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GONE, NOT FORGOTTEN.
soine RlectioolOldo o th UMon. Blohard

O'Gormanf.'

The firs t tine I hoard Richard
O'Gorman speak in public was at his
lecture in Cooper Institute, December 15
1865, in aid of the House of the Good
Shepherd. Tue subject Wa "Winter
Thoughts." These extracts Wil show
its quality. After thanking the audi-
ence for its good reception of him and
stating th.t he was no professional lec-
turer, he said: " Inave been invited to
lecture you, and I am here to do it. I
am no better than a guerilla, for I have
no pet theoties of life except that it is a
j.,urney that leade now and thon into
difficulties and dangers, but oftener into
pleasant places, where tbe flowers of love
ind friendship bloom thick around-a
journey where pleasure and pain strange-
ly alternate-that . warm heart, cool
head, frank tongue, and open hand are
good companions in the war; that
whether the sky be cloudy or whether
it be bright, the sun, tbough we may not
see it, ia in the heavens above us ail the
sane. I have no mission that I know
cf, except to do whatever lies nearest to
My band with all miy might, and to trust
the result to time snd the future before
whose awful tribunal all human conduct
must pass in judgment. YOu did not
come here to-night so much to hear a
lecture as to do a cbarity. In this
charity let nie, too, have a share.

" It is winter. Over half the world the
ice king reigns supreme. Ont on the
piairie tle wild winds sweep with angry
howl, and the long grass bows and shud-
ders as it passce along. Cattie huddle to-
gether in barins, and shepherds hurry into
straying sheep before the hurricane
break sin its fury, for just above the set-
ting sun tc-aight there hung a dark
cbud tha' ihreatenedLbnow.

"I is winter on the ocean, where the
good ship, westward bound, pitches and
rolla sud surges through the blackness,
or stops for a moment when a ses, more
than usailly wrathful, strikea ber, and
climbs ber bows and leaps upon her dEcks
and sweeps up and down, as if eagerly
eeeking for aume mischief to do, somie
loose article to seize and smash up and
demolish before it makes its escape
through the acuppers.

" It is wiuter in the city-the merriest
seaso of all the year-winter in the
brownstone manisions, wbere wealth and
fashion hold their court. It is the age cf
aplendor! It is winter inL hecity-winter,
hiackett, bittercet, drearleet season of ail
theyear-winterin thetenementhome-
winter in the garret, in the cellar.

" Chaity nut improve the homes of
the poor, inot break up aud destroy them.
Charity shoild se k the poor Man at his
own h,ne anp hold and encourage him
tbere; not drive him to seek help in pub-
Ur, asylums, where self-respect is Olten
broken aud the pride of individuality lost.

It secms to me that if you wish to
educate the children of this city it would
not be amies to begin with the parents.
Impiove their condition ; iniprove their
houses, for it is at home, after ail, that.
the child gets the education which gov-
ers his character for good or ill. Nature
provides for that. Lwa cannot effecta-
hhy or safely prevent or control it. This
city would be beautiful-it ought to be
beautiful; on no other object on esrtb
bas nature showered more varions bless-
"Ig and honlors than on the island of
Manhattan. Itsits, indee lon the waters
hke a queen, with its atte dant. cities
around, crowned with the diadem of the

estern world. Beautify it--beautify
es parks, Eqaares, public edifices,

churches, bouses. But if you wiil take
a friendly advice as to whers it is best to
comimence your wrk,I should say brgin
by beautifyiig thb homes of the poor.

"I have found ju poverty grander vir.
tue than I have ever found in wealth.
Angels aloue keep count of the countless
benefactions of povertY to the poor!
This class-this great army of labor-
this chivalry o the workshop, the anvil,
the desk, the plow and the loom -that,
proud in t.he conaciousness of native
strength and independent manhood, can
put aside temptaLion and dare the poorfor all that--this class s the glory and
hope of every Society, its support in
peace andits sword and shield in war.

IIt is winter over land and sea. A
change bas come over the worid ; mot
strAe if we have not grown use to it..

