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HAT the 17tho£ March should ’he
established as the birthday or,

Ireland’s chief Saint is ofthe ngtﬁNth it e
compromise. Thereisan old song, with | 80

an attractive little: tune that suits well

with\ Lover’s words, that exponnds the 8

position:—

“On' the eighth day of March. or ;ome'

_At the end, oi a rm
&mtry Mmmtam wa'e

But others declare ‘twas the ninth he was

bein,

So 'twas all a n;istike’ betwrxt nddixicht pr

and morn.”

But the song goes on to- say that, Fm
Mulcahy /("whgnhowed them their umf'),
having them that “no one could
have two birthdays, barrin’ a ‘twins,”

suggested that they should not be “always.
dividin’,” but should “sometimes combine.
Cdmbmeeightvith me. mmemkﬂ:e

says the clerk.” Aﬂd!oﬂlﬁ dispmead
ed peacefully, and St. meecbiy and
March 17th are for ever and ever synony:
mous terms. .

In. spite’ of Father. “Mulcahy’s -peacb-
making, the celebrants of St. Patrick’s
Day have not often. been 'at ll?

for an excuse for bresking & head|
or two on March 17¢h. Head-breaking |;

reasons are still plenty as ever, and when
all the world and his wife are making
munitions and cutting each other’s throats
in the sacred cause of Peace, precedent is
not lacking., Peace and A Compromise
were in the airlast year in Ireland; St
Patrick’s Day passed this year in abstemi-
ous, even in somnolent propriety. What
is to be expected of the next? Have
Peace and Compromise been scared away
by the horn-blowings, the tom-toms | (not
to say the tom-tom-fools), of the Irish Re-.
public? Peace Mllitant and Compulsory
Compromise preside precariously in some
regions; they have retreated in confusion
from others. Retreated, may we-hope; to
Dublin, there to find a welcome/from that
dehberg!ive .and #”thl,'ux 2 j
upon which ¢t ‘the 2 i

a salutary effect.

One speaks of the ford as. one findsiit,
and. last ‘winter, there was at least one
far-away region of Southern Ireland
where tranquillity still held, and friend-
liness did not fail. Nevertheless, the
followers of the pack of fox:hounds here
treated of might have be¢n cxcdsed if, on’
acertam saint’s- day, they had believed
that ' the off-foretold rising had taken
place. The hounds were there by sgecial
invitation of the people, a request so{
gratifying that it could not be ignored..

even though a country. less fitted by |

Providence for fox-hunting would be far
to find. A landscape must be pictured
wherein the tawny bogs fill all the “level
places, and  wherein; where these cease,
the hills begin, grey with rock, dark with
furze and heather. Squeezed in among
the rocks are the ‘white cottages, with a
crooked ash-tree, and a willow or two be-
tween themandthesouthwestgaleu,and
each with its patch of tllhnb

about its knees like a ’bxm bmket
(For the game in the matter of tillage is
being played, even mSomth&tIﬁlani.)
At a harsh and hideous’
(adjectives that are unhappily appropriate
to mest Irish Nationaj' Schools), the long
hack, fifteen miles from kennels, came to |
an eend, and it was then that the ‘war-
time field, the few faithful women and
farmers who had followed the Hunt into}
the wilderness, might have been ymw
in thinking they were in for ‘trouble; |’

ofhnllbutldiﬂmm v!f,

hardlyambﬂtllgdarm was slip-
ing over it with the effortless ease and
speed of ‘a hound. The Meet was an
occasmnotmbemlued bynnyul!—
respecting . young - man, and - the boys of |
two parishes were afoot. It may be said
thattrmeymgmwkohaveahmmir
ears to the call to ﬁ\e*,cﬂbtln ﬂwmﬁ;
the war-dram, have no claim to self-|
respect. It is’ nhl:O question; and '

Chaplain of Father Mutcahy mlght have

Natiopal School |12

fqu the ftewe oply them
selves could sever dsyuable from that
torrent of swift speech. The - school-
master, a very stately youpg man, with a
moustache like the mane fof ‘a chestnut
horse; was one "of the leading -sportsmen,
and had, .indited the mellifluous
letter that had invited the Hunt to the
hills. “In scarcely less mellifiuous terms
bhow explained the “most probable

resort of the foxes,” and indicated a guide.
'meguﬁe,l middle-aged farmer, stout,

as a  composite godchild, and usumed
command with alacrity. “We'll bate the |
hog beluw, he announoed, “and if the
g;me m’t there wg‘ill make for the
= i e '\

