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"'HE THREE BEDS IN HEAVEN.
AK IRISH LEGEND.

1 am not uware that the following legend has
ever been in print, or ever been written. I beard
it for the first ime, very recently, from the lips
of an esteemed young friend, to whom it was
parrated by an Irishwoman whom she visited
while confined Ly sickness to her humble home.

« ] went,” says my fawr narrator, “to see
good Biddy O’Connor, having heard in the moru-
ing by her little boy Pat, that she was . 1
found her sitting up in her arm chair, with a buge
aight cap, fringed with enormous rufles, upon
ber head, and bLer shoulders wrapped in an old
shawl.

# Al Biddy,” said 1, 1 am sorry to find
you ill. But as you are sitting up, 1 trust you
are better 7"

« Qchi! an’ it’s your own swate face "ud make
a dead woman better,” answered Biddy, in her
7ich brogue. It is the joy of my eyes iver to
see ye, Miss. The sight of ye is welcomer than
the Docther, for pleasant words is better nor
bitter medicines.”

« Where is your bed, Biddy 7’ T asked, ob-
scrving that her humble cot was gone.

« Iv’s doin® God's service, I hope, Misy ; kapin’
the bones o’ a poor Canadian man from the hard
boards of a joit cart!”

 Have you given 1t away ?”

4 Yes, Miss,” answered Biddy, crossing ber-
self devoutly.

« What will you do for a bed, now you are
ek 17

#Qch, 1have no fears! If [ have no bed
fiere again, I’ll have a bed in Heaven on a gold-
#n bedstead.”

“« Who have you given it to 17

« Tt was a poor family o' the Canady people,
Miss, us stopt at my door last mght. Seven o’
them, big and little, in 2 one-harse eart, and on
the bLare boards lay sick (he auld father, while
the poor wile led the horse. 5o I tuk pity on
the poor sick man and give him my straw bed,
puttin’ it in the bottain o' the cart an’ helpin’ bis
wife lay himm on 1t. e was so thackful, and
said he felt so easy there.”

“ But you were too poor, Biddy. You have
been too generous.”

“ Niver a bit, Miss, niver a bit, Miss,” au-
swered Biddy with zeal. ¢ Have you niver heard
of the story o ¢'The Threc Beds in Heaven)
Miss 77

“ Never, Biddy.” .

“ Then if ye will please be seated on that bit
of a box there, fornenst me, 1t's me will be bap-
py and privileged to tell it to ye.”

So, I toak a seat as Biddy wished we to do,
and prepared to listen to her story, which I give
as follows, but not in Biddy’s brogue:

THE THREE BEDS IN HEAVEN.

A great many years ago, there lived in old
Treland a very rich man who had no other family
than a wife and a stout, honest-hearted Christian
serving maid. The man’s name was Brien O-
Brien, and the maid’s name was Bridget. "The
house in which Brien O'Brien hived was situated
in an out-of-the-way lonely spot, upon a wide
moor, two leagues from a town, on one side, aud
close to a wild range of dark “ Banshee bills”
on the other. The house was large, and had
been the house of the O'Briens for three hun-
dred years. There were large out-houses for
gram and potatoes, a mill near for corn, and not
far off in a little glen was a * distil.”

The ingh road passed within a quarter of a
mile of Brien’s house, and (rom his front door,
of a clear morning, ke could sce up and down
it for a long ways. There were but few houses
visible over the wide moor, and ou the heath hill
sides, and these were the shepherds’ cots or huts
of ratile-watchers.

Brien was a man of good temper and cheer-
ful, and though not rich, he would have been li-
beral with Lis goods, but for his wite, who was
very avaricious, and held such a tongue over
Brien, that he was forced to do as she would
nave hin, for the sake of peace.

Never a beggar came to her door when she
wus at home that ever went fuller away! Nay,
she followed him with malediction, and threateu-
ed him with Brien’s wolf-dogs if he came a se-
cand time. But when Brien, as sometimes it
thinced, was at home alone, his wife and the
iaid being gone to the next market town, it was
a inerry entertainment the poor beggar had whose
weary feet took him towards Brien’s threshhold.
They sat at bis board and drank ale and whs-
key, und ate bread and bacon like lords. When
bis wife would come home at night and discover
the inroads made upon ber larder, she would
sceld Brien for hall the night; but he took it
easily, being, as we have said, of an easy nature,

The maid Bridget, however, was the blessing
of thut bouse; fur althovgh Brien was kind at
Lies, yet us {ear of bis wife often led him (o
treat with barshness those he would have enter-
tamed kindly.  Harshness and cruelty, whetlier
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or are put on from fear of others, is alike cen-
surable. Bridget, however, was good through-
out and always. Tf her sstress barred the
door against the poor wayfarer, (and many a one
passed that way and stopped at nightfall, sheek-
ing shelter, for the road and region were lonely),
she would cast them a morsel from the window.

