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tico here~—thero aro no palchess Sho has again
preforred to ply her tonguo to her needle, and
hor husband sutfers acordingly. But squalid and
miserablo as many of these localitics are, they
possess “one touch of nawre," which teads, to
» certain cxtent to enliven them, The air re-
sounds with singing birds, for these feathiered
pets are great favourites with the lower orders,
and thero i3 scarcely a window you pass, from
whence you do not catch

“The jubilato of the ca-ged lark,
The thrush or the gragarious hupet.”

On my way one Sunday to St Patrick’s Ca-
thedral I counted outside one dismal-luoking
building about a dozen cages, and, turning a
corner, caroe upon & crowd agsembled to witness
a bird show. Thero wero about fifty cages, hung
up agninst the railings of the Four Courts, and
tho spectators were critically discussing the re-
spective merits of the imprisoned songsters.

I bavo mentiouad the Cathedral of St. Patrick.,
It has, as all tho world knows by this time, heen
rebuilt by tho munificence and at solo cust of Mr.
Guinness, tho celcbrated porter brewer, who ex-
pended upon it no less a sum than £200,000
sterling.  The Iate Thomas Molson, a brewer of
Montreal, also built a church and an unwversity
or collego at his sole expense, and a brother of
the same firm built the new wing of McGull
College; and has agreed to build the spiro of
Trinity Chureh,

The Cathedral of St. Patrick stands on the sito
of the old building, which is said to very ncar
the well in which St. Patrick first baptized his
converts. In carrying out bis munificent work,
it was Mr. Guinness's + .sh to produce a fac
simile of the old building without curtailment or
addition. Thig, I am told, has been nccurately
accowplished. The Cathedral, which is cruciform,
consists of a nave, transepts, choir and Lady's
chapel, for which picce of architectural informa-
tion I am indcbted to my guide book. It i1s a
handsome and imposing edifice, but it is situated
in one of the poorest quartersof the city, and the
approach to it is equally unfurtunate. 1a fact, it
pay bo pronounced a splendid jewel in & miser-
able setting.

Returning from the Cathedral I had the oppor-
tunity of witnessing an Irish funeral, or rather, &
fupcral procession. A hearse and four, decorated
with some dirty white plumes, was going slong
full trot, followed by upwards of fifty j uting
cars, six people in cach, all dressed in the height
of fashion, the ladies, especially coming out strong
in all tho colours of the rainborw, and both men
and women gaily talking as if the melancholy
business they were about was a decidedly pleasant
affair. “Ah, Lord rest ye,” was an Irish beggar’s
retort to & well known miser, who had refused
him assistance, “Lord rest ye, sir, sure there'll
be many a dry eye when yeo lave as? There were
plenty of “dry eyes” upon the present occasion,
but I was informed that I should not regard the
fact as evincing any want of respect for the
deceased. Un tho contrary, the long procession of
carg that fullowed told that he or sbe was held in
high estecm, £8 no invitations are issued to theso
funerals; but thono who choose, come of their own
free will and at their own cxpense—a very sen-
sible arrangement.

1 mentioned just now that some of the streets
of Dablin reminded me of the west end of London,
2nd I think this is an idea that will strike most
strangers as they walk up Sackville street, or
through St. Stephen's green, or Merrion square—
the latter, by the way, famous as containing the
former residence of the Liberator Danicl O'Con-
nell, But there is one particular clement lacking
in Dublin which is observable in tho “Great
Metropolis™—an evidence of wealth.

You may fancy yoursdif in Bond st., St. James’
strect, or Grosvenor square; but where are tho
gay equipages, the showy, highly traincd horses,
the smart, trim coachman, nicely balanced on
his hammer cloth, his wig neatly curled, his rib-
bons well in band; and where, ok! where is the
jzimitable *Jcames™ with bhis hair weli plastered
and powdered, and his gorgeous calves, of which
bo is so0 prond, sct off by resplendent plush
and silkk? Al aro lacking. In truth it appeared

to mo thatg[oll sppointed cquipages in Doblin

were tho oxception not the rule.' Indeed T saw
Lut few really fine horsesduring my weok's sojourn
in Ircland, Thoso that came under my notico
wero small {n size, scldom reaching abovo fifteen
hands, but full of fire as o match, and not alto-
gether free from vice, owing, I expect, a. good
deal to ineflicient training; they were excecd-
ingly restless. Perhaps they were four-legged
Fenians.

