liver

pill,
nint
»at.

vers,
tenda
|, and
regu

we of
, and
d -

URE
Blood
lead,
bns,

rsipe-

L

th,
ion of
tines,
10
nent
ploen,

C

ams,

of three
upauon,
—th's

d could
» use of
appear.
c.8”

w Cme
[ pills
a8 com.
one box
o4 taken

Y AND
R
\ positive

ITH GUM.
rith Gum,
& all times
romoold=,
kiug: theso

pere cases

&o., slter

UUNS COMm

remove ol

reetions for

Jents.  Bold
ra.

pope
Jaedvia

low York. gy

D

)
W

the Fiining

Oryicy,

1

issues

o~

t
i
§
.
I
f
\
r
)
f
!
M
)

T

PUBLISHED BY A \W. SMITH.)

VARIIS SUMENDUX EST ortiMUyM.—Clic.

(82,50 PER ANNUM IN ADVANCE.

Poor Condition
Best copy available

SAINT ANDREWS, N. B. WEDNESDAY, MARCH. 9. 1864.

NO IOo

——
Vol 31
S ' T
P Timutgr e Y | with an expression of face art could scarcely
essume.
NATIONAL ANTHEM. | Her arms ware crossed over the breast in
— such a way as 10 bring each hand to rest on
God seve our gracious Queen, [the opposite shoulder ; they were not the
Long live our gracious Queen ; {ruddy hands of a couutry damsel, but pale,
God snte the Queen ; t\hin, alimost bloodless in aspect. A mantle
Send ber victorfons. ,!hnl had once been scarlet hung luunely_round
Happy-and glorious, {a tall, wasted figure ; the face was quite co-
Lt culani cnas o, {lurless, and seemed |mm0v|ble. at marble,
G sivs e Qe | but the large dark-eyes were full of the most
; singular and melancholy light ; they were
Let peace her throne attend, ‘upturned to the window, and fastened on me
From all her foes defend with a fixed and sorrowful gaze
Qur gracious Queen s In answer to what [ suppused' 1o te Ly #i-
Her beart to goodiinclie, leut supplication, [ threw a sixpence into
Ailiosiie (ol mrads divinw yhe street ; M !e-lkl.ul th: woman’s feet, but
Py : she never noticed it, nor withdrew the mourn-
In all ber life to shine, ful eyes from my face ; their silently bese cp. |
God save the Queen, ing expression was unaltered : »%iie Sianding
Do thou her steps direet, i‘t“" she l"'”&‘ i':‘_"." 8 }"l‘“i." of song of the
Wateh over and protect mnngc‘s:t ag “j‘uu(“»'. aescription. :\.u words
Our gracious Queen ¢ "f':u .""‘“";'-xlihﬂ le ; it was a wild and
filkad Gtodns b LT ::‘h"el"'lnl: n;umly that seemed to flow from
. 2 J soul of sortov.
OF Visdom's d"_“:’"‘ day, Before .t ceased, the man denominated
Loved be Victoria's sway, waiter came.into the room.
God save the Q ieon “Who is she,” I asked ?"
hy. chdloast gifls in store, ! ; “*A poor Cn‘.?,”“u every one is good to,.—
On her be pleased to jour, ‘('O_tll help her ¢ . A
. threw down a sixpence, but she did not
Long may she reign ; | natice 36,7
May she defend ourJaws, ’ “Nor won't.  She only takes food.”
And ever give us cause | *Indeed ! Pray then bring her in, and
‘I'o sing with heart and voice, {give her this,” nodding my head to the lun-
(iod save the Queen. :cheun I could not eas.
vro e | He brouglit Ler info the room. She held
: | Slmserted by Reqnest) | oug a poor, checked apron, and received the
ROYAL KINDNESS, food in silence ; looking af ine, she made the
(The following verses were written in s hool at ! *'8" \"v‘“"h:'ctrm::l t’f.' ‘5"):’:51. end_went a-
two sit*ings of three hours each. in the presence » L“’_h .‘I . 13" ’ L ‘A P 5
1e mad ?”’ was my inquiry.

of visitors, by Martha Reid, a girl of 13 years of

nge, attending the Free South

Aberdeen, after reading from a_ne WSPARCE BN ac-

<ount of her Majesty’s visit to the Duks of  Ath-

ole.}
Gentle, sorrow-stricken lady,
Bending 'neath atfliction’s weight,
Little comfort to thy sp it
Is thy throne, thy crown, thy state.

