
BT DENIS FLORENCE MCCARTHY.
Oh!the orator's voice is amighty power

Asit echoes from shore toshore
—

And the fearlesspenhasmoresway o'ermen
Then the murderous cannon'sroar.

Whatburst the chainfar o'er themain,
Andbrightens the captive'sden?

'Tis the fearlessvoiceandthe penofpower
—

Hurrah!forthe VoiceandPen!
Hurrah!

Hurrah!for the VoiceandPen !
The tyrantknaves who denyour rights,

And the cowardswhoblanchwith fear,
Exclaimwith glee,

"
noarmshaveye

—
Nor cannon,nor sword,nor spear !

Tourhiiin are ours;withour forts andtow'rs
We are mastersof mount andglen "—" —

Tyrants,beware!for thearms webear,
Are the Voice andthe fearless Pen!

Hurrah!
Hurrah!for the VoiceandPen!

Thoughyourhorsemen stand with theirbridlesinhand,
Andyour sentinels walk around—

Though your matches flare inthe midnight air,
And yourbrazentrumpets sound;

Oh!the orator'stongue shallbeheardamong
Theselistening warrior men,

And they'll quickly say,"Why should weslay.Our friendsof the Voice andPen|?
"

Hurrah!
Hurrah!for the Voice andPen!

WhentheLord createdtheearthandsea,
The starsand the glorious sun,

The Godheadspoke,-and theuniverse woke,
Andthe mighty work was done!

Leta wordbe flung from the orator'stongue,
Or adropfromthe fearlesspen,

And the chainsaccursed asunder burst,
That fetteredthemindsofmen!

Hurrah!
Hurrah!for the Voice andPen!

Oh!theseare the swords with which we fight,
The arms inwhich we trust;

Whichno tyranthand will dare tobrand,
Whichtime cannot dim or rust!

When these webore, we triumphedbefore,
With these we'll triumph again

—
And the world will say,"Nopower canstay

The Voiceand the fearless Pen!
Hurrah!

Hurrah!for the VoiceandPen!

THE DISINHERITED SON.
A LEGEND OF FURNESS ABBEY.

Chapter XII.
THE DAY OF SURRENDER.

Itwasoneof thegloomiestofall days,awetday insummer. The
sky was a leaden hue, the rain pattered down, not heavily but
withoutceasing,a blue haze rose from the ground, and hung like
aveilover the valley ofBeckansgill j not a treein the greenwoods
that didnot droop itsboughs, from each leaf ofwhichstreamed the
slowcontinuous ooze of therain.

The greatbell of the abbey had tolled,tolled since thegrey
dawn

—
tolledinminute strokesas for apartedsoul.

Itwas a soul dismissedrudely from its earthly habitation—
the soul, thespirit ofreligion, wasbanished fromits stately dwell-
ing atSt. Mary's ofFurness.

Thenoble church wasalready stripped of its ornaments:the
plate andthe jewels had beentorn from the altar, andhadbeen
.sentoff toLondon. The altar wasbare;the censersof silver and
1goldno longer threw up the vapory wreath of the incense;the

mlamps and tapers wereextinguished;the solemn tonesof theorgan7 floatednot through theloftyaisles;butprostrateonthecoldpave-
mentof their despoiledchurch, theabbot and his monks chantedthedolefulBeProfundis.Verily,verily, BeProfundis !Out of the depthsof her affliction, was the church in white-cliffedAlbion,ever to be revived more! "Alas, alas!

"
asPrior

Briandhadsaidto the abbot,"the spirit may indeedbe -willing,
but the flesh is weak."

Faint and weak, indeed, in heart and spirit, was the corn-
niunity atFumesson that day of desolation* whenNature itself
putondim hues of penitence,andseemedto weep thespoliationof
thatglorious fane.Harassed, browbeaten, insulted,and plundered;betrayed by
theirownmenials

—
by those whohad eatenthe abundantbreadof

theircharity
—

the Cistercians of Furness hadyielded to the hand
of tyranny, and "

suicidally," as was said by the great lawyerBlackstone,agreed tosurrender their abbey.
Howpoor werethe pretexts against them, we may judgebythe terms which were used by Henry's myrmidon Sussex,in hisletter to theking, whereinhe says"thatthoughhehadsent three

of the monks to Lancaster Castlehe really couldnot devise any

means to get rid of them,butofferingpensionsto theheads of the
community.

Thispensionconsisted, in the caseof Roper the last abbot of
Furness, of bestowing onhim the rectory of Dalton, worthabout
onehundredand fortypoundsper yearof ourmoney.'

Shall weblame theweaknessof those who thus surrendered?
Letus readofwhatbefellthenunwho daredresistthe tyrant

Henry,andpause ere we censurethose whoshudderedtoencounter
the burning pile, the halter,andtherack !

