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Letus take them toourheartsawhile, thememories of our landlho wrappedmgloomandwoe they be, yetstill thereproudandgrand; *
Those records old,likeglowinggems set in thegoldof sons,Are hoardedtreasuresstill forus thro'yearsof scorn andwrong.
Thereare thousand themesof Ireland'ssoil forIrish tongue totellWith paling cheeks, and flashing eyes, and hearts that wildly

swell; J

Norminstrel'sharporpoet'spenhade'er anobler fieldman thy oldname,Irenedear,since far back timecanyield.
Godblessye,great andgoodof yore,for all thatyehaveleft

-
We chng unto thoselessonsnow, whenofall elsebereft:need^them well— weneedthem well— inall theirstrength and
To teachushowtobear ourselvesandfight theglorious fight.
Ah!Brian, thanksbe toyourname— thoughloneanddarkyouHeAs manyhghts springup fromyouasthrough the mominjr sky "

JrJuV
lit

r6Waj>d yy°Uj Aodh o>NeiU> for that same deedyou
We feel that,thoughwemaybeslaves,it is not ire thatought.
Oh!Grattan, there areeyes thatstill willglowto think of you "
AndbraveFitzgerald, yetwe turnto you,the warmand true;

'
Tou -cannot say— youcannot say,O!menof Irishbirth,That there isnothing left to-daytoraiseyoufrom theearth.Yes, nobleare thememories yeleft,our fearless sires-Do theynotburnwithinthe landlikeconsecrated fires?Brightbeaconsstill remain for usuntir'dto journeyby—Not lituponthe lowly earth,but shiningin thesky!
Say, whatshallbe thememoriesthat wewill leave toguide ?Ourchildren— shall theirheritagebe iafamyorpridePWhat are the thoughts that will arise when years have mss'daway, c
As theyshalllinger onournames— oh!will theycurse orpray?
Shall they,enwrapp'd infreedom's light,berulersof their land—W \ ess Protecti*ff all the rights that wehadplann'd?Or shall they, crushedby deepdisgrace, betauntedanddefied,

lied?
braggart race,who flourish'd, shrunk, and

Shall nations point to them and say, "Their wives were Helotsbom
—

They vow'dtobreak the strangers chain, andyet they were for-sworn;
The good, the true wereintheirranks,and yet they shrankawayAndserfs andslavesupon thesoil theirchildrenare to-day."

Chapter VIII.
THE MALEDICTION.

wI°r aT^ v
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B":ldB":ldgazed like °* c entrancedon themotiontless formofEvehna,thencoveringhisface withhishandsheburs-Sm"±Tf Of+l°*t +Th-c fbbot'fbbot' «* even ThWon,had

?^°7f S,^Eandolf'alikewtffianlyandbase.What, ho! he exclaimed,"wQt thou weep like a womanfor whatyoustole like abandit? hastthouthemeanness toTSa womanwho loathedthee? or are thy tears for the bs?ofS
| Oswald startedup, his eyes flashing fury through then- veH of

ThoxighEandolf deConistonhadfor a timerecoiled beforehis

Theireworda crossed,and ere the horror-stricken bv*nJm

fhSte " deßperate lm«e seT"ly vonndedhta inS

oned^lo<>d "toTOUtBfromthe womia- H« l"0i«4 Hke

tee^ei^^iis^^ri^^tlS

Walter-ui revenge for the guileless,delude?EvS-IwrnS

THE DISINHERITED SON.
A LEGEND OF FURNESS ABBEY.

Chapter Vll.—Continued.
THE WHITEWANDERER.

