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_ Son'of. ‘i&e’ ocean i 1.;!1e'

‘Where sleep your mighty dead?

Show me what high and stately pile
18 reared o’er G' oty s bed.

Go, sttanger! tradk (he deep,
Free, {ree the whits sall snread!

Wuve may not fuam, nor wild wind sweep,

thtﬁ rest not Eugtan&'s &ead.

«t.;iﬁz

v‘vnh? x(nl

But let! the augry sun

Froai Heaveén look ﬂercely red,
Unfelt by those whose task is done!

There slumber En3land’s dead.

The hurricane hath m!ght
Aloag the Tndian shore,

Anrd far, by Ganges’ banks at night,
Is heaid the tiger’s roar

But let the sounl roll on!
It hath no tone of dread,

Fur those1hat from their toils are gone; —

The e slember England’s dead!

' Loud rnsh 1he tqmnt-ﬁoods
1 ha western wilds among,

And frey, in green Columbia's woods,

The hanter's bow is strung.

Butlet the ﬁocnda rish on!

Let the arrow's 2‘ gkt be sped
Why should thev rec

There slutth r England's dead.

Thg moattiin-storms rise high
In the suowy Pyrenhees,

s burning-plaios, . .-
Id& gnwo g
oonzay relgns, }
the pﬁlm—tﬁes yleld no ahade. :

whose ths& i1 done?

Briﬂ&h Empme

et

Oonun Doyle In *The Whlte Campnny."

“It: seems indeed that thersare ‘evil

apter 20, hasa r

of the gilt of second sight by the lady of a

Frenoh, castle, who forsees centuries be-

e, the ultimate destiny of both the

onch and ‘Eoglish speaking nations.

8 lady of the castle 1s supposed to have

intoa trance and here is made the
eetion: -

I would, Lady Tiphalae,” cried the

dy Rochefort,  “that you would u-e

v power to tell ma what hath befallen

oy golden bracelet which I wore when

wking upon the second Sunday of Ad-

[ vent and have never set eyes upon
o L since.”

“Nay, lady,” sald Du Guesclin,” it does
&ot beneflt'so great and wondrous a pow-

i uhpry and search and play the varlet
jeven to th)
 Villgtranghe, ' Ask a wcrthy question,
/t andl, with the bletstog of God, you shall
'l bave a worthy answer.”

braufital  chatelaine cf

“®Then I would faln ask,” cried one of

thé French squires, ““asto which may
‘hdpato conquer in these wars betwixt

the Eogllsh and ourselves.”
“Both will conquer and esch will hold
its own,” answered the Lady Tiphaine.
‘“Then we shall have Gascony and Gui

enne?”’ crled Sir Nigel.

The lady shook her head. ‘‘Frengh
land, Frcach blood, French speech,” she
answered. “They ars French, and France
shall have them.”

- “But not Bordeaux?’ cried Sir Nigel
excitedly.

“Bordeau also is in France.”

“Bat Calalst”

“Calals, too.”

#Woe wert, me,  then;"" and il balt'to
riue evil words.: It Bordeaux-and Uahls

o gone. then what Is tett for Eoglmnd 7

times i g upin your country,” sald
Du Guesclln, “Inour fondest hopes we
never thought to hold Bordeaux: By St
Ived, this news huth warmed thas heart
within'me.  Oar dear country will then
be very great In the future, Tiphaine ¢

“Gréat and rich and beautiful,” she
oried,»*'Far - down the comss of time I
oan see her still « leadlag the nations, a
wayward Qaeen among the peopl s, great
in war, but gréater in peace, quick in
thought, deft in action, with her people's
will for her ol¢ monarch from the sands
of Calais to the blue s24s of the south,”

“Ha,” cried Da Guesclin, with his eyes
flashing fn trlumph. “you hear her,. Sir
PNigel?—and she never yet said word
which was not sosth,”

The English Kogight shvok his head
moodily. ' **'What. ¢f my own. pror coun-
try?” sald he. ‘'L fear, lady, thwt whas
you have said bodes but small good for
her.”

The lady sat wlhh parted lips,
breath came quick and fast,

“My God,"” she cried, ‘“what is th s that
{s shown me? Whence came they, thesd
peoples, these lordly nublops, these in!ghty
countries which rise up before me? I
lovk beyond, and others rise, and yet
others. far and further to the shoreso!
the . uttermost. waters. They crowd,
They swarm. The world is given to
them, and it resounds with the clang of
their hammers and the ringing ot their
church  bel!'s. They call them many
names and .they 1ule them this way or
that, but they are all Eoglixb, for I can
hear the volces of ‘the people. Oa Igo,
and onward over seas where .mun hath|
never yev sailed, anl- I see.a great «land |'

and her

under new stars add a\s ranger sky, and

stlll the land "is England, Whera have
her éhildten not gonet!' What liave they
not done?  Her banner is plan'ed on fog,
H:r bannér is scorched inthe run, She
liés athwart the lands, and ter shadow
isover the seds. Bertrand! Bertrand|
Weare undone tor the buds of her bud
areevén ‘us orr choleest flawer.” ‘Her
volce rose to'a wild cry and throwing up
hér arms, she sunk back white and nerve:
leas into the deep oaken chair,

