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THE SERPENT OF APPEPITE,

Tt ix an old Eastern fable that a certain King
once suflered the Evil One to kiss him on either
shoulder.  Tmmediately there sprang there-
from two serpents, who, furious with hunger,
attacked the man, and strove to eat into his
brain. . The now tewified king strove lo tenr
them away and east them from him, when ™ he
found, to his horror, that they hnd lbecomne 2t
pirt of himselt,

Just so it is with cvery one who hecomes 2
slave to his appetite. He may yield in what
seems a very litile thing at fiest ; even when he
find himself attacked by the serpant that lurks
in the glass, he may fancy he ean cast him off,
But, alas | he finds the thirst for strong drink
has beeome o part of himself, 1t would b
almost as easy {o cut off his right hand.,  The
poor poet Burns said that ifa harrel of rum was
placed in one corner of the room, and a loaded
cannon in another, pointing towanl him ready
to be fired if he approached the barrel, he had
no choice but to go for the rum.

The person who first tempts you to take a
glass may appear very friendly. 1t was not a
dart that -Satan aimed at the fated king. He
only zave him a kiss, Dut the serpent sprang
from it, just as deadly, for all that.

Oh, be careful of letting this serpent of
appetite get possession of you, for it will he a
miracle of grace, indeed, if you are cver able
again to shake him off,

* Guard against every sin, however small; Jet
it not gain a hold upon you. Pray to be kept
from temptation in every form, and think not
that in your own strength you can battle against
it.

[Py

IRELAND,

RY FERIMNAND FREILIGRATH.

Here is a German ballad on the sufferings of
Treland, translated by Mary Howitt. Fevdinand
Freiligrath is not inspired so much by the
beauties of the German Fatherland, as by the
sorrow of Erinl  Alone in his study, his vision
is not purpled with the gorgeous light of o
sunset on the Rhine, hut with the life blood
which English law and landlord tyranny have
drawn from the Irish heart,—

The boat swings {o a rusty chaing
The suil,vlhe onr, of use no longer:
The fisher's boy died yester e’en,
And now the father faints with hunger.
Pale Irelands tish is landlord’s tigh,
It gives him costly food and raiment;
A tattered garb, an empty digh,
These are the fisher's only payment,

A pastoral sound 1g on the wind,
With kine the ronds ave thronged—oh, plty,
A raggod ponsant erawla bondnd,
Anddrives themto the seaport eity,
Tale Irelund?’s herds the landlord ¢lnims—
The food which Paddy's soul desiroth—
That wonld nerve his children’s frames,
The landlord's export trade requireth,

To bim the eattle are &t fount
OF Joy nd Insury never seanty,
And eaelt horped head auginents the aaunt
Which swells for him the horn of pleuty,
In Paris and in Loudon town,
s gold makes gambliing table glitter,
The while hix Irish poor lie down
Awd diey Hhe Ries fu winter-ltter,

allnt hallnt the chase s up !
Paddy, rushied tn—he not o drenmey--
To vain! for thee there 18 na hape,
The gome goek with tlu-:n'\;n’lil-sl stenmer )
Far lreland's gmne fg landlord™s game,
The lundlord 18 o larie eneroncher—
God speed the peasaut’s righteous claim;
He is too feeble for a ponchert

The landlord eares for ox and hound,

Their warth o peasant’s worth suypasses!
Instead of draining marshy ground—

Old Treland’s will and drear morasses—
e leaves the and o beggy ten,

With sedye and uselers moss grownover;
o leaves it for the avater hen,

The rabbit, and the sevemming plover.

Yeg, moath the curse of heaven ! of wasto
And wilderness, four suitiion aeves |
To your corrupt, ontworn, debaged,
No wakeninyg peals prove slumber broakers,
Oh, Trich land 18 lanalord's land 1
And, therefore, by the wayulde dreary
The fomished mothers weeping stand,
Aund bey for meang thelr babes to bury,

A wailing ery sweeps-like n hiast
The length and breadth of treland thorongh;
The west wind which my cagement pussed
Brought to my mind that wail of sorrow,
Faint ag the dying mnn's Inst sigh,
Cmme o'er-the waves my henrt-strings searving
The ery of waoe, the hunger ery.,
The death ery of poor weeptng Erin,

Yrint she kneels in stricken grief,
Pale, ngonizing, with wild hair flying.
And strews the shamrock’s witherod h‘u‘r,'
Upon her ehildren, dead and dying.
She kneels beside the sea, the stroams,
And by herancient hill's foundations—
Mer, more than Byron's Rome, Weseems
The title  Niobe of Natlong,",
[
THE MADONA OF EINSIEDEIN,
A GERMAN LEGRXD.
N
In a vast hall, whose walls were adorned with
paintings, and aronnd which were stone henches,
such as are seen in-the old ensties of Germany,
was scated a party of gentlemen, drinking
thenish wine from large, old-fushioned golblets.
Inthe midst of the banquet, white an ofticer
named Berthold was uttering some of the most
extravagant nonsense, a pilgrim was ushered in,

He' was going-alone and barefooted to visit Qur -



