after condemmning the limitation . of
‘free speech in Ireland and the resuli-
ing impri ént of bers, - pro-
ceeded as follows:—
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As a man who had lived
his life in an atmosphere
saturated with the doctrines
of English freéedom, he felt
all the more strongly the
degradation  involved in
‘those proceedings in Ireland.
Even in England he had
seen in late days an impair-
ment of the right of free
speech deeply to be deplor-
ed. There were sometimes
things said in Ireland which
he might regret, but that
was no reason why the main
foundation of the British li-
berties should be cut away.
Free speech was a jewel, ind
he held that the circum-
stances of Ireland were suzn
as ought to make this coun-
try very tolerant and very
lenient as to language em-
ployed by a long-suffering
people, very careful lz2fore
exceptional laws
brought into force.

were
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If English members could only 1val-
ise the dreadful conditions in which
the poorer classes in Ireland iived,
they would be amazed— not at ihe
occasional agitation and breaches of
the
patience and endurance of the peo
ple; and he was sure they would not
be so inhuman as to refusa
ment of their most unhappy lot,
What he had felt for a long time
was that Englishmen, responisible for
the Government of Ireland, must find
it very diflicult to reconcile to their
consciences their indifferonce to the
real grievances of the irish people.
How many English statesmun apart
from those actually for the moment
Irish ministers, but yet r.sponsibla
for the Government of Treland, had
ever visited it in any real sense? He
could not acquit those who nnder-
took that responsibility of yross neg-
lect of duty. They saw the
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features of the history of ths hun-
dred years; they saw the country
seething with wrong: they saw the
frightful, unprecedented, absolutoly
unexampled fact of half the popula-
‘tion, besides all the natural in-
crease, despite all its national aspi:-
tioms, despite itg passionate love of

~home and country disappearing. And -

yet, although living within a {altry
sixty miles of the country, they din
make: it the main study of 1heir

ves to find out what the conditions

re which produced those vesults,
remove them. No man  was

al ‘Statesman who did not

ey in the very first place’

aid redress of the Trish |

ity whi
py economical and socigl sta
forded to all classés to promo:
own interests did not dull,  instead
of intensifying zeal and interest 'in
public affairs. When they found a
of disaffection and disloy-
alty, such as existed in Ireland for a
long time, all history and experience
showed that that condition must
have a great and substantial cause.
Now was it not the greatest inter-
est of those whom he addressed, of
those who insisted on maintaining a
particular form of Government in
Ireland to which the people objected,
who refused to give the right of seli-
government, and who werd applying
remedies which the Irish \ members
thought were mere palliftives at
best, was it not their greagest inter-
ost and their double duty }
those gricvances? It wa
choly circumstance, that e'
Government set about ref
and redress at once, and work
gently at it for a long time,
progress must be slow at best. They
could not change the face of those
wretched congested districts and
other like places by Act of Parlia-
ment in a day. They had left the
people without hope; they had given
them no opportunities for thrift;
they had taught them no lessons of
providence; because the people had
nothing to accumulate; and, there-
fore, they would have to learn by
slow degrees the virtues of thrift and
providence. Their means were
rower and their lives barer
could be well conceived. They could
not he said to live; still less had
they a chance to save. Even if land
were bought for them and their hold-
ings were enlarged, unless their pow-
er of alienation were at first re-
strained, being without the training
of thrift or providence, the same
evils which at present existed might
be reproduced within a generation,
What a fatal stain did such a state
of things inflict on the reputation of
the great and prosperous controlling
Power! What was the position in
England? The people there had
learned largely thrift and provi-
dence. They were not afraid to en-
courage a man to buy, because they
knew he would not throw away his
purchase improvidently. In Ireland
those unhappy people of the congest-
ed districts might have to be treated
in their new capacity of owners more
or less as minors, because their con-
dition had been so wretched that
they had had no opportunity of
learning thrift or cherishing even the
idea of accumulation, unless by hard
work at English harvests to save up
a few pence to pay the landlord or
the shop debt. He saw the Chief
Secretary assenting; but did not he
perceive that his assent meant two
things; first, the condemnation of
that past English rule which had
suffered the creation of such a condi-
tion, and next the condemnation of
that present English rule which did
not at once and heroically set itself
to the business of those measures of
redress whose operation must at best
be far too slow? The longer they
would take to cure, the more imper-
ative the duty to vegn.

