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of holy well;
the air i vife with the
- trills,
And *he fach-ias bush ‘estals in & halo

of poerie:s grace.
As the sivery ruphl l:!hl.-"-d the | e

down the bou' gorges to the
ocean's glad embrace !

u.?.?‘ witohery which

3
stoop to listen to tie
of balmy sighs,
blen: withsov] anitle
heart goes with the hand .
Adﬁmhc'-. shadow upon the
—8 of woe and pah —
The featricidal heritage of the stumy
days of yore—
And though the curse of o pitiless fate
loowns over the isle again,
of e radiant skiee

and of our fathers ress,
a0 bask in the lovelicst Eden of the
valleys of Ialy,

Or pass our lives, l.:.d in pweet
dreams, in the prairies of the Wet !

NOY O'BRIEN.
A TALE OF IRISH LIFE.

By Mis Sxxrixervos (“ Msromise.”)

CHAPTER IX.

“] arise from dreams of thee,
Lo tho first sweet sleep of vight,
When the winds are breathing low,
And the moon is shining bright;
I rise from dresns of thee,
And a spirit in my fees
Hath led me—who knows how?
- To thy chamber window, sweet I
—The Indian Sevenade.
Right glad was Moy when the
summons came from her grandfather

the rows of bath chairs, with the men
sitting in them half asleep, waiting
for a fare, and dooking just like a
row of snails in their sheils.

The ouly incident worth mention
ing during the journey home occarred
through Mrs. Fuzgerald getting intc
conversation with a pretty Americar
lady; and her husband, seeing that
Moy and Mrs. Fuzgerald were trav—
eling alone, was most attentive to
them, and it ended in all chatting to-
gether very pleasantly.
was speaking of the want of
in Ireland, and bow she
of illionaire Irish
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was a morning,

though late in Jjah, trees and
were still green and fresh, and

many wild lowers hlooming uneheck.

among the ripening blackber-

About half way between Bally

vorna and the little farm she was
to, Moy saw a tall man ng
her; he was a good way off,
she stood almost quite still with
rprise, it was a wellknown
:rn Evea the easy shooting dress,
50 unlike the correct afternaon o¢
dress she had last seen him
not conceal the identity of
thestranger. Moy knew himrby no
other name. She uttered a joytul

Ty of—‘It islitisl’

He did not hear this—he was ton
far «f; but he saw her beaming face
and her hastening step, and he hur-
ded to meet her, his eyes flishing
#ith pleasute and satisfaction.

Another moment and he had clap-
sed her hands. It scemed quite
natural that he should; they were so
delighted and unaffectedly giad to

meet n. .

‘And you have come to &xplore
Iréland, after all " she

He seemed contented for the pre.
sent to look into her sweet face with
out speaking.

‘And d) you know,” Moy continu-
ed, her color deepening, ‘that though
we have met like old friends, [ have
never heard your name 7

‘I thought not,’ he said, with »
bright but somewhat agitated look.
‘It is—it is Gilmartin *

Moy's eyes got larger larger.
‘And you are—'she al asped.

‘Or rather, [ was," he added, with
an arch look, ‘an absentee, but you
have converted me.’

L} ?

‘Yes. You showed me the enor-
mity of my conduct. You gave me
my choice, in fact, to chsage or dic;
to return; or be ‘heavily taxed.” It
#s a mild form of ‘Your money or
yeur life !’

‘O, stop, stop,” cried Moy, as they
both laughed beartily; but still she
feitin a dream. She could not speak
yet

H» went on:

show you the man who must be look-
ed afier in the Jand of his adoption’
He was evidently in the highest

spirits.

Moy looked up again into his
laughing eyes, as she said, ‘Then you
are really, really Mr. Gilmartin, ot
Grimartin Castle ?’

‘Yes; really, really.’

‘It seems all like a dream, but )
suppose [ shall understand it in time,’
said Moy. ‘I think I ought to tell

' she added, ‘that there is no one
have abused as much as | have
you.' ;

‘It requires no effort of the imag-

id come to m-uon 10 believe that,’ said he,

1 call this afternoon ?* he ask-
ed, still lingering. ‘L am quite near
you at the inn.’

‘Indeed, saig~_Moy, much wur-

‘You know there are only ruins at
Gilmartin—thanks to m ! said he.
‘Do you ever g there

‘{ uwed to go constantly,’ said
Mo:; ‘but ——'

‘But now I have come, | supposc|F
y u will not go near the plice ' :

‘indeed,’ Moy, a little burt, ‘1
was not thinking of you when | made
up my mind about it. i
know if you were in existence. At
least | mean I did not know what
part of the wide world you were in|d
whea I said | must stop going so
often to Gilmartin *

‘Then some one else made you
come to that severe decision ¥ He
spoke playfully, but be looked ratier | b
anxious.

‘Yee, some one else,’ said Moy.
‘You must know [ was always going
there; but when | found that M:
Finch was to be your agent, 1—well, |d
I thought I must give up wy favorite | ¢
walk.'

*I see,’ be said; nothing more. He

understood now why she had laugh-
od, and seemed so surprised to belr
ol the engagement. Mr. Finch had
no doubt, been an ardent admirer ¢
hers. .
*And you are going to stay ever s
long~ with these lucky people; and |,
who would gladly change with your
shadow, must go on alone !’

*Please don't begin to talk like Mr.

—-—," said Moy, blushing, and stop- | 0id

ping short

‘I once begged you to say exactly
what wap in your mind,’ smd he,
earnestly. ‘Please finish that sent-
ence.’

‘I was only going to say Mr. Finch,’
said Moy. ‘But you could never be
like him.’

‘I must know opinion of my
agent before I can tell whether to b
vexed or pleased at that speech,’ spid
he; and with ing eyer ng | ©
for a moment, parted !
afterncon.

CHAPTER X

“Owen Roe, olir own O'Neill,
He treads ouce mare our land;
The sword in his hand is_of Spanish steele
—Bat the hand is ab Teish Sand ™
—Avsasy pz Vame.

Moy had agood way to walk up
i0 the house Bfter. she had pagsed
through the Mr. Gilmariin open-
edand shut for her. When she
aear] she heard a boy's swéet v
singing, but before she could ~ dis
tinguish any ‘words sung ceased,
for the m"f d;:‘-”h‘ d




