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House was very slim and indeed looked
upon as of little harm or little good for
either party. What the Irish phalanx
required was aleader. Butt's ideas were
admirable, as far as they went, but they
were only theoretical, at least, for the
man had not the means of putting them
into practice. He was not a leader, and
above all, such a leader as the Irish
people required. To have any hope of
success it was necessary that some man
should arise who, while possessing the
confidence of the people, would be cool,
calculating, unflagging in his efforts, and
above all, a consummate organizer.
The days when eloquence, like that of
Mesgher, or enthusiasm, like that of
Mitchel, could produce the derired effect,
were gone past. To satir up the ice-cold
Briton it required something other than
mere Cellic favor. Calmness, determi-
nation and organizing talent were neces-
sary; next, in all importance, was a
sufficiently strong representation in the
House to place the balance of power in
the hands of the Irish members. Such
a man and such a leader was at hand,
He war living and moving in the very
circles he was soon to command.

CHARLES 8. PARNELL.
A consummate organizer, a born leader
of men, a determined disciplinarian and
a naturally skilled statesman, Parnell
came upon Lhe scene just as his presence
was moest required.  Without any of the
outward show wherewith political as-
pirants attract attention, devoid of all
that ostentaticn and eloquence which, if
they do not possess, men who seek to
govern generally assume, but with a
genius for command such as few men
can boast, Parnell stef ped into the fore-
most rank and soon became first
amongst the foremost of his fellow-
countrymen. His presence inspired
entire confidence. With that peculin
magnetism of the fimt Napoleon, and
with considerable of that character'’s
sphinx-like exclusiveness, he drew
around him a band of brilliant men.
He went even so far as to obtain entire
ascendency over the Irish nsation, and as
an act of almost miraculous skill, he
converted to the Home Rule cause the
very deadliest opponent of that prin-
ciple, bis own jailor; the man who sent
him to Kilmainhem became—under the
influence of his spell—the Grand Old
Man whose name shall forever be asso-
ciated with legislative justice to Ireland.
By dint of perseverance Parnell finally
succeeded in securing what had been so
long desired by the Irish people, the
balance of power in the Imperial House.
With his poweriul contingent in 1886,
he stood up between the Tories and the
Tiberals, the objecet upon which the
attention of Lords and Commons was
centered, the man upon whose course
the eyes of the civilized world were con-
centrated, the being above all others to-
wards whom the Irish people flocked,
and in whose presence they saw the
oniy hope for the cause of centuries,
From the day that Gladstone became a
friend of the policy advocated by Par-
nell and his supports, the almost posi-
tive certainty of an ultimate triumph
began. For four years this leader mar-
shalled his little army with the gkill of a
Cesar and the success of an Alexander.
Upon the list of his fully commissioned
officers were the names of McCarthy,
Davitt, Dillon, Wm, O'Brien, Sexton,
the Redmonds, Sullivan, the venerable
0'Gorman Mahon, and others whose
features are familiar to all who have
seen pictures of the Irish Parliamentary
party. Gladstone had gone out of power
and Salisbury, with his cold-hearted
nephew Balfour, held sway on the Trea-
sury Benches. They were pronounced
Uniouists; the Jaberals bad promised a

Home Rule messure; Parnell stood in
with the latter and his party was a
unit. All looked forward to the general
eloctions of 1892. Parnell had defeated
the T¥mes in that famous case; Pigott's
pame was added to the list of perjured
traitors; the hopes of the people were
high. It was then—in Lhe full flush of
political success—that a cloud arose
upon the leader’s future; it was dark
and threatening ; it lowered menacingly,
and from out its depths a lhghtning
stroke of death flashed suddenly. While
yet the world looked on in astonishment
and incredulity the news came that
Parnell was no more. ‘' He died: but
his work lives.”

JUSTIN McCARTHY.

The cause was then taken up by the
former heutenants of the great leader,
and Justin McCarthy, the litterafeur,
journalist and polished patriot, took
command., It was at this juncture that
the present unfortunate division began.
Into the details of that split in the
ranks, and into the argumrents on either
tide we do not purpose entering. While
Parnell still lived we conld see very
potent reasons why his faithful followers
should have wished to keep him at the
helm: but the moment death claimed
bim we cannol see any reason why a
division should exist. All parties pro-
fees to seek Home Rule, and in this case
especially shoull the voice of the
majority carry. Mr. McCarthy has been
most successful, considering the difficul-
ties with which he had to contend. His
reign has scen the dawn of the most
tangible hope yet felt by the people of
Ireland. The crushing of the alisbury
mnjority and the return of Gladstone to
power have marked an epoch in the his-
tory of the movement. It waa at this
particular juncture tnat the Irish leader,
advised by his friends on both sides of
the Atlantic, invited a Canadian states-
man to assist in the glorious battle at 18
most critical moment.

HON. EDWARD BLAKE.

