
ROBERT EMMET.

approveof him; for theold man may live a lons time and ia *nf3iornff» le' StiU he mUBt die;Jd mwVtoiuel
hisnaS0"18 *hiß gentleman?"

aß^d May,suddenly. "What is

t, /!J?idI his name? Ithought you knew He isPaulFimston, handsomeand proud;and thef sayhe is ao^et On«

KboutP^FiniSon.^ 5
"

Oe?W mmd' Tell""»"**« "re

;'Do youknowhim? » askedKatherine,sharply.
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"Tou volunteeredit »

betweenmla"a"aalSnuSnl"; ""you ntoo*too* t0 meddl°

fi?dw^Ssto SrfrLi Utter dlsresPect; and, before she could4gfc»X«fij« «* « turned
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"
Criedferineat the window.elseTshan'go £'"- D6t

**lhave not doaesPeakinS to?"> °^

(Zb be continued.)
A SCATHINGREPLY.

(ByPatbiokSahsfield Oassidy,iIntne darknessof defeat,Inthemidnight of desDair,Irelandstaggers toher feet,Gasps for freedomlight andair.Who willburst herdungeon's door?Brutal tyrantshold thekey.Who willlift her fromthe floor?Who will set the captive free,Saviourbe of land so fair,Emmetanswers "Iwill dare."
Conquest's flagbeclouds her gate,Streakedwith bloodandblack withgloom.tfnoulsexpectantgrimly waitTohowl aroundanation's tombPatriots !who will lead the way?Noblestmission 'neath theskiesRout thespectre, roll the stoneawayAndlet thenationrisePowermostGod-likegiven toman.FreedomanswersEmmetcan.
GloriousEmmet! from thy soul
mu

Tl!c,.GGudof Justicestrikes th« sparkThat lights a nation to the goal . "
Of freedom throughEgyptian dark;v^v }? ravearm'tfaottShyo»ng» thepowerTo lift aprostrate natiou up,

Bevive her ia extremesb hour,Holdto herlips the strengthening cap.Vice regent of the Godof Right,Let thy young arm the despotsmite.
The beauty of thy youthful face,The quenchlesscourageof thine eyes,Arebut the faintreflectedgrace

Of soul anointedfrom theskies,Surchargedwith bright celestial fire,Togive adying nation lifeTo concentrate thegrand desire,
Tonevercease the glorious strifeTill tyrantsshrink from Freedom's sun,

And themartyr's mission's won.
Tislost1 butonly for a time jTisbutanarmisticein the strife.For,Emmet, seethy soul sublimeElectrifies thy land to lifeJThe sacrificiallife was thine,

By heavenon special missionsent.To teach thatFreedomis divineAnd thog hasits accomplishment.Thy light went out ingibbet's gloom,Butdida nation'sheart illume.
Thy monument ten millionhearts,

Allwarmandpulsing like thine own,
lo doltsand despotsleavethe arts,Of marble

—
cold, insensatestone.Andbranded is thy epitaph

Across thy country'smind andsoul :The sunilluminatesbuthalf,Thy fame surrounds the whole,Andinour roll of martyrs prized,Emmet, thou thecanonized,
Emmet, let theminstrel'ssong

Whine nosad refrain for thee!Like thycourage, be it strong;
Like thy fearlessspirit, free,

Strongtolift adrooping land,Thrillher withPrometheanfire.Scorn-— toy scorn would blast thehandThatdared toscrapea dismallyre.
No weak regretß for soul like thine=
Shalle'erbe moanedby museof mine.

England's flag is Ireland'spall.
Brothers! from thebending skiesEmmetwatchesfor its fall,
Inits place theharp torise.PatriotsIgive his Bpirit joy.
Swear weouhis natal dayFeude,dissensions,todestroyShadeof Emmet, lead the way!Here weswear to Godand theeIreland,Emmet, shallbe free !

'—
Neiv YorkDemocrat,1882.

At a time when Curran wasonly just risine into notion »«riwaam
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Ayers Ague Cure should be the companionof allwho resideor travel m malarial districts. No family or traveller in suchplaces, should be without it, for use asapreventive,and ready forany emergency. Itis certain,harmless, and the best anti-malarial


