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Unon—also that nothing but union could save the country,
and alluding to the contrariness of so many of his fellow-
fountrymen, that the existence of two independent Parlia-
ments had gradually led to their complicated and grievous
sufferingg,
by He also pointed out the mischievous results of reforms
‘10ught about by veiled rebellion, which, in 1732, created
fl‘&ttnn’s Parliament. (Prior to that time—on the authority
of Arthur Young—Ireland was steadily progressing, his
10(:211( abounds in instances. of large improx{emgnts by land-
of t\S>. LOI_‘d Clare also dilated upon the nuscl‘uevous results
matt‘;lol Parliaments upon the Re_genc_y question and other
othe ers, the two Legislatures being in opposition to each
ah, r. He d1sposes' of Mr. Gladstone’s persevering fiction
out. Lord Fitzwilliams’ mandate in 1795. The Earl of
h OSe'bel"y~t,he late Premier—has in his Life of Pitt done
e like.  But Gladstone’s historical myths like cats have
Nine ljves.

Petitsle indignant}y (.ien'ounced. the circpluted stereotyped
o on of t}we anti-unionists which conmlned'the false asser-
o E;Ln.ent Grattan’s Parliament, *¢ wnder which onr coundry

seath, wherio prospered  beyond example.” These words so

Sentgmsly- denounced by Lord Clare, ('}]ads_tone falsely repre-

s {;has his st:yttements. Unbiassed, 1_nte111genb readers will
the » at Clare’s regretful and foreboding .speech was exactly
was 'e\ferse of what Gladstone represents it to have been. It
Etct: 'Jer-emm(!——not as alleged an historical hosa.nn:\,. The

ing mcgpltikl‘ly }lluﬁtrnm (Gladstone’s method of nnsr('zpresent—
au iel agonistic history. H'e finally called upon his noble

A Nice to vote for the union and they patriotically re-
Sponded,

to fez\leh(jn Celtic Treland again Dx'O(_luces such a man as h'e,
oun ‘Iile}ssly speak the truth to h{s‘tell()w-coun'trymen, it will

ing r: seyond all present probability. The Irishare a rally-

o b( C‘e, but they need a true man to lead them.' To give
on eh’tl results such a man ought to be a Catholic. How

“ I’é(;“ 1 t’he mournful ery of the genius of Treland continue,

ness. nted !« great Irishman” 7 There can be no true great-

3 without the work-a-day Commandments (Protestant

» 8th and 9th), but such a one would reinstate them in

relang,

Lord Clare was the greatest man that the old race pro-

e"er(]lo up to the beginning of this century, and his name will

€ classed among those of great patriotic statesmen.

Fairpray Rabicar.

duCe

thi P.S.— Those who do not hind Tur Wrex should cut
S out for their scrap-book. Not 1 1m 1,000 knows any-

thi . .
; Ing of Lord Clare’s great speech which is so full of reliable
NIormation,
*
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My Absent Ilost: An Experience in
Jamaica.

}[ERE in Jamaica, in the shade of a gigantic cotton-
of; wood tree and surrounded by the luxgriant growth
thm’croplcal forest, with the sun pouring its fierce rays
ous ug]h the tangled undergrowth, reflected in many gorge-
rell‘co ours unknown in more Vnorthern climes, it is hard to

alze that this is Christmas Day as we know it at home.
hi hThe hill on which T am sitting, a thousand feet or so
W%c:h COl"nmand..s a magnificent view of Kingston harbor in
ang lie sleepily at anchor the war ships of various nations,
o onflfe"Chant craft from all over the world, seeking cargoes
o “Ollee, cocoa, pimento, bananas, oranges, and logwood.
: Syr(lmd the red roofs of Port Royal, the Caribbean Sea with
grim “mb(.%rless reefs and cays, huge rocks standing out like
earthsentlnals of the narrow passages to that whll-om hell on
blood’ the home and stronghold of the ﬁf}rce pirates and
ang )}'1 -buccaneers of long ago, through wh_lch not a few gal-
the Ss ips laden. with pieces-of-eight and priceless spoils from
theirpamsb Main threaded the tortuous way in the wake of
of g merciless captors, whose deeds have been the subject
any a thrilling story but of whom the worst was never
ndie ort Royal, once ¢ the ﬁnes? town .in the West
a naVS 1a.nd tihe richest spot on eat:tah,’ now exists merely as
by o éi sta.t_lon with a fort and sz.ulors hospital, surrounded
great &W miserable hovels, but still the abode of vice. The
ot earthquake in 1692 destroyed at}d al.m'ost submerged
gree OWn, of which the ruins are still visible under the
N Water. There is story told in the Guide Books of a
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man “ who was swallowed up by the carthquake and by vhe
providence of God was, by another shock, thrown into the
sea and miraculously saved by swimming until a boat took
him up. He lived many years after in great reputation,
beloved by all who knew him and much lamented at his
death.” T visited his grave at Green Bay, so there can be
no question as to the authenticity »f the story.

