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Aulior of the Legends of Connaur
CHAPTER XXXIL

Captain  Aylmer, why was to command the
troopers, was added to the lunch party. The
baropet’s table was, as usual, heaped with via-
ands, dressed by a lirst-rate artist, and rare
wines of the first quality ; and the party to par-
take of themn was in high humor to do them jus-
tice, with, perbaps, the exception of Sir John
himself. The spirts of Charley Rorke, exhila-
rated by the rich cheer, (in bis lost’s opinion)
though ve, wlio have, in right of .our.\auihorshl[},
access bebind the curtain, can distinctly state it
was through a better motive, were particularly
exuberant. He laughed, jibed, badgered (in his
own phirase) the curate, and at last succeeded in
Lis principal object, nawely, gettivg Sir Jobn
into good humor, too.

« Well, certainly, this famb, though dressed by
a papist,’ he obserred—* mounseer le kitchen is
a Papist, I believe, Sir Joha 7’

« Why, Charley, Le may be u hali-relapsed
Papust, like other people, for aught 1 know.!

« Well, Sir Joln, whether he crosses himself
with the right hand or the left, Le’s a jewel of a
cook ~ don’t you thiuk o, Mr. Dixon.’

The curate, who had but seldow met Chariey,
and by vo means relished his humorous habits,
only replicd by looking sour and bowing shghtly.

¢ Allow me to belp you to a little tongue, Mr.
Dison. continued Charley, ¢ for certainly, 'm
afraid, the pulpit and the Papists have your own
balf worn out ;—dou’t you think, Captain Ayl-
mer, he 1s fooking a good deal exhausted 7

«To tefl you the truth, Borke, now that
you've asked the question, if he don’t manage to
recruit himself speedily, und amend Lis looks,
that mateh between himself and Baker’s niece,
the five thousand pounder, will hardly take place
this season, as T heard last week she was tatking
highly of that dashiug cornet Beaumont, of ours,
and you know, Sir John, what imporlance womeu
always foolishly attach to personal appearance.’

« ] don’t know, Sir John, what latitude you
mzy be inclined to wllow Mr. Rorke, at your
table, said the curate, with blazing face and
scowling brow, “but Iam not in the habit of
bantering or being bantered.

« Pho, Dixon, use what’s before you, and
never wind Charley.  You odght to know he’s a
priviteged rascal of long standing, everywhere
tic’s allowed to put his lace inte)

& O many thacks, Sir Joboj; when Umi pre-
wier, 'l make you lord lieutenant, for that.—
At present, TH avail myself of my privilege, by
drinking te the health of Mr. Dison, and speedy
promosion to him. Come, Mr. Dixon, a glass
of this Bhenish will take the cobwebs from your
(Iroat, and sweeten your blood’—te curate
looked aguin as bluck as night ;—* well, maybe
T’'m wrong ouce more.  To be sure, I suppose the
distillers of tius wine are rank Papists ;—you were
in foreign parts, Captain Aylmer, and can tell us.’

i Yes, Rorke, I rather thivk they eare more
for the Dope then for the King,and pray to more
than we do, responded the Captain, laughing.

« Well, shen, I beg Me. Dixon’s pardou ; far

certainly, it 1 was 2 orthodox a DProtestant as
he iy, | should bave great scruples of conscience
about lasting wine al ail, and take to the bumble
beer that, § shonld be sure. was manufuciured by
wenuine Protestant bapds.
" Dixon, who was by vo means a Mabommedan,
i regard to « quiel glass of wine, was utterly
enraged by this last pece of banter. Turaing
reund anerily to Sir John, he smd, in his bitter-
est tone, Sir Jehn, 1 claim your protection from
tlus low-lived persecuticn.  If this anai conti-
nues his valgarily, [ inust quit the table.’

s Well, well, Dixon, us | see you can’t take a
joke well, Charley must ciioose another target
for his ball practice. Is thata good wmilitary
phirnse, Aylmer 27 . o

« Cowpletely technical, Sir Jobn.” .

