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As we saw them go lown to the
The place with Vo 1
Canthetenderbe tortured,m )
Then we call on you mothers and wives )
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Then why should we timidly shrink back in fear,
When so much on our courage depends,

TLey are ouly the base and ignoble who_sneer,
And the zood and the brave are our friends.

To the wighty command we respond ; we are lere,
Thereserves, not to die, but to do; ' ,

God prosper His cause; now, with one ringing c..ee7,
Shout success to the Ribbou of Blue.

St. John's, N swivandland, TsABELLA.

Temperance Reform Club.
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THE BARD OF ERIN.

Tur OraTioN oF RicHarp F.
QuieLEY, Esq.
THE CENTENNIAL ENTERTAINMENT AT
sT. JOHN, N. B.  *

¢ THOMAS MOORE PATRIOT AND POET.”

Mr. Chairman, Ladies and Gentle-
man :—One hundred years ago to-night
was born the sweet singer, THoMAS
Moore—Ireland’s national bard; the

oet af all circles ; one of earth’s most
Eighly gifted and most glorious chil-
dren. He it was wbom the genius of
Erin called forth to strike her harp-
‘strings whilst her own hands were
bound with chains, and to that fact the
Irish race, wherever dispersed through-
out the globe, cught tv give recognition.
As the tribes of Israel and Judah as-
sembled at Jerusalem three times a

ear to worship and listen to the thrill-
ing poetry of the Psalmist ; as the dif-
ferent States of Aneient Greece were |
drawn together by the celebration of
onc¢ national festival, so in the same |
spirit of sublime elation and national
patriotism do the sons and daughters
of Erin.assemble together to-night in
every quarter of the glebe to pay hom-
age to the author of these imperishable
melodies, to him who devoted hié tal-
ents to the advocacy of all measures
calculated to win civil and religious
liberty for his native land.

No man, continued the speaker, whe-
ther orator, statesman or agitator, has
douc more to raise the fame of Ireland.
He revived tue ancient melodies long
nigh forgotten, aud reproduced them
in lines that will never die.  Let the
merciless pressure of fate crush the na.
tional existence of Ireland, still she
would live as a sound in the air, as a
delirious reality to the finer senses of
men in the jewels of Moore’s verse : —
The stranger shall have her lJament on the plains ;

The sigh of her harp shall be sent over the Deep,
Till her wasters themselves as the rivit the chains,

Shall pause at the song of their captive and weep. |

(Applause,) Moore achieved emi-
pence in the midst of most unpropi-
tious circumstances by the spontaneous
and persistent energy with which he
pursucd the main object of bis life,
even while working out the c¢mancipa-
tion of ais countrymen from a system
of ‘atrocious oppression.  The chief
thought which tomented in the poet’s
mind is one which now largely enters
into British politics and to whose po-

L Fioated in conquering battle, or flapt to the battle

| world, O’Connell,

sentive value, each race bas the capa-
city to work out special good results
and to reveal great truths in some or1-
ginal form. God designs that each
country shall bave a peculiar ideal
physiognomy, and he has set its geo- |
graplical characteristics as a bony

skeleton and breatbed into it a free-life
| sprit, the spirit of patriotism. As a
| British subject, be was proud to point
| to Encland as the very brightest orna-

out. | ment, ard that he was as such an heir |
v | to all ber martial glories, to all the lit-

is crowned by DBacon,
“ The tri-
umphs of English science,” said the
¢ are wmine,” and I feel the

that

speaker,

t| thrill of that energy which has kniv

together the vast empire over which |
the flaz of Engiand waves, that flag of
which tbe Laureate wrote :—

“ Banwgr, of England | not for a seacon, O Banner
of Bfitain, hast thou

cry:

Never with mightier glory than when we had rear- |
ed thee on high,

Flying at top of the roof, in the ghastly siegs of |
Lucknow— |

Shot through the staff or the halyard, but ever we |
raised thee anew, |

And ever upon the topmast roof our Bannor of Eng-

land flew.”

(Applause.) And, asked the speak- |
er, is it any less a privilege to be an
Irishman ? Ireland bas glories all ber |
own, of which any man might well be
proud. |
“ Not a stain on its green, not a blot on its gold.
Lift up the Green Flag! Oh, it wants to go home;
Full long has its lot been to wauder and roam.

It bas followed the fate of its sons o’erthe world,

But its folds, like their hopes, are not faded and
furled, |

And wherever its exiles 'nezth the heaven’s broad |
dome, .

Have been fated to suffer, tc sorrow and roam,

They’'ll hound on the sea and away o’er the foam, |

They'Il march to the music of - Home, Sweet
Home."”