At
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With every desire to be just, he
could not acquit the Government, of
appalling responsibility. On the con-
trary, with the most carnest desire
to be fair he there acknowledged
he realized the justice and reason of
that disaffection existed in Ireland;
it; he was utterly unable to sdy that
it ought not to continue, until the
causes which created it were remov-
ed. He was there as one poor and
humble, but most sincere and earn-
est witness to the necessity of re-
moving the causes of that disaflec-~
tion. and of so promoting the bless-
ed day of reconciliation. He believed
that all the courses lately / pursued
by the Government were courses
which tended to intensify their dif-
culties in Ireland. He would sug-
gest to the Government that they
should take other ground. = They,
who said “'non possumus” as to self-
government for Ireland, had an ¢n-
ormously added. responsibility - with
reference to the condition of ‘the peo-

grant that the ears of members
might at length be opened, and that
their eyes might perceive the enorm-
ous weight of their responsibility. 11
théy would not let the people govern
themselves, which was the only radi-
cal and effective remedy, they ought,
at any rate, to do something to 1c-
dress the calamities under which
those poor creatures groaned. = But
he agreed with his hon. friend the
member for South Tyrone that by
the experience of a hundred years the
people had been taught the fateful
lesson that the only way to. . open
those eyes and to quicken those cars
was to agitate and make English
Government difficult in Irelana.=

It was of this speech that Mr. Mas-
singham, Parliamentary correspond-
ent of the London ‘‘Daily News,”
wrote ‘that it ought to be given the
widest possible circulation by the
Liberal Educational Bureau, The
speech was printed separately, and a
few copies have reached this coun-
try.

A Great Prelate Dead,

————

Wonderful has been the family of
Vaughan, in England, as a source
from which the Church has drawn
distinguished prelates. Two weeks
ago last Saturday Right Rev. Dr.
Vaughan, Bishop of Plymouth, Eng-
land, passed away in his eighty-
ninth year, at St. Augustine’s Pri-
ory, Newton Abbot. The London
“Universe’”’ thus speaks of the de-
parted Bishop:—

The venerable prelate, who was
deeply loved by his flock, went to
Newton Abbot about ten years ago;
his wish was to die in the care of
the Canonesses of St. Augustine’s
Priory, and this has been realized.
The end, which was more or less ex-
pected for some time, nevertheless,
came with tragic suddenness. On the
previous day Dr. Vaughan had a
seizure, and Drs, Scott and Mar-
grave, his medical attendants, were
summoned. Up to that time he was
apparently in his usual health — or
much the same as he had been for
some time. Feeling unwell, the
Bishop, who had enjoyed his dinner
and said prayers during the after-
noon, managed to call for assist-
ance. He was got to bed, but was
beyond human help, death claiming
him at twenty minutes to seven the
following morning. The Bishop re-'
mained conscious throughout the
night, and the last sacraments were
administered by the Rev. John Hig-
gins, chaplain of the convent. The
sad tidings weére immediately - wired
to the Right Rev. Dr. Graham, his
coad}utor and successor, Father Ed-
mund Vaughan, C.SS.R., his sole
surviving brother, who is a priest
at Clapham; Cardinal Vaughan, his
nephew; Father Bernard Vaughan, S.
J., also a nephew, and others. The
late Bishop was instrumental in
building- the Priory, and a  niece,
Miss May Vaughan, was prioress
there. This good lady, however,
has been dead nineteen years. There
was a Pontifical Requiem Mass sung
by Bishop Graham on Tuesday at
St. Augustine’s Priory. .

_of such a library.
And should it some d}a, become

ments of the public for which it js
expected to be a boon. As far as

ed—and that element represents the
vast majority of our population—the
library will be worse than useless,
unless it has, in every detail, the
unqualified approval of our episcopal
authority. We still have a vivid re-
collection of all the turmoil, diffi-
culties, and even irritating law-suits
that ' arose to disturb the public
mind and to finally efface the primal
cause thereof, when a certain public
library was established and carried
on in flict with 1
opinions. It ie easy enough for Mr,
Carnegie, considering his untold
wealth, to make a many-conditioned
donation: it is equally easy ror our
municipal representatives to decide
upon the acceptance of that gift and
upon the establishment of a public
library; but it is a very different
matter when they come down to the
practical question of selecting the
works that are to constitute the li-
brary. We readily concede that each
alderman imagines himself to be a
competent authority upon the pur.
chase of volumes suitable in every
sense for the public. But, without
wishing to convey any idea of dis-
paragement; we do not believe that
any one public man to-day possesses
the necessary qualifications to pro-
perly perform such a duty, nor do
we think that any coramittee created
for that purpose unless it is prepar-
ed to submit its labors to higher
censorship, is competent to safe-
guard the social, moral, religious
and educational interests of the peo-
ple in“the matter of a public li-
brary.

