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lounging around a ric'hly blooming gar-
den, althouîgh the flowiers gave notico
that their lire was not to be very long i
and Aiy and Caira discussed poetry and
"I wOr'" and, of course, i tusic, while the
gentlemen enterctained themnselves in the
varions modes and ninners which peo-
ple of their education eijoy.

WC will not trouble the reader w'ith a
description of thf dnne'-a thing which
is very tantifising tai mat who isi hun-
gr'y, and wlio cannot transfnorm the
viands ofthought into someting mor
palpable if not mure poetical. It pnssed
off admirably; and Fathor Neddeclare
that Mr. Seymour was ane of the fiest
nien in the world.

The ladies had notiong ta w'ait in the
drawing-rom, where both were defiglit-
ed ta fincd thir friend the " Qten of
theiay." Sfio wore lier faivoiita whito
and blue--the dress she w'ore at the
schoal examintions the Suammor before.

It was quite evidlent that the sympa-
thy of Mr Meldon was strongly Hiber-
nian ; and ho dweit on landlord tyranny
and class ascendnicy in Ireland as if ho
'was a native of Mlunstor. Mr. Seymaoir
was ver'y muehi the sane-only he had
a great tendency ta " venturo all " soon-
er than continue in the vassalage of a
prostrate nationality. Amy looked at
him with astonisiment, and in spite of
all her parental training sho caught a
spark of the fitm of his thout.

After some velemont cond(eininations
of the niisgovoinnient of the past, Clara
ventured ta rimarl that poor Polanci
had suffered more even than Ircland;
" the chains weo heavy and sharp, and
degradation was constantly the compan-
ion of the whip and the sabre !I almost
cried Clara.

" There is my daught'er Clara, you
are a little o'guo ! You want Mr. Sey-
mouis sang, 'The Minstrl.' "

Clara smiled and rose. She approach-
ed Mr'. Scymonur like a potitioner.

Mr. Scymoir, on his part, rose and
bowed. Hle raised the harp fron its
position near the southern window, and
pliaced it boside the piano. e then
gave his arm ta Clara, who, sitting bo-
hind it, looked like a vision of beauty,
through thinly veiling clouds. Shi
swept the strings with a. power aston-
iahing in one so young. The preludo
'was grandly full; yet you hcard the

vail of ielancholy running thriough
rushing fiar monios that swel ed ui p in

mi1agntilicient chorus i Mf'. .LCyto n Soy-
maour stood neai ler, and beganî. With
a fine tonotr ho gave-
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And lie calil for his sword and his Ivre;
And a tinge o'er his brown visage stoe,

For his darl eye was flashing the Uire
That ragedl in the depths of hil coul I

And lie ïang: "l Plnand, on to te lighti
On ! on i vith the sword oftie ree

Oh, the sword of the freman is bright!
Aid heaven and hope are wi ti i hee '

A d fie called for his sword and his lyre;
And il visage wias iworn and 'ian,

And his dark eye no louger ilashed lire,
For his spiri ias broken and gone.

And lie saig,-'twas of Polaidi agai ;
li was peceiC to the great tid the braven

And I t hiougit mmore ielodioueiy then
Tho' his song was the song of the grave !

Peace I peace! to the minstrel wo rang
A H tbe glories of freedom,-and died

With the counds of fier faine on his tongue
And.the lyre of his love l his sie I

It was vain to doepit the effe'ct of this
sonig uîpon Amy D'Alton. The blood of
the barrons was hot, and in poor Aiy's
case constant repression of htome inade
the reaction terribfo. Sho grow pale
w'ith downright excitement, and, had
she not been ashamed, she woiud have
besoughLt Mr. Leyton Scymour to sing
it again.

" Poor Poland ' sighed thm fir young
womian.

" Theres a singular illustraton of au-

cepting enoics' gifts," observed Mr.

Moldon.
"Enemies' gifts ? f do not utder-

stand," obIerveI Mr. Seymour.
" The Russian power bribed the occut-

piers and cultivators or the land by wiat
it styled liberating them from feudal
savery; and w hon Poland hia lost co-
hesion by the division botween owiers
and cultivators, the ecemy nade slaves
of both-slaves, as fat as the Tartars
could, in mind, body, and religion."

Mir. Moldon spoko with gî'at bitto'-
noss.

"Ah, wef," cried Fathor Ned, " the
lidies arc not going ta stop thMir swoot
music î"ri ouri dry history. Miss D'Alt-
on will sing 0ne of our own molodice."

"I thfink Afly Hayesand inyself have


