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ENGLISHE TRANSLATION OF OLD
IRISHWOMEN'S REYMES.

THE MAID OF MELROSE.

"Tiz morn : and the Highlands are covered with snow,
And dark. cold and drear are the Lowlands below !
Lo ! Blgin's young ehieftain comes forth to discloso
s Jast, sweetest love ta the Maid of Melrose.

The guests are assembled, the bride's-maidens gay
Floek round.and wish joy to the chief of Muray,
As tothe hugh altar he jovously goes,

To wed lovely Ellen. the Maid of Melrose.

Elated and “raptured, all blushing, they kneecl

With hand joiued in hamd, at the joy that they feel—
The ceremony over. the elergy propose

A long life to Elgin, long life to Melrose.™

* ¢ Lane life to Elgin,” it shall notbe so.™”

Cries ene, rushine forward, ** for I am his foe 1
re the high altar now Elgin’s blood flows
A virem and bride is the Maid of Melrose,

She wept long and lonely, she wept bat in vain ;
Herjover a weord vever uttered asain ;

ror the cold elay of Elgin, bewailiug her woes,
Dicd younp, lovely Eilen. the Maid of Melrose.

MA COLLEEN QuUE.* REMEMBER ME.

Beichily as sinks the sun’s lust beam

In ocean’s azure. with golden gleam,

Ared leaves a ray, to linger still

Alnrr the top ot vonder hill,

Which glows awhile, but cannot stay,
tatntaud fading dies away ;

hus liozers <till my heart with thee.

Mg colleen ogur, remeinber me.,

12 at morn the solar ray

Dispels the night-clouds= dark away,

Ard wiakes the world with wave ot light,
=S¢ grand, so radiant. purely bright ;

Thus hail our hearts glow bright with bliss,
When next we meet,—my dear. thy kiss—
Mine be till then sweet thouehts of thee,
Mot colleen ogue, remember me,

-t
ph
2.

RETROSPECT OF ALLAN.

How feet the davsof bayhood years,
When leve's romaniic dremn
Drew blissful hope's pathetic tears
Alotz mire every theme :
When nenght endesrriog seenied to mne.
Save woman's smiles were there,
Awid every beauty 1 eould see

= “wong the winning tair !

it love's illusian now is gone,
Too latealas! 1oa late !

And [but live to wanider on

The ciomdy maze of fate.

Swmiles, fighs, and tears alike are vain.
Awid dull are beamineg exves ;

Wio lacks on =uch with prond disdain,
Is everiruly wise,

Montreal, “Dessov.”

LINDY,

“O0h, dediv 17 ealled a eliar, ¢iilish voice.

*“Yrs, Lindy ; what's wanted 17

““Ma wants to know how long it'l be 'fore
you're ready.”

**Oh, teil her T'11 be at the deor by the time
she gots her things on. Be sure you have the
tutterund eggs ali ready to put irto the wagon.
We're makin’ too late a start to town.””

Butter and eggs, indeed { As if Lindy peeded
a reminder other than the new dress for which
they wite to be exchanged.

*“Eimer and 1 can go totown next time, can't
we, ma ¢ +he added, entering the honse.

“*Yes, Lindy; I hope so,” was the reply.

** But don’t bother me now ; your pa is ccming
siready, and I haven't my skawl on yet. Yes,
Wiitur: 'm here. Just put this butter in,
Lindy ; I'll c.rry the eggs in my lap. Now,
Lindr, don’t let Elmer play with tbe fire or
run away.’’

And tu a moment more the heavy lumber
wagon rattled away from the door, and the chil-
dren stood gazing after it fer a whilein s half-
forlorn manner. Then Lindy went in to do her
wark, Elmer resamed his play, and soon every-
thing was moving along as cheerfully as ever.

