IRELAND.
(Lines written at the request of Nor-h)

Sweet isle of the ocesan, how oft to thy mountains

My sout seems to fly and drink deep of the foun-
taing ) .

That spring from the depthe of thy sea of devotion

And mingle their waters in freedom’s broad ocean.

Blest visions that bring me the scenes of my child-

Qod
The sen-beaten rocke. monntain, valley and wild-
wood, . . .
The home where in yonth 'twas my infantile glory

.. To list to the wiclders of ramance and story.

Sweet, lone];‘ “Gougane,” is thy stillness around
me?
Do thy dark. beetling oliffs in their majosty bound

wme?

QOa thy far tow'ring heights is the lightning-tiash
piaying? . X

Q! ~tell me whatsounds are thine echoes obeying?

Thy green mantled zone secmeth downwand to
tumble,

In violont respouse 10 the thunder’s loud rumble

In white, toaming torrents & thouzand streams,
sushivg

Aleng thy geclivities, downward come rushing.

And, dashing in spray on the low-lving water,

Arvuse the wild swan that, like ** Lirg's lovely
daughier™

From: the inve, dreary Inke spreads its snowy-white
pluons

And launcues tar inte celestial dominions.

1leave thee Gougane, but as westward [ turn—

What dismal ravine! Why seems pature to mourmn ?

Wby, cicihed in verdure n.ost besutitnl only

And foilage, seem ali things so dreary—so lonely ¢

one " Keim-an-eigh™ in its evergreen weeping,
ihe o beantital maiden whose lover 1 sieeping
ip the srave trow whuse bourne his smile shall beam
never

On tast fair one whose high hopes are blasted for
ever:

High tow ring in air the bleak, bold cliffs assemble,

Al the bpeize ol eseb foottail they vibmate and
tremble:

Tili well nigh anarch 10 the dark pass is given,

Where wee their bruown aummits betwixt earth snd
heaven.

From that lonely dedle in sublimity clouded

I emerge. lust i awe, sud in wondermeut shrouded ;

And to! iike an eder whose glory has faded.

Smiles on tand by the ocean in ioneliness shaded.

Say iy thns " Hi Brazil” atcrwetively beaming ?

Ur the tand v “"Cocapne™ inits Juxury gleaming?

Or famed ** Tiernanogue,” lund of the st2ll blovoming
dowers,

Where age never enters youth's evergreen bowers?

Ab! ne ‘ns Iveragh, tis Clara, 'tis Bears,

Tis the home of the beet and the bravess of Erié,

ITis the rampart that loog Kept the foe at defiance

Till dastards berrayed in unboly ailiance.

O glorious land | once the pride of a nation,

Thuoa'rt now bat a biaak, full of dark desolation :

Thy children in bendage unheeded are weeping;

And the brave, who would free them, for ever sre
seepng.

Their chain of destruction was ruthlessly wovrn:

Hanged, m}ncberwi and blasted they have been, and
gioven,

Diyed red with their blocd was the Ocean’s blue

water,

And recking and bathed was Beard of slaughter;—

Dear land of my tathers, vace island of gladness.

How .dark dw’ns thy transit t¢ the deep depth of
sadness,

" How fruitiul to-day "neath the sway af the spoiler

Thou sweet Innistail, nghtful bome of the toiler !

Sweet paths of my yoath which [ never shall wander.
Sublime, lovely scepes, oo your beauties I ponder;
Masjestie ubodes where wild grandeur doth moumn,
1o your soliwude drear I shall never return—
Q, tern my so0ui! irvin such sad recollecticon,
{}nd make thine adopted the land of affection?

Ab! no.” scream: my epirit, * my motherland,

. sireland
Shall ever und ever be, blest, holy TrgLavp!”

Mantreal, Oct. 31st, 1882, TNBOY

LOVE'S LOYALTY.

