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They aregoing, they aregoing where Misßouri'B waresare flowing,

Where thewaving crops are growing for the tiller of the soil;
Where the light of Justice beameth, and the sword of Justice

gleameth,
Andgoodfortune everseemethasattendantupontoil.

FarfromErin they are flying, wheretheirfathers' honesarelying,
WhereAtlantic's wavesare sighing 'roundher desolatedshore;

Where the streams of care are welling 'round each simple.peasant's
dwelling,"

Andthebraveßt heartsare swellingwith the sorrow at theircore.
There areparents fond, endearing; there are ecenes yetbrightand

cheering,
T^ik anevilstar is peeringo'erthe dwellingsof oivr isle

—
iWrythe cot amidst the bushes where the inuring river rushes,

Where the sparklingfountaingusheslike a heartthathasno guile.
Theyare leavinghome for ever;andthe fondestkindredsever;3£nd thelight of joy shall"neverbrightly beamupon their breast.
Though the freeman's flag .is o'er them, and a lifeof peace before

them,
Yetthe motherfond whobore themsighswith sorrowin theWest.

Let them go! may Heaven speed them! be a blessed lot decreed
them;

Butif Irelande'ershall need them, may they hasten o'erthe sea;
Hay the loving hearts that slumbered, by the weight of grief en-

cumbered,
Beat forErin's woes,unnumbered,andreturntoset her free!

THE DISINHERITED SON.
A LEGEND OF FURNESS ABBEY.

Chapter II.
—

Continued.
IITTIB LOBD \fAXTEB DE CONISTON AT THE ABBOT OF FTTBNESS.

Tteannioai. and proud,the Lords of Thunton werelittlelovedby
their retainers and dependents. Oswald, nevertheless, had some
devotedadherents in his father's castle;for in him the bitter mood
ofhis race was variedby fits of real kindness andgenerosity.

The huntsman Joselin was one of these, andindefiance of Lord
Thurston's desire that none should quit the castle to offer aid or
encouragement tohis delinquentson, he let the weepingboy,Walter,
cut by theposterngate,andsaddled his pony for him that he might
seek theunfortunate Oswald.

From some peasants the boy had learned that his brother had
"beenon theroad that led to the Abbey of St.Mary, and thitherhe
betookhimself,naturallyreflecting that evenif Oswald wasnot there,
themonksandtheir vassals wouldaid in the search for him, andthat,
moreover,there wasno doubt that they would interpose as mediators
betweentheexasperatedfather andhis offending son.

Inthe confusion of that terrible quarrel, little Walter wasun-
noticed;butnot thebitterestpaternalmaledictioncouldhave withheld
him from followinghis belovedbrother.

The father ofJohnBroughton, theyoungmonk who wassent for
on Walter de Conistou's arrival at the Abbey, held land of Lord
Thurston,aud hadbeeninhis boyhood, ere he enteredon areligious
life,» humblebutfavoritecompanion of the Earl'ssons, especially of
Oswald.

Heitwas whom Walterhad inquiredforon reaching the
#
Abbey,

mH who,after theyouth had been vainly sought for during*several
hours,at lastsurmisedthathe might have bent Ms way towardsthe
Sands.

Whan themonkJohnBroughtonaddressedthat adjuration to the
distractedyouth,Oswald,scarce turninghis head,repliedscornfully—"And what wantyouhere,FatherJohn, on such anight as this ?
Ooto. Return to your monastery. What though, thou hast donned
thecowl, thouartbutmy father's vassal still!""Aye,still your father's vassal so far thatfor verylove we yield
theeduty, LordOswald. Ibeseech ye comedownfrom thatdreadful
rook. There arenot tenminuteß more for dry footingonits summit.""Nor will our littlecraft hold out against euch a sea as this,"
shoutedthe fisherman. "Here, catch this rope, my lord. Idarenot
venturenearer;but youare a stout swimmer, and with a rope for us
tohaulon,we may save youyet."

{"Begone,oldman!" shouted Oswaldinreply. "Bisk not thine
ownsafetyand thatof themonk. It is my wishtodie!"

High above theunited roarof windand wave,rang the wrathful
"ntwer ofthe desperateyouth."Oh,Oswald, deareßt of my brothers,saynot so. Wouldst thou
flay me, too? For how shall thy Walter live without thee?"

The accents of that clearsweet voice, faintly though they swept
across the howling blast,startled the wicked determinationofOswald.

Inthe obscurity,hehad not noted that themonkand the fisher*
man were accompaniedby-his youngbrother."Thou, thou!" he cried. "Back, back!belovedboy. Bisk not
thy preciouslife for oneso lostas I.""Never back withoutthee,my Oswald," cried the boy,starting
upand standingwithhands outstretchedon the brinkof theboat.

Hit longgolden hair streamed like a woman's on the galethat
"wept it fromhis fair young face, which, full of beseechingagony,was
turned towards his brother.

Theonesoft spotinthelife of Oswaldde Ooniston washislove
or thatboy, the only tender affectionof his life.

The voice of anangelwouldnot havebo movedhim.
■

"For thy sake,dear Walter, then. For thee, for theeI"ho ex-
claimed, as he caught the strong rope which the fishermanswung.,
He girded itroundhis waiat.

Alas!hehad been won from his dreadful jesolve too late to
preventa terriblecatastrophe.

