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FAITHFUL AND BRAVE.

AX ORIGINAL STORY.
—0—
(From the Dublin Weekly Freeman)
—0—
cHAPTER Iv.—(Continued.)

«“Y do not care to kmow what his polities
may be, but it js just like his quill-driving im-
pudence to make his property of the girl before
my very eyes. It is too bad, Kate. There,

I weat up to ask her for a galop, but thourh I
had full sail on, off she went, scudding down
the room with that mast,”

“ Why, Harry, he is na taller than youare.”

«Bah ! he looks so; heis thinner than I
am, a poplar, while I am a sturdy tree, like my
ship, made of oak.”

“Yes, Harry, you are an oak of Qakfield,
but poor Mr. Courtenay is not a pop-u-lar maa,
Stand firm, and like your ship be Undaunt-
ed)” *

T would stick to .my ship while there was
a plaok left, and lightly I will not abandon my
hope ;" wag Hurry's reply, whispered in 4 tone
rendered deep by intense fecling. )

Kate!s gloved hund rested lightly on his arm,
and her violet eyes looked her sympathy, as
she said ruietly; “You have my heartfelt
wishes, Harry, dearest, I know your seerct, I
koew it from the first, but do not let others
coin gossip from your actions. Ask Eda for
The Lancers, Mr. Courtenay isengaged to me,
and it is the next dance on the list,” she said,
glancing at the little perfumed programme.

“The Lancers!” With the best of inten-
tions Kate had unwittingly awakened the dear-
est of all sweet memories to poor Hurry, whose
thoughts flew back regretfully to that bright
morning when he first saw Eda tripping
through the garden walks, However, he did
his best to look cheerful, and walking over to
where Eda was restiog, he inquired, ¢ Youare
not engaged, are you Birdie? You have not
given me hulf the dances you promised,” and
his merry eyes looked wistfully into her fuce.

Was she blind that she did not sec the great
love she had won? Was she deaf that she did
not disceru Love in every tonc? Yes, there
are times when we all prove blind to the kind
gifts God showers upon us.

The young sailor did his best to be gay and
cheerful, but ho felt with a keen pang that
Edua's thoughts were oot for himself, but kept
wandering off to the reserved man daneiog
with Kate,

The hours sped on too swifly for the merry
duncers, who felt no inclination to welcome
Aurora, when she cast her golden shafts of
sunlight over the dark woods of Onkfield do-
main,

"Phe guests one by onc departed, all except
Aylmer Courtenay, who at the last moment had

. been induced by Mark to stay, ¢ You want a
holiday, old fellow, come now you must stay,

and make yourself agreeable to the ladies. Asip

to your trups, they shail be here before bresk-
fast; I will send at once for them,”

Eda's eyes scoonded Mark's request, and 80
it came to pass that Aylmer was a guest at
Onkfield, .

“ Good night, but not good-bye, Miss Hamil-
ton,” he said, pressing her hand. ¢ You sec
I have been conquered, but not by Mark;” he
added, in a whisper. ' _

: ' A

For an instant the trusting eyes glanced up
at him, gladdening his heart with the uncon-
cealed joy they betrayed. That glance, swift
ag the lightning flash, lived in Aylmer's recol-
lection as Jong as his words were remembered
by Eda,

Half-a-dozen menningless little words, uttered
in tones that conveyed a prcat deal, were dwelt
upon with a lingering fondness by Kda, and
the last murmur breathed by her ere sinking
to rest was “ Good might, but not good-bye, I
shall see him to-morrow.”

GHAPTER V. .
A military band had been announced, in the

| tashionable intelligence, to perforiz at Bray,

county Wioklow, and Lady Bimdon’s party,
cansisting of her two sons, Eda, Kate, and Mr.
Courtenay, had gone down by an carly traia from
Dublin,

The morning was devoted to adrive through
the Glen of the Downs, to visit the Devil's
Glen; that beautiful spot, unfortunately so
little frequented by tourists. Lda had often
wished to see this glen, which Mrs. Hemaos,
in her diary, regrets has so peculiar a name.—
The name, however, cannot deteriorate from
the rare loveliness of this ecenic gem of Wick-
low, and Eda was caraptured with its pictures-
que ruggedness,

“ I do not wonder at the great love you have
for your country,” she exclaimed, turning to
Mcr. Courtenay, ‘¢ there is so much beauty on
every side, with so much variety, that the eye
is never wearied by sameness. 1 often wish I
had a particular elaim upon some country or
other, but you know I am only half:English
apd halt-Irish. T was born in India and cdu-
cuted in Germany, so thut my sympathies are
necessarily divided. However, I must admit
England never stirred my enthusiusm as beau-
tiful Ireland does.”