After dinner Elmer went to sleep, and Lindy,
feeling rather lonely, again went cut of doors

for achange. It wasa warm sutrmnal day, al-
most the perfect counterpart of a dezen or more
which had precedrd it.  The sun shone bright.
1y, and the hot wind that swept through thetall
grass made that and all else it truched so dry
that the prairie seemed like a vast tinder-box.
Though her parents had tut lately moved to
this place, Lindy wesacenstomed to the prairies.
She fiad been born on them, and her eyes were
fawiliar with nothing else ; vet, 23 she stood,
t. day with that brown, unbroken expanse rol-
ling sway before her until it rc-:xchec{ the pale
tlutsh-gray of the sky, the indescribable freling
ot awe and terrible solitude which such a scene
often inspires in one not familiar with it stole
gradually over her. But Lindy was far too
practical to remain long under such an in.
flueree.  The chickens were ‘¢ peeping” loudly,
anl she remembered that they were withont
their dinner.

As she passed around the corner of the house
with a dish «f corn in her hands, the wind al-
most lifted her from the ground. It was cer-
tainly blowing with greater violence than dur.
ing the morning.

(ireat tumble-weeds went flying by, turning
over and over with lightning-like rapidity ;
then, pausing for an instant’s rest, were caught
by another gust and carried along, mile after
mile, till some fence was reached, where the
conld pile up in great drifts and wait till a bris
wind from another direction should send them

relling aud tumbling all the way back. But
Lirdy Jid not notice the tumble-weeds. The

*My young tnaid.

dish of corn had tumbled from her hands and
she stood looking straight ahead, with wide-
open, terrified eyes. »

What was the sight that so terrilied her ?

Quly a line of fire below the horizon. Ouly a
line of fire, with forked tlames darting high inte
the air and a cloud of smoke drifting away from
them. A beautiful relief this bright, changing
spectacle, from the brown monotony of the
prairie,

Bit the scene was without beauty for Lindy.
Her heart had given one great bound when she
first saw the red line, and then it seemed to
cease beating. She had seen many prairie
fires ; had seen her father and other men fight
them, and she knew at once the danger her
home was in.  What could she, a little girl, do
to save if, and perhaps herself and her litile
brother, from the destroyer which the scuth
wind was bringing stmight toward them !

Ounly for » moment Lindy :tood white and mo-
tionless, then with a beund she was at the well,
Her course was decided upon. If only time and
strength were given her! Drawing two pails
of water, she laid a large bag in each, and then
getting some matches hurried out beyond the
stable. She must fight fire with fire ; that was
her only hope, but a strong, experienced man
wou'd have shrunk from starting a fire iu such a
wind.

She fully realized the danger, but it was a
possible escape from otherwise inevitable de-
struction, and she hesitated not an instant to
attempt it. Cautiously starting a bleze she
stood with a wet bag ready to smother the first
unruly flame.

The great fire to the south.west was rapidly
approaching. Prairie chickens and other birds,
driven from their nests, were llying over, utter.
ing distressing cries. The air was full of smoke
and burnt grass, and the crackivg of the tlares
conld be plainly heard. It was a trying mo.
ment. The increased roar of the advancirg fire
warned Lindy that she had but very little time
in which to complete the circle around the
house and barn ; still, if she harried too much,
she would lose control of the fire she had started,
and with it all hope of safety.

The heat was intense, the smoke suffocating,
the rapid swinging of the heavy bag most ex.
haunsting, but she was unconscious of these
things. The extremity of the danger inspired
her with wonderful strength and eudurance.
Instead of losing conrage, she incicased ber al-
most superhuman exertions, and in another brief
moment the task was completed. None too snon
either, for the swiftly advancing column had
nearly reached the wavering, struggling, slow.
moving line Lindy hed sent out to meet it.

It was a wild, fascinating, half terrible, half
beautiful scene. The tongues of flame, leaping
above each other with airy, fantastic grace,
seemed cat like, to tey with their victiins before
devouring them.

A sudden, violent gust of wind, and then with
a great cracking roar the two fires met, the Hames
shooting high in the air as they rushed toge-
ther. '

For one brief, glorious moment they remained
there, flapping the air with their ferce, hot
tongues, then, suddenly dropping, they died
cut ; and where an instant hefore had been a
wall of fire was nothing now but a cloud of blue
smoke arising from the blackened ground, and
here and there a sickly flame finishing an ob-
stinate twft of grass, The fire on cach side,
meeting no obstacle, swept quickly by, aund
Lindy stood gazing, spell-bound, atter it as it
darted and flashed in ternble zigzag lines farther
and farther away.