The visitor to Dublin, if ho has, ag I had,
but a short time to stay there, shiould bail a jaunt-
ing-car—the farcs are cheap, tho driversare civil,
and he can rido a good distance for a ¢ quarter,’—
let him drive round Pheenix-Park through the
leading streets and squares—so ns to obtain n
general idea of tho place—and then run through
tho principal buildings, which mostly lic pretty
close together. By all means lot him see that beau-
tiful lonie structure tho Bank of Ircland, formetly
the Irish Parliament House, whero the fiery cloqu-
enco of Grattan, Plunkett, Curran, and other fum-
ous men once reverberated.—Y.et him visit, 100, the
Trinity Collego, with its fine quadzangle und noble
3pacious pleasure grounds j—not there, as in our
McGill acres, sulit to pay Professors’ salaries~-~the
Four Courts, still the fucus of Irish oratory,wisdom
and wit; the castle where so many stato plots
have been batched, and plots against the stare
frustrated ,—let Lim seo all this, and a good deal
more if he have time, and haring, satated im-
self with sights, let him return to his hotel, as I
did (my ¢ iarters being tho Hibernian), and dine
sumptuously off a fresh delicate Dublin Bay
herring, exquistely cooked, with & cutlet and
tomato sauce to follow;—then, having sipped
Lis modicum of port, sherry, or claret, and smoked
Just one well flavoured old Havannab, he may
retire to bed, in tho full assurance that he has
causo to bo grateful to the gods that, unlike
Titus, he has not lost a day.

This paper, I might if  were a member of the
Montreal Literary Clab, have given there, not in
rivalry to our greatIrish orators paper on Usford ;
but if your readers think it possesses any menit
ead sbould any of them be s member, and will
propuse me (I enclose my card), I shall not con-
sider the compliment a slender ong. REX,

VOICES OF NATURE.*

\‘ HEN the glorious sup sends forth his bril-
liant rays on a fair May morning, and all the

carth aud heavens are clad in maguificent gran-
deur, we are furnished withample, satssfactory and
conclusive proof of onc thing at least. It is then
a self-cvident truth that the sun is not obscured
by great black hazy clouds, and that the earth is
not being saturated with rain.  Is not this a
ridiculous thing to write—ridiculous because of
its simplicity, beeause everybody knows it?
And yet we mect with little sayings and big say-
ings put forth in big print and ju little print,
trumpeted forth by little orators and big orators
every week day, and somefimes on a Sunday,
equally ridiculous because cqually simple, self-cvi-
dentand wellkuown, If thigis true,—we mean the
sentiment,—and it would be bordering on the
ridiculous to cover a page in demonstrating it,
then we surely aro not without precedent—a
most excelleat thing—for writing down another
simple, self-evident truth, Critics have said that
Shakespere was a great poet.  We say, quite right.
Other critics have said that Dryden, Pope, Byron,
Moore, Scott, &c., were all great poets in their
respective ways. Again wesay, quiteright. Critics
now say that Tconyson is a great sweet singer,
and there can bo little doubt of it. These arc
all self-cvident truths which everybody should
kaow. Let us make another statement of a sim-
ilar kind. We say William Cullen Bryantisa
sweet poet; and who will dispute it? Who can
read over the fullowing verses on a scene on the
banks of the Hadson, and not be cunvinced that
their author is @ Poct 7

Cool ehadcs and dows are rounding way,

And silencs of the carly day;

*Mid tho dark rocks that wateh hils bed,

Glitters tho mighty Hudson spread,
Unrippled save by drops that fall

All, eavo this littlo nook of land

Clrelod wath trecs, on which I sfand;

Al), eavo that 1ino of hills which lio
Suspended o tho mimio skg-

Scens o blug void, above, bolow,

Through which tho whito clouds como aud go;
And from tho green world's farthest steep

1 gazo into tho airy deep.