Greatest of the carthly great oncs,
Muny are who envy thee,

‘Thoughtless of the sorrow hidden
“In that breast so caliiv to seeT

vs, thy hopes, thy comforts,
and withered lie,
srchance, fond

But thou hast been tanght a lesson
By ihe loss of cne so dear,

How to comfort the afficted,
How to dry the fulling tear.

Was it this that tirned thy footsteps

To Blair Castle’s grey cld towers,
. Where, amid the autumn sunshines,
— Like-a-dark cloud soirow lowers ?

1 the Duke's own Highland ghillies
Lined the road at his commani,
Kilied all and tartan-plaided,
Exery one with dirk in hand.

Anid

Then the gracious royal lady

Kiss’d the mournér on the cheek,
Who, o’ercome by ber emotions,

Wept the thanksghie could not speak.

Oy sister in afflictiin)!
Let the sorrow degplaud great
That our God has i agon os,
Break the idle rules ul\stite.

8o no cordial shout of 'welcane
Met them from the assempied crowd :
With uncovered heads thzi,jkﬁ)yh g
In expressive silence bv\\'( I

i i
On th~- fields "‘.,wn, ripe ﬁ\r\‘ hivest,
Wal' q for the reapers | dtlf.

her

lygd.

Pany & lookof pleasure ro
Cast the Queen of all the]

In these grand old rugged mo@ntains,
With their heath-clad hilj§| we see
Not old Scotia’s mountains by,

But her towers of liberty. w‘

Farewell's over ; suill she lihggrs
But one moment, then she's Rone,

And the aged Duke's left st 8
Gazing on Lis youthful sop L

“Bhe is not right in herselt,”" the waiter

hurch Schoal, rc]‘llt‘d. slightly correcting my expression

age, and was gay, handsome, happy, and
wilful.

His sister’s demeanour was often a sore
grievance to Rory ; she shrunk from his dark
looks when he reproved her, and if she suw
Le was really angry : but whea she could
venture to do so, she tdssed her handsome
head defiantly, laughed at his vexation, and
repeated the conduct that gave him displea-'
sure, winning her own way or taking it, and
showing no more conceit or haughtiness at|
wake or wedding, rustic dance or evening
walk, than.any country beauty might do, in-|
dependently of pride, of pedigree or m‘u:’.on"I

Eveleen O'Connor was the notgrs! product |
of her country; onen ye pied, impulsive and |
thoughtless : eyiering heartily into all pre-
*Tht esjoyment with utter reeklessness of fu-
ture consequences. yet full also of deep pas- |
sionate feeiing, »nd keenly sensitive to what |
others thought of her. She was believed to
have bad a first rate .education ; she could |
read, sprig that she had worked uomething‘l
like a dog in worsteds which was framed and
hung up in the parlour, or *‘room,’” as that
seldom-used aparfment of an Irish farmhouse
is commonly called ¢ and which, in addition
to that ornament, boasted a boarded floor
and a mahogany table, while the deep window
seat held the whole family library, consist-
ing of four smoked brown volumes ot a fab-
ulous history of Ireland, I believe, before
the Flood, and-baving the pages relating to
King Roderick"much worn by frequent and
very labcrious perusal.

One Sunday dark ory came in to dinner
with a countenaace still darker than usual;
the thundercloud soon burst. I3 was furious
st having heard that his sister had been seen
walking with Jem Delaney; “a fellow she
ought to scorn to look at the same side of the
way with, and whom she had been so often
warned to drop.”

