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" up—up—until a brilliant strcam of ,.\li_ght, :
’ ;poplrﬁdg, from an opesing high up, under-the:
eaves, almost blinded me. But.my eyes,'seon’
" accustomed to the glare, looked through;. and
could ‘distinguish within and: below; and; as
sure as thou livest, it was’ the interior of - the
accursed Druid temple into which I gazed ;
and then—"
<« Hast thou so far forgotten the honor of a
noble, Sir Saxon, as to play the spy?” asked
Clotaire, with a withering look of scorn.
«Ha! spy!” he esclaimed, touching the
hilt of his dagger. ¢ Unsay the word, Sir
Clotaire of Bretagoe !”
“Let thy own words disprove the charge,
Sir Ulric of Heidelberg. Go on,” said the
other, coolly.
“That I am no spy, then, be sare. Had 1
known there was an opening in the wall, had T
even known that it was the wall of their temple
1 was scaling; I had not seen what I did.—
But, once up,—hanging by vines at a dizzy
height from the ground, my brain fevered
with wine, and the spirit of adventure rampant
within me—1I looked down for a mwoment; but,
Sir Frank it was a mement so full of horror
that it is burnt in my brain forever. I saw a
throne of gold and gems. It was surrounded
by Jamps so studded with opals that the light
streamed out like sunbeams through them.—
White and crimson draperies of tissue covered
with stars of precious stones hung around it.
On it was seated a terrible ONE of gigantic
proportions, draped in cloth of gold. His face
was grand and beautiful, but there was a faded
glory and a curse in every lineament. Instead
of a diadem of gems on his brow, there was a
coronal of small white flames. Yes,—as I
Jive,—fames! No jewels ever flickered and
twined and writhed as they did. Then he
lifted his hand, and I saw 2 glistening serpent,
with eyes of flame, twining around his arm,
aod from the throat of the serpent issued low,
sweet melodies. At the signal, a sercen slid
back, and Semo, followed by two others, older
than himself, came into this awful presence,
and, prostrating themselves, touched the pave-
ment with their foreheads, paying him who sag
on the threne homage, who uttered words I
could not hear, Then there came a crash and
sudden darkness, and wild music wailing up
ou the air, and a sound of lamentation. Half
dead with fright, I returned with all the swift-
ness I couid.”

“Gir Ulric of Heidelberg, thou art suffi-
eiently punished for thy levity. Thy head was
dizzy with climbing, and, heated with wine,
the light blinded and bewildered thee, and thou
hast seen—a vision,” said Clotaire, laughing.

“ Tt was no vision,—no phantasy!” replied
the other, sullenly, while he swallowed another
draught of wine, I only wish I was safely
back at Heidelberg ; for, believe me, it is lit-
tle that will be battered into my braius, after
what I have scen.”

% Let us hope for the best,” replied the gay
Clotaire. ¢ Lie down and sleep until worning,
and, my honor on it, the bright sunshine will
disperse these ecxtraordinary phantoms from
thy affrighted brain. There are soft pillows
and a wide couch. Let us sleep.”

tMe hall of fy. ancestors at Heidelberg,” said
Ulric, with -2 proud- air, while he reverently
bowed his head. ' o
i« Tt is ever so,” said the old Druid, leaning
on his. staff. “ The Rusga-Catha* sounds
‘sweeter in the ears of impetuous youth than
the soft lays of Latona or the rapt strains of
Apollo. The helm and shield, the war-horse
and braying trumpet, are in his dreams of
glory. In the Leabhar-Gabhaltus} he reads
the scroll of destiny. But Time, like a torrent
flowing down from some cloud-capped hill,
sweeps all away together in an inexorable cur-
rent. Of the Danaaus, who first peopled this
isle, and who were conquered by our forefathers
the Phenicians, a brave .and fearless nation,
what is left ? A few broken tombs and ruined
temples mark the path of the victorious in-
vaders, while the vanquished lie forgotten be-
neath the waves of the sea and the sands of the
shore, Fame is silent above their ashes.—
Their destiny is over. There is only one uim
worthy of man,—virtue! TeExNE, from whose
glory ages cannot shear one ray, is the govern-
ing principle of Wisdom and Perfection, in the
pursuit of which, man, enlightened by holy
sciences, can only become a pure being, a suit-
able companion for Deity.”