“It/ lsaver,” sald Du Guesclip," wenrlly,
as hie ralsed her drooplnq head with ‘Kis
strong browa hand. "Wlne,(pr the ludy;
squire, Tho bléssed honro! ulghl, hlth

passed,” ' ¢ ! -.
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(B mn] t‘}mme )

Thisis Lha helght ot mu- qglerts,
Allittle pity for 1ite's hur(s;

A little rain, a Httle sun,

A little slesp when work is done.

A little righteous punishment,
Less for our deéeds than thelr Intent;
A liLtls pardon now aud then,
Because we are but struggling men,

A little light to show the way;

A lMttle guidance when we stray;
A little love before we pass

To rest beneath the kirkyard grass.

A little faich in.days of chavge,

When  life s stark,. end. bare and
strange;

A solace when our eyes are wet

‘ With tears of longing and rem‘et.

Tme it la that we cannob cl&im

Unmeasured recompense or biame,

Becausa our way of lite fe small; *

A little is the sum of all.*
et

Coughe, coras, noarseness, an m
altments are q'ulck!y rolieved by: Oru‘o‘;u
tablets ten cents per box. - All druggista,

The 17vh n(nuh has come, on,h more,
It ls the fesst day of the gons and detgh-
ters of the. Emerald It_lq add the ‘spixiy
of St, Patrick’s day pervades the atmos-
phere. Irishmen celebrite the day as it
is set mside for the glorification of their
patron saint, and it they be In  the. lnod
of Erlo—)and wh[ch fs green, bub, alast
barren and desolate, or It they have comd
here to Catada  to tilla rich soil nnd
build up; mother country; it thep. ve
ACross zhe ‘border In ‘the Tntted 8 nth,
or in an.ther patt of thé world the lmb
spray of Shamrock will be proudly worn.
[t fortune, porhaps, has ‘not so favored
them, and they have nota sprayof the
emblem, thena small koot of gréen,. will
take the. place of . the shamseck end A
thrill will come to r,hn hearts of the faith-
ful few who have rémafned In the ‘“‘old
land” and to the muny who have emi-
yrajed to another country.

There are a largé number who ask why
the shamrock and 8t. Patrick nre 9°80-
olated wuel;her, scveral reasons are glven
in reply, but the one’ whloh lssupposed
to be covreot 1s that when the young
priest was preachlng the goebel to the
pagaos he bad great d(ﬂculby in mnklng
them underspand the doctrine of the trin-
ity. Tospired with a bright Iﬁau. he
tooped to the g d, and picki out,

1ot the earth a epi-lg ot shamrock ex-

hibited It to his euditors, By his Action,
it is sald, weveral were oonvert.ed, tor
they saw how casy It wu tor three t.o

his duhh thie ehanirock * was wom
ois honor, ani has been to this day,
Looking brck at the past and ' peeplng

into the future, there Is reason for the
joy which to-day comes into the hearts
of the sons and danghters of Treland, for
new days, long sought afrerby the lov-
ars of the shamrick, may come if the
words of the raler of the United King:
dom bear fruit.

Several different versions are given of
¢he birthplace and lite of St.Patriok.

By somo it is claimed that he was' born

|/certdain, but it'ls Supj

tn ann. whm some Iﬂ-hmw ‘stlll  be-
llevehowu born in’ Ireland.. Thete can
b8 no doubt, However, but thay Nemthur,
now. anbnrhqu. Blou.nd was the place
of his Birbh, whish ooumpd fo the year
473; hls father being Onlpomlm & mag-
Istrate of the plau, which was, then a
lox-trwa Monm ‘by ' Romoah troops.
'ﬁhe 70uth Succat, for such be ‘'was calidd
ab the ulime of his birih, was ' dptmd o'
,nld by the Picts and Socots and oar:
thd ba to the north of Ireland,  where
the'was sold to Mijline, | oohletwu ‘In_Anr
(rim, There he remiained in sllvm for
six yeirs tending cattle on the mou- :
taing, He s2ems to hiave been of ' an en-:
thusiaetie temperament and was  muoh.
given: to prayef and » meditation,  (
bright day, however, he escapéd from’
master and made his way to the ‘nearest
seaport, where he wasi ‘aken - on - 'bosrd
a vessel bound for  Bordeaux, ; He . apy
pears to have concelved the idea nmt.h
milesion in life was to convert Eho&ﬁ;lé
and determined thenveforth to’