The hospitality of the Jamaican planter is proverbial
and during my visit to the island T received many marks of
kindness at their hands; but one case in particular is,
perhaps, worth narrating, being rather interesting on ac-
count of its novelty.

T had left Kingston early one morning without very
definite ideas as to destination or direction, allowing my
pony, a small wiry beast peculiar to the country, sure-footed
as an ass and eminently adapted to climb the steep hills and
endure the intense heat, to choose the way. That way led
through “ Mona,” one of the few large sugar estates still in
operation. Owing to the difficulty in obtaining the
continuous labour necessary for the cultivation of cane
coolies are imported by the government from the Fast Indies
and hired out to planters. They are of much slighter build
than the Jamaica negro and cannot match him for work
when he feels like it, but that is not often.

After fording the Hope River, a zig-zag bridle-path
makes an abrupt ascent of the foot-hills of the famous Blue
Mountains. A heavy shower of rain, T supposed one of those
sudden squallscommon in these latitudes, induced me to seek
shelter under a mango tree, but the down-pour continued and
I was soon wet to the skin, so I determined to push upwards,
knowing there was no house for miles behind me and trust-
ing there might be one further ahead. I am at a loss to
describe the changing heauties of the scenery developed by
each bend in the path, the lovely colours of the foliage drip-
ping with crystal, the stately palms, the waving bamboos,
yam plots, reminding one of the Kent hop gardens, the
mountain side covered with verdure and gay with the
brightest tints, here and there little waterfalls flowing from
the heart of the mountain through delightful grottos, laugh-
ingly losing itself among the maidenhair and hartstongue to
reappear on the face of the bare rock, passing again out of
sight with a pleasant gurgling sound on its way to the wind-
ing river below, sparkling in the sunshine, gleefully rushing
in cascades over its stoney bed to the ocean ; above, the
purple peeks coyly hiding their heads in the clouds, inviting
the traveller to penetrate their ether veil.

Upward and stili upward I climbed for an hour or more
before seeing any sign of human habitation, when a sudden
turn brought me to a negro hut. My knock was answered
by a black girl, barefooted, her petticoats hitched up in the
peculiar style of the women here and a coloured handker-
chief wrapped around her head. From her I learned that
¢ Massa Duncan,” a white planter, lived about a mile further
on. Following her directions, in due time I reached a roomy-
looking cottage, with roses, honeysuckle, and jasmine, sur-
rounded by rims of stone outhouses, an old mill, a rum-
still, a delapidated-looking well and other relics of a once
prosperous sugar estate. But the place seemed deserted.

« Massa Duncan not at home, sar,” was the news that
presently greeted my appearance. This wasa dilemma I was
not prepared for, but I was wet and I was hungary, so bid-
ding the darkie lead my horse under cover, I took the liberty
of inviting myself into * Massa” Duncan’s abode. It was
late in the afternoon ; the place was miles away from every-
where. I was in for it now. There was a dash of adventure
about the whole business, so I determined to see it through.

« Massa ” Duncan was apparently a bachelor ; anyway
there were no signs of anything feminine about, hut many
evidences to the contrary, so I plucked up courage, decided
to do the best I knew how, under the circumstances, and
proceeded to makq myself at home, comforting myself with
the reflection that if * Massa” Duncan did turn up he could
only kick me out. A tour qf investiggtion discovered some
dry clothes which I appropriated, not, indeed, without many
misgivings when T found that the collar of the shirt was
several sizes too large for me, thfa trousers somewhat
long in the leg, and the sleeves of the jacket nceded turnin,g
up to prevent them falling over my knuckles. ‘ Massa ”
Duncan was a bigger man than I, that was certain, and I
trembled in my borrowed slippers. Still, with a creepy feel-
ing, of course only the result of my recent soaking, I
tempted fate. It was was neck or nothing now and I con-




