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ROBERT EMMET.

HIS LIFE AND TIMES.

Cause and Effect in Irish History—The
Great Revolution—-Columbus, Garl-
son, Whittler—Emancipation
and Emancipators.

I cannot remember the name of the
street, but the house, with its green coat
of ivy-foliage, rises before me as it did
on that keen winter day when Micky
roused me from my dreams of an Irish
Parliament, and, in a voice soft and sor-
row-subdued, said: “ Emmet once lived
there.” My hearl beat faster, and a
thrill of wild delight, like an elcc-
tric spark, passed through me. I fondly
fazed at the little window, and thought
I saw that lovely boyish face, lit up by
keen eyes, prest against the window
frame, dreaming of Erin and love. The
last time be meditated, so runs astory,
with his elbow leaning against the little
window-si1ll and his manly forehead ato-
diously resting on the palm of his hand,
he wazs listening to the malin soog of
that apirit-bird, an Irish lark., Away in
that lovely eray Irish sky, above the
fieldg of rustling yellow corn, in an atmos-
phere sunny snd serene, it sang its song
of freedorn.  What that lark was to the
feathered songsters below was Emmet to
the rest of Ireland. His song of freedom
wag & libation rich and juicy from the
first pressing of the wine-press of liberty.
In his day there were a lew patriots.
The magnificent work of Mr. Fitzpatnck
makes the hat grow less and less. These
few were men that any country might
well feel proud of. But Emmet is not
only a patrict, but one of the few names
of history that transports us from this
world, with its etrata of baseness and
selfishness, to one of noble purpose and
generous aim, In that world there
would be no slavery, and the rule of
guidance would be an earnest desire and
work to make your fellow-man feel
happy, to lighten his life burdens and
soothe his cares.

BORN IN HATPIER TIMES,

it shonld have been bis lot to guide in
every movement that had for its object
the amelioration of man. The fairies
who kept watch round his cradle had
brought him all the gifts that the great-
est stateaman needs. Fancy and imagin-
ation, in their richest drapery, to capti-
vate the listening throng ; foresight to
know when the iron was hot ; force of
character to strike when that moment
had arrived. These gifts, and ‘nany
_more, were accorded to that b ant
youth, so often calied a vision..y by
England’s beardless writers. If Emmet
is a crank or visionary, he is a atur in a
glorioue constellation, if worth is to be
measured by what it has acbieved. If his-
tory be worth the time spent in its per-
" usal, it will but forcibly show us that
these s0 called cranks and dreamers are
the true reformers and world moulders.
It was the footsore, weary, gaunt ill-clad
dreamer that halted at the convent of La -
Rabida, begging & crust and a flagon of
waler, that gave us a new world. It was
two dreamers,—one long after the mid-
night chimes had sang good night, bend-
ing over his little printing press with bis
stick in hand and his forms lying near;
the other, amid bits of leather, hammers
and awls, weaving rich snatches of song,
—that guve the first impulse to Negro
emancipation. To this band, by every
right and title, Emmet belongs. 1t is true
that Columbus, Garrison, Whittier, lived
to eee their dreams realized, while Em-
met’s lile was cut short and his dream
unrealized.  But it is nevertheless true
that his dream will be, sooner or later,
realized, and the honor he craved—an
inscription on his nameless grave—be, by
Ireland a Nation,
ENGRAVEN ON HIE TOMB.

It is a curious- fact, in regard to Irish
history, that it seems incapable of re-
cognizing cause and effect. What seems
perfectly natural in other countries, and
easy to explain, in Ireland wears the
mask of mystery. To read the weari-
some tomes of later-day historians is to be
conunually told thai the troubies of Ire-
land sprung from Catholic discontent,
and that a few hot-headed, amibitious
Protestant youths fomented this discon-
tent, until it was smothered in the rebel-
- Jion of '98, There ¢can be no greater mis-
.take made than to link Catholic discon-
_tent and the short-lived outbreak of
““Emmet and bia friends., That the Catho-
. lics werenot 2 ba;épy and contented peo-~
. ple was certainly due tothe tyranny of

those who pretended to govein them.
The kind of this tyranny may be best
gleaned from a descriptionof it by Ed-
mund Burke as that “machine of wise and
elaborade contrivance, and as well fitted
for the oppression, impoverishment and
degradation of a people, and the debase-
ment in them of guman nature itself, as
ever proceeded from the perverted ingan-
uioty of man’ Thatthey hada Iively
horror for such & machine was at least
natural. But that they had any thought
of walking boldly into the monster's
-mouth by futile insurrection, no one,
conversant with those times, will admit.
How could they, men at most barely
able to keep the prowling wolf of hunger
from the doors, not only destitute of
armg, and amunition but the means
of cluthing ?  Their sires, the chieftains
and their retainers, had fought for cent-
uries a kind of guerilla warfare with
England ; bat by their acceptance of a
broken treaty, the surrender of the north-
ern chieftains and the planting in Ulster
of {ree-booters, the back-bone of the na-
tive Irish resistance was broken. Venal
Iaws crushed the marrow and left an ab-
ject race with