It wn‘a an  impressive progumme
There is satisfaction in dealing with a
~man - who knows his ownmind. Mikey-
Dan (whichis neither Iapanueaor Russ-
jan, andis merely the hyphenudd title by
which the middle-aged farmer was known
to his godchildren) had no shade of hesi-
tation in his decisions. He lowered him-
self down a steep drop out of the road |
inito a ‘boggy field.  “Bring ‘on the dogs
now,” he ordered, briefly. “Huicover!”
said the huntsmau, with an equal bréevity,
and the hourids flowed.over the lip/of the
road like water out of a basin, and follow-
ed Mikey-Dan. So also did the few riders
and the many runners. . Born in'the blood
of the country, b?y is the love of a horse.
Hounds to him are merely dogs, things of
sptﬂ m\mt, with which ome turns

ing-horse,” is a gentleman, and is revered
as such. For it may once more be said,
and in these dark days it can scarcely be
said too often, that there are still Irish-
men\of the old" sort in" Ireland ; men of
courtesy, of gentleness, men who have
not yet lost the ennobling power of rever-
ence, in ‘whose breasts there is aver a
spark " of idealism ready to blaze into
mthe “being, or the cause, that
eoniamlq wiﬂx hxs Spandard of what is

; handful of ladies
that pmcmﬁy formed the Hunt, rode all
se country men and lads,
én,”. “backwards people,”
have described themselves,
andheudnevar a word, or a laugh even
that could Kave hurt or dxg\:omforted any
creature, however sensitive or gently
bred. .

The “bating for game” involved a
sufficiency of dramaiic interest, even
tthough the leading  gentleman of the
pwe, “Charles James™ himself; was not
uin"theﬁtst scene. The gift of camon-
Mefhas been bestowed. in a very special
degree ‘on'ths bogs of this district, and
gnehoue had gone down by the
/éven to hisears, &nd another by |-
the stem in spofs that rmight have been
sélected as puttmg-treens, riders began
to feel ‘that a fox might impart a liveliness
beyond what ' was ’desired. Presently
therennie a boundary-drain, that looked
as Wbeen dug out of wedding-cake
mmu with treacle. “Could we walk |
. one; ;,",Yo.u,
jk‘wﬂlx.thé Klner and all hns minl* An ‘
up-to-dmselt. thdt was felt to be ex-

ysm;rt. and suitable to the distin-
guished visitors. The drain was not very

it spared in width it made up for in depth.
; tu;glllop.t, faintly trusting the
lnger\hopu that your horsewill not re-
fuse. But though ‘the bog in which it is
possible to gallop may exist in some
ed region, in Dereedy Bog it is not
by the beot people. who |

mummwmum ;

ed. Ttmayat least bel_nillg

zed regions, the lﬂhli,
forth a very uncertain sound, - (

who

yet of tireless activity, accepted the Hunt} ;

uuse confound !

"‘di'ink, my friends,

Whomnm‘ﬂdpwwwmlycham}s? ;

Yet tell her—Bettei'

Her frantic city’s flagh
But fire, to blast, the h
Why change the titles
You fools, you'll 3 " '

Hiudsxall round!

God the tyrant’s cause confound !
To our'great kinsmen of the West. my friends,

And the great name of Eﬁﬁﬁ.d round and round

YoumustnotmmourQuehwithtbose
That wish to keep their pedple fools;
Our freedom’s foemen arelierfoes,

- She comprehends the race she rules.

Hands all round I

: God the tyrant’s cause confound !
To our dear kinsmen of the _West, my friends,
And the great cause of freedpm round and round.

+ ALFRED, LORD TENNYSON.

(Born August 6, 1809; died October6, 1892.)

'wide, but it was wide enough, and what Loy
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CANADA’S GREETING UPQN HIS RETURN FROM EUROPE

ITTLE Bateese, goon de garden now, .
..And pick de flower.pure w'ite and’ bring to me,
Dat’s for put on de botton-"ole for show
Docteur Beland is ome from ‘cross de sea.