Tt does not require any extraordinary streteh of
imagination to form a pretty accurate conception
of tho seene here deseribed.  T'hen, can anything
bo. more exquisite than this beautifully poetic
idea ?

Lovellest of lovely things are thoy,

On eatth that roonest Pass away,

Tho roso that lives fts little hour

I3 prized Ley ond tho seutptured flower.
Liven love, fong tried and chierishod Jong,
Becomes more teader atud more styong,
At thoughtrof that i satinte grave

From which its yearnings caiinot rave

River! in this still hour thon lhiast
Too much of heaven on earth to last;
Nor long may thy stll waters lio,
Awnnago ot 1ho givitous siy .

Thy fate and ine ato nut repuse;
And ero auother evening close,
Thou to thy tides ehafl turn again,
Aud 1 to svek the corowd of mcu.

We widl make one more extract of four little
stanzas from the hittle book before us, whieh, by
the way, 13 one of a senes of cheap  octic vworks
Q’xﬂy ceuts each) now publistung by Aopleton &
Co., of New York,under the title Compaaion Poets
fur the People.” These hutle books are priated in
the very best style on ruled paper, and beauti-
fully iHustrated. It is surprising that they can be
sold at such a low price.

These four verses are from a short pocm entitled
“ A Summer Ramble.” ‘The poet is speaking of’
the munth of August.

Oh, iow uniske thaso merry hours,
In carly Juno when carth Jaughs out,

Wien the fresh winds mako love to tlowers,
And woodlands sisg aud waters shout;
When in tho grass sweet voices talk,
i And straing of tiny music swell
From every moss-cup of the rock,
L rum cvery natetess blossom s bell.
But now a joy too deep for sound,
A peaco no other season knows,
1luches tho beavens and wraps the ground,
Thoblessing ot supreme repose.
Avway! I will not be, to day,
‘The only slave of tol! and care.
Away from desk and dust! away!
1'll be as idlo as tho air,

CIIARLES HEAVYSEGE.®

By the courtesy of the publisher we bavebeen
furmished with the advance proof sheets of
Heavysege's new book—The Advocate of Mon-
treal—now in press.  Wo scarcely kuow in what
terms to speak of this work. 1tis a novel, but
anovel, both in designand execution, of a wholly
original order. ‘[. ~ author has called forth an
entirely new set of characters, and bassucceeded
admirably in making cach act his part with per-
fect casc and readiness.

The advocate himself is the character of the
book ; in him we have & mau of extraordinary
abilities, “ the credit of a noble English house,”
but in whom early acquired habits of dissipation
had uprooted the great principles of morality, and
prostituted talents of tho rarest order from the
great purposes of life,—talents which if rigbtly
applied, would have elevated the man to the
very forcmost position amongst his fellows. In
this successful, clever, dissipated Iawyer——a man
ofmost generousimpulses, 2 man of most cnlarged
ideas, but o man of woefully loose principles,
Mr. Heavysege finds full scope for those finedrn-
matic powers of which he i3 possessed in no
ordinary degree.

The other chiaracters of the book arc all more
or less interesung, and, contrary t0 our experi-
enco of the mayority of modern novels, ars weil
sustained throughout the work, never heing
placed in unnatural situations, or made to speak
or act differently to what we would expect. Tho
plot 1tself i3 ono of sterling interest, and most
skitlfully and artistically worked out. Zte Ldvo-
cate ought to become, and wo doubt vot will be-
corae, & very popular work of fictior, not onlyin
Montreal, whero its local interest will undoubt-

From thrubs that fringo his mcuntain wall; cdly securo it @ very large sale, but with novel
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