“ QOh, Lindy " cried a shrill voice frcm the
house. Elmer had just awakened.

“Yes, I’m comny,” Lindy answered, turn-
ing. But how very queer she felt. There was
a roaring in her ¢ars louder than the tire had
made ; everything whirled before her eyes, and
the sun seemed to have ceased shining, all was
50 dark. Reaching the house bv a great effort,
she sank, faint, dizzy and trembling, upon the
bed by her brother’s side.

Elmer, frightened and hardly awake, began to
cry, ond, as he never did anything in a half.
way manner, the result was wocderful, His
frantic shricks and furisus cries reused his half-
fainting sister ag effectuslly as if he had poured
a glasa of brandy between her lips. She soon
sat np, and by and by color began to return to
the white face and strength to the exhausted
body. Her practical nature and strength of will
again asserted themselves, and instead of yield-
irg to afeeling of weakness and prostration, she
tied on her sun-bonnet firmly, and gave the
chickens their long-delsyed diuner.

But when, half an hour later, her father found
her fagt asleep, with the glow from the sky re-
flected on her weary little face, ke looked out of
the window for a mament, picturing to himself
the terrible sceney of the afternoon, and then
down at his daughter, ‘A brave girl1” he
murmured, smoothing the yellow hair with hig
bard, brown hand—*‘a brave girl !"—S¢. Ni-
cholas.

NIGHT ON THE PRAIRIE.

If you s’and here and peer through the dark-
ness youn can see it all, There iy the wagon of a
lone emigrant family, its cover weather-worn
and rent to prove that the journey has heen
long and weary. Ten feet away are the embers
of the firo on which the evening meal was
caoked,  Between the wagon and the fire is the
rude bed of robes and blankets on which mother
and children are sleeping. On the other side of

the vehicle stand the horses, munching at the

short, sweet grass, or listening to the far-off
voice of the walf.

This is the background. In the foreground a
sentinel sits with his back to the solitary cot.
ton-wood. At his right hand runs a little brook
—at his left is the boundless prairie o’er which
night has spread her mantle.  Forty feet away
are wife and children trusting in his vigilance.
QOverhead gray.white clouds are driving across
the star-lit heavens, and the moan of the wind
has an uneasy, norvous sound. Awav out on
the prairie the wolf gallops from kuol! to knoll
and snuffs the air, and the ecoyote gnaws at the
bleached bones of tha butlalo and utters his
short, sharp cries of hunger.

Is there danger? All day long as the tired
horses pulled the wagon at a slow pace, the
emigrant has enrefully scanned the cirele about
him, but without cause for uneasiness, He
kunows he is in the Indian country, and for the
last twenty-four hours his nerves have been
braced to hear their dreaded warwop and to
catch sight of a band riding down upan bhim,

It is midnight as we find him. Hisear has
been as keen as a fox’s and his ey» has not
rested for a moment. The stukes are human
lives—his life with the rest. The olils are ten
to one against him.

The brook babbled and the man slept.  Aye!
the sentinel who had five tives in his keeping
slept and dreamed, avd in his dreams wandered
back to the old home and and heard the ald,
familiar sounds.

Sh! It was arustle in the grass! Turn to
the left a little more.  There it is ! Thirty feet
from the sleeping man a rattlesnake reary its
head above the grass and looks arasndl.  Its
eyes gleam like stars, The neck swells, the
tongue flashes in and our, and it eoils amd un.
coils itself as if in fieren combat.  Now it is ad-
vaneing-—now it swerves to the rizht-—now to
the lefr-—now it halts and coils itsell to strike.
It might ecreep up and bury its fangs in the
flesh of the sleeping man, and it will U It creeps
again. It gliles through the grasslike a gleam
—-now to the right—now to the left—now
straight abewl,

‘¢8.g s-h 1"

The serpent Lults. Twenty feet more and jt
could have struck the slecper, but same move-
ment of hus hus alarmed i, and it glides away
for fifty feet, as fast as a shadow travels. ’

Now look beyond the snake.  Is it a second
serpent worming its way over the ground to
sutround the sheper with peril 7 Ist woif ar
panther ereeping forwanl to make a vietim !
Now yeu can see more clearly 5 thers is the
sealp-leck and fuathers, the dark face, the wleame
ing eyes, the shut teeth, and bronze throat of a
blackfoot warrior. - A eourier from one hranch
ot his tribe to ancther, he hag discovirad the
cucampment, circled aronnd it twice, and is now

creeping npon the man, who sleeps instead of

watching.

