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DEAR LAND. What path is best your rights to wrest
: Let other heads divine;
By work or word, with_voice or sword,

S | N
When comes the day all hearistoweigh, T’robk’ﬂf:“ %he(n.\ l)(l: mnlul.. tred steel
guauneh they e or il i rest st senl amd e steol
ull we forget the sacred debt 3 i
" We owe otr mother isle ,.,f ! H‘dg'uth should come, that martyrdom
M.‘;(nnli\‘c henth is brown beneath, Were eweet, endured for you, Dear land
My native waters . ear land—
B y hative waters biue ; i Were sweet, endured you
ut erimson red o’er both shall spread SR you

Trnowmas Davis.

THE ORPHANS;

Erelam false to you,

\ Dear land—
Bre Lam falseto you. : :

: oR,
When I behold your mountains bold, T HE R GV
Your noble lakes and streams, .,THE HEIR OF LONGWORTH
A R)gnlg)cd Lidel:) of griel and pride ‘ ‘
‘ithin wy bosom teeins; - : TER XXVI— i
Ilhjnk of all—~your long, dark thrall, CHAPTER XX VI (Contmncd.)
Your martyrs brave and true— “IWinn the day ever come when you

And dash apart the tears thai stari;

can 7
We must not weep for you,

“Yes," she answers, with a weary
sigh, T think so—1 hope so, but Ldonot
know. Ol ! monsicur, lot us end this—

) Dear land—
We must not weep for you.

My grandsire died his Wome beside. I foresce nothing but trouble will come
K : 3 I . . o
fl.'hey scized and hanged him there; - {of it. My conduct Jooks suspicious. You
i8 only crime in-evil time, are honestly trying to trust me, and you
Your hallowed green to wear, | cannot, Let us make an end. lbisnot too’

Across the main his brother twain late: Nothing is done that cannot be
Were sent Lo pine and re; : P

And siill they turncd with hearts that undone, and 1 am weary of El()}lbts :}nd
burned, : ‘ quarrels. T will give you back yourring
In hopeless love to you, , and your freedom, and then these secrets
oo " Dear land— | And hidden treasures of mine need dis-

=+ [turb’you no more: Monsieur Longworth :

it wonld have been better-for us all if -+ =

In' hopeless love to you.

My bovish ear stil) clung 1o hear ] you had riever let us come here.”
EOI‘ Brin’sipride of yore,. ' o47 “1 begin to think so,” he answers,
T I“?"&“““ foot had dared pollute | bitterly, * since this is to go on indefini-
0!0?:2;?5 leg)rxe:((lliﬁ&i{}ﬁ;e,.‘osc to hemj tely. I had hoped—but-what does it
Seme gallant patriots fow, .| matter- now ?::If “you had. caved for
ill all my aim on carth became me—" R _ ‘
To strike one blow for you, . e stops with-an impatient gesture, . -

o ; Dear land-— | and moves away a fow steps.. Then he
- Tostrike one blow for you. = - comos again and stands beforesher.