Bridget was a good Christian, and did all she
could for Christ’s love. She remembered that
He had said he should be as pleased witha cup
of cold water given to the poor, asif bestowed
upon mmself, She regarded all human beings
as her brothers. She saw Christ’s image in
every poor man’s face. "The tones of her voice
spoke the goadness and benevolence of her
heart. Nerer were two persons, dwellers under
one rool, so unlike as Dame O'Brien and her
maid Bridget. "We shall soon see how Bridget
was rewarded for her good deeds.

One winter's night, Brien, s wife and Brid-
get were awakened by a knocking at the outer
door and a voice supplicating admission. 'The
night was stormy and blustering, and the icy
winds howled over the moor like the roar of
wolves.

% Do yau hear that, Dame 1" said Brien, « It
is a hard mght for man or beast to be abroad!
Shall T get up and let him in 2

“No! What business has he to be out at
such hours 7 He should time his journey better.”

“ Mistress,” sait Bridget, whom the voice had
called out of her bed, and who came to the door
of her mistress’ room with ber shawl cast over
her head, and her shoes in her hand, * mistress,
please let me open the door to him. The mght
is awful, and bear how he asks in the name of
sweet Pity 7

“ Good folks, lor the love of Jesus,let a way-
farer enter and lodge with you to-night,” said a
voice of remarkable sweetness, in a tone of carn-
est pleading.

“ You can’t come in! We have but two
beds in the house : one my husband and I occu-
py, and in the other sleeps my maid.”

A third time the traveller knocked, and his
voice was heard, calm and sweet to the ear,
above the hoarse storm. '

% The night s darlc. The way is blocked up /
Shelter is far! and T bave travelled long /—
Open, good people, and et me lodge with you
in Christ’s good nawe !’

% Oh, mistress, do you hear? 1low can you
say nay to such a prayer!” c¢ried Bridget.

4 Yes, wife, you must not turn him away !”
said Brien, hesitatingly, for be dared not speak
bis mind out.

% Oh, let me open the doar to hitn, kind mis-
tress ! said Bridget.  Give me the key and 1
will let him in. e shall occupy my bed, and
will sleep upon the Learth.”

¢ If you will let bim in, then,” said the cruel
mistress, to ber weeping maid, “ you may, bul
on condition that you relinquish four months of
your wages!”

“That I will do most gladly, mistress,” an-
swered Dridget, and, taking the key {rom her
mistresy’ pillow, she opened the door and let the
traveller in. He was a young man, and his gar-
ments were covered with sleet and snow. In his
band he grasped a staff, with a handle shaped
like a cress. His dress was humble, but his
countenance was very nitd and prepossessing.

The next morning he went away, expressing
bis gratitude for his reception, and particularly
fixing his eye upon Bridget as be spoke.

The storm continued throughout all the day,
and the next night seemed, if possible, to in-
crease in vehemence, About mudaight, Brien
and his wile and Bridget were awakened by a
knack at the door, and the voice of the travel-
ler whom they bad admitted the night previous.

«J have wandered far and loug, kind friends,
and night has come on and overtaken me in tlus
wild fioor, as before. Let me in, good people,
in Jesus’ name 1’

A second time the faith(ul Bridget plead in
lis bebalf to her earaged and cruel mistress.

« T will give him my bed as before. sweet mis-
tress, it you will let him enter, and the Learth
to-night will lie as pleasant as it did last mght.”

“ If you will relinquish another third of your
year’s wages, you shall let him 1n,” answered her
mistress,

« Phis will T gladly do. Enter, weary travel-
ler in Jesus’ blessed name ! she added, as she
threw wide the door. ¢ You shall tuke my bed,
as you dud last mght !

Tarly in the morning, the traveller rose aud
took his leave, mildly and sweetly thanking them
ag before. Bridget would have detained bimn,
for the storm still raged, but he savd to ber that
lie must depart on his way.

All day the tempest continued, and the day,
closed as the two preceding oues bad done, in &
storm. The winds were laden withicy rain,
and the rosr of the sweeping blast was terrific.
«If that traveller 15 abroad te-night,” said
the wile of Brien O'Brien, as she listened from

hier pillow to the tempest, * he won't trouble me

sure to perish ere he could reach the threshold.”