Thus was it that Hon. Edward Blake
crosser the ocean and took up his stand
for the Home Rule cause. We need not
comment upon the success of the great
Irish-Canadian. He stepped at once
into the place of a semi-leader of the
people, and he arose in his first speech
to the rank of a conspicuous orator and
statesman in the House of Commons.
What the next few weeks have in store
for the Home Rule cause is more than
we can predict, but we have a strong
fuith in the suceess of the Bill so ably
laid before Parliament by Gladstone.
We havé traced as hurriedly as possible
the history of 2 hundred years, and we
now ask our readers to look once more
at our illustrated cover, and perchance
they will see in it something more than
an ordinary sketch.

Joan D'Axc.

The following despatch comes from

Rome:

Pope Leo has informed the French
birhops of his decision to crown his Epis-
copal Jubilee by the beatification of the
French heroine, Joan of Are, who was
burned by the English as a sorceress and
a heretic on May 80, 1431, and was form-
ally proven to have been innocent in 1436.
The Pope hasordered the Congregation of
Rites to expedite the preliminaries for
the beatification. Theannouncemert of
the Pope's decision has been received
with great satisfactiou by the French
Roman Catholics ag a signal tribute to
the patriotic spirit of France.

A Doubtful Compliment.—Maud: How
do you like the new way I do my hair,
Frand ? Frank wants tosay something
particularly nice: Why, you look at
least thirty years younger. -

EUGENE DAVIS,
‘TUDE"T‘,‘:?‘&%:?&'_ST' POET
.. .

Reonllections of Prout—Literary Char-
acters of His Aogquaintance—Pigott

and fils Work—A Sketch ot
Davie® Caroer.

Near the Four Courtsstands the Angel.
A by-path connects this old inn with the
home of Irish law. This path is well
known to the curly-headed barristérs,
who, baving looped their togas around
their waists, make a audden sally, be-
tween acts {for the charge of nis lordship
is decidedly dramatic), to the better
loved bar in the Angel. There a roey-
faced, smiling damsel, with wonderful
dexterity, is ready to open any case at
the pleader's call. Foralimited number,
vhe will even open cases reserved for
years. It was a dreary winter's evening,
such & one as can only be indigenous to
Erin, that found the writer on this much
frequented path, wending his way to
mine host of the Apgel. For a few
hours he had patiently listened to the
vituperation of the Irish pensant from
an Irish Bench, and that by a lime
serving Irish judee, known to disreputable
notoniety as * Payter the Snob.” This
goulless monologue ended, the writer
found himself in the company of a few
barristers, condemning this most shame-
ful prostitution of the Bench for political
purposeas. The invitation to take the
path succeeded, and in a few minutes he
stood gazing at the chalk angels hokling
lamps, twin guards of the second story
of the Angel. The barristers, having
guenched theic thirst, returned to hear
Councillor Walker, while I, mindful of
the fact that I had a note of intraduction
to & gentleman at this inn, fumbled in
my pocket for the precious ducument.
Curled up amil a mass of other intro-
ductory matter, [ found it. The address
was simple : Eugene Dwis, Esq, Angel
Hotel, Dublin. How I came to have
that letter takes me back to another con-
tinent. Wae I not atraid of being called
a plagiarist [ might foliow electric Curelli
and call this paper

A ROMANCE OF TWO CONTINENTS.”

A year previous to my visit to the
Angel, at the newspaper man. I had
formed one of a party that met at the
house of a civil engineer in West Pail
adelphia to bave & pleasant chat. The
engineer claimed that he was an exile,
driven from his native isle by the ne
farious cruelty of the Euglish Govern-
ment. He was a man of more than or-
dinary intelligence, quick in perception
and keen of tongue. He was well-versed
in general literature, but particularly so
in that of his own country. From the
works of the greatest, as well as from
the works of the least of his lund, he
could quote for hours. His quotations
were not of the common kind, drawn
from choice selections and marked trite,
but were sparkling, apt, choicely gifted
to the matter in hand, and used with the
consummate skill of an ilinstrator to
enhance the text. One of his citations
curiouely canght my fancy. I asked
who was the original giver of this ware,
and was told that it was Eugene Davis,
just then of Paris, but like all Bohemians,
of Cosmopolis. The engineer, who had
known Davisin Paris and Lausanne, read
me many tiny poems from the same
band, and showed me a few MSS, verses
givan to him by the bard. Before leaving
the States I had read that Davis was in
Dublin, and hastened to procure a letter
of introduction, not from the engineer,
for reasons that are well known to those
intimate with inner Irish affairs, but
from my journalist friend, who had in
the meantime formed a letter acquaint-
ance with Davis. This was the curled,
crumpled letter I held in my hand as I
saluted

MINE JOLLY HOST OF THE ANGEL.

“Does Eugene Davis live here ?” I ask-

ed.

