THE TRUE WITNESS AND CATHOLIC CHR

yaren L

NIOLE

~ MOUNT JEROME.

DUBLIN'S PROTESTANT GRAVE-
YARD

Willlam Carleton, the Irlsh Novelist—
His Lite~HIs Waorks— From tho
Peoplo Not of tho Poeople—
Cavved FEuloglos.

(Written Specixlly for the TRUR WITVESS)

(We find it nocessary Lo add the above
line. We have now published some two
dozen of thoese gketches; they are writ-
ten purposely for our paper and the au-
thor would not give them to any other
publiention. They are coustantly being
reproduced, and in the two-thirds of the
cases no credit is given tn the TRUE
Wirxess. The nem-de-plyme might be
any one, in any country. A Western
paper had “ College Green” last week,
apparently written for its columns.  Ep,
T. W.)

“8o you have three more days to spend
in Dabiin, Mr. Lecky,” said honest keen-
witted Mickey.

“ Well, ves,” I replied, “in that time
I will bid good-by to your Treland.”

“ Don’t you think iis the linest land

under the sun, sir 2" and Mickey’s eyes’

glistenad,

“ That, Mickey, 1 will not say. I fear
that every man loves his own land the
best, but De it enough that next to my
owngreat Iimd your little Isie lies closest
to my heart.”

" Youw're a gennine gentieman,” shout-
ed Mickey. * May the Lord preserve
your hexrlth, and if you aever come here,
I'll be waiting for you abt Morrissey’s.
Would you be after going out to-day 2

“ Doyou know where Thomas Davis
is buried 7

“Did I know where my own head is;
why, he is buried in Mount Jerome. I’li
being Betsy lorninst the door, sir.”

I slipped into my big frieze, warranted
rain-proof by Crampsic of Derry. and
seated myself on tho car, Mickey whist-
led “ Comin’ Thro’ the Rye” and away
want Betsy. This drive,

{ WILL LONG REMEMBER.

To-day, as I write in tiis cosy room of
mine on San Sebastianello street, with
the Dincian and those indescribable
beauties around me that sa strangely fas-
cinated the melancholy genins of Haw-
thorne, and the city of the seven hills be-
neath me, the memory of that day steals
over mo like a breath of Irish air that
has stolen the scenf of a dozen clover
fields, Oh, had 1the wings of s hird,
wounld I not ily from theseclassic lands,
the prey of anarchy unjust and unbear-
able taxativn, to the bheasuties of
Dublin and the witticisms of my Mickey,
Something of this longin; must have in-
spired the poet when he asked.

Are Italy’s fields more groen,

Do they teem with a richer store
Than the bright green breast of the Isle ofthe

Xﬂrrd its wild, luxuriant shore ¢

I believe the poet answered his own
question by writing

Ah!'no! no! no!

You may object to the number of No's,
but poets now-n-days must be emphatic
to beheard. At any rate, I feel myself,
to-day, in the sume mood as the poet. If
I write No, fitty times you cannot ohject
to the poetry of jt, until you have seltled
Walt Whitman’s place in literature. By
that time these sketches will be as much
read as Tupper’s Tales,—a blessing you
say ; so say [. Bul listen to Mickey :

“ "1 open the gate sir—Mount Jerome
Cemetery. Thispath will take you to
the Superintendent’s house. ‘Lhey’ll
charge you a shilliug for a guide.”

Istuck my hand deep in my vest
pocket, fumnbled amid the half-crowns
for ashilling, and haviug found theshow-
ing coin, with its likeness of Victoria
Regina, that bears no likeness to the
orginal—a curious want to artistic taste
in the keeper of the mint—Iset out at &
brisk pace in the direction of the super-
intendent’s office. Who says Europe is
tres when they charge a shilling to walk
throngh

A CITY OF THE DEAD ?

I was received in the office by a lank,
lean, pallid man, with a bulging forshead
and cool gray eyes. He seemed a fit
man to keep an eye over the dead. One
would almost believe that the only part
of him that belonged to the living world
was hig gold-rimmed spectacles and a
blue skull cap, that looked fantastio,

perched on the bald pate of this melan-
** choly keeper of dead and musty records,
I made my mission known, paid my
ahillifig; my only reeeipt, a eadaverous

smile. A liltie silver bell rang cul.a few
trembling notes, and by my side there
atood a mun dressed in a kind of dark
navy blue, relieved by buge glinting
brass buttona. *“ Show this man the
cemetery,” snid the man with the blue
skull cap.

