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PART FIRsT = ontinued.)

I loathe each one of Lrish birth
As the vilest worin that erawls the earth.
—UALLANAN,

XXt

The hernit heard, or seemed to hear,
And waking from his tranee of fear—
“Timely. old mau, thy blow was dealt,
Or my poor breast the steel had felt
Ware't not for thee thy {urivus foe
Had taid O Neil's last relic low.

Tine was 1 would not dread to see

The flower of Suxon chivalry,

Nor quail tohear the cannon’s boom
Between me vibrate and the tomb.
This hand could onee uplift the _sh:el
Responsive to the shout—' 0" Neil!

This heart—olt! “twas a heart of fire—
Could dare undaunted dangers dire,
Could face the blazing oulverin,

Or throb to mingle where the din X
Of armour, hoofs, and swords, and shields,
Rung out o'er blood-besodden fields
Then knew this finger. now though small,
To loose the dead, uaerring ball,

Yes, thou—ah. then. there was one blade
Whose every blow set free a shade, (17
Whose terror run among the foe,
“Beware ! beware !— Fis Rioaree Roe!
Rut let that pass—'tis of the past.
From youth to age doth rarely last

(At least it lasted not with me)

The spirit of the brave and {ree,

That love of fame and chivalry,
Choice scene of which the batdle-field
And proudest deed the swond tu wiel .
This world’s in truth * a fleeting sthow,
From daily chapge to chauge we goi—
I had my triends —those friends are gone,
We had our day—that day iso'er:
Above their graves a marble stone
Tellathat they were, but are no more.

I am of all that gallant band

The Isst sad vestige that remaing;

The Hower of old Tyreonpell’s land
Sleep far and wide o’er Erin’s plains.

XXV

I left the world, its woe and weal,
Life’s latest hours in peace to steal,
And close my eyes and Iay me still
On this sequestered, cragey hill ;
But peace in life ¥ uat even for me,
Earth is a turwnoil, sud will be.
Here was—and 'tiz but yesternight,
Sole dwelling of an anchorite,
To-night beholds my lunely cave

A hermit's home, a soldier’s grave,
The refuge of—I know net whom-—
Perchanee th—""

* Herald of the tomb.
Enough, good father, thou shalt know,
Prepare thee for a tale of woe,
A record write with ¢rimes and throes
Whose page shall soon for ever cluse i —
Hast hosnd of Shawn MeTwohilbwe?
Bebold that wretched man in me!

XXVEL

I amn, or tather was the son

Of one who was a son of twil, |
Whase fi 1z =on of the suil,
And s0 my ancient race has run.
The bleod of roval pedigree

Ne'er flowed in vein of mine or e,
An old, but not tlnstrious, race
We bore nor stigma nor dizgrace,
But lived and labored in sur place;
We never kuew of rank or fame,
Of wealth we knew it but by nawe,
And thus it s [ ecannot claim
Renown my fathers nesver won.

XXVIL

My sire. whose only child am [—

Or was—God thought fit he should die,
And then (the phrases his little lands
Fell on my widowed mother’s hands,
Said I that she was void of wealth ?

'Tia true. and in deelining health,

Alone and helplesa~for, who would
Help destituted widowhood ? .
Yet, still, with more than woman's might,
She strove and labored day and night
[’ntil her very life was spent,

To live. und pay the landlord’s rent :
For, as she zaid, it gave her joy

To struggle that her baby buy

May have, however poor, a home;

And not be furced away to roam,

To beg hiv bread at stranger hands,

And truvail in far foreign lands

Where life drags drearily along,

And hope is weak, despair is strong. (13}

XXVIIL

fur lord, that iz, he of our land =
(Not He whose work this world fair,
Whose powerful will divine command
Iave frec to all earth, ocean, air},
Wax as foul tyrant a3 on earth
E’er lived, or had of woman birth.
He was a soulless wreteh, in sooth,
A bard, relentless heart had he ;
Nor age o'erwrought, nor helpless youth,
Nor death, nor dearth, nor misery,
Could touch his adamantine breast,

Or claim « gentle word, or have a wrong redressed |

XXIX.