“ Take this gentleman to Mr. Davis’
room,” said mine host. A porter, cheery-
faced, and roguish-eyed led the way I
saluled the twin chalk sentinels, turned
to the right and clambered up another
flight of stairs. ** Here is what you are

after” said the porter, knocking with his

knuacles ‘on the door. *“ Push” said a
strong voice-from within, The word
suited my action. The door fell back on
its hinges, and I was i company of two
men. * Mr. Davis here,” and Lheld out
my hand with the letter, One of the
gentlemen arose & veritable giant in

form. and took the letter from my hande
[ could not help muttering to myself
Eugene Davis, six feet five, an Irish
Harcules. | am Davis said the big mun,
and then came the kindly hand shake,
and the warm smile, that could only
come from a loving natnre. His com-
panion was Fr. McDonagh, then on the
staff of the Irish Catholie, now whittling
way his heaith and rare gifts inthe daily
drudgery of the London Press. The
career of his companion had ueren one
of activity and excitement. Like a true
inhabitant of Cosmopnlis he was at
homnie in the capitals of many lands. In
Paris ho talked of a future Irish Repub-
lic with Stevens or Tevis Carrol, sipped
his wine and ate his hard-baked bun, at
that Irish Tavern, in the Rue Royal, near
the Madelrine, the favorite haunt of the
Donovans, Shens, and ather well known
SONS OF BOREMIA,
In Lausanne be wandered around the
charming Jake, nmde famous by the
fat, short Enghshman, who wrote the
decline and full of tne Roman Empire,
to Hill a gap in the world’s history. In
Rome he was inlerested in the chnrch
made famous to his conntrymen by the
ili-rewarded lubors of his friend Father
Mehan, To his mind it was rare luck
that gave him the Lknowledge of how
Shandon Bells was written by Prout.
With & merey winkle of the eye, that
self-satisfying expression of having a
good thing to sny, he would tell how
the young Prout, in the old Irish C./llege,
after » more than ordinary appetizing
dinner, lay down to take his siesta.
Stomach plays o leading part in the
drama siesta. On this purucnlar after-
noon, like many of our modern players
Me. S. felt slightly indisposed, and as a
cunsequence the drama was postponed.
To till the siesta time Prout composed
his Shandon Bells and wrote it on the
watll above his bed.  Like many auother
production destined wo hive, it was the
work of a tew moments, while the
patient [abor of years, hardly survives
the toiler. Who reads now-i-days the
far fetched wit of Prout, or mnrvels at
his ill-baianced scholarship.  That care-
less snatch of meiody, the effect of &
good dinner, will alone save lam from
literary death. It is not the reliques,
but Suandon Bells that takes many a
traveller, to the little Sbandon Church-

yard to
Mark where benenth thy veraant sod be aeep,
unurn’d,

The bones of Prout.

Davis found enjoyment in Cordiettis
where a few of the exited air their opin-
10ns on all sorts of things and on all con-
ditions of men. There dines Baumgart-
ner, the Cahenslyite envay, and writer for
a small German Weekly, ready to show
his ignorance on every subject connected
with America, full of chit-chat and nmi-
ability, & willing ciccrone to the lady
globe-trotting American. There sits his
friend Keating of the Casholic Tines, a
geniai sunny man, whose opinion spas-
modicStend considered worth paying for
in his Pall Mall. Opposite a talkative
woman, writer of Roman News the most
imuginative oceupntion conneeted with
the Press. Ou her right sits Connellan
he, of the Italian, in the metlow Manster
hrogue, full of anecdutes and contradic-
tions. Woe to the Vatiean if she took a
step without consulting this irascibie
[rishman, Near to him, sits the scholar-
ly Roche, a man of vast erudition, but
with the simplicity of a child, and a
heart soft as woman. Davis has record-
ed his pleasure in this society. It was
truly cosmopolis, with its queer but en-
ticing wits, such wanderings amid such
scenes, to & nature like Davis conld oniy
confirm his adhesion to his first love
Literature, a love that he had contrived
to woo under many difficnlties, as may
be gleaned from the meaygre sketch of
his life that follows.

Eugene Davis was born 58 years ago
in the County Cork, at an easy distance,
from the birthplace of his great name-
sake. He came of a family literary in
its instincts. His hall-brother was the
well-known Fr.Davis of Baltimure, whoss
philanthropical labors in behalf «of Irish
fishermen has given him world renowan.
This good man edited the American
edition of the “Sermons and Lectures”
of his friend Rev. M. Buckley, besidis
now and then cultivating the mure & la
Prued. Eugene was sent to school ab an
early age, the desire of his people that
at some distant day he would follow his
brothers foutsteps and beco:ne un han r-
ed clergyman in his Church, The usuil
preparatory studies finehed ! 4

DAVIS CROSSED THE CHANNEL
to study philososhy and theolory in the

geeat school uf Olier, b‘u.in_b Sulpice, Tha