“Tell me, O sage!” said the Suxon youth,
eagerly, and perhaps rudely, ¢has Erinno
heroes ? no cohorts? no battalions? no chiefs
and warlike sons? Is the broad land filled
with long-bearded sages and rambling bards ?”
% Thy youth, O Saxon, must plead for thy
ignorance,” replied Semo. **While Erin,
which is known throughout the world as the
Sacred Isle, bows the knee to Sheanchus, the
old and first cause, while the altars of sacrifice
smoke with offerings to TIENNE and NERF,
while the Druids in their sequestered temples
keep alive the sacred fires of Religion and
learning, her heroes, attended by their bards,
who record on the deathless pages of Leabhar-
Gabhaltus their deeds of valor, perform ucts of
prowess which would not shame the walls of
Troy, nor lay their spoars in rest until the
proud invader is driven off or the agzressor
subdued. . Come hither, Abaris, and sing the
glories of Tuathal and Fion the Brave,” said
the eld Druid, with kindling eye.

The young bard swept his fingers over the
strings of his harp, throwing out a gush of
wild, warlike strains on the air. The stirring
notcs floated like bauners over their heads, and
the willing cchoes sounded like the muffled
tramp of hosts- marching te battle, while in
tones of exquisite clearness and volume, mo-
dulated to softness or rising in grandeur, he
chanted the deeds of Tuathal, who wus not
only terrible in war, but wise in council. “The
princes and chiefs of Tara asscmble, 'The
septs come thronging down from the fustnesses
in the hills and their strongholds in the valley.
They hear that the proud Remun, arrogant
and flushed with conquest, threatens their
wave-washed shores with invasion, He has
boasted that the Eagle shall perch over the
¢ Sunburst,” ¥ and that this gem of the seus
shall be plucked from its possessors, to glitter
in the imperial diadem, her heroes and princes
be chained to Roman chariots. while her maids
and matrons shall be torn from their firesides

¢ Sleep who can!” muttered Ulrie. I
shall watch. By Pluto! T feel afraid for the
first time in my life.” But, notwithstanding
all, he had searcely touched the pillows on
which he had heavily thrown himself, when his
nasal organs announced, in no gentle or musical
tones, that he was sleeping prefoundly.

CHAPTER UI—SEMO,

« Nobles, day is far up in the hills !’

“ Pardon, O bard, the sluggishness of weary
travelers,” exclaimed Clotaire, who, starting
from his couch, suw Abaris standing heside
him.

.« Nay, gentle sir, it is I who should ask

pardon, for rousing thee so rudely from sleep.
T was loath to do it; but Semo sends ye greet-
ing, and is waiting in the grove without, to
give ye audience,” replied the bard, courteous-
Iy.
T Methinks the wines of Erin give one
strange dreams, sir bard,” yawned the Saxon,
stretching his Jimbs, while he shook off his
slumbers.

“«Qur wines are gencrous. If used tem-
peratcly, they invigorate and strengthen; if
abused, the take revenge by filling the soul
with phantoms from Tartarus,” replied Abaris,
gravely. _

¢ It was the wine, then,” began Ulric; but,
silenced by a sign from Clotaire, he adroitly
added, ¢ In Rhineland, one may drink up a
vintage without feeling dizzy. But I am
ready to accompany thee.”

Beneath an old oak-tree, whose roots had
forced their:way out of the earth in grotesque
shapes, and were so covercd with rich mosses
that they looked as if they were draped with
velvét, walked Semo, the Arch-Druid. Grave,
solemn, and stately in his bearing, full of the
dignity of learning and wisdom, and a rapt en-
thusiast in the doctrines of a dark mythology,
his appearance was imposing in the extreme.

