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THE SIXTH JURYMAN'S TALE,
THE SWANS OF LIL.

¢ \lemt, b Mayle, be the ronrof thy water,

Break not ye breezes your chain of repast,

’ﬁile murmzring mournfully Lir's loncly daughter,

Talis to the night star her tale of .wocs. )
Moeze's Jxish Melodies.

CEAPTER 11.—(Coxrisvza.)

o children of Lir continued for a long time in
s me condiiion on the Sruih na Maoile, until

tho sa
: oht they suffered o much from the cold and
(":;i; :i, g:ld snow, that nothing they had hitherto felt

was con tparable to it; which made Fipgula utter

the follo Wwing words:
FINGULA.

1
Hay ¢ is our life and sharp with ill,
My brethrep dear; .
The 8now SO thick, the wind o chill,
, The night so drear.
¢ rive to keep .
We !Sa d concert in our songs of pain,
t the * wild deep . .
Bu 11:1. wntless, mars the rising strain.
1,

Vainly we ? soothe our aching hearts
With converse sweet, .
Wave after wave, high heaving, patis
Our un ion meet.
h, doom 8¢ ‘vere! )
Aty Hoarsh w 1§ our mother's vengeful will,
Ah, Dbrethren « iear, . o
. Hardis oie l’ife, and sharp with ill, ‘
-a year on the sea of Moyle,
i were on the Rock of tge
caters conge ttod around them with the
S:ﬁ]ls'aﬂzlo:;ntﬁ;y 135 ¢ o the rocis, their feet and
wing’s wore frozen to it, 1 Vo that they could not move
a limb. When at length, after using what stren_gth
remained in their bodits, .\hey succeded in getting
free, the skin of their feet, and the innermost down
of their broasts, and the quills of their wings, re-
iined clinging to theicy c¥88: | o
miul:veged;gg-lt%% ghildrer}:' 0.t Lir)" said Fiogala,
& mournful is our fate to-niyht, for when the salt
water pierces into our woundg, e shall bo pained
to death ;” and she sung thege l1'aes:
FINGULA.
1 " _
Sad is our hap this mournful nigini, L
With mangled feet and plumgg ¢, bleeding ;
Our wings no more sustain out flig'ht,
‘Woe comes to linked woo succ_ee.'ling.
Ah, cruel was our step-dame's mind,
‘When hard to nature's sweet ezgotfon,
‘She sent us here mid wave and wind, -
- "o freeze on ‘Meyle's relentless ocean.

They remained for
when one night, as the

. - . A
_The wild sen foam ‘that strows the shore,
- "..The woeds thiose briny, waves engender, -
- 'For pat.delights ave all our store, ' .-
+ i ‘Though fostéred-once.in regal splendour
... Rige, sister of threé brethvendear, '~
o ustom dull'the edge of anguish, - '

.. Lot gustom qu ]
"+ In'hollow rotk’orcavern dreary »; ..
R dd('_am‘-tixii-ightebus,--boun«f‘.‘to;.lnngnia e

5i the Tiosk of Sédls, they alighitedaiain on.

thio waterg of Moyldywhieré the sharp™ biiné cplerced. | =
© them; keenly,” ﬁ}tﬁt;t_!_gli‘athei?“'9"?41’0“1‘881’.1&01.1'; L

- “faot, mnder ‘their Wwings ¥ clowsly ng:théy oould.—

Tl fiued’ to? suffer’ this] until//their feathers;
arl;“wy,‘?ia {We watnds of i€t fosd ‘wero hoaled |
“They tued frequéntly §o'és nésr ithe: shorotas thgy"
‘wotild, oa that pact of the. Irish! cosst; which dooks
xayde Sectland, s0d evéry might Wey o tuge-§

ther to Movle, which was their constant place of;
rest. One dey as they drew nigh the shore of Bama
to the north, they saw a number of chariots and
‘horsemen, splendidly arrayed, with lorses richly
caparisoned, approaching from the west.

