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JERRY DONOVAN'S MIDNIGIHT MASS.

Lomughi lny is sitiiuatd in one of the wildest valleys in the
West of Ireland. The Law Lite Assurance Comp-îny have
erected a lodge by the edge of the lake, for the convenience of
the disciples of old 1Isaac, but for somne reason best known to
that distinguished guild, the internai arrangements have
never bien completted, and Ib stands, virtually a bleak hîouîse,
resmnlinlg that stereotyped dead sea fruit, the rotteîinuess of
the core of which li so oteilnmale capital of by simile-loving
lift.'rriuttir.i.
I was fisiling Lougli Iney-the month was August, the year

onle thoisaund eight liiundred and seventy-thre. It was a
ue'ting day, with nurky cliouîds uoverhead, and jist a chance
of a bre-z- later on. My rod lay bobbing at his own reflec-
tion fro nut the end of the boant, and I was smoking the ca-
lumetr of peace, and eiigaged-M icawluer-wise--waiting for
somuethiug to turnt upn. At the hbow mat Jerry Donovan, my
guide, philosopher. and friend, in tie act of " reddyin " his
udhudde, tr little lauck pip-. Jerry's eye was as bright as
a glass bead, and tiwinkled like a dissipated star. lie was Myles
na î Coialle-u, except tint he was a tritie more ragged-the
complicate- pd atchwork upon his small-clothes would have
ipunzzieduI thue Davenport Brothers. Jerry and I were urpon
teruns of the casiest fainiliarity, whici I cautionsly cemented
by ocisional " goIliguis," as hie invariably called them, from
out a ileathern hfask w- hci hung suspended to niy waist, and
the giving of which generally evoked fromuî the rcipient a
thoromuglul»y Irish entiu-nt, or a fraguent of song.

Jerryl haid lighted his pipe, and I huai] re-filled, when hue sud-
deilv aski--

Dle y- ever hear tell o' Martinr Hanngaîn's ass, sir ?
I respoided lin the iegative.
llie w-as ar quare sort av u baste. 1iie dhrank whin hule was

dhlry.*
Thit's a bro hLliit, Jerry.
I :orL, I'miii as dhry as a cikoo

laviiig pounredi lim out ai " golliogui" lue held th vessel
in his haud whilst h itdelivered himselfof this lourishing sen.

14 May yer days ie tas brighit as the bales on this sperrits, an
may i-er hei-art b' alw-y as shrong."

"Thre's no chance uft a fish ,.Jerry?
SDivil I wan, y-r anner.
SA nyt iane if i story, Jerry ? "
STroth thitin here- is, buas ye've thrated nie lacent, and

l'Il tIlî y- wluat iappn u in l regard av sarvin mass, in the
little,' Cha lofI btllytinaciskeen, over the hill be-yant," point.
int, ais elitspolke, li thint direction of u mountain, known as
1iomiu'ihoul, towering righut over lus. Hîaviug carefully
akn thre- n fouir vigorous lpulls it his pipe. hi- Iremived it

troin his mouth al conimenced as follos-:-
,Well, si, I was ut lumnnp ai îa gossoon ab<ut, thoth it.: a long

time a o. sure enougi-md diil-trsa-e the buke lil rtad, or
sum îi i do, but it's afther the rabbit- I wa-, and ktetcli n Fi -,
and dIvartiuni--it intirely, whi wanuortinu, iight Christ-'
imas, uI cI -s Fathi t 3l vl,; Ma'fmin anu--unaiv b- l'e sia.viin
ihe rosary inii beattuiaytion this blesed minit, amiti '." A nd
Jerry r-ve-rtly removed his hat. - I'p hue km to wlier- mit
poor muother w-ut -ittin' for-ninst the fire, aini I -says hî-1 ' Misis
Kinhell ' sa h e,' ' wliv ti blalzes !" ire 1-ri- colughn--
i.-utly thim iiisotI his riverence' exitu. wr-u, sir, but, ye-

', heiwas riz. ' ylissis Kinshella,' sa'iys lie, baive v- no r--
gard lt ail it al, fur to te linglory whin v- siovl oif til
rnortii 'cil, saiYs hue.

u 4Oh er triverince, ' sas "he ' why w-un V utt r thlîm
uiard woris agin me, 'beginnin' for t tncry.

- ti-ekas mtuaun,' says hie, a little softened, ' Ye're not doin
yer dhiuty.

i 'u inather Myle-, watliaileIt I done wroong; ,' says sue,
roatrini' tilil ve'dthink ht -r lieart w-«u splilit.