Eveleen did not now toss her head or scoff

*[14a she no tricnds 2"

“KEvery one is friends to her, poor girl."
1 i .
{  “But no relatives,—no ene to take care of

’h«r

| *“Ah! sure God takes care of her, when‘

. He took away the ercature's reason. S‘he
comes from the other side of the mouatain,
|and they say she comes of decent people—
| great people entirely they were in the old
times, before Henry Il. or Cromwell came
lover here.. | But_her father's pepple got into
trouble ten or fifteen years ago, sbout a boy
that was killed up there by the side of the
{mountain. There was an old man that
[ used to go about with her in my time, that
,is five years ago come Candlemas, when I
| came to this place, and they said he was her
{father. He was a pilgrim, and only took
foad or a night’s lodging.- He had *‘made
his soul,” good man, whatever had gone agin
him, and one day he was found lying dead
under a hedge, and ehe, peor innocent, sit-
ting beside him, not crying nor screeching,
bt just as quiet as if she syere watching an
infant asleep in ity cradle.”

“How very vdd.”

“True for you, ma'am. But if you please,

|

at her brother's queer notions . She colour-
ed, and then grew pale; shrank frem bis
angry and searching gaze, and looked to her

——_

every one but Rory O'Conhor would say he
wag 1 'clever, proner boy, who meant a well-
grown, handeome, nnmarried man, He was
true-trearted, intelligent and good.  All the
objections even Rory conld entertain aghinst
him were three—he was come of nobody, he
had no money, yet he was a greater favorite
than the descendant of the kings of Ireland,
and the heir of a little sum of money in the
county bank.

Neither Eveleen nor her lover were much
given tc congideration or exhortation ; cau-
ticn and reserve are not Irish ‘qualities, and
certainly appear very disagreeably in an Ir-
ish character. Our story might kave been
a different one, or rather mi;htnot have had |
an existence, if they had formed any part of
those ot the young couple who passionately |
and hastily arranged their destiny beneath |

the shadow of the hazel grove. i

Not many hours afierwards, Iiveleen wnsi
some miles distant from her home: they
were both in Sinday dress, and quite reedy
for the priest, who was the bridegroom’s re-
lation to make them one for life. |
If there are no people who more namrullyl
act on what is termed the impulse of whe !
moment, there are also none whe in general |
more keenly and deeply suffer the penality!
that often arises from allowing feeling to
conquer judgment, Eveleen O’Connor was
possessed of all the keen, passionate, Yyet
variable feelings of her country. No sooner
was the step taken which her brother had so
terribly demounced than a dread of its re-
sults to him she so truly loved seized upon
ber heait and cavsed her to implore him not
to return home with her as they had origi-
nally agreed should be the case. Theloving
bridegroom readily yielded to such a solici-
tation, and instead of taking her back as
soon as the ceremony was performeu, and
agking forgivencss for a runaway marriage,
he brought the trembling bride te en old
house on the hill side, of which he kept the
key, while the owners, who sometimes work-
ed with him, were on what is called ‘uhg

father as if for help. The timid old man,
always anxious to conciliate the exasperat.
{ed pair, began a sort of exhortation with the
wordea— : x

*There now, alanna, have done, will ye ?
It can’t be helped now. You won’t be after
doing so again, Eveleen astore; don’t now
agra.”

“You won't go for to side with Rory, a-
gainst me, father dear !’ cried the girl in a
voice of supplication that came from the
heart. Its tone was enough for Rory; he
threv back his chair, and stopping a mo-
ment before he left the room he swore a deep
and deliberate oath to be the death of De-
laney if ever his sister demeaned himself by
thinking of him.

Evelcen knew well what thinking of him
meant ; she knew she was thinking of him
just in the way her brother wanted her not
to think ; the dish she held fell from her
hands on the floor, and he, looking at her
white face, added, as an_additional warning,
a tresh asceveration of his horrid vow, and

the car is waiting, and it’s myself forgot to
tell you.”

the house where | was to be a visitor, and
where, having described the apparition that
had interested me so much at the inn, | was
told the history I nqw record.

Eveleen O'Connor was the daoghter of &
farmer who, in England, might be 53id to be
“°l_l to do inths world, Lar who in Ireland
i aenved riore importance among his neigh-
|bours from the honor of his traditionary ati-
‘cestry than from the number of acres lie was
able to farm.