% Do you observe that brilliant company, you sons
of Lir ?" said Finguia, _ )

“\We know not who they are? replied her bre-
thren, < but they scem to be Irish; whether of the
Sons of Mile, or the Tuathe Dunaaus, it is impossi-
ble for us to conjecture.”

They drew close to the-shore, in order to observe
more accurately. When the horsemen raw them
coming, they hastened towards them, until they
came within speaking distance. Tho persons of
note who were almost them were, Aodh Aithiosatch,
or Merry Hogh, and Feargus Fitbeall; {of the Com-
plete Armour), the two sons of Bogh Dearg the

Monarch, and the \hird pers of his bedy-guard. The
horsemen were, fora long time, shifiing their place,
ia order to come near the birds,and when at length
they did so, they saluted ozch other very lovingly,
with the afivetions which became relations. The
ehildren of .Lir ioquired bow the Tustha Dannans
were, and especislly, Lic and Bogh Duarg, with their
friends and dependents,

“‘They aro all well in their respective homes™
replivd the horsemen. “ At present, it is true, they
are in yous fzther’s palace, partaking <f a spiendid
banquet, n keaith and joy, knowing a2 other want
than that cf your absence, and their ignorance of
your pluce of abode, siuce you left the Luke of the
Speckled Oak”

“ Evil has Leen our life gince then,” said Fingula,
for neither we nor any otber crunture, that we bave
heard of, ¢ver suffered 0. much as we bave done,
since we caize to the waters of Moyle;” and she ut-
tered the follewing words :—

FINGYLA.
We fcur are well, )
Though in kecn want, and sombre gric? we diwell,
Huppy are they;
Who sit in Lirig bright ball,:and share {iis banquet
gay.
Rich-fcod and wine,
For them in sperkling gold and silverchine;
Wetile far away,

:His children shiver in the hurgry spray!

We, who of yore,

.Ga dainties fared, and silken garmentsavere;

Now all-our fare,

-O¢ld sand, and bitter Lrine, for wax and -honey rare,
Our zoftest bed,

The crag that o'er those surges lifts its head;
Oft have we laid

.Orx limbi on bedsof tenderest down arreyed.
Now must we lie,

Or Moy!le's rough wave, with plzmage scldom dry ;
A pageant rare

-OftLore us to our grandsire's palace fair.
Ah wournful change!

Now with faint wings, these dreary shores I range,
O’er Moyle's dark tide,

Plumaz touching plume, we wander side by side;
sSharing no more

The joys that cheerd our bappy hearts of yore;

- Tho welcome mild, .

That.on our grandsire’s kingly features smiled !
Lir's coungel eet,

Ard -fond paternzl kiss, that made the morning

&wW3ct,

The horsemen returned soor after to the house of
Lir, and told the principal men of the Tuatha Da-
naans where they had scer the birds, snd the dia-
logue they bad held together.

“ We.oanuot assist them." they replied, # but wo
are well plensed to hear that they live, for they will
De restoted to their former shape, after a long time
las elapsed.”

The children of Lir, meantime, returned notth-
wards to ke sea of Moyle, where they remained
until their time in that place had expired. Then
Fingula epoke to her brothers,and said :—

#It is time for us to depart from hence, for the
period appointed for us to remain here,is ut an end,
and she added these verses :—

) ' FINGULA.
1

At length we leave this cheerless shore,
Unblest by summer’s sunshine splendid ;
Its storm for ua shall howl ne moro, i
Qur tivie on gloomy Moyle is ended.
Three bundred sunless summers past,
We leave at lcngth this loveless billow ;
-Where oft we felt the icy blast,
And made the shelving crag our pillow.
1.
Still on our lingering night of pain,
Fur distant beams the dawn of gladness;
Light ease beside the western main,
Awaits our long accustomed sadness,
Long must we baunt, that billowy shore,
Ero breaks for us, the day beam splendid,
But here our rnmbered years are o'er,
QOur {ime on gloomy Moyle is ended.