Liteabirduponabough, young Walter stood poiaedupon the
edge of theboat.

The winddriving fromtheIrishcoastlashed up thewaters. The
fisherman'sboat rode themlikea cork;but the fragile form ofWalter
de Conistonswayed likea willow wand. Then a cry,long andshrill,'

like that ofa woundedbird, rose above thehoarse voices of the storm,.
as theboy wsb swept fromhis slenderfooting into theragingsea.

tf * " #°#"#
Bruised, bleeding, breathless, thebodyof OswalddeConiston was

borne to themonastery,by the fisherman and BrotherJohn.
The hour of ten boomed from the great Abbey clock as they '

passedthe greatgates.
The stormhadlulledas suddenly asit rose.
The dark fondage of the planes in the vale of Bekansgill wai.

touched witha silvery lustre; the blue and cloudless sky was thick
'

inlaidwithstars. <■

The ocean lay smooth as a mirror over the dead hid in its -
treacherousbosom. The.delicate child,Walter deConiston,bad been

'

swept awayby thecruelwaves. .
Buffeted by the angry waters, dashed against the rocks inhis ,

franticefforts to rescueyoung Walter,Oswaldwas sensless when, with
greatdanger of theboatupsetting,themonk andthefishermanhauled
him intoit.

They thoughthimdead.
Hours elapsed ere, with all the care lavished'upon him at the

monastery,he showedsymptonsofconsciousness.
Messengers had been despatched to the castle of Coniston to

inform the Earlof the catastropheof his youngestson,and thatLord
Oswaldwaslying inadangerous conditionat themonastery.

As theEarl wasbut a rough andrude warrior,whoregardedbook
learning as fit only for monks, he hadcaredbut little for poor'Walter.

Nevertheless, this catastrophetroubledhim.
The characterof Lord Thuraton was, however,proud as wellas

violent.
Anordinary calculationmight have assumed that thecalamitous

deathof poorlittle Walter,solely owing to his love for his outcast
brother,would have inoreased the Earl's exasperationas to Oswald.

On the contrary,it seemedtomake him oblivious of the young
man'soffence.

Despite the wound in bis arm, he accompanied tbemessengers
back to the Abbey, where he found his sonrestoredto life, butnot to
consciousness;for he was in the paroxysms of a delirious fever,in
-whichhe would alternately speak of his harsh father, of Evelina's
scornful rejection,andof his lost andbelovedWalter.

The fantasies of his disordered brain now presentedhis young
brother as standing by his bedside pale and ghastly,with dripping
garments, andbright hair tangled with sea weeds.

To this creation of his feverish fancy he would addressthemost
passionateprotests. He would weep and moan, orby turns promise
the drownedboy thathe would avenge his fate with imprecationsso
dreadful, that the good monks were appalled, andconceived fears of
the youngman's future whichdidnot suggestthemselves to theobtuse
mind ofthe Earl.

He,apparentlyforgetfuloftbe degradingmannerin which he hud
orderedOswaldtobe expelled from the castle, seemedtorenew allhis
former favor. Tain would he have had the youthcarriedhome im-
mediately.

But that was impossible.*" For more than a week he hovered
betwixtlife and death;and well would it have been had the pale
KingofTerrors turned the scale, and that he hadneverrisen from
that sick bed to fulfil the scarlet career of crime into which he
was urgedby his tmgovernable passions.

His first inquiry whenthe delirium waspassed was forhitbeloved
Walter. Had he been saved alive er dead ? had tbe cruelseadis-
gorged its prey ?

ThePrior, to whomhe addressed this query,shook his head,bid
the youthgive thanks toGod that he was himself stillalive,andnot
ask for particulars of sadevents which' he was too weak and feeble to
discuss.

"Oh, Walter, my precious brother! ejaculated the unhappy
youth, clasping his thinhands,"Who will lore me as thou didst? who
have Itolove asIloved thee ? And I,— lwas thy murderer. In
seeking tosave me thou wast lost. Oh doomed accursed wretch that
Iam!° Hopelesa alike for this world and the next. Oh, Walter!
would that Iwere sleeping with thee in thineunhallowedocean grave.
Oh, that Iweredead! thatIwere dead!""Forbear,my son," exclaimed the Prior,inaccents the rebuking
tone of which was softened by exceeding pity. "Impugn not the>
boundlessmercy of theLord. Let not the calamity_ brought about
by thineunrestrainedpassions urge theeto theinexpiablesin of des-
pair. Bathermay it subdue thy heart, and fill thine eyes with the
bitter butblessed tears of repentance. Tby young brother,piousof
souland tender of heart,loved andprayed for theeon earth;he loves
andprays for thestill,now thathis bright spirit isassociated inheaven
with the angels and the saints of God. May his prayers,and the
benign influence of our sweet Lady and the saints,so melt and turn
thy heart that this thy sore trialshallin theendprovea saving grace.""Father," repliedOswald de Coniston, "myheart is turned. It
I-rise tohealthfrom this sick concb, to dear Walter's memorydoI
swearallmy future life.""

Amen!Amen! May Almighty God, dearson,prosperalltby
goodintents," was the answerofthePrior.

The tonein whichOswaldhadspokenseemedquietand resigned;
but as the Prior turned away in answering him,he noticednot the
vindictive fire that flashed for a n>oment in his sunken eyes,or the
smileofcruelsarcasm thatquiveredroundhis ashen lips,
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