An audience like the one before him,
could, he felt, understand and appre-
ciate the feelings that find such utter-
ance and respect in others what they |
cherished in their own breasts. In the
history of poetry there are poets and
poems to which the ruling ideas of |
their time and nature appear in all
their truth and power. After consider- |
ing poetry in its relation to nature as |
an intuition of the Infinite, a percep-
tion of God in creation, the speaker |
proceeded to show that the work of the |
poet, no matter how great he may be,
1s not to be cousidered the exclusive
producs of the individual, for it must
bear on it the stamp of his education,
of the people among whom he dwells,
and of the age in which he lives. In
this connexion the speaker instanced
Milton and his Paradise Lost. The
power to take up iuto one’s own mind-
the thoughts of a whole peeple, to giv
a voice to the impressions made upon
them by nature, religion aand society’
to interpret tc them their doubts, long-
ings and aspirations ; to awaken the |
chiords of deep and hidden sympathy;
which but await the touch of inspira-
tion—that is poetic genius, these the
functions of the National Poet. What
Milton and Shakespeare were and are |
to their country and history, so was
Moore to his, the typifier of his genera-
tion and the delineator of his country’s
nafional life. ke spoke of the aspira-
tions of the people towards national
liberty and Catholic emancipation, for
which the uncrowned monarchs of the
Burke, O’Connor,
Shiel, Fitsgerald and others struggled
in vain. Ireland has no national an-
them, but when she has one, the grand
epic  will glow with every air of
Moore’s melodies, so full are they of
patriotism. Moore crystalized the his-
tory of his country into the tapestry of
verse, and while O’Connell was struggl-
ing with the masses, he was touching
the high and fashionable classes by the
magic of his poetry. Ian concluding,
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BEAUT!FUL LAND.,
BY A LADY.

e

THE

I have oft timnes heard of a beautiful land,
Some say it is so far away,

Whose inhabitants form one glorified band,
And are happy all the day.

I've hear! of its shining golden streets,
ve heard of 1ts g K A
And walks 8o lofty and fair,
Where music of wonderful voices sweet,
16 ; v
Resounds through the baimy air.

I've heard no darkness can ever cowe there,
Nor even twilight grey,

For the Saviour’s smile shines everywhere ;
Which uakes it always day.

A beautiful stream ghdes gently through
That land so bright and fair,

And the great tree of life, with fruits ever new
The blest ones ever may share.

These hearts are not sad and heavily prest,
With so:row, and sin, and pain.

They cease frou. their toils, enjoying dweet rest
Aud will not suffer again,

That beauatiful land, I'm hoping to see,
Its golden strects to tread,

But a dark river rolls between it and ine
Whose waves to me are a dread.

1t seemeth that land is not away far,
For across the waves I see

The beautiful gates are lett ajar,
And loved ones beckou to me,

REPLY TO THE BEAUTIFUL LAND.
DY ANOTHER LADY.

—

Yes! tis sweet to think of that beautiful land
Far hidden from mortal sight,

And in thought we fill it with all that is grand,
And lovely, and pure,and bright.

But when fancy has taken her highest flights,
We know that we musi beheve

Of its peace and joy, and its puie delights
“The heart cannot conceive.”

But this we do know, (and a gleam of joy
Fills the heart with care opprest,)

Of that place of biiss, without any alloy,
That it is a home of rest.

And when in * «fflitions furnace tried,”
The spirit moans again, )
We know that up there, on the other side,

There is o such thing as pain,

And the home of our loved ones “gone before”
From sorrow and sin is free ;

And we kno v, best of all, their home on that shore
Will be theirs eternally !

Aud whas is that thing with its dirc alarms,
That fearful spectee of Death *

Tis but to lie down in our Saviour’s arms,
And to take a last long breath.

And what is that stream with its waves and toam,
As affrighted, we pause to look ?

As the dear chil! said, when going home,
*Tis only a little brook.” >

Tis naught butashadow that frights us the 'while
And fills us with sore dismay ;

Butthe glad loving light of eur Saviours smile
Will disperse it all away.

| fainted. But in the midst of much bit

= T . - .

STORY OF A JEWISH MAIDEN, |
From the Jewish Herald. ’ her Now Testament.