After that time, the children of Lir left the sea of
Moyle, and flew until they came to the most wester-
ly part of the acean. They were there for a long
time, suffering all kinds of hardship, until they hap-
potied to seo 2 man, a tiller"of the ground, who used
often watch them when they came near the shore,
and took great pleasurs in listening to their music.
He told the prople en' the coast of what be had
seen, and spread the tidings of the prodigy far and
near. - However, the same tale remains to be re-
peated, for the children of Lir never suffered go.
much before or afier ag they did on that very'might,-
after the husbandman' had seen them ; the‘frost was,
80 keen, and theé” snow'-coming 50" thick upon the
wind, The waters “all'dongealéd “fnto ice, so° that
‘the woods and the ééa‘ were of one colour. Their
feet stuck ‘to the ‘ground, leaying ‘them unable’to,
move, and they beganto,uttér the most Iamentable
cries, while Fingula' 'comti(;rtéd;‘ &nd’ strove fo per-

I aii = g :

‘stade them not to gri
‘peated these lines’ -

: 0 RS
SEVES e bade Bis aishes
‘Sad-are-my; suffering.bretbren’s plercin
~nnild -iﬁ‘;:\'l‘hi!id:eux,nishi:l;.;e: L i
(Bharp: drived, thesnow.ahawer, (o'er. the,,
uau:_-fgkiqe.‘i ‘t‘m wodifoed  oimmay - Fonsse o 2w |

ogpuolesy Hightt

worda.

'Paat ‘ i e )
List children of Lir to the aeund of the bell,
“thie.ball unti} the saint had finished his p¥
-‘to'_'tl'zp'fsr“_l,_ ,the herve . Lhe earia
! [ and. they aung thie. most, melodious strains of ;311_93
.| and adoration.”, Mucaomh Og was listening, . g d

)
v 1and.

Where'er they search the frost bound ocean o'er,

Or solid ice, their thirsty beaks are ringing,

Nor on the wintry shove,

Frogh water laves their plumes, nor bubbling fount

is springicg.
1.

0 thou dread Meaarch, who to gea and coast,
Their being guve,

And led'st, ns sbedowy ramour tells, a host,
Through the decp wave!

Bzhold these wretched birds with pitying eyes,

Their lingeling yenrs in joyless slavery spending,

In thy:great might arise,
£1d bid our souls be free, their bonds of angnisk
rending.

% Drothers,” seid Fingula, “confide in Lim, whe
reade keaven, and the elementr, the earth witl, all
its fruit, and the sen with a3l is wenders, and you
wiil find comfprt and relief”

#\Ve do confide in him,” they apswered.

i« And I confide with you,” suid Fivgula, “in the
only bemng, whe is full of knowledge and pity,” and
their confidence came in due time, for they obtained
the relief they sought, and frem that day forward
tkey never snffered trouble or:perplexity,  They re-
mained on the Graas Domhnan, (Deep Scas), until
their time was falfilled, when Fingula said to fer
brethren:

« 1t is time for us to go te Fioncha, where Lir
and his people dwell, and our.yeople also.”

-« We are well content to da €0 replied thiey ; and
2]l nroceeded togsther somewkat joyfully, until they
camne to Fionche, They fourd the place whers
their father’s palace had stood, aud all around it
witbout «ither house or inhalitants, but everything
iooling dreary and dull. ‘They saw smoke at & dis-
tanoe, and the fcur came towards it, and uttered
three mournful c:ies, and Fiegnla repeated these

FINGULA.
i

A monrnful worder, is this place to
Which ence I knew so well!

Not-even the trese of that loved home 1 se,
Where Lir was wout to dwell,

Nor hound, nor steed, nor lord nor lady Lright,
Nor welcome spoken |

Since I have lived to sve this mrouruful sight,
My beart is broken,

L

This was not in our futhers time of cld,
A loveless, lightless waste,

Without a cup, the sparkling wiae to hold,
Or prlucely guest to taste.

