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A GIRL’S INVOCATION TO SLEEP,

, Sleep, sweel 8, from the silent skies
ulodlliy hovied baln upon mine eyes ;

up within my brain, each aching thought,
Within my heart,
Oh ! like a mother’s lullaby descend,
And sweet oblivion Lo my senses lend.

werl not wont 1o shur meg thus, oh Sicep
was & time when | could fondly weep
b all my griefs, until thy gentle power
close my eyes, and dry the precious shower,
And lap my soul in dreams ¢ weetest birth,
ot that sorrow reigned on carth,

Oh ! why not come, as when in girlhood's time,

1 never heard the cloek’s sad midnig bt chime §

fo thy dim beauty in the starlight hours,

With choek of softness, and with breath of flowers,
Sbut up wy eyclids, hush my heaving breast,

And calm my spirit to u babe-like rest.

No carelul dreams upon thy reiga intrude |

No daily fears around, permit to brood !

Bat make me all thine own, | dearly craveym

Thy wing of sileace stilly o'er me wave,

Bach troubled passion sink in slumber deep,~

That when | wake, my soul may bless tiee, Sleep.
AGI

ROMANCE OF IRISH HISTORY,
THE EARL’S PASS.

(Concluded.)

smiling at her own apprehensions.
“ [ have good news, Agatha,”
Gilbert : ¢ what thinkest thou that Friar Eg-
bert hath consented to wed us ; aye, and (o~
worrow night, with thy leave, sweetheart, we
shall meet at his little oratory,
hour after, laugh at loves chs
the world te divide us.” Wi
flashed in joyful anticips

—r

le he spoke, his

on earth his own. He spoke, and his

days of happiness and glory—of haleyon plea-
lll’:l and slr:tuing delights. His fervid elo-
quence prevailed ; and his pulse throbbed
with intenss rapture as he caught her silver
accents murmuring eonsent to his proposal.
Onc warm embrace told the happiness of the
Jovers, and they parted. -
The next moming at day-break, a single
horseman, covered with dust and foam, gallop-
ol the sentry, and dashed into the court
yard of Strongbow’s dwelling, calling « To
arms, to wrms | He delivered a paper to
Strongbow ; which the earl had no soouer
read, than he gave a shout, and commanded
bis trampet to sound. In a few minutes, all
was bustle and confusion in the different quar-
ters of the town: the armourers were busy

each pang that Jove hath wrought ;

The gentle girl raised her head, and fosked |
enquiringly at her lover ; while 2 slight dim- |
on either cheek showed that she was now |

ances, and dtf’yi

on of the hap- | turning to Dublin, !
jy moment when he .I»ouIJ call all he held | nate idea, he watched every oppertunity to

entire soul went with his speech, of future |

“ Indeed, Sir,” replied Gilbert, & I am
sorry that you are taken thus suddenly from
us ; hut, doubt not, I shall keep a watchful
guard in your absence.”

* Absence ! cried the earl, frowning :
thou shalt go with us. Yes,” he cortinued,
raising his gauntletted hand to heaven ;
“ yes, by the sword of Norman William, 1
have sworn that thou shalt try thy mettle in a
full field, ere the beard sprouts on thy chin.
Therefore, forward !—soldiers, forward !"

This ement and deter came
like a thunder-clap on poor Gilbert ; his
fondly-cherished hopes were, at a word,
shattered to the ground. His cheeks blanched
with the thought that he might possibly lose
bus beloved Agatha ; and he fain would have
expostulated with the harsh resolve that tore
him from her arms, but that be knew his fa-
ther’s fierce and unbending temper, now
rendered more so by the prospect of blood and
battle.

With a sorrowful heart, he took his place
an the rear of the advancing ranks, and brood-
ed in silence over his misery. Nor was he
sellish in his feelings ; he trembled when he
thought .{ Agatha, and the terrible pangs she
should endure when she learned that he was
exposed to all the perils of a wild and bar-
barous warfare ; and how she should upbrad
him with neglecting to send her some token
by which she might still hope for a continu-
ance of his constar vy, He pictured her aban

doned to grief, weary with watching and
weeping in the solitude of her chamber, with
none to pour the words of comfort inte her ear,
and to assuage her sorrows. In the bitterness
of his heart, he cursed the fate that made him

continued | noble, and compeled him to support, by deeds

of hardy valour, the adventitious honour of
kuighthood. He recoiled from th: scenes of
woe his alarmed soul depicted ; and, after 2.

