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GONE, NOT FORGOTTEN. -

ollections ot the Hon. Richard

some Reo

Oo'Gorman. '

The first time I beard Richard

O'Gorman speak_in public ‘was at his.

lecture in

1865, in_al

Stepherd.

Thougbts.

its qualit

Cooper Institate, December 15
id gf the House of the(}oonf
Toe subject was * Winter
These ¢xtracts will show
After thanking the audi-

L

Y.

ence for its good reception of him and

stating that be
turer, he said :
lecture you.

was no professional lec-
«T nave been invited to

and I am beretodoit. I

am no better than & guerills, for I have

ao pet theories

jiurney t

of life except thatitisa
pat leads now and then into

difficalties and dapgers, but oftener into

pleasant places,
and friendship

where the flowers of love
bloom thick around—a

journey where plessure and pain strange-
ly slternate—tbat .warm heart, cool
head, frank tongue, and open hand are

d companions in the war;

that

Ex’cther the sky be cloudy or whether

it be bright, the sun,

though we may not

sea it, 18 in the heavens above us all the
game. | bave no mission that I know

of, except

to do whatever lies nearest to

my hand with all my might, and to trust

ihe result to time and the future before
whose awful tribunal all human conduct
must pass in judgment. You did not
come here to-night o much to hear s

lecture a
charity le

3 to do a charity. In this

t me, too, have a share,

“14 iz winter, Over half the world the

ioce king

reigns supreme, Ont on the

prairie the wild winds sweep with angr

bowl, and
dera as it

the long grasa hows and sbud-
passcs along. Cattle huddle to-

gether in barns, and shepherds hurry into

strayiog

bresk sin
ting sun
obud tha

gheep bsfore the hurricane
its fury, for just above the aet-
tc-night there hupg a dark
* (breatened ¢now,

“Jy is winter on the ocean, where the
good ship, westward bound, pitches and
rolls and surges through the blacknpess,

or stops f

or & moment when a ses, more

than usually wrathful, strikes her, and
climbs ber bows and leaps upon her decks
and sweeps up and down, as if eagerly
esesking for sume mischief to do, some
loose article to seize and smash up and

demoliah
through ¢

befure it makes itz eacape
he scuppers.

“ 1t is winter in the city—the merriest

seas0 of

all the year—winter in the

browustone masusions, where wealth and
fashion hold their court. It is the sge of

splendor !

Itis winter in the city—winter,

hlackest, bittercat, dreariest season of all
the year— winterin the tenement home—

winter in

“ Chasit

the poor,

the garret, in the cellar.
y wuet improve the homes of
Lot break up aud destroy them.

Charity should se k the poor man at his
own home anp hold and encourage him

there; no

t drive him to seek help in pub-

lic asylums, where self-respect is often

broken an

d the pride of individuality Ioat.

"It seems to me that if you wish to
educate the children of this city it wonld
not be amies to begin with the parents.
Improve their condition; improve their

houses, fo
. the chiid

r it is at home, after all, that
gots the education which gov

etns his characterfor good or ill.  Nature

provides for that,

Laws cannot effecta

ully or safely prevent or control it. This
city would be beautiful—it ought to be

beautiful
has nator
lngs and

; on no other object on esxth
¢ showered more varicus bless-
honors than on the island of

Manbattan. Iisits,indee},an the waters
like & queen, with its aste dant oities
sround, crowued with the diadem of the

Westorn
s  park

thurcnes, houses, Buat if you will take

world,
F’

Beautlify it—beautify
tqaares, public edifices,

b frieudiy advice as to where it is best to

commenc
by beauti

“I have found iu

tus than

e rour work, I should say begin
fyisg th. homes of the poor.

poverty grander vir-
I bave ever found in wealth.

Angels alone keep count of the countless

benefaclions of

his clas

poverty to the paor!

8—this great army of labor—

thia chivalry of the workshop, the anvil,

the desk,

boud in the conacipusness of

the plow and the loom —that,

#trength and independent manhood, can

| putaside

temptaiion and dare the poor

for all that—this class is the glory and

hope of

| N&ce and its aword and shield in war,
‘ [t is winter over land

| Ohapge h
smnge if

“The yesr
8nd may no

desolation, gloom and alarm, Let it die!

ob beca

every socisty, its support in

and sea. A
B8 come over -the world ; most
we have not grown use to it..