' iv on't, ye sind thatt ossoon' pointing his tinger at
mi-, to attind ne unimss,' says he. I was bet up entirely a
Sundaya for someu- wan to attind last mass, and I was wudout
mIe brequetist Lii It was ttime for to go to ue îinner,' says lie,
'n I mitr not over sthrong,' says lhte, ie raisen av my heart
thiat s wrong.

<'i 'd onye -ple yer mass, yer riverince' mayr rnte poor
niuothr, thrymt for toi get uei oit.

-Sind himi to me on Christinas Eve,' says Father Mac, ian
lIl ,lartn hnimnhow for to do it-for lie unist attindr te midiight
mIass,' say- hue.

iS, for toi uake a long story short, yer anner, e got tihi
soft -i o' ne tpoor moither, an i was sint wund a sore hieaI
over tht hills to that little chauîpel, forenint -, aon Christ mas
-. me, fori to larn ior to sarre the midnight mass.

i Wll1, sir, Fathier Mvles waus the broth av a priest. lie
ever throughut ii' nîothinmu but the souls av the faithfu idepart
il, ai av thi usinfuil man'ummudhierins av some av his tIoc-k :ai it

regard of dhrinkiu le was crutel hard Av he got thn- taite av
smî,-Il I-a' sperrits oi av ai boy, he was at hi m like a cock to
blackb-irry.- ll dpick, an pick,air npick, t hi, uunaili h
wouîldnui't la-uve a iitter on him, ain ye'd do ail sorts to get ou
av his claws.

4I wnin ui p to the hcliapel, an 'hli ftairly hotheredmi, mewul e
i-m sperrit-tw tew ohtill1 kni awa wuid ai ass's load a'
Latin in my heuad, but all rowled up like a plate av tirabout
so thuit whi I haud a 1 Dotminnytil mright, avi wi- to b
uuint to iHotany for it, I couldn't bowl onut the vobiscum.

iBlur ail ages (says 1), what'li d it ail at al. I nuis
onuil thry and bother him wutd the bell

.erry paused, threw a sheepî' eye at iny flask, which 1 pre
tembul-.1i nuot to perteive, anid taking a prolonged pull at li
Ilhudlî-îen. conutinud,'î-

DIlivil sich night ever kein a, the ky, f on sknow. It iei

al ye -ver heerd tell av. Tlhe tlakes Was us big as hlin's eggs
andui threî was I wind blowin that wu d titi the sthrings av ve
broguies.

"i Yer îlot goin for to sind tie gossoon oit sich a har
inight,' ays ue poor father.

TIl'hî-nere's ohii li for it,' says mine tuother.
1id ltt!'l bu smiuthertd-i w uiit the cowNld. Bue led be ie, an

let him stay wherltne he- is.'
I lia m1ust sarve nidiglitnas, says nie mother.

''Tn'er' Il bie ni o eian t hi'ar itl,' says ne father, a. i ttl
rough.

iIlti ather Maeaiis must say It,'savs nie trother Sh
go thet lt-betther av hilm, av com:nse mIii va1neis sint out to ras
that vury hill, for wor liviniî' buelow' thert in the bog."

lhati mt iiatv., been a uamp rot, 1r' hintrpost
Ilump ir , 1 u l th i r l tih- ym in , hr-r wîth
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an the very snipes has the newralgy. l's only fit for a say A
gull, or a dispinsary d chthor." P

A more dreary looking region I nev ir behuht. Even ln thele
bright summer sunlight itoked a disn Il swamp. of

SI hal four good moile to puit undher me," Jcrry resumed,
l'fouir good mihle, as bal as thin, for it was ail up hill, ai I
only J knew the short cuts on me road as well as a crow, be bu
nie song I was mnuivadhàred,; an' it's in th.e botton av the lak Mî
here anong the sainî- i cess to thil, whv wonî' t they >
take the- illigant flies that yer honor is timpting thin wudt- .
I'd be as shure as therte,, a till ou a c-rowlb

Il It was tough work, yr annuer, stiru-,ggin agin' win i aun
snow, and I goin entirely agin me likin, an not a word av what li
Father Myles hiad diiscoorsed to mue in the mornin but was
clane bet ont o' me heau. Mniore nor twice't I was goin for to ci
turn btck, but sonethin tould me to go en. There was a wake i
at Phil Dimpsy's, anu a lance at a sheebeen beyant Glendal- la
ough, but somethin' sedl, go on Jerry, yer wanted, an on I wint w
wud snow-balls as hard as marvels stickin' to me brogues.". tî