¢ Then Eda you have buried your prejudices
alonz with your ignorance of Ireland and its
inhabitants" said Mark; * you were once nut
fuvorably impressed with us.”

Kate glanced at Edu's flushing frece, and
aguin, as once before, ecame to the rescuc of
ber little cousin. * Do not tuke an unfair ud-
vantage, Murk, “let the dead past bury its
dead,” with all its crude. opinions.”

“Tadeed, I am very sorry for what I said,
but us you are strong be merciful, Mark, and
let us have a truce for ever with regurd to dis-
agrecuble reminiscences. Don't Jet the people
koow what a little fool I wus,” pleaded Kda,

“Yes, God has. truly blessed the land with
beauty,” interrupted Aylmer Courtenay.”

“ But for all that” Bda quickly replied,
“you [rish are not content.”

“ Content! how cun we be coutent?” ex-
claimed Kate, # We Irish have a country, yct
have it not. We only retain its unsaluble
beauty; our neighbors eannot import that us
they do the produce of ¢ England’s kitchen gar-
den.’ ” .
¢ Yet, Miss Vero, the very scenery, so peace-
fully ealm, or so ruggedly grand, is the natural
incentive to patriotism. What Irishwan could
raze upon a scene like that before us without
feeling his breast swell with the consciousness
of devotion to his native land? We are all
from root to braneh, imbued with the most in-
tense poetry of fueling, und ‘our hearts ache
agzain for frecdom in the country to which our
fondést sympathics and recollections cling. Oh!
Liberty, Liberty, life is but a living death
without thee.  As uatrammelled, unshackled
freedom is necessary to the heulth of the body,
so perfect and unrestrained freedom is the first
erand requircment of the soul npd mind.—
What ean possibly be more degrading than the
yoke of constraint and surveillance? It not
only lowers us in the sight of our fellows, but
nlso in our own. Forced to subjection, com-
pelled to grovel, we lose our sclf-esteem and
self-relivnce,  Is it any wonder, then, if a spirit
of lawless, uncurbed recklessness rises up within
our souls, whieh ruas riot over good principles,
sweeps away good resclutious, and reduces the
virtue of religion to a mere word.”

A, yes, liberty is a joyful thing; I would
not cven cage a bird,” cried Eda. ¢ Onee I
was made a present of a beautiful -white sea-
gull, and very proud I was of my strange,
feathered pet. But when I.began to think
how I was to prevent him flying off, I must suy
I was greatly perplexed, One day, chancing
to sce u goat, sccurely tied to a stake by the
roadside, the iden struck me thut I would try
a similar plan with Juck, for so I had named
the bird, after. its' domor. ~Accordingly I
tethered him by the leg to a stake in the ground
and when I used to walk there I would drag
oor Juck in a truly tyrannical fushion, Well
do I remember the tugs he used to give, ns be
hopped ufter me on_one leg. Even now I see
before mo his wistful eycs, full of mute sup-
plication for frecdom, or at least exemption
from those constitutional promenades fo which
T used to treat him, with the wuvowed object of
taming him. One morning I was attructed by
an unusuul oise on Juck's part, wlo in general
used to bewail his sorrows in & most melancholy

»

rand lugubrious croak. The notes now were
changed from their plaintive character to a
most deflant manifestation, and lookiug out of
my window I saw the full cause Juck had for
his glee. The little cord had slipped from off
his leg, once aguin be was free, flupping and
croskiog with joy ia his new-found indepen-
dence. I ran to make bim fast, but before I
reached the spot he was in mid-air, revelling in
his freedow, soaring, souring upward uatil he
seemed to reach the very beavea with his white
wings. That was the last I saw of Jack, and
one triumphat shriek, a8 much as to say, “ Try
that if you can,” was the only u dieu of that
bird upon whieh I had lavished so much eare.
I often think if I were 2 mar—an Irishman—
I would muke a good patriot, for Jack taught
me that subjeotion is a very bitter trial. Now,
when I think of wrong or oppression I in-
cline to the weaker side, and someway its
cause becomes identified with my fondest hopes.
Yos, as you once said, Kate, ¢ Liberty and
country,’ is a noble watchword.”