BY THE ATUTHOR OF ‘‘ MY BOGIES,"” *‘ A LITTLE
MISTARE,” ETC,

Christmas in the Australinn backwoods, away
from scttlement, and without a peighbor nearct
than a ten-mile ride, is scarvely so hopeful or
likely to be as joyous as those which here ia our
England come 10 us charged with the heartiest

" of wishes, ** A merry Christimas.” . Indeed, con-

tiast the two, and in Aastralia Christmas is no
Christmas without the charm of its season. The
buruing heat instead of, as here, the time-hon-

-ored snow-crowned day—the day when, of all

other deys, peace, goodwill, and charity,
whether ot the heart or the pocket—charity in
forgetting and forgiving—is deepest stirred, and

~ the worde, “ P’eace and goodwill to men,” rung
- outby the merry bells, strike upon the heart and
ery to us, ‘“Forget and forgive I Hard, indeed,

the heart that will not let that cry enter in;

blank, indeed, the life which has notie on which

1o lavish sometbing of a grnerous feeling begot-
ter of that day. And yet in Australia, where
this sad page of a life’s history opens, no poverty
it the eye 1o rtir the compassionate feelings of
“the hrart;. no biting eold on' that day called’
forth symyathy for less fortunate brethren ; and

. mo merry - bells spuke out through the hot slew-

moving sir 10 cull up memories of the past, snd
bLid men live in * peace and goodwill.”  Yet

+:.there is a charm in the name of Christrras’; and
“to 4]l to whom it comes, memory isrevived. For
. all'the wesry yuiet life, sheep-farming in the
... backwoads, 1t has one influence for good—clden

-memories of home, ] . .

In a eabiu of rough hewn logs in the back-
wouds, wlone, and without a-hut within a . ten.
niile circle, Gerald Edwards sat in the silence

lden tiemories of houe. - The recoll-ctions of
lie ys 8t were beavy on him, 0 S

“He wan & mwn whomw cne, Jooking at, would
iave suid way boin for life:in  the wilderness,

shich. was hatyfol to. him, wrestling with the

to dospéﬁtio;; the world was as nothing to him.

He braved the ‘elements and feared no danger;
was wild- apnd  reckless; . maybe " he courted
death. S . ‘ ;

Yes ; lifé was a_bitterness to him, and his
heart was very heavy. - . = '

~ So true it is that we never to the full extent
know the value of anything until we have lost
it. : : S ‘

It was trne with Gerald Ldwards : and me.
mory carried him back to the Christmas of a year
ago, in 8 quiet Eoglish homestead of the fine old
country town of a midiand shire. Theold scene
came before him once again ; aud, miugled with
the vision of the happy faces which had filled
tbat homestead, came one fairer, brighter, dearer
far, than all the rest. And what a face! Not
classic, not Greuze-like, not waxen pretty, but
fair aud bright, grave yet open; eyes which
looked out from a fringe of lashes with love's
softest glances, which had seemed to hiw to say,
in their dumb eloguence, ** Youare my love, my
all the world.” .

And so his life came back before him, sitting
in that log-cabin; the faces mixed up with
things around, the old sceces ing like &
panorama before his eves. And this was his
story.

Y'ears ago two brothers had stood hand inhand
by the bedside of a dying father, and promised
him to live in lave one with another, to sacrifice
to each other, to bear aud forbear. it would be
sv easy to keep that promise, they said to them:-
selves. They bad always lived together {rom
childhood, had worked side by <ide on their
father's farm, and not a difference had ever ex-
isted between theta. 1t seemed so unlikely that
they, jointly inkeriting that farm, should ever
separate, that the promise was readily given.
The life in that dear old place near the midiand
coupty town was so uneventful, so rich in the
luxuries of peace and goodwill, that the sacrifice
which their promise should oue day demand of
one of them pever could have been believed had
any prophet foreteld it.  Yet it was to be, snid
it came wheu the brothers had resched man's
estate.

Across the bridge of the old mill-dam, oue
evemingin the spring, litdle light feet trod, and
a girl of bright beauty, glad at heart, and of
merry voice, looked down upen the rushing
waters below ; while abeve the rattle they made
her voice was heard singing a merry song, and
fitling the quiet evening aiwr in over-gladness of
heart.

1da Rutland was the only danghter of Squire
Rutland, who lived at ** The Hall " in the vil-
lage, aud who was at once half lord, half slave,
ot the people. No one was more open to the im-
pasitios of any one who had a pititul tale to 1ell,
or who told oue, true or not.  His heart way so
large, and his nature so good, that Tom, Dick,
or Harry had but to send word he was i}, and
forthwith the squire might have been seen wend-
ing his way across the fields to the cottage of the
unfortenate sufferer. Sometimes a servant car-
ried a basketful of such eatables as would have
satisfied the family of Hodge for n week. The
suire was at oucs master, friend, minister, and
doctor. Food for mind or physic for body he
would dispense with the ready heartiness of a
man who asked the Jove of those bensath him,
and thought his trouble well spent.  “*Nothing
like twenty-four houry’ bread and water,” he
would say, for Giles’s willful son who wouldn't
eat good fat bacon. Nothing like brimstone
aud treacle for a little girl who had disoteyed
her mother and eaten teo much sweetstutl. . And
vet he.spoilt the children himself, and ove and
all ran to meet bim if he stopped, or blew Kisges
to him as he passed riding ou his horse to the
county town,

Ida Rotland was motherless and her father's
idol.  Pet thotgh she was, he had never spoilt
her, and she had all his gooduess of heart, his
love and pity for the poor, who loved and almost
worshipped her.