The home where oft we hail’d vach joyous mern,
Is bleak and lupely !

And nothing left} {o us its beirs forlorm,
Save memory oEly.

.

Now do I know the dzep devouring grave,
lolds all who once were dear?

Sad was our life, on Moyle's tempestuaus wave,
But keener griv £ is here,

Low rustling grass,and winds that sadly Llow
Through dry leaves creeping!

And he who should hir eherish’d derling's know,

For cver sleeping!

CHAPTLER IIL

When shall the day-star mildly springing,
Warm our ialand with peace and love.
© when shail henven jta sweet bell ringing,
Call my spirit to the ficlds nbove,

Moore's Irish Melodies.

The children of Lir rsmained in the place where
their father and their ancestors bad lived, and
where they had themselves been nursed and educat-
ed, and Inteat night they began to sing most melod-
joms music. In tbe morning they tock wing and
flew uatil they came to 1nis Gluaire Breanain, and
they began to sing there; so that allthe birds- of
the country that could swim came to that place,
which was called Lochan na Heanlaitbe, (or the
Lake of the Bi:ds,) si'uate in Inis Glunire Breanain.
The used frequently go round that country and
sometimes to Iuis Geridh, and to all the western
islands in the country, rcturning every night to
their accustomed place of rest, - They continued in
that condition for a long time, until the christian
doctrine was preached in thore couutries, when St,
Patrick came to Ireland,and St. Macaomh Og came
to Inis Gluaire Breanain. The first night he came
there the children of Lir henrd the sound of the:bell
ringing near them, and were greatly rjoiced, They
hastened towards the place from whence they heard
the bells, and the three sons of Lir made such speed
that they left Fingula by herself.

“ What is the matter with you, dear brethren ¥’
aaid Fiogula,

“We canngt tell” they replied, "we know not
how to ‘account for the heavenly music we have
heard.” -

# ] will explain to you,” said she, #that is the
bell of Macaomh Og, and it is by him you shall be
released from your pain and trouble, and you ghall
ba comforted ;” and she said these lines:

FINGULA.

List, list to the sound of the anchorét’s bell,
Rise children of Lir from the wave where ye dwell,
Uplift your glad wings and exult a8 ye hear.
And give thanks, for the hour of your freedom is
' pear, . .
Ho merits our duty, the Mighty, to save, . =~
From - the rock and the surge, from the storm and
‘the wave. i ‘ i
Who clings to his' doctrin? with constant éndea.
. - YOUT, s AR ! Coeilai
His grief sh’éll'ba. turn'd into glory for eve
ioments of angulsh forever farawell |

R “1"': '
‘the music of
pYByErs, .

" ' ¢ 'ehildren’ of Lirwere listening to!
i« Let 4 now," sald Finguls, ¢sing otir own migic
eatfuler’ of the hepvens and the ' efiih:

- \ el

d fn
izoFbing early be cainto th Lake of th8, Bifds
i, s, thein, Gl tho “Water, - Coming ¢I688 to
the shigrs] e ssked them) were ¢hly, ihie;childen of

the_

Y t ot [
IFe l"—?..,. iy iz ot poot e A gg) gy midd L
.4 We ate, lndeed,” they anawered. .. "\ sy ¢
% a T s sasat thaakful to Wear 16l B st

wns to relieve you that I was sent to this island?
rather than any other part of Ircland.  You may
trust in me, for this i3 the place that was ap-
pointed fur you to be released fromd your enchant-
ment."

On hearing these words the children of Lir came
to the shore, nnd depended on his word.  Hoe took
them down to his residence, wliere they remainad
listening to his instructions and joining in his de-
votions day after day. Macaomh Og sent for a
craftsman end desired him to mwake two silver
chaing, which he nceordingly did. Oucot them he
put between Eugene and Fingola, and the ether
between Cornu and Fiacra. The four swuns were
frequently in great spirits, rejoicing at the termina-
tion of their sorrows, and as happy as if they bad
forgottenall their previous wisery.