She had hardly got the words out of her
mouth ere a strong rap was heard upon his door.
Three knocks were given, just as the stranger of
two preceding nights gave thew. Dame O'Brien
trembled between superstitious fear and anger as
she heard them.”

“It 18 the same man again,” said Brien O-
Brien, with amazement. * He must be a de-
mented person, ever wandering about the moors,
and never reaching any inn or town. He shall
not come in again.”

“That he shall not,” responded his wife.

“ Good Christian friends,” said a voice at the
door, a low, sweet, calim voice, yet heard dis-
linctly above the uproar of the elements; “1
come a third time to seck a lodging for the night
and a shelter from the keen blasts. Open to
me, I pray you, and let me come in.”

“Never shall you again cross that thresh-
hold,” eried Dame O’Brien, with great vehem-
ence.

“ Obh, my sweet wmistress,” cried good Bridget,
kneeling by her bedside and claspmg her hands
together ; aa, for the love of Christ, let not a
fellow-creature perish,”

“Ie has come twice for lodging, and we
have given it to lim. What does he do here
again 7°

“If the storm was a plea foc him the first
mght and the second night, sweet mistress, so
is it to-might, also," said Bridger, « for it beals
upon liis head wore fiercely than it did then.—
Why he should fose his way thrice, I know not ;
but that he has lost his way and veeds our 2id is
plain.  Oh, kind mistress, give me the key, and
let me open to him! T wiil agaia give lim 1he
use of my bed. The hearth is warm, and me-
thinks I slept more soundly there thun in my
bed1? -

“If you will remit the remainmg third part of
your year’s wages, the traveller shall also come
in to-night,” answered her avaricious mistress.

“'This I will do, good mistress, and cheerfully,
tao,” cried Bridget, as she taock the key aud
opened the door, letting in, as she did so, the
same dripping young man who had the two pre-
vious nights craved their hospitality. As before,
he occupied Bridget’s bed—she sleeping upon
the hearth ; and in the morning he rose up ecarly
and went away as before.

The day was bright and beautiful—the birds
sang—the skies were solt and blue, and at even-
ing the round moon rose, lighting up the scene
with the beauty of encliantment. The long
night passed, the morning came, and the travel-
ler had not appeared. Days, weeks passed away,
and he was.no mere scen, and almost fargoltten.
At length, just one year from the night on which
he had first appeared, the wile of Brien O'Brien
sickened, and on the third night she died.

Another year passed away. It was night.—
Brien was seated in bis hall, making over his
accountr.  Bridget, still the faithful servant of
his household, was near by at a table brewing.
Her master’s face was towards ber, and, as she
happened to ook up, she saw a sight that made
her blood run cold. She had never before seen
a ghost; but she knew the horrible being she
bebeld standing by her master’s shoulder, a lit-
tle belind bim, was the ghost of s avaricious
wile.

¢ Master, look! Jesus have mercy on us!”
she cried, crossing herself; which she bad o
soouer done than she took courage.

“ What do you see 1’

“ Your wife’s ghost!”

“ Where 1

“ Look behind you1”

He did so, and, beholding her, he fell to the
floor insensible.

“ Bridget,” said the spirit.

“# My poor mistress,” answered the mad,
sadly, for she knew from the looks of the ghost
that it was io a state of suffermng,

“ Bridget, T am sent bither to tell thee that
thou hast three beds in Heaven.”

“ Three beds in Heaven!”

“ Yes. "Thou didst three nights give up thy
:bed to a storm-driven traveller, and didst sacri-
fice a year’s wages for three mghts’ lodging for
one a strauger to thee. Know that those who
deny themselves here shall be rewarded three-
fold in the world to come. For the three beds
thou dudst give up to the traveller, three beds or
places are there in Heaven. One of these is
for thy own use when thou comest there; the
ather two which thou hast earned by thy cha-
rity thou canst bestow on whom thou wilt. Any
two (hou mayest namme that are now on earth, or
doing penance in purgalory, shall instantly he
trunstated 1o Heaven. Wouldst thou know now
who the traveller was who souglt shelter, and
which I, alas f denied, but wiuch thou didst pur-
chase fer bima with thy bed and wages?”

“1 know, poor mistress, he was one for
wham Chnist died. I ask no wnore to know.”

« Thou wust hear whom thou didst do such
service unto. "Lhe wayfarer was the Lord Christ.

He came to try thy faith and reprove my sin.—
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For thy charity thou art rewarded; while for
my cruelty I am punished in purgatory.”

