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It is to this wh'ich Moore has beauti
fully given expression in his Jhr-famed
nielody:

Erin, the tear and the smiile in thine
cycs

Blend like the rainbow that hangs in thy
skies!

Shining thro' sorrow's streani,
Saddening thro' pleasire's beain,

Tn1y -luns with dloubtfuil gleami,
Weep vlile they rise."

Misic is the language of the heart,
and its strains are expressive of the
feelingzs by which they arc awakened.
The liv'ely and soul-stirr'ing strains of the
Irish .Bards breathes forth the natural
joyousness of a people careless and
happy, and side by side we find the
mournful and pathot.ic mloldy-the out-
pourings of a hcart ovorburdened with
oppression and sorrow. Let us hope
that the day is not fair distant when
Ireland's inusie will again be ail joy and
gladness, as it was in the day when
she vIàs froe and happy, befoi hier
brightness had been overshadowed by
the dark clouds of oppression and
thraldom.

M. W. C.

H.PAsEs oF LIFE.-Therc are in Ocist-
ence two periods when we shrink froin
any gre'at vicissitude- early youth and
old %ge. In the middle of life, we are
indifierent to change; for we have
discovered that nothing is, in the end,
so good or so bad as it first appeared.
We know, moreover, how te accomodate
ourselves to circumstances; and enongh
of exertion is stili left in us to cope with
the event. But age is heart-wearied and
tempest torin; it is the crumbling
cenotaph of fear and hopei Whereoforc
should there be turmoil for the new and
evening hours, wlhen all that covet is
repose ? They sec' their shadov fall
upon the grave, and need but to b at
rest b'enîeath i Youith is no less averse
from change; but that is from cxagger-
ation of its consequencesfor all seems
to the young so impoi tant, and so fatal.
They are timid, becaîuse they know not
what they fear; hopef'ul,-because they
know net what they expeèt. Despite
their gaiety ofconfidence,they yetdrecad
the first plunge into life's unfathomed
deep.

.,ifh tt0R1S.

They come, as the breezc cornes over the foam,
king the aes th arc siigirig to siep,

The faircst of iiernorlus fromt far-away home,
The dii treais of faces beyond the dark deep.

Thecy conu as the stars coic out in the sky,
t shiminier whrcver the shados oa swCep

And ther steps ire as soft as the sound of a sigli,
And i wclcoie ilitm al while i wcarily wcep.

Thcy come as a song cones onut of the Past-
A lovei miotier rnurmured in days that arc dead-

w'hose ones spirit.thrilliiig live on to the last,
w'iere the gloomi of the huart wvraps its gray o'cr the head.

They coue like the ghosts from ih grass.shrouded graves,
*'And icy follow our footseis on life's winding way:

And the> mîurmîur around us as murmur the waves
That sigh on the shore at the dyiig uf day.

They come, sad as tears to the cyus that are bright,
'i hey come. swtci as soiles tu the lips dit are pale,

They couic, din as drcamsu in the depihs of the night,
They cume. fair as owers, in the loe. lovely valu.

There is not a hîcar hut ais not haunted so,
Though far we may stray froua the scenes of the Past.

Its memîories follow wherever we go,
And the days thait were first sway the days that arc last.

NED RUSHEEN;
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ChAPTER IV.
WIIAT nAPPENED AT DAYBREAK.

TuERE is nothing so galling te a proud,
bad man as defeat, and wihen that defeat
is accompanied by humiliation, woe to
those who have crossed his evil designs.

Elmsdale retired to his room only te
meditiate on plans of revenge: r'evengo
on Ellie for having refused what ho was
pleased to consider 'an anazing act of
condescension on his part; revenge on
Ned Rusheon for having inflicted tho
correction ho se richly deseri'>ed. The
thrashing and the fright.had sobered him,
but it did not suit his present mood to
remain sober. There are few who drink
f'rom the pure love of' drink, in compar-
ison with the millions.who drinlk becaise
they wiiih to forgut thenselves, or te
stimulate themsolves to commit some
feuil ci'ime.

Elmsd ale took care te have the means of
gratifying his passion always within his
reach. H had a very large dressing
case, of which he always kept tl-.ekey.k .
If'any st:anger had opened it, they would
have been iather surprised at its contenta,