and in half an | vising and giving up 4 thousand plazs of re-

lief, he came to the desperate resolution of
risking honeur, fame, and manhood, lP' re-
Filled with this unfortu-

escape. Atlength one offered itself. About
noon, the army had, by winding paths, pas.
sed an extensive bog, and were eniering the
intricate mazes of anoak forest, whem Gil-
bert, on the pretence of recalling nnghn,
rode back to the extreme rear, where bu-
sied himself bringing up the seattered soldiers
wito the line of march.  No sooner, however,
was the gleam of the last helmet lost in the
dark umbrage of the forest, than he turned his
horse’s bead, and made for Dublin, with as
much speed as bis jaded charger could bear
him. As the shades of evening fell, he enter.
ed the dusky city : and it is scarcely neces.
sary (o say, that, on that night, at the ap-
pointed hour, Gilbert Me Clare and the beau-
tiful Agatha become one in holy wedlock.
Inthe mean t'me, Gilbert was not missed
on the march ; and the mn( continued its
s il

|

with their hammers, knights were
their barbed steeds, men-n-uu;l ‘;:nhnndy-
‘jng their pikes and axes, and U winen
=i0 %mu uivers with the longest
shafts. but?u earl was marshalling
Dis forces, as they arrived i’ nies, on
#he gentle declivity that rose 1o the mound
where Castlo-street now stands. ¢ The brave

ns,” cried he addressing his soldiers
m.n n Wexford § and 'is enemies
Mave drivea him into the mountain (astnesses
o that country, where he must perish il he is
ot nemwz He hath let me know this,
jpov ws to march to Lis reacue :
tothe rescue.” The soldiers
with shouts of % De Clare to the
rescue.” ‘!'hcdmulncndiudlhu v

course ptedly un‘il it drew near
“The Earl’s Pass,” I{rndy mentioned. Here
were found many traces of the enemy ; such
as the smoking embers of half-extinguished
fires, and large trees hewn down and laid
across the path, to intercept the march,
Lond hilloos were heard : and numbers of
Irish appeared on the hills, hovering about
the ﬂmr: of the army. Strongbow took pre-
cautionary measures o ensure himself a
surgrise ; and, baving overcome the difficul-
ties on the road, pushe b'w.n!.m"l:lnlm
cl however, were increasing :
In:r'-u’evcry mol‘nenl, and seemed, by their
moveme as if were concentrati
their strength with a view to stop the further
progress of the earl’s army. Presently a wild

i 3 ious-lpoki bhard.
g v e o R i ) S N s s i it
e L cher. ¢ Look whero » A in front, and dan [ as i y
here he com force are y \
}.x‘“d ",:'l?’ G.'l .(.3. lﬂlﬁ&mmmgﬂy"bwn of arows and l‘:;.r e B ol AR ot ' veemiiet
hom our readers will recognise the | stones. “u an instant the en wre raitor "l:.l e .',d' wiie
.i-wlomn"n-“n a handeome suit | general ; and Strongbow?s sol were as- | thou add partic clo;- c"l'f."et.h'lﬁrl-'
wumx h""uﬁh ume, spurred his | sailed o sll sides with such s that the | losing all r-lon oh mse| h‘: "
ot o bm ot side. Englih ware driven tack ar eguld | windof is pusion; be rew bapwond, o
W %";w.m‘, Gilbert,” said the | well recover the first pasic of surprise. itto besom Ry

he struck the y

with irrestible strength : every ng shaft of
the English archers told with deadly aim,
while the arrows of the lrish fell harmless
from the mailed bieasts of their adversaries.
Still the Irish were far more numerous than
the English ; and they were Wbidding fair to
win the day, when an arrow from the bow 8f
Nichol, the monk, pierced the brain of the
Irish chief, who instautly Jropped dead. This
event decided the fate of the day : the Irsh,
dismayed at the death of their leader, fled ih
the utimost confusion, and were pursuad by
the Englisn with considerable slaughter. The
battle lasted till dark, when the army rested
for the night in the defiles of % The Earls
Pass.”

As the morning dawned, the earl was

pacing the gres n spot in front of his rude tent ;

Ili\ doublet unbraced, and a cap drawn far
over bis forchead. The usual savage gloom
sat on his brow. % Fustace !" he called
aloud ; and his faveurite squire was promptly
in attendance,

“ Eustace, heard'st thout aught since of
my son 1" .

“ No, my Lord.”

& Think’st thou be Med to Dublin 2

“ So many gallant knights have avowed.”

# Fled=fled just before the battle, saidst
thou 1

“ Even so, my Lord."

“ Eustace,” said the earl, ina subdued
but determined tone of voice, “ send a herald
to Dublin, on the instant, and let him praclaim
Gilbert De Clare, son to he earl of Chepsiow
a traitor to his king, and a reereant knight :
and see that such a sum be set upon his head
as shall induce the avaricious citizens to de-