« Welcome, young lords of Heidelberg and
Bretagune,—thrice welcome. Come ncur mnc;
for the cloud of age gathers over my vision,
and the voice of mortals is like u far-off echo,”
he said, extending his hand, which the strang-
ers touched with their lips, as they bowed the
knee before him,—an act of reverence which
his age and position demanded. ¢ I knew the
father of each of ye. I was the guest of the
Lord Count of Bretagne, and also of the noble
palatine of the Rhine, Count of Heidelberg,
when I last journeyed toward the ruins of Tyre
and the broken- altars of Egypt. -Their sons
are weleome.” )

¢« We are here to learn wisdom in the schools
of Bxin,” replied Clotaire,  and are commended
to the auspices of Semo, becagse his fame as a
sage and philosopher is known throughout Eu-
rope.” - 7

14 Ay! so well is Semo known, not only for
the wisdom of his age, but for the glorious’
achiévements of his youth, that his name is
written in letters of gold on-a marble tablet in

and sold into slavery. Roused to frenzy, they
grasp the spear and buckle on the sword.—
Their arrow-points glitter in the sunlicht, and
every bow is strung. They rush with wild
war-cries on the sleeping legions of Imperial
Rome, who fly at the onset, leaving rich spoils
in the hands of the vietors.” This was the
burden of the song of Abariy, draped in poesy
which we cannot imitate, and filled with elo-
quence so stirring that Ulrvie of Heidelberg
grasped his dagger, and, with flashing ecyes,
threw his fine muscular form into an attitude
of attack, while Clotaire listened breathless and
cager until the bard closed his song with the
wild and romantic story of Fion MacCumhall.

(T be Continued.)

* War-song.
1 Book of Conquests.
1 The banner of Ireland,

INCIDENTS OF THE PARIS INSURRECTION,

"Phe Times publishes the following from a Parisian
correspondent i— -

The gentlemen of Belleville and of the prisons
lose no time if they know well that the power will
not remain long in their hands, and they wish first
to satisfy their vengeance—one might also say, to
give free scope to their folly. 1know of no other
word to apply to some—shnll I say to the greater
nunber ?—of their acts. This morning they arrested
a singer, M. Villaret, a tenor at the Opern, What
do you think was his crime? He was walking and
smoking a cigar in the Place Pigalle, They accused
him, like M. Clement Thomas, of taking a plan of
the barricades, and would have shot him but for the
intervention of some neighbors. M. Jules Favre
was right yesterday in asking pardon of God and
men for having refused to M, Bismarck the disarm-
ament of the National Guards, Firenrms should not
be placed in the hands of children of furious maud-
men, still less in those of idiots. How shall we get
out of this chaos is what every one asks. Three
meuns present themselves. Either the better part
of the population combined will regain the upper
had, whigh is casy if propdrly commanded, if they
do natellow themselves to be disarmed, if they agree
togrether and kuow how to arrmge things propuly,
or clse the indignant provinees will rise and preci-
pitate themselves on Paris, with the assistance of
any gond elements in the army that may be at Ver-
sailles ; or, lastly, the Germans will carry out their
threat, and will occupy Paris. after having driven:
before them with their shells the fugitives from
Belleville. I do not- hesitate to recognizo this last
means 68 the only efficacions one, because it alone
can cauterize the wound in which the rabid virus is
contained.

The following is an extractfrom a letter from Pavis,
dated March 28 :—I suppose it has never been your
lot, you happy Fnglishman, to sec o barricade crect-
ed before your very windows? I amless lucky, and
can tell you exnctly how the thing is done. At day-
break on the 18th inst our quarter, was overrun by
the patriots of Batignolles, and from that moment
it has been one continuous round of drums beating
the. “ rappel” and trumpets sounding the alarm, This
of itsclf was sufficiently imitating for the quiet in-
habitants of a usually .very quict street; but you get
used to most things, and even in the ocensional firing
close at hand there was nothing very startling and
it only called forth an angry exclamation, and pur-
hupsan imprecation or two against the passive ¢ atti-

rtude * of; bb@erment. This state of things remained
unaltered until Wednesday the 22nd, but after the
lamentable affair of the Place Vendomethe © patriots”
of Batignolles got afraid some reprissls might be
attempted, and that very evening & barricade was
made at the top of the Rue de Turin, cutting it off
from the Boulevard de Batignolles. A mobt black-
gueadly looking sergeant of the National Guard came
up, escorted by six cut-throats, you would say, judg-
ing by their appearance. The sergeant stopped, and
said to his followers, “ Eventrez moi ¢'te rue, un peu
leste, et faites moi uné barricnde que cesoit ca” A
licutenant passing by stopped and asked “ Why make
a barricade in that place? ‘The sergeant looked
round with a scowl, and said, ¢ we have orders,” and
then turned his ack on the officer, who went away
shrugging his shoulders. And ovr barricude wasmade
# que c'est ca,” in stone and earth five feet high and
four feet deep, with two embrusures, before which two
7 pounders were pointed, and sentinels were placed
to guard this new toy. It is always surrounded by o
knot of hideous looking ruffinns dressed as National
Guards, such msn as onc only sees during a revolu-
tion, ag if they remained Lelow ground the remain-
der of the time. Every day a few stones are added
to “the works,” and & smaller barricade has been
constructed in front of the parent barricade as an

