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.- question—and that involves their highest in-
terests on earth—it does seem strange to me..

« And to me also,” replied Kate; “ but men
-differ about the truth that l:ends to heaven.”.

« Ah, yes,” sighed Brigid, « I see Lt now,
when they differ on that polnt we way well ex-

peet them to differ on any:thmrr. '

« After all, I don't think there is so much
difforence among our countrymen, as we are to
‘believe. We all know,’ maintained Kate,
«¢ that those who are called Irishmen, merely
from the accident of their birth, are not of our
people; their i_nte_rests, . thelr practlc.e.s,hthelr
sympathies, their intentions and their bhopes,
are all different from ours. They know that
evorything they possess depends in & great mea-
surc on the success of English r‘ule in Ireland,
and naturally enough they defend their posi-
tion. The real Irish, however, are pretty un-
animous in their wish that the United Irishmen
may succeed.”

« That's the very thing; that's what T blame
them for,” said Brigid. ¢ When people wait
to sec a grand suceess, who thanks them for
joining in the hour of triumph? Not me, I'm
sure.” _

* « My dear Brigid, you have spoken my mind

as accurately as if you had gl{essed the very
thoughts passing through 1t hefore you spoke.
Men condemn enterpriscs, national ones espe-
cially, when success does not Crown them ;
whereas, their own cold and indifferent conduet
was the greatest barrier to that same suceess
which would otherwise have been sure, but for
their indifference. Men of that stamp are
perhups unknown to themselves, the greatest
cnemics our brave fellows have to coatend
against.” ) )

“« T have no patience ‘with tlmm_," sulgi Bri-
gid, with something like a disdainful jerk of
her head, and an unpleasant pout upon her rosy
lips. «Just sce them, and hear them preach
their nostrums. I tell you, Kate, what I be-
lieve of them : they are cowards, rank and un-
mitigated cowards, who prefer to live from hand
to mouth, rather than hold up their heads,”
and the speaker began to strut across the room,

« Whisht ! whisht !’ said Kate, almost in a
whisper; ¢ here is John Mulian just coming in
at, the door.”

«Run you out to meet him, Kate, and Il
hide behind the door,” said Brigid, pushing
Kate forward.

Kate nearly fell with laughing. As she
tried again and again to utter the words, * April
Tool,” they always stuck iu her throat; but
Brigid comprehended what the other meant to
say and could not resist laughing, also, at the
ability with which she was caught in the play-
ful trap of her own making.

«We are both guilty now,” said Brigid;
¢ but I must say, you betrayed far greater anx-
iety, Kate, when I mentioned Cormac’s name,
than I did when you mentioned Johu's.

“Qh, who ever heard the like ?” cried Kate.
< Betray ansiety ! Now, whatdo you mean ?”

¢ Simply this,” nodded Brigid, ¢ that you
would prefer every day in the year to be April
the First, just to experience the little fright
you got when you fairly thought that Cormac
was coming.”

« Well, now, really Brigid, this is too bad,
my dear girl, quite too bad.”

¢ T know all that; but you kuow I told you
when I was recovering from illness that I would
plague the life out of you; now surely you
wouldu't have me to teil you a lie ?”

¢« Both girls up this morning and cnjoying
the early smiles of Spring I exclaimed Father
John, entering the room.

« Aund enjoying ane aunother's swiles just as
well, dear Father John," said Brizid O'Hara,
who had for some time past divided the atten-
tions heretofore puid only to Kate.

The good old man was never hetter pleased
than when these girls were in company with
each other, Brigid had, in the loveliness of
her own nature, restored a great deal of the
former animation that belouged to Kate. With
all her sprightliness of character, Brigid had a
thougltful mind ; but to the ordinary observer
this was not so. There were two persons who
knew-this well ; these were Kate and her uncle,
Perhaps there was another; but Brigid eould
not belicve that e kuew auything concerning
her nature.

# Pear Unele, do you really believe that Bri-
gid O'Hura will hereafter becowe a thoughtful
and eomumon sense woman ?”

« Certaiuly not,”” said Brigid, answering for
herself.

« Well, Kate, I really hope 20. Let us al-
ways hope,” said the old man, laughing, and
cntering into the spirit of the good nature that
¢xhibited itself in Brigid and his niece.

