin'-
mncb a tiring. Why, eiren didn't sornethin'
bappen t' yerseif ? Yeh fou anu' eut yer banda.'

'Ay, faith, motirer,' sez 1, an' me handa war
srnartenin' me ; 'but qbure yeb don't tbink
anythin' happened t'ould Ti-i» Sullivian ?'

'Throth, 1 dunno,' she soz; but shure ho
ought t' be bore now.'

I doni't know .wby it was, but 1 cudn't reat
Rsy aftber me mothor sayin' that ; an' I cudn't
take a monthfni air tay, or a bit air th' griddle-
cake, but kep guin' backwards an' forrards t'
th' doore. It waa freezin' bard, an' there wasn't
a breatb air air, nor a sound auywhere ; an' just
as 1 was commn' away froni the doore wau tume,
1 thougirt I beered soano wan runniri' rip th'
boreen.

1 was rigbt too. The stops kem nearer an'
nearor, an' in a few minuits wbo cornes rannin'
rip but Pat, an' ketchin' irout air me'ho cornes
into th' kitchen.

' For thi' love o' God, wbat's th' matter i' ses
me mother ; an' gev a scbreecb, for Pat's face was
as white as thi' snow outaide, an' bis eyes burnin'
like two coals, an' tiiere was biood on thi' front
avr his shirt, an' on bis banda, an' on the rest
av bis clothes. b;

'Pat ! Pat darlint !' soi 1, 'an' wirat's this for
at ail, at all2

ICreeiragb l>ass, an' kern back t' say bis; uncle
was tiiere, kilt intireiy.

'It's a bad business, Mary mna gra gai, se&