outwork.” The 7 pounders, too, have been replaced
by 24 pounders. Every now and tlen a detach-
ment of patriots takes one of the cannons out for
an “aifring” They dmg it along the Boulu-
vard for half an hour or so, and then it
is restored to its place before the cmbra-
sure. At night unsuspecting cabmen drive up
our strect, when they are stopped by a sentinel who

crosses bayonets, and in commanding tones calls
out, ¥On ne passe pas! Au large!!” and with
praiseworthy prodence the cnbmen drive rapidly
away. Inthe daytime every now and then some
alarm causes the shops of the ncighborheod to be
hastily shut up, and the dirty gunrdians of our
liberties are in very bad odour with "the shop-
keepers, especinlly with those who have been sub-
jected to  “requisitions” and bave been paid with
red “ bons” ¥ Des bons qui sont tres mauvais,” as
a grocer remarked to me.  How is all this to end?
It seems difficult it should end without much blood-
shed, but then help must come from without, The
minority of the armed well thinking men inside
Paris is most alarming. At the time I write there
is continual drumming going on under my windows,

.and cannon in the distance, but it may be a salute

from & Prussian corps. Our harricade has been
made, how will it Le pulled down? That is the
question. I mn but a quarter of A century old, and
without mentioning the “coup d'etat” and “sundry
emeuntes,” I have seen the latter years of a monarchy;,
an cmpire, two republics, and two revolutions.—all
Mall Gazette,

The Temps furnishes o curicus sketeh of the state
ol affairs in the French capital.  # One sign of the
times,” it says, % is that game is not to be had and
milk is scarce. Butchers’ meat will sgon Le diffi-
cult to procure, but potatoes are plentiful and cheap,
indeed, in soule parts they are given away,n practice
whicli it would be convenient to make guneral, as
gold and silver arc becoming scarce, Everything,
liowever, goes on as usual, except the hackney
coaches and the rilways. The reason assigned for
the irregularities of milway tmins is beeause they
are stopped, but that is absurd. The cab-drivers
give o more intelligible explanation: forage is
scarce, and horses also, the latter because most of
them have Leen caten. But it must be admitted
that the coach-drivers are somewhat unreasonable.
Their charges are extortionate, and they will not
take paper bons. 'Sir) said I to a coachman the
other day, ‘those are bons duly marked and stamped
by the Commune’ Obscrve, I said ¢ _Monsicur, and
not ¢ Clitoyer’ which might offend the aristocratic
coachman. I soon found thut my ldons were not
bons, us the coachman declined to be paid in what
hie elegantly termed ‘monkey’s money,’ so I drew
out my purse and was about to pay according to the
old tariff, ! Citizen,’ said the coachman to me in o
contemptuous tone, ‘do you think tlic revolution
was made for dogs? There is no longer any tariff.!
tThen, M. le Cocher, how much must I pay you for
what in the old time would have cost 5f? ‘Itis
20f, Citizen, and the pourboire 2t your discretion,
Monsieur.”

BRUTAL TREATMENT OF A NOBLEMAN.