Brian O 'Connor, on the authority of his
family tradition, and in the peddntie lan-
guage of the hedge*schoolmaster, could boast
of being descended in a direct and mathema-
tically straight line from the ancient kings of
[{reland ; bis claim was vomsidered too clear
to be disputed ; he tas an O'Connor, and,
therefore, a descendant of the famous Roder-
ick O'Conhor, who, in Brian's most eloquent
phraseology, **was the renawned and unfor-
tunate king of & rendwiied and unfortunate
land ”* His hereditary pride was, however,

L

[From (i\e Cornhill Mzine.]
EVELEEN O'CONNOR.

It was during a little tout ghpt I made in

Ireland, whefyfol'owing in/f
Majesty Queen Victoria, in
throogh that most famous |
day found myseif standing
consolate state ot the large
droary inm, in g dull, remoth| |
Except the thickaess of the i

10 engage atiention ox curio bty but while | giTl-—rome years
stook wearily Jooking out At e window
beheld one that instantly e ¢ botb,

pas the figare of a woman f
the bloom ef youth, but st
old, who stood just before M}
one might imagine d"i“f

I By
iremoved from | hisythan da
{ y PO means | MOre pride nor stiffine
an atfitude | Of nobody and wasn't to bs
effect, but, for Eveleen grew up to vé aidhtegp yearp of

chiefly dieplayed iti the harmless garrulity of
a good-hearted old man ; in his only som,
who, affet their illustrious ancester, waé na-
imed Hoderick, though always called Rory,
pride assuméd a darker characier; because

wake of her o0 ilied (0 a disagreeatle wnd even re-
|Arstprogress pulsive disposition- @ character scarcely
ll, ":;:‘[gi'r'c.,mprehemibl“ to the plein and plodding
i ra >

plow of & very
E“""f town.
d it that lay on,
the table, there was »._! n the ;room

| Eoglish farmer who might powsess ten times
['hia wealth.
Prian was a widower; he hxd remained so
from the time when his youngest child—a
younger thaw her brother
‘Fhe neighboars said “he
doted down on Bvefeen, who toole more afte?
rk Rory did, apd badn't one bit
iffness thar i she had come,
to have a fortume ;"

1 —had been borw.

-

1 forthwith mounted the said car, and hold- |
ing on as well as I ¢-uld, contrived to rcnch’

set off to the next market town, where he
intended to sfay that night. An hour or so
afterwards Kveleen walked out to a hazel
{grove near the house, leaving her father au-
sleep in his large cbair. It was a shady,
pleasant place; the boughs formed a canopy
of overtangled brushwood, wild flowers and
short, shiny grass. There the young folks
of the neighbourhood often inet; but the
i hour was 100 early for such méetings, and
the girl's heart was too heavy for their mirth,

For ths firit time in her young life the
heart of Rvélesn O'Connor was heavy; full
to oppression with an undefined sadness.—
The shadow of a coming sorrow was upon
her. She raised her arm to pull down =
beanch of hazelnuts, unconscious that she
did so, for she was thinking of something
quite unlike nut-gathering ; yet still she tried
and tried again to lower the bough that was
too strong for her. An arm was stretched
over her head ; the bough was swept down
to the ground. Her head was then turned
and her blaek, tearful eyes fell before the
bright and honest ones that laoghingly met
them.

‘Pears in thode of the gay and admired Ev-
eleen uo one remembered to have seen ; nd
the amswer, **Not much, Jem,” made 10 De-

‘luney’u anxious inquiry as to what had hap-

pened, did not satisfy the inquirer. Fhe
truth was soon found out, and the caufe of
the urosual tears discovered. Thus, as #
few words often lead t3 a.great many, the
three already quoted led finally to a declara-
tion from Yem Delaney that Fveléen O'Con.
eor might indeed get & richer husband, but
nrone thet could love hrer better ; amd these
worls again led to the declaration on her
part that she wouk! take mo’ other lusband
than poor Fem. 3