“ Poor mistress ! poor mistress? what am 1
that 1 should be thus honored while you suffer,”
said Bridget, after her first surpnse ay what she
had heard passed by, “1f 1 bave three beds in
Heaven, one shall be for me, one for my waster,
and one for thee.”

Thus spoke the good maid? and hardly had
she ceased, when the suffering ghost became
transformed into a bright smiling angel—and,
spreading its wings, seemed to ascend through
the roof, and the next moment became invisibre.
Bridget fell on her knees and crossed herself,
and remained several minutes in devotion.

The next year Bridget’s master died, leaving
ber all his wealth. She lived to a good old age,
domg good with it, and at fength was taken Lo
rest for ever in one of the Three Golden Beds
in Heaven ber sweet charity had won for her.

This legend goes to show that no act of bene-
volence remains without its reward. \What we
do for the stranger, we know not that we are
not doing it ¢ for the Lord.”

¢ Tt shows, too,” devoutly said Biddy O'Con-
nor lo the narrator, * how tuat by their good
works, Christians in this world, are able to Lelp
peor burnin® souls out of purgatory, amd give
thern a bed in Ifeaven. If Bridget had given
up her bed only one night, it’s but one bed the
dartint would have had in Heaven—but enough
for hersel, that same any how, sure. DBul by
givie’ it up two nights more, she earned two
more good places in lleaven for her master and
mistress.  So it’s the truth, we can help each
other! It is uot onct we must do good, but as
many times over onct as we can, and then it’s
many a one o’ our kith and Lkin we’ll help out o’
the pit o® purgatory.”

We end our story with the following reflec-
lions upon 1t by our fair narrator:

* What exquisiie touches of beauty, in 2il the
pictures presented to us i this simple legend, so
delicate and fulf of significance that they reach
tlie soul ere the eye lias time to behold them, and
with a mysterious language fili us with deepest
musings on the link that bids the life o T'ime
to that in Lternity.

& 'The sweet, earnest voice of him who seeks
shelter from the storm, his mild face, and the
cross topped staff he bears, revealed to us, ere
we are Lofd, that again in the buman form our
Lord is travelling au earth, to know whom Love
hath made His.

« The words ¢ sweet mistress’ from Bridget to
one, whom the tale tells us, was not ever gentle
and kind, were beautilully natural from one
whose heart was loo serene, through devotion
and pious works, to reflect the evils in another.

« The tale simply says she slept more sweetly
on tlhe hearth than she had ever done on her
couch, and leaves us to feel why it could be so.
Then, in a view of the olher world, it shows us
three beds an Heaven, purchased with three beds
on carth, and we are again left to muse in si-
lence on which is more to be desired——a rest on
earth, or a res: in 1leaven.

“ The repose, wilh her, of two whom she
loved oy earth, granted on uccount of her three
acts of self-demal, when one giving up of her
bed to the weary traveller would have procured
rest for herself, shows us the efficiency of a hie
of patient well-doing ; in relieving otlers from
the heaviness of sin, by its hely influence, though
occasional acts of sacrifice of self, mght test
our love for Heaven upon earth, and give to our
souls rest.

“ At a first glance, it might seem unnatural
that the gentle traveller should have been willing
to take the couch of the poor mawd, Bridget ;—
but he was taking the dross of earth give her
back the seven times tried gold of Ieaven.—
Upward he bore her treasure, while the sun
three imes rose and set upon her earthly way.

% Only ove of deep piety, who had himself
known the sacrifice of the pleasures of this hfe,
could have made this legend. It is not of the
intellect, but of the pure heart, which may =ce
God.”

“ REPEAL OF THE UNION.”

A NEW ORGANISATION.
(I¥rom the Irishman.)

It is but a for(aight ago since we stated that
we had received of late communications from
several quarters on the subject of the so-called
s representatives” upon the one only question
which an Irish Member in an English Pacliament
lias in truth a right to regard as of any real im-
portance there.  And in reply to those com-
irunications we declared our belief-that a general
public National demand for the REPEAL OF THE
Union, (though confined only to that,)if 1t could
Lbe wmade, would be at (he present moment a
highly useful and even important manifesto of the
Nutional Will of the Irish Peaple.

Even since tiea a movemeut has been com-
menced ; and one which, though it approves in-
deed the form of a petition to the Eaglish

House of Commons—a form which cannot, of
course, receive the concurreace of those m Ire-
laad who o not feel it possible to recoghise the
supremacy of that © august” assembly-—is yet a
movement quite in the right direction, becauwse
apart from forms it is peactically intended by
way of simple public protest against the long-
continued violution of the right of [reland to
Sell-Government, and is confined to tue simple
demanid of restoration of our Domestic Legisla-
ture.