« Now sce, Father John,” suid Brigid, cross-
ing the forefinger of each hand, in a manner to
clain attention to What she was ubout to say;
¢ there is far too much of that thing in the
world known by the name of common sense. I
dow’t like that which is so very common, after
all. If you were common, if Kate O'Neill
were common, I wouldn't like either of you.”

« You wouldr't like either of us{” said Kate,
with feigned astonishment.

« Not half so well,” contivued Brigid, quite
geriously, “as 1 do now, hecause both of you
possess more than common sense.”

¢ Upon my word, Kate,” said Father John,
¢ I think you had some reason to make such
an inquiry, after all. I am just debating in
my own mind this moment whether Brigid ever
will make a common sense woman."'

¢ Your old trick, Father John,' replied the
girl, leaning with clasped hands on Kate's
shoulder. * You are just trying to keep back
all the good things you think of poor Brigid.
I got your blessing lat evening,” she conti-
nued, “and I know its good influence will re-
main with me forever,”

« Well, well, I must away;”
John, preparing to leave, ,

“ No, you won't,” said Brigid, «till I show
you something that kept your dear Kate for
nearly an hour in her room last night, when
.poor uncommon sense Brigid thought the dear
gixl was at her prayers,”

said Fﬁfhet

- Brigid; put ‘her haid into her pocket and
drew forth a sheet of erumpled note-paper.

Kate made to grasp'it; but Brigid sprang
backward, and, putting herself in 2 mock dram-
atic attitude, said :—¢ Here's a production for
a young lady, to be dropped carel-cs,sjly where
Cormae Rogan will be sure to find it.

A letter, oh; I won't stop to hear such
things,” said Father John.

¢« No, no,” said Brigid, ‘“no letter; only
listen. '

¢Is THE OLD LAND WORTH IT ALL?

Is the land that gave us birth, Loys,
Worth tighting for or no? -
Is Erin, Holy Erin, but a prize for every foc?
Shall we dare to claim the Island
Ay our heritage once more !
Or leave strangers in possessiott
Of the land from shore to ghore.
Y3 the Old Land worth it all?
Shall we rise at Freedom's call,
Or, be slaves and dastards, only,
In Old Eriu evermore ?
¢T3 the home wherein we've knelt, boys,
Beside a mother's knee,
And learned to lisp, with bated breath,
In the days of slavery;
The heart-fols prayer for frevdom,
Ere the mind could understand
The nature of the helots birth
Within his own dear land,
To be ours, or anothers ?
Say the word, my gallant brothers,
Will we choose the chance that's oury,
Or, accept the slavish brand 77

- Treason, sedition, pikes, powder, and re-
belifon ;" said Father John; “I'Il hear no
more of it.”

s Indeed, ['m surc you won't,” said Brigid,
“ for that's all there is of it.”’

 And g0, Kate, you spend your time—-'

i Never mind, dear uncle,” said Kate, ¢ only
a fly-sheet [ was scribbling over, when thief
Brigid snatched it up, aud ran off with it.”

«Yes, I did,” said Brigid, approaching Kate,
and taking her by the arm. ¢ But, come, we
shall have a stroll, and see if there are any
primroses wanting to be plucked.”

# That's right, girls. T should chase you
out this fine morning-—~get along, zet along,”
said Father John; and the girls went forth for
a walk.

v

CHAPTER XIX. — MIKE GLINTY PRACTISES
SIIOOTING—MEETS FLEMING, WHO HAD ES-
CAPED—J3{ ROW — A QUIET WALK, AND
WHAT TUOK PLACE.

¢ He said that he was tot our hrother—
The moagrzl! he said what we knew,
No, Eirre! our dear Island-3other,
He nc'er bad Lis black blood from you.”

The hard trial of adverse circumstances had
wedded together two of as loving and pure
young Irish hearts as could be found in an en-
tire proviuce.