By jove, Jerry, if I lad been uin your place, I'd have leftb
Father Macmanus iii the lurch," said I.li

Il- ye wud, and that's just yer ignorance," retorted Jerry, an
in an offended tone. "Av ye hear me out, ye'll sec that I was
ln the right in purshuin' the path, but folly yer own way. Av a
ye don't like the story, yt can leave it, sir." t

A golliogue restored mutual confidence, and lie resumed- IlWl Whln I got up to tihe chapel, there wasn't a stim av light,
and I crept round to the vestbry doore, and knocked respect- t
fui like, but no answer. I knocked agin, no answer. I riz
the latch, and pushed th- doore, the last sod was lburnin' out,
ani there wasn't a handfutl o' fire.

1 1 le hasn't coume yet,' says I to meself, 1so 1Il humour
the fire' and I wint for to stir it, whin I felt me heart <trop
intom e htbrogues, and me hair fly up to the- ceilii' for foremost i
me stud Father Myles Macmanu-, as white as if he was b-ein'
waked, and lookin' quare an murnful. He was inhis vest-
muinus remdy for bils masis.SO

4ý1i.:utn't spake. Me tongue was that dbry in met throat, Il
ubat i-e cud have grateut a lump av sugar on it. 1 comrninced
for bu shako ike a dog thats tou long in bbc watber, andt I was
thiat afeard thiat me 5 onik was sav sick.fi

"h ie nover lied a word, but kepu. lookim' at mni-, quiart- anti
mntintl.

1I sthruzgieul wifl a patthcr aud av -y it gev me courage,
for, st-a 1, afttbr a littie, 1 lt-sî a terrible niight, yen i Cern ue."

l- Art, ye rt-div to sarve me m iss ? '*ay,3 lie, lu a voice that t
nîed nie shiver, fan it wLî Jas if l it em oint av a uildcoffinu.

-1( 'ti redv, yen ni ctrince,' says 1,.1'but thîreý not a cnay- I
î,ire stirrin.' I iem up tii" bcreenand tent- wa-unt a thrack. t

leýAre ye reduîv ta sare me mass? savs hue, agin, in tbevsamno awfni voiCe. 
f

1.Willi 1liglt the althar,verr iverinco-,* save 1.le st-il
iothin' to tliils. but w-aved rme w-ni bis li-uud foir ta go bueforet
Ititu. Me-ku-csw-as r'ittlin togetther, like pays lu a ngnz butr
I lîrched l.cfore hmii, ont intu the- îark cliapel , anti it was us, 1
daik as m ithecilet on yen anner's collar, barrin' anc litti,' li4rhhtj
in tih' altbar, thuat meul tie place oit lite the- bottom nv e t
laite. An uow keni the- fear on uneo that I enduit aneutir right, I
an that [ w-" av nu more! ie noir that onul ram thtt'. iblti n'
uver liirithIslandti uri-ý bat it's triat, lin,'mtellini' ye,troru ther
munit ie comminceit, tht- wiîolï ai-theripo sitem ta m" as
if ili-y wor wrote lu lettons av liglit on the wail, ani sancol

lu lias s well as if I*d bteu'uiluMutenuitî C foui.~-tr .a
q unarth or.

à:Ver uot a Ruthîolie, Misbhier B13 lsau n tri b-4voe nke-r1
li-erd a miase, or wa,; lu a chapel riJtther ?k

I'îîis

Thswa,; put iritî'rno.uutively.
aa nut ai 'tili.,Jerry. but 1t havi' b-en l inabO

tchuirchi, and hiave huard maess*niare than once," I1 rep,,iei.

1 llnu glatiofut , for ve'II îndherstauu w-bat lii coin* ta tell
tvy, sir. At theiu d av the- mutes, wbein ai is oc-r, the pries t
1 -unies <ina-n t1w i-ep av th' aithar, anti cammiinees wntd the-