#1 am afraid I must ask your uncle to in-
struct both you and Kate in sound politics,”
remarked Lady Biadon, with a smile. I ra-
ther fear you are in advance of the age. Come,
Mark, as your futher's representutive, what do
you say to the mattor ?*’

“Well, mother, if the blicd leud the
blind, both shall fall into the diteh,
aed you know I amno lover of politics. Be-
sides, these horses ure too skittish to admit of
me discussing the rival merits of Consorvatives
and Liberals. Were I to do so, we would ull
be in a real ditch,"

““Party spirit is the curse of a country,”
blurted out Harry. ¢ We are well enough let
alone. TIreland would be wretched for ever if
England let her adrift,  'Why, there would be
one thousund and onc factions teuring away at
cuch other,  Yet, after all, it would not be a
bad venture of policy if England would let Tre-
land shift for herself. Like the Kilkenny eats,
the Irish would eat cuch other to the tails, and
g0 gloriously end internal squubbles,”

“Yes, we Irish are a turbulent race,” re-
sponded Courtenay, “ Broken into fagtions,
convulsed by division, and yet in everything
cluiming the deepest sympathy which the geve-
rous can give."

“ But, Mr. Courtenay,” said Lady Bindon,
“ the present state of the country is really
shocking; the Saspension Act is in force, and
the Feniang in Dublin, I am assured, are ac-
tually receiving eighteen-pence a day., Be-
sides there aro ammmnense numbers, who are not
in the receipt of pay who have the promise of
receiving ten aeres of' land each eventually.—
Not later than yesterday, a gentleman from the
county Gulway, 2 Mr. O'Connor, told me that
the furmers would not do anything. ¢ What's
the good 7' they suy, *we may not reap the
benefit.' To muke wmatters worse, I sce by
the pupers the Constabulury are resigning i
large numbers, Apropos of Mr. O'Connor, I
believe he lives near your father’s place. Do
you know him ?"

“ You mean Edwin Q'Connor, J. P., I pre-
sume? Yes, by repute, Lady Bindon, but
ot personally, I recollest one day, at a coun-
try station waiting for the train, ¢ That's ould
O'Connor,’ suid a big, fricze-conted countryman
to another broad-shouldered fellow. ¢Thrue
for ye, so it is Q'Couner, the inagistrate.,'—
¢ Magistrate,” echoed the other, ¢ begor, he's
the cruckedest ould stick that iver I seen.—
Didn't he give it agin the Widdy Lynch ? as
dacent a woman as iver drew breath—for by
the same token, he covited the poor crathure’s
bit of a holdn’, that ivery won ov her childre
was born in, for a run for his sheep. Och!
bud he's the fine man intirely, J. 1., and all
ad he is 7"

“ You surpriseane,”’ exclaimed Tiady Bindon,
¢ I thought he was such a kind man; I am
astonished to hear he is so unpopular,”

A smile passed between Kate and Harry at
the word, and their thoughts flew back to the
night when Kate had spoken of the handsome
Courtenay, as being ¢ unpopular.”

« A kind man truly, as far as outward show
goes,” continued Courtensy, ¢ but he has ne-
glected cultivating a friendly feeling with his
tenantry, The Irish peasantry can be won by
kindoess, not gold, There stands 2 cottage be-
fore you, in which my dear old nurse lives,
who would sooner.see her right hand cut off
than evil happen to me, her foster-son. Yes,
if I count one true friend, it is Nurse Kava-
nagh, who lives in that unpretending cottage,
wear Bray Head.” |

Bray Iisplanade was crowded; not only had
the sojourners at that fushionable watering-
pluce nsserobled, but many had come down
from Dublin to get a breath of the sea breeze
and hear the splendid band of the regiment.

«T fear,” said Lady Bindon, alighting from
the waggonette, * weo have -missed some of the
music.”

T hardly think so, aunt; it s only half:
past four, Music we can often enjoy, but such

exquisite scenery is a rare treat.”