“This way,” said the man with brass
buttons. and we were soon treading a
gravel walk curiously sided with box-
wood and other pretty shrubs., ** Tarn
to your tight,” =aid the guoide—*a very
interesting grave, siv.”

“ Why is it interesting »" I asked.

“Don’t know, sir, thet's not my busi-
ness. The superintendent says o, and
what right have I to say against him?”

Here wud an honest man paid todo a
certain duty, and doing it well. I com-
plimented hium on his taithlulness to the
superintendent’s trost, and gave him a
sixpence to show my wairm approval of
his conduet. The giving of money is the
only way you can shw your gatitude to
a cemetery guide.  Although passing
their lives amid thoe wealthiest of our
race, it is only the curious, straggling
strungers that treat them 0 the coin of
the realm. He was evidently pleased,
and to show it, he scraped the
faded straw-colored moss fram the Inrge
awkard letters, While he did so [ could
not belp smiling at the vanity of all
thiugs human. It there is anything that
can check man’s ambition, it i the
crumbling monuments with the golden
letiered hiopes of vne generation forgot-
ten and sneered at by the one that tul-
lowa.

* His memory and fame,” we write,
“shall be eternal,” and fifty years after
some obscure traveller pauses before the
tast decaying stone, whereon we heraliied
our boastful prophecy, and sadly mutters,
“What fools these mortals be” 'fhe
litlle monuwment before me waus a plain
block of Irish sandstone, cut in the weli-
known form of an Irish mile-stone. On
it was engraved the name of William
Carleton, Novelist, and this curious in-
seription : **One whose memory necds
nelthier carven stone nor sculptured mar-
ble to preserve it from oblivion.” This
stone and its inscription was the work of
a sorrowlul weeping widow to the mem-
ory of a devoted husband, at least these
things would come to the charitable
critie.  The eulogy might have been per-
fectly natural to the disconsolate iudy
who monrned & genius dead, ani

WHO WILL DENY HER RIGHT,

so long as she paid for it, to cirve ihis
eulogyon an Irish mile-stone ? She may
have cheered the gloom of some poor
idle stone-cutter by a weck’s work and
undoubtedly shebrought sunshine to the
quarry man. For these things, being of
their nature good, let us be thankful.
The question is, will the world avrece
with the carved eulogies of friend
on f{riend, and the mural tabiets of
enthusiastic municipalities ¢ We can
hardly eay yes in the fuce of history.
The world husbeen a smasher of tomb:
stones. She has ever on her eynical lips
“the presiding angel of grave-yards is
Fulsome Flattery.” Aund the world,—
who wiil be strong enough to fight
against her verdiet 7 What has this dame
to say of Wm. Carleton, whose name
and fame grace this monument? 1
confess she has little, and that, to my
mind, is a sufficient reason: that she has
almost tinisned smashing that which was
‘“ to preserve from oblivion his name.”
Thatlittle is easy to remember. He was
born of * poor but honest parents,” so
says a brographer, and as he should
know where of he writes the phrase may
stand. The dateofhis birth 1704, the
day and month I have forgotten but it
matters little. Those who are curious in
such things may pull down their ency-
clopadias and open at Car next letter I
and they will find their curiosity satisfied.
His parents were thrifty folk as hefits the
half scotch of “ Tyrone among the bush-
es.” They wished to make their son a
clergyman. He should study ILstin,
Greek In ponderous tomes with some
far-famed hedge school-master and after
the so many quarters, paid for in so
many pounds, shillings and pence, he
should gofto Dr. Drydusts famous
omnium gatherum academy to put
on the last touch for Maynooth. This
wos the Caslle in Spain of the anxi-
ous parents. That this castle was
rathlessly  pulled down by their
son is another fact that the bigropher
feels proud of. In truth biogrophers as
a set seem to have little respect for the
fourth commandment. At an early age
Master Carleton bolted the parental