Eveleen's love “vas no® nviaptaced, barring,
as the Frish gay, the fact that it wag contrary
to the wishes ef 1ire family ; but Ber broth-
er had no right to oppoee it, and her tther
was ouly guided By him. Pelaney way a

tramp.”
1t was a miserable sort of place in which

could invent for himself, his wife, and per-
hups for a generation yet to come. Kveleen
had nearly wpset the rickety stool he sat ow
by a vigoroas pash, infended to interrpt the
when she grasped
the arm she hal pushed away, with the ut-
terance of the Irish word “Whist ! AN her
warm young Ulood feft the glowing eherk,
and ran curdling to the heart. oA henvy
trampling step wi» heard coming quitkly on
before the lonely house ; a ehadow fell over
them o8 a fignre pavead the lighted-ap win-
down ; a hasty blotv drove in the halt-shat.
fered door.

Delaney threw himself before his bride,
believing the oYject was to take her from
him  He cried out, “She is my wife; We
were married !

They were the 1as* ‘words he ever ¥poke ;

flow ot his predictions

la shot fired by hivwile's brother laid hifm

dexd at her feet Rory O'Connor droppeil
the musket from his hand, lifted up the g1,
who lay almost as lifeless on the bloody Bady
of her husband of a day, and, carrvin‘q her
out, placed her on the car that waited for
them, and brought ker back to her father's
houwe,

The circumstances «e relite are not so

strange in reality as'they appeat when read
in a gtory ; many a wilder one, MoW8¥er,
hae often been known in the ‘country of pooe
Eveleen O"Comnor.
With the recklessness 80 often remarkabls
in persons who have just forfeited their lives
to the law, dark Rory notonly returmed ‘teé
his home after this deliberate murder, but,
apparently satisfied with the vengeance he
had taken, wes insensible to the penalty he
had incurred. 1t was only when he waa
warned that the “polis were out” that %e
began to think about it, and he [was taken
prisoner before he at'empted flight.

At the inquest on the unfortunate Jem
Delaney, his wife's brother was tharged with
the murder. The prisoner muintaimed the
same surly, repulsive pride and stublors:
ness that had earned for him the appellatich
of ‘dark.”

This apparent indifferencé only at oHe
moment ghve way. At that moment Ris

to celebrate the weddirg of 8 young hand-
some, and hitherto happy couple. But love
was there, and the gloom of inward fear or
outward wretchedners was brightened when
Eveleen looked on the happy, joyful smi-
ling hasband, who built up a pile of turf on
the wide grateless hearth; placed her-in-an
old chair beside it and declared himself to
be as happy as a king.

It is a poor place to bring you to, ma-
vourneen,” he said, *‘but sure with the
mornings light we will be off, and it"s myself
will be proud to take you back in honer and
happiness, to the people that owned you.”

Eveleen shivered—not at the thought of
remaining, but of going—to stay in that
poor house with Jem Delaney was all she
wished —all the rest of the’world might be a
blank ; within those four clay walls was all
to which her heart clung now in its wild and
passionate devotion ; and she shivered, not
at the thought of remaining days, mouths,
yesrs with him in such an abode as that, but
at the prospect of leaving it to expose him
| to her brother's fury. Still whea she met
his beaming eyes, end looked at his honest
face, she smiled, and got over her fears and
ibelped him 1o spread on the bare table the
| provisions he bad carefully brought, and
;lhey made theit marriage feast by the light
of the blazing turf, and tasted, it may be
believed, all the sweetness that a dinner
of herbs, where love is, can be supposed to
yield

The mornizg's light, however, did not fizd
| them at all more ready to take their depar-
ture.  Eveleen trembled at the prospect of
meeting Rory O'Connor, and used that ten-
der yet impassioned persuasiveness which
Irishwomen can employ, as well, at least, as
| any others. to induce her husband to remain
where he was, The light of her eyes, the
pulse of her heart, and whatever eise Jem
Delaney was to her, did not, indeed, require
30 much tender ertreaty He reslly did not
feel in any haste fo encounter “*dark Itory,”
bat still, when he laid herhead on his breast
dnd soothed her like a child, he would say,
“Hush, mavourneen astote; hash ! and
never fear tliat any one can h#ra ug now.—
No, ma colleen, you are my own now, and
gince I have you safe. Rory may keep the
mioney, and leave me all 1 wantod, aud that’s
your own self, acushla machree.’