At the corner of the Rue Meyerbeer, near the
new Opera (says one of the Dy News corres-
pondents) a little scene  gecarred which foreibly
illustrates the horrors of the life we are now lead-
ing in Paris. A young Nutional Guard cvidently
belonging to the quarter, had gatherea a small
groug of netghbors around him. He was trembling
in every limh. His face pale and distorted with ex-
citement, he explained to us how o friend of his
had been killed yesterday. It was a son of the
Vicomte de Molinet, who lives in the house above
the celebrated butcher, M. Duval, in the Rue Tron-
ches, The Vicomte de Molinet, who had jeined in
the demonstration, thirew himself over the dead
Lody of his son, crying that nothing should separate
him from his child. He was in consequence taken
prisoner by the insurgents. They demanded that
hie should send for two of his friends to claim him
and prove his identity. The young National Guard
had just seen these two friends, and it wes their
story which excited him in so extraordinary a man-
ner, Instead of liberating the Vicomte de Molinet,
the insurgents, in the presence of the friends who
came to claim him, began to spit in his face | they
then tore from his cont the medal of the Tegion of
Honor, and threw it at lLim. After this they
knocked the old man down ; they trampled on im,
they kicked his body about. “Now" said the in-
surgents to the friends of the Vicomte, “you may
go away, for be is condemned to death? The un-
fortunate man had but time to murmur a demand
that his body should be decently Duried, when he
fainted. His wife is anxiously waiting for him at
home, She does not know of her husband’s danger,
nor of her son's death, ‘The young Nationul Guard
who told ws all this had been fo see her, but he had
not had cournge to tell her more than that her son
wis wounded,

TWOW GUSTAVE FLOURENS DIED.
(Versailles Correspondence of the London Times, April 2.)

Many of the insurgents changed their clothes
when they found that their retreat had been cut off,
Among the rost the nide-de-camp of Gustave Flou-
rens, one of their chiels, did so. In the afternoon,
about 4 «'clock, the gendarmes were searching the
villege of Clhiatou, when a shot tame from the win-
dow of an awberye kept by a man named Ducoq. The
gendarines entered the house,and when they reached
tho fivst floor oue of them received a bullet in the
shoulder at the moment when he was ¢ntering one
of the rooms. His captain, M. Desmarct, rushed
into the room, found -the man who had lired the
shot with a revelver in his hend, and instantly cut
him down with his sabre. This man was
no other than Flourens. His aide-de-camp, an
Italian named Cypriani, was wounded by a sbre
cut and made prisoner. He had assumed civil at-
tire, but Flourens himself was in military uniform,
His dead Dody now lies in the Amphitheatre Hos-
pital in this town,

An orator at Montmartre summed up his iden of
a republic Ly saying it was that form of government
under which every citizen, whether he worked or
not, should receive from the public purse thirty
sous n day for himself, fiftcen sous for his wife, and
five sous for each child. This he considercd his
right; and for that he would die: and the sooner
he did it the better. So. profound a political econo-
mist must see that thereby he would save his coun-
try thirty sous'a day, -
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7HH RURAL DISTRICTS.
‘ Tours, March 30.

I had made an sppointment with Captdin Ren-
wick, R.A., to drive yesterday morning to “the old
chatean of Beaumont la Ronce, and accompany the
proprietor over some of the communes which had
suffered most. .

How is it that we in England aro taught to be-
lieve that respect for ancient families, attachment to
the * seigneurs” have dicd out in France except,
perhaps, in remote corners of Brittany and Vendee?
All I can say is that during a thirty mile drive we
met not & man in blouse who did not touch his cap,
or a single village mayor who did not bow with defer-
ence as the Marquis passed. Yet this was in 'l'ournine,
within 12 miles of Tours, which has always returned
a Democratic candidate, “How would ye like to
have back a King in Frunce ?” I asked the Mayor of
St, Laurent. % Very much, Sir,” hereplied, ¢ if he is
strong enough to keep order; all we want is quiet.
We are not what is called Legitimists about here,
but the great proprietors are, and they would support
a King, which in itself would be some guarantce of
strengtht and therefore of tranquility :but we all fear
Paris, and that the King would be soft-hearted
enough to e enticed into living there until he was
again upsct by the mob. We are all more or less
ruined and cannot afford another revolution. If a
King will come, and be strong enough to deal once
for all with the Parisiaus, we will all become Legi-
timists the moment after; but in the meantime we
have our private apinion that ne King will do this,
and that it requires something stronger.” In this'
he expressed I believe the universal sentiment of
the pensantry. This same Mayor we found with
some difficulty, as his own house was cmpty, the
Prussians having made him a prisvner and demo-
lished the domestic possessions of the family beenuse
he could not produce within half an hour the num-
ber of cows, oxen, sheep, pigs, and other animals re-
quired for a day's provision, of a regiment of Uhlans.
The old gentlemnn had not yet got over his capti-
vity and spoke iwith a dejected air, whicl: rendered
the conversation far from cheerful.

