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KEMORIES OF THE FAIE.

BY Ioris voa?;z Reotsten

For a chavge T shall leavo the Art
Palagn for tho time, and give acoount
of a day spont in the Irish Village,
boginning with Lady Aberdeen's.

Tn tho distanoe tho green flag of
Erin, with its golden bar;{l angel-
fronted—by all comparison tho most
beautiful flag in the world—waved a
welcomo from the tower of Blarnoy
Castlo. The Irish piper at tho gates
served a8 a persuagive invitation.

Onge in the Irish Village, and Lav-
ing turncd into the replica oloisters of
Muoross Abbay, Killarney, I broke
down ; Icould not and would not have
had it otherwise. Thoso tears were
willing tribite to en Irish mother,
who first saw tho light at Killarney—
¢ gvor fair Killarnoy.” It is good to
bo there; and even the song enjoins
¢ Btill at Blucross you must pray;
though the monks are now at rest."
But ag in everything Irish, smiles and
tears, tears and smiles, follow rapidly.
I noxt ascendod the gpiral staircase in
the tower of Blarney Oastle to see the
Blarney Stono and the map of Ireland,
the latter in a horizontal and reason-
able position. On it are indicated
movntains, Iakes and rivers, and also
location of cities,

But to return to the Blarney Stone,
or tather the fragment of it which was
detachod from the famous original,
bronght to Chicago and cemented into
tho tower wall. The cuatodian un-
oossingly informs visitora that ¢ now

. is the tima {0 save a trip over the gea ;
bedides, kissing the main body of the
Blarney Stone is very izconvenient,
especially for ladies.” Approaching
to exsmine the gtone, 1 read beneath
it the following lines :

b il s the stone that whoever kisses
He nsver misaes to grow eloquent;
A clever spouter he'll turn out
01, an outan'-guler in parliament.”

After perusing these encouraging
lings I paid theg small fee, and gv?as
given a little green card which certifies
that I ¢ kigsed the Blarney Stone on
Sept. 16th, .1898.," Some quizzical
pecpla asser! that the stone is not
genuine,; but in America wo can have
no choice, andall stones from Ireland
ars good.

A puocesaion of cottsges exhibit the
Irish industries in courss of produc-
tion, The lace department was first
teached.l !Il;he lacﬁmak:irs were oor:-
panatively btsy, but always on the
alert to sell their beautiful handiwork,
and to give polite attantion to mnquir-
ng visitors. There were piles of lacs
artioies—orocheted collara and bord-
ers; tambounr lace scarfs, borderings
and flounces: tamhbour and run-lace
flonnoes; bcndkerchiefs in tambour
1roe, in reised needlgpoint and 1n fas
peodlepoint; bridal veils in ‘¢silk
tambour; ** fan covers in flat nesdle
point ; dress panels in crochet, **Jesuit
Point,”” tambour lace, * Alb Tnm
wings,” borderings of raised needle-
point, * Innishmecsaint,” and scarfs
in Limerick blonde lace, Lady Aber
dean, in a photo sold here, wears a
lbod_ice with trimmings of Limerick
ace,

In the carding, spmning and weav-
ing cottages each room 13 fitted ap as
8 typical apartment in a peasant’s
bome in some one part of Ireland.
There are dressers and cupboards on
whioch wero arranged delfand crookery;
thero wore chairs, tables, pictures,
sud fireplace with Langing kettle over
peat or torf just ready to light. A
very preity colleen carded red wool ,
then gpun it at her little wheel, Bhe
drew my attention to an old loom in
the samo room which bore the labol
*¢ 202 years old.” No weaver sgits at
it now. Otherloomsin ather cottages
have busy weavars. An old wheel, of
black osk, set high and apsrt, attracted
m{ attention. Upon inquiry I was
told that it 18 Lady Aberdeen's own
wheel, and that it has been thres

hon ears in her famuly. Another
phomy Aberdeen represents her

! spnning at tho old wheel, aud dressod I

in the Anoiont Irish costume. Look.
ing &t hor sweet face rocalla tho old
song, * Rioh and rare wore the gems
she wore,” oto. Truly Lady Aber.
deen's Qeltioc blood assorts itself,
When at tho villnge sho spends more
or less of her tine spinning at a little
wheel not so much of a veteran as lior
own.

