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MEN OF ERIN.

5Y Jf. iVAr.

luon of Erin I lien of Erin i
sont aîid brothers, 0, tr,, i

start ye fr0,m, your lott sh ation,
Filnt yoir baIIIerIil, tthesbkies.

Flaat yoir w o t ihe sitiligiht,
Fiiîrcely ruit tu met% ite ft'b,

Neor yieid y itire's birthriht,
Thotigli yotnr blond in ftreait shoui id nlowv i

Look arit-i-bhod the iatioina
'ihat wera itimn ini liaery
mark yot woll how ti ey it triiiiii

lain'd the pathway of tlie freel
lave yout not banids ai strong aîîil brave,
Aid heai s lea and true?

Tietn Oi wliv îlot i n might arie
And wvin bac:k your freedon ton?

O i trilIt lri GOd amtii the causn
of glorious Liirty.

ndi lat yOur own ii Iat lid and bladis,
if youîr wisii is to be free-

Arise tuk nitn wiho are resolv'
To di Or t liane thi igit,

AtS witiii ll1 iieavent's aid yau'In ha
· victorioii in i th afight i
Yot canot fail, you iatit lot fai i
Thotigh yoir tyrmait foe lie strng,

For clad i n the the aria 0f nrght divine
Yo1i11 mlitie ut10 ficirî' of iwrong. :

Likl the hIepirri iloIth ni JtudahiV îlain
saote til nt Philistine,

se lail y 0 io m ie ie sa..o fo,
W'îen arrayotl in baile lne.

Thon up from, your couch of sliav'ry
Wit1î riite and siord in hand,

Aid strike witit ll yar ow'r anti mlitt
For yotir own i lear inathorlaitd i

oharge, syoin charged ai Fontenoy
Or aL Cioimnrr lody fi ra;

Andl sweep' froin Eri1'n', eu'ral l bes t,
The accuriied :Lsseiaghî i

KILS- EELAN"
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THE OLD PLACE AND THE NEW PEOPLE

A ROMANCE OF TIPPERARY.

The giided hais hoverinig rnîîd decny,"
BJytu.-ITe Giaour.

CHIAPTER XXXE

WHIAT TIE LITTLE DRAss · EY UN.LOCEED.

Cressy, I Am yoir sister l
lewiilderineit spokze in the fair face : dazed.

es cotild onuly look ilito liose Marton for
sollition of flie iystery. It iwas n0 jest, levity
sat not there. but a ravelous lov en ger te
dlevosur te swcet little ister tliat the coldIcld
world lid ut last presented to lier.

I Rose, vou are in earnest? Yoi could not

be so cruel as to mock nie. T ain stunned, and
kînow not wliat to say or thiink."

I too, fni still stu nied. My brain swins,
I alf fancv it nst be a dreamw.

CWhIt?-what, Rose ? In pity tell me ?"
Rose seemecd to bo thinking abstractedly.
I Perlhaps, after all, it is sone cruel deceit.

Rlow--hou ivill anybody believe it wlien he, my
fatlier--O licven I whvLen he wvill iot acknow-
ledge il?''

Il Rose, Rose, wliat are you thinking of?
Tell nie, darling, ob 1 tell mie qiickly! " And
the fair white arms were voind tenderly arouid
tose 1farton s snowy neck ; ic gloving, golden
lair mixed witi the raven black : the peichy
cheeks resting on one iinotler : ie briglit blue
eyes drinkiing love in ic delep violet deptls of
ither eyes: iaking such a picture as mnilsthave
beviteliced Da Vinci: incomparable sisterhood I

Youi inust knîow, sweet Cressy. Cone and
I vill tell yo all.''

And taking lier to lie open escritoire she
told lier wiondering listener of old Richard Mar-
ton's lreamn, and of the little brass cey lue gave
lier tliat the secret iiglit not die with hini

wlici wis to mîake lier as prouîd as Sir Albin
Artsladeîs heiress :snd how, wlen the drean
came to pass and ithe secret cliolied old Richard

Marton, she ras iîoved to try wliat the littie
brass iey iilocked ; and uiow in% the secret
drawer sel carme uiponî s roll of nîaniscript

wlhiclh, tliough it wvas only a roll ofiaiscript,
made lier as prod as Sir Albin Artslade's
liciress, as the old man preilicted.

'lie writing was close and cramnlpedl, as tlic
vriting of a sick old mani must be, ani studded

with mitany a blot anid broak as if it liad beei
coulposed pîiecemeual. Noir Rose reumiemîîbered

iow lie woIld sit at ic bareau often in the
days whei his maladies were iost threatening,

i il vould write iiwy ainfuîlly on somie tasic
wl pch never seemed to Lave iU cuding : loking