The king who governed Conact at that time was
pamed Lairgnean, the son of Colman (the same of
whom Figula had spoken to her father on the Luke
of the Speckled Oak,) and bis queen’s name was
Deocha the duughter of Ingri, son of Iack Hugh.
Deccba came to hear of the wonderful birds, and
being seized with o violent desire of posscssiog
thew, requested the king to procure them for her.
e replied thut he couldnever persuade himself to
ask Macaomh Qg to give them up. Deoche, enraged at
his refusal, declared that she never agnin would
spead a night within the pelace of Glairgnea, as the
king’s residence was called, unless she got the
swuns; and, leaving the palace, she travelled
Kill de Luadh (now called Killaloe) and took up her
abode at her own home,  When Luirgnenn found
her so resolute, he sent & messenger three several
times for the birds, but could not obtain them.
Incensed at being thus refused, he cume himself
to the place where Macaomh Og lived, and ask-
ed him if it were true he bad refured his messen-
gers?

“Itis true,” azswered Macaomh Og.

&''hen,” eaid the king, “itis tiue, likewise, that
I will take them with me whether you are willing
or otherwise”

As he said thiz he rushed toward the altar near
which they stoad, and seized the two chains which
coupled them together., No sooner had he done so
than the swans lost their plumage, their beautiful

peared three withered old men, with their bones
seeming to project through their skin, while Fiu-
gula, instead of the graceful swan that sung such
enchauting strains, becamo an oid shrividled hag,
fleshlees, and bloodless. The King, nstounded at
what he saw, l:t fall the chuing, and retnrned home,
while Macaomh Og uttered many lamentations afuer

ean. Fingulatheneaid:

“ Come hither, boly father, and give as haptism,
for we are as much concerned nt purting with you
as you in partisg with us. You are te bury us to-
g-ther in this manner  Place Co nu and Iiacra at
wy back, and place Eugene before me;” and she
aguin said, * Laptize us, holy fathor, and wake us
bhappy; and I pray that He who made heaven and
carth will prolong our lives until you can perform
the koly rite, after which you are to bury us in the
manner, I desire.”

After that they departed this life, and thechildren
of Lir were buried by Macaomh Ogas Fingula had
desired ; that is to say, Cornuand Fiacra at her
back, and Eugenc before her.  Ho raised the earth
in the form of & tomb, and placed a stone over them
or which he carved their names ia the Ogham cha-
racter, and wept bitterly above their grave, It is
thought that their souls went to heaven. For
Lairgonean, who was the immedinte cause of their
death, Macaomh Og predicted his fate in the follow-
ing lines:

MACAQME GG.

I'll shoot of Colman’s royal line,

The malison of heav'n is thine,

The grief which thou hast caused to mine,
Thine own cold heart shall feel,
Thou whose unholy zeal

Hath left me on this isle forlorn,

My cherish'd darlings' loss o mourn.

II.

And she whose soul in cvil stroug,
Hath promptcd this unfeeling wrong,
To carly dust consigned, shall long
Her fruitless rapine wail,
A shiv'ring spectropale !
The malison of heav'n is thine,
Il shoot of Colman’s royal line!
Not iong after,sLairgnecan and his wife died a sud-
den death, according to the prediction of Maca.
omh Og, which concludes the history of the Swans

of Lir,

Many of the Jurorzat the conclusion of the tale,
seemec to feel themselves much in the situation of
persons who had been just listeniog to what it wonld
be dangerous to admire, and yet in their hearts
were not gorry to find the whole brought fairly toa
close.

t Kor my part,”said one, taking the poker, and
gtirring up the fire, %1 thought I should have bcom
frozen to death myself, with listening; I never
lopged half so much for my dinner, as I did for an
-opportunity of poking up the turf, which I thought
it wauld be merciful to do, while our friend was
making the air of the room chilly. with his descrip-
tions of the starvation of those poor Swans, I hope
the hegoes of the next tale will ‘approach somewhat
neaver to the tropics”’ o o e