"lhe year 1865 isdying, »Lot it die
lnd nury no year bring to us again such.
dsolation, gloom and alarrn. Let it die I
0ot because of the great Islief its Iater
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days have sen. Because they have seen
civil war 'heathe the sword; because
they have seen the torch quenched, the
war dumb, silent armies disbanded, and
friends and brôthers long parted meet
again; because they have seen peace re-
visit our desolated land. For this let the
old year die in the midst of merriment
and good cheer, with hosts of revellkri
around; for to this year, too, Christmas
in coming, and from church tower and
steeple aU over Christendom the chimes

sall soon ring out the glorions antheBm,
Glory to God in the highest and peace to
men of goodwill

"It la winter in the city-winter, too,
in the charitable asylumt for whose sake
you and I are bore to-night.

"New York has,ifeveroityhad,atear
of pity and a hand open as day to Melt-
ing charity.

"Edmund Burke said long ego that
the age of chivalry was gone. 1 don't
believe it1 The pride and pomp and
ceremony of the id age le, indeed, de-
parted. But the true spirit of young bu.
manity still lives to purify acciety-to
ennoble and to save."

Sorne years afterward, when O'Gor-
mai was orporation Counsel,in a modest
office ini Nissan street, I had an interview
with him in relation to some Irioh na-
tional matter, and found him:fuU of pa-
triotic interest for the old land..My niext
and last personal meeting with him was
on board a steamer "down the bay,"
where a party, including John Mitohel,
was proceeding to meet some Irish exiles
lately released from B;itish prisons.
O'Gorman was very enthusiastie on that
occasion, and led the Beception Commit-
tee. I well remember his rich, clear
voice hailing the steamer as she came to
anchor at Quarantine. Conversing with
Mitchel on that trip about Jrish affaira,
he told me, in roference to the outbreak
of 1848, that O'Gorman was very reticent
as to hi personal part therein.-Rev.
William McClure, in N. Y. Sun.

AN ARCHITECT'S WIFE.
I.

About the middle et the M1th century Don
Enrique de Trastamara laid siege to Toledo,
wbich defended %efit witl constancy and
valour, faithfai to that iuing who by some le
named the Cruel, bY others Tuaticiero [the
strict observer of justice.]

The brave and loyal citizens or Toledo made
many sorties by the maguifleent Bridge of et.
Martin-one of the richest and at the sarne
tlime cost useful architectural treasures pos-
sessed by the Olty of Monuments; and, falling
on Don Enrque'e camp, which was Ditched on
what are callei the Cgarrales, had lnfloeted
terrible losses on the beaieging forces To pre-
vent the repetition of these salies, Don Enrique
determined to destroy the Bridge.

The Bridge, as bas been said, was a precious
Jewel ainongt, many othera that enoîrcipd the
city of martyrs, of connelis, and of caballero# •
but of wbat value are artistia or historical
monumentsl in the eyes of ambitionsp oliti-
clans, who are ready to plunge their dagger
nto the heart of a brother, in order tooit upon
the throne occupied by hi ni?

The Cf arrales of Toledo, which have been
made celebrated by Tirso and Oithers or our
great poeta, are a number of eneliased pleoes
of ground wbore are the summer-bouses, gar-
dens, and orehards eo the weaithy citizens,
with beautiful fruits and shade trees.

One nigbti the trees or the Cgarrales wore
out down by the soidiers of Don Enrique, and
piled upon t. Martiu's Bridge. The dawn
was be ng to appear, when a bright light
tlitumsted thetdevastated gardons, the waters
of the Tagus, the rins of the palace or Don
Rodrigo. and the Arab tower wvhch even at
tbis day la reflected lu the waters of the river.
A great lire was consuming the bridge ofe t.
Martin; and the cracking of the heavy atones
carved wlth all the beauty of the chisel that
created the marvels of the Alhambra, sounded
like the sorrowul groans of Art oppressed by
Barbarlim.

The people of Toledo, awaltened by the
ominous brightness, rushed to save the beauti-
fui Bridge from the imminent danger with
which it was threatened. i ut thoir efforts
wert ln vain; for a fearful cruashthat resour d-
ed mournfully li the hollows and windings or
the Tagus, announced to them that the Bridge
no longer existed.

When the snn rose to gild the cupolas and
towers of the imperial oit the Toledan girls
came down the rlver to flitheir itchers wil
the fresh. crystal water. But they returned
wlit empty vessels, and witih ad inilgnant
hearts ; benause the current of the Tagus rush-
ing along turbid and boiling, carrying on its
furious waves the smoking ruina of Bt. Ma-
tin's Bridge.