She was the only child of respectable |

parents 1esiding in one of the rural dis- |

tricts of the kingdom of Polaud, and
was brought up with great care and |
tenderness.
child, she was of a reserved and pensive

the |
.4 farrier of Eng- |
rees did better with- |

1
worked |

and five years old—rising |
‘ f')ur, I Fas i 15 tke correct phr;tsc. He

Even when yet quite a |

and entreated them to read the New
Testament for themselves, and adopt
the Christian faith, The parents were
struck dumb with surprize.  Was this

their own

| 8852 31

dauzshter once so timid
gentle, and now pleading with such
veucy the cause of the God of the ¢
ian 2 Was this p And
bad the girl acquired these notions all
intercourse with Christiaus bavl
studiously avoided? Their amazew
was equal only to their indignation.
They forbade the girl ever again to
speak on this subject, and threatened
her with their extreme displeasure, yea,
with a curse, if she ever dared to think
of becoming a Curistian. The peor girl
turned away in silent sorrow, but in her
little closet she would still real ber
precious book and never tire.

A year later the wmother had to leave
home on pressing famly business, and
she was detained beyond expectation.
Before she returned the father was seiz-

| ed with a violent disease. aT'he devoted
| girl sat day and night by her father’s
side, not only nursing his sick body, but
also speaking to him lovingly and per-
| suasiveiy of Him whom her soul ador-
ed. Her litrle Testament in band, she
proved to him that Jesus was the Mes-
siah who had suffered and died for sin-
ners, and with her eyes full of tears she
exclaimed: “Beloved father, accept
Him as thy Saviour. Say that He is
thy Redeemer; and if thou shouldst
: then be called away, we shall meet again |
in the glorous place where He resides.”

At length the eyes of the dying Jew |
were opened. Ile beheld the Lamb of
God bearing the sins of the world : he |
called upon His name, and found peace. |
The dear Hebrew maiden had the un-
speakable happiness to hear her father
utter the wish, before he departed, pub- '
licly to confess himself the disciple of
Jesus, and to be baptized mn His name. |
Thinking of nothing but. his salvation !
and her happiness, the girl hastened off F
to a Christiau minister residing at some |
little distance. To the latter all this |
way was as new as unexpected. He |
listened complacently, but objected to
doing things 8o hurriedly. Besides, he |

observed, the Jewish community was |
large and influential in the place; the |
thing would not be tolerated; he would |
never get admittance to'the dying man’s |
bed. In the course of the conversation |
the minister quoted the parting words |
of the hedeemer, with which he bad |
instituted the ordinance of baptism, and |
for the present he dismissed the girl,
saying, “Go and pray for thy dear |
father! Repeat to bam the words thou }
bast heard from me, and may the God |
of all grace aceept him as his child.”
The girl did as she was bid, and not
very long after her father died in peace,
freely confessing that he trusted en-
tirely in the grace of the Lord Jesus
Christ, altLough 1t was not until the
twelfth hour that he learned to know
His name.

Anxious cares had still kept the
mother at a distance. She returned
not until after her busband’s death, un- |
conscious of the solemn events that had |
taken place in the mind of the departed |
one. When the news broke upon her |
that he died a Christian she was thun- |
derstruck. Her fury knew no bounds. |

ssible?

|
|
|

her, stirring up the wild fire of fanati-
cism, fell upon the poor helpless child,
| and so ill-treated Ler that she sank and |

ter persecution she continued steadfast
and faithful to the truth contained in |
All at once the i
maiden disappeared. She bhad been

sent to distant relatives, the motherl
said, to be cured of her foolish obstinacy. i
Six weeks later, however, the girl turn- |
' ed up in the public streets—but in what |
a state]l Her clothes torn and filthy,

bosomed her thoughts to her parcnts, i

| ked bodies.
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THE FIRST PEEP INTO A MIR ROR
A few weeks ago acompany of Siame
ese women came to see me and to ook
at my house. They consider it a great
treat if I invite them thr\)nwho m
rooms, aud let them look at m\:3 beds'y
wy tables, my chairs, my pictures ami
nicknacks, and especially if they cap
look at themselves in the mirror on
my bureau.  One or two of those who
came had been here befere, and they
were telling how they looked in the
glass, till the others were all so anxi-
ous to get a peep, too, so they gathered
in a crowd and stood before the mirror,
One quick look, and then a surprised
startled cry, and some of them hid their
faces, others jumped awav, and some
looked about to see who was really there,
They had never seen themselves before
and did not know how miscrably the;
looked, with their black teeth and na.
Thc)‘ drew their scarfs

| over their breasts, and tried to hie

from the sight of themselves.

Onc turned to me and said we are
very bateful-looking, don’t you think?”
I did not till them that I had always
thought so, but I said, “ Now since you
know how you look, isitany wonder
that we always tell you to wear more
clothes and to quit chewing betel ?”

