
After thedeath of Henry theSeventh,he withdrewwith his ladyMid their thfeeinfant sons tohis Castle ofConiston.
The free and joyous mood of Henry theEighth, in the earlypartofhis reign, little suited the austere nobleman, who wouldhave madean admirablereivingborder baron ofthemiddleages.
The Countess of Thurston,a gentle, timid lady, would fainhaveremainedat court, where she had been most kindly receivedby thegraciousKatberineofArragon. '
Buttbemerrimakes, the pageant, the joustings,and feastingsinwhich the youngking delighted, -weredenouncedby the sullen,gloomy

earl. From bis fiathis wife had no appeal,and verysorrowfullysheaccompaniedhim to the gloomysolitude of his castle, where she diedereher youngestson WaJter hadcompleted his fifth year.EarlThurstondelighted only in war and the chase.The deepforest of High Furness, in those daysabounded withgameof everydescription, afforded the earl ample sport in thecom-parativelypeaceable pursuit of the chase. The proximity of theScottishborder affordedhim the stillmoreexciting gratificationofanoccasionalforay.
Of his sons, the two elder, both in person and dispositionresembledhimself.

'
Had their mother lived,it is possible that her wise and lovingcare might have softened the turbulent temper of these boys, thesecondof whom, Oswald, the same wildyouth whom we have seenontheLever Sands, wasperhaps even more fierce andobdurate thanhisbrother.

With allhis faults, however,Oswaldde Coniston was gifted withstrong natural affections.
Fiercer andprouder,but less hard and wholly selfish than Ran-dolf, theEarl'seldestBon,hewascapable bothofinspiring and feeling

strong attachments.
Thus, there were various of the retainers who wouldhavelaiddown their lives for him. To his younger brother, little Walter, afragile, delicatechild, hehalf suppliedtheplaceof themother whomthe little fellow had bo early lost.. His devotion to the child was touching. He would climbthesteepestrocks, and hang midway between earth and sky toprocure

for littleWalter a wildfloweror a bird's nest. He would fish,hunt,shoot, to furnish the most delicate trout, the most delicate venison,
the daintiest birds, to tempt the sickly appetite ofhis young brother.Toharder tasks than thesehe sentencedhimself for love ot littleWalter.

In sooth, toaboy of his hardy frame and activehabits, it wasavery hard task to devotehimself tothe clerkly artsofpenmanshipandilluminating MSS.
But then thesupreme delight of Walter wasin transcribing thewonderfulstoriesof cruelenchanters, fierydragons, distressedladies,andvalorousknights, with which the pages oftheancient romancists teem.Still better did the child love to play on the pure, smooth, shining

parchment the gorgeous tintsofpurple, azure,and vermilion, brighten*
ing and enriching allwith the burnishedgold leaf.

Halfhis pleasure was, however, destroyed if Oswaldwasnot athis elbow toassist himin the task. Many a time hadOswald chafedat the taunts of his elder brother, when with his hawk uponhis wristc sneered at the lad who, instead of roaming by the mereor theforest,sat poring over books or dabbling with inks and pigments topleasea sick child. The rough Earl would sometimes join Randolphinhis scoffing speech;but Joslyn Brathwaite, the chief huntsman,swore thathis lord didnot, after all, love his second sou theless forhis devotion to little Walter.
Heknewindeedthat Oswald was as light of foot,drewaskeenanarrow, and wieldedas stout a sword as Randolf.On oneoccasion, when the child Walter wasill of aninfectiousfever,Oswald watchedthree nights and dayswithoutthe doorof thesick chamber, which theleechhad prohibitedhim to enter.When theboy recovered,Randolf, who scrupulously avoidedap.preachinghim during his illness, sooffingly bade Oswald assume thecap andpinnersof anurse,for that lancehe must beunfit to level, orbow todraw.
Then camea greatoutburstof Oswald'sfierce temper. He sprangathw brother,andshookhim tillbe swayedlike anaspen in anortherngale.
Heaven knows in what the fray between the lads might haveended, for the sullen Randolf essayed to draw his dagger from thesheath. TheshrieksoflittleWalter,however,alarmed thehousehold;and theEarl,who was within, having arrived in time only to receivethestill invalidboy inhis arms in a dead swoon, he interposedhisauthoritybetweenhiseldersons.
Hetook partwith Oswald, and utteringasentimentbut little inaccordance with his customaryroughmanner, he bade Randolf remem-ber that it wascharacteristic of a trueknight tobe boldas a lion, yetgentle as a lamb.
Hebade both thebays to a trial of skill with the lanceand thelongbow,promising a jewelled baldric to thevictor. Thatrich prizewas wonby Oswald, andever afterwardsthe sneeringRandolf termedhimhis father's favorite;buthe neverventuredtodisputehis prowessin warlikesportsagain. .
InaBort of fashion Oswaldwas indeed a favoriteof his father "

but theaffection of theEarl for his other sons didnot inclinehim toswerve a jot inhis design of accumulating wealthfor his heir.Still matters might have had a quiet ending, and Randolf deConistonmighthave succeeded bis father as Earl of Thurston, andleft sons to inherit his name, and Oswald might have accepted theportionof a younger son, thelance and the sword, wherewithtohewhis way to fortune, and this woefulstory,asitmustneeds prove in theend, might never have been to be told, but for that fair and fatalsourceofnine-tenths ofthe troubles ofmortal life
—