AN UNTOLD LEGACY OF SORROW

as a great heritage, and little hope of
better things to cheer a lonley future.
They were bathed in misery, and the
bravest hearts could not attempt are-
sistance that could drown - their country
with that dire epidemic. In their midst
were o body of men -4that had little in
common with them. Of the beauties ot
their religion, or the consolation it
brought, they were entirely ignorant aud
bad no desire to investigate. From an-
other philosuphy they had drank deep ot
individual liberty and national independ-
ance. Withont studying the premises
of this bizarre philcsophy, or rationally
drawing out its logical issues, they swal-
lowed 1t in its entirety, and clamored
loudly for liberty and frateruity. Un-
bridled libeigy should draw the chariot
of the world, and whoule-souled fraternity
hold the reins. Dashing, witty Iiish
soldiers of fortune had brought this
beacun-light from the gay, witty salons
of Paris to the convivial gatherings of
Dublin’s elite. From thence it was
tiansported by apt Kerry butlers and
smart Galway coachmen to the thatched
cottages of the farmers and the hats of
the peasantry. It must be confessed
that this doctrin that sprung from the
French Revolutio was 1nteusely capii-
vating. It was i - the nightingale’s
song after the weary awing of & roukery.
After o dull, dreary, ainy winier day
it came 88 a kind o1 lndian summer.
Men fondly imagined nat it was a real
summner, threw off their overcoats, and,
as usual, contracted a cold which ended
in hasty consumption. [t was eminentiy
an enthusinstic time, and, as sowe un-
known ffone wrote: “enthusiasm leads
in the vanguard of the world’s progress.”
The Old World was passing througha
phase the mast momentousin her history.-
Dynasties and thrones were being pound-
ed up by the French armies ltke rotten
bones in mortars. Our fair young land
was battling for liberty. Washington
had unsheathed his sword, and Patrick
Henry's glorious words haid been uttered.
It were indeed strange if, amid these con-
flicts for liberty, Ireland should remain
dumb. One figure here swims into ken.
It is that of & beardless youth with a
heart full of love for liberty and a mind
of rare powers, sick of the duli cruelties
of tyranny. He had drank from the
overflowing cup of French sophistries,
deeming them brilliant truths. Euch and
every one of them he would use as a kind
of headlight for his locomotive progress.
Enthusiasm was the atmospbere his peo
ple breatbed, and in no more fitting one
could he sowhis geed. He would appeal
to the latent love of the people lor a free
land and boldly reap the harvest. His-
tory might have warned him were il
not that

DREAMERS DESPISE THE SURLY OLD DAME,

and laugh at the sign board of prece
dence., This rareintelligence was Robert
Emmet’s, There are flews in his charac-
ter; thera are spots on the sun. But
take his youth, his talents and'the noble
use be attempted to make of them, his
all and ali, and you may not fear to put
him against the best poet-sung heroes
of Greece and Rome. Il a youthspeaks
to the rabble burning worde thut lodge in
the human heart, while at the sametime
he teaches bis educated but servile friends
to. pity that brutalized rabble, is it not
dramatic ? Where shall we find that qua-
lity, that so many modern writers deem

a8 the harm of history? Race prejudice

.means held in hand.

still survives and the youths, that ware
togas carried on warfare against what
they were pleased to call bar
barians, drank deepdyed Falernian
and spent their holidays and sesteritiiin
batbs were heroes. Moderns may leave
thenoblest lessons of loveand courage be-
hind them, they lack the dramatic prose
so sang the poetasters and hack histor-
ians of this victorious era. They dismiss
Emmet as s crank, the outbreak as a
lunacy that began and ended with him,
and its effect of no impertance. It can-
not be conceded that this outbreak be-
gan with Emmet, he who will track it
to its rising will find bimself by the mud-
dy waters of the Seine, Let it be candid-
ly admitted that it was a failure in as
much as it signally failed to achieve all
it had so glibly promised. This admit-
ted, we come to deal with the eflect
which to use & persant’s phrase “isa
horse of another colour,” The effect
that Emnmel. desired was not emancipa-
tion of the Catholics, nor Home Rule in
its ordinary acceptance, but

TOTAL SEPARATION FROM ENGLAND.