Pick de w :te flower, dat’s match de soul of ’im
In all der year ’e suffer grief and pain,
Weeping de bitter tear till eye is dim.
For bride dat’s die, ’e will not see again.

Weite flower—dat’s like de love de docteur show
De poor Belgique w’en she is trample down;

Not try for ron away from dere, Oh; no'!

. -But, lak de hero, stay for face de Hun

Weite ﬂower—dnt’s tell de story how he look
W'en he is prisoner of-de brute de Bosche;

Lak’ rose dat’s ’meng de ogly blisters took—
Igoandﬁghtdonedcvﬂtoo,blﬂmh! :

I lak’ for strangle slichb&lst on de t’ roat
‘Dat’s mdﬁ_&rm mére and little child,
And drown de'Babies w'en dey'll sink de boat ;

Give me de gun, Bateese; my blood is wild!"

Ah! Fm old man—pas’ age for armee now,
But young Canayon habitant he'll:go ;
De beeg young feller strong as ox or cow,
" He's got destuff, by gar, let German know !

De w’ite flower on my botton-'ole, dat’s prayer
Deme:eublessywnlwnyo.chéreBelmd,

Andw'enQuebecboy ‘e get over'dere .- .
'E'll settle wit’ dose Bosche, you understand !

J. W maﬁWanHmJoumL
———
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d t¢ rideblck, half-a- lll'“‘ themselves, drew together with’

‘l‘he,houbds mhll *mqmnd hmrel "W‘I

*..,—.

of stone, hid ross it like the kmvem of

came down. and told. that the hounds

\wzrealsozbqveh:m.‘rhergmnot'
| many things more hlt&ﬂiﬁmw »
upa hﬁim is 50 steep ‘thdta r‘apudly'_

extendmg view of the horse’s backbone is:
are out of sight a great dediadm in.

time a plateau was reached  and:
'was made. An appealing,

and “a voice replied, far up the height,”

. |"Hurry on!. They're this way!” The

» grey
huntaman, aiter the manaer.of his xmd

was slippying ahead; a despairing shout

| fromt ‘oné of the field caught him but just

in’ time. “Dinny! il yé seé them, for
God’s sake give ‘a roar to‘us!” Thus
might Androcles have adjured his friend-
Iy lion. A waft of hounds’ voices, sweeter
at that moment than the songs of Para-
dise, came down the wind -to that little
striving company. “Oh, get on Get on!”
says the girl on the cob, madly.

On the tep ‘of the mountain, a_place
that can best be likened tothe carapace
of a turtle, they found the pack, checked
for a moment, in the great wind that ever
circles about stich high places. Mikey-
Dan, and a few of the elect, were also
there, "dhrawing their winds,” and watch-
ing . nartowly the opposite face of the
nearest of the ensuing hills, whose rise |
and swell cease only in-that far-shining
,omn which had suddenly, leaped into:
view. ‘The riders, happy, and . rather
dishevelled as to' coiffures, _proudly re-
ceived their praises; ' “Ye proved good!
Ye did, faith!' And the horsestoo! It's
a tough chase, " but they'll “have him ve
——" " And with the words thé hounds
had hit it again, and were away over the
shoulder of the hill with a scent that 1ay
breast-high in the heather, and with a cry
‘more tuneable  thanilark in any right-
thinking shepherd’s ear.

It was dowhill this time, and the going
was better. This side of the mountam
had, in some bygone time, been fended, |

- |and a succesmon of stone wausof every :

. openwotk. that topplecr at a touch; mde i

banks of small stones, on which the
horses changed feet with a crashing rattle;
upright spikes, thh slanting spikes be
tween,  piled with small stones; the
Southern farmer - plays tricks with his
material with an indefinite variation, and
it is' undisputable that the Southern
horses jump stonigs with a peculiar zest.
JIt'is hard ‘sometimes tg define wherein
lies the pleasure of a- hunt in these hills.
In description it is the difficulties that tell
 most, but'in the actual bunt e come
moments when the worst of these are left
behind, and the hounds are storming a-
head over sound heather, and the h#rses
pulling hard on the downgrade, and no
man living can predict the fox’s point, that
have a wildness and a glory wnthout -an
equal.

