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liriglit r iy ky cl r rt,
Th mniîtws y aintil fteitI, tr gtreti
Tla nr thy utptity mouniulus,

And ivert tient ro bti
Briit are thy guisigi wilers,

Ail etar :t luy ntl eto m e

lit iticm aile , I-, r'fo ii'l'rtia, tilia, dnir t iin

i ats far iay fritm thee.

VAi1r ite..1l Iuic iiiîir.Cynil titaiiiet
'l"i . :,riaîi ', titi ix trti t ît-lThfltlin ti eckti aLi ati liiest

hAntiidowntitie valleys low.a
AThe tioc bW'loornst luvedtre is prilt

Whenl the storInsB of wInter blow;
TOit sauit s iie ti i t titai glas,litre lie gleiitesl' 1 'M!r f'Ir In-,

ior alas, til r, riri n
1 ail far away front trhle.

Fenir ar te bite. eyf aIaldera,
hIo ronn tlle heid iad sir-

n3righit aes tI hkies ahore, thegin--
- As te -ir elative wait,?r'e pare

AnIl te, swet wild tI noersq arîîrepingin
Ons uaflanin e:dow, nild legI

R tiit aId is rny aliart, (ce tar frin,
TIIIat I am far. away fronte 11:00.

Avay it'er the waite ofr laers,
Frism te bigh t nt biiilg weat,

Gai titeal litand i wondtier,
Will sorrow ni11 ere tapresaed

And 5 te leur cinreI tllen fre ,
Wi ir, 1 tfo ilt t trahe frinis love bett
Anud thle laind. 110m more sco.

i bless 1ee, iy oii dear Erin,
TIiteinle, rend inntitains; grand t;

Godi bessmIthem nIII keep l> 1:0 ever
A fre and haI l lipjy ltl

111(Tough anre I' nal wne
Awyo'er theu dark blueI rien,

si Ill1 fonder 1 grnwv, andulfonder,
Ny ownt lear olti lanid of thee
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THE OLD PLAOE AND THE NEW PEOPLE.

A ROMANCE OF TIPPERARY.

The gilIIet tialo ioveriig rolnîd deerayt
-lyioN.- Tns G Laurtt.

CHAPTER XIII.
Fin. !

Gerald O'Dwyei feit Iis heart beat strangely-
at the siglit of dhat terrible glow. 'Fire ' is a
word of alarim to al] men ; but he felt sonchow
it appelcd tjow cspecially to limiself. A fore-
boding he couîldt not acconiiL for crept into his
fnindi a cold, icy-cold forebodiig, as Lite glow
grew fiercer aend the darkness darker.

"IL inust be a bonfire on thae inounitains some-
'where," said the priest, doubtingly.

" A bonfire on ity fathers burial Iay 1 "
SNo, no, ofcirse it ils not. hIat can it b r!"

Gerald niade no reply, but rutshed from the

rooi utider an impulse he couli not controIL
Tie priest followed hii wondcriingly, as ha

iiasteied troig te little garden and out on
Ihe road, wience he could sirvey the wihole

side of Ilte imioinîtaii.
Ini anî instant the truti flashted lipoi hinr.

" i My God I lie Castle is aftre.
He staggered and ahniiost fll as lie spoke. All

coiisioiisiess wares in aIL chaos. le siaw as iii a
dreiaim tlie bold itmassive oitlines of the CasIle
rolled in a dense atiniospiera of sioke and
flane. Within the fiery rimît it seeied to glower
over the valley tiirouigi all its flamting eyes,
niaking the nigh t a lurid diiy, and painting ite

ioonless sky. wiith horror. There was an awful
cali : the village cabins lay like paralysed men :
the woods slutddered ii every tree: hie dark
mtiouttîlaini-riige pîresidel like ta solenei higi-
priest over the liolocatst. All things seemiedi
to look on in awe as the fierv sacrifice wvent for-
ward.

Then htis strengti of resoltilon re-nsaerted
Itself, atnd lie weoke to the reality.

"WIhnt clin havei happenled? WIio hîu)as done

ihis ? Psiiaw i wiaLts Lte tise of idle questions ?
I muîîst IIurrjy to save it."

He spoke in a hlif pirenzy. Fititer O'Meara
restraiedil hit geily as lie prelpared to rush
dlown the roal.

My dear boy, wiiat can you do to cave it ?"
Antyth inîg-every iiing."
ilBti ay i Yoi sec it is beyoitt liitan

power to save it-it is a imass of flaties i
" My God i low they leapi I iust be there,

sir: it is iy diitty.
Il Geraid, I amu an older man than you, and be

said by nie. It is noi your dity."t
"How? Il is Lite Castle of miv fithers-1
Tieirs no longer i

" Trucet

The thought recalled itm at a stroke to re-