In another page will be found the text of an
admirably drawn Petition—the alteration of a
few empty formal words in which wonld make it
aliogether a worthy Natinua! Declaration on the
part of the People of Ireland to-day. 11 is des-
tined, we believe, to be but the first step of
series—the first step of 2 oew Natwoul Move-
ment throughout the cuuntry. It is true that
the initiative is taken by the penple of u sinall
borough, and thiut, tnn, a horough wot the most
fortunate in its ehnicr of 4 puiriotie « representa=
tive!”  But the fict s that o tuis Petition
Youghal expresses (he seatiments of cvery hoa-
est-thinking Ivisbman o the country ; and they
are sentiments, and sentiments on this areasion
couched m lapgoage, swee to find wbuviant ecbo
all over Munster--all over Ireland i the ureat
cities, as well as in the fttde sitteses —aod 1 all
the rural parishes of muny » county oeades 1he
great counties of Cack and Tippee o,

We are glad ot 0 We i worn ple aure
the omen presenied by Uy Petition. W feet
that its echo will be fieurd even heyord Lieland,
-—even in France, and in olier countries, oo,
where, perhaps, oor awn aperial anjecton 10
“ Petition” forms will ant be undsratyod to the
prejudice of what essentially means 3 National
Protest after all.  And m celorence to this do-
cuinent, we can fraokly repest wiat we derlared
in general teoms a tortaight ago: By all means
let us hove any reasonable form of rotest that
may be; it is right that all honest Irishmen
(aud we are vary sure of such are our Youghal
friends) should Giud means of vxpressing them-
selves in the forin und to the extent that innst
exzelly expresses their particular view of what is
practical.  And surely such a petition us thiy s
far better work, and nobler, than any work dove
or altempted to be done by the late (for, thank
heaven, we can no longer refer to an existing)
* Independent Oppesition Parlismentary Party 1
We shall he delighted to see the many honest
Irishmen whom that delusion so long deceived,
bestir themselves now, as the imen of Youshal
have done, to take at last a step m the Fight din
rection—the first practical ste;-,uccord:n«rnm the
ideas prevalent during the last cigln “or ten
years, being. we presume, n petitivn suely o5
this.

But there is another nhjection than any for-
mal ore to the practical usefuluass of a Pelition
(where the DPettioa is addressed to n hostile
power), to which we would ask the serious at-
lention of the country ; it s, that the matter
ends there.

So far as Yonghal is concerned so it does, lit-
erally.  As to the rest of the country, all Ire-
land, or a great number of such towns in Ireland
as Youghai, may doubticas jow in the movement
by adopting a simitar jorin of Petition ; and thus
it will be indeed a Nutional Protest, such as of
not atiended to by Ingland, will at least not
fail to engage the serious notice of our friends in
France, whose attentivu just now is perips ra-
ther better worth huving of the (wo, By all
means, then, all over Ireland let those who still
can sign a Pelition, any Letition, to the Enghsh
Parliainent, sisn thés Petition ; and a5 for those
who, ke ourgelves, cannot couscieatiously make
use of that form, let them do the same thing ia
a form which they can use,—let them sign and
publish 2 Declaration, embodying the same prin-
ciples, and we may surely add, as nearly as may
be in the samne words, for we believe the lag-
guage of the Petition in question is such as
scurcely Lo admit of inprovement,

Yet, after all this is done,—after, every parish
w Ireland shall have signed its petition to the
English House of Commous, or 1ts Declaration
to ngland and the World,—the matter ends
there. And indeed so far as immediate prac-
tical result is concerned, all these Petitions and
Declasations, though they were signed by the
whole Irish people, would we know produce none
at all. They would simply vindicate the Na-
tional Will 1 public reputation throushout the
world,—they would give the lie, m solema form
to the false represeatations of Lingland in our
regard,—they would eflect a lormat ussurance of
the truth to France, to all Europe ; that Ireland
is still as invincibly unrcconciled as ever to Erig-
lish rule, and that ter people still page for the
day of Independence as warinly as in O’Conncli’s
time, or even as in 1848,  But they conld effect
no more than this,

Alter all this is done, then, the matter .ends.
there. Que single Protest,~—10d 1o, mores—
And alter that comey anottier season, and- an-
other year,—prabolly ome pregnant with the