How soft!ly he maves ! A panther stealing
upon a listening doe weould not exercise more
care. Almost inch by inch, and yet he is slowly
approaching.  He was a hundred feet away, now
he is niuety, eighty, seventy, sixty ! He can
see a dark mass at the feot of the tree, and he
knows that the sentinel must be asleep or he
would not be in that position.

See the mattlesnake 1 1t has Feed about,  [F
it wus daylight you could see a fieree gleam in
its eye —a tightening of the cords amd muscles —
a fieice {lash of the rod tongue, A straight liue
of sixty feet drawn from the Indisn to the tree
would pass over the snake. Now the warrior
ereeps forward again—unot a weed breakivg—
not & rustle to prove his precence,  Two feet —
four—six—1! See the wnake ! s headd is thrown
back—its eyes shoot sparks—there goes the
deadly z-2-z-z-2 f his rattle. The head of the
Indlian is not three fiet away as he hears the
ominous sound.  He draws back, but there is a
dart, a flash, and something strikes him full in
the face, and is not shaken off until he springs
to his feet with a ery hoand for half winile arnund
aud rushes away iu the darkness,

What was it 7 The sentine] is wide awake and
upon his feet.  Wife and children bave heen
startled from slumber to grow white-faced and
tremble,  Even the horses have raised their
heads anid are peering into the night.  There
was a sivgle ery—the wild scream of a human
being suddenly terrificd.

*“ It was nothing--nothing but the howl of a
woll " whispery the sentinel, as he walks over
to comnfart wite and children, and by and by all
is quiet and peaceful a3 before. T'he night grows
apace —the stars fade—daylight breaks, A« the
san comes up the wagon moves on its way, and
the brook amd the camp and the cotton- waod are
left behind.

* Yes, it wag the howl of snme wolf prowling
about,” whispers the emigrant to himself as he
walky beside his wagnn and cantiously scans the
prairie,

Three handred foet to the left is coiled a
snake, which darts its enormous tongue at the
passing wagon, Halfa mile boyend lies the dead
body of tha Blackfoot—swollen, distorted—
a horrible sight under the moming sun.  Over-
head circles three or four vultures of the prairie,
and creeping throngh ths grass come the lank,
huogry walves to the fenst. The wife Inughs,
the children fralic, the hushand regaing his light
heart.  Night wrote the record of the serpents
in the grass, and he will never read it.

W are ometimes tetupted to think that the
prejudices of a thoughtful 1ife avre quite as bad
as the notions of an ignorant one. Certainly
they are ay hard to change.

IRISH OYSTERS.

SOMETHING ABOUT TUHE CELEBRATED BREDR oF
SNEEM,

I recently paid a visit to the celebrated oyster
beds «f Sueem, writes a carrespondent from
RKenmare, Treland,  Kenmare oysters, jor rather
Bland’s oyster, have quite o reputation, and
bring the highest fignre in the oyster market.
Mr. Bland is the proprietor of the beds, and
owns a large property in the neighborhood.
Commeuneing with this scasan, he hus formed a
limited lability company for the more profitable
working of this valuable fishery. The oyster
beds are twenty acres in extent - -produce sowe
three  hundred theusanmd anvually, which are
selling new at 105, 42,500 per 100, During the
past yours they have been gold at 12%, 149, and
up as bigh as 162, per 100, wholesale. They are
shipped in boxes, generddly containing about
eleven hnndred, to Killarney (thirty-five miles),
and from there by rail and beat to Cork, Dub-
lin, Loudon, Liverpool, ete.