I grow, and #he declined. We strove
ith cold and hunger and despair ;—

0 God! is there with mother’s love

A soutiment that ean compare?

Philosophera! where have you got

Dame Nature's knowledge? say you not

Ambition is the highest feeling

Can be conceived in buman heart?

Nay, then, if this you call revealing,

I scorn and I disdain your art:

And ~ou.[vo lovers, whose pure flame

Ia fed by lips and beaming eyes.

Think ye it is, and dare ye name

It purest love where gumon liea?

I xnow of one hoth these above.

*Tis filial and maternal love.

XXX.

How oft, how oft the hot, hot tears
ewed iny infunt brow !
And thauih they've trickling ceased for years,
I think I feel them now ;

What voice i3 this—what nceents sweet
That tull me to repose? ,

What lips are these my lips that meet ¥
What fuce so gladly glows?

What pallid form is o'er me bent
When 1 awm still in steep ?

By whow is my vouug free besprent ?
Whe doth abeve me weep ?

It iz my mother—umother dear !
No, 'tis not, but ‘twas she

Who shed the hitter, boiling tear
In torrents over wme.

XXXI.

Q mother, couldst thou seo that child
‘To riper manhood grown, R
Theu couldst have eried, but ues er smiled
To think he was thine owu,

The limbs 3o oft by thee embraced
Strong irons sinee have bound,

And thy ¢ sweet child * has been encased
In dungeous under ground.

Peace to thy dust—thine hounared dust,
) dearest mother mine! |

This heart is cankerad now with rust
That tdol was ot thine!

I've had my share of woman’s love :
A faithleas wite was she—

And yet 1f 1 were free above,
My soul would fly to thee,

XXXIL

Woe lived and labored, sbeand I,
Waestept upon vur eabin floor;

That hat, thaugh low and rude, was dry,
Of comforts we could buast no more,

The years flew on: und on flew we,
Uchione ! we neithier tlew nor ran :

Time - lingering time passed wearily
Thst ripened we into a~man.

Aund though there be who say or sing

* Time's ever active vn the wing,

Time runs,’ I contradier, and say

At sad, slow pace, a weary way.

XXXIIL

Atlepgth I was a man. Alone
I toiled, for old and feeble grown,
Withered with care, with hurdships bent,
Oppressed with woe and discontent,
Was she who hitherto with me
Had worked und toiled unceasingly:
Alas ! her dnys were numbered now,
Upon her deeply furrowed brow
Apd on her ghastly, wrinkled face
Time teftr deeply graven trace,
Which but too 2adiy, truly told
Her wrocked too prematarely old.
'Twas plain to see ere long that she
Who, like a reed, “twixt life and death
Was shaking, calin and stifl should be
Where lord i3 nene and land is free,
Where is nor low uor high degree,
The cold, green grave beneath.

XXXIV.

I watched her and I saw her pins
Away Jay after day:
I took the bony hand in mine,
Its touch was cold as elay. Lo
Her eyes methougiit hud Jost their light,
I wmissed their wonted rays |
They looked farints empty night
With dim, broad, vaeant gaze.
With eriet [ saw the moment nigh,
te me by her side,
I spoke, but there was no reply,
Thaose Hightless eyes were turned on high,
And without moan or pain or sigh
The best 68 muthers—died !

XXXV,

I wopt—what could Telse but weep ?
I secupeda narrow grave and deep,
Wherein | found my father's bones
Within a little square of stones, (19)
I maoved them, nndd beneath there lay
A layer of inoreanic olay.

My soul grew chill to think the fate
Of ull the peoud, the good, the great,
The gay, the beautiful, the grand,
The worthless, nueless of the Iund,
Was thus to share the comman lot,
By general laws regarded not,

To crumble thus and thus s rot

[s thelr inheritance by birth,

Their own impure, primeval earth,
Contemplate tiod's great ways, whocan?
Oh, what a mystery 12 man !