Day 1qunî or prayon for tihe dua'i - Well , ,ir, I teas neddy

wui ne respansie, whlîn lue turmus 10 mie, and lie ~zi mur-1
rthen, iow- I shako wluluî1 ponîtier on thiu words-sez ho,i

l'gray!' st-zie,s pray for the, sovI av a deail man. 'nray

ep

wittlie, prly ax vo hope ta be saceti. Let n-r Ipraye!r be as
twieas the- siow biats fatllu', from ht-nvon this blessed

night.,
Ie 1tlnrcw nieý'ef on tîne. stops av-fil' a] thar. aud prayed my

t -ot. 1 w-as fontni there te nexu niornin t'ru uhaTgh
iossy, "-li ken ip to redd ttute chapeh tor futstmas

e'- 4ffiat tnc- iiiis,'bief aire ve oilu tht-ne, v vo uug inip,' says

hoh

Il 1 tould buhune I -1.îreoui Father NMaemanîîs's midiîight
Ji nlasli.

a garvcd inhat ? 'stys lie.

c-c

e etirMyles Miiîn< niuIîiglîb masse'nu' 1 i upai"
htto ld I îtl1abolit lb

ýt Ilhie lookeul very frigliteîîei, and qui Ire, anti st-alhe-
' e iii han't a sup iu.'

Il(Sorra a m-ai,' st! 1, 1'anti1J meutUtit tellI a lie lu t1IiS hioly
pluie! for thue ga&ld ai- Arabia.
tg ( Vl ai ho, ' ites iviuîl to thil:ik utfu,n rFith-r JMyZe.

;t V'lvi ilw diiyetcr'i'îyv, îUfonr Clr ,'

.terry I)onovaui, w-len lie coud îided, wipedtl ii perspiratiaon
t rom i s braie, andîlseemed ,,;asthotîh eîig'ku nîî 1 u-
sidulexly roesîumnuig lis wotod nonichîiaance, lie- exclainei-

" hIlere!'s the breezc, rt-r aniior. Take the rou inluthe litel av
, yer iste ait ye'l tbe mb utiteu iontîer attire 1lumtg."

rs

A N11W OPERA B3OUFFE.

gel

Afttr mure than fouir hinudroî eprd i notoî, a once in-
terruipteul, "La Fille île Miýaiîne A11îgot," lit tutu l-otlles. Dirua-

le mnatiquels Ili Paris, lias tiiotgluiAtilIl ceuitl uiîg to attnai-b large
liotisos, becrt ývitliilrmtvn, uanilité; lîlai-tuis îuuw-taken-it is

10 iipossibie to ay gfilei-bi-leLa Bolt-h'Buibnai,'ai
s J peraî bouffdinl thireo utitt-. Thle woruls ie writtetî tir M NI,

lit) trou il and C hObaleri1liat t t u bcîuî's ic utfNI.- li'.les, àu di Il ng Il
th ige ne j lt-t-t'lalmaiimtiler thiidiu liatgi,utuîeiin
(>,î' ilàia li,îl .1 t it-h i ror~'î,e eu-; ' Lt Fi l Itilt uit,
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ngot," It nevertheless promises to obtain a fair measure of
opularity. The plot Is founded upon the generally accepted
gend of a Bourbonnais peasant girl having taken advantage
f her striking resemblance to Madame du Barry to pass ber-
elf off as the royal favourite. In the new piece, Manon, the
easant-girl, is seen by the adherents of the Duc de Cloiseul,
ho, heing at war with Madame du Barry, conceive the idea of
ringing ber to Court as a rival for their powerful enemy.
a'lame du Barry, having got wind of their intentions and
aving, as we know from contemporary history, "la police
ien faite," despatches two agents in search of Manon, who is
rought by one of them to Versailles, where Madame du Barry
etermines to profit by the resemblance which does exist
etween them to take vengeance upon the Duc de Choiseul.
While she herself goe. to see the King dressed in the village
ostume of "la belle Bourbonnaise." Maion, attired in great
plendour, remains at Trianon to receive the gentlemen and
adies of the Court. Snch is the idea, considerably developed
'ith no littie ingennity, which sustains the interest during
he last two acts. l the second, Man-n's parents and ber
etrothed, the latter of whom, in despair at ber loss, had en-
sted in the French Guards, take ber for Madame du Barry,
nd as such treat ber with the most profound respect; while
n the third they mistake the real Madame du Barry for ber,
nd so bestow upon her most affectionate caresses. Ail is well
hat ends well. The influence of Madame du Birrv remains
nshaken, she obtains the Royal pardon for Manon's betrothed,

who had deserted from his regiment, and gives a dowry to "la
elle Bourbonnaise " upon the condition, readily acceded to,
hat she shall henceforth dwell among her own people. With-
out possessing any elements of great dramatic interest, the
plot contains many situations which have been utiliz-d by the
omposer to interpolate some very bright, crisp music:i and it
s probable that the overture, with the popular air of IlLa
Belle Bourbonnaise," and the finale of the first act, which is
imilar to the village feast scene in " Faust," will have a good
deal of success. There is also a song in the second act, com-
mencing > La du Barry, tu chanteras, tu sauteras," which
seems to have excited the admiration 'f the public, if not of
the critics.