“T am glad you liked your drive, Kda,"” ro- | the stage, Mr. 0'Brien, Tresident of the Ab-

plied her aunt. ¢« Mark has ordered dinner at | DNew £
- marks, presented him with a Shamrock, grow-

Breslin’s, and we must cateh the halfpast
seven train, as the carriage will be waiting for
us at Harcourt-strect terminus. It will be ten
o'clock before we reach Q:klicld; your uncle
would be uneasy were we luter.” '

Poor Harry! this day, like the night of the
ball, was a failure with him. After handing
the ladies out of' the waggonette, he turned, in
the hope of being Idu's escort in the. promen-
ade, but agrin he found Mr. Courtenay had
forestalled him,

“So, Harry, the young people have left us
to wulk together,” continued Lady Bindoen,
with a loving glance at her sailor-boy, us she
took his arm. «T am extremely sorry to see
Yda inclining so much to Mr. Courtenay's
opinious. I am glad his visit terminates to-
morrow, for what would Colonel Hamilton say
to his daughter imbibing such deploruble
views 7"

“ Uncle Hamilton will never blane [da. or
ug, for her visit or its consequences, His
danghter could never harbor a thought that
would grieve him. T must say I wanted to
walk with her to-day, though. mother dear, 1
am right proud to do the dutiful to you. Now
we will enjoy ourselves und tuke the goods the
gods send.”

Side by side stood Mark and Kate, the soft
seu breeze wafting Verdt's beautiful * Infelice™
to their cars, and not until its thrilling melody
had died away did either speak; then Mark
broke the silenee, ¢ T know I nm proud, Kate,
I know 1 am suspicinus, but I fancied no mat-
ter whut others thought, you at least would do
me justice. It is not my fault that a barricr
of reserve has arisen between us, {for since your
return from FKnglund you have not even been
cousiuly.  What have I done?” he added,
“how have I offended you? You can't deny
that your munner i3 different since the even-
ing you returned. Why, Kate, why will you
not be the same dear sister of' old, to whom all
my boyish sorrows were told? You wonder
2t me speaking now, but you are always busy
for every onc und with every one, but me.”

“I am always rendy to do anything,” hix
cousin briefly answered, ' always ready to be
a sympathising listener. I think you overrute
what you dignily by the name of a burrier. 1
am the same dear sister as of old.”  That term
had grated harshly on her éur, hence there was
a slight tinge of sarcasm in Kate's tone, an in-
timation Mark was not slow to perccive, and
thus his efforts to merd matters only ade
them worse,

“ Kate sincerely loved Jida, but as * the
hend is cver the dupe of the heart,” ridiculons
notions will somctimes enter the wisest heads,
and she had taken a fancy that Mark, too, had
fallen u captive to the winning graces of his
Euglish cousin. Kate Vero was keeping the
promise she made to herself on the uight
of the ball, of being proud tes. One re-
lenting word, one kind look, and Mark would
have whispered the words her heart sought for.
No word was spoken, no look repaid Mark for
Lis cffort at reconcilintion, and Kate's bitter
gecret tears paid the penalty of foolish pride.

How very olten the term “ party ol plen-
sure” is a misnomer. Of the six people who
drove away from ()akficld thut morning in high
glee at the anticipated cnjoyment, who,in point
of fuct, reaped wunalloyed pleasure? Harry
had looked forward to the company of Ilida,
and.Aylmer had forestalled him. This cir-
cumstance, in itself, was quite suflicient to
damp the spirits of the prudent aunt, who
knew Colone! Wamilton would blame her if
Eda's penchant became serious, Mark and
Kate, us we have scen, made few steps towards
the realisation of their hopes. But for lida
Hamilton and Aylmer Courtenay that duy,
that happy day, wus the brightest in the sum-
mer of their lives,

The gentle breeze rippled o'er the shimmer-
ing sca, und the glorious sun shed warmth and
joy over the two people whose lives heraalter
will ever be united by the magic, subtle chain
of sympathy. How happy that day proved to
Aylhner can be gathered from his lost words s
they lingered on the esplanade, “ Miss Humil-
ton, I will always look back upon this trip with
unfeigoed pleasure.  You will, no doubt, soon
foreet it.” .

His carnest cyes looked pleading for that
answer which his heart yearned to heur, but
which his rcason told him was madness to ex-
pect.  Back, thrilling him to the soul, came
the simple apawer, I never forget.”

(To be Continued.)

FATHER BURKE’S LECTURE

“ On Temperance.”