XXXVL

Where lay my father’s bonea at rest
My mother’s last remains [ laid ;
Upon them clay and turf I pressed.
And then I wept, and then I prayed.
I wept becuuse in hallowed ground
Nor ancient abbey was their grave,
No weeping willows bent around ;
The thorn and brier only wave
Above their inonumentless mound
On the green slopeof Russ-na-lave, (203
Where sulumer breezes blow, and winds of winter

rave.
XXXVIL

The world grew dark, Lknew not why,

I would I conld—but ¢ould not—die ;

I sat within my cabin door,

Mf buried mother to deplore ¢

*“ T hate thee, life! Whatartthou now
Can I endure thee ? No—Yes—How ?
Whatain I 7—who ?—what would I he ?
Man—Shawn MeThi—""

“ What! Shawn machree,
Why thus indulge in reverie ?
I am thy Sheelah come to thee,
Make good thy prumise now to me,”

“ What ? ho, my Sheelah !” ** Yes, agra.”

** My mother """ * No, your ”"—""Life ! ah, ha,
}hate you "'—** Shawn avournecen, whist”’—

« And death I"—"* (Frein-gnl, asthore,, just list,
Athisma-chree ugin «vinis mhanuma’—

‘1 do defy you—come ! HHuanuma /(21)

» - » - -

“ Well, wonder not, thero is that power
Within uag—grief must have its hour—
Which, one ﬁy one, and in their turn,
T.ets every passion chill or burn,

My soul is andd and sorely moved,

I've lost my all on earth I loved

Save thee, to whom my promiso free,
Do as thou wilt [ do by theo.

Thou clain'st 2"’

“ [ claim ; 'tig timo

. ‘' 'Tis o’or.
Wo meet to part in life no mors."

XXXVIIL

Father! she was tho frirost maid
On which my cyes ['ve ever laid,

Hor striking mien, her artless grave,

Her wetl-proportioned, smiling tuce,

ler oyes which spoke ten thousand things

1o sitencs, while In murmurings

Her lips siu,\'ctl on the passing thought

She 1.,\-0,5 te utter, yet would not.

Oh, why is beauty womnun givea

To elaitn the love man owes (o heavon ?

Why those eleotrie, subtlo darts

Which pierce the stoutest, haughtiost hearts ¥

XXXIX.

In nature's naked loveliness,

Without the trashy pomps of dross,
Without the pertumes, powders, Pamts
Of jilts andg cm‘mcts—hu‘y saints |
Hard task for me the nrts te name

Of every ranting Misz and Dume,

OF garret-brod lemmx. she-wil,

For window, niche, or muscunn it ;
Without that sour, contemptuouns pride,
Estectn of self, nud the ullied

Coenceits with which we are appalled

By betles and beauties so misealled,
’l'fmt grucetul rastic maiden shone

By all my eyes have looked upon
UVarivalled, unsurpassed—alone,

Alas | that lower so fair should fadeo
Ere fuily blown. O matehless mad !

XL

We joined our lanids
Qur hearts and hands,
And [ might say our souls ;
We thought te sup
Coutentment's cup
Not life's most hitter bowla,
We entored on the world asnow
With all our might and main ;
To prosper we resolved, tho” few
And small our ineans ot gain,
Our land was now ot fair extent,
And fertile as could be,
And tho' wo patd n heavy ront,
Yet we were young and free.
Nour vain was vur resolve, for soon
We found ourselves improve
With honest toil’s rewnrd, the boon
Of mutual peace and love,

XLIL

Alack-a-day ! we soon found out

That where the tyrant reigns
Thero is, except tor zervile scout,

Nor peace, nor life, but chains,
Scarce had we been two summers wed,
When, by misturtune hither led,
Qur despot lord—a churp-un-dhoul !
Came with a dark, demoniae seowl ;
“ And who be you, my man?’ said he,
With emphasis, confronting me,
** And who your wife ?2—my soul be blest,
What beauteous bird in rural nest !
My lord, Pat Keena’s duaghter she,
I souof Ihige McTwohilbwe.”
“ McTwahilbwe, Put Keeua's daughter—
Papists, Popes and holy water!
Well, well, that's rhyme: but, my good man,
Explain, and answer it you can,
}How came this land. two years since bare,
To be s0 green, so fresh, 8o tair ?
How came this hut, 1 wished removed,
S0 much enlarged and so improved ?
Giod bless my soul! nad what is here?
A 1rig, two cows, o goat—oh dear |
Sowe chickens, oh ¥ what number? nine,
Is that a goose ur guoder ? Swine !
Yo powers, what erunts in yonder stye?
Let's see~—unbolt the Jdoor—six—why,
As sure as daylicht shines, [ think
You've foumd good fortune’s nussiog link.
Truth, I command you, have you tound
A hidden treasure under ground ?
Declare by what mesns you amd wife
Enjoy the fuxuries of lite
* Where food is scarce, and paapers rife 2

XLIL

My most benign and gracions Jund !

