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pit he saw a fox. It was noonlight.
" Conrado, what are yeu doing hore at
this tiie of night ?" asked he, " are you
taking a bath ?" l no 1" answered the
fox, "I an eatinga picco of cheese ; see
what a hole I arn mnaking in it." "wherO "

"Here, coie down quick if yo vant
some: it is real English cheoso : you
nover tasted botter; there is still enough
for you." " Do you tako me for a
crane ?" replied Longbeard. " Are you
net ashaimed te tell such barefaced lies ?
or to wish me to bolieve sncb an absur-
dity ? Go 1 Master Fox; I have known
you a long tiie; I am1 acquainted w'ith
your tricks, and have grown too long a
beards to be caught tripping. Good
bye; I wish you good night; pross of
business prevents ie remaining; to-
morrow at this saine hour I will come te
see you ; moanwhile eat your cheese; it
is too hard for iy stonach."

HONOR THE DEAR OLD MOTHER.

Honor the dear old nother. Time lias
scattered snowy flakes on lier brows,

plowed deep furrows on her checks,
but is she net swoet and beautiful now ?
The lips are tliin and shrunken, but
those are the lips whiclh have kissed
many a hot toar fron1 thy ehildish
cheeks, and they are the swootest lips
in the world ; the oye is din, yet it
glows with the soft radiance that nover
can fade. Ah, yes, she is a dear old
mother. The sands of life are nearly
run ont, but, feeble as she is, she vill
go further and reach lown lowcr for
yeu than any other person on earth.
You cannot enter a prison whose bars
can kcop her out ! Yon cannot nount
a scallold too high for lier te reach,
that she nay kiss you in ovidence of
ier deathless love when the world shall
despise and forsake yeu: wlen it laves
you by the wayside te perisli unnoticed,
the dear oldi mother will gather yeu il
her aris and carry you te her home,
and tell you of all your virtues until
yo almost forget your seul is disfigured
by vices. Love lier tonderly, and choer
ber declining years with holy devotion.

THE BATTLE OF THE CLANS.

In times of old two Irish Chiefs in discord spent their days,
Their clansmen iere at bitter fend, enageed in constant frats-
MacTahil, who frein King Tuathal his clear descent couldeshow,
Lord of the hills and loneTy vales and lakes of Glendalough-
Fitzgerald froin the Norman sprung, with ready sword in hand
And foot in stirrup, to defend his patrimonial land
How e'er acquired-and attack in single combat fair
Or open war, the ancient owners, the Toparchîs of Kildare.
The real cause 'tw-ere hard to tell-it bad gone on for years
A heritage of woe te men and source of women's teai-s,
'T vas said te be a trifling wrong first made thei enenies,
Some trespasses ofcattle or disputes o'er bonifdaries,
Words caine to blows, next inroads made on either's broad doniains,
Tilt lives were lest and blood defiled fair Leinster's fertile plains
Each laid his standard which advanced as either chieftain won,
Thus hate intense inbued eacli sept frein veigeful sire to son.

A fight one morn, fair Kathleen knîew (Fitzgerald's gentle daughter),
Was waged upon the distant heath, notes thant the breezes brouglt lier
Had tolhow dreadful wvas the conflict, altho' iLs acts were screened
Froi trembling, anxious vision by woods tlat intervened ;
The Prince of Glendalough had called his clansmen frein Imayle
Te make a foray on his foeman so friendly to the Pale;
'T was net long since the'Ros-cathîa was raised at banquet board
The eve before the Chieftain drew the swift avenger's sword.
But loolcing from 'the great Dunîmore, the hihest of his eastles,
She saw the hastily armed groups, lier father s faithful vassais
Were liurried off te join the strife by nearest nountain pass,
The agile, half accoutred Ier and heavy gallow glass.
Tlhe hiard the horas that seund " the charge," nixed with the whistle shrill
As rage and din of bettle rose behind a furie-clad hill,
The tumult of the warlike tribes, that Imet in rude array,
Swelled o'er the cultivated fields upon that fatal day;