The popular Indignation arose to the ighest
piton; or Ibis Brige had been the only direct
passage to tbose earthliy paradises, the igar.
raes, which the citisens inhertted from the
Arabs, togel her with their passion for gardeus
and orchards. Their courage, which had be-
gun to fail. wa, now increaed tenfold, and be-
fore long the camp of Trastamara was furious-
ly attacked by the besieged, who put the enemy
to flight, and watered the Cigarrales wtih tor-
rents of blood.

IL.
~ Many years hiad passedi since the distruction
eofthe Bridge et St. Mart Ia. Kings andi Arch-
bishobps hadi manifesltd great eagerness te se:
il replaoed by- anether that would equal it in
beauty, andi soltdity; but.'lte seal. and per-

severance ai the beastarhiteeta.both Christian
and Arabian, ha failed to .altafy the ardent
deire of the Toiedans. because the rapid cur-
rent always carried away the soaidIaing be-
iore the immense arches could b. eluisbed.

Don Pedro Tenorio one of the great Arch-
bishopa teIo whom, as NLatour remarks ineis
valuable work "Taledo and the Banks of the
Tage," the city Owen almat as much as to iat
kinga, ent messen to ail of the attisa and
large towns of ar , calling apen all dtun-

hlaed architeel t submi plans oir a new
dge.

One day a man and woman,entirestrangers,
enteredToledo through the Gate del Cambron,
and, ater examining the ruine of the Bridge,
rented a honse ln the neighborhood. la the
course e othe same da yhe man proceeded 1
thearoblepiscopala.

The Archishop happened at the time tolbe
eunversing with a number of prelates,who ltgreat pleasure lu his company, beIngattracted

by is learning and bis virtue. R a joy was
great when one of the household announneed
that an arebiteet from a distant land begged
the honor of being admitted Into hie presnce.
The Archbiahop reoeived the stranger very
cordially. The latter was tillyoung, but anx-
(ety of mind and adverse olrcumstances made
him look old and careworn. Aler returning
his salutation kindly, the Archbishop u-
vited him to be seated.

"Tour Grace," said the stranger,"'my name,
which likely you have never beard, la Juan de
Arevalo, and I am an architect by profession."

" You have been brought hare no doubt1
through the messengers we sent ail over Spain,
to searcb for an architect sufficlently akilfui
torebulild the Bridge of St. Martin. which in
former timaes crosset from this noble city to
the opposite bank 1"

That summons has brought me to Toledo."
"You know the ditficultles 1bat stand tn the

way of rebuilding the Bridge ?"
I know themr, Your Orace; and I think I

am able te overcome thenI."" Where did ou ptraoue your studios ?"
SIn Salamanoa.''

To what works cau pou refer us (n proof of
your skili ?"

" To none."
The Archblshop made a gesture of disap-

pointment. The stranger observed i and
adided, hatily :

"4I serveinlu the army during my youth. but
suflerIngs obliged me to abandon the niItary
profession, ant returning to Castile, my native
country, I devoted myself with earnestness to
the study o architecture--frst theoretically,
and thon practically."

"I am sorry that pou can not refer me to
any building thal. wuld bear witness Io pourakili."

"There are some buildings on the Tormes
and the Duoro which refiet credit on others,
but which should be attributed to him who
stands before you."

"i do not undertand you."
"I was poor and unknown, and I found that

1 must leave the honour te o'hers, and con-tent myselftwith earning my bread."
"tI feet deeply grieved tat, on bave no

means of provIngto us that If we trust pou
our trust wili not be lmsplaced."

" I have oe way, which I hope wIll satisfy

" What iathatsi
"My life."
"Explain yoursaif."
"Whon the frame of the main arch of St.

Maril's Bridge ls removed. the architect who
bas directed the work will stand upon the
keYstone Of the arch."

"1 accept the condition."
"And I will fulfil ilt, our Grace"
The Archbishop pressed- the archiltect's

hand, and the latter returned to his bicmne,
filied with joy.

The woman that bad come to Toledo with
Juan de Arevalo, still young and handsome.
lu spite ot the sufferings that had let their
traces on her countenance, was anxiousily
looking out the wudow for her husbaud, and
hurrieddown to eet hlm.

"Catalina! my Catalina 1" joyfully ex-
claimed the architect. ' among"t the monu-
ment of wbich Toledo Ia de justly proud,
tuere will be oe to transmît to posterityL he
name of Juan de Arevalo."

