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Cheerilyrings theboatman'ssongAcross the dark-brown water;
Hismastis slant,hissail is strong,

Hisholdis redwithslaughter—
Withbeeves that croppedthe fields of Glynn,

Andsheep thatpricked their meadows,
Untilthe sun-setcry troopedinThecattle fromthe shadows.He holds thefoam-washedtillerloose,

Andhumsacountry ditty;For,underclouds ofgold, turnedpuce,
Gleam harbor,mole, andcity.

O townof manhood, maidenhood,
By thee theShannon flashes

—
ThereFreedom's seed wassowninblood,

Toblossomintoashes.
St. Mary's,intheevening air,

Springs upaustereandolden;
Two sidesitssteeplegrayandbare,

Two sides withsunset golden.
The bellsrollout, thebells rollback,

The lusty knavesareBinging;
Deepin the chancel,red andblack,

The white-robedboys aresinging.
The sextonloiters by thegate

With eyesmoreblue thanhyssop,
Ablack-green skull-caponhispate,

Andallhis mouthagossip.
This is the townbesidethe flood—

The'wallstheShannonwashes;
WhereFreedom's seed wassowninblood,

Toblossominto ashes.
The streets arequaint,red-bricked,antique,

Thetopmoststory curving;
With, here and there,aslated leak,

Throughwhichthe light fallsswerving.
The angry sudden light fallsdown

Onpathandmiddle parquet,
Onshapes, weirdas the ancient town.And faces fresh formarket.
They shout, theychatter, disappear,

Like imps that shake the valance
At midnight, whenthe clock ticks queer,

Andtime has lost itsbalance.
This is the town beside the flood

Which past itsbastiondashes;WhereFreedom'sseed wassownin blood,
Toblossomintoashes.

Oh,how they talk,browncountry folk,
Their chattermany-mooded,

With eyes that laugh for equivoque,
Andheads inkerchiefs hooded!

Such jests,such jokes, suchplasticniirth
ButHeine coulddetermine

—
Theportentsof thelatestbirth,

Thepointof Sunday's sermon;
The laterains, the previousdrouth,

Howoats weregrowingstunted;
Howkeels fetchedhigher prices,South,

AndCaptain Watsonhunted.
This is the townbeside the flood,

Whose waveswith memories flashes;
Where Freedom's seedwas sowninblood,

To blossomintoashes.
Howthick withlife theIrish-towu,

Dear grayandbatteredportress;
Thatlaid all saveher honor down,

To save the fire-ringed fortress.
Here Sarsfieldstood,here loweredthe flag,

That symbolisedthepeople
—

A riddled rag,abloody rag,
PluckedfromSt. Mary'ssteeple.

Thickare the walls the womenb'ned,
With courage worthyRoman,

When armedwithhate sublime,ifblind,
They scourged theheadlong foeman.

This is the townbeside the flood,
Thatroundits ramparts flashes;

WheveFreedom's seed wassowninblood,
Toblossomintoashes.

Thispart is mine:to livedivorced
Where foulNovember gathers;

With other sons or thine dispersed,
Brave city ofmy fathers.

To gazeonriversnot mineown,
Andnurseawastinglonging j

WhereBabylon, with trumpetsblowing,
South,north,east,west, comesthronging1.

To hear distinctly, if afar,
Thevoices of thy people

—
To hear throughcrepitatingair,

The sweetbellsof thy steeple.
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Tolovethe town,thehill,the wood,

TheShannon's stormfulflashes;
WhereFreedom'sseedwas sowninblood,"Toblossomintoashes.

THE WARD OF THE PRIORESS.
A LEGEND OF CATESBY.

Chapter I.
THE BELATED TRAVELLER.