himeell’ b0 misslonary work.  Gelng'to
Tours he studied there for the priesthood
under St. Martin, and at t.he end of four
years of study, and sfill beat upcn
his' miesion to the Irish, In ‘spite of
friends who besought  hiiy tor  remiatn; e
salled for the Emerald I.le. Before:ds
10g 80, however, he was conseornted amd
took the name of Fatricius. He landed
at a river ncar  Wicklow, ‘In ‘the county
of Dublin, 'but was there miet with'w
hostile demonstration. : Later he 'is foupd
at Strangford-Lough, where he preaghed
until he had conveeted . the entire
vinge of Ulster. Many arg the nayrrath

nmaunte from one, and mmel;lmo -!m ﬂﬂd ‘of the saint duxiog his mission nmm

the! ‘pagany, - of | the: - st poolee e

“} worked sud she bagtshuient Otlhn
(f whilch' wmnoprcvglonz in lmnrgq

dled-at a ripe age.

Tl date of 'St. Patrick’s death 'Is a-
that he - diéd
In 400 at St. Paul, near Downpatrick, as
it fa:now called, and, here until the re-
formation his relics were preserved, His
tab near the oathedriil s macked with
4 large boulder, on which I1s simply oar-
ved {‘Patrick.” Theré are not many’ rel-
fos preserved of the Irish saint, but a
prasunt famnily in Belfast ln tha early
century claimed to be in of
his jnwhonr. N

Greetin’ T'send

An’ ?au

Kerry, y

v NEW IRELAND.
A Letter Written Home to l(erry on Sl Patrick’s Day, I”G

to one dad all,

There's bo ' 'Poor Pad!y" nyw;
He'siindependeny in ‘the west, i
His hand ypon the plow,
In the preitie laud ther’s chance galore
at fortunes tor t' win
beyord comps tin’
Therc miltfons po.rin' in !

* wouldu’t kaow: me
In th' great Canadian west !

Houliin' down me own ‘‘estate'’,

botghs, thtough the sky,
¢ on_{thfe,br.e‘ze.

Bqt let them m ‘roge onl
Let the forest 'wieaths be shed;
For the Roncesvalles’ field
’Ihe ‘e numbg; ERM‘ s dead.

An’ commingtin® nid th’ be:t;

An’ faith, livin’ Jike a gintlem n;
No landlord t’ be seev;

Me th’ owner of waste acies
Remhln";ut a flower-decked green !

Room ? a hundhred mi lion acres
Is yawnin’ f'r th’ plow,
Room? yes, f'r pig an’ childhre,
Hifty acres f'r each cow;
An’ there Isn’t any office
Bars a man b_cause of creed
Or of counthry, faix, an Injia
Here miy boist his blood an’ breed !

Ocli ! tis th' conathry f'r a MAN !
(God save it from all foes !)

'Tis a summer land of flowers
An’ there's suashine on its snows;

'Tisa land of peace ah’ plenty
Land no creed or color bars,

A’ och, if y' saw the mountains
Reschin’ up t’ touch th’ stars !

Alwa. there's th' wl;ie g:laln fields
avin' lice cloth of goi
There's th’ reaper’s joyous gu'lll' J
When th’ harvest story’ ;-:
There's th' whistle of th’
Makln’ music in th’ land; b
.An’ och, Machree, ’tis' here y ue
Outtreached th’ welkim hand |

Th' thateh grows neck kigh, norldin’v.
'm; t of Kmy'a sheen;
r-£-t t! Mry le;ges

 hen round the ship th
To chaln her ﬁhlit{l h, power.

© But let theic , 3
Let the cold-Hitie asseft spréad! 4 kisied
Their conree with mavt and flag i+ aone, ‘ .
’rhere slum 'Esglud'n deadb

15m; nomm: llELAND HILLS,

Oh' the honnie Hieland hills,

Oh! the bonnie Hieland: hllln,

| Thebonnie hills of Scotland O !

| . The bonnle Hieland hills. g oo

Tlmp age \nuda on the earth where the vine ever loo 9,
Xlg Bd air thatis hreathed the sweet otange es;
ut maic e is the blmt the lane shepherd that 'chllll.
Al it vhntdhh along o'er out own ain Hielan’ Hills,
o L Oh ! the bonnle Hieland Hills. i

Theté aré rich garden lands wi’ ‘thelf skies ever fatr;
But o tiches or beatity we mak’ na onr care; i
Wherever we wander ae vislon aye fills
Oar heart‘ to the burstin’ —our dn Blelud hills,

v nniilise:Oh L the bonnie Hieland hills. |

I8 mhﬂ‘lﬂleqrn\leyn falr maidens theve Qre,
dn the midst o’ theTelements war} |
“phu tas amsels that dn* %onr rills, |
& gea frae our aln Hieland hhlq.
v g Oh I'the bonnie erllhd hills, i

An' sliure, this must be New mmm.
Where th’ purty Shamrock grows !