This was impossible to do with the
Ireland was bope-
le-sly divided, » peasantry sunk in
ignorance wund the direst poverty, a
ventry lost in all sorts of villainies and
dishonor. His, indeed, was a voice almost
lost in that strange wilderness of {rish
dessont and treachery. The Jews did not
rest until the head of one who was call-
ing them to the betler way, was served
up to grace the convivial feasis of a
heartless maiden. England was not con-
tent until the best blood of Emmel dyed
the nandkerchief of 4 Dublin mechanie.
The blood of heroes but hastens ef-
fects. Thedeath of this young Irishman
by the most perverted means knewn to
that farce Irish Justice, taught a hopeful
lesson to the younger gentiy, while to
the striking peasantry, it had the same
effect as the songs of Tyrtaeus on
the Graecian soldiers, a spurring
on to nobler and better things.
Wandering minstreisy sang his bopesand
“failures balf divine” in every city,
white itinerant ballad-singers, amid the
heath-clad hills and wild moorlands of
their native land found many a night’s
shelter and cheery menl for the song
that told of Emmet. He was dead, that
young hero, whuse dying request was to
be buried in his uniform ol green, but
his spirit lived and give power to other
men and other times. It gave force to
the appeals of O'Connell, helped him to
win emancipation, breathed on the lute
of Davis, throbbed with the heart of
Mengher, taught Mitchell a disregard of
death, rescued liberty on many a bloody
battle-field in the New World, made the
long weary vigil nights of Parnetl and
Biggar feel as nought, and fired the hear.
ol the first statesman in the Old World
to a sense of duty and right to a long
suffering people.

\What if Emmet learned his ideas of
liberty from the suphistical French
achool. In the purity and goodness ot
his own heart he cleansed themn from
every baseness, - To such a man death
was of small consequence, if his spirit
survived. That it has survived we have
amply proven. A few years after bis
death the wily place hunter, Philips,
wrote: “In Americn his memery is thut
of a martyr.” That it will survive until
his ses-girt isle becomes another Atlanta
w:ll hardly be questioned by even his
enemies,

" God works thro' man not hlils or snows ;

In man, not men, is the Godlike power ;

‘The man, God's potentlate, God foreknows ;]

Ho sends him strength at the destined hour;

His spirit He broathes into vne deep heart;

His cloud He bids from oue llte depurt:

A saint ?—and arace 18 {0 God reboru ?
A mant—one man makes a nation's morn.”

WaLTer LECKY,
T ———

ABOUT ANNEXATION.

When dyspepsia Invades your system and
bad -blood occupies a stroughold fn your body
the way out of the trouble 18 to annex a hottle
of Burdock Blood Bitters, the best remedy for
dyspepsia and bad blood, and the only one that
cures to stay cured, .

She: What did papa say, dear, when
you told him you wished to marry me?
He: Idonot remember what he said,
durling, but I know I felt hurt.

PREPARE FOR CHOLERA.

Cleanlness, care and courage are the re-
sources of civilizailon againsy cholera. Xeep
the budy scrupuiously clean. Eat hot food.
Take Burdock Blood Bltters to maintain regu-
lar digestion and ensure pure blood which is
the very best sufeguard against cholera or any
other epldemlic. e

A fact—The discontended man finds
up easy-chair.

Conquer Thyself,

In general refuse nature what it. de-
mands without need.

Compel pature to yield when it resists
without reason.

Nature begs = few minutes indulgence,
after the hour appointed for rising. Re-
fu=e even a second.

It suggests easy positions-at all times.
—Da not listen to the suggestion.

It prompis you to seek a comfortable
position at a prayer.—Beware of yield-
ng. o

Perhaps it whispers to you to abridge
the time of prayer.—Prolong it, if you
can, .

There is a choice morsel in the portion
served you.—Make a sacrilice of it to
Jesus, who itamolated himself for you.

You bave a good appetite ; you are -in
haste tosatisly it.  Whait awhile; eat
slowly. : .