“ With all my heart, Sir Jolm,’ said Rorke,
“as, to tell the truth, I was beginning to get
tired of wasting my balls on so flimsy u mark.

The gauger now commenced firing away his
“quips ani cranks’ at hus entertainer and the
Captain, who received them with a relish, height-
ened by the sparkling champaigne and Rheush,
tll Sic John, lookiag at his wateh, exclaimed,
“ we Luve been hiere now nearly an hour,_ and it
begins to be time that we should move after the
party.’ ) ) .

“Wait, Sir John, for one of my best stories
about making a free-masen,’ said Lhurlz_ay, earn-
estly, who was most anxious to delay his compa-
nions as long as possible. T question if T ever
told it 1o yourseli before; Aylmer has never
heard it ; and I am oonfident it will make friends
of Mr. Dixon and myself again.’
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“ Well, said Sir John, “as I thiok, you are
ina good vemn for telling a story, Just now, I
think, we may wait for you. But make it pithy
and brief. I give you 2 quarter of an hour for
the telling (he laid the repeater on the table) ;
and, meanwhile, we'll take half a glass of brandy,
to brace us for the sharp sea air.’

There was no dissentient voice ; and, smack-
ing his lips, the guager began lis story, with the
inteation of spinning it out as loag as he should
be altowed.

“Thirty years ago,’ commmenced Charley, ¢ we
were both something youuger men ; aund, though
tay hair 15 getting grey now, you will remember,
[ was then one of the rollicking boys, that it
wouldn’t be easy to get the mateh of, those days ;
for, *pon my consciznce, Sir John, T think we're
really going to the bad every year.’

“ How so, sirrab.’

“ Why, Sir Jobn, I'd have to make a ecircuit
now, to find a single dozen of «ix bottle or four-
teen tuinbler men, though, in our youth, they
were us plenty as blackberries in a dry barvest ;
and if things are to continue this way, getting
worse and worse, what’ll the young generation
come to, for what example ’ll they have? The
fact is, I'tn beginning to think, if matters don’t
come round again, the spirit and frolic of an
Irishman will be little belter than a name.” Here
Charley exhibited a ludicrous seriousness of coun-
tenance that, with lis reasons for asserting the
degeneracy of the times, made Si John and
Aylmer laugh outright, while Dixon regarded
the humorous narrator with a scowl.

“ Well, gentlemen, continued the gauger,
“last Patrick’s Day thirty years, myself, and
halt-a-dozen other joliy fellows, that, I must say
again, it wouldn’t be easy to get the matehes of
those days, made a free-masoi, in cur own style,
of Tom Nally, of Ballintaggart, as good na-
tured a irdh (mitksop) as ever you came across.
Oh, Sir John, iU’s a sad thing to tmnk that not
one of those prime spirits is over the clay, this
blessed day, barring myself, that sticles to his
hold like an old tree’—

“ No seatiment, Charley—mind the watch.’

“ Well, then, Sir John, you remember that,
thirty years ago, no prime fellow was right with-
out being a mason. You may also have heard
that the Nally’s of Ballintaggart were then right
comfortable scullogues renting upwards of a
hundred acres of good land under your father, at
ten sbillings an acre. T’m sorry to say it’s few
of their kiad we bave those days—the worse for
the countyy. 'Then. the war, too, was stirring,
and everything brought a siasling price, so that
the rents came as easy as kiss hand ; and pound-
ing and distraining were seldom Leard of. So,
poor Tom, as simple and good a fellow as ever
helped to carve a goose or finish a bottle, came
into the town to clear bis half year’s gale, and
bring home broad cloth and cavolinas (foreign
hats, in contradistinction to fe/ts, the home ma-
nufacture) to the brothers—none of the family
vias married—and let me remind you, Sir John,
that at that time the scullogues wore only the
best of everything—’