OFf course it was Fate thatled her that even.
ing to the old mill-dam. 'T'ne sjuiire bad gove on
business into town, and she kuew the tune he
would return and also the very spot where she
could meet hirn. Aund she had stsrted for that
purpose ; but the rains had been late that seasvn,
and there was danger in the dam. The waters
were out, and rushed down with m+re than usual
furce ; and the  question hal been asked,
* Would the dam hold 7"*  As Ida stood looking
down into the rushing wuater, iucerasing in

‘bodily force, a8 she sang little snatches of song

in the joy and gladness of her heart, no seuse ot
insecurity was felt by her ; but yet the wooden
bridge on which she stood shack by the water's
rush, snd that was not ussal. She would not
have leng to wait, however, before her father
would “arnive in the dog-cart which he would
drive from the town, aud then she woald mount
beride him and both would go home together.
The sun wus just gone down, ‘aud the gray
light in the eastern sky was creeping over to the
west 1o jut out the duylight which thelsun had
left behind, and the air waa very atill. Presently
tw-gisle Lda 2 man's form appeared, and she (urn-
ed amd tound it was Gerald Kdwards, the elfer
brother. T S h

He saluted her with gentlemanly conrtesy, aud '

then nsked, K :
- % Do you. think there is -any danger, Miss
Rutland #" oo, 20 e : ,
¢ Danger T’ replied 1da ; “danger of what 7'
* Of the mill-dam giving way,” he answered,

* The water, | fear, in jucreasing, and certainly -

I think the bridge shakes more than it did.”* =
*1 did . not potice it,’" she sid. ‘
waiting for pape, and did not thiok of the dan-

tful in trawe, strong in spirit, featleas, bold

ger. - But what do you think, Mr. Bdwards I

1 am afraid there is danger unless the water
goes down during the night. If it were morning
now, something might be donato strengthen it}
but-as it is'we must hope for the best. - I have
warned the good peopls in the cottage below that
they muat watch all ‘night.  They have a boat
tied at the door, 8o that should ‘the dam burst
and the water reach the cottage -they will take
to the boat and trust to it.” .

““You are very thoughtful,” shosaid gravely ;
¢ and that is why Toften wish | was a man. 1
should never have provided for such an emer-
gency. But men are very brave.” =~ -

1 am glad you think | have done. rightly.
Accepting your compliment, Miss Rutland, will
voit not allow me to suggest thut yon should
}m\\‘e the bridge ! 1 canuot think it safe. It
seems to me that the water has loosened the sup-
ports, and it s0, it may go atany moment.”

' Do you think so I” she said, =~~~

*‘Yes,” he answered: gravely. * Bat I.am
going down the bank ta examine it, and when 1
return 1 shall know if there ix much danger.”

Saying this, he ticd one end of the long cord
he carried round a post on the bank, and tegan
to descend. Ila watched hiw curiously as well
as anxiously, as he went care{ully dowu the slip.
pery bank, and disappeared in the dim light be-
ueath the supports of the old wooden bridge.
She knew now the danger which threatened the
village, and as she steod thinking over it »nd
waiting for the verdict of the man whoe was to
her mind so noble, the quiek steps of an ap-
proaching horse and the rattle of wheels full
upon her ear. It was her father returning. At
ouce thesense of his danges struck her. He must
cross the bridge.  Would it bear the weight of
his horss and vehicle 7 Could he, dare be,
cross § Without » thooxht she ran from the bank
1o crosa the bridge,  Gerald Edwanly called to
her from below.

¢ Stop, Misa Ratland ! It will not bear your
weight I It will go direetly ! Far God's sake,
stop 1™

** My father ! my father ! shecried in four,

“ Where I" asked Gemld, and instantly sprang
up the bank. Ther on the other side was the
squire fast approaching, and Gemsld koew that
he must be stopped ; Torif he attempted o erons,
the bridge would go dowu, With all the strongth

of voice be could commaund, e shouted, **Stap 1"
But the rattle of the wheels of the vebicle the

squire was doving, and the rushing of the
waters, deadennd the sound, aml stitl he drove
an.
Then Gerald knew the danger that was befare
him ; and as the squire reached the bridge on
the oihier side, he threw of his coat and seizad
the cord which he had fastened to the bank.
That would hold he knew.

