
Furness athwart the valley of the deadly Nightshade, snapping
litehazel twigsthe strongtoughbranchesofthebeechandelmrr-
shouting among the oaks of centuries, and bowing theirstately'
heads andrending the offshoots fromthe parent tree.

Anonthemad gale wouldsubsideinto a melancholymurmur,
amid whichwouldbeheard the patter of the ceaseless rain and
sleet upon the massive frondage of the place or the glittering
metallic leavesof thehugehollies. [

Itwas anight so wet and raw, so black and bitter,thatin
castle or grange,hut or homestead, the dwellers made*fast their
doors, andshut out the darkness andthe howling storm,andpiled
high the blazing logsupon the hearth, and prayedOurLady.and
St.Julian tosolicit gracefor the wayfarer.

A night on which each wild creature, beast or bird, sought
its shelter;anight onwhichno living thing could face the storm
and live. But the lights in the Beacon tower near the abbey,
gleamed out against the inky skylike astar of hope,andfromthe
belltower the longmusical notepealedoutupon the gale toguide
or warnanypersons whose disaster it was to be abroadon that
darkdismalnight.

Vesperswere over,andstillEarl Thurstonknelt nearthe lady
chapel. Seldom had real piety drawn him to those sacredpre-
cincts;as amatter of coursehehad attended thechurch on great
festivals,but hishearthadbeenhardandobdurate toreligious in-
fluence tillnow.

But calamity is asoftener of the hardest hearts,and the,un-
certainty respecting his two'sons and the damsel of Egremont
addedto thegrief andhorrorof theEarl;for his fancysuggesibed,
in a thousandvaried forms, some catastrophe which wouldcoyer
theverynameof Coniston with infamy andreproach.

Lord Thurstonhad fasted throughtheday;he wasingeneral
a free liver, andphysical exhaustionaddednot a little to,thedis-
mal depressionof his spirits.

The lights werefor themostpart extinguished,thechauntof "
the monkshaddied away,and thehollow gale that swept through
the loftyaisles, andshook the feeble flame of the few lampsand
tapers that wereleftburning, was the only soundheardinthevast
edifice.

A hand, gentle but firm, was laid upon Lord Thurston's
shoulder.

Heliftedhishaggardfaceand saw the abbotstandingbeside
him."Kise,my sonI" said the churchman ina voiceof kindly but
graveauthority. "Rise,Ihavehadsomeslight refectionprepared
for you;itis meet that wesustain ourbodily strength if only that
wemaybe able tobearour afflictions."

The Earlrosej
—

hehadlittle carefor refreshment,but he was
absorbedby his fears about his sons. He followed the abbotput
of the church, andcrossedthe cloister towards that portionofthe
monasteryinwhich was situatedthe abbot's apartments.

Almost onthe threshold they encountered the lay brother, an.
assistantof the sacristan, whose"duty it was toattendto the bell
tower,and havethe chimesproperly rung for the devotionalser-
vices.

This laybrotherwasa mere youth, whohadnot longbeena>
member of thecommunity.

He-was trembling fromhead to foot,either withfear or cold.
His teeth chatteredas fromanague fit, and he was ghastly pale.,

"Good,nay,son!" inquired the abbot, startled at his looks."What hath thus dismayed thee? Thou lookest like one.risen,
fromthe deadI""Oh, my lordand reverend father!" criedbrotherEdmund.
"Of a verityIthink thatIhaveseenone risenfrom the dead. A
wailing spirit is aroundour sacred, walls. Iheard it first issuing,
from the deep woods

—
a cry full of despair'and sorrow,pealing

above the night wind, marring the solemnnotes of the church!
bell. Itfilledmyheart with dismay to hear those wildand'des-
perateshrieks,and looking througha casementof the belltowerI
saw awhitefigure rush from the covert of the woods

—
femalein'

garb, "withlong hair that streamed wildupon the blast. It'flitted
past, and was gone

— brief as the lightning's flash! But, as
tremblingIbentmy steps thither,againthat horridcryIheard

—
the cry thatpealethfromno human lips.""Edmond,my son," said the abbot,who hadlistenedingrave
silence to therelationof the affrightedlay brother, "thesupersti-
tiousterror towhich thouhast yielded is a fault. The spirit'that
uttered that despairing cry had a mortal habitation

—
wasdoubt-

less some poor;distraught wanderer benighted in this dreadful
storm. So call together the lay brothers, get torches, andsearch
the woods."

Evenas the abbotspokea long shrill shriekrangout uponthe
wind, and a white-robed figure such as Edmond had described
flittedathwart the gloom."See, see,my lord, yonder whereit glides !" exclaimedthe
lay brother. " Bring fights! bring lights I" said the abbot."This wretched wanderer,whoever she be, is insomesore strait."

"Aye, soIween," cried Lord Thurston, who had hitherto
lookedon the scene in moody silence. "Oh, my reverendlord,
turn your eyes yonder— t-there see where the whitespectralfigure
glides. It makes for the cloister. Oh, Mother of mercy! my
heart sinks like leadinmyboson. Oh, the^poor damselof Egre.
Mont! Oh, mywayward sons!"