Areyousnd ? Do you feel inclined
to weep ! Then sing. ]

Are you in bad humor ?—TLaugh if
nossible.

Are you anxious to talk,to utter a wit-
ticism ?—Offeras a hoiocanst to Jesus,
your desire, and that you wish to say.

Are you tampted to anger 7—For the
love of Jesus be very meek and geutle.
——

The jointg and muscles are so kubricAted by
Hood's Sarsaparilla that all racumalism and
suUffaess soon disuppear. Iry it.

A Truow FEeLisc.—-Indignant old
lady : Guurd, do you allow smoking in
this compartment ?  Obiiging guard :
Aw, weel, if nane of the gentlemen object.
ye can tak’ a bit draw o’ the pipe,

Do not suffer from sick headache n momest
lunger. 1t is not necessary. Carter’s Little
Laver PllUs wiil cure yuw, Dase, one Little piid,
small prlee, Small dose, Smail plll.

A CouNTERMAXD.—(Extracted from n
werchaut’s letter to & manufacturer) —*‘1
was induced to-day by the importunity of
your traveller to give him an order, but
g 1 did it merely with the object of get-
ting rid of him in a civil manner and
withiout loss of time, I must ask you to
cancel the same,”

SoRrEn, Jlth February 1392. 1. the under
sigued, have used Dr. Laviollelte’s Syrup of
Turpenitne tor bronchtis, from which 1 was
sutfering 1or over & year, Tuls syrup notkonly
cured me of bronebitls, but also of gravel avd
cacuius of ihe Kidneys, which had caused me
lutense sufferiug for over 3 years aund from
which I was very near dying 2 years ago. Iam
now in nerfeet health, all sympioms of those
diseuses having compietely disappeared for
over tbhree monthy, J. B, HROUILLARD, in-
apector-General of Mines for the Proviuce of
Quebec,

MONTREAL, 18t February 15392, I, the under-
signoed, certify to my litLle voy, seven yearsold,
buving b en cured by Dr. Laviolletic's durup
of {urpentine. He caught **ia grippe ” lust
winler, aud tuok several remedies uaavalllng-
iy. His cougu was most violent and very
pualiniul for us to hear. Towards the mounth ol
July fust, when the cough was at ts worst, he-
made use of this marvellous syrup asd was
complelely cured by two boitles, He bas never
couliged sinceo, and I cungider his lungs much
sirenghtened by this wonderiul remedy. J.
A, DEsRos1ERS, Nu, L1l St. Christophe Street,
g\genﬁl ol Bsiate Skelly), 1593 Notre Dame-

Lreot.

“JEXNIE,” said he, “I shall go to your
lather and ask his cooseny at once.”
“Wait, George; don’s be impatient,” suid
Jenuie ; ““wait until atter the first, when
my dressmuker’s bili comes in. He will
be mure wiliing to part with me then.”

EvERYBODY SUFFER PaAIxs.—It {athe ro-
suluof vioigtion of nautice’s iaws, Perry Lavlg
has done mueh to allay the sulferiug uf the peo-
pie by glving them onl of nature's store-house
* a bslm for every wound.” sSuch ls the Pain-
Killer ; it stops puin almost inswpntly, 13 used
both taternally und exiernaily,and s of all
other paln rewcdies the oldest and best. New
slze Big Bollle, 25¢. .

DaventERr : Yes, [ know Mr. Staylate
comes very often ; but 1t isn’t my fuule. I
du everything I can to drive him away.
Oid gentleman : Fadge! I haven’t heura
yon sing to him once.

HOLLOWAY'S PILLS —All our Facultles.—
Almost ail disorders of the human body ,are
distinctly o be traced to impure blood. The
purification of Lthat fluid 18 the tirst step Lo«
wards health, Hollowuay’s Pills recommend
themselves 1o the atlention of all suflerers ; nv
injurions consequences can result from their
use, no mistake cun be made 1n their adminis.
tration. In 1ndigestion, confirmed dyspepsia,
and chrounlec consilpation the most benefcial
effacla have been, and always must baBthaln-
ed from the wholesume power exorted by these
purifying Pills over the digesiion, Persons
whose lives heve been restored to ease,
sirength and perfect health by Holioway's
Piils,ufter fruitlesstrial of the tvhole pharmas
copeeta of Physic, nitest this tact.

Customer who has ordered fish, and
been given some leathery substynce:
What is this, waiter? Waiter: A sale,
gir: Customer: I thought so. -Whose
boot did it come off? G
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