111.
The citizens of Toledo, ln approaching the

Tagus over tiose rougi und steep rocks, where
formerly the gardens of Florluda displayed
themselves lu tber beauty, could no longer
say, " Here was the Bidgeof St. Martin ''; for
the Bridge, even though Yet rest.ug upon a
solid foundatlion, was rising fron its ruing.
The Archbishop Don Pedro Tonorto and he
citisens of Toledo showered richi presents of
the unfortunate and able architect who bad
succeeded in jolning the three immense arches
of the Bridge, In spite of the furions attacks
of the river.

On 1be eve of the Feast of St. ltdephonsus,
thle patron or the city, Juan de Arevalo an.
nounced that his work was flaitsbed, and that
nothuig now remained but to remove 1he sup-
ports from beneath the th rce arches. The Joy
of the Archbbihop and of the people was great.
The rernoval of the supports on iwhichI that
enormous masof delleatelY carveda tones rest-
ed was a dangerous exploit; but the tranquil.
"Y witht wbich this lest was awaited by the
architect,vwhohad bound himselfto beon the
keystone of ihecentrai arch of tlie bridge when
the time arrivei, inspi.ed all vith full con-
fidene. The ringing Qf the bells of Toledo an-
nounced tihat the solemn bonediction and lu
auguration of tie BridgeofSt. Martin would
take ·place on the following day. and the
cltisens ifrom the varionus emlnences th at over-
look the vailly of the Tagus contemplated wlth
joyfult emotion their charming Cigarrales
which for mauy years ha d remined sat and
solitary, and which were about to be restored
!o their ancientlife and beauty.

Towarda nightfall Juan de Arevalo climbed
up the scaffoldlg of the central arch, for the
purpose of aeeing that things were in readiness
for the operation to be performed next morn-
ing. Ho sang joyfully as he examined the
-ork ; but addenly the song died on bis lips,
the joy faded from his countenance, and h
turnedt cMwads sad and dejected

Catalina came out to meet hilm. full o happi-
nos and love; but her beart sank ihen she
noticed how pale er huaband was.

" My GodI 1" she exclaimed, in terror, "are
pou Ill?"

di No, =yCatalinal 'answeredJuan, making
an effort to conceal his dejeoction.

' Deny it nob, for your countenance reveals
it.

"The evening has been quite cool, and the
veriS excessive.,Coma exhon; e.coma uer thte fire,'werd th1e
varmith anti a goodi supper wîill restone pour
bealth anti cheerfulndss.'

"Citeerfulness 1" murmuredt Juan, witht deep
sadness, 'whilst his wife bueseed hersaif in set-

It was midnlght. Catalina mseemedto be
amieet,and her husaud worn cul .by grief andfatIgue, bad rested for a short time, though bis
steep vas rather a nightmraro.

Cahalina arose noielesly, scarcely ventur-
ing t breath", dressed.and mtuoved towards the
itchen. The w ndciw nooked ont upon the
Tagus, and she setod a! It for a moment The
n'ght was very dark. except for occasionat
fahesotiflgbitning. From thedirectionofthe
Tagus noother uose wasgheard but that Of
the ruebing waters, and tihe wiùd as i t whistled
through the woodwork of the Bridge of St.
Martin. Catalina closed th.' w1indow nois.-lesl-
1y, and taking a urning br md from ithe lire-
place sbe weat intothesreet, sLill hardy ven-
turing to dra- her breath.

Whither was hegoingineic haste? Did
she carry that lighted brand to enable ber to
pick her steps In hie thlok dai kess with
wilec she was surilunded? Although the
darkness was not so great. an ithe way over
which the WoL an moved was rough and dan-
gerous. shetried rather toi conceatlbeneath lier
eta)k the itgli itihe carried, sud which might
have enabled her toescape hlie rough places
over whicl ,,he walketd with i uch precipila-
tion Finally after mrny dlillculles, she
reacbed the Bridge of St. Marlin, amongst
whose buttresses the wat-ri of he angry river
Rtili continiedI o roar-avgry tuat i couild not
free itself from isobstlacias im w1teh Trasita-
nrafirst delivered ilt.

Catalnta apprached the bultresst of the
bridge, and a reeling or br rror came over lier.
PerbapsiL wa% because oshe tood attheedgo
of the abyss, wherein the water was roarig;
perbaps berause ber lisnd, accustomed only tu
de good, was thon brandishing a demtroyilng
toreb; or perhaps because ai lthe momenta
frightful thunderbolt teli, However, re uming
courage, ihe wavrd i the air the brand which
1bus far she bad kept. concealed, and applied I
to the cslioldiug. The renluous wood son
Ignitrd, and the dlaume. fannud by thewind,
sp- ead rapidly. so Oths u a few moments the
entire Bridge was ln a dane.