Kate O'Neill was made to be loved by all
who knew her sweetness and goodness of heart.
Her isolation heretofore had, to some extent,
given a serious aspect and grave coloring to her
character; but since the arrival of the light-
hearted Brigid O'Hara, at her uncle’s, Kate
became much more of the girl, and less of the
woman. Her uncle was rejoiced to observe
this change, for there were moments when the
pious old man believed that all that was left to
him on this earth would be likely also to take
its departure, and make him lonely indeed.

Brigid, on more than onc occasion, desired
to return home; but the entreaties of Kate,
backed up by Father Jolin, were suflicient to
prevail on her to lengthen her stay; and know-
ing that she owed much to Kate during her re-
cent illness, she consented.

The two girls had a favorite haunt which
they visited regularly. It was a sweer little
dell, about a quarter of a mile from Father
Joku's house.  Here they rambled at pleasure,
and enjoy cach other's society without intrusion.

The days of spriny were yet young; but
when the sun came forth with something more
than his usual arder, it was almost difficult to
believe that summer had not approached.

The two companions enjoyea the sweetness
and freshuess of the season with childlike de-

light, Kate was a forvent worshipper of na-
ture. Not 2 leaf or hud, not a moss-covered

stone, or neglected tichen could escape hier ob-
servant cye. Evervthing had beauties which
others failed to perceive.

In this respect, Brizid was alsojan enthu-
siast, and for these reasous the dell was a great
favarite.

¢ The prettiest primrose from this to Sleam-
ish,”" said Brigid, running forward to pluck the
flower, which had come to a luxuriant growth,
nestled amid withered leaves. Scarcely had
she done so, when the report -of 2 gun was
heard near at hand.

Both girls started, a.t looked at each other
with a sort of surprised and inguiring look.

# What can that mean ?” asked Kate.

« I'm sure I cannot tell,” answered Brigid;
“but it does appear to me to be rather strange.”

¢« Oh ! now when I think of it,”" added Kate,
¢ it is probably some sportsman. I think we'll
turn back, Brigid.”

T think so, too,” said the latter,

But they had not proceeded far, when an-
other shot was heard, followed by a most up-
roarious laugh.

Looking toward the place whenee the sounds
proceeded, there they beheld Mike Glinty,
kueeling on one knee, with & gun in his hand,
and a long-handled pike lying besidehim. His
hat, or, rather, the article denominated by that
title, was placed on a thornhush, at a distance
of twenty or thirty paces.

(To be Continued.)
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SKETCHES FROM THE SEAT OF WAR.

DR. W. H. RUSSELL'S LETTERS.
Lieyey, Aug. 25.

In my last letter, some of the news in which will
Dbe probably anticipated by the remarks I am about
to write, I told you of the great impression produced
by the news of the evacuation of Chalons, and of the
arrival of the King, attended by Count Bismarck,
yesterday at the Crown Princo's Hend-Quarters, en

route to Bar-le-Duc. The account ‘of the state of

things inside the works at Metz is
town is ‘filled with wounded ; hospital gangrene,

ded, hasmade its appearance, and typhus rages in

dition of brave men in such & state. "'T'o complete
the misery of the invested army there is a scarcity
of good food. Fresh meat must be impossible.
This is what I hear of the one hundred thousand
men, and of the twelve thousand or fifteen thousand
wounded, shut up in the great French stronghold,
The imagination cannot deal with the details of
such wretchedness, and I almost hope the picture is
overcharged. - Tho francs-tireurs have made their
debut. They have shot four men belonging to the
4th Cavalry Division near Chaloms. Instructions
have been sent to the Corps Commander fo deal
with them most severely—in other words, they will
be shot if taken with arms in their hands. No
doubt the French will retaliate, insisting on the
legitimate character of france-tireurs when a levy en
masse has been ordered, and thus we may drift into
& war of reprisals, which, again, may become a war
of “ np quarter® This, however, is an anticipation
of the worst, and the two leaders of civilization in
Europe will surcly stay their hands. The shooting
of a few Dragoons cannot decide the war. It may
do much to render it ferocious. These fFrancs-tireurs
have & uniform ; a blue kepi, a blouse of any colour,
with a red worsted sash ; trowsers with a stripe of
avy colour, and white gaiters; and they are armed
with a rifle a la tabatiere, something of the Reming-
“ton pattern, I think.