authority, and, like many another youth,
drenmed that his mission in life Was to

undo the things of the world by a goose-
qu U and a black fluid men call ink. The
charm of such men’s lives is in the fine
diadnin with which they treat the ordin-
ary convictions of socicty. Master Carle-
ton prepared himself for his mission by
ahandoning  literaturo that told of the
bloody frays of » detestabie set of Greek
ruftians, men and gods, and plunged into
the more exhilarating frays around hinu
It would be hard to give a graphic pie-
ture of the lawlessness of those times.
Hunting, whiskey-drinking and duelling
were the common occupations of ¢he rich.
The puor had unfortunately learncd the
vices of their masters—they had no
virtues to teach.
INTO THIS TURRULENT 20ULETY,

with little ballast to kecp him oll tie
shorls, went Carleton, [t he had any of
those finer qua'ities that are said to
berald o vocation to the sanctuary, he
socir Jost them, and iater beeame recreant
to the faitlh of his tathiers. Tun this
society the young imaginative peasant
boy ent a figure.  He could drink. his
tody " at a swallow,” that is the curious
wiy they have of expressing it in Iro-
land.  The man that ¢ould drain his
bumper in this way was ranked among
the monke of the serew, the particalar
serew being a huge pocket one, that
would neitier break itseli nor let the
cock go until it kuew the neek of the
bottle no longer. He could follow the
hounds all day over the dreary moorland,
and at night pledge *“ a buinper to Squire
Jones” During these years he was
taking notes of the strange cociety
that he moved in  After a manner
he was peculiarly suited to do so.
He knew the atmosphere he was to de
pict, an indispensable thing for the nov
elist whose works should live. HHe was
as capable as Scott of entering into the
habits and manners of the peasantry,
and kuew (hem much better than Scott
knew his middle-men or aristocrats. He
was not deficient in dramatic grouping,
possessed 4 keen eye for the warps and
boles of human nature. His style was
not deficient in heauty, It was rich,
poetical and by times irresistubly power-
ful. Nature bal equipped few men bet-
ter litted to draw lor ull time, the passing
picture of Ireiand’s prasantry. The ean-
vas was ready, the colors at hand,
and the brush in the bands of agreat
painter.” What happened 2 What hap-
pens when men are false to their trust?
Speak it by any name yeu will—there
is but one word for it, and that

word is failure. The “Traits snd
Stories  of tho Jrish  Peasantry ”
might have been n work to have

endured as long as the race it depicted.
It might have been a treasure for the ex-
iled countrymen to have borne over the
seas L0 more prosperous Iands. In the
vhelf with such books as Cervautes,
Manzoni, Scotts and Lorra Doone, it
might bave found no unworthy place, It
is useless to speculate on the might have
been. We must take books as we find
them, nat as we wounld have thom, We
are not the controilers of an aulhor’s
brain,and if he choeses to give us chafl
instead of grain, well hie must pay the
penalty. Wae scatter the chatl, while we
jealously guard the grain. I do not say,
that all that Carleton has written might
be termed ehaff, there is a little grain
mixed, but it is =0 little, that it wonld
not pay for the winnowing, It is the
businees of the novelist to depict life as
he finds it, to bring men and manuers be-
fore ny, in such a way, that we become
ong of them, and enter into their joys
and sorrows, now condemning » hero,
now finding an excuse for a raftian. Car-
leton gave us a broad and

UNGENEROUS CARICATURE.

of the peasantry. The people surely had
a sufficient number of traducers without
their friends joining hands with them.
Carelton from the people would not be
of the people.  He missed the principle
of art, telling the truth, and hence when
his peculiar and bigotted age had passed
bis reign was ended. He could not
plead guilty to the impulsiven of you'b,
as his first book, printed through the
efforts of an enthusiastic clergyman,
whose hobbics were archaeology and the
conversion of papists, appeared, its auth-
or was in his thirty-sixth ycar. With
the founding of the Nation and its sirong
appeals to the better natures of Irish-
men to rouse from their lethargy and do
something for their debased conntry,
Carleton’s earlier and better natuve
was arcused. Was it too late to do
s >mething for the land and people
that he had so malignantly traduc-
ed ? He offered his pervices to the
Natien, and wrete for thai journal