In the ddity I found a very robust
maid taking butter out of a barrel.
shaped revelving churn, which che
proceeded to wash, salt and make into
tiny rolla, she thon dealt out tho
delicious buttormilk by the glass to
the crowding onlookors. The butter,
made from tho milk of the far-famed
Kerry cows, was served in the refresh.
ment room, As I ate it with real
Irish stew I felt no hesitation in
gronouncing it, what it is asserted to

9, ** the best in the world."

On the village green is a platform
for the musicians and dancers ; around
this are seats always full. A youn
lad in corduroy kmickerbookers an
green stockings was dancing to the
musioof the pipea for the pure delight
of it ; Le stepped down to invite somo
oid lady to dance a jig with him. As
one and then another deolined, I felt
myself wisking he would ask me ; but
he did not, and as my education in
that department had been neglacted

erhaps it wag all for the best. That

y's good humor was so infectious
that .here could not have boen any-
thing like ill-natured criticism ; tho

gotators sat there like membars of

o same family,

Then followed vocal music—* The
Harp of Tara™ and ¢ The Minstrel
Boy"—and tearsagain. Irish melodies
tell of the breve heart that hopes on
through seasons of tears, and is
always ready to forgive and forget,
and to make and to give fresh start,
Nothing scurs the Irish temperament,

One slore contains, among other
exhibits, a fino assortment of goid,
silver and bog oak ornaments; also
veﬁ pretty *¢ souvenir ** silver spoons
with Connemara marble setting in
handle, and barp - and . shawmrock
tracery, and applied tracery in silver,

In the photograph gallery are pic.
tures of Liord an%m Lady Abezieen, gt\d
photographic views of Irigh scensry,
the Iatter handsomely framed; also
statueites of Dame!l O'Connell and of
Robert Emmst. How 1 wished that
I could bring a conpleof tho statuettes
home with me, but their weight ruled
them oaut. Emmet 18 repressnted w.h
scroll 1n hand beanng s answer to
the judge upon being asked if he had
anything to say as to why gsentence of
death should not be passed upon him.
Wo have all besn thrilled by thsat
answer, sublime in its cloguence and
pathos. Let mc see if 1 can recall a
fow gcattered phrases—* 1 shall not
datain you, my Lord: you are thirst-
ing for my blood. = * * If the spirits
of the departed ean behold what is
transpiring in this mundone sphere,
oh, soul of my beloved father, behold
your son, who true to Ins inherited

rincples, now offers up bis life for

is country. * * * A fow words more
and 1 bhavedone. The grave vpens to
Teceivo me. As my motives are not
understood. * * * Tntil my conntry
shall take Jier place among the nations
of the earth, lot no man wnte my
epitaph.”

Should Ireland gain Bome Raule
before 1898 surely we might expset an
Emme: Centennial, and the crection
of swtable monument with time.
worthy epitaph. Angels and the spirit
of Emmet would inspire the writer of
that epitaph,