Phalsbourg—the walls and guns and garrison are
all that remain of it—still holds out. So does
Bitche. So does Toul, although it has sutfered a
cannonade, and is the worse of it. The latter place
interrupts the completion of the railway from Nancy,
the other two are very much in the way, and heavy
guns will be brought up to reduce them if their
commanders do not listen to proposals which are
ahout to be addressed to them, explaining the hope-
Lessness of aid, and the futility of further resistance.
One Division of Landwehr, about 14,000 men, have,
I think, arrived before Strasbourg already.

Onc of the most lamentable results of the siege of
Strasbourg, leaving out of view the loss of human
life, is the injury which the bombardment has in-
licted on the noblecathedral ; and we may add, upon
its wonderful astronomical clock. The wvast cathe-
dral, whicli, perbaps more than any other one thing,
has made the name of Strasbourg celebrated, is con-
sidered one of the finest Gothic buildings in Europe.
It was founded A, D. 504. The choir was Duilt by
Charlemagne, probably about A. D. 800—though it
was not completed until 1439, Thematerial of which
the cathedral is built is & brown stone, obtained from
a quarry at Wassebonne, in the valley of Couronne.
a few miles from Strasbourg. The architect of the
existing edifice was Erwin von Steinbach, of Baden,
One John Huells, of Cologne, was the architect of
the peerless tower. We state theae facts because they
have never before been seen in print.  Its spire is
the loftiest in the world. Its height, 566 feet, sur-
masses St. Peter’s, and is about equal to that of the
Great Pyramid. The greater part of the entire strue-
ture was destroyed by lightning in 1007; and the
restored edifice was begunin 1015 and was completed
in 1432, The cathedral is in every part richly de-
corated with sculptures,and the western front, rising
to aheight ef 230 feet, is, or was,particularly fine with
its wealth of statues, omamental carvings, and bas-
reliefs. It has a circular window 438 feet in diameter.
The Prussian heavy artillery has made, it is said, a
ruin of a part of the vast building.

The astronomical clock, the product ef a German
clockmaker, in about the year 1450, i3 a marvel of
ingenuity and mechanical skill, and has no counter-
part. It performs not enly the ordinary service ofa
clock, but exhibits the days and the months and the
years : the process of the season; the signs of the
zediac and the names and movements of the heavenly
bodies. At each quarter hour an angel comes out
and strikes one stroke on a hell; at every hour
another angel comes out and strikes twice, and at
12, meridian, a figure of Christ appears, accompanied
by the twelve apostles, all of whom move around a
central pointand pass in, out of sight, by another
door; the stroke of 12 being given, and a cock flaps
his wings and crows, The clock is enormous in size,
like everything else connected with the vast cathe-
dral, and is invisible from the outside street—the
spectator passing through the nave of the cathedral
to see it. It has suffered from fire and violence
Defore the preseat year, having been out of repair
and motionless since the revolution of 1793, until
the year 1852, when it was repaired by a watchmaker
of Bas-Rhin, and has been in operation since. It is
to i hoped that this ingenious pice of mechanism
has not been irreparably injured by the present bom-
bardment.

The loss of the Strashourg librarr—a vast col-
loction of eight hundred thousand volumes, includ-
ingy many collections of rare amd curious monkish
parchment«—iy total and irreparable, It can never
be replaced by any collection hereafter made. It
was the slow result of a thousand years: and its
destruction by fire, caused by the Prussian hot shot
is like the burning of the Alexandrian libvary in
this. that of a great number of the works distroyed
no duplicates can ever be obtained.

THE BATTLE OF REZONVILLE.

Beruiy, Augz, 29—To fill up the outline of the
battle of Ilezonville given in a previous letter I
transmit some detailed accounts we have received
from tle front. As they will speak for themselves
I refrain from adding so much as a word of com-
ment. The first of the subjoined letters refers to
the part the 4th Brigade of the Guards, consisting of
the infaniry regiments “Emperor Francis and Queen
Augusta” took in the battle. The writer is a Staff
Ofticer, and the portion of his graphic sketch I am
going to lay before your readers describes the storm-
ing of St. Privat, on the right flank of the
French:—

% 8¢, Privat is a village on a stezp and lofty cliff,
which commands the ground for many miles around,
The village had many stone buildings of consider-
able height, which offer the most valuable facilities
for defensive purposes. Both its position and its
houses had beer: turned to excellent account by the
cnemy. On this towering height the Freach felt
the more secure, as the groundall around is perfectly
bare. Having so stationed themnselves that the at-
tacking party would be unavoidably exposed to the
full eftect of their guns as soon as it could Dbe
descrird in the distance, they thought they had done
enough, and might confidently await coming events.