Itwasadarkandbitter winternight ! Anight intheJanuaryofanunusually severewinter. Therehadbeenahard frostfor threeweeks,and the groundwas likeiron. Nowherehad theinclemencyof the seasonbeen more painfully feltthen in the always bleakcountryofNorthamptonshire.
Itwasabout eight o'clockin the evening, thecurfewbellhadrungout, whenasolitary traveller,whohadlostbis way,drewhisbridle, andlookedaroundanxiously for shelter.The hardblack frosthadseemed to give away aboutnoon,andthe sky was overspread withclouds;butashrill and bitter windhowled over theface of the country; and when thoseclouds de-scended, it was not ingenialrain, butaheavy fall of snow.The travellerhadpurposedtorest that-nightatthelittletownof Daventry, buthehadbeendetainedatNorthampton,and even-ingbeganto fall, and the snow withit, soon after hewasclearofthe little countrytown.
Thetraveller wasnot acquainted withtheneighborhood,andevenhadhebeen so, the customaryroadmarks werespeedily ob-literatedby thesnow. . * *
Hehadcrossed awildmoor withdangeranddifficulty forthesnow was only driftinginto the hollows, but covered the hardgroundtomore thana footalready;and itwasnoslight increaseoiperilthat it wouldalsooverspreadthefrozensurfaceof thepoolsandstreamsso commonto the country,but whichwerenot,itwasprobable, frozen so thick that the ice wouldbear ahorseandits
Well might the traveller look around anxiously as he dis-mounted, for tocontinue his journey wasat therisk of his life.
did"* mool< WhiCh he had'ÜBt crossed'wasastriP of
Leafless as they were, the thick branches might afford someshelter, however slight and indifferent. Beyond this, there wasthe chance that some one of the larger trees,which were ofmeatSSk "* furnish a really secure Bhelter "* its h°Uow
It was invain tliatthe eyes of the traveller,aching andhalf,

blinded with the snow, sought through the eddying drift for thecheerful raysof a lamp, in some cottage, or that, through thewateTdo^ hstened **<& strained ear forthebarkof some
Thereswasnoresource but toadventure into the wood. Thisthe travellerdidonfoot,leadinghishorseby thebridle.

tx, t? Tas dense thanhe supposed—andadouble rowof beeches,the broadlimbs of which, linked together fromeitherside, made acanopy,throxighthe intersticesof whichthe snow haddrifted so lightly that our wayfarer discovered that there wasabeatentrackbelow.
This avenuecrossed the wood diagonally,and wassopalpablyan avenuem the contrivance of which, art must have assistednature, that the benighted man pressed on with renewedhope,confidently expecting that the stately colonnade of beeches hadsomehumanhabitationinproximity.
Inthis expectation,he wasnot disappointed.After proceeding for about a quarter of a mile the pathwidened,the trees weremoresparselyscattered, andpresently thewayfareremergeduponawide lawn-likespace,at the upper endofwhich through the rents whichthe wind made in the veilofsnowwhichhung pendantbetweenearth andsky,heperceivedthewalkof whatseemeda dwellingofsome pretension.
The groundwasnow smoothand level,and over the the thickcarpetof the snow the travellerledhis weariedsteedHe was, however surprisedas he proceeded that along the

-
iSht appearedno twinkling rayof

Thebuildinghe was approaching seemedscarcely aruin,butassuredly there wasaboutnosigns ofhumanhabitationThemystery wasexplainedwhen the travellerstumbledovera gate which layon the ground, in the interstices of whichhadgrownup tall thistles, whichshook the snow fromtheirrankheadsias theybentinthefirceblast. «c»uh

*" few
I
fe.et *?**"*> and tlie traveller stumbled a°uin. ThiafrSnits

3°cdSestS "*° aUSed** & whidhhad**enth*°"
Thehead wasknockedoff, buta figureofan infantwas inthesculptured arms; and the tmveller-a devout CathoUc-im!MS^SSd6d that the mutilated**« hadW tha^f

«, Allc£7e£7 Bsit*?kefl"the bosom of the wayfareras, dimlythroughthe white glare of the snow,he perceived yawning/thj
bkekavch ofadismantleddoorway. »*uug, wi«

* a «? !
xrheexclailJiei'"Iruindmesomewhere in thiadistrictatood the Nunnery of Catesby, so cruelly suppressedby ourvileking-some three.yearssince. Oh,beneficent Lord, lookthouwithapitingeyeon the afflictionsof the childrenof thy Church inthisunhappyland!,

As the traveller ceased speaking, and sadly leaning on thecropper ofhis toedhorse,looked upat the dismantled doWay,afemale shriek,long, loud, andpiercing, smotehis ear.
y

Itwas acry expressive of the extremityof anguish,and was
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