HIS ADDRESS AT ‘ THE RINK.'—HE ANSWERS
FROUDE'S TAUNT, AND VINDICATES HIS
IRISH EXTRACTION,

_ On Wednesday evening, Qctober 23rd, Father
Burke delivered the following lccture at New-
ark, N. J. When Father Burke apppeared on

"

: Baurke,

stinence {Iniow of New Jursey, with a few ro-

ing still in its native soil, imbedded in a vase,
and dug a few wecks ago, i Tipperary, by o
priest, who had brought it over for Father
Mr. O'Brien then woved that the
Rev. G. H. Doanc preside st the mecting.—
Futher Doane, next, made a few remarks, and
then came Father Burke:—

My friends, there is a gentleman amongst us,
who has come all the way fromn Englapd to tell
the Amcrican people “ What he knows about
Ireland”™ (zreat laughter) and about her peo-
ple and their history. Que thing 1 can tell the
American people, that, in trecing that history,
even with all the prejedices of his raco and of
his P'rotestant religion, he may be able to bring:
honic to Irclund many an impulsive, ill-consi-
dered, foolish aet ; he may, perhaps, prove ws
guilty, from tiwe time, of want of head; but I
dely him, or any other man that speaks of Ire-
land’s race or Ireland’s people, to prove against
thew a want of heart (cheers). Yoursrecep-
tion this evening of an Irish Cathelic priest,
whose only reeammendation to you, whose only
passport to-night anongst yon, is that he is a.
Catholic priest and an Irishman (cheers) ; the
cheer that you pave me would be answer to
any charge made by him or any other man, if
lie attempted to fix upou the Irish people the
sin that comes from waut of Leart (renewed ap-
plause), :

Now, the question which we have come here
to consider thik vvening iy the great queation of
“ Temperance.”  The priest, beyond all other
men, js supposed always to have in his handa
aml upon his lips the weightiest arouments
that can be brought to bear upon what is, after
all, the mnost important uestion, the politician
muy come before you, to speak to you of the
interest of the passing hour, The leeturer on
science may eome to reveal o you the motions
of the stars or the scerets of nature; these, lso,
arc things of the hour. The historian may
come before you to put the panorama of the
past, in adl its glowing eolors, before your eyes:
the past is gone; nothing remuins of’ it but its
traditions and its memories.  Bul the priest,
wlen he rises to speak, has for his argument
and for his subjeef the things of eternity—the
immortul interests of the woul of man, which
shall never pass away, so as to be cither a ro-
membrance in the past, or « mere transitory

thing in the preseut: and on this great rubject,
all-important beeause of ity eternal interest, the
priest preaches with arguments taken from the
higliest authority—from the very mind and
heart and mouth of God,—drawn from the
fountain ol cternal truth, or c¢lse drawn from
the history of mankind, from their experienco
in the present, or from the hopes, bright or
dark, that they may have of the {uture.

Now, amongst, the subjects, ull-important as
they, which form the burden of my messuze to
the peopla of God,—as a messenger of Cod,
commissioned to apeak to them of things up-
pertaining to cternity,—there iy nét one more
importunt, or, in its nature more pregmant with
interest, in its bearing upon society and upon
the soul of mun, than the great virtue of which
I am come bere this evening to speuk,—the
virtue of temperance (loud cheers).  And
why? Because, my dear friends, in whatever
light we look upon man,—whether we lnok
upon him a8 a citizen of the State,—whether
we look upon him as the futher of a family,—
whether we look upon him as a Chistian, pro-
fessing to believe in Grod, to fear Him, and to
hope in Him,—the greatest curse that can fall
upon maan is the curse of intemperance. It is
the greatest curse, if we consider man in his
position us a citizen of the State; and, consc-
yuently, it is pre-eminently, the sociul evil, It
is the greatest cursc, if we look upen him in
his fumily relations; conseyuently, it ig the
domestic evil. Tt is the greatest ourse, if we
look upon him us one who professes any fixed
religion ; consequently, it is the zeligicus evil.
Behold the burden of my arzument; behold
the three points upon which I will put this
subject before you. .

First of all,—what are the obligations of a

_man, us a citizen of the State, and us n member

of gociety, governed by laws? His first obli-
wation is to obey the luws; to yield to them an
intellectual, manly obedience, To assert the
dowinion and omnipotesco of the law is the
very quintescence of freedom: to uphold his
rights us a citizen; and to muintain them,
within ull lawful add reasomnble limits;—to
help to preserve the State that protccts him in
life aud in property; und to edify his fellow-
citizéns by the exumple of a manly, intellectual
life, in obedicnco to the law (checrs). Now,
my friends, there are the ruling, the primary
obligations that the State Puts upon us, And,’
remurk, thut next to the religion that sots o
man right with his God, and keeps him right
with God, the highest blessing that God eam
give to any man, is to place him under a freo,
liberal, considerate government or order of
Stata poliey ;~—to place him in a State where

[



