
THE HARP.

of the country. Brut the traitor was
doubly r'ewar'ded ; for Skeffitigton havinrg
first paid him the stipulated price of his
treacerIy, had hlim liaigd over the gato
of tlie cast1e May al such wretches
miet a liko fite 1 Whether a friend or
foc of [rcland ict the part of execution-
er matters littie, so they do the work
effectively.

A f'tr the loss of Maynooti, Lord
Thomîs, su ppo-ted by tie O'Neils,
O'13riens and O'Connor Faly, carried on
the war', with varied success, for a con-
siderable timtac; but his strcngtli was
waited away by degroes. Yet bis neni-
ics, inding it impossible to master him
in open liglit, had rceoiirse te thecir old
game of' treachcry. They accordingly
sent Lord LjeonardGrey t hirn tonego-
tinte ternis of' pence. He, prornising
fl p:u-don from the [ing, induccd the
confiding Gcalc to acol rimpany hin)
to Engliand,ind wlien he arrived there he
had iimii instantly confined in the tower.

Sin his new capacityof' Lord Deputy,
Lord G011rey invited Lord Tlionas's live
incles, 'Jame', Oliver, Jolin, \Wai ter and

Richard, to aîct:cept his protection, and hc
renained for sone time teloir friend (?)
Bit at longth having invited then to a
featst, lie lad them il treacherously
seized and scnt prisoners to England,
where thcy wcrc for sone Lime confined
in the tower with Lord Thomas. 1But
at leingth Jemiy h111d the wIole six ex-
ccuted together at Tyburn.

By this iîiffinfous deed Hlenry hoped to
cradicate fron irish soil the Kiildare
brinch of that iebelliois t-c "which
was ever a tLhorn in the side of the in-
vador," Yet lie was disappointcd; foi
Lord Thomas lcft an infant son, of whose
person the malignant tyrant vainly
strove to obtalin possession. From that
proscrîibed child was descended the brave
Lord Edward Feitzgetald,

CHILDREN'S CORNER.
MOTII EiS îXrSS.

"MOTHiEt, kiss nte-kiss your darling,
Maiina, kiss yoiir little boy,"

Pleaded thus a blooming cbertub,
While lis brighit eyes lit with joy.

la there one ivho has not pleaded?
ls th.ere ne who lias not felt

Its sweet magic, clear and soothing,
Or a lieart iL would net mielt?

Gently dovn his mother laid hlim,
On the piilow smnootli and soft;

TearR flowed, and still lie pleaded-
Kiss nie, mamma,'-peatled oft.

Poor young heartl 'twas qiickly beat ing-
1onîginig for Lte titamrna's kiss

Tender lips how sadly twitchiig-
Askinîg silently for this.

Said , My little son,'' the mother,
He lias niaitglty beeni to-day,

B]ow g,i can I kiss dic-
KJis Cliose lips tIat ntaigLty say ?

Motler sec his leart is aching,
See lie presses his fair brow,

Sec the tears his cheedks bedewing
And the piliow's wetted now,

She relents! lier boy she kisses,
Now his trotililes all are o'cr;
tOn miamma's breas t his head reposes-
He will n1aghity be no more.

Ere the morrow broke ipon hii
E is yotngr spirit lar hid ti ed

Occe algain ilith iother kissed bin
Bt tue pleading ieart wss dead.

TUE GOLDEN TOUCIL

TIIERE is a clarrming story of M'. H!aw-
thornc's, called "lThe Golden Touch,"
in which he tels the old mythological
tale of Kinig iMidas, who r'eceived the
wondrout psovr of' transmuting every
object that lho touelîcd iito shining
gold.

The story teller w-as reminded of the
fable by watching the gloriouis trantsfor-
tmation of tle Icaves on an October day
in the Bcrksirc Hils. He said King
Midais had corne over te A nerica, and
chlanged the dusky Attuimn, such as it
*is in othe' cintries, iito the burnished
beauty that it here puts on. d

And cach season, as the Indian Sum-
mier days corne on, and J have the good
fortuno te be in the country- as . wateh
tlied-camy haze as it spreads over hill
and valley, Lthe woods and noadows
lighting up with spires of golden-r'od and-
asters of cycry shIdc, ind the clestnut.
burr'îs opening te dt'op their glossy br'own
ti'casures, and, above ail, cach day reveal-
ing the gradual work of the Golden
Touch on tho.mountaisides, and the.
trocs turning to gold from their tip tops
te their furthest bougis. mirrored fiith-
fully baloc fi'rm the bosomt of the lake
which lies in quiet beauty as if in an en
chanted slecp-1 tiink fit-st of the pretty
story, and thon of something which his
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