As may be judged, oysters are at present he.
yond the reach of men of even moderate in-
comes,  They have been ridng in price every
season antil they have reached a point when it
is fouml a cheaper hospitality to take a friend
into ¢lub or first-clasy restaurant, aud give him
a good dinner, than to ask him ta have an oys-
ter Innch. 1 way rowed over the oyster bals,
which at the time of my visit were covered with
from ten to twelve feet of water, stown how the
sed was Ludd down, and the produal growth aml
development from the “spat” 10 the metured
ovstir, The *eeed™ is bronght fram the French
coast, price varying trom 34, to £2 per 1,000,
according  to the sive and age. The coast o
Brittany is the great source of supply for the
Faglish and Trish fisheries. This seed is placad
i trays 6 by 3 feet four iuches 1 height, made
of tine galvanizd woven wire, anil divided each
into six cowparments.  The frame 19 of thick
state; over it s placed a tight fitting frame,
cailed an fance " the fromes are well

.

“ambui
tereed over with beiling pitcl, and in this con-
ditien are placed on the beds,

The secend serson these are picked over, the
large ouvs taken out avd pliced in youds or
Cparks,” which are seetions fifteen by twenty
fect, under water, formed by stroug wire,  IHere
they are Ieft for another yor, when they are re.
woved to the regular bed as pequired. It takes
feur years—-two yrars in these nurseries and two
years in the romlsr beds-—before the oyster is
matured aned it for market. With the obl na.
tive spat the lrish ovst r grew to a larger size
than is preduced by the fore'gu seed, although
the superior Havor and excellenee of the latteris
admitted. A large <taff is kept erpleyed at tha
Soeem beds, ond the opsters are trken up from
the middle of September to the end of April.
The drive from Kenmate to Sneemn is oue of the
most delightful ameng the many charming
drives in this part of the south of lreland.

FOOT NOTES,

Tur other Satarday evening Mr, George 1L,
Sims paid fora hox at Drury-lane tosee A Sailor
el Iis Lass. Scou after the rise of the curtain
a mes-enger arrived from the stage with the fol-
lowing letter:— **Dear Sims,—[ return jon
vour weney, 1 ean’t think of letting you pay
ta see e vob,~Yours, Augnstus Harrig,” 00 R,
8., appreciating the complimert, pocketed the
moneyv, and seribbled the following acknow-
ledgment while the messenger waited :

I paid to see Augnstus act,
And he returned my L5 d;

Let critics sneer—-it is a fuct—
Angustus acted arell to me,

Mz, Jesgra Forsten, iu his latest work on
the Royal lineage of our noble and gentle fam-
tlies gives “ the descentof William Ewart tad-
stone, P First Lord of the Treasury, from the
hlood Laoyal of Lugland.,” [tappears, acrording
to this profoand antiquary, that Anne Robert.
son, whe, in thefiest vear of the present century,
married Sir John Gladstoue, and gave birth to
Withiam, was dewended from John, second Barl
of Athole, and through him from King Fdward [,

Mavavr TRENELLUS new Lo the Americans,
and it ix, indeed, & common fact that she has
never been tempted to eress the Atlantie by
dellars hitherto. She ivstidl in fall song power
and fer style she is far and far away heyond the
racn of modern artists in general, Her lelivery
of the part of Maweena in I Trovalore is thus
criticizod by the Now Fark Herald © — * Mme
Trebelli is an almost abwolute wmistress of her
art, sl Kuows well how to concenl fram ordin.
ary observation these slight defeets by giving a
heanty of phrasing, a delicacy of vxpression, an
artistic finish to the musice that she sings that
makes her a delightful artist to listen to. She
is n contrnlto endowed hy nuture with a rich,
full nnidl sympathetic voice, cweet nnd clear in
the upper tones, and grandly effctive in the
lower register.  Art has  highly ewmbellished
this natural gift in a wonderful (degree, adding
elegance of style, smoothness and finish, and
her own highly dramatic temperamont has
taught her how to use her voice with great effoet
upon the lyne stage. A finer petformanee of
Azueena hus not been witnessed horo for « long
time than that given hy Mine. Trebelli, and
long befory the evening was over she had esta.

blished herself firmly in the goml graces of her
vew public both as an actress and a singer.”