# Mind the time, Charley, sod let ns not have
the half of (hose explanations.

“ Very well, Sir Joho, continved Charley,
taking his correction like a weil trained spa-
niel ; and to come to the point, you recollect
Dr. Brennan, our leader 1n cvery frolic—T hope
God has forgiven him for all his freaks, as there
i was hitle harm in him.  VWell he chanced to
meet Tom, and found out from the poor gomeri
that he had plenty of imoney, and was very anx-
ious to become a inason.  So the doctor comes
to myselly lame Jack Boyle, Dick durphy, and

i could easily get over the loss of the money.—

from doing 1t justice. 'We got over that, how-
ever, surprisng as it may seem, and sat till
broad daylight, as uproarious a set as ever sa-
luted cockerow ; and maybe we didn’t kexp Tom
in the moon all the time, with songs and toasts
and prophecies of how soon he Inight arrive at
the dignity of grand master itself.
“ The next day was, of course, Sheele’s day,
and as Tom’s guineas, though a good deal dimin-
ished by the night’s expenses, were by no means
exhausted, ye may be sure we stuck to him like
bird lime, whipping him off to breskfast at one
place and dne at another, and introducing him,
during the day, as a brother to Collector Dillon,
the Rev. Mr. Armstrong and Captain Mahon,
so that poor Tom was as proud as a peacock.
 We had as good a supper that night as on
the night before, and for twice the pumber ;—
and T needn’t say, at Tom’s expense, too. But,
when we drink bard, we must have a headache;
and when our money is spent, then comes repent-
ance. In the morning, when Tom found bus
guineas diminished to some five or six, he began
to feel severe qualms about the rent, and came
to the doctor and myself with a woful long face,
saying, that he was afraid ITugh Irwin, your fa-
ther’s agent, you recollect, Sic Joln, would be
so enraged swith hin for wasting the money, that
he wouldn’t give him time to pull it together
again,

“Js it only time youre wanting 7’ says the
doctor.

% Thats all to be sure, says ‘Lom, “1f we
could only get a few fairs over our heads, we
could eastly scrape up the money again, without
letting Ned or Jack know anything about the
matter.

“ And is that all that’s making you uneasy ¥
says the doctor, boldly. -« Why, you simpie
goshing, what good would it be to you to be
made a mason of, if it couldn't do more than
that for you.” Tso't Hugh Irwin himself a ma-
son—aye, and an arch-macon, 100 7 and what
have you todo but to throw him & brotherly
sign, to get the time, or, for the matter of that,
to pay the whole debt if you requred it 7

“ Do you tell me so in earnest ”’ says ‘Tom,
brightening up at once.

“To be sure I do,’ says the doclor, “z0, be
giving yourself no further trouble ahout the mat-
ter ; but let us have a battle of wine before you
go to the office to Hugh, and I'll teach you to
make the sign, by advancing one foot, as it might
be this way, and baving one hand in tlus position,
and the other stretched towards him, with the
thumb and forefinger pointed so.” Charley threw
Iumsell info a ludicrous attitude to illustrate his
descriptica ; and the baronet observed with a
grim laugh, ¢ The whole gang ot you ought to
have the Lorsepond aud dogwhip, after spending
the poor devil’s money, to think of sending him
on such a fool’s errand.’

“Or a cool twe hundred at the drum-head
might meet their desert, Sir John,' said Aylmer,
laughing also.

The curate offered no remark ; be sai m dis-
contented silence during the whole narrative,
wondering that the baronet could waste his time
in listening to sucl trash.

“ Well, gentlemen, to tell the truth, coati-
pued Rorke, “Ibad some compunction myself
for the prauk we were playing him ; but we knew
that Tom and bis brothers were well off, and

Apy way we had the wine, during the drinking
of which Tom was thoroughly instructed in the
manner of throwing the sign; and he forthwith
set out for the office to exercise it on Brother

Irwin’s countenance at that moment, said the
baronet.

“ And it would be worth it, Sir John, con-
tinued Charley, ¢as he was shouting, f out with
the drunken brute,’ as savage as a bear, on hear-
ing which words, and the tone of them, I de-
camped from my position at the door, as fast as
my legs could carry me, to tell the doctor, who
was waiting for me, how things had goue with
Towm. DBut I had scarcely time to finish when
Tom bimself came up 1o us ternbly chbapfallen.