1865 is dying. :Let :it die
year bring to us again such

use of the great rolief its later

native

dsys have seen. ‘Because they have seen
oivil war the the sword; becanse
they have seen the torch quenched, the
war dumb, silent armies disbanded, and
friends and brothers long parted meet
sgain; because they have seen peace re-
visit our desolated land. For this let the
old year die in the midst of mexriment
and good cheer, with hosts of revellers
around ; for to thia year, too, Ohristmas
is coming, and from charch tower and
steeple all over Christendom the chimes
aball soon ring out the glorious antham,
@lory to God in the highest and peace to
men of good willl

. ‘It is winter in the city-—winter, too,
in the charitable asylum for whose sske
you and I are here to-night.

‘* New York has, if ever city had, a tear
of pity and a band open as day to melt-
ing charity.

“Edmund Burke said long sgo that
the age of chivalry was gone. [ don't
believe it! The pride and pomp and
ceremony of the old age is, indeed, de-
parted. But the true spirit of young hu-
manity still lives to purify scciety—to
ennoble and to save.”

8ome years afterward, when O'Gor-
man was Corporation Counsel, in a modest
office in Naseau street, I had an interview
with him in relation to some {Irich na-
tional matter, and found him:full of pa-
triotic interest for the old land.. My next
and laat personal meeting with bhim was
on borrd & steamer “down the bay,”
where a party, including John Mitohel,
was proceeding to meet some Irish exiles
lately released from B.:itish prisons.
Q'Gorman was very enthusiaatic on that
occasion, and led the Reception Commit-
tee. I well remember his rich, clear
voice hailing the steamer as she cams to
anchor at Quarantine. Conversing with
Mitchel on that trip about Irish affairs,
he told me, in reference to the outbreak
ol 1848, that O'Gorman waa very reticent
as to his personal part therein.—Rev.
William MoClure, in N. Y. Sun, ’

AN ARCHITECTS WIFE,

Il

About the middle of the 14th century Don
Enrique de Trastamara lald siege to Toledo,
which defended iteelf with constancy and
valour, falthfal to that king who by some 1s
named the Cruei, by others Justiciero [the
strict observer of justica.]

The brave and loyal citizens of Toledo made
many gorties by the magnificent Bridge of St.
Martin-one of the richest and at the same
time most useful architectural treasures pos-
sessed by Lhe City of Monuments ; and, falling
on Don Enr!que’s camp, which was pitched on
what are called the Cigarrales, had infllcted
terrible losses on the besleging forces To pre-

vent the repetition of these sallles, Don Enrigue
determined to destroy the Bridge.

The Bridge, as has been satd, was a precious
Jewal amongst many othera that enclircled the
city of martyrs, of connelis, and of caballeros;
but of what value are artistic or historie
monuments in the eyes of ambitious politi-
clans, who are ready to plunge thelr dagger
into the heart of & brother, in order to sit upon
the throne orcupled by him ?

The Cigarrales of Toledo, which have been
made celebrated by Tirso and others of our
great poets, are a number of enclused pleces
of ground where are the samwer-houses, gar-
dens, and orghards ot the wealthy citizens,
with beautiful fruils and shade irees.

One night the trees of the Cigarrales were
out down by the soldiers of Don Enrique, and
piled upon 8t. Martin’s Bridge. The dawn
was beginning to appear, when a bright light
flluminated thedevastated gardens, the waters
of the Tagus, the rnins of the palace of Don
Rodrigo. and the Arab tower which even at
this day is refleoted 1n the waters of the river.
A great fire was consuming the bridge ot St.
Martin; and the eracking of the heavy stones
carved with all the beautly of the chigel that
created the marvels of the Alhambra, sounded
like the sorrow/ful groans of Art oppressed by
Barbariem,

The people of Toledo, awakened by the
omlinous brightness, rushed to save the beantl-
fu! Bridge from the Imminent danger with
which it was threatened. | ul their afforts
were in valn; for a fearful erush that resourd-
ed monrnfally in the hollows and windings of
the Tagus, announced to them that the Bridge
no longer existed. S

When the sun roge to gild the cupolas and
towers of the lmperial olt.{ the Toredan girls
came down the river to fill thetr pitchers with
the fresh, orystal water, But they returned
wilh empty vessels, and with sad indignant
hearts ; becanse the current of the Tagus rush-
Ing salong turbid and boiling, carrying on {ts
furious waves vhe smokipng ruins of Bt. Mar-
tin’s Bridge.

