
THE HARP.

some days befor Pius Vr., when lie
passed triiioigh that city on his way to
crown Napoleon Bonapiu t, Empor. of
tlie Ficelch.

Eu R.
(To bd Coiniued.)

TO TIIE IRISR LAND LEAGUl.
UYi iCATP iIAiUiRER.

aly poaico are four fifti of the rrisih peoei, at
home and abroni. [f hi iS going to list themti ail
iii ii son, lie iiil iavo to bui1d a ,rison big enough

t , hold 20,00,000 -,,rplAe."-Ciums sTUT
l' an:.t.

One liaguied yeonan liand
'G a iist arned legion, ten,

For hearti and hoine and n enaced land,
Shoulder to shouldor irily stand,

And canhy, Irisih mon !

Twere grand for countrys rih-t
To draw the sword, bt tIhen

'Tis nobler still, in soulful might,
ShAthing ia while t weapon biugt

To endure, ye Irish mon I
And God, who made you, filled,

COpiolls, to all mnî's len.
Yon r hea ris wnill lamiii e-liike blood, un îch illed

Simnee freshlv fromn His baid distilled
Through veins ci Irish men.

That fine quick lane rose oft
in mîatchlss valour, whn,

Swori rouînd in mountain gorge or croft,
Soime grand wiki flagdared shinc alof'ti

For freedom, I risi iei !

Now sheathe like swords fonr hicam;
Be calm whih ongotie and pcn ;

Wlile tyrant tread your fields and marts,
Your moveless will's the road tiit parts

This rel sea, Irsh mcn I

Witi fangs all tlreatening bare
TI e lion leaves lis den ;
%e'll turn back halting to his lair

W hen once lis feet have found the snare--
Your Uxuox, Irsh men I

By mlîartyred Enunîîîet's fate
By ail your wrongs since den0 îrant and scorn, and jealous liate,-

Of gibbet, exile, duniiigeoi-gate,-
Be cahn, ye Irish men

When one brave leader f'alî'
Lt watchful.patriots ten,

U awod by Engandi's prison ails,
March o the front where country cals-

MarcI, cahnlly, Irish men I
Though robber base and bold,

bet England tremble then,
Bencath her red-cross banner's fold
Her isle onediigeoi-towî'er to hold

This host of faithuil moei !

FOR THE YOUNG FOLKS.

THE WITCHE'S CA.
A FAtRY STORY.

IN soime void cave, far distant fromn
the abodes of mankind, dweLt an old
wi tchî. Shc was he personif ication of
all cvil and wickediness. Ilci only coin-
panioni ii lier dismal home w'as a blalck,
tierco looking cnt, with gceli cyes that
sione vith a br'ight light at night. This
cat hiad been 1foun11d twenîty-live years
ago in the witci's cave oie mn1101111g,
and hiad oer siice lived with lier.

At the time of its first discovery it
had been of its present size. IL had
iever grown. But overy day scemcd
to add one shadc of deeper green to the
colir of its cycs.

The witch feasled on childron, who
vore wafted to ber every ionth in an

evil bIeeze at her command. Ail
other br'eezes o' the air had rebehled
against the evil oe; but the witch's
power had as yet ield its owi.

For ycars the good bicezes of the air
fouglit and tirliggled with this fouil
agent of the witch, and at least they
began ta hope that their pBwer was
gaiing.

Onc day-iL wias about the viteh's
diniir-hour-tie wiids whistled and
the tsens shook, the thunder rolled, and
the lightning hmissed wth a fierce swing
tîvo childrei, a little boy and lis sister,
wîore lodged in the witelh's cave. The
winds did not cease whiien the poor chil-
droniî had coic, bat hîowIcd and whistled
wvildliy on.

The vitch's fire, on which the poor
children werc to be roasted, flickered
half xtinguished wliile the witcl raved
and cirsed at the breezes that were
fighting with tho flames. Londer and
stionger grew tie monnings and howl-
ings in the ai', when suddeiily, with
onue migity ellort, the childrein wero
lifted in the air and borno away.,

The witch ouirsed, swor, and raved.
The black cat juinped on the buirning
fie, uttOring soLdCIs bood-froezing in
thi iwoful chmîoi

The witch seized her magie staff,
dvi'cwa mystie circle in ie contre of the
cave, and iiplored al the demons and
goblins ofsubterranean kingdoins to aid
her in traekinîg the missinîg childien.
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