a woman!
There wa« one Sir RichardEgremont,a eternoldknight, a friendofthe EarlofThurston from hisyouth,andamanafter his ownheart.Like theEarl, Sir Richard was a widower;but insteadof beingthe father of threebrave boys, the knight's only child wasa daughter!
Muchhad the brutal and stupid knight grumbledat the child'ssax, andso oftenreproached thepoor Evelina that she wasnot aboldheartyboy, that the noor girl was quite ashamed of her unwillingfault,andpassedher time in fruitless wishes thatshe could inherit herfather's swordas well as his land.
Sir Richard died whenhis daughter was aboutfourteen years ofage, andlittle loss had she by his death, which would indeedhavebeenher gain had the knightbeen possessedof the goodsense to leaveher under the guardianship ofsomematron.
That, however, he considered by no means necessary, and henominated asher sole guardian his friend the EarlIhurston,adding

thereto aproviso that she was to wed the Lord.Randolf de Conistonwhen ofsuitable age.
Shouldshe refuse tobebartered thus, as if she werea houndorahorse, then the whole estate— a very rich one

—
was to lapse toEarlRandolf, with the exception of asmall dowry to secure her main-tenanceina convent-

If, on the other hand, the young noble should ungallantV refusethe lady, the offer.of her hand and fortune was to be madeon thesame terms tohisbrother,LordOswald.
Littlechance was there,however, that EvelinaEgremont wouldhave to endure snch an affront. She was a fair, beautifulgirl, timidand yielding toa fault;who, had she detestedEandolf de Coniston.wouldneverhave summoned courage to dispute her fathers will andrefuse to behis wife. Happily, asitat the time appeared for the poorgirl,her inclinationsin this respectwerenot atvariance withher duty.Haughty andoverbearing at all timei, morose and sullenas Randolf

NEW ZEALANDTABLET.

Poets' Corner.
SONGS OF OUR LAND.

B* ITCASTCES BEO"WNE, THE BLIND POETESS, OP DONEGAL
Songs of out bind, yeare withus for ever,

The power and. thesplendour of thronespastaway;But yours is themight of some farflowingriver,
Through Summer'sbright roses or Autumn'sdecay.

Ye treasureeach voiceof theswift passing ages,
And truthwhich time writethonleavesor onsand;Yebringus the thought ofpoetsandsages,
Andkeepthemamongus, old songsof our land.

The bardsmaygo downto theplace of their slumbers,
The lyre of the charmerbe hushedin the grave,

Butfar in the future thepower of their numbers
Shallkindle thehearts of our faithful andbrave.Itwill wakenanecho in souls deepand lonely,
Like voices of reeds by the summerbreeze fanned";
will call upa spirit for freedom,[whenonly"x, Her breathings areheard in tliesongs of ourhind.

For theykeep a record of those, the true-hearted,
_. Who fell with the cause they had vowed tomaintain;'They show usbright shadows ofglory departed,

Of love thatgrew coldand'thehope thatwasvain.
The pagemay belostand thepenlong forsaken,

And weedsmay grow wildo'er thebraveheart andliandjBut ye are stillleft when allelse hathbeentaken,
Like streams in the desert,sweet songs of ourjand.

Songs ofour land, yehave follo-nredthe stranger,
With power over oceananddesertafar,

Yehave goae withour wanderers through distanceanddanger,*
Andgladdened their pathlike ahomeguiding 6tar.With the breathofourmountains insummerslongvanished,
And visions thatpassedlikea wave fromthesand,

With hope for theircountry and joy fromher banishedYecome tous ever, sweet songsof our land.
The spring timemaycome with the song of ourglory,To bid the greenheart of the forestrejoice,

'

Butthepineof the mountain thoughblastedandhoary,And therockin the desert,cansend forthavoice.Itwas thus intheir triumphfor deepdesolations,
While ocean wavesrollor themountains shallstand.Stillhearts that arebravestandbest of thenations,Shall glory andlivein the songs of theland.

THE DISINHERITED SON.
A LEGEND OF ITTENBSS ABBEY.Chaiibb11.

IITTM IOKD WAITBB DE COMISTON AX THE ABBEY 0* FTTBNBgS.
Theevening's refectionwas oxer at Furness Abbey,andthebell waschiming for vespers, whena young monk who hadbut latelyfinishedhis noTitiate,John Broughtonby name, wassummonedto the Abbot'sparlor.

There,incompany with that dignitary,he found the Prior,andtheboy whom wehave seen in the boat launched for the aid of therash youth who meditated self-destructionon theLeverSands.'ihisboy was the youngest of the three sous of Randolf de Coni-■ton,EarlofThurston, of whosecastleon the bankso£ the lake not ayestjgenow remains.« A dour fiercelord was Randolf, a determinedLancastrian, whohad fought under theEarlofRichmondatBosworth,hadbeen among
those whoproclaimedhimHenry the Seventhon that field where the
fortunes of the White Rose werequenchedinblood,andhad remainedinhigh favor with thatastute monarch till the time of his death.Like thatofthe king, to whom he had been so devoted,theEarlofThorston wasa manofharsh and severe character.
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