« IHBT come! they come! she cried. "Oh, save me! save mefromthemboth! FromOswald,whointhedim hoursoftheni«-htalludedwe from thesafe shelter of yourhalls,with the voice 2ndaspectthat are so like his brother's. Save me from him— fromOswald— thehusband whomIweddedtomaintainmy fair renuteSavemeyetmore. Hideme,hidemefromEandolf, mybetrothed!whomIloved! He will call me traitress! And oh,hadIlovedhim less—had Irefused, my lord, to defy your authority—had— hadInot consented secretly to wed him— the barbarous Oswald hadneverso betrayedusboth! Oh, forgive me. Lord Thurston andsaveme frombothyoxir sonsI"
As theunhappydamselinbrokensentencesgasped forth thesedirefulwords, she shook as with convulsions;andLordThurstonby the advice of the abbot, carried her into the ground-floorchamberof thebell-tower. . ° ""*"** uvul

Still thebeat of hoofs washeardapproachingnearer—nearer"andevenasLord Thurston laid the almostexpiring formo^thedamselonan oakenbench, the riderdrewthebridleof hispantingsteed beneath the fetted atch, and, vaulting from the saddleOswaldde Coniston rudely thrust bis way throughthe <wapofmonks and attendants, and, m a voice fierce and determineddemandedthathis biide,his wife,should be yielded tohis maritalauthority.
"Wretch!" exclaimedthe Earl, » for whosefraud andviUanvafather's touguecan find no name. Darest thou,in thepresentofthe reverendabbot,attempt to enforce aclaim which*K!£m-selsi pre-contract with your brother will destroy? The LadyEvelina,is under my charge,andIwillprotect her till thatdivorSisprocuredwhich,Idoubt not, my Lord Abbot's representationswillinduceourholyFather the Pope togrant J" «»ww*raons
"By Saint Mary of Furness!'' answered Oswald, with amannerso truculentitwouldnothavemisbecomeRandolf himself« the damsel ismy wife till thedivorce shallcome" wmselr,
"Oh, cru&, treacherousOswaldV saidEvelina,fixingher eyesuponthe youth. « Our marriageshallbe as brief as itlas miser-divorceSon^ UUP tOrCh>
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This swordshall soonquit thy most abhorredbonds1" crieda furious voice,as Kandolf de Coniston burst like a thunderbolton the astonishedgroup. « Traitor!" he cried, "was it to vaunttay triumph overme thoudidstcommissionthe falseslave,Joslyn,to liberateme to-night j it wasrather that thy false heart'sbloodshouldstain this sword!"

Intheconfusionandhorror of Oswald'sownappearance,noneof thepersons assembled in the bell-tower had noticed how thetramp ofasecond horsehadfollowedclose upon the first. Oswaldhimself, transfixedby thedyingaspect of his stolenbride,heededa^ffaa^'ssptm the**"*"**»* »»*
linjnd^lrpaufhandsZf&S^**"" **

Ott

A,dull S*6/ shadow was falling on the damsel's face, sheseemed unconscious nowofwhatwaspassing roundher.
fiW if w? Td monksiLordThu*ston and his retainers,stood in awed silence: even the savage Kandolf, though,for thefirst time inhisMe, he wasinjured, insteadof themjml,dropped.his ford'spoint,andstoodgazingonEvelina,silenAs theSST""m

Evelma,! Evelina!" wailedthe wretchedOswald,« lookuponcemore,pityme, pardonme,before youdie. Ilovedyou,Eve-hna, toamandmadnessloved you. For you,for you,my innocentlamb,my precious Walter died. Then hatred mingled withmylove, andIsworemvengeanceIwouldsteal you frommybrother.But,oh,Evelina,wouldstthoulive,we might behappy yet -forlloveyoufor yourownsweet self,but my reptilebrotherloves onlytheheiressof Egremont! Evelina,sweet wife,lookupandpardoJ
«.JISTS'**&&Evelina' w» Kandolf lovedmy fortuneSfflFfhi+^s? iloV6d*?i

loV6d*?Only- Bttay betbat thou
***

meritbetter,that thy love was truer and purer than his;but thy loveunwished-for andill bestowed, hath* slain me. YetdoIfoSthee,lordandhusband, asitis a wife'sduty to forgive. NowS
Soke?'emy T^^dthatfettereditStoeiB b?ok?n^

At this injunction, inveryawe of the fixed,sad, stern eyesofUna'lw involuntarily loosedhis claspof Eve-

AiT fli ***?£ as if it were lead, fromhis grasp,adullfilm obscured thestem eyes. Evelina was deadJ P
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