Goop 1fr Trur—When the envoys of M. de Roths-
child paid the war contributions of Paris, 200,000,000
francs, at Versailles, they let & counterfeit 25 thaler
bill slip in among the others. The quick eye of a
Prussian official at once detected it and the bill was
thrown out. Rotlschild's people insisted that it was
genuine and must be sceepted, otherwise they would
return to Paris with all their roles of notes and
sacks of coin.  With that ofticial cxactness which is
the glory of Prussian routine, Count Bismurck was
at once informed of the misunderstanding. He an-
swered : “ Herr Director, accept the bill. I will my-
sclf make up the deficit and preserve the counter-
feit notc as a memento of this great day. A great
war about nothing more tangible than a ¢ Clateau en
LPepaygne has just been concluded Letween two great
Towers; and I can't afford, just on the heel of it, to
turn around and declare war witlh the house of
Rothschild, the Sixth Great Eurepeun Power, on ac-
count of a 25 thaler note.”

Citizen Assy is said to huve expressed an opinion
that the republic is in no danger. Nevertheless, he
maintained that all who wish to attack the republic
should at once be shot.

HOME FROM THE WAR.

A special correspondent of the London Daily
News thus describes the arrival and disbandment of
a Landwehr regiment at Berlin :—

This morning Berlin received the first genuine
consignment of home-coming warriors in the 1st
battalion of the 2nd Guard Landwehr regiment,
The battalion went out over 1,000 strong; I do not
care {o estimate how far bencath that number it
mustered as it marched down the Linden this morn-
ing. Nearly all the men had bound green wreaths
round their helmets. Some had stuck nosegays in
the muzzles of their needle guns; others carried
chaplets un their bayonets. Big muscular fellows
all of them, of set frames and mature years, hair to
the eyes, and clumsy rather of build and ' guit, but
of rare weight and toughness—troops that evidently
knew the meaning of lighting, and had good fisht
in them as & matter of course and quite in the way
of business.

After their Kaiser had bad a look at them, and
they had marched pust the palace, the battalion
broke into companics, ench company taking a dif-
{crent direction to o lialting point, 1 accompaniced

-the 2nd company through the Friedrich Strasse to

the top of the Juger Strasse.  While it waa in the
Linden rigorous discipline was the order of the day.
But it relaxed somewhat in the Friedrich Strasse,
and the people got among their martial fellow-
citizens. It made one laugh, though mirth was
not the sole emotion, te sce the women claim their
husbands, throw arms round their necks and kiss
them heartily ; while the honest fellows, fain to re-
ciprocate, had still to keep step and not materially
lose their diessing.  Onee the wemen-folk got pos-
session of the men that belonged to them there was
no pating these twain of one flesh, and so the
fours became eights in many cnses ; in yet others
an indefinite number, as wiien the women had babes
in their arms and when elder children got n hold
of their father somewhere and objected to leave go
of him, One woman I saw with two babics, plzinly
twins. She wanted to g her husband ; but if she did
she must drop one of the babies,” A comrade, whom
no wife claimed and who was, I suppose, & sort of
Landwehrman Brother Cheeryble, genially relieved
her of one baby, which he carvied with singnlar ad-
dress on his lett shoulder, The young one pulled
the noscgay out of the muzzie of Lis needle-gnn
carried on the other shoulder,  And so the company
struggled on under difficulties, striving to be martial
to the Inst, but visibly embarrassed by family con-
siderations, till they reached the top of the Jager
Strasse, where they lalted. ‘“Front, was the ser-
geant’s word of command ; but with normal inter-
vals and donbled files, how to perform it was rather
a puzzle.  Somchow a double line did get formed;
but the sizing was quecr, resulting from the fact that
it was partinlly composed of women, who, clinging
fast to their husbands' arms, came  Front” ,ulong
with them, With the “Stand at case” came unre-
served intercourse.  Friends trooped around, hand-
shaking was incessant, the hairy Landwehrmen
perapired  with  exuberant joy. The leutenant-
cnlonel rode by, waving his kindly adieu to the men
who had so staunchly stood by him when he led
them to victory ; they fell in and carried arms to the
bluft old soldier, responding to his “Adivu” with a
hearty ‘cheer, Then the captain, who had been
transacting a little family recognition on his own
account on the pavement, stood out among his men,
and they formed a circle about him as he Legan to
speak. Orders as to disposnl of arms and accoutre-
ments, rendezvous for  pay, &c., were the matters
with which he had first to denl; then his voice
chnnged, ns, after n litile pause, he nddressed his
command as ¢ comrades” ~