their ingers ache to catek bim. l.-uu‘ 1
charge thee, os thou valuest thy life, see that
my commands are pat in force fo the letter,”
As the earl spoke, he clenched his hands,
and bit his nether lip so violently, that the
squire, fearing petsonal harm might be the
effect of further delay, vanished, without a
murmur, to do his moody master’s hidding.
The earl vetired to his tent, where he sat a
long time, buried in profound melancholy :
his thoughts were of his son. Brave himself,
he abborred cowardice in others as an unpar-
donable vicns; and (as he deemed) the igno-
minious flight of his son, on the eve of battle,
called on him to make a terrible example for
the general good. At the expence of parental
feelings, of his peace, and perhaps of his
popularity, he determined to sacrifice his son.
k\'ull. such bloody reflections as these did the
earl fill op his otherwise vacant thoughts ;
and was about deliberating as to the mode
of his child’s execution, when a loud
huzza from the soldiery called him to his
feet. A horse at full speed stopped sudden
st the tent ; a horseman leaped from the sad-
dle, rushed into the tent, and Gilbert De
Clare was kneeling at the feetof his father.
“ Joy, joy " exclaimed the almost breath-
less youth;  joy to thy victory, most noble
father.”
“ Coward ! roared the ecarl, quivering
with rage, ¢ darest thom mock me by nam-
ingmy victery—me whom thou hast disgra-
ced for ever by thy rank cowardice 7
“ 1 am no coward, my lord,” repled Gil-
bert, standing up proudly, and repelling the
charge as well by gesture as by words.
“ Thon liest, traitor— slave—scandalous
coward,” continued the earl, swelling with
rage #s he spoke. “ The blood of the Nor-
man De Clare no more flows in thy viens than
does the noble spirit of the faleon inhabit the
body of the mousing owl. ¢ Coward !”—and
across the face with his

liver him up to justice ; and such Ities | they
appended to ha ing bim, as nhs make

seltled. But, l(iu{,
his trade—how will he support you—what is
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POETRY. earl, % where we shall have sore rubbers, I gtremendous bravery of their leader, however, ¢ The ill-fated y ig man izlly and expired
c—— suspect,” inspired them with courage ; and they ullieJ without a groan ; at that instant the fear«
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ful ery that had first stassted the earl on the
m*;:f his nuptials, walled (hiougi the tent
earl’s passion pabsed away as sudden-
ly as it had been ki 3 and when he saw
before him the stiffening and goiy body of his
only son, he tare his beard in a freazy of grief,
cast himself on the cbrpse, and guve way to
the most violent, but, alas | unavailling flood
of lamentations. hen his attendunts en-
tered, and belield the meluncholy spectacl
it was with the utmost difficulty” they cou
remove the earl from the cold remains of his
murdered son. The body was sent to Dublin,
where it was interred in Christ’s Charch ; and
the now heaxt-broken earl moved towards
Wexford no longer a sceptic in the prophetic
[ knowledge of the spirit that had ioretold the
ly tragedy of “ Tug Eant’s Pass.”
Reader, on the south side of the great aisle
of Christ’s cathedral lies the rude tomb of
Stronghow and his son, on which was forn/e1-
ly the following epitaph, probably the work
of some enemy, (o peretuate the memory of
the unfortunate event is calls to mind :—

“ Nale ingrate, mehi pugnanti terga dedisti
Non mihi, sed Genti, Regiio quoque terga dedisti.”

Famiy Dismisenions.— A4 Commodore’s
Son.—From a diverting story told in the Nor-
folk Herald, we derive the particulars an-
nexed :

It is now nnrl{ a quarter of a century since
the warm hearted Dr . . oce of Erin's favo-
rite sons, in consgnence of persecution f; opis
niow’ ke wi iy countrs emigrated to the
city of New-York, where he was received
wi'l:gon ar ns, and soon inade himselt * com-
fo 2  He lived with all his f. clings as

tto be. His heart was always in
right place, and his Lead was seldom
wiong. countrymen of ~very desevipti-o
knew l;"me to find a lriend,  When be had
money, they shared—when he had none, he
gove good advice—whic' was ' Lays \’Aell
meant. But to my ‘tory ; the doctar had a
servant girl named hitty, (she 100 was from
the Emerald Isle) who had waited on us for
months ; and occasionally hod a word or two
with the visitors. Aiter some time | missed
her, and bad just enquired what h+d become
of Kitty for the last three weeks— when who
should come in without knocking, but Kitty
herself. Allin the room spoke to her most
kindly—-the good old Doctor particularly,
Many kind enquiries were made 3 sl was em-
ployed elsewhere, and was doing well, Kitty
walked near the Doctor, modestly bent her
head, and the following dislogue twok place,
0 which there wers aboul .ix respectable wits
nesses, as the lawyers would say :
Kitty.—1 want to kinsult, ye, Sin
Dr. C.—Well, Kitty, spake out, my dear,
we are all fricuds here.
Kitty.— I’ve a notion o getting marrid, sit,
Ihave !
Dr. C.—Well, *faith there’s not much
harm in that, sometimes ; but who is the for-
tunate man, Kitty ?
; Kitty.—Why, sir, it’s one Jemy MecLaug!-

ours, he ?
Kitty.—Yes he is Sir—and there is n't a
likelier boy among *em !
Dr. C.—Faith, Kitty, I suspect you have
made ap your mind to marry him--wbatever
my adviee may be 7
Kitty.~ Indecd Ihoo o sic-~for they tould
me that good husbanc: . cre scarce in the
country, and | thouslt 1'd better take him
while | bad the chance—fearin’ somebo'y
else ml{ht snap him up !
Dr. C.—~Oh L by the

wers—then it is all
what’s bis. busiilcss—

he ?
Kitty —What is he © why, his father’s a

 commaodore ! .

Dr. C.—The Devil !~-his father a Commo

Kitty.—(quite nettled) Yes, fuit sir, hi
Tyt e oy it i, b

father

n. 5
Dr. C.—Oh, bo! he’s a countryman of




