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MY FAITH.

By WiLLrast COLLINS,

1f'tls a erime to tove the land
Whereln my futhers rest,

Where tirst my mother's hand
My infunt forin caresned,

Then donlly dyed in gullt am I,
And tralter to the coru,

For deep within iy Irish henrt
1lovemy native shore,

1 hold it ns 0 precept true,
And strong as gaspel light,

Anad munk 18, suffering brothers, you
Wha strugile for the right,

That e is a sonlless clad,
By enrth and heaven bauned,

And falde to justice, truth and (‘ud
Wha's false (o mmhul.um

—{rish World.

KESH EELAN °

. THE OLD PLAGE AND T‘{E NEW PLOPLE,
A ‘?Ou.AHGE OF TIPPERARY.

*#The gilded haly h(.\ Lr(nu rmmd deeny,n
—Byuon.—The Giaonr.,
CHAI"J‘ER XXXV
MR, JER MURPIIY MAKES A MISFAKE,

The unsuspacting. victim - dashed into : the
Pass; the' bailitf o few: yards. behind “him
with his hand on his pistols.
fear there will be murderin the Pass of Caha ?

Now behind the thicket the blunderbus is
levelled: at the advancing. horseman—tliere iy
no quiver now in- the murderer's nerves—his
aim is deadly. Now the baronet is within a
few yards of :him—now abreast of hllll——hlg
hand is on the trigger— : :

+Hark ! There was a flash—a nharp hl\ort. re-
port—a smothered cry—and - horeseman and:
horse voll together to the ground, .+ "

But it was not Tude Ryan that fired ! His trig-

“ger. has-not fullen—he starts hack paralyzed

with astonishment—murder: has: been done;
but he is nst the murderer ‘

Does the bailift

Mr. Jer Murphy flings from him a pistol (hat
has been discharged, and grasping the other,
springs from his horse, and rushes towards the
murdered masn,  Rider nnd horse lie* rolling
and struggling together Ly the diteh: but only
the horse has been wounded—the rider- hag
only Leen stunned by the fall—and now disen~
gaging himself from the suddle by a supreme
effort, Bir Albin Artslade staggers to his fect,

# Murderer and-villinn ! he shricks, rushing
with blind fury towards the bailiff.

But Mr Jer Murphy's othor pistol is: levelled
—is fired pitilessly—nnd ere the report. dies
nway, SirAlbin - Arvtslade totters; reels, fallg
heavily to the ground, 'l'his time the work is
done. R

The assassin stands for a. momcnb rooted to
the spot with the coward's {error; then. glan-

ces shudderingly around, and-catching: cournge:.

from the utter solitude of.-the place, grius a
hideous grin of triumpl.

¢« Dead n¥ o doore muil 1 he cxclmms, raising
the head of the murdered man; and | letting 1t
fall agnin heavily, ' Now tor the goold!”

Then for the first {ime . was the mystery - of
Mr. Jer Murphy's action explained o the stun-
ned watcher behind the thicket, for he saw him
spring across with all the mizer’s lust-to
where the struggling horse lay, and detach
from the ‘saddle-the bulxy ‘leathern suck, and.
tear it open-and gloat upon its heaps -of gllttu‘-
ing gold,  The miserable mﬂ\.m foiled in the.
attempt o profit by the hctru_\ul of Gerald,
0'Dwyer, saw his master receive -this.golden
treasure in'Clonmel, and -into his crafty’ mind:
there came a diabolical plan for possessing him-
self of it., T'here *was a rumor that Sir Albin:
Artslade’s life was to be taken j.that was -why.
he was cquipped and armed- as his cescortyif
hLis life were: taken, who .could ever “tell by
whom ? ~And nowit. ked been taken, Mr, Jer

Murphy: would. put: the: tressure -where: no
| human eye wonld ever follow it-ti)] Je wished,
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