In this connection we will take the
liberty of quoting a couple of pass-
ages from an admirable essay, by
Thomas Davis, the great Irish Pro-
testant journalist, essayist and
poet. Sixty years ago last month
Davis wrote as follows:—

jiastical

‘“Carlyle says that a library is
the true university of our days,
where every sort of knowledge is
brought together to be studied; but
the student needs guides in a li-
brary as much as in the university.
He needs light and classification. Let
a boy loose in a library, and if he
have years of leisure and a creative
spirit, he will come out a master-
mind. If he have the leisure without
the original \spring he will become a
book-worm—a useful help, perhaps,
to his neighbors, but himself a very
feeble and poor creature. For one
man who gains weapons from idle
reading, we know twenty who lose
their simplicity without getting
strength, and purchase cold recollec~
tions of other men’s thoughts, by
the sacrifice of nature.”

This again is all very true, but
still more applicable to our present
purpose is what follows:—

P X

“Just -as men are bewildered and
lost from want of guides in a 1i-
brary, so-are others from an equal
want of direction in the purchase of
one. Worse than the loss of money,
are the weariness from reading dull

lan accomplished ‘fact, we have not |/
the faintest doubt regarding its cer-
If.am failure to meet all the require-

the Catholic element is to be affect~

(By a Regular Contributor.)

Heretofore I have been - writing
about ‘‘old time remeniscences,” and
while my stock is far from being ex-
hausted, still I fear that = they
might become monotonous; conse-
quently I will turn, for a while, to
“‘old letters.’”” I have a goodly few
of them; and they are nearly all of
considerable
Before, however, opening my drawer
and taking out those bundles of pre-
cious communications—all written by
hands that have long since heen
trackless in the grave—I will
a chapter in a comparatively

historical importance.

recall
new

work,

Reader have “ Craw-
ford?’’ It is by Mrs. Gaskell, and is
published by Caldwell Co.,
York and Boston. I have no special

interest in mentioning these facts; I

you read

New

am not an agent for the work, I do
not know who Mrs. Gaskell is,
I never heard of the publishing house
until I saw the name on the title

page of the little volume before me,
But if you have not read “Craw-
ford,” you should read it. These is
no sensationalism about ‘the' story;
I doubt if it can be properly called
a story. It is, nevertheless, most
delightfully home-like picture of an
English country village and the so-
ciety therein found, that it has ever
been my privilege to read, 'I’he charm
ol the work grows upon the reader,
and T believe that nine out of every
ten who have read it will go back
to it for a second reading. I am go-
ing to preface my few articles un
““Old Letters’’ by reproducing a por-
tion of a chapter from ‘‘Crawford,”’
which bears the same title.

and

It runs thusi—

‘I have often noticed that almost
every one has his own individual
small economies—careful habits of
saving fractions of pennies in somie
one peculiar direction—any disturb-
ance of which annoys him more than
spending shillings or pounds on some
real extravagance,” * * % Now
Miss Matty Jenkyns was chary of
candles. We had many devices  to
use as few as possible. In the win-
ter. afternoons she would sit xnit-
ting for two or three hours — she
could do this in the dark or by the
firelight—and when I asked if T
might not ring for candles to finish
my wri ds, she told
me to keep blind man's holiday,
® * % One night, I remember this
candle economy particularly annoyed
me. I had been very much tired of

ctitehi

and - shallow books, the corrup

from . reading vicious, estravagant,

and confused books, and the waste

my pulsory s
day,” especially as Miss Matty
Afallen asleep, and I did not. like

| tore that evening, though T

y ‘blind ‘man’s  holi- |
ad

m acket wiip
it directly, o

m OVer separutcly,
It letter out of

was be-

¢ould
hardly tell why. The letters Werp
as  happy as letters could be—at
least those early ones were. There
was. in them a vivid and  inyon,
sense  of the present time, whijcp
seemed g0 strong ana full, as it ¢
could never pass away, ana a9 1t the
warm living hearts that so cxprusq;
Ped themselves could never die, and
be as nothing to tne sunny earth, Y
should have felt less melancholy, |
believe, if the letters had been more
s0. I saw the tears stealing down
the well-worn furrows of Miss Mat-
ty’s cheeks, and her spectacles often
wanted wiping, I trusted at last
that she would light the other can-
dle, for my own eyes were rather
dim, and I wanted more light to see
the pale-faded ink; hut no, even
through her tears, she saw and re.
membered her  little
ways.””

economical

And the letters were all read, and
““we must burn them, T think,”” saiq
Miss Matty; ‘“‘no one will care for
them when I am gone.” “‘And one
by one she dropped them into the
middle of the fire, watching each
blaze up, die out, and rise away, in
faint, white, ghostly semblance, up
the chimney, before she gave another
to the same fate.’’

