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THE PLIGHT INTO EGYPT.,

LY PATHR PROUT (FIRANCISTMALIONY.)

There's a legend that's todd of o gipsy who dwelt
lathe Ianu where the pyramiun be,

Al her robe was embroiaered with stnes and ber belt
With devices right wonderous to see.

Andsho Dved o the days when our Lord was a0 child
On his mother’s inmeeulite breast

When Ho flea from His focs—when to Bgypt exiled
Hy went down with St Joseph the Blest,

The Egyptinn held converse with magle, methinks,
Aud the future was given to her gasze,

Foran vbeliak markes her #bode, und a sphinx
On her threshola keeps vigil ulwuys,

She was pensivoe gnd ever sloug, nor wag suen

'
T the tutuats of the dissolinte erow Y

Buc communed with the ghostof the Pharnohs, 1 weoon,
Oc with visitors wrapped tu u shrouu,

And there came an old man from the desert one duy,
With # maia un a mnle, by that rond; !

And the chila on er boson reclinea, and the way
Leua them straaght to the gipsy's abode,

And they seemea 1o have buvellea a wenrlsome path
Frum thetr home mauy, many o lenguo—

From utyrant’s pursult. from an cunemy's wrath,
Spent with toil and o'ercome with fatigue,

Tho gipsy came forth (rom hor dwelling ana prayed,
Thit the pilgrims woulu regt there awhlle ;

Shie offerou hee couch to that delieate mnid,
Whu had cotne MUY, MAany amiles-

And-she funalet the babe with affection’s caress,
Anua she begged the old mun would repote §

“Uere the atrunger,” she safd “ evor fings froe uccese
And the wanderer balm for his woes,”

Then her guests from the glare of the noonday she led
Tou sent In ber grotto s coul, :
\'.’hurul shy ‘spresd them s banquet of frults—and a
shed i
With u u’mngur. was found for the mule,
Wi lhlll: \\l'uw of the pulm ‘tree, with the dates newly
culled
All the tofls of the rond sho beguiled ;
Aud with song in w langunge mysterious she lulied
O.1 twr bosom the way-furlng child;

When the glpay anon in her Fthiop hand
Placed the infant's diminutive palm,
Oh, "twas fearful to seo how the fontures she scanned
LOfthe babe i his slumbers 5o calin g :
Well she uote. cach hand, ench furrow sho crosaed
0'er the tracings of dustiny?s line; -
“ Whenee came yo ? ? she erled In nstonishment lost
“* For this ehilit is of lineage divine ) »

“ From the village of Nazareth," Joseph replied,

o2 Where wo llved in the land of the Jew;

We have fled from a tyrant whose garment {s dyed
In the gore of the children he slow,

We were told to remain il an angel's command

~ Bhould appofnt us the hour ta return;

But till then we inhablt the foreiguer’s land,
And in Egypt we muke our sojourn,”

“Then ya tarry with me," cried the gipsy In
L And ye make of my dwelling yt)urhlun’:c- Jox
Many years have I prayed that thelarneliie boy—
Blessed hope of the fientiles—would come.,n
And she kissed both the feet of the infunt, and knelt
And adored Him nt once~then n smile .
it tha fice of Il1s mother, who cheerfolly dwelt
th her howt on the banks of the Nile. BN

“KILSHEELAN”

OR, .
THE OLD PLACE AND THE NEW PEQPLE.

A ROMANCE OF TIPPERARY.

“The gllded halo hovering round decay,” A
8 —By RN~ The Giaour.

CHAPTER XXVII.
DIAMOND CUT DIAMOND.

Cressy Arislade sat alone at one of the win-
dows of Ashenfield drawing-room, weeping
silently. It was her first great grief in life,

The Marchioness of Babblington: had just an-*

nounced to hier the joyful intelligence that she
was soon to have another mamma, which she,
poor child | never huving known what it was to
have a mamma at all, took to mean that Ashen-
ficld was soon to have another mistress—a
lovely, bloomirg, all-amiable’ mistress, who
took little Cressy to her heart’ and covered her
with motherly kisses. Yet little Cressy was
crying, and bitterly., Maybe-the mamma of her
dreams did not wear false teeth, or play girlish
tricks in face of the world and swear—yes, sho
had heard the Marchioness swear! when the
world was not looking on. . Maybe she shudder-
cd to think of her plaguy adorer, the Marquis, as
a brother—nay as one priviliged by his mamma
and ber mamma to be more than brother; for,
whispered the Marchioness smilingly :

“ My darling, T hope papn and I won ¢ be the
only bridal pair in Ashenfield.”

Or, maybe this imminent 'marrix\ge-qucstion,
the dividing-rera of woman’s history, frightened
her now for the first time with the thought that
she was not and could not be & child any more,
but & rough nasty soldier in the world's war, with
cares and passions and  hates—with a strange
mother who smiled and swore—perhaps with a
husband-—(well may the tender fairy tremble
now H—and not one unclouded day, suchas the
days were before, till-through darkest clouds of

{all arrived another childhood, Any or all of
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