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lrIIm i ar nlI d rland frir eiwa'y
i'e livl viifor wvI'ry years

Itit itnstay a line, IY ytaItdt and day,
i see', it tharingha my tears

in diresatt i aftelata tadi agaiit

Wlisre ii' muulitalait naiis rieta brightly
Aid lte grass grows greeni

eil tmaa y an hItr oif tilra' aleliglit
aha t ae i s iet

Yet, let te Iline I' lark or larigIt,
i cottid tnt feelt enntteit-
.Ilr 1i I Ine a imatefuIl crew

of t atils, fa laiI irieanti,
Wee ordls of dear ldIrel:aml,
wert lthe graes grows greent.

S, eariy to, my c'un-try1 0 'anis
aehotlh.hai aid heart

Wite'er tle gainte for frecedoitt w;as,
I took a triai itîanî tart

Wttt rolae ami vte atlait i iZat a t
wiltha lsîar taiis far Ittta n kita

otrave far dear old Lîeiad,
wIe're lite grains grows green.

ii all my carts and medals still-

fiai.> ~ ~ ~ af bah i Iita it isa
TIe ather thlut gau eilt aiS weli-

T 'I re brliaht taid 'rfit, lit ,

rhtigl exitma inaig t'e been,
Tinit l'il ail. iti holy Ireland,

Where lthe gravs grows green.
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THE OLD PLACE AND THE NEW PEOPLE

A ROMANCE OF TIPPERARY.
"Tae i e i ialo hovering rtiii da

-iaos.-'Te aGiaoir.

CiAPTiERi Viii.

No t syliiiale of the Unio i A low mur-

mur of astoilisitient eraeps iroiid. Ctn lite
Governniictit iave abiaon tc batle t with
victoiy int tieir grasp? Th'ie ministerialists

stitre puzl.in gly; whispers of consultation pass
ilong tlie Opposition be chs ; tie imoeets of
hie galleries aire strick witii blank bewilder-

ment. Wiat cani ift ieanct?
Ait aiddress in reply, full lis cominitiiplaicc as

lie speecli itsrdf, is imioved ander secoided. Not
a syllable of lite Union i l ic crisis, iten,
over ?

Ev'ery Iet, beats wildly, as Sir Lawrence
Parsons riscs cnly froi his scat. The strata-
gemi of the 'l inisters is idle : now or never won.
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Ile lloves til itmniitliietnt which dlacires ttanew
hlie shibbtlh of the volutetrs': tiat thKing,
Lords, and Coimoins ofi reland alon' ar comn-

peteit to makiile laws to bind her piteole>U."

'Tlhe battie is nomw joîlned fairly : it ranges
along, thke whlole bode-lnd r reasons: ifs
thiîiîder's alTriglt tle calmu t' delibration: it is
Sa wir of stubiorn necessity on tIhe one land, of

passion ind d'spair taln tie itler,
aTh1 ie ioirs g.to panitiig by. War on corup-

tion ai centralization! War with al l the
aigels ofîapurit', wili all the glarics oanlltitllitv,

te lead it oi! Firey, clhiv iaIlls war, thti

setters, tIle Cravil liattalions like chaff, anl
Shakes te stronest towersafcorruption For-
ward, lite old tlaîg flies, ever forwardu Panlie
broods over the illioly host. Victory!-near'y
viCtory *

Back suîrges lie file. Fortnelies once
More vith the big battalions. D iwn in hc

dutist hie fing is trample't-it is the ensign of

disloyatîl ty! 'ilte necessity ofEiipire rolls b.a lcik

the shlattered coinnnîtis of' senitimnait th itnnt'er

aid ilnine ui er lithe fierce lire of ridicule i ad

slitidé'. le wavering harpies ofI corruption
return ; cowards pour in ipon tIhe broken ranks.

They succontxb '?
Never ! 'Tiie forlorn h1ope. is out agai ita lie

liell fire; figiting to the deathli

Tht1e shades of eveniig deepei. h'lie i attle

is raginig still. _NighIt-solIemn idniighit! Anid
still ! lte intirs are seconds in nations death-

titrons.
Grey maorning crawls in atal laYs her pallid

lighit on pllidil eeks. Still!
A ltessage r c lte Oposition, stirs a
lew lie, orie more impulse of victory in tleir

faing hopes.

Parsons, w iat's the news ?' O1'Dwyer Garv
iisks ctger'ly.

aGrattan rettirned for Wickow iglit a i '
SBtt caln lie be lere ?t"

He is he lre!