The popular indignation arose to the highast
plten ; ,or this Bridge had been the only direct
passage to those earthly paradiges, the Ciggre
rales, which the citigens Inherited from the
Arsabs, together with thelr passion for gardens
and orchards. Thelr courage, whioch had be-
gun to fail. was now Increa-ed tenfold, and be-
fore long the camp of Trastamara was farlous-
ty attacked by the besieged, who pat the enemy
to flight, and watered the Cigarrales with tor-
rents of blood.

II.

- Man years had passed slnce the distruotion
ofthe Bridge of 8t, Martin. Kings and Arch-

‘bishops had manifesied greal: eagerness 10 8ee:

it replaced by- another that would eqnal it in

beauty, and solldity; but'the zeal and per

severance of the beat architeots, both Christian
and Arablan, had falled 1o satisfy the ardent
deslre of the Toledans, beonuse the rapidcur-
rent always carried away the seaffolding be-
tore the immense arches conld be finished.
Don Pedro Tenorio, one of the great Aroh-
bishops 10 whom, as De Latour remarks 1n his
valnable work ‘‘Toledo and the Banks of the
,”’ the oity owes almoat as much a8 10 its
kings, sent measen to all of the oltles and
large towna of Spaln, calling upon all distin-
Egllhed architects to submit plans !or a new

One day » man and wWoman, entire strangers,
entered Tolado through the Gate del Cambron,
and, afler examining the ruinsof the Bridge,
rented a house in the neighborhood. In the
course of the game day the man p to
the mhleglscopal gslm

The Arohbishop happensd at the time to be
.oonverslng with a number of prelates, who fell

grest pleasure in his company, belnf attracted

¥ his learning and his virtue. His joy was
great when one of the household announced
that an architect from adistant land begged
the honor of belng admitied into his presence.
The Archb!shop recelved the stranger very
cordlally, The jatter was still young, but anx-
16ty of mind and adverse circumstances made
bim ook old and careworn. After returning
hkis ealutation kindly, the Archbishop in.
vited him to be seated.

Your Grace,” sald the stranger, “my name,
which likely you have never heard, is Juan de
Arevalo, and 1 am ap architect by profession.’’

‘*You have been brought here no doubt
through the messengers we sent all over Spaln,
tosearch for an archilect sufficlently skilful
torebulld the Bridge of St. Martin, which 1n
former times crossed from this noble clty to
the opposite bank 2’

** Thal summons Las brought me to Toledo.””

" You know the difficujties that stand in the
way of rebuilding the Bridge 7’

* I know them, Your Grace; andX think I
am sbie to overcome them.”

¢ Where did you pursue your studies ?"

* In Salamanca."”

¢ To what works can you refer us {n proof of
your skili?»

“ To none,”’

The Archblshop made & gesture of disap-
pointment. The stranger observed i, and
added, hastily:

¢ I served 1n the army during my youth, but
sufferings obliged me Lo abaudon the mil'tary
profession, and returning to Castlle, my native
country, I devoted myself wilh earnestness 1o
the sm&y of architecture—Aarst theoretlcally,
and then practically.”

“I am sorry that you oan not refer me to
nﬁ:lvl\,»}nm\ng that would bear witness to your
R .

**There_are some buildings on the Tormes
and the Dnoro which reflect eredit on others,
but which should be attributed to him who
stands befors you.”

I do not understand you.”

*“I was poor and unknown, and I found that
I must leave the honour to o'hers, and con-
ient myself with earning my bread.”

“I fee! deeply grieved that you have no
means of provinieto us that if we trust you
our trust will not be misplaced.’”

':II”have one way, which I hope will satisfy

* What is that 2" '

* My ltfe.”

* Explain yoursel{.,”

‘“When the frame of the main arch of St.
Martin's Bridge is removed, the architeet who
has directed the work will stand apon the
keystone of the arch."”

“ I accept the condition.’”

¢ And I will fuldl it, yonr Grace

The Archbishop pressed- the architect’s
hand, 8nd the latter returned to his hcme,
filled with joy.

The woman that had come to Toledo with
Juan de Arevalo, still young and handsoma,
in spite of the sufferings ithat hrd left their
traces on her counlenance, was apnxiously
looking oul tbhe window tor her husband, and
hurried down to meet him.

* Catallna! my Catallnal” Joyfully ex-
claimed the archliect, *amongst the monu-
ments of which Toledo is so Justly proud,
tnere will be one to transmit to posterity Lhe
name of Juan de Arevalo.”

1.

