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0'Brien, Enrl of Inchiquin, What a strange
medly of good and bad these O'Briens were.
There was in the hall at Dromaoland s rough
marble table, on which their progenitors were
wont lo buhead their refrnetory subjects, but
this was in nccordunce with the spirit of the
times, when, ns their motto bns it, < lamb
audhir amuaktha) or the strongest hand apper-
most.”

# Here is the cnstle at the west end, the
residence of the ancient kings, were

Stately the feast'and high the cheer,

that echond through its halls, Now let us pass
out. Beneath this rough stone cross the kinus
of Munster were crowned. at il these
abheys around 3 thereis a whole host of legends
ahont St, Patrick, Ossian, an enchanted buld,
and an enchanted laly, that decoyed people to
Tir-ne-nague ; but [ must reserve them  for
another time,  So you see, Cashel was a place
of importance in its day.”

“T know you are impatient to go now,
Frank” continu:d Father O'Donnell to him as
he stood connting the elitnes of 1 neighboring
clock that struck eleven, ¢ Well, go, child,
and God bless yous nnd as for me, Il return
to commune with myself mmoneg these degerted
halls and claisters,  Itis pleasing to” listen to
the music and chirping of the little birds
They seem so happy
amidst the surronnding desolution, none of our
cares or tronbhles disturh thuir joyons existence.

These senlptured walls and architraves do
not reeall any feeling ‘of the past to them.
These lonnly graves do ‘not speak to them' of
decny, nor can they conguive the desolation” of
the sublime spirit that makes us shudder at
deathy but, then, there is  hope,

Louk

these grey old ruins,

for ungel
belief that
God shall aceept nur good sworks, and hearken
to our humble prayers,

"t While yon nre enjoying yonrself, Frank, |
will prople these ruing with- mailed warriors
and ladies - fie; with  thronging - worshipers
howing hefore - theie prelate and their king
with priests and monks around the
shrines, chunting God's endless praise,

“

voices ahove s ingpire us with the

shered

~——-——in deep and'measurod How,
Of paulmody and hymu
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As Prank réturned to the city ‘the streets
were thronged with people; conveyances, too,
of all kiids dnshed mpidly on, ‘Phere. was. the
codchwind-four with its liveried seryants and

fair inmates; next cune the taxecart, wilh its
dundy driver in white kids and immaculate tie:
then the jaunting-car, laden with the wealthier
¢lass of furmers' sons and danghters; and lastly
the Scoteh cur, with its rosy-checked laughing
occupants, reclining upon trusses of huy or
straw, and modestly binshing at the bantering
jokes ~of happy
tongues and good
passports,

The hotels and shops were crowded with
lounging squircens, smoking their cigares, sip-
ping their brandy, and betting and specula-
ting,

There were, too, plenty of wet souls fortifying
themnselves with spirituous comforts, and loving
ronls conxing their sweethearts to take the

whose  blarneyed
irresistible

swning,

looks  proved

Teast ¥ tint of wine agninst the day; shure the
dear creatures would want it)”!

Seldom did the old royal city of Cashel witness
such n concourse of drinking jovial souls, beut
on fun and enjoyment; not, perhaps, since (the
shouts of a quarter of p million human b ings
from the priest hill startied the old rock and
the quict dead therin reposing, - with the .glud‘
tidings that Ireland was to be free. O'Connell
snid 50, and the people hailed hin with Justy)
bungs, 0 L D e L

-Strange all this time panperism .was
ning to overspread the lund; the people wdre
treading upon a mine ;- they rashied on with
light hearts, whilst starvation was  enfulding
them with its sble wings.

As Urank spprosched the hotel, a most Judic-
There, elhowing
"

o

- begine

rous scete blocked hix way.
and  crushing one nnother, wus. collicted
raggred group of beggars,  Somu of themn hob-
Bled on crutches, others on dishes, others. had
arying children in their wms o eroate
pathy, .

Jarvies, ton, were vigorously whipping thei
“A sent, sir, only sixpence,

sym-

jaded rosinantes.
a wplendid drive, sir” shouted a sipuat, little
fattow, with red haadkerchicl tied wrouud his
aeck, to Feank,

s A beatiful deive, fndeed; oh, musha, do.
vou lenr that ; into the.ponl, [ suppus:, where

-younre after laaving Mres Parse and her fumily

the duy is tine énuff, gloryh¢ to God, to tuks n
shwimy up here, your honor; I have got the .
horse,” shouted the rival,

@ Ay burein' the two spavinsand the blind eye”
retorted the other ; ¢ bhegor, sir, it will be a8
sood ns trnvellin’ in a- Lalloon j the beautitul
wuy he bus of dashin’ you up with the hind
feet,” ' i :