% Onr artillery, consisting of at first nine, and af-
terwards 11 batteries, under the command of Gene-
ral Prince Hohenlohe, began the attack. Towards
4 o'clock,—that is, after an incessant cannonade of
three hours, the enemy’s guns were silenced by our
batteries, when the infantry were ordered to advance,
It was essential to come to close quarters before
dark, because the enemy might otherwise have ef-
fected his retreat without any very serious losses,
and forced another battle upon us the day after.
At 5 o'clock our brigade, which formed the first line
of the assnulting party, left the ravine in which it
had sought shelter so long, and marched agninst St.
Privat. No sooner did thg cnemy notice our march
than he'opened fire upon us. It was the most de-
structive quick fire you can imagine. After a few
ninutes we had numbers of our comrades lying on
the ground, and the nearer we proceeded the greater
became our losses. Nor had we the satisfaction of
retaliating upon our adversaries. Stationed as they
were behind houses and walls, or crouching in
ditches, they were perfectly invisible to us, and
could not have been fired at even if wo had had time
to reciprocate their compliments. The first and
second brigades on our left fared no better. All the

ipitiable, : The*
that dreadful addition to the tortures of the woun-:

the camps.~ The bitterest enemy must pity the con-

:Generals and staff officers were on horseback, in
front of the attacking party, and after & short time
were cither shot or had their horses killed under
them. The ecnemy's fire was like a hailstorm of
lead ; extending over a distance of at least 1,500
paces in front of the hills. The noise it made per-
fectly drowned our commands, and the smoke ren-
dered it impossible for our men to handle their
weapons with anything like a chance of success.
Yet the Guards never besitated for a moment. On
they went, strewing the ground with their dead and
wounded, determined to conquier or to succumb.
Long before we had reached the enemy our losses
attained such tremendous proportions that the
Prince of Wurtemberg, the commander of the
Guurds, gave orders to halt until the Saxons had
mude some impression ou ibe right wing of the
‘hostile position. This and another engagement of
our artillery, who were again sent to the front and
resumed operations against £he solid masonry of the
village, delayed our progress for some time. At
last the village began to burn, and we had some
hopes of being able to penctrate through the shower
of missiles which were still falling as fust and thick
as ever. At half-past 6 we resumed the charge.
The enemy, though his flank had been turned by
this time by the Saxons, still fought with desperate
valour, and defended every single house in the place.
Within 15 minutes we dislodged him entirely, when
his ranks suddeuly broke, and the whole mass,
which had made so long and obstinate a resistance,
all at once fled in confusion towards Metz. But the
cost of victory this time damped our joy in it.
Nearly all the officers in -our brigade were either
dead or wounded. The rank and file had likewise
supplied a frightful quota of casualties. Every one
of us lameuted the death of a relation, a friend, or
an acquaintance. We had certainly succeeded in
intercepting the enemy on his march to the capital,
but we had done so at almost too great a sacritico.
We passed the night on the battle-field, a good many
of us sleeping in the tents which the enemy had
left behind him when taking to a precipitate flight.
Wonderful Juxurics and comforts we discovered in
the tents of the French officers. Beds and chairs
and rockersand curtains and carpets adorncd the
temporary abodes of these refined gentlemen, Even
perfumery belonged to their indispensables, amd
there was certainly no want of looking-glisses.
What a confrast t0 us; who sleep on the bare ground,
our Generals Iying down with the rest, whenever
we cannot find shelter in a village. When we
looked at the French tents and the numerous impedi-
mente contained in them, we quite understood why

the French cannot march so rapidly as we do.  But,
to give them their due, they fought well while un-
der cover. As long as they kept behind walls their
conduct efait tout cc qui peut elre desire.  As to assum-
ing the offensive and coming to close quarters, they

never thought of it.  They are brave soldicrs, and

slaughtered us in the most terrific style; yot there

is no denying that they have lost the elan that for-

merly distinguished them, and place greater confi-
dence in a ditch and a long-range gun than in any-

thing clse,

By the side of the Infantry Guards fought s bat-
talion of Rifles, which left more than half its men on
the ground. The following letter from one of its ofti-
cers is worth being preserved as a contribution to the
history of the times:—