Yet the wedded lovers stayed all that day
in the old house. The rain fell, and Fvcleen
was glad to see it : the wind swept down
the hill, and she started and trembred each
fimeé it shook the ¢razy door. Jemr. Delaney
piled the turfon ihe hearth, drew out the
white ashes, and told their fortuueés in them,
Evening was drawing on,.the day had been
dark and dreagy, aud the light without the
house was fading sway ; the blaze of the
turf danced in the small windew pane, the
young couple forgot their care, smiling at
each ofher, while the Wusband, with a p.ece
of old iron drawing ont the furf asheg oh the

,Joung man of wito every o.¢ spoke well;i hearth, told the most wonderful fortqnes he

dark eyes flashed a vivid tigh!; he clemeked
hig bands ; his limbs shook, not with Toar,
but with passion. His sister, the wretéhed
young widow, a wife for less than tevetity-
four hdurs, was brought in as a withess.—
That she would be an incompetent oné was
almost evident. She was deadly pale, with
the exception of one deep red spot’ hiZh up
on ohe cheek, that burned as if with hectie
fever. At the first question put to her, the
large, dark, and once saucy eyes that had
stolen poor Jem Lelaney's heatt away,
wandered, with a helpless, pitiable €xpres-
sion, from face to face, till they rested for s
second on that of the prisoner, wheén d shiver
shook her whole frame, but “het lips were
silent.

Seeing et srate Both of bodily ahd men-
tal illness, it was resolved to put to her only
one lealing and decisive question. So they
said. —*“You were at Ballymack on the even-
ing of the murder. Who fired the shut thay
killed Janmtes Delaney ?”

“Who killed James Delaney *" g4id‘ the
unhappy girl, a8 if repeating the words to
herself, *Who killed James Delaney?"—
she reiterated moré slowly, and looking
round to the coroner, the jury; did all bes
fore her, a¥ if making the infuiry hetself ;
then bringing rourd those wanlering ey @
to the prisonet seowlirig at her, she repes -
ed them once more, and stretthing out "I ¥
arms towards him, she cried with an excced-
ifigly bitter ery. *Who? oh! Rory, Recry,
you killed James Delaney !> She “dropped:
down while that cty yet made the ears that'
heard it tingle, atfl dhcoftstious of what sha"
had done, the wis cafried back to her fwths
er's house.

And there vhe lay, dnd knew nothing more
The words she had repeated seemed to have
[ set fire to her btain; and yet, Whileshe lay

*rs\'ing on her.bed; her ravings were not o%

the frightful scenes in which she hal lately’
beer.

Persons who know what it,is t6'have gore
through the delirium of fever, induced by
soriie mental'shock of violent agitation, may
tetollect, as the writer of thisf story does,
thé peculiar sensation of gradually “awaker-
ing, as it werd, tothé rYedovered power of
perception, to a' feeble "sense of cxistence
when the mind odly seewmied to be slowly
awakening, dnd 1h%® pains of languonr of the
body weré as y8t usfelt. Such a'sinte wiy ¢
lalmun appear 1o’ résemble what we' niny fu.,

¢y an Arising KMot the deadjto be. Plivre is
| a faint striving again to' live, & Wondering,
fan obliviow of what we ave, 6% Wwhere we arg.

I¥ was the evenivg hour, and (e scsm
was tNe en® 6f Autumin, when Evclesn fuy
in that state of semri-consciousress. All
way deep quietness ; the mournfuf fohg of
the rolin, ““The Iast lone dongster of the fa-
ing year,”" perehed o the topmost bough of
the brown-leafed tree outside her wimlayw,
way the only sonnd that broke the dtillnews,
and s fong was iw vmvus Witk the gavlier-

:(':m_!‘uulv non fourth prge