#They shan't go, either north or south, I assure
.yon,” said the Seventh Juror, furtherthan the bord-
erg of our own' green isle; and thatin the height of
summer, a8 you shall understand;. when our. {riend
on my right has'favoured us with his song.”. . -
:#1 The Sixth Jutof;in reply to this hint, eaid that he
was stire the ' company must hiave “anticipated Lim
4n’ the'lyric which-he proposed attempting,. and
- which ‘waa the’ only: one ‘he: icould-.think: :of; ap-
g p‘éngiing-'_ftp" the ‘melanchioly ‘tale ‘whichi 'they. had
Feard, it o e gl e o L T ]
++Wath those.words hecleared his throat, withi~nne:

ST

iody iwhichMoore'-has /firnished onizihe-foegolng
ni ﬂyg.’;:.'_'vxtf) =l o el T on JDebal  whsl ]

c:;;;p‘-. oiftlea ow o ba e odiiy ‘of ihy Yo '3

feathers disappeared, and the three sons of Lir ap-’

the birds, and pronounced a malediction on Lairgn. |

‘|- 14 But when

| | own Jem;{ , Do my biddin! ai’ Tl e:

‘op two 'preparatory: ¢ henis)” and in:the genuine old-
Trish ¢adenios;so different from :thefaghionable:ver:
"sion of the alr,'delighted the company with the mel:.

Wihen tho applzuse which followed his  pertor-
mance had subsided, the Seventh Jorer was ealled
on to redeem his pledge, which Le did by relating
the narative which follows,

THE SEVENTH—J_{IEYMAN’S TALE.

McENEIRY, THE COVETOLS

—Wkhat & rare punishmeat
Is avarice to itself!
YOLIGNR.

CHAPPER L

Near the spirited Jittle town of Rathieale, in the
connty of Limerick, aises, s the whele uviverse is
awate, tie famous mountain of Kuee Fierna, Ifs
double pr ak forms one of the west striking objeets.
on the horizon, fur many wmilug sround, nud awfnl
and wenderful and worthy of eteraal wemory are
the numberous evente connected with its history,.
as veraciously detuiled in the najeecot cottoges.
Lut 1 have not now undertalien to give you o his-
tory of the mountain, nov evea ndeseripiion of it; or
of its neighbourhood. My sole busiacss al present
in with a certain Tom MeEneiry, who fotmerly took
up lhisabhode neur the foot ¢f that mnjestic emin-
ence. Were [ wiiting a novel in thrce volumey,
instead of relating a plain story kere by the tire-side
to cleven of the most iutelligent and patieut
hearerg that ever sat in o jory-box, it might be pre-
dent on my part, having the prospect of sime nine
hundred wenry blank puges b-fore my cyes, to il
a8 Inrge a portion ag possible, with a minut: descrip-
tion of Tom, or as I should in such case fecd it my
duty to call him, Mr. Thomas McLlneiry, beginning
with ibe soles of his fect, and ending upen the crown
of his head, reccording the colour of his cvyes and
hair, not failing to state whether his nose ran faith-
fully in the painter's line, or cenpriciously devintd
in any degree to either side, if the month were
steaight or otherwise together with an acenraty sketch
of hin costume, a full description of hig house and
furniture, and a copious history of bis ancestors.

