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Not far beyant these grew nrose,
An' close beside in swàte repose

A holy sbainrock clusther.
The rose s he pluclced, and threw away;
The sbamrocks wove into, a shpra,
Whieh in ber hair she wore that dY.,

An' gave her chsrrums a lusther!

[Say' itis very SC01rqf.ud/>'.
(I may add in parinthisis

There wur no thisties.
'Twas as a curse that they wur siut

-Loike mate wid gristies-
For in the IrorruId's Synthisis,

They worn't meant.)

[Reaie this wid a Zizozuin' !ook.
Now, fwhere was Adam, d'ye moind,

Whoile thim jyjuts wur goin'.an?
Bedad, he'd shnakcd away behoind

A fiace, loike anny other man,.
Wihin through a knot hole he percaivcd

The forte an' faitures av the guri,
An' the imprissions he recaived

Made hi head whurl.

(tier the ,zixt Uincs wid detarmination.
At lingth, remnimberin' as ho thrimbled there,
That "faint heart niver won a lady fair,"
He bouldly marched into the open shpace
An' shtud before the collcen face to face.

[4#Éars ta bd iti a slite av hisitatini.
Hcr baek was te him as she gazed aloft,
So, to incinse thé~ maid, he shloighty coughcd,

For nîvcr havin' had an' inthroduction
Hie ddnt know ber naine,

Which ignorance ia often an obsthruction,
As yez kaow that samne.

[Say' tAis wih an air av moidcslty.
Heauin'. the cough, she quickly tumed around,
An' t±Cf~e for Adamn.wid a nimble botund.

Ti hrolis ilhtiien in ber golden hair,
An' Adam feilin love right then an' there.

Nalf way she shtopt, flot knewing fwhat to do,
For how she got there was mystarious;

Her loife an' carcumstances ail wor uew,
An' this predicamint was iarous.

([ast look like yersitf whin ye say ./wkal folows.
"Mavourneen, arrah cushia," now says he,
"Ma Douchai; put your confidence in mel,

There's ne'er another couple 1 have seen ;
l'Il bc your gossoon-you be my colleen."

[T>'to apdare in grcat astoniis4iinti.
"Be ail the saints i hiven ! " says she,

As ye're a ahtrangerY ye make moighty free.
Or is it an omadhaun y e think I arn
To jump at the fust offer av a man ?

[Pedipcgl.y and defoiantly.
"Begor 1." says Adam, "lbut I loike yer voice,

[t sounds as musical as Irish verse,
But have a moind, that [arn Hobson's choice,
An' yez may go much farther and fare worse.

[Look swatc an' ginte.
"Yc're 1 Hobson's choice,' fwhat do ye mane?"
I mane," says he, I' ve raison to belaive

That aIl the wosruld does nlot contain
Another man but me, do ye percaive ?
F'whereas it's flot imposs'ble ta suppose
That there are other girls; an' who, knows
But wan iv thim mnay crown ber mortial joy
Be makin' me ber own thrue darlint bhoy;
We'll five as happy as a king an' queen,
An' she me jewel-ine own Mavourneen,
WiIl milk the cow, and 'tind the littie pige
Whoile Ito Vrow the praties blithely dig.
We'Illlive an love from year t0 year,
.An' ivery day, begorra 1. gow more dear,
Well-" ..Hould, " says she, Iltake things a

httle aisy,"

AN ODE TO THE PICTURESQUE SLRRVES.
FlyinF, tossing in the breeze

oyoeeyArtiste these
Llseless, foolish, if you please,

But beautiful ta see.

Rail ye flot against the vain,
Their coxcotnbry is our.gain,
Decorative, let themn reign

Foolîsh though they be., W.B.

[Be miscAaviole 100kür'.
"I didn't say 1 wouldn't; an' ye're crazy

To think that afnny woman av good sinse
Would answer 1yis' the very furst purtinse.
Me ducs in coortin' 1 must have a whoile
So I may use me flattherin' kind av shmoilc,
The wan I practised in the strame beyant,
Bekase I knew it was a tlming I'd want.

[S.ý this sayristisl,'

To inake me shtory short an' net toa long,
Miss Aive consiuted to be Adam's wife,

And if the shnake had flot made things go wrong
Thin aur furst parents still would be in life.

[Tlr>' téa.»are coi; ndkriunically.

Now this conundhruin att av yez rnay guess,
-A-; aich may thrul>' do so more or less-
If thim ould couple had decoided NAY
Fwhere \vould the prisint aujince be to-day ?


