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I R E l A N ). The biaoiclhorn ani boiterer tit gi ew neu"
_________the %rcli,

Tius following lines were written by Mr. Rob- Aid ni the rotigli lane %viiore grew fi
ert Graihan, mierchant of Lukieinow. Tioughi 1ree iroai.
an Orangemian, we are glad to find his etial nis, haws and slocs 1 have pullcd

meiits possess the true ring of Irish na1!tion- On tiieoa' tii crea, avvay dowui in the
aity, and we fond iy hope t hat the tin is 1n ot scru h

distant wvlien ail tie children of the old land Gi'idiiotier's (hiers froin lier garden
w'il join i with RobertGraaliiiim in thusexpress- cli led,
inig teir tocejs of love for their country, Aid Pilcd in tie sioîigl ii nother's big
tlouîglh separiated froin it by thiousaudsu of' titi.

miles. We aiso hope that thle Orange aid
Green will yet vie with eacl other n the 'l'lie hotinls i have foi!owed %vite" huîting
endeavor to inake the Emnerall Isle a lind of' the hare,
pence, plent y and happines, and free fromt Fat- over tio nialiitîiln and tiigii tli
the sorrowfil siglits oi internail strife which %vei bog
is as senseless as it is erhninu1al.-Cahoflusic iiy ('et oiten teur,
Jecord, London, Ont. Aiilcodiiig a:id laine oft lioîiîeward l'cl
Dea' land of mîy birth, wh'ien I thinlk of tie '10"

past, rront uiintaii aîd Noligli weln iiei'ding theTo see y'Our green vailleys once more 1 dIo

Your~~g~i biisî noiimain tîît ~ Tite cous oit Loitgh Ernie î\'ere jiiaiiily iiiYouir heýather-cap'd mouintains that waive iw
witli the bnolst,

Still sacred anl dear, and to my heart CI, te irge ilie sand cven-
nigh.ward e.

Liid of miy forefathers, woli for liberty's Fairestîsie or tueseu tlo'in afit'-away land,
laws, My heurt breaties n )rnyer foi you' 'el-

Shued nobliy tieir life's blood, ou niouîntain farc and pence
and lp ain ; Very lear tie (a) Ilii i ted la hîand,

Heroic deeds of the past Our menory draws, Sans of fair Brin, and bigotry cease.
Aînd lieart-strings still rend for those ofi the

siîî.Adieui, naw farcwchll, ta tie land of mny birtli,

Dear land of my birth, tlo' scourged you ' scen,
have been Is 'auî' patriot's prayer fair Isle ai tue carth;

By f'amine ani var, from loor unto dloor ; reland, swoct 1 rclanîu bri"hit land of the
Yet stil, through it ail your islanîd as grcci green .
As viien Il Brian tle brive " Danes drove

frot youir shore. FOR THE YOUNG FOLKS.
St. Patrick, too, let adl lionor be given

o spead tews onc a young g uussiaa rrince,
fuir land ;ho 'as ls C'uel as Russian Princes

Directed the way tlit lendeth to heaven,
The staudard was planted first by his own tise ca bc. Ho feld ung coin

liand.
which Nvoro tho peasartt's ousiy hope of

Thie Siiamrock fbat grows o our ow'n native subsîstouce, msd rake nothing oftrarp-
sod, liug domi womcu, feohia olci mou,,or

An Emblem cf Erin; tlat is dear t ils all; c
Ohi iuay it still flourish, thlat eblein f "I ilicii, if tGody veî' iu bis way.
Until the last truîmp witi its bIast lis On ono occasion, hcing mous thaan

cu. iaîf ilutaxicateci, lie sawr a heauttiful chilci

Togh absent eve been for marod befor t door of
Thoî0 absout Oîcucheî o iy n.n a poot' pensuii's luit, and rodio dehihet'-

yfeCnre, ildrwfoi e o oti tciy ovot' it, and when its mothei', with
Weannot t frati crs, rushed fofoth and lifted i

youîtii
Our playnates in cliidiiood wue reiember so froua tho g'oI, iL W's quita dead.

,leur, h poot mioniat's grief was so ,reati
Tiat played wuith lis tien by the: bridge the demi child was 50 benutiful, audthe

and the forth. i'o'uh of thoso who witnissel tho sce

Ah I'meel little daisy, I reneiber quite vieil was 1S intense, that evwel tlo cuel
Bliie-stockiîî gs and prinirose so gaily in 'îIce could-not ho quito judiffereut to

Toohn b lchat hoe ad clone. rrting watched


