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standing, in somo places ton and twelve
fcet high. 0f the lands thiat seo the
Atlantic wavo thoir mnoru restore, it wvas
the lovcliest. Butt lie had net yet sen the
prarios. I-is xîoxt lutter,' a more scrftp, iii-
formed us ho .litd startod. for the west.
lit was the last word wve lîearà if him foi'
a whlole t-velvenionth. 1-ad ho forgotten
us î \Vas lie dead ? At length, on the
very day Dada died, '%vo got a letter of
which the following is an oxtract:

l It rains ai-d the -,vind is nover weary.
Yet 1 like it for it is not the uniform ride
as with you in Ireland. I don't know
any mnusic swveeter than tho patter of
the raim on the shinglos if it ho not the
patter of littie foot un the floor, (hoe had
boon married about eigyhteen months or
se>. 1 have often gone tu bed under the
shingles twe hours oaclier te hear it, and
slopt far soonor than I wanted, Il-imbre
juvante."

My littie -%indow in the gable of a slim
wooden habitation looks out upon the
prarie. At length my eyes have
seen the land!1 Liko the empire
wliich- Cyrus covoted, it stretches te
where mon cannot livo for the beat, and
te -%vhere they cannot live for tho celd, it
is as wide as east and w'est, a land flowving
with niilk and hoeoy. 0 Gode if I wvere
au Arab and net, a Colt, Nvhat a country
this would ho for me 1 And yet twe
million Colts have ne other home; inany
of thoni are riche se are tho oitceast Jews
iii the land of thoir oppressors, but 1 have
yet te, meot fhe Irish-born Colt, who, cau
say, Ilhure is nmy rosting' place, here, I
amn happy." I spoak net of that pariahi
host doomned to everlasting ignorance and
crime il, the dons of New York and
Philadoîphia, or of that pandemoniac crew
damned te the docks and the holds of tho
Mississippi steamiboats-0, God, that
over yeur peor Irisli -voro doemned te 800
the Mississippi! Yet, aies ! ovon a dearor
race, for thieir sins, once wept for seventy
years «by the Nvaters of Babylon, and now,
for sins of stili deeper dye, are living
the veryf Iistory of the twe, million homo-
less Irish of America. 0, God, and
patient Judos, 1 0, Erin mavournîn
equal in fate, if net in reown, shahl ever
thiy -children, perfectod by sufferings,
again bo gatheu-ed together unto thee ?

For my part, dear auint, I ca;lnot, O, 1
cannot think of boin g swvallewed up iii
this maelstrom of demiocracy. It is -in
institution altogether alien te the Celtic
heart net yet utterly domoralized.
lIt inay ho native te, tho Saxon, predes-
tinated te indivitival freodom auid open
community -with overy type of Imun
life, but for that raco which like the ivy
ever clings te wvhat is anciont, whichi ie-
mains for ever the saine while all is
changing around it, it is ne home at all
any more than the wide ompty walls of a
Syriîan caravanisary."

Poor Philip ! It -was evident thit a
change liad corne ovor the spirit of his
youing dreain.

When wo Nwere inibibing« our ideas of
the west fromt Longfellow, our cousin liad.
imained that it -,vas only niecessary te
lay te, heart the warniing advice of Basil
the blacksmith.

"Beware of the foyer, ihy friends, bewaro of
the fever."

AIes ! the foyer wmis in Philip's Irish
heart, and neither the quintessence of
Peruvian Bark iler a spider shut up in. a
nutshell, could ever do it any geod.

An extreet from another lotter reada
thus :-

"lYeu think we are ail sworn brothers
in this boasted land of equality-why,
aunit, they hato us hiere worso tha-n thiey
do in tendon and Liverpool. 1 will give
you this ono significant preof. lIn al
tis great IRepublic that I have soon, fî'om
New York te San Francisco, I nover
knew or hieard of a muan of Irish birth
attain te tho most paltry civie distinction,
unlessbybriberyera largomajorityof Irish
votes. Mako whvlat yo.. likeoeut of tliat.

You say, ' the Irish mnust ho content
enougli with t-ho Newv World when they
write home such glewing accounts of it,
ar i when such numbors are crowding te

The truth is, that te tho peor, hiaif-
starved Irishi imniigrant it ip a land of
plonty, contrasted with the one hoe lias
left. lit is new% and wondorful, and ho
cannot help tellingr bis friends, with more
or loss exaggeration, that it is se, oven
when something whispers te, his heart, it
is net the place for hlm.
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