¢ After a march of 20 miles we reached the village
of Latour, where the Guards mect.  We slept in the
cottages and mustered at 4 o'clock in the morning,
At 5 weleft, and proceeded slowly, our rear being
some distance behind. At a quarter to 6 we were in
our aliottcd position.  Colonel Kunappe bad just given
us the ordre de bataille when the news arrived the
cnemy had drawn off. But it was a false report.
We lay down on the ground,and ai half-past 12 were
ordered to torm columns of attack and proceud to the
front. “Marching forward we soon heard the thunder
of the guns-and the harsh grating of the mitrailleuse,
Presently the needle-guns join in on our right, and
the military orchestra, wwhich we have listened to sa
many times before, was again complete. The 9th
Corpe d' Armee wasengaged. When the Guards at-
tack and the Saxons outflank the enemy’s left he will
not be long in giving way. So we are led to think.
But man proposes and God disposes,

“Towards 1 o'clock wesaw the battle before us.
The artillery of the Guards and the Saxons were al-
ready engaged. To ourright we had the 1st division
of the Guards concealed by an undulation of the
ground, to our left the Snxons were struggling man-
fully. We watched the grenades of our artillery as
they burst with remarkable precision among the tir-
ailleurs of the enemy, Queen Augusta's Regiment was
the first ordered to support the Saxons ; the turn of a
battalion of the ‘ Emperor Alexander’ came next,
The Saxons were cvidently guining vound in their
flunk movement, and all went well. I must say we
began to be disgusted with playing the part of spee-
tators. At last we moved to suppert the Hessians
onour right. We stopped again in aslight hollow
until at last there came the command, # Tifles to the
ront!”  Now we are in for it in right earuest.  Itis
a quarter to 5, and as we begin to advance wegetn
taste of chassepot balls. A man is shot througl the
arm. He is our firat wounded,

¢ Second company to the right ; first to the left
As we are turning a copse we are suddenly in the
thick of it. Into the copse then, and along its out-
skiits. The firc is heavy, but as yet the balls fall
short of us. At first we are at a loss to make out
whence they come.  Can it be that we are fired at
from the heights in {ront, at a distance of at least
1.300 paces?  As we proceed our doulits are set at
rest.  We have the enemy really before us, and in a
fow minutes bexin to sufter very perceptibly, YFor-
ward! forward! Spreading out in their lincs, we
are running on while our breath lasts.  But we are
exhausted even before we can sce the coemy, so
great Is the distance, and so steadily ascending the
long-stretching sl pe we have to go over. Stop!
Weare still at 1,00 pues from the Frencl, and
must take breath before we can proceed. "Not a shot
is fired. Now on again, a few hundred paces right
into the potato-field. Stop again, fire a few shots,
and now at them at a run.

“ At last we succeeded in getting near enough to
see the lieads of the French popping out of their
ditches. As usual, they were in rifle-pits on the
slope and top of the hill, By this time very many
of us had fallen, and we halted, on wholly unpro-
tected ground, to cxchange some rounds with our
friends oppesite. Captain Baron Von Arnim was
shot in the foot, but remained sitting in our midst
to direct the movements of the company. He scon
got another Lall in his breast, when he had to give
it up. Finding we could not do much execution, we
Letook oursclves to our feet again, and ran to within