#We have been together, men.” said he, “throngh
the campaign. I marched you ont of Berlin, and
now I march you back again. Not all indeed that
wont out with us have come back with us. God so
willed it that rome should have fallen in the way,
but they died for King and Fatherland. You have
done your duty, men, as good Prussians, and so now
adicul? # Adicul” came back from every throat in
answer, and with the response the company was dis-
banded. :

- Lord Bacon beautifully said : “If & man be graci-
ous to strangers, it shows that he is o citizen of the
world, and his hewrt is not -an island, cut off from.
othey islands, but a continent that joing them?
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Deatr or e Lorp Biswor or Kn Tt s
~with the deepest regret that we annou:c?‘g;e dIt g)!
of the Most Rev. Nicholas Power, the vcncrated‘: 4
beloved Condjutor Prelate of the diocese of Killa]nd
The sad event occurred at his Lordship's resideno "
in Nenagh, on Monday morning, at five o'clock ;e
is an announcement that will be read th:oug.ho ¢
‘Ircland with as much surprise as: sorrow. Ip ﬂ?t
diocese in which he had ministered ag priest ang '
prelate for so long o period, his death will }e re
garded as the saddest of bereavements, nng h'.
people will mourn for him with all the bitter gﬁ];
of children for a futher. Amidst the cheri), ed
body of the Irish Episcopacy there was not one cf
them who had fixed himself more firmly in the aof
fections of his charge than the aminble bighg,
whose demise we record to-day, and every inemnriaq
that he leaves behind him is an evidence thigt h
was, in every respect, a great prelate “who ip hie
days hath pleased his God.” As we have intimateds
his denth was comparatively unexpected, ang 1.
sank to his “sleep in the Lord” in the peace nué’
quiet of & soul “that had fought the good fight and
porsevered unto the end” When the sud in'telli
gence of his decease had spread through Nemgh-
sadness was visible on every face, and the feelip,
amongst the poor was one of desolation and
anguish for a departed friend and benefuctor, Dr
Power was & native of the diocese of Killaloe, ang
at the time of his selection Ly the vote of the c'-lcrg
of the diocese to the coadjutorship of its see w;.’;
the respectcd pastor of the parish from which the
diocese takes its title. He was conseerated bighe
on the 25th of June, 1865, by his Grce the Mot
Rev. Dr. Leahy, the Archibishop of Cashel, and the
sermon on the occasion was preacked by the el
quent Bishop of Kcrry, the Most Rev, Dr, Moriarty
The graceful refercnces to the virtues and endoy.
ments of the newly consecrated prelate formed g
touching portion of his lordship's beautiful gdjs.
cowrse, and found a rendy echo in the hearts of
those who heard him. Perhaps the most grati.
fying testimony to the new prelate of the good
wishes that hailed his appointment was afforded
in the fact that ten of his venerated brethren jp
the Episcopacy were present at the solemn ang
interesting ceremony. Five years and a half were
not much of an episcopal carcer; but, in the cage
of Dr. Tower, they were cnough to prove him
eminently fitted for his lofty dignity, and to secure
for him a grateful and a lasting rememberanee
among the devoted faithful of Killaloe, It is net
long since they went out in joy, and with all the
symbols of filial gladness, to welcome him to their
midst from the labours and anxictics of the Vatican
Council. They were proud that their spiritual
Father should have been mmnongst the great and
illustrious throng, and that the name of their dio-
cese should have its place in the list of those that
had furnished signatories to its decree of Papal In.
fallibility. They gave him a cordial welcome to
his Irish home, and prayed that God would spare
him to them for many ycurs to come. It has
feemed wise to the merciful Dispenser of all events
that it should be otherwise, and we offer our sym.
pathy to the bereaved flock of Killaloe. But, in
their affliction, they have the consolation of believ.
ing, with as much of certainty as in those things it
s permitted to mortals to assume, that he is gone
to a better kingdom, and given that charge over
many things which, in *the joy of the Lord," is the
reward of fidelity over a few.—ZFreeman.

