WHE l{l‘ THE (RASS GROWS GREEN,

1 rom denr old Ireland far away
1've lived for wenry yenrs,
Batmany a time, Ly nlght and day,
1 8ee 1§ throngh my tears
In drewmsg 1 often tread nunln
Bach well-remomboered seen
Where the muuntain strenms run brightly
And (he Brass grows greei.
Fall many an hour of pure delight
I that dear land 1 spent;
Yoty 1ot the tima be dark or bright,
1 could not fool enntent—
For well L knew n hatefal erew
G tyrants, mlee aud meatt,
Were Jords of desr ald Treland,
Where the gruss grows ;;nn-n.
Soy varly 1o my country's canse
{zave both hund and heart;
Whate'er the gaue for frecdom wils,
1 took a true man’s party
With volee nnd vote, and tien at st
With weapons fur morp keen,
1 strove for dear old lacland,
Where the grags grows green.
Pee adl my cards and medals still—
They 100k 18 good ns new;
The other thivgs T've kept e well—
Phey're hriglit and perfeet, toa,
For quuu-lhlnu whispers (n my ear,
Though exiled long I've been,
Tt 11 de in hely Tredand,
Where the grass grows green,
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A BOMANCE OF TIPPERARY.

“iphe glded halo lmvcrlnu round decay,”
. —Iiviox.—The Giaonr,

CHAPTER VIIT.

Not a syltable of the Union! A low mur-
mur of astonishment creeps around. Can {he
Covernment have abandoned the battle with
victory in their grasp?  'The ministerialists
stare puzzlingly ; whispers of consultation pass
along the Opposition henches ; the innocents of
the gallevies are struck with blank hewilder-
ment.  What can it mean?

An address in reply, full as commonplace as

_the specel itself, is moved and: seconded.  Not
a'syliable of the Union! 15 the ‘crisis, then,
over? i ‘ .
CBvery hewt beats wildly, as Sir Lawrence
Tarsons rises calmy from his seat. The strata-

- gem of the Ministers is idle : now or never won.

He moves an amendment which declares -anew
the shibboleth of the volunteers: that the King,
Lords, and Comons of Ireland alone are com-
petent to make laws to Lind her people.”

The battle is now joined fairly: it ranges
along the whole border-land of reasons : its
thunders affright the calin of deliberation : itis
a war of stubborn necessily on the one hand, of
pission and despair on the other,

The hours go panting by, Wi on corrup-
and centralization!  War with all the
angels of purity, with all the glories of antiquity,
lead it on! that
seatiers, the erayen battalions like chaff, and

tion

to Firey, chivalrous way

shakes the strangest towers of corruption. - For-
ward, the old flag flies, ever forward! = Panic

brouds over the unlioly host.
vietory ! .

Back surges the tide.  Fortune lies once
more with the big battalions, Down in - the
dust the flag is trampleéd—it is the ensign of
disloyulty ! The necessity of Iimpive rolls back
the shattered columns of sentiment: thinner
and {hinner under the fieree fire of ridicule and
slandér,  The wavering harpies of corruption
return j cowards pour in upon the broken ranks.
They succwmb ?

Nevert  The forlorn hope, is out azainin the
hell fire; fighting to the death!

The shades of evening deepen. - The Tattle
is raging still, Night—solemn midnight! And
still! the hours are seconds in a nations death-
throes,

Grey morning erawls in and lays
light on pallid cheeks. * Still! )

A message reachies the Opposition, stirs 'a
new life, onc more impulse of victory in their
fading hopos

“-arsons, what's the nows?" * OMwyer Garv,
asks eagerly. '

«Grattan returned for Wicklow last nwht‘ !

# Bub can he be heve 2

“He is here !

_Victory !—nearly

her pallid |




