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Thus ho runs o un til ho has ex- ily fron Florence and to seck thro' the

plained his reiason for ieavii ng Ireiand vorid for his bHes. The journey of the
o take up a story in Italy and having old man throigh Italy is splendidly
done sn, he lces as follows his first deseribed-

icture o' the land of vine. He secs not the bile waves of Bair iior
e chia's snui nimits of brown,

" i lhat lal wherl'e the hea' tiited penci, He sees lt tie tail Campanilé that rise o'er
giveth lmap to the splendor odms. ieh for gleaing town."

lle tols oP Puolo the youg Cmnpanro 1i s heart set upon the findMng of his
and OfI i0s love fr FranCesca and of bols, he shccs a vessel bound for Spain
tlieir lethrothal anid Iarriage. in that and t hICe lie finds that :

pr'tioni t'le poem the senti mnt x- A bark boniid for EriN ha waiting, hc
pressed and the ideas dislphyed arc enters as one in a dreain,
simlply ngnicn.Fair wviis and full pletII sails br-ought himii

Thei we come o the making of the ooîn to the Shannon's sot streami,

Belsfor the Church of our- Lady and 'T was an evening that Florence in ighit envy,
o light was tbe lenon-hned air,

fle well painteil scenes ii the w'orkshp A it lay on lone Seattery's Island or lit the

and the biessing of the bells. Thlis gre'en mnouîntailis ofclare."
does h describe the entry into t.de 'Thc old man ses not the beautiful
Ciiin-cl with the nICw blls. scenery decribed by the poet, lic

Now they nter ani now more diviiiely the only iwh'ichs the towers of tue churches.
aints' paintel ettigies snile, At ast Lime'ick spreads out beneati

Now the acolytes beaoing lit tales move them nd Saint Mary's square tower
olem dnthro the aidomwamiIdiro'%iisle ;

Nowt th thi n~ifern swings the ricl cetiser andl arises in the distance. .rIi1e ol ina n
the white curlig valpor ir tloais, listens and jinaly a pen of mcotdy rings

Andl hn g round the deep plin g orgn aid froi the tower. lie hears in it the call.
biid s with the treulous notes." f hois bcls hla t ask of tier father to

The c ercmony of the blessingis de- never again Ave them-
scribed and teni the climo is susiended 'Tis ranted-he smiiles-i is eye closes-

On high. tI e breath froi lis wihite lips lias tIed,

" Tol, toll w tiitlt rapid vibratiOî, thi a The fhther hias gone to h is childrciî-the old

iii clou tîiv r'C y'~ and titI trOlag, mpañnero is dead .'

h'lie iels fi te nount-.,haIcing beliv Wroe it possible we would desire to

are siIginig their irst maiden song, place tue whole of' ths poCM belore the

lipid, ore rapil the clapper, resounds to public. The chant to lbor mi the first
the rol tnis of the bels paît the description of the happy and

Far aii more Mar o t ie ti mley the iter- unb ppy nes thaut surroid the lfet wined inelody sweils, &c of the Bell Fouinier and the numberless
Tiihus on dos lie des ho, iitil that magnificent passages that aie contained

fatal hour vhen- in those four pages, would serve, oven
"Fends t lii ke a lague upou Florence nd had McClu.thy never writton anothor

rage from witout antd witlii ii; m th

Peace tirned her îild ys froi the havoc li- 11  t s l roc e ît uttiongst the m ist of
and erev grew leat in the tid- tiose -who stiove to woo tue iuscs in

Fear trengtieled the Dovewings of Hap- the langunage of the Saxon. Bt'if tue
piuess tremblingly borne on the gale, hangiage used by MCarthy is that of

And the Angel Security vanished, as the the Saxon the senti t x se are
War demon sweep or die vaie." thoe saxi e t it eXpest a

tiiose ei the Ccii-.
The .Bol are takien away fom the AnotLher of McCarthy's exquisito

tower and the old mîîatn's chilirien are poens is his "Alice and Una.'" Of this
killed onl the icid and lis wifc we aun give but two stanzas-it is of
Francesca dies of a broken heart. The rctat îlngth and beauty and wouki carry

pictures of those misfortunes drawn by a be-ond onI space. Ilowever in tue
the poet aire very beauntiful. At hast lie following ines the readol'1 may formi an

a1 : iden of mnastorly ihyne emaployed by the

As the smith in' the drltk sulflen snitly pçt-
striketh quick on the aniil below, " Ah I the pleasant tine has vanIished, c'e

Thus fate on the hart oa f the oid ina struck our wretched bodins banished,
rapidly botw after blotw" Al the gracefucl spirit people, chiliiren of the

Ii a irage of despair Paolo resolves to earth and sen,