* Valentine McClutchy,” an indictment
against the cruclties of landlords. [t
was too late; the hand had lost its cun-
ning. Sickness came, friends were dead,
hia c¢hildren emigrated; no wonder the
old novelist became sad and lonely. His
figure mow and then was seen wending
ir: way to the book-stalls; men made
way for him, for had he not in * Valen-
tine McClutchy” tried to make amends
for other years? One day a funeral cor-
tege passed into Mount Jerome; it was
Ut of Willism Carleton. A few weeks
later his veited widow brougit the mile-
stone and placed it at his head, and what
Le would have loved more, Lady Wilde
begot o poem and printed it in hev little
green volume., From the first verse
may you judge:

Qur land has Iost a glory ! Never more,

Tho’ yeuars roll on, can Ireland hope to see

Another Carleton eradled in the lore

urour loved couutry s rieh hamanity.
S0 with this Wilde tinwor plaecd on his
grave we pass to one wetted by the tears
ai A nation,

WarLTer LFCRY.

As It Ouhit ‘To Be.

A writer in the Philulelphia Ttmes,
deseribing “ The American Home,” neg-
leets Lo quadily her proise as she shoald,
and speaking of what, these is too much
reason {0 believe, is rther an ideality
than » portrait.  This is what she says:

There i2 nothing o true American has
to be mare genuinely grateiul for than
the home, the memorica which linger
with ng wherever we may go, and nlaays
beat in their shadowy outtines a eolor
and light that stamps the home life of no
ather nation.

Our home nigang a spot where s t'u‘l.i_:or
dwelt, loved aml respected by the child-
ren growing up about him. A father
whose word governed the little enclosed
between the tour walls of thq habitation,
either grand or eimple, that lives long in
the heart and mind when other memor:
ies have passed away. ]

The typical American home is the
throne of the sweet-faced woman whon
childrence reverence as mother and
whom man fondly loves as wife. _She, ns
in no other Iand, is the soveraign who
rules with the scepire of her womanly
intluence. She teaches the chilkiren
those nbiding principles ot obolience to
law that in atter years make them ho-
nored and respected citizens. Her coun-
gels are sought, her advice respeeted.
she is a queen, loved, honored and obey-
ed, and it is just in this sovevcignily of
woinan that there lies the diflerence be-
tween the home life of our own and
other nations. )

Men canuot make s hionie.  They may
pay for its furnishinge, but the delt fe-
minine know how to add those tonches
that transform itinto a heavenly habita-
tion, It is the swish of a woman's gown,
the graceful pose us shie pours the coflee,
the iragrance of her own womanliness
which she sheds all abroad that makes
abode the dwelling place of an ungel,
whose gentle presence lends to the hum-
blest structure that grace and beauty
that murks its present hospitality, its
future greatness and its happy meniories
with the instinctive qualities of the
American home.

In Renly to Oft Repeated (Juostions.,

It may Lo weil 1o state, Seott’s Emulsion acte
as n fuod as wull as a mudicine, building up tho
wasted Lissues and rostorlug perfect health
after wasting fover.

- [
Clava—What shall 1 sing for you.
Jack? )
Jack—Iave you a song with a re-
{rain ?
Clara—Yes. .
Jnek —Well, then, please refrain.
——
Why don't you try Carter’s Little Liver Pllla ?
They are a positive cure for sicl headache, and
all the 1118 produced by disordered llver. bnly
one pill a dose.
e
When a person getsinto hot water ycu
may be sure he furnished his share of
the fnel to heat the same.
————— e
Dr. A. T, Slocum’s ,

OXYGENIZED EMULSION OF PURE JOD
LIVER OIL. If you have a Cold,~Use 1it,
For sale by all druggists., 35 cents per bottle. -

e Qs

The More Precious Article—~Mary,
during a moving: 'Tho missus is very
partic'lar about this bricybac mantel-
clock, and says we’ll have to carry it ; I'll
take it. Jane: No; you take the baby
an’ I'll carry the elock. You might let
the clock fall with your awkwardnew.




