
THE H-ARP?.

stroke, and, for ui, the yea rs are gone : yet was
a mtonstrotn; history indeed lhie fruit of tleir
slow travail in Kilisheelan i

We revisit the village of a enh sininiiiner
eveniig, and arc first apprised tha tihe years
have not been ipreductive by finding that
Lit ree-fou rtlis of the vulgar hovels we usd to
knîow long ago live bieenl ptsied out of tlie
world to iiike roomt for son hlf-a-doen

rand-new stoie-iCottiges, with real slates on
the roof,. positive brick chinne ys to leave ouît
the simoke, andi never a cuiibeen in Ihe windows.
We stmlinble across at fremih wonder in the

pierson of a gorgeons Germani dragoon, in mous-
tache and sabre, who is naling elepliantine
love to thie girl of the briglit-iglihtd, red-green-
and-yellow-hottled whisky shop, whili lias
diiiimmied tie glories of the shebcei hoemm round
the corner ; aend pursuing ouir investigations,
wC find said gorgeous idrilgoon alis a1 loci lia-
hitation t ithe farle end of the village, iviere. in
a iive barrack-yard, ve conte oit a score or
monre reproductions of lis moustache and sabre.

NoboIv sits outside the cottage-doori en-
ioying thte dolcefair itle asi tey uisei to lo in
the suimîîîer e venings long ago. Th urchins
do not roll in lie gutter and mtaike the woods
ring rith thei r glec the few hit are witout
doors ut ail are strangers to ls, precious chil-
dren withi cleanti facestand straight features, wlio

play as othier children say tieir le.sson.s, wvith
the paternal rod for ever suipended, i)IamOcIes-
wise, over thlcir little ieads.

None of the old people ! Not here ; in hie
civilizeid street ; but vonder group of iovels, stili
clinuging desprtiately togetlier in tlheir imliserv
niay give soute account of then. la ! hliat

sh1ou1ld bc MUt H annigan's forge : 0111V suci a
wreck 1 A sooty piece of convas serves to
cover a wvide rent in the roof ; le wvalls tire
settling into al imanner of bulges and fissures ;
the door is patcied and pieced beyond number-
ing ; and the windiows are Windows no longer,
if they ever have beci.

It is within this dingy te(m1ple of decay,
away frorm the sun, circling rotnd the snoul-
dering forge-fire, wve discern diily the villagers
we use to know. Many a face lias disappcared
from the assenbly ; many a griin care lias set
its mark on those itat remîain. Tue samne pic-
turc : only nigit lis closed over it. Tliey luddle
together, as if in conimon fear ; and, though
there is no cold in the sommer air, note espe-
cially in the close and ieated forge, they siiver
betimes, and speak in wvhispers, and sean every
dark corner of the forge, as if il prying eneniy

hlirked in Ihe lecrepit ploutgltsiares and wieel-
hands. h'lie vert ci dren-re-cheeit, ragged
dirty cherub-htave timake thie iig-iiil in
the back-yard their ielanchioly play-groind-
thetre is no longer a Conliinon for their liiiarimIr-
ous nirteii, ti, vlier it isei tii be, i ligi-
feicedil lii where lthe proce's-servr feedis iis
cows.

Peelp closer ilito the asseiibly of tlhe elders.
The iiaclksmith sils oit tle anvil still with as
Smallt show of emotion aes ever ; and, for al1 wre

know, lte years hIaîve been iiiiiiutes, oinly ihat
they live thickenied the congealed forge dust.
on hlis iron cni, and blaciciiein the dudhern tilt

elhey- could bilacken it no blacker, and dulg
deeper trencies in the granite fie.

liis plirety dititgliîtr is there, toi. wvith i

little treasure t lier besimii hliat lighiteis her
share of the prevailing mitery, as ontly a

mthe (,%.r's love e : and wlire the litle trea-
sure is, there , of *lcolrise, Titde lItyal is aelso,
intih of the Od leryr spirit ltamîed by cari's
inexorable scourge, much of it asiio sobered
into the anxietyv of the hisband tad the aiter.

Divers oilier eminent of el. aicients lire in
hie gloont y compaiy. Tl e kiowledgeable to-
inai squatsin philosophicreverie on thewatriest

corner of the loi, lier long. ionv arns suplport.-
inîg ier chin, and t short, btaek pipe stuck

pensively betwen lier teeth. The blind fiddler,
who lias forgotten everything liuti his prayers,
tes his heads shiveringily, wit hii are feet

poked literally into the red cinders, ls if evei
the agony were ai relief. The fiddle-bag still
clings mechnically to hi back : but the dusit
ts eatiig into the fiddle's sol, and its strings
tire rotting fast lis iteglect cain rot tliei. Even

e the olilest inlibitanîît lias lived, God knows
how, 1. se hlis tworid it ued iupside down, :nd

au strange one gro out of ils riiuins-one wiere,
for iiii, the daily rouind o f existentce is-want

cold, and sorrow--sorrow, cold, tnd want.

We miss a few fromt the cirele-tle old gen-

Lleian who iset ici sell luie caidy-balls is gonte
Io the laid, pur excellence, of candy-ball.s ; and
Mr. Jer Murply, erstthiie boot-maker, doctrin-
aire, and generally great mtant lits exclianged

the last anud the revolution for oie of those
pretty white cottages we'have bcen adiiring,
wliere, in Christian reconcilemien to I property
and sociely, ie rejoices in the Style and title
of rent-warier on the estates of the great Sir
Albin Artslade.

Their talk is of tlte eternia lteme-<' ''ie
good old tites "-Sn truc is it (of the Irish
race, ai least) despite Danlte's words, thiat the