(1t grieved wy soul to 2udl him so,
Mocdurngha<dhamin were the world,
Buat there are tinies we must forego
What we beiieve, and cali binck white,
And play the smooth-tongued hypoerite.)
In cfiff concented, by genii stored,

Not nine to finid the makic hoarnd,

No miser’s tressure have I found
Hidden above or under ground,

Yet (thank the donor) 1 have wealth,
My wifs:, two babes, und best of health.
Gurs j» an huwble, lowly lot,

Of life's luxunianee know wo not,

When Winters freeze nnd Suminers broll
We work our living trom the soii ;

Clad by exertion. we are {ed

By daily totl with daily bread.”

XLIIL
Y'Tiz true : andso I 2hould have known,

You've got the philusophic stone.
I see it all—""

My lord U
** Now, now,
Iet's hear no moro—""

“ Will you allow—"

* Enough, the devil self’s not fit

For all EouA Irish und your wit:

Your whining aud your begging tones,
Which well-nigh would druw tears from stoues,
Are counterfertsa: your sigh and moan
Serve but to hide your hiss and groan.
The system workz, what could it mar ?
Among younot a few there are
Whoin their purses close bave pent
What | should have received in ront ;
But let that be, there is a wry

To reguiate theze things, good-day I"’

XLIv.

He went—hard fortune in histrack !
ile went, | say, and goon cume back
With valuators to immpose
Fair, equnble (rack) rents on those
Who held his tand “ for next to nnufht.
And higher lived than peasants ought.”’
Who were thu judges, need [ say ?
Two tyrant blockhcm}_s bribed were they,
Of hiz own kindred, kith and kin,
Who thought it neithor shame nor sin
To say, unsay, doand undo,
Call blue rod and red enll bluo,
Deolaro truth swas fulse and pronounce falsehood truo.

XLV,

I was the chief, of course the first,

On whom wisfortune’s bubble burst.

My ront, a)rondy much too high,

To threo timoes 1ts amount they raised:

“* My lord, nod gentlomen,” aaid I,

They checked me—*"* What! art thou amazed ?
Why, man, ’tis worth ten times as much,

Tu tho estate there’s none olse such;

I€you, howover, think it dear,
W fl)'. whao is to detain you here ?
“ Not L, in twith,” the lnndivrd cried,
¢ Seattered ad far ny winds oan blow,
Deep i’ the dust Iaid sido by side,
Or headlong to tho devil go,
1 could have seon with placid face
That hated class—the Irish rnece.
f to act as to think were mine,
To the vile dust T would consign
Thase Epanish vipors, ill-hegot,
Milesinn dogs,—detested lot!
!l\mr you, (to we) I want my rent
In three months henee,”’—awny they went, (22)

XLVE

Milesian dogs ! nty heart it smote,

**‘Fhon liest, thou reptile | in thy thront,”
I vhonted, nx ho turned nway,

* Nor vipers vile nor dogs are they,

But mon whose sires and ruce wore known
Long, lonyg, youdastard, "foro your vwn. {(23)
Mou, the sons of sires who stood

Whero slaughter rotled o’er fields of blood,
Whore iron, lead, and bomb, and ball
Ruzed turret, battlemont, and wall,

Whore blazed the fortress wide and high

In oue vast columun to the sky,

Undaunted by the brunt and shock,

Which mude the ground beneath them rook.
The block, the gibbet and the stake,

The hold nnd keep hinve taided to shake
The tirm soul, or cheek the pace

Of the cuconquered Irish race.

NSome bl and seven hundred years

Of bundage, blvod, and widows’ tears,

Of desolation, plague and war

Have pised—behold you what we are:
Retrset, promd mon, what you have said,
It 1y wreak vengeance on your head.”