O, brothers Charley and Denis,’ says he out
of breathi, ¢ I'm done ; I’ll be distramed at wanst.
He can’t be a brother at all ; e had like to ait
me whin 1 threw him the sign.’

# And how did you make it 7’ says the doctor,
as cool as a cucumber

“ This way to be sure, as you told me.

“ Why, you infernal ass, if that was the way
you stood, 1t was little wonder he should scout
you. Mow could he ever take you for a brotlier
in such a posture as that P usked the doctor in
an angry tone, while myself Jooked with astos-
ishment at lum, and Towm opened lus eyes as wide
as saucers. ¢ Wasn’t it the right leg and left
arm I told you should be put forward, with the
middle finger stretched and the fore-finger and
thuinb closed ? No wonder indeed brother Hugh
should never have dreamt you had anything to
do with masonry, when you went to make such
a sign ag that.  But, over zt once, with you
again to the office, and you'll see how different a
receptisn you'll get—though, on second thouglis,
we may as well have another bottle of wine, to
make you steady and take away the tremor.

The wine wns drunk and Tim pushed off to
the office again, with more cenlidence than ever,
and myself in the rear as before.

Whea Pom entered again, Hugh saw him at
once, and cried out, < well. you rascal, I hope
Fou have sobered yourself since you were here
before.’

“ Your homor cees,” stauunered Tom, who
was now really Lipsy, ¢ that 1've got the rale
sign now.’

% What sign, you drunken reprobate I’ shouted
Hugh.

“Yer honor sees,” hiccuped Tom, throwing
bimself into the new atritude tae doctor had -
structed him in.

I suppose the drunken idiot hus come in to
insult me; but, by the eternal ——f you're
not eut of that mn a second, I'll doglash you into
sobriety,’ roared Hugh, springing up and seizing
a large whip from the desk.

“ Murdher, Sheery,” bawled Tom, without
waiting to practice his sige any further, but tak-
ing to his heels at once, and passing myself, in
his fright, without ever remarking me. So, after
laughing tll T was half sick, thinking poor Tom
bad enough for lis money, and not wishing to
meet him any more that day, J found out that
I had a publican to visit about a mile from the
town. 1 learned, however, the next day, from
the doctor, that he had, after a long palaver, in-
duced Tom to throw himeelfl in an attitude for
the third time before Hugh, as that not aver
civil gentleinan was riding out ef town, by which
e was so much earaged as to dismount and give
nim some licks of the whip, that made Ton scour
off, rearing like a hull,

“ Tt was six months after before he ventured
into the town, and a full year before he would
open s mouth to the doctor or myself, though
he easily wade up the rent without letting the
prauk plaged on him come te the ears of lus bro-
thers; and ye may be sure he never asked to
get w step in masonry atler)”

“Not with your gang at «ll events, Tl be

lrwin. Now, Brother Irwin, you well remen:-

la few otbers,to cxplam te us liow the wind
Phlew s and. soan after, we arranged with Tom,
| that tie was to have the hosor of being made a
brothier lhat very eveaing.

I« Accordingly, at the appowted bour, Tom
eapes 10 us at the hotel, where 2 splendid sup-
| per was ordered for us at his expense, you may |
'be sure; and with solemn fucps we procecded to
initiate him 1 and devil a muson was ever wade, |
before or sipee, witl sucli other ceretavnies.— |
| We lirst blindlolded bim; then blackered Ins
i face, hauled him abent and scorched lei, und,
{while he was rearing with the pain, we baif-!
trightened the life out of hun by takiog off the
bandage, and showing bun Dr. Brernan. 1 the |
shape of the devil, with a long tail and o fuge |
parr of horns, which Dick Murphy maliciousiy 1
said, became the little doctor uncommonly weli, |
he had been so long in the hehit of wearing tiem
—a wicked allusion to a fine, dressy wife tiw
doctor bad ; you remember her, Sir Joba.’