Some of them would not be induced
to look the second time, while others
stood and stared, as much perbaps, as
Yyou would, 1f you could see one of them
suddeunly appear on your streots.

Of late, nearly every Siamese house
bas some kind of a littlo glass, four by
six inches perhaps, or 1t may be a little
round one that costs two cents, and is,
as one of my girls said, “only large
enough to see your nose in.’—Children’s

| Work for Children.

e T
THANKING GOD.

There was once a little girl who had
lost her father. The night after ber
father died she knelt down at bed-time
to thank God for taking carc of ber
during the night. Then in her prayer
sbe got to the place where she was in

She and the Jews that assembled around | the bhabit of asking God to bless her

father. But she now stopped ; ber little
hands were unclasped, and with a sad
heart she looked at her mother and said,

| “I cannot pray for father-any more.
Fbe mother waited for some moments,

and then told her to ge on. The little

girl then with a voice that faltered, said,

“ O my mother, I cannot leave him all
out. I will say, thank God that I had
a dear father once; so I can still go on
and keep him in my prayers;” and s0
she does whenever she kneels down to
She showed that she felt that
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tency tribute is daily paid. Among |
ali the miseries, struggles and martyr- |
doms of bis native land, the sublime |
aspirations of the poet have floated, |

{ her hair banging down wildly over face
' and shoulders, her hands and feet bleed- | her when she thanked as well as when
' ing, she ran through the streets crying | she asked a favor. She showed that
for help. A crowd soon gathered. The ' she knew what it is to ba thankful. She

the orator of the evening paid a glow-
' ing and eloquent tribute to the Bard of
Erin.

disposition. She rarely joined other
children in their lively sports and would
rather sit by herself, full of quiet

land, and begar
temple, about fif

over living deeds, in the atmosphere of |
Lér politics, descending ever and anon
into some quickening zone and fructi-
fying into the magnificent idea of Irish |
nationality in the recegnition by Eng-
lish statesmen of the great fact that |
Irish ileas and Irish aspirations are the |
true basis of Irish legislation—the
prelude, the speaker earnestly boped,
to the consummation of the political
ereed -to which, in 1848, O’Connell
pledged the Irish people—that the one

measure essential to Ireland’s advance- | a

ment was Legislative independence.

Wer't thou all that I wish thee, great, glorious and
tree, .

First flower of the earth, and first gemn of the sea,

1 might have thee with prouder, with happier
brow,

But, Oh! ¢ yuld T love thee more dearly than now *

No, thy chains as they wraukle, thy blood as it
funs,

But make thee mor i

faitbiully dcar tc !1)_\' sons
nest,

Drick love in cach life-drop that flows from thy
breast.

In such strains sang the poct of that

sacrcd love which will never die out of |

the Irish hecart—a sentiment that

decpens with the progress of education |

and culightenment.  No matter what
the measure of her adversity or pros-
perity, Ircland will be Ireland to the
last.  Napoleon Bonaparte truly said
Europe Would never know repose till
governed according to its nationalities.
Such was the wise policy on which Im-

perial Rome consolidated its world- |

wide power. Each nation has a repre

WORTH KNOWING.

s s s AN A A

CELERY A CURE FOR RHE UMATISM.—
He who has suffered fiom this terrible
disease will feel somewhat doubtful if
there can be any sure cure for it.
pbysiciaas are now speaking very strong-
ly of the use of celery as beneficial ; and
some cf the English papers assure us
| that they bave good m-dical authority for
flirming that it 13 a certain cure, if used
properly. To be efficacious it must be

But

thoughts. She never bad intercourse |
with Chirstian children, nor did she
show any desire to become acquainted
with such. Thus her life sped away in |
undisturbed quietude until she attiin- |
ed ber sixteenth year. About this time
she was one day sitting by herself in
her father’s garden, which was separat-
ed only by a wooden fence from the gar-
den of her Christian neighbors. Several
girls were playing on the other side of

the fence; but of this the Jewish maiden |

took no heed, until a cheerful shout
startled her.

cooked, not eaten raw, as is the usual | up to the merry group, crying, “Look

| custom. If taken uncooked, althbugh a |
, ‘
[ delightful addition to any meal, its cura-

I tive qualities are never developed, and it

!

not been perceived.

be cut into small pieces and boiled in a
litue water until soft, and the water should
be used as a drink. And sweet milk (new
milk, if 1t is to Le had) to the cooked
celery. Afcer the water bas been drained
off, thicken it with a little flour and nut-
meg, or add some tomatoes ; let it boil up
till all are incorporated, and serve hot on

toast. A physician—in England, we think
—says that he has many times put his
rbeumatic patients upon such a diet, and
with unfailing success. Within the year

we have often been treated with cookeci
celery, and find it excellent, and if found
to be a cure for one of life’s greatest ene-

mies it will stand pre-eminently above all

other roo.s.