CHAPTER VII.
THE WHITE WANDERER.

There wasanawfulagony in the toneofLordThurston, which
toldtheabbot that the apprehensionwhichhadsuggesteditself to
him,as to who that'fugitive might Tie, was sharedby the unhappy
father.

It.arose from the direction of the cloister. The wretched
wandererhadevidently sought shelter there.

The earland the abfoot joinedinthe search, but themiserably

Poet's Corner.
IRELAND'S VOW.

BY D. 3T. M'OAJRTHT.

Come!Liberty,come!we areripe for thy coining
—

Come, freshen thehearts where thy rivalhas trod
—

Come,richestandrarest!— come,purestand fairest!
Come, daughter of Science!

—
come,gift of the God!

Long,longhave wesighed for thee, coyestof maidens
—

Long, longhave we worshippedthee, Queen ofthebrave
Steadily sought forthee,readilyfought for thee!

Purpled the scaffold andglutted the grave!
On went the fight through the cycle ofages,

Neverour "battle-cry ceasing the while—
Forward; yevaliantones!onward, battalioned ones!

Strikefor GreenErin, yourowndarlingIsle!

Stillin the ranksare we,struggling witheagerness
—

Still inthe "battle for Freedom arewe!
Wordsmay availinit

—
swords,if they fail init

—
What mattersthe weapon,if only we're free?

Oh!wearepledged in the faceof the universe,
Never to falter,andnever toswerve j

Toilfor it!
—

bleedfor it!
—

if therebeneedfor it-
Stretcheverysinew andstrain everyne^vei

Traitorsandcowards ournamesshallbeever,
Iffor amoment weturn fromthe chase

—
For ages exhibited, scoffed at,and. gibbeted,

As emblems of all that was servileand "base! ,
Irishmen! Irishmen! think whatis liberty

—
Fountain,of all that is valuedand dear

—
Peace andsecurity

—
knowledge andpurity

—
" Hopefor hereafterandhappinesshere.

Nourish it— treasureit deepin your innerheart
—

Thinkof iteverby night andby day
—

Pray for it!— sigh for it!— work for it!— die for it !
—

What is this fife anddearFreedomaway?

List! scarce a sound canbeheardinour thoroughfares
—

Look! scarce aship canbe seenon ourstreams
— "

Heart-crushedanddesolate
—

spell-bound
—

irresolute
—

Irelandbutlives inthe bygone of dreams!
Irishmen! if we be true toour promises,

Nervingour souls formore fortunatehours,
Life's choicestblessings

—
love's fondcarressings

—
Peace,home,andhappiness

—
allshallbeours!

THE DISINHERITED SON.
ALEGEND OF FULNESS ABBEY.

"Oh, wretch
—

oh,villainI" criedthe infuriated Eandolf;"if
Ilive Iwill have thine heart's blood! thine and my traitor
"brother's!" ."Fearnotbut thoushaltlive,Lord Eandolf, for Ifearnot at
alleither for thy brother ormyself!"repliedJoslyn, with anair of
contempt that was even more exasperating to Randolf than his
previousfury.

Thenhe mockingly told the youth that he could spare time
for no further speech-withhim, and must consign him at once to
the comforts of the Wolf'sHollow, as his presence wasdueat the
"bridalof theLordOswald.

CHAPTER VI.
A BLACK YULE-TIDE.

Itwantedbut three days of the sweetandgracious festival of
Christmas;of thatholy season whichcommendl peace andgood-
willto thehearts of men. Alas !domestic tyrannyaaidtreachery,
a.revengeniore wicked even than the injustice that provokedit,
was tomakeablack yule-tide in thelordly hallsof Thurston.

There wasdismay throughout the district
—

for threedaysthe
brothers de Coniston and the damsel of Egremont had been
missing.

The stem, the impassableEarl was moved fromhis hardin-
difference. He moaned for his missing sons as[a. peasant ora
burgher wouldhavedone, forgetfulofhis dignity.

His retainers scouredthe district
—

the abbot and wholecom-
munity atFumess offeredupprayers j the -vassalsof themonastery
also engagedin the search for the missing damsel and thetwo
brothers,but withoutavail.

Itwashis knowledgeof the fierce uncompromising temper of
bothhis sons that alarmed the proud Earl;he feared that some
awful tragedywould come to light;that the rival brothers had
murderedthe damselor slain each other.

Itwas this terror that had bent the stubborn knees of the
godless Earl

—
that bowed him down a fasting penitent at St.

Mary's onthat eve of Yule. It was a night wild andstormy as
that onwhichthe outbreakof brotherlyhate and envyhad ledto
the sacrificeof Walter de Coniston's innocent life. ,

Butit wasa winter,not anautumnal storm
—

sometimes roar-
ing like the wavesof the near ocean, the wild winds swept with
resistless force from the bleak fells and matted woods of High
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