" Some of the results of the Government Land Bill,
as developed by recent decisions of legal tribunals,
are remarkable as showing how little practical
relief it is likely to bring to Irish tenant serfs. It
has been asserted indeed that it was really intended
to only root out the Irish tenants from the soil, and
it would scem in working to have that e¢ffect, Emi-
gration hes not ceased, on the contrary it has even
increased of late, and cjectnent processes are as
plentiful as ever. Itis no chieck on the evicting
landlord that he is supposed to be compelled to
compensate his tenant, He knows belter. He is
aware that the act allows him so many loopholes to
escupe that he will have little or nothing to pay,
while thie tenant may be ruined by law  expenses,
Let us take o case in point. At the late Quarter
Sessions at Boyle, an cjected tenant—one Charles
Mechan—sued his landlord for compensation for
disturbance, for the reclamation of waste Iand, and
for certain unexhausted improvements, Tt was ad-
mitted that the tenant's labour and capital had
nearly doubled the value of the iand, notwithstand-
ing which the landlord disputed all the claims for
compensation, and the tenant was finally compelled
te retain possession at a rent nearly double that
which he had previously paid, That is to say, the
tenant lays out money and lavishes labour on his
little farm, and for having the temerity to do so is
fined by the imposition of an incrensed rent.  This,
too, under the beneficent provisions of Gladstouc's
Irish Land Act, which was to %root” Irish: tenants
in the soil, and make everybody cemfortable and
prosperons, No doubt Charles Mechan has a wery
lively sense of the benefits of the measure ; he will
pay his doubled rent until cempelled by poverty to
mo to swell the ranks of Irish disaffection in the
United States ; and he will, of conrse, he particular-
1y grateful to that hread centre and protector of Irish
Iandlords—William Ewart Gladstone.

The spread of Republicanism in England has
alarmed our watchiful and sensitive contemporary the
Mail, which, we necd hardly informn our readers, is
the chief organ of indignant disestablished Irish Con-
servatism, and consequently a deadly foe, not only to
Republicanism everywhere, but to liberalism in gen-
ernl, and Gladstone's Iberalism in particular. 1t
cries out in alarm—whether affected or not we don't
pretend to say— the statesmanship ot English Par-
liamentary leaders in all probability is to be put tos
severer testthan hus beenexperienced since the days
of Chartism,” and declares that # Bradloughis o pow-
er in the land” We are not particulurly solicitous
sbout the suceess or failure of English Pacliamentary
leaders, and shall thercfore rnther rejoice should they
go down Defure the “ test” So also would the Mail,
we doubt not, particularly if the accession to power
of its own pet parlinmentary party were to eventuate.
But we do wish for the sprend  of Republican princi-
ples, and as we are utterly uninfluenced by party,
we may be excused if we take the Huil's alarm ns &
genuine expression of its - foclings, and regard the
evidence it adduces of the spread of Republicanism
in England ag especially valuable. The spread of
Republican feeling in England is, in our opinion,
much to be desirved,and its dissemination in Ircland
would most assuredly not be productive of evil. 4
new Licensing Bill, which was introduced by the
Home Secretary in the English House of Cominons
on Monday, and which scems framed to please every-
body, is, &8 n natural consequence, certain to please
nobody. It won't please the advocates of the Per-
missive Bill, ag it goes but a very short way in their
dircetion ; it won't plense the people, beenuse it ple-
ces exceptional restrictions upon their right to obtain
drink at certain times, while aristovratic frequenters
of clubs and hotels can drink and get drunk when
they please, without restricton, or interference; and |
it wiil most certainly not please the publicans. Any-
thing tending to checle the spread of intemperance
isa good thing—oven coming from England we
showid be disposed to weleome it—but we doubt if
repressive legislation will have that efficct,  We have
far more confidénce thnt the nwakening intelligence
of our people,and the moral influence springing from

.| an enthusinstic ndoption of their country’s causg will

do so Nothing so -purifica- and ennolbles.a man 24
patriotism, and therefore it is tho very bL‘St]Jl'_e"‘i“*,‘},'
tive of intemperance. The “Irish Confederation

1 is alvendy o success, for English mgnnsiﬁ"Eng}l\m_‘
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