A moment more the horse was ou the bridge,
It seemed ta shudder beueath its weighi, then
shook violently, then vieldad.” Man, hvrse, and
vehicle were plunged iuto the sexthing waters
below,

The next sceond Gerald, with a eall o s,
who stood paralyzed with fear, to remain still,
threw himself dowo the bank, and grasping the
cord in one hand droppel into the water,

Thoughts pass quickly through the mind at
such moments, and to Gorald the thought .
curied that the moment the heavy waight of the

horse and vehicle, or sumie of the supports of the l
bridgr, should steike the dam, it would give!

way. -Once that happened. all human Lelp
would avail nething Both would le carried
away by the suddenly freed waters, and both
would perish together.

He struggles bravely to mack the wguire, who
had fortanately got clear of the vehscle, 1le
seizes him, and, thowgh catned rounsd and round
by the eddying waters, ciugs to the ropa, The
syuire slsaseizes it, and with wonderful presence
of mind releases Gerald, and both drag on the
tope. Duwn the str am veurer ts the dreadful
withl wheel, they go, and twa lives hang noon
the rope. Will it hold 1 Yen; they near the
bauk, amd altuough the cord straius fearfully,
they geta fo,thobd.
mill wheel bad eaunght them. The squire’s
strength tails himonow, but Geradd bas him jn
his arms, and at the last g-sp d ags him thronyzh
the water to the vank. He 1s sate, but the ;u-f:l
forescen by Gerald 1u realized.  The dam gives

way under the weight of the vehicle, boras by !

the waters with a heavy shoek agonst it, and
the angry tide is let louse upou thé villuge be-
low.

That night's work was dangerous in miore
senses than oue ; and the etfect upon two of thow
engaged in it was geen thiree mouths Jater. Of
course Gerald, in the eyes of the fair yeung Indy
who had witnessed his noble expioit, was from
that time forwarnd a hero enual to any Rarme had
ever prodaced. The leap of Hormiuw into thy
Tiber from” it breken bridge wax nothing by
comparison.: $9, at least, she thotght ; and w Lo

would quarrel with her for extolifng the heroinm’

of the man who: had saved  her father's 1ifa?
Who will- wonder that 1o that man slie lost her
heart, or that, Gerald having won it, gave her
his own inits pluce? » : Co
Tt is true that the squire did not at'all depre-

rin‘e the noblenesy of. the service Geornld had

readered him.. Yet it can scarcely be wondered
ir he, as lord of the mnanor, and owner of nearly
half the village, felt some regret that his daugh-
ter  should not have~—~aud there” he. stopped,
¢ Have made a better match 1" -his heart nsked
him.. ** No, hang it1" ‘he answered himself,

.+ *“the boy's good enough: for the first lady in-t-
“the land.” e i

41 was* - Love, then, was the ripened fmlicr f;\_ulin‘g of

Fmtitudc for that night's work ;- and: the squire,
having heard the honest fatmor's acknowledg-

A few feet more, apd the |

ment of his paasion, sliook him by tha hand, ang
owned the worthiness of his danghter's choice.

" “Frank:Edwards,: his brother, was the first 1o
congratulate him, and he said that he was sure

he should always love Ida, = 7
“"And thedays after that, and the weoks and the
months that passed, saw two as bright and happy
lovers asever the world had hell. © And yet—

Aud yot wo.find them parted, and ke living
the life of a recluse in the Australian wilderyesy
with vengeful thoughts of that brother wh)
hiad held the warmest place in his heart, and
nursing niemoties of  wrong, bitter thoughts of
what was home. .

Aud this ia the reason why.

Early spring had come againu, and the time
was fast approaching when Gerald would claim
the fulfilment of Lda’s promise, and she would
he all his own.