XLVIL

Turning, he shook his clonched fist,

** Hark thee, menial. vassal tist !

Of British lord the will, werd, way,

Let uevor Irish slave guinsay,

Bethink thee well what thou bast spoken.,
For less have many necks beon broken ;
Mighty the arm ol the groat!

Who dares it foree, deties its weight,
l}uys deuth at much tvo desr a rute,”

" Tdo defy you; do your worst,

Your ire restrain not, ict it burat,

Hereis & heart tor you prepured

You're spurned, coutcmnu‘ll. aud doubly dared,”

Montroeal.

"

* Dexsor.”

NOTES.
(17} Shade—Soul or spirit.

18) Streng—The [rish peasantry aro totally advorse
to elzigration ; let uo man say, as some malicious in-
dividuals have said, that they aro ' an idle, roaming
people.” daxon ! cease thy hold, give them their
own laws and rights in their own land, and where iv
their rival as a pation

[he groat life-aim of Irish parents is, " To de
somethin' for the chilidher, the erathurs ; 'cause any-
thin' at home, barrin’ starvation, is betthur cor ga
fur sarvice to sthrange spulpeens uerass the wathur.'!
I doing this * somethin’,” which generally is by
over-exertion to wmeet the demands uf some rapacious
landlord, it often happens that the parents suddenly
break down, and wake their exit from s world of
care to un untimely grave.

(19) Rquare of Stones—Who has travelled the Irish
glens aud uplawds must have obyerved those several
tumuld nt which the peasant reverentinlly uncovers
his hend.  What is there beneuth them ? There is a
square or rectangular sort of sarcophagus of unce-
mented stones, covered with a siab, and containing
the dust »f sume famished vietim of the ** Black *47.%

{2 Ross-na-lnve =Comprised the mdern townlands:
of Derryerkhawn, Moulikeive nand Breeneymore, in
the parish of Baotry, Countey Cork,

21) Nheaen mackree—Juy of wy heart; agra, love:
avourneen, darling @ presn-gal, asthore, bright sun,
dear : athiv puchres agis vrinias mhanuma, joy of my
heart anid ecstasy of wy soul : hanuma! your soul!
(expressing weleome niwl surprise.)

{22 There are in Ireland two elasses of had Jand-
lonls—the ane, totaily ignorant of the condition ot
his tensotry, sports uver Eurnpe, and cares not 20
lung av he gets Lis rack rent: while lord No. 2is not
satisfied with getting hig rent ; he hates the Irish,
simply beenuse they are Irish, and avails himselt of
every opportunity to work the rain of an old-stock
Paddy.

(23) dwn~—Far politeuess and respect to superiors,
as well az for hospitality to strangers, we aro reaidy
to back the Irish against any nution: but woo to the
arroeance that ventures wfonling with the natiaual
character of Milesinn Pat ] Pat 1+ extromely sensi-
tive, and i3 roused by the first sting of aristocracy.
when he instuntly loses all sight of rank, pours cut a
vehement retaliation, or disputes the tame aud name
ef his ancestors at tho risk of his life,

DID SHE DIE?

““ No!

*“ She lingered and satfered along, pining
away all the time for years,”

‘“The doctors doing her no good ;"

f“ And at last was cured by this Hop Bitters
the papers say so much about.”

*“Indeed ! Indeed !

_*How thankful we should be for that medi-

cine.”

A DAUGHTER'S MISERY,

¢ Eleven years our daughter sutfered an a bed
of misery

* From a complication of kidney, liver, rheu-
matic trouble and Nervous debility,

¢* Under the care of the best physicians,

“ Who gave her disease various names,

** But no rolief.

** And now she is restored to us in good hoalth by

as simple a remedy as Hop Bitters, that we had shun-
nod for years bofore usiug it.”"—The PArENTS.

FATHER 1S GETTING WELL.

‘““ My dnughters say :

M How much botter fathor is sinco ho used Hop
Bittors.”

“ 1o in gotting woll nfter his long suffering from &
diseaso doolared incurahle.”

* And wo nro ao‘?h\d that he used your Bittors.”
A Lapy of Utica, N.Y.
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