This partxcular fox steered a good hne
and, crossing a grassy valley, bore away
into mooriand again. The runners had
long since been beaten. The last heard

*It’s into the say he’s running, he’s that

But Mikey-Dan was mistaken. In the
middle of that desolate hill-country there

door; closing an entrance tothe heart of a

{ hill.; Legends whisper round that mighty

door, but what is behind it, a dead King,
a Cluricawn’s_treasure, a Phooka, or a
pathway to Fairyland, they do net profess
totell. The door is not a good fit; there
-is-a space: beneath it, hdloweﬂout,

imagines, by the stream that flees from
those hidden mysteries. The legends are

matter in the minds of the hounds.  They

told us that the fox was there, and they

said it at the tops of their voices, and

madenosecret about it. (e

E (E Sog\lmmx
—The Spectator

Mr, Frank Cowap, of Montreal, who

”'k‘, Hewundiuablcydq

the sprocket ‘of ‘the wheel,
mftom the wheel and over

 presented to the rider ; bv’twhnn hounds |
five minutes, and in rather le !hmﬂm

note on the horn was flung to thehm t

of them was a shout from Mikey-Dan:

much afraid o’ ye!” ]

stands a eliff that is like a tremendous |

urudmtelluswhatthqthmku thete, !
but there was no uncertainty asto the|

mupendmg his vacation here, had the |
‘Wnuembxeakhi.baekl?nday even-

>‘MrJWStﬂu
‘Stiles

as successfully
yedlenhy and Mm Quebec to-day b
and the Government steamen Druid and
Belbchm She is not badly damaged.

. ~——Santander, Spain, July 27-A Ger-
man submarine, after torpedoing .the
steamer Lydia, of Zumaya, rammed the.
lifeboats, in an effort to destroy traces of
the sinking, according to members of th@
crew. . Forty of ‘the crew of 46 are mis-
sing to-day- The Lydm was a French
vessel. :

——London, July 27,—The Bntl!h arm-
ed cruiser Marmora, was wtpedoed ‘and
sunkbyaGermmsnbmaﬂneonTueday,
awordlnghanannmmmt made by
the British: ¢ hstnight. “Ten
mewbersoﬁfhe crew of ‘the’ M are
missing, and it ‘is premmei! they We‘\
killed,

The Admiralty also ‘announces that &
British torpedo boat destroyer ran ashore
Wednesday, and sank later. Thirteen. of
her crew are missing, and it is presumed
they were drowned. b

Naval records contain no cruiser named
Marmom, and it is possible the vessel
sunk was the Peninsular and Onental
Steam Navigation Company steamer Mar-
mora, of 10,509 tons gross. She wasbuilt
at Belfast in ‘1903, was 530 feet long and
had a beam of 60 feet.

-—~Rxo Janq:o July 29—The Italm

h d by the e 63 0
uﬂ the remainder were. rescued bf the
English ship Avrdgrange.  The officers ‘of
the vessel have reported to the Italian
consul here to the effect that the explosion
was caused by a dynamite bomb, which is
believed to have been placed on board the
ship by Germnnf.

——Paris, July 31.—A dispatch to the

Havas Agency . from _Madrid says the
Spanish newspapers assert that the torpe-
doing of the Spanish steamer Ramon De
Larrinaga is the gravest incident that has
occurred between Germany and Spain
since the beginning. of the war. Eight
Spaniards perished in the disaster and the
petroleum which the ship carried, together
with that burned aboard the Spanish
freighter Serantes in New -York. harbor,
constnuﬁed almost fhe entire stock assur-
ed to Spain under the Spanish- American
agreement.
' The above dispatch is the first intima-
tion that the Spanish steamer Ramon De
Larrinaga had been sunk. She was a
vessel of 2,975 tons and was owned in
Bilboa. She was last reported as arriving
atanAmencanAtlanﬂcportonMaym
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'Arrivals for week ending August 2. -
Mr. B. Deviin \ Ottawa
“ ‘and Mrs. Hays Pittsburg, Pa;
. “J. B.Msachan  Toronto, Ont. .
0 by J wnx © " Rochester,N. Y.
! ‘New Orleans

Mr. and Mrs. L. Porter,and?my

Mr -nd Mrs. Carr

' o Damem
Miss:® - * '
llﬁsA.T Smith
o M.’!‘s:mth
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