The cltizens of Toledo, in approachlng the
Tagus over 088 rough snd steep rocks, where
formerly the gardens of Florindas digplayed
themselves in thelr beauty, could no longer
say,* Here was the Bridgeof 8t. Martin '?; for
the Bridge, even though ¥yel resting upon a
golld foundation, was rising from 18 ruing.
The Archbigrhop Dou Pedro Tenorioc and the
citizens of Toledo showered rich presents of
the anfortunaie and able architect who nad
sncceeded In jolning the three immense arches
of the Bridge. In spite of the furlond attacks
of the river,

On the eve of the Feast of St. Ildephonsus,
the patron of thecity, Juan de Arevalo an.
nounced that his work was finished, aund that
nothing now remained but to remove the sup-
poris from beneath the tbhree arches. The joy
of the Archbishop and of the people was great,
The removal of the supports on which that
enormous massof delicately carved stones rest-
ed was & dangerous expiolt; but the traanquil.
{ty with wbich thislest was awaited by the
architect, who had bound himeselfto be on the
keystone of thecentral arch ofthe bridge when
the time arrived, inspi-ed all with fall con-
fidence, The ringinguf the bells of Toledo an-
nounced that the solemn benediction and in-
dugnration of the Bridge of St. Marlin would
take  piace on the following day. and the
citizens [rom the varlous emlnencesthat over-
look the valley of the Tagus contemplated with
joyful emotion their charming Cigarrales
which for many years had remalned sad and
solitary, and which were about to be restored
10 their anclentlife and beauly.

Towards nightfall Juan de Avevalo climbed
up the scaffoldlug of the central arch, for the
urpose of seelng that things were in readiness
'or the operation 10 be performed next morn-
ing. He sang Joyrully "as he examined the
work ; bat suddenly the song died on bislipy,
the joy faded from hls countenance, and he
turned he m-wards sad and dejeoted
Catalina came out to meet him, full o' happi-
ness and lova; but her heart sank when ghe
notlced how pale her husband was,
“ My God I’ she exclaimed, In terfor, ‘' are
you 11127 : .
# No, my Catalinal’ answered Juan, making
an effort 1o conosAl bis dejection.
* Deny 1t no:, for your countenance reveals
H .

b The evening has been gnuite cool, and the
oeBaive.’ .

wgrgog:e then; come near the fire, wheré the

warmth and & good sapper wlll restore your

nealth and cheerfulness.”

" faulness | murmured Juan, with deep
andgg:se,rwhuat. his wife busied herself in 8ei-

ting the table near the fireplace, in whichdry
oak chips burned.

Juan tried to overcome his sadnees, and
made an effort to eat, butin valn,

* For the first time in your life you conosal
& sorrow from me ” aald Catslina. “Am]l no
longer worthy of the confids nce and love that
you have always +hown me ?"

“Catalina, do not aflict me by doubting of
the love that 1 bear®, ou.”

“ Thatcan be no iove where there 18 no con-
fidence.”

* For your own sake and mine, respect my
sacret

* Your seeret 1s g deep sorrow of some kind;
aod I wirh to know what it is, !n order to
lighten it for you.*

**Tolighten 1t! That |s imposslnle."

‘*To & love such as I bear you there ara no
fmpossibitities.”

* 'Well, then, sinee you will have It ; to mor-
row I forfeit hounor and life, which wi)l be
hurled into the 3ivar, toge her with the monu-
maent that I erected with 50 much care and &0
many hopes.”

“No! no!” exolaimed Catalina, lhrowlni
her arms round her husband with the greates
love, and +mothering ip her own heart the
pain caured by bis declarstlon.”

‘*Yes; I have just dlecovered an errorin my
ea\cnlat\onu. which ty»morrow will bury in
the Tagus both the Bridge and him who ¢on-
celved and directrd its ponstruclion.”

 The Bricge shall sink into the waves, but
not you, my tove; for on my knees 1 wili be
the noble Archbliliop not to let you carry ou
your promise.”

*“It will be in vain Jor youto makesuch &
request; becsu<e even If the Archblshop
should 5 ield to your prayers, 1 could not live
in dishonor.”

“Life and honor shall both be left to you,”
sald Catalina 1n a resolute volce.

—

Iv.

It was midnight. Catalina seemed to he
asleep,and her husband worn out by grief and
faligue, had rested for a short time, though bis
sleep was rather a nightmare.

