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NEW YEAR’S THOUGHTS.
A Bpirit from the skies
Came {nto our trodden land;
1t glowed in roscate dyos,
And around its brow a band
Was bound ko a sun stronmin tno west;
And as its acconts broko
O'er tha land our men awokao,
And oach felt the atrangor*s yoke
On his breast..

. And first a flush of shame
§pread along their manly irows,
And noxt, in God'a drend name,
They swore and sealed thelr vows,
2 That Ireland a free state should bej;
And from the mountaina thon,
And from each Rludo and glen,
Grn) splrits tnuuht tho men
¢ To bo free,

There was eandor.in the land,
And loud voicos.in the air;
. And the poot waved his wand, )

’ And the ponsant's arm was bare,

..‘And rellgion smiled on Valor aa her child
But, umllnlnn ta, blight
c:uno o’nr usinn nlght
UAnd nowour strickon’ plinht

;Drivos mo wild, r

Gy N

~But wlhereforo:shonld I weep,
When work &6 to be dono?

“Whereforo dreaming lio nslocp
“77 0 the qu\ck‘nhlq morning sun?

Bluce yostorday 18 gono and passed awny :
:I.will sock the holy road : .
Thnt our martyr saints have !rod
' And along it bear my load

AsImay,

Tl hearmo ns aman -+
.+ Ag an Irish man, in sooth—
No lmrrier. Mlo, or ban, . 0
‘Shall stay me'from the traths’ !
o T will have it or perlsh'in the chase,.
That 1 10\ ed my own isie well |
My boncn atlenst ulmlllcll,

"' And on what queést I fell

Py ~In that place.

Butir God grant me life

To 808 the slrng[zln oul-—.

The'end ‘of tiward sirifo

" :And the fnll of foes w mlout,

; win. dlg without'n murmur or a tear;
Forin that holy. hour ™ )
You'd not miss mo from yonr dcmor
;- Of love, nild hopo, 'and powor,’

: Jarln my dear!

TroM s D'Ancy ‘\lc(lrsr.

: 'nnllv to rest!

« KILSHZEEL"AN »

"o,
THE OLD PLACE AND TKE NEW PEOI’LE.

A HOMANCE OF TIPPERARY.

“The gilded halo hovering round decay.
—Rrrox. -—flllc G| ‘our,

CHAPTER XXIV.
‘ IN THE SHADOW,

On the morning of the day on which young
Mr. Sackwell and the Marquis: of Babblington
¢lected to shoot duck instead -of - shoolmg one
another, Tade Ryan sat, bcndmg g]oomxl) over
the dying fire, in lusllttlc cabin, with hisseanty
brenkfast of potatoes and soir milk untouched
beside him, his pretty- t\'ife, Kitty, watching
him anxiously at th¢ other sidé of ‘the table,
and his chubby-checked son and heir (Tadeen ;
anglice, Tade, junior, thice yenrs 6ld) striving in
vain to excite attention by pulhng papn's hair.

The scene was wholly. anguishing—éven
bnb\ ’s obstreperons cro“mgs ‘and pranks made
melancholy-out-of-place, like a fanfurc in’ some
dead catacomb, mocking cxlmgulshcd life with
life's ‘joy. ~The litlle eabin pictured a long
struggle, that was always losing, inching back
stubbornly to.where loss was final—back to the
great precipice over whose brink “terrene ene-
mies follow not:' . Even now, when the end
was near, it mnde its bm\'cst ehm\“cnhcnrtcnul
by 'a woman's ¢ourage, w lm.h, shrinking from
misfortune afar off, is ever its \vorst foc at elose
qnartcrq But 1ts best was pitiful,

“Holding tog(,thor on props, “like an old ) mun
‘on’crutches, the wrétched walls'and roof secin-

ed’ xcndy nb any moment to fall down and du,,

wenry of the unequal’ ﬁght with' mu(l and
weather; grown aged ‘and dccreplt. in misery,

And had they buu&l Al within in’ the  fall,

there had been'sma 'lmrc of iunian lmppmcqs
c\tmct—how many‘an aché’ mul pnng]md ‘etere
Yot 'thie: place “was not without
ather ‘shadow  of comforf, and a

its comfort,’