I cannot tell why I have copied out
these disjointed extracts, unless it
be that I was struck by the strange
coincidence of reading ‘“‘Crawford’”
on the very night that I had made
up my mind to go over all my col-
lection of Old Letters, I have read
& couple of hundred of them and
have consigned the nine-tenths of
them to the flames, possibly for the
Same reason as that given by Miss
Matty—namely, that ‘‘no one will
care for them when I am gone.” But
amongst them I found about twenty
that I can never bring myself to de-
stroy, because they were written by
friends whose memories shall cver
be cherished, and whose pens : had,
at one time or another, traced sen-
timents that deserve to be perpetu-
ated. Apart from that score of o.d
letters, T have come upon a bund'e
of correspondence, the writers being
men and women, who have piay-d
conspicuous parts in history of the
past century. F¥From these I purpose
selecting a few that I will cive to
the readers of the “True Witurss.”
As an illustration of the sentiment
that prompts me to go over again
those old letters, I will take vne out
of the bundle, and allow i to serve
as an introduction. It is as follows:

House of Commons,
“Ottawa, 17th March, 1594.

“My Dear—

“Greeting on Ireland’s patronal
feast. I have a sprig of real sham-
rock, sent me from a Wicklow va.e,
which I sport on my breast to-duy.
Do you know that I always consi-
dered the breast and pot the hat, or
cap, the proper place for a shamrock
on 8t. Patrick’s Day? It seems to
'me that over the heart, and not up-
on 1 ' ild the emblem ap-
2 pay fail in its judg-
to err— hut «n
y love

t, ray Doy
contents, no
. it may

: ;ﬁjhh rebnl-
of the

b0 that

now conﬂnﬂ. on
which I have ir

on in the uplifting
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| English language. The
.wntinues. >
No nationa can atord
4ts ballads. They are &
;portion of its history—t
L forts of its civilization.
b rocord of & nation’s ball
ithe history of i:»B progre
L {riumphs—or itg’ decay a
he shepherd g'rumi h:
! ceful valley, the
‘; ‘1:: men to bnttl_e, tl
¢ defeat, or the rapture
he throbbing of broken
‘dle happiness of successf
b iese will be the inspirati
ion’s infant poet.ry.. Fai
| agination will have little
bt all will be a8 simple &
“' the unsophisticated hei
wople, Nature offers
ions in gloomy w?ods
ountains reposing in he
peauty, while the feelingﬁ_‘
Rive life animate thom wi
jngs of emotion. As so
ances, the language of p
1o hetter defined and mor
Jed. Thought will g.row n
\0uS, and will require & <
fng degree of elevation an
ness of vxpression.' The
pallad will follow quickly
'guy dawn of the legendar
foral literature of a nati
\cy. The adversities of life
Filop their strain of sorrow.
he inspirations of nature
jgcm‘l for flights of fancy
dnation, poetry loses its
Mimpulse, and its most att
fluence. Nature is thrown
sart—the flush of health for
Flist's coloring—and the
dheauty of life for the grac
Fdalus. The warmth of em
_.:supplantud by the eold glit
bey; and that poetry wh
f swayed the hearts and ki
b enthusiasm of the multit
decomes a fashionable toy
of quality. The soul of
bparts with its simplicity ai
The ballad is a species of
;WU‘)\ short, and pithy,
\its structure and language
bin its incidents, consistent
dates, costume, and colori
ful in its ease and beauty,
eet in all its parts. It
“first record of the events
faws  of all nations. ' Its
imusic assisted the memo
popularized whatever know
ielothed, Though at first
pstructure and unpolished i
Fsion, it soon rose with
beivilization, and became a)
1t element of power. It s
tlowly origin, assumed all
portance of history, all th
ftion of romance, and all t
md dignity of poetry:. Tt
it vehicle of instruction,
st perpetuation of thou
parent of literature, '
Oidies of the wandering mi
were ballads borrowed
bic of Homer. The epic, ¥
& development of the ball
fin broken up into its
Beits for the accompanime
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