Catalipa arose nolselgssly, scarcely ventur-
ing Lo breathe, dressed, and moved towards the
kitchen. The w ndow tonked out upon the
Tagus, gnd she stood at It for a moment The
n'ght was very dark, except for occasional
fiarhes of lightning. From thedirectlon ofthe
Tagus noother uoire was heard but that of
the ruching waters, and the wind as 1t whistled
through the woodwork of the Bridge of NBt.
Martin. Catalina clored the window noisrloss-
iy, and taking o burning brand from the fire-
place she went Into thestreet, still hardly ven-
turing to draw her breath.

Whither wasshe going in ruch haste? Did
she carry that lighted brand to ennble ber to
picit ber steps o the thiek dairkness with
which she was surlounded? Although the
darkness was8 notl 8o great,and the way over
which the won an moved was rough and dans
gerous, she tried rather 10 conceal beneath her
ctoak the light shie carried, sud which might
have enabted her to ercape 1he rough places
nver which srhe walked with ruch precipita~
tlon Finally after many difficuliles, +he
reached the Bridge of 8L. Mariin, amongst
whose buttresses Lthe waters of the apgry river
still continued 1o roar—-apgry that It could not
frep jtseif from abstacles ttom which Trasia-
mara first delivered it. .

Catslina approschsd 1he bullress of the
bridge, and a feeling of herror came over her.
Perhaps it was because she rlood at the edgo
of the abyss, wWherein Lbo waler wWas Tuaring;
perhaps because her hsnd, accustomed unly to
do good, was then brandisbing a dertroying
torch ; ur perhaps because al the moment a
fright{ul thunderbolt fell, However, re uming
courage, the waved in the atr the brand which
tbus far sbe had kept concealed, and applled 1%
to the rcaffolding. The resipous wood roon
ignited, and the flame, fanoed by the wind,
sp ead rapidly, €0 1bat in A few moments the
entire Bridge was in a flame.

With all_posslule haste, aund favored by the
lightning flnehes, and the flames that now en-
veloptd the threp arches ol Lhe bridge, the
courageous woman retraced her steps hnme-
ward, and entered the house as nolselessly as

a left it
ShH;}Rgusbund was #till asleep, Catallna went
back to bed, whilst the flames coutinued to
roar, and {he stones of 'he bridge cracked In
the heat scon a low and prolooged murmur
spread tnrough the eity, and from a bundred
towers the gloomy rignai of fire was given;
then rolloweﬁ sn jmmenre crash, which drew
from the Toledans the same cry of pa'nand
horror which they had ultered wuen the
Bridge of St. Martin fell in the fire enkindled,
yesars before, by Don Eurique. .

Juaun de Arevalo awoke wiih astart; Cata-
ltna seemaed to he fast aRleep. He dressed
bast'ly, ruchedir to the stree., and 1L was with
a feeling of intense relief that he learned the
bridge had fallen in the flames,

The Archbisbop agreed with the citizens in
att? ibuting the casualty to the lighining; and
great as was their grief at the deatruction of
the bridge, they falt even grealer sorrow at
the thought of the despair into which they
consiaered the architect to be plunged at the
loss of what was Lo be for him a grand
trlumph.

But Juan de Arevalo, who had always been
atrue Christian, and who placed histrust in
Providence, 4id not far a moment haesltate to
belleve that the fire was a special blessing from
Heaven. Cdtalina.told him that she was of
tbe same oplnion. Let us not exawine her
words in the spirit of severe judges, ready to

roponnce the eentenos of condemnation on
ger for thus dissimulating ; 1rather let us t.hrow.
the vell of Ohristian chavity over the fault;
considering the clrcamstances in whtc_'.h she
was plgerd, and the nobie motives that aotu-
m’i‘%g lezlt'z'rnlng of the new bridgeretarded the
triumph of Juan de Arevaly for one year only,
becauss on the Feast of St. Ilderphnnsus of the
following year the citizens of Toledo orossed
St Marttn’s Brifge tu vislt thelr beautiful
Cigarrales; and the Archblshop Den Pedfo
Tenorio, bavieg on his right hand Juan dle
Arevalo, In whos?(llncinoz hle ﬂ:ﬁ glvena magol-

nqueb, said to Cata :
ﬂ‘f?'i)'egﬁl.f' l:;a.u three the lucky number; but
for your busband, our denrly vetoved Ir en'c'l :
Juan de Arvealo, the lucky number was two.

;—nt' W. M- Ke‘ly-' W' MI FI K'"Y
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