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Aud in ih.lt sepnk]nnl light, there arises, ns
it by magie, wastedand spectve-likens the lm\n‘
he who swalehed ly the eradle of Irish ,l,mlu.
pendenge and now comes to follow it to its
graved - Henry Grattan is onece more in the
House his genius fivst iHustrated! The Genius
of the Place comes to wake its last glory,

Vietory shines again on the fulling cause,
The battle flows back : enthusinsm from a flick-
Tiostile

er bursts into a blaze; lightens along the
line ; dazzles and consumes

T'en hours, and the issue still in the
AMinisters fear to fuce the simple issue ;- their
dross-ful minions dread the ordeal of fire. Phey
will vote for anadjournment who hesitate to
vote for a Union,

The adjorwrnment is moved, and np]n(m d. The
at last!

To one lobby Gold and Tuterest beckon 5 to
the other, only faded Principle, melancholy con-
staring Ruin,

#Fam glad to see you here, siv,” said Mr Alhin
Artslade, as in the Ministerial Jobby he encoun-
tered. the honowrable member Tipperary,
who hald by this time
hat, smiles, and coat-tils, # I am proud to see
you here,”

b My dear siv,"suid Mr, Sackwell) witlya pious
wink, # Ihope I shall always be found at the
right side.”?

In hroad day

sendes !

isste comes

sistency,

for

light theyv pour ont again into
the Commons’ Squire Bingham is the
drst to seize O'Dwyer Garv as he re-enters the
House, looking calm and proud as ever. |

He starts back from the deep
in which a tear

chamber,

Seaten 17
sorrow in those clear eyes,
stands like a jewel,

“Beaten!”.  The eloquent silence  thrills
througli every bosum, floats out like 2 low dirge,
and moans through the anxious thousands like
a distant ocean,

tPeaten  That day the Parlinment of Tre-
land was doomed to death ; 0Dwyer Gary wag
doomed to ruin ; Sir Alhin .-\ltald(l(, was a Pariah
nu more! —_—

CHAPTER IX.

MR. ARTSLADE'S THICMIH.
“Gerald, 1T am sick,” said O'Dwyer Gary.,
Father and son sat gloomily together in
Gerald’s modest Chiambers in the College, after
esu:\)\ing from the scene of the Parliament’s

«dying throes.

«1 feel very sick.” .
His face was white as death, = A film over-
spread his eyes; and his head sank wcuul\' ek

0l thc cushions,

arraved himself in new |

Gerald thought he was dying, so woful a
change had come over the strong, proud man,
In alarm, he hastened to pour brandy down his
throat, )

“Father speak to me! he cried cm'm:sfl_\',
clasping a cold clanmmy hand, ¥ O Heaven Y he is
dying?

He was vashing from the room to seek medi-
eal aidy when he noticed @ slight {remor mn
through his fathers frame.  Another
of beandy forced the slow life wenin into its
channels,

“Eh, Gerald,
fusedly, as he opened hiseyes and staved around,
“Why, | have been sickt™

“0nly a short attack, father—thank God 17

£0h ! this is unworthy of me!” heexcluimed,
springing resolutely to his feet.  Buf the weak-
ness had not Yeft hime yet, and he almost fell
back futo the chair,

drught

how is this?” he asked con-

#Taste this beandy again, father, and do keep
quiet while Lrun for a doctor?

“Nonsense, boy, there is no need” said the
old man, resuming his ofd calin manner,  #t
is only the reaction after this excitement: it
will ‘e nothing. Last night’s scenes were n
little tov much for me; but I practise resigna-
tion better in future

He smiled sadly us he spokes - An fmage of
the lost cause—proud in the midst of ruins !

Nevertheless, Gerald saw in his father’s face
a conflict between mind and body that frighten-
ed him,

He insisted on having i doetor’s opins-
ion, and a doctor ke brought, who, after due in-
quiry and mystery, could find notlun" the
matter with 0" Dwyer Gary.

Nothing! the onk tom from its vools in the
mountain—nothing! though the glory of foli-
age iy fuding, and the life withering awny in
its pores.  The crumbling - of ruins—nothing!
for nobody sees, where Decay sets his viewless
machinery, Nothing, till the world can reenll
tliem no more.

He recommended guict and rest, however,

“Quict and rest!  Yes; P11 have plenty
both at Kilsheelin now,” suid O'Dwyer Grav,

The toncand look of the speaker made Gerald
think of the old churehyirrd” of Killeary and
shudder,

of

4 Father,” he asked anxionsly, “would you
wish me to go home with you?” ‘

41 couldu't hear of it, Gerald,” was the reply,
cheerfully spoken.. “Your tutor tells me you're
doing wonders, and wonders . well \\uul, you
know, one of these days, if h\ls\\(,chm is to re-
matin in the 1.nmly n