THE PROPOSER OF CREHATION IN EN (LAND.

The London correspondent of the Cincinnati Conmmercial
writes :" Cremation, which may now be rezardei as one of
the established agitations of England, was first prpsed in
this country by a woman-Mrs. R>se M. Crawshay. Thir
lady comes of an old fa îily of Oxfordshire, where ber ances-
tors havs long enjoyed mazisterial position. She ii the wife
of the famo is Iron King of Waies, R1obert Crawshay, Esq.,
who recently sold his iron establishment at Merthyr Tydrii
for one and a qu3rter millions sterting. His wealth mi-ay now
be estimated at about three millions sterlinz. Mrs. Crawshay
therefore occupies a position of somte aivantage for the aid of
morements in which she is interested. She resides in a mag-
niiicent castel which bas long been known for its grand hos-
pitality to men of advanced opinions. There bave been en-
tertained the Lyells. Groves, Huxleys, and other scientiti
notabilities, and when MIr. Enierson was in this country he
was *entertained there.Mr.s. rawshav is an active heretie in
religious matters, and asore trouble to thec bishops, rectors and
vicars of her region by reason of her :ondnee for writing an i
printing telling pamphlets ca0culatedl to unsettle people'
minds on important sutbjects. Moreover she is the President
of the School Board of Merthyr, and joins with th Unitarian
preacher there (elected by ber induence) in successfully re-
sistg the efforts of the clergy to carry their educational
schemes. It was this extraordinary lady who began the agit-
ation in favr tof .eutbanasia,' and it is she, as I have said,
whostarted th later dsc h tting onut, more than :
year ago, a pamphlet lu tavotîr of bunin, the 'uoiicý1 of xh.-
dead. Htaving met Sir Henry Thomipson at a dinuer in LonIon
where she resides with ber family for a part of every season.
she interested him in the subjeet, and the result was the ce-
lebrated paper in the Contemporary Rer-iec, whiclh bas been
translated into all European languiages. A society to promot-
" cremation " has now been formed, in which Sir lenrv
Thompson and Mrs. Crawshav are the leading officers, and
which is gaining new and able adherents every day.'

GEORGE S.kND IN 184 .

Margaret Fuller describes her first meeting with George
Sand as follows :I The servant who admitted me was in the
picturesque costume ofta peaýaut, and, as Madame S-and after-
ward told me, ber god-daughter, whom sie had brought fron
ber province. She announced me as " Xdacie Salar, au
returned into the anteroom to tell me, ' Madame says she
does not know yui.' I began to think that I was dooned to a
rebutT, among the crowd who deserve it. Howvever, to raake
assurance sure, I said, ' Ask if she bas not received a letter
fron me. As I spoke, Madame S. opened tie door, and stood
looking at me an instant Our eves met. I never shall forget
lier look at that moment. IThe doorwa made a frame for her
figure; she is large, but well-forined. She was drezsed il a
robe of dark violet silk, with a black mante on ber shoulders,
ber beattifuil hair dressed with the greatest taste, ber whole
appearance and attitude, in its smple and ladylike dignity,
presenting au aluost ludicrous contra-t to the vulgiar caricature
idea of George S ind. Her face is a very little like the portraits,
but much finer ; the upper part of the forehead and eves are

eaiti fui, the lower, strouîg auti iseniline, expressive o a
hardy tenperanent and strong passions but not in the least
conrse; th °complexion olive, and the air of the whole head
Spanish (as, indeed, she vas born at Madrid, and is only on
one1 side of French blood). Ail these details I saw at a glance
but w-hat tixed my attention was the expression of goodness,
nobleness and power that pervaded the whole-the truily
human heart and nature that shîoii in the eyes. As onr 'ves
met, she said, ('est vous, and hýld ont lier hand. t took it, and
went into lier little study ; we sat down a moment, then I
s-tid ' /l lme fit du bien de vous voir,' aud I am sure I said i t
with iy whole heart, for it tuado ie very happy to seo such a
woman, so large and so developed a character, and every-
thing that is goi in it so relly giool. 1 loved, shali alwayï
lne. her
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