The mussum contains, among na-
merous curiogities and valuables, old.
Irish weapons of war representing the
different sges as to material and
design. There 15 a migsal of the four-
teenth centuory in the ancient Ireh
language, written by a monk of sourse
in an e}:gam band, and boaoufally
illominated. Qercld Griffin's note

book and penoil are there. Tho pust
is brought vividly bofore us in a paint.
ing from lifo of Owen Roo O°Naeill, tho
hero of tho battle of Bonburb, History
tells as that he was a brave soldier,
and fought foz his country under the
Stuarte. Tho portrait is of & very
handsome young man dressed in the
style of Henry VIII., and not uniike
that monarch in his youngoer days.
The Irish, driven {0 robellion by the
oppressions of tho English soldiers
under the Puritan General Monroo,
firgt having deolared their allegiance
to tho roigning King, Ohaxles 1., pro.
ceeded to fight for the support of the
Irigh Constitution, and io guin tolera-
tion for the Oatholis religion. Owen
Roe O'Nesli, nophew of Hugh O'Naill,
Earl of Tyrone, roturned from the
continent to take command. In the
war that followed, his most spriking
puccess was o -viotory at Benburb,
1042, whore Monros the English
General declared, ** The Lord of Hosts
bag rubbed shame on our forces.'
Three thousand of his army lay dead
upon the field, while O'Neill's loss
wag insignificant. Unfortunstely for
hia beloved snd persesuted osuntry,
Owen Roe O'Neill died shorfly after
Oromwell's arrival in Ireland.

I bade a reluctant adieu to the time-
honored shadow of Owen Ros, and
left Lady Aberdeen’s village to visit
Mrg. Hart's Irish Village, or Castle
Donegal, formerly the stronghold of
Red Hugh O'Neill, Earl of Tyrconnell,
and a kinsman of Owen Roe. This
village ig much the same a3 the other
1n esgentials ; in mincr industries one
village has what the other has not,
and zice persa. 1 noticed here * the
village blacksmith”” at work; also
the remarkable results of his labor in
an altar gervies, of which the candle-
stioks are really elegant.

A fac sinile of the great statue of
Gladstone, by the Irish seulptor, Bruce
Joy, is very imposing. Awmong other
works of art and portraits of colebrated
Irishmen are Bruece Joy's ¢ Welling-

ton's First Encounter With the-

Frenoh,” and *¢ Nelson's First Fare-
well.”

There iz 8 model of the O'Connell
Memorial Church now in course of
erection at Caherciveen, Kerry, tho
birthplace of the great patrict and
liberator. Tmmediately beside it is a
chair chuined about to render it exolu-
sive, but with card attached statin

- that, ** This chair was used by Dani

O'Connell ; and upon the psyment of
ten cents, which is to be appropriated

to the Memorial Church fund, anyone-

who wishes may bave the privilege of
sitting in it,” The chair was lent by
Daniol O'Cobnell, 8on of Maurice
0'Connel], and grandson of the illus-
trious emancipator, It is a small
arm-cbair, of cherry colored wood,
extremely plain in design, and uphols-
tered in green damask. Ii's only
ornamentationg wera two litile mould-
ed shamrocks glued on the front of
the top orosspiece; one of them has
gone the way of all things perishable,
Upon sitting down I remarked to the
young lady in attendance ithat the
chair seemed much the worse for
wear: she replied that coming to
Chicago had not improved it. I took
the hint and must admit shat I got
my 10o. worth of gresn damask,
O'Connell would not have grudged it
to me; moreover, his kndly and
smple shade must have interposed to
hide my vendalism from the bright
eyes of that Irish girl.

Thers i3 a platform in that room,
upcn which are a pisno and harp,
Musicians came in dnd iistening to
Moore’s melodies, and recalling all I
know of Q'Connell, I sat in his chair
a foll hour. That hallowed seat
sfforded gweotest rest to my aching
lirbs, so very weary from constaut
walling ; but bow often it had refused
rost to the weary heart and brain of
him who now ssks no earthly solace.

As a parting parsgraph to Erin, I
must 8dd that of ell thy exhibitors and

vendors I mef at tho Fair, those Xrish
girls of tho Irish Villages had the
mose} charming manness, Poculiar to
them waa a good natured reserve,
they seemed {0 shrink from makin
themsolves obtrusive, abd they affcete
not to liear any romark to wkich
politenesa did not. neoessitato attention.