The celery should

here, is not this a pretty book? My
father bas just bgugbt it for me.,” !
short pause ensued whilst the new ac-

is because it is so seldom cooked that its | quisition was peng e miiged, aud then

5 | remarkable effect on such complaints has ’
Whose Learts, like the young o® the desert-bird’s !

one of the girls exclaimed, “Oh, I know
that! that isthe New Testament ; I will
read a piece to you.”

The portion chosen was the nine-
teenth chapter of St. John. This
thoroughly roused and deeply interest-
ed the Jewish maiden. The words,
never heard before, sunk deep into her
heart. She also well remembered that
the book had been called the New Testa-

ment, and determined to get possession |

of acopy. This was not very difficult.
She then commenced a regular course
of reading. and very soon she felt so
attracted by the Saviour, full of love
and compassion, of whom every page
spake, that she determined to acknow-
lgdge Him to be her Master. She un-

A young friend ruashed |

. poor girl said she had been locked up
[ in a cellar ail the time, and her mother

| having now, in a frenuy of passion, |
threatened to murder her, she had, after |

| a fearful struggle, succeeded in making |

her escape. The police now interfered |
and shielded hcr from further assault.
She was escorted to Warsaw, and after |
a course of iustruction, made a public |
profession of Chriist. May peace and |
grace be multiplied unto her! 7
D —— i
EXAGGERATIONS.
One morning as we sat at our break-
fast-table the conversation turned on
strict truthfu.lness of statement, and as
, the discussion grew more and worg live-
ly it was finally proposed by one mem-
ber of the family that we should all
pledge ourselves to the sternest veracity
| of speech for that day, and see what |
| would come of it. The motion was |
seconded and carried unanimously, |
and as a first fruit of the resolve we
asked the one who bhad suggested it
l“What made you so late at breakfast

this morning ?”
| She hesitated, began with, “Becatse |
I couldn’t—and then, true to her com-
| pact, said: “ The truth is, I was lazy
| and didn’t hurry, or I might have been |
 down lobog ago.” Presently another |
one remarked that she had been very |
cold, adding, “I never was so cold in |
wmy life.” An inquiring look caused |
the last speaker to modify this state

" the babits of the orator.,

was like another little girl who, when
she had lost a sister, and some one
spoke to her abougit, said, “ Yes, it was
bard for me to give up my sister, but
God has left me another sister and a
good father and mother.” ’

TL? following indicates some of the
possibilities in store for great pulpit
orators:

“Dr, Mellor, a popular preacher at Huli-
fax, England, recently bad his scrmon de-
livered by telephone, as it was uttered, to
an cxtra audience at Manchester, thirty-
siX miles away. Not only was the preach-
mg thus overbeard, but the singing ofa
bymn was reproduced “almost perfectly,”
“the sonorous, voice of Dr. Mellor being
heard above that of the 4_'5[]:1':;4&“0)“.”
The prayer and the usual lessons were al-
80 thus communicated. The chigf defect
in the transmission arose from the inter-
ference of the ordinary messiges as they
passed through connccted wires, for they
occasionally drewned the preacher’s utter
ances. Some words were lost be Dr.
Mellor has a way of dropping Lis voice at
the end of a sentence, but this cause bad
doubtless led occasionaily to Like consé-
quences in the case of much ncarer audi-
tors. Another source of intcrruption was
due to the pusitiom of the telephone and
The instruwent
was concealed at his fect; and when, to
:-mphasize his words, he leaned over the
edge of the pulpit, his Manchester audi-
ence could not catch what he said. The

iaus

| experiment was, however, so far successful

that its general use seems practicable_
enough.”

period of this less
the golden can
visible supplies, s
depend for theig
human might or
success through
strumentalitice.

more . through ti
man throug

% God's cause is-

can

azents.” He can
ever be requires 1t
oil of the golden ¢
the Holy Spirit,
could p ur out as
7. O great moun
which arose arouny
deavor to restore t
positions abroad a
were hike a mounta
tertakes a noble w
pret to find obstas
plain. 8, “ Obstac
or arie: swept out F)f
side.” The
opposition
whyu the decree of

‘“mon

proved

Cv;wpl--tiun of the te
even 1ts enemies to
toit., Ezra b, 6. T
the copestone or ¢
the lust placed on tl
pleted building, |
bad accowpanied th
11), sc they were de