Love i3 luxurious ; aud man in his sonl hugs
himsell in the contemplation of his promised
hnp{n’new. Apart from her who holds his heart,
his best epjoyment is in solitude and wlence,
Look nt the youth lying there vn his back,
kicking his heels on the grass plot, wnd deiug
nothing bat mtare up into the delicionn green
foliage of the Lranches abave him, e i iy
love, aud building castles in the air; ot for
greatness, not for wealth for himsell,
wants love in a cottage, but kix castle s baijs
for happiness,  This s selfishuesas, but the uu.
blameable selfishiness of love,

So it was with Gerald ; a0d ou an afteruooy
of the next spriug-titee he had taken Lis boat,
and ying on the saat, had let it rock tiaelf 1dly
aloug, while he guve himsel np to the calm en.
Jogment of bis sond’s happiness.

And the boat had Hoated on, and lay at Lia
out of the running stream behind some talj,
dquie reds which rustled round, and made muse
to him.  Eye, ear, and sense were wrapped iz
“love’s Lethe stream of rich delight 7 His was
the acate of seltishness, but he had « rade awas.
ening.

As he lay there slone in his boat, voices s
to birm borne upon the atr, sod down upon thr
atream anuther boat came Soating tuwards hin,

The occupants of that bosal were Frank, hie
trother, and Tda, his own atlianced wife,

Bt the words that came o him, haw they
dropped upon his earaud scorchind themselves
intn bis heart ! The tones of the sweet weil.
kuuwn voice came to him seross the water,
¥t he could pot believe that e had he
aright.  Frim the very depths of bhis love,
picions through 08 greatnes, s voies sectaed o
ery to him that his brother wax a traitor, thas
the fair sweet young fase he had ealled has own
was but a mask hadiag a fickle and false hears.
Auwl the voiee cried 1o him™ Lp, up; and
a foving brother's treachere ! Up ap ;o andd bk
in scotn apan the face which scemed sa farr,
whirll 1% s0 fajse I

Fool like, he phexed the voice ; but betrer far
if e had turged away and closed his rarg had
shut put sense and sovnd,

He stretehed across the boat, and paried the
tall reeds which stoad curtainsdike balween him
and the uncouscious sprakers boyomd,

i There they sat-—Frank in Ins boat with the
i scullslying idiy upnn the water, and bending v
fore her with bis hauds in her lap,

Slowly they vame, or seemed 10 come to the
gontesl watcher ; they pasand at dength, ant
Cthe Jast wondy of Frank in response (o hers, and
{ hers in reply to him—** But what will Gerald
Paay £ oand YO, he will be jealous; bt you
j lovers alwayas aee 2 —huog upon his ecar and
s hurnt into his' heart.  ** False,"lie hixsed 1o
i tween his teeth, falie to me ™ Tle raised b
i hand to heaven in strong agony of spirit, as 5f
Jlie woald have smaote the brother who was o
i treacherons, and on his Lpy s eurse bl franed
Liteell.  Bag it did not pass into uttemner. A
cwecond more and his resolye was taken. The
; mamury of his promise was strong upon him, the
i bitterness of his heart was changed o sorrow ;
it wus not hateed,

he only

Hifae

I Wih desperate energy he seized . the reeds
. which grew ‘ow ou the water clome to the shore,
yand polled hiv boat 1o land ;3 then, springii 2
out, he ran without ceasing unt:] he renched the
farm, )

As he entered the great kitehen, he cast a hur-
ricd glance aronnd, 1t was teapantiess, aml wo
¢ sound, no cheery volce within the house calind
i to him,  Without, the men were working

“* Not retarned,” hesald,  *¢ Weli, "tin bntter
it-should beso,”

Tuto the honsd he passed, and the door of his
room sbait heavily behing him, aa if it shot out
life and hope, as if it alint the door against prace,
upon his heart.

One haur, two hours passed; anil then be cams
out and calied to one of the Larm-servants, bid-
ding bt berness his hors nnd bring it to the
! door direotly. : )
| He had passed those twn hours fighting with
; the agony of his heart, yet outwardly he was
icuhin, He had Toved the giel with all his wan-
hood ; and in_the depth of hix soul now he be-
‘heved'she did not Iave him, but that hie brother
had tat en hiv place in het affoction, - She should
never know what it hnd gost. him to yield to her,
but his hrother he would never see again.

-When Gerald [eft the house he was acenstred
for travelling, and hentrode struight down the
pathto where hiv horse stood. ; ~

B aide it atood his brother, laughing with the
farm-servant attending the horre.

CGoing to the town, is he 1 he was saying.
1 Queer Geralid, lovenind, decidedly love-mad.”

CGerald: wtnrted when he heard the ringing
tones, aud the thonght crossad: his mind, ' 18
he sucha villain 1" Co ‘