The Abbotof Furness had admitted the treason of hismonk,
Henry Salley, whohadsaid, "Nosecular knave should preach in
that church!"

But then the abbothimselfhad beenchargedbyhis ownbase
dependent,thebailiffofDalton, withbidding hismonksbe ofgood
cheer, for thathewassure bothof thekingand Commons!"

The priorGanor, too,had summoned tenantsof theabbey,on
AllHallows Eve, andsaid,"theking shouldmake noabbots there,
for they wouldchoose for themselves?

" "
These werethe treasons of thegreatCistercian communityai

Furness.
Andnow the day, the fatalday of surrender,hadarrived!
Not only from the deprived monks arose thechauntof lamen-

tation. Suchbase wretchesas the bailiff of»Dalton wererare. The
people of Furness knew, too, that theruinoftheabbey was their
ownruin.

'

From far andnear,on that wetanddolefulmorning,came the
tenantsof the abbeytobid adieu to theirkind lords

—
topray for

thelast timein their spoilatedchurch.
Oh! how heart-rendering were the sights and sounds that

awaitedthem.
Erethe wretchedcommunityhadconcludedtheir dolefulchant,

rudeartizans,whohadaccompanied the commissionersfrom Lon-
don, busied themselves in removing the stained glass from the
windows,inknocking topieces the statues and.tombs, in tearing
up thesepulcliralbrasses, eveninremoving the leadfromtheroof,
not only for its saleable worth, but that the monastic buildings
might the sooner fall intoruins.

Inthe abbey courts,before thegreat doors ofthe church even,
werecartsand waggons,filledwith the furniture fromtheabbot's
lodgings,from the monks' cells,'with portable articles from the
church itself.

Itapproachedthe hour ofnoon.
The clouds had not lifted from the grey sky,nor therain

ceased to fall; but the wind and rain had swept with a hollow
soundathwartthe vale ofthe Nightshade.

The last doleful echo of the songof penitencehad ceasedto
rollalong theroof of thechurch.

Intheheavinessof thathour,perhapsthe despoiledCistercians
fearedthat the chaunt of religion would never be raisedinthat
desecratedhallagain.

Long, indeed,has the silenceof desolationreigned there;but
10, though threehundredyearshave fled,the voice of prayer has
againpealedsweetlyunder the shatteredroofof St Mary'sAbbey
atFurness!

No cheeiing thought of suchafar future, however,hadthe
dispossessed monks or their poor tenants,tocheer themon that
wofulday.

They knew, thosepoorpeasants,those artificers, thosemilitary
vassals, those herdsmenand fishermen, that theruinofthemonks
wouldbe sharedby themselves.

How theypressedroundthevariousmembers ofthecommunity,
thosepoor people.

How.they struggled for aword with this father orthat, who
had pronounced over them the nuptial blessing, baptised theirchildren, administeredthe last rites of the church to theirdying
parents.

Thepoor fathers in vain endeavoured to release themselves.
The abbothimself wasin tears, andgiving them hispastoralbless-
ing, implored them to retire, for the commissioners wouldsoon
arrive to break the great seal of the abbey,' and dismiss its
occupants.

Chapter XIII.
THE LANDS OF CONISTON.

It wasnigh, over,the deed of surrender had been signed andde-
livered to the commissioners ofKingHenry;thegreat seal of the
abbey wasbroken, and the superior and community of Fumess
werefor the last time assembled in the spaciousandmagnificent
guestchamber, where theyhadso often dispensedalmost princely
hospitality.

Thatbeloved and venerable roof-tree was toshelter themno
more, theyweretodepartthat night, that veryhour.

The granteeof the abbey lands first nominatedby the long
washis favorite, Sir Everard Tilney.

That recreantnever came into possession,for thehourofhis
triumph wasalso doomedtobe the hour of his humiliation and
defeat.

Hehadkeptin the bapkgroundwhile the attack on themon-
astery was made, and the preliminaries of the surrender being
settled.

Now inthe supreme moment,when the abbot and his monks
wereassembledtoquit the noble bdilding, when the people,who
weretobethe ultimate sufferers, were waiting and watching in
the court foralastglanceof,a last blessing from, theirmunificent
landlords and benefactors, the base spoiler came to enjoy his-
triumph, togloat over thehumiliationofthe monks,and the grief
of their tenantsanddependants.. Itwaswearing towardsevening,andthe light whichhadbeen
all day so grey andfeeble, felldimly though thepaintedwindows
of thespacious gothicchamber.

The raincoutinued to patter down but the wind had risen*
sobbing athwart the valleyoftheNightshade,androundthe stately
pileof St. Mary's withavoicelike thatof humanlamentation.
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