The baronet ncdded assent, and Charley con-
tinued, .

& Well, after getting tired of terment
"Tom, we saluted him as a brother, aud, !
ter, were snmuoned to supper which was, sure '
enough, 8 capital one—such lots of fish, ﬂeshi
and fowl, tane and wild, with heaps of pies and |
pastry ; and then the fioe show of wige :n:d '
brandy and whiskey. Maybe, though, you’d

i

|
i
i
i

ing poor
soon af-!

think, Sir John, our modesty mtgh?r. prevent us

-

Ptures, and I had a great fancy to witness the |

- course,’
“tude.

; ilugh, lus surliness begimning to rise. .
* Doesn’t yet honor understand ? says Tom, | ;
Just appeared contains the following letter from
M. de Montalemnbert to M. Cavour :—

ber Sir John, was not the civilest of God’s erea- |

wweeting  between Jumself and Temjse T stole!
softly to the office door, through a crevice, of!
which I could clearly perceive how things went:
on withm.

“ Hugh Irwin was busy wniting when Tom en-
tered, and did not perceive him at first; but, byil
degrees, Tem approached nearer to (he Jesk,[
and with a ¢ hem, your Lonor,’ threw himsel into |
the attitude directed by the doctor,

“When T saw the poor omadhawn ia this
posture, ye may easily guess [ had hard work to
keep down the laughter that was half choking
me, while Hugh, recognismg the voice, raised his
eyes from the paper, saying--“Ha, Nally, I
thought to have seen you the day before yester-
day, as usual; you are now come prepared, of

i

“ Your honor sees,’ says Tom, stll in atti-

* \Why, what the devil ails you, Nally 7" soid

advancing his arm eod finger.

* The fellow’s drunk, says llugh, in u sur-
lier tone ;—* begone sirrah, till ve get sober?

% Toesnt yer honor understand, in airnest 7’
says Tom, going still closer, and reaching his
{ingers near the agent’s face.

“1 should have given a guinea for @ peep at! question must be arrived at by the conviction,

nearly ten minutes—to horse—to horse.’

on their road to the coast, in a few moments.

COUNT

proceeditgs of the Turin Parliament of the 12th
of October these words, spoken by you:—

swarn,’ said Sir John, rising. «* as the poor devil
certainly got a dose of yeu all, Well I’re
heard you tell wois:: stories audd better, t00.
“Jf it were I that got the dose,” ohserved
the captain, T would certainly have administer-
ed in return 3 dese, and no stinted one, in ano-
ther kind, to the doctar and yourself, at least.!

“ Pool, captain, my dear fvllow, though we |

were a litile wild, we knew ovr marks, and would
look sharply. about us before we'd provoke a
charge from a heary armed captain of dra-
goons.’

“ Aye, the whole gapg were vasly more
koaves than fools,” said Sir Jobin; “ bat it’s full
time for us to get to horse, geutlemen; Char-
ley’s time 1s beyond its allotted expiration by

The four were, accordmgly, in the saddle and

(7' be Contintied.)
MONTALEMBERT ON THE

ROMAN QUESTION
The nuiber of the Correspondant which has

“ M, le Comte,—! real n the report of the

T believe that the solution of the Roman

which will spread more and ore in modern so-
ciety, and even in the great Catholic society,
that hiberty is bighly favorable to the develop-
ment of the true religious sentiment, My con-
viction is that this truth will soon triumph. We
bave already seen it admitted by the most nn-
passioned defenders of Cathalic 1deas. We have
seen an illustyions writer, in @ lucid witerpud,
demonstrate to Furope, 1 a book which bas
made a great noise, that liberty has beeu bighly
ueelul in elevating the religious spirnt

“Iam assured that you intended tis aliustion
for we. If your words imphed merely praise, T
should not permit myself 1o accept them ; but
they contain also an jusult ; 1y modesty there-
fore can reconcile iteelt 1o them,