{70 DR CONZINUED,)

D & amamam——

A Qrand 01 Soldlesr,

Marghal Canrobert, who, since the
death of Marahal MaeoMabon, is the ,
only living Marahal of France, is in
good health, and bears-iis cighty-five
yoars as lightly ss counld bo expected.
His hair has grown snowy white, but
his oyes are a3 blue sud brilliant as
ever, and but for a little rheumatism
he would have nothing to complain of.
% You have come,” he added, * to learn
wmy impressious on the past and the
prosent. Alas! I have not much to
tell you, All I desire now is repose—
o reposo closod againat all the noise
-and brother from without, & roposs in
which I oan remain alone with mi ro-
membrances of former times. I have
withdrawn from tho world since the

aud [ live only in the past, which is
particularly dear to ms, for I feel thal
during my long career I have done my
duty simply snd honestly. You tslk
of my yonnger days. Alas! I never
coats to think of them, and only wish
they would como again to enable me
to servo my country on the field of
battle should war bresk cut, which
heaven forbid, for war is a terrible
thing. But to hear tho sound of can-
non and not be able to take part in the
fire, what an excrucisting torture I”
and the Marshal, overcome by his feel-
inge, rose from his seat and paced the
room,

After a few minutea the fiery veteran
calmed down and resumed the conver-
sation. * What, in reality, can I fell
you?’ he asked. * I am notalearned
man, I am not & writer: 1 am only a.
man of war. I know.of nothing but
military expeditions, fields of battls,
and the shock of arms. From my
youth T was fond of thearmy. I have
passed my life on horseback through-
out Earope and Africa. 1 bave fought
everywhere and all for the greatness
and glory of our dear Fatherland, To-
day perh.ps I 2 used up, but.I think
thet if Francs needed my sword to-
morrow I shonid havesufficient strangth
left to rush to her rescve. Ahb! the
life of a soldier is the finest of all. To
become a eoldier again, what & sweed
dream'! Torecommence the campaigns
of other days and follow one's carcer
to the end -without fear of reproach,
like the valiant Blaise de M{satluo,
whose epitaph shculd be that of sll
werriors—* Here lies Montlue, who
never reposod but in his grave'—tolive
all this over sgain, what & beautifal
dream, what a sad illusion °

A WoxperruL Cure.—Mr, David Sir ity
Coe Hill, Ont,, writes: ' For the Lmafi}
of others 1 wish to say a few worda aton*
Northrop & Lyman's VEGETABLE DI1300avI.e¥.
Abo1at a year ago I ook a very severo vangh,
had a virnlent sore on my-lips, wasbhad with
dyap:gnh, constipation and general debility.
I'tried almost evory conceivable rewedy,
outwardly and {nwardly, to curo the soro bnt
all $0 no purpose. I had often thought of
trying Northrop & Lgnan’o Vzoxraers Dis.
COVERY, 80 I got a bottle and when I bed
ased aboutons half the soro showed evident
sigos of bealing. By the tims that bottle
was dens it had about dhtgnpwod 2nd my
géneral: health was.improving fast, 1 was
always of a very bilious habit and had - veed
qniago.snd letaon jnlco with vesy littls
offoot. Baf aincs uzing 3 bottlss of the
VxoETABLE D1gCOVERT the biliontaessis en-
tircly fonq and any general health {s oxcell-
ent am 80 years old, Paxﬁu»uin& it
should coatinne it for some time after they
think they are cured. It is by far the best
health revtorer I know,”

St —————— = ——— ’
Weo regrst to aunounco the death of Mr,

old acd rowpacted inbabitant of the thwo,
who diedon November 1st. The daceue:i
carriod oa & muocosslal bakery buainess in
South atrect, was about 64 yoars of sge,

‘and leaves a mdow acd a.family to mouwrn
his lom, .

death of my devoted and tendor wife, .

James Byrne, South stvcet, New Bom, cn |



