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WHERE, THE IH,AU'IH UL lul\'ER\
- FLOW,

LOBY OREV. P €L RYAN,

Gh, 111 ging to-night of & fairy hud. in lhc I;ip of the
ocean set,

And of all the lands Pyve travelled o‘cl, 'lls the Jov uhcm,
1 have met;

Where thie willows weep, and the
balmy breezes blow,

In thut dear old land, that sw m-l olnl l.lnd, \\herc the
I)cnmim] rivers flow,

roges sleep, and the

But oh, alas! howean 1 N
strain;

And.that dear old-land of my youthful love I may never
see ngning

And the very joys thnt 11 my brcusl muet ever clnngc
to woge,

For that dear.old Jand, that sweet old I'md w hcro nm
hcmmrul rivers ﬂo“ .

"tigan exile breathes the

But 111 sing or the lnm.-]\' old chnrchy-uds u) erc our
.- fathers' bones are lpdd— .
“3Where e’ cloisters stand, those r\\hxs grm\d mm our

< tyrant.foes have made - .7
And 1l strike the harp with o mwournful m\\ch hll the
Cgitst'ning tears will show
. For that dear old Innd, that sweet old l'md W, hcro the,
hcnuliru! Hvurs ﬂnw

\ud T ll alng of meet's lonelv mc, nml o{ hig lonely
Lrave—

Of his early ~doom, and hls \mnhful hlomn, nud )u"
cepirit morc than brave;: A

And ah! how bleat and catm hiswsl t]m’ ma gmvc he

_eold and Tow, ., oo : :

Tty dentold. hmd 1)

bcmml‘ul rivers now.

W got ()ld ,kam

And I ll sing or Tone and the Gernhhne‘ pmud Bdwi |\rd
true nnd blest—
: They-won the crown—the nmrtvr‘s crown=~and thcy
-~ sleep. tn sh'ulc nml rcﬂt H
In hem'enl) Mol their names nrc m!led—&hoy dicd in
“manhood’s glow,
ror that dear old Iand, that sweet ohl land, w hore tho
: \mmnll'u) rh’ers now

And 1 sinn of ‘lrc]'md’s Ancient dny!, wlen, l\cr sh‘cs
were ku\f{ly men,

Who led the chase, and (he nmnl) rncc, thro’ forcsl,

. . fleld and glews

A-v-\\'hosc only. word. wag the. -=h{nulg swmd—\\hose peu,

~.the'patriot’s blow

For that.dear old lm\d nmt s\\cct ol-l land, w herc lho

hc'\utirul rivers flow

1 the outer world would L all. thc hcltu‘ for'it n ;
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“Wrhe gitded haki hoveri ing rn\nnl ﬂm-.\y "
By ko x.—Tlic ({Iﬂl’l“l‘.

CHAPTER JIT,
‘ THE VILLAGE, .
« Vietory nmnher onéi”  Mr. Snckwell was

happier that day than he had been fof many a5
long time, if prosperous hatred hrings happiness:
He heard the bay of the fox-hounds, saw the
lr]ct-cn.w-rl hmsumcn, SiLW thc old’ "ml

evil genins.

Like mo
vilety xsouu.tlmt_s stoopul 1o sm.h ro\u‘\ trons 18 ¢
c:os»ul the puth of his l-lhmmus hﬁ,.. :On thé.
evening of the dn\' we have hccn \\'uung ahou}

in: thc glasg 7
“wnda groats

hunian nature was?
‘ \\')i‘erd.fth’é .
imperfection .. was: 1ot worth - notic hw—nftcr
“soothing-his-feclings out ol his master’s liand
bottle, and ]\xcl\nw the ‘cat for- ])m lmmnmt
it did occur to. M. Lxmg:(on that both'he and

many . more) - that,

if p(i(_uj
imperfect, there was ong cage ut Jens

he strolled down o Kilsheelin. i g
- 'I'hough Alr, meton ]mdun mtclhgenthox rot
of the Iri sh C]lll‘l'llﬁ f w “would: it e fuk ':n ]nm ;
“for: the mm'(\'\ he w as, us he 101(0(1 ulom; 1.unmlv
under the lcul'v hccs of the ny mw en]oym'f

_| the sweet cmnv mr | th ummml re i