500 paces of the enemy.  Now, at last we had o fling
at them. I measured the distance mysclf, took a
dead man's rifle and popped away as fast and as well
as T conld, At this juncture Major Von Faberk was
shot, Captrin von Hagen was shot, four men next o
me were shot,  We were in skirnishing order, an
beginning to molt away like wax. In front stood
the French, concealed iu excavntions up to their
very eyes; behind us, for a distance of 800 puces
the ground was strewn with dead and wounded, 1f
we liad been strong enough, we should have tried to
cross bayonets, but our numbers had already been
so yvery much reduced that we could not think of
making the attempt. Indeed, had the French as-
sumed the offeusive they must have taken or killed
cvery man of us, Butaccording to their practice
they kept in their ditches, and were quite satisfied
with slaughtering us at a distance. The thing be-
came perfectly unendurable, and there arose a low
rourmur in our lines that we had better fly at thew
at any expense and knock down ss many ag we
could while there were any of-us left to do it. - At

our Brigadier, came up at u gallop, shouting from a
distance, and ordering us to remain where we wer,
if we would escope being talen prisoners, Sg w:
just stood our ground until troops were percejveq
coming to our support in the' distunce, when we all
advanced again, and at 300 paces once more opened
a murderous fire. All through my men were very
el and self-possessed.  Under the circumstances
of the case they could not but knosw that the greafe:
part, and perlups all, of them had got to dije. Yet
they were a5 tranquil as the few of their officars stil}
remuining, and looked with perfect equanimity upon
the French relieving again and again thejr tirail
leurs in the ditches, We were now near cnougl t{;
sce that they had four rows of rifle-pits the one
aver the other.  The fire was terrific, and H:\dowa j;;
vomparison to it mere child's play. By and by our
cariridges got exhausted, and we had to empty the
pouches of the dead and wounded.  As many of the
latter bad a spark of life left did all they conlg to
assist us in this. But everything has an end and so
had our ammunition. I had given orders th:;t every
man was to reserve two cartridges in cuse the Prench
took the offensive, and with these two cartridges in
our possession we confronted the encmy evcrcz, after
we had ceased to fire. After a little while which
scemed to us terribly long, our supports came up.—
They were ekirmishers of Queen  Elizabetlys Roai
ment, and the moment they joined us I heard tli:i;
caplain give the command in my rear, ¢ Charwe with
the bayonet? I was lying on the m’oundbwith @
shot in my left arm and shoulder-blade; hut as
heard those glorious sounds I jumped up’ and Ilnl-
lowing to my men, fiercely repeated th:: \\-ord\bf
command, ‘Charge with the bayonct™ Butglys
there were only three men left to respond fo ;,;\;
call.  With the exception of a few who had jlii:;(‘il
another cotupany the whole of my men wepe down
[ do not know whether the three survivors toc)k.
part in the attack.  As for myselt, I could not do jt
and sat down on the ground. The moment the
Elizateth vegiment charged the French jumped out
of their ditches and ran away. An enormous quick
fire was opencd upoun them, and, as 1 can assurs )'o‘u
to sume purpose. ’
“The French were driven from theic whole
tion. The villages around were on fire and the
shooting continued here and there. W had ht'm;
opposed to the Guards, who were the last to rutroat
As 1 owas with dificulty picking my way fo I()(}kJ -
the wnbulance, I had the bitter sorrow” of wiulkine
through fields strewn with men of my compauv-:
Many of them wee still alive, and asking me to g5
sist them to rise and get up; but in the st.’ntr‘liLu
which I was [ conld only promise to send {len; 1‘1nlp
s soun ag pessible.  All the officers of the In;ttt;tl{nu
are vither dead or wounded.  Of the [ong men witly
whom we went into the battle only 400 are loft"—
Erom the Times Prussian Correspondont. .
Ata moment when some might be inclined to
rencw the charge against peoples of reject :
adversity whow they applauded in prosperity, let us
adduce one or two traits that do honour ¢ 'lj‘afnm:
Although defeated, no man is more houaural of
Frenchmen thar MacMuhon. The rumour moes. suvs
1 Figaro, ‘that Marshal MacMahon is doad, W
hesitate to believe in these tidings, so ;:ru.'ttl\.r they
overwhelr us with grief and sorrow! For Mac.
Mahon was military France in all that she has of
the most chivalrous and most generous, [Car Mac-
Muhon cetait la France militaire, duns ¢» qu’ elle a de })[f;-\'
chevaleresque ot de plus generenr]  And yet, though
fain tu disbelieve, is it not licit for any who Lave
had the honour ot knowing him to suppose that he
did not degire to survive a defeat of our forces. Has
ke not had the heroic and sublime folly to prefer, in
8 moment of supreme desperation, a glorions dcrath
on the battle-ficld to the lamentable spectucle of a
defiat? Has he not rather wished to have Lissword
!:rukcn in his hands than toswrenderit?  Such oon-
Jecture scems but all too probableto those wio know
the chinracter of this noble and valorous soldier.
The Sword of Honour which the subscribers of the
Figure have offered him, they preserve it for him
still. In place of presenting it to him, they will
fay it on his tomb. Nothing shall be chanced in
the ornument but this, leaves of cypress willinter-
mingle with these of laurel. But the inscription
shall rewain the same:— A la plus pure de nos
gloirces, an chevalier sans peur ct sans reproshe, an
moderne Bayard'—To the most pure of our glories
to the knight without fear and without rcpbm:\cll
to the modern Bayard ! Ireland may well fool al.
thrab of pride for this honour, nobly deserved n-f;hly
decrecd to one who felt honoured in tracine his
aneestry to Ireland, -
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ITTNGER, MOCKERY, RETALIATION!