But as there i8 not a rogue amonget wy, however
grave aface he may put upon it, who does notin his
heart love the stimnlus of jncident far better than
the most exquigite display of more pictorial Gdelity,
I shall beg leave without further proamble, tu keave
all these elabornte details to your own fuitile im-
aginations,

Tom McEnciry, then, was Tom McEoeiry ; once a
comfortalle farmer, ag any in the vicinity of Knoe
Fierna, but reduced by vxtravagance ut first, and
then by longcontinued reverses to a condition far
from prosperous.  In vain did bhe and bis wife en-
deavour by u thorough economical e form, to retard
their downward course in worldly forlune, At cne
time enttle dicd, at another, the potatoe crops failed,
or the whent was half smut; misfortine after mis-
fortune fell upon him, until at lengththe chenge
began to eat its way even into appearances them-
selves, Thomas MeEnciry Decame Tom Blelineiry,
and at last, “ poor Tom Mclineiry,” and his help-
mate might have opplied to herself the well known
stanza, 1 which a Iady in similar circumstances
Inments the changes of manncr produced in fier old
friends, by 2 like alterntion in her affuirs

Wilen I had bacon,

They called me Mra, Akon,
But now that I huve none, ’lis ‘ How gous it Molly 7
They grew thinner and thinaer, and shabbicr and
shabbier, until botl: in fortunc and appearcnce, they
presented little more than the skelctons of what
they had been., At length, they acturlly came to
their Inst meal, and T'om sighed deeply, as he took
his scat on the side of the tuble opposite lLis bLelp-
mate,

*Here, Mrs. Mc Eneiry,” he said, politely handing
her a laughing white.eye across the table, “take it—
'tis a fine maly one, an’ make muck of it—for I'm
sorely afeerd, 'tis the last time I am ever to have
the honour of presenting you with soy(hing in the
shape of aitables.”

“'is your own fau't if you don't,” raid his wife.

"How 80?” said Tom, “how do you make that
out ?”

t Why,” replied bis wife, # I'll tell you what I was
thinking of this morning. 1 was turning over some
of the old Jumber in the next room, looking for a
littlo firing, when I found an old harp that I ve-
member you used to play upon, a long time ago.”

¥ Oh, 'tis time for me to forget that now,” said the
husband. -

“ You're not s0 ould as that" replied Mrs, Me
Linciry, “you counld play very well if you like it,
and, you know 'yourself the great paoy harpers and
poets, and historians, and antiquarianz, and gen-
ologists, an' people of that sort.gets from the great
lords and gentry in Ireland., 'Tis known to the
world, the repute music is in, and the taste they
have for it in this countbry,”

#The morc taste they has for it says Tom, * the
less"chnnce I has of pleasing ‘em when they hears
me.

#Can’t you put good worda to it,” saya she, *an’
"twill pass."

! Why, that's harder than tho music itsslf, wo-
map,” ceplied her husband, ¢ for the words nrost
have some aenge in them, whatever the muosic has
—and where am I to get idayes, a poor fellow o’ oy
kind, that never had any reccorse to history, or
other great authors, nor knows nothin' of joggeraphy,
nor the juice of the globes, nor mensuration, nor
more branches of that Kind.” C

% Many's the songs and . pothery I ever hard my-
-gelf,” said Mrs..McEneiry, “and there wasn't much
scnee nor {dayes in ‘em; an' they to be . well liked for
all, Begin praisin’ their ancesthors, an’ they’ll be
~well _:ntisﬂed, Tl go hail, whatever way the varse
qungr’ o0 Lo e S ‘.

1 do'n’ know one o' the anceators, wo-

en P G, Thigi ot g
1% What hurt? ' Can't you praise;'em soitself?”;
i -4 But sore I should have their names sny way.”, -
14 3%-Yon nesdn't; I {ell you, calllem; any:name, an’
-pradde ‘e enotigh; &n'+ I'I1: got.ball:they won’t.dis-

: KT gage.you'll
‘bave'a pocketfull:of money. ity ;.. .i
anlém ‘McEneiry.wis: prevailed;upon,:he
ifor his oldi hsrp;:setiitsiny.order, 80 a8t
:soundsias; nieacly: resemblingmusic,; as),could, be
'nghily. pxpeotéd from:auch:a musician; snd suck.an”
nstrament.s /Now;in/grder.to,comprehend thafull
fexton o5t Tom'si premiapiion, ;aadiof e oaking of