Witht ail possible haste, and favored by the
lightning flashes, and the flames that now en-
velop+d the ibreo arches o0 the bridge, the
courageons wonian retraced er stops horne-
ward, and entered the house asi noiselessly as
¯sh hai1d lot tm a

Her busband was still asleOep. Catalina went
back te bed, whtilst the (lames conitluted to
roar, and the stoues of hlie bridge crackedl n
the hea t soon a low and prolonged rurmur
spreadt inrough the city. and from a hundred
towers tb1e gioomy sIgnal oif fire was given;
thon followed Sn immense crash, which drew
froin the Toledans the sane cry of pa'n and
horror whici iiey had ttered WhOn t.he
Bridge oft. Matin feil lin the tire eskindied,
years befoe, by Don Enrique.

Juan de A revalu awoke wiit B altart: Caa-
lina seemed te ho fast asLeOp. He dressied
hastily, ru«hed It to the street, and L was wlth
a feeling of intense reilef that ho learned the
bridge had falen in the flames.

The ArchblBhoP agreed with the citîzens In
att ibuting the castaty to the lightning; and
great as was their grief al the destrruction Of
the bridge, they foit even greater sorrow at
the thought of the despair into which they
consadered thIe architect to be plunged at the
loss of what was to ho for him a grand
triumph.

But juan de Arevalo, who had always been
a true ChrisLian, and who placed his trust in
Providence, did uat for a moment heattate t
believo that the fire was a special blessing from
HEaven. citalina-.toidi hm that shewasof
the same opinion. Let us not xamnin ter
words In the spirit of severe juidges, ready te

ronounce the sentenoe of condemnation on
ber for thus dssluliating; rather letus throw
the vel of Cttana charity ont the fani
considering the circumstances in which she
was placrd, and the nob;e motives thaï,actu-
alePd ber.

Theburning of the new bridge retarded the
triump iof3 Juan de Arevalu for one year onlY,
because on the Feat of St. Ildephnnsus Of the
following year the citizens of Toledo arossed
St Martin's Brige tu visit their beautifi
Cig«rrales; and the Archblshop Den Pedro
Teunrio, having on bis right hand Juan de
Arevalo In whose honor ho had given a magni-
ficent baiquelt, sald to Catalina:

" People cail three the lucky number; bUt
for your husband, our dearly tieioyed fr snd
Juan de Arvealo, ithe lucky nurmber was two."

Ant. W. M. Kelly.. W. M. F. Kelly
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ting the table near the firepice. in whicb dry
oak chips burned.

Juan tried to Overcome his sadnesS, and
made an effort to eat, butl n vain.

" For thelrot Ume lu your life you conoeal
a sorrow from meI" laid Catalina. ''Ax I no
longer worthy of the condde ne and love that
you have alwayd 1shown me ?"

" Catalina, do not afict me by doubting of
the love that I bear*1 ou."

" That can be no love where there l no onl-
fidence."

" For your own sake and mine, respect my
secret.

" Your secret IR a deep sorrow of sorne kind;
and I wish to know wbat It le. in order to
llghten it for you."

: To lghi eu lt i That la impOssihle."" Ta love such asIbear you there are no
tmpossibilitles."

I WelI, thon, si nee you will bave it; to uor-
row I forteit honor and life, which will be
hurled Into the, iaer, toge'her with the monu-
ment that I t4rected with so much care and o
many hopes."

SNo'! no " eclaImed Catalina tbrowing
her arme round her humbanm with he greatest
love, and emotberJng in her own heart the
pain caured by bie declaratlon."" Yen: I have jst dircovered an error ln mp
calculations. which t ,morrow vill bury in
Iho Tagus both the Bridge and hlim Wio con-
celved anddirrrcet'ditsconstruction.""The Briege ahall sink inbthe waves but
not you. mr iove; ror on my kle I will bg
the noble Archblhhop nott t let pou, carry out
your promise."

"It will be in valn :or you to make such B
regnest; beesu'e even if the Archbishop
should j lelid to our prayers, I could not live
ln dishonor."

"Life and honor shall bothe left t ayou."
Raid Catalina In a reholutevoice,