~ The Putrie relates the following :—* & traveller
from Germany celates the following incident of
which he was an eve-witness, Ou the 21st o con-
siderable number of men, women, and children as-
sembled in the front of Count de Bismarck's hotel
in the Wilhelmstrasse, Berlin, and for more thay an
Lour they cried owr for Bread ! The persons in-
habiting the boilding in question bhavine showu
themsclves at the window, replied,  Bread ? Do
youask for food? Go andseek it al Pavis? At {hese
inhiuman words the crowd rushed against the house
and hroke all the windows with stones, 1t revuired
several charges of the police to clear the streets.”

DEATHS OF THE BISHOPS OF STRASUOURG AND VERDILN.

The Bishop of Strasbourg’s death arose from dis-
case of the heart.  The Bishop of Verdun was killed
on Wednesday,

STRASBOURG * ASSASSINATED.”
(By Edmond Alou')

Under the above heading M. About writes thus in
the Soir, of the 2nd September :—Let us antivipate a
little the just severity of history, and tell these mis-
?m‘-elu Germans what they have done against civil-
ization, ngainst us, against themselves, in burning
the noble town of Strasboreg.  Lurope is altopethccx‘-
scandalized by the deed, but she will rise in g body
as soon as she knows all its moral conseqluences.—
All who have resided at or lave generally passed
through Strashourg, remember it with friculiship.—-
It is, or rather it was, the most hospitalle and most
genial town in the world. Only pleasant fuces were
to I_)e keen  there, physiognomies that bespoke
straightforward and honorable conduct—simplicity,
equality, fice-thinking, and frec-acting—all the elc-
ments of Republican mannerhad been preserved there
almost in tact after two centurics of anmexation.
S-h-ashourg was the only large town in which Jjudi-
cial functionarivs, professors, and officinls, mingled
indiseriminutely with the throng of the humlfleﬁt
workers at the stubles or breweries, No Rrrogance
at the summit, no envy at the base, a simple and
naturnl dignity among all classes of society, Among
the 80,000 inhabitants of the town vou could not
find a single zoyon (blackguad). Rich or poor
familics there were numerous, united, submissive to
their heads pateiarchal, The whole population rose
early and rotired early, after the old fashion. No
display of luxury, little or no mendicity, but genernl
ease Iom}dcd upon economy and thrift, Theseveral
communitics mutually tolerate one nnother, and
worked well together,  Ruspect for sincere oI;inion
was.cartied to the extent of permitting professots of
great talent, MM, Lebois and Colani, to make pro-
fessions of Rationalism Intcllectual life was more
active at Sirasbourg than any other place in the
world. It swarmed with sacans, learncd men, and
men of letters. The admirable library which'a
Badois wretch has Dburned down, attracted n whole
people of archwologists and philologists, The
museum of the faculty contains or contained the
greatest geological collection in Europe, I mean
the best classified and most instructive, if not the
tichest. What have they done with it? - Shall we

this moment Coptain Von Berger;the- adjutant of

-

-find again that labor of science, aad of patience, and