“Yon appeal tn e before the public ; ynu,
 therefore, give me tne bt to reply o you be-
fore the same public.  Yet 1 cun nardiy sur-
motnt the repugnance which | feel 1owards it.—
French blood has been spilt by vour orders.—
Catiolic honor has been insulted vy your heu-
tenants.  'The ancient hearth, the iast sneiter of
the common Father of the faithful, is weaaed
by your words. Not one of your wois but
wounds wud revolts me, and now vou strike e a
fresh blow 1o all 1 tove by masking vonr per-
verse designs under the veid of a fatse wceord be-
tween religion and {iberty, and o support of
your asseriion you iwvoke my testinony. M.
fe Comte, L cwe it to myself 1o protest tiat on
no acconnt wm [ with you,

“ Thark God your policy s uot mme.  You
are for great centralized States : I at lor small
independent States. You despoe local traditions
in Haly ; Tlove tiiem everywhere.  You ace for
unitarian Ttaly 5 1 am tor federative Italy.  You
violate treaties und the rights of nations; I re-
spect them because they are Lelween Stles
what coutracts and prubity wee heiween ncio—
You sacrifice to your object ey
mises, ouths 5 T answer you w.ii tue generous
Manin: ¢ Means which the worul sense con-
demns, even though tiey should be materially
useful, kill morally.  No victory deserves to be
put in the balance with the coutept of oneself.?
You are destroying the temporal power of the
Sovereign Pontift; [ defend it with al the
energy of my reason and my atfection.

“ You denounce the policy which produced
the French expeditton to Rome in 1849, and I
consider it a glory 1o have sapported . fu
spite of the cruel and wexcusable coutratictiuns
1t has since met witl, [ am otill thankful for it,
foritts the fast and vacillating consequence of
that expedition which even at tus day lorees
France und DPiedmont 1o meet face 10 fuce be-
fore the Cupitol.

“You give 10 the heroes of Craribuldi the
praises which 1 reserve for the merrcenurics of
the immortal Pimeidan,

“You are with Craldini; [ amn with Lumori-
ciere. You are with Father Gavazzig [ am
with the Bishops of Ordeans, DPottwrs. Taurs,
Nauntes—witit ad thosie Catbolic voiees winch m
the two worlds bave profested, and will stifl pro-
test, against you,

“ Above all T am with Dius 1X., who was (iie
first friend of thie independence of Ttaly till the
day when that geeat cause passed 1o the hands
of ingratitude, vioience and imposture.

gagedienis, piro-

# On our side, [ dure to say, v conscienre.—
On your side, { belteve, is success. Piedmont
dares everything, PFrance permits everyihing,
Ttaly accepts everything, and lurope endures
everything.  Your enecess, U repeat it, appears
to me cerlain,

“ Two obstacles, Lowever, still rise Lefore
you,—Rome and Vemce: at Rome is France,
in Venice Germany.  Tley are strangers to be
sure, but they are strong. At Naples the [al-
i ians have not arrested you. At Casteltidasda
you were ten against one.  You had, without
doubt, to overcome rigiits, treaties, ecugageaents,
honour, justice, weakness; but these are ab-
stractions which offer no resistance 10 grape
shot.' At I2 there are some French bana-

OMme
lions, and at Venice and Verona sowe rifled can-
non.  You pressed against right but yon are

| besitating in the presence of force.
!

¢ This force, T admit, does not protect sumilar
causes.

¥ At Venice you support a just cause, Veuice
was odiously betrayed by us in 1797, sudly Je-
Iivered up by you in 1849, unjustly abandoned
by you and by us in 1859. Her deliverance s
Just.

“ At Rome you support a cause unjust in every
foint of view, even, as you well know, in the
Italian point of view. We Frenchmen, we Ca-
tholics of the whole world, we make a great sa-
crifice to the ndependence of the Pontifical
Power in consenting that, being placed m Italy,
it shall' be habitually administered by Italian
bands. But you, Italians, you bave been asked
a hundred times, what would your country be
without the Papacy ? What sort of figure would
your petty Piedmontese Majesties cut in-the
ceatre of Catholicity turned into the offices of
your Ministerial bureaus ? Do you mmagine that



