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know as Amy ID'Alton; and with his
mother's death the son's last light may
he snid (o have gone out,

Mo be sure, wau Wi NL“\, his
nurse, who had come into the Cr ng
when 1DAlton Baveon came into the
world, and the old ‘butler, John, wid all
the servants—devoted, obedient, and
loving—rendy to die for him.  But the
attraction homeward when he went
abroad; and the warmth and light of the
love ot amnother which gave the Crag
an enchantment, had all vanished.

Yef, were they times (o stiv hlood
more eold than D’Ahon Barron's—thie
times of growing national .dignity, in-
creasing, national strength, and united
national  movement. They were the
times of O'Connell and Sheil, and ull
the f"'l]d\) that shone aronnd the “ Lib-

erator,” and raised the humblest in the
land to the platform of their own lurge
souls, - Not a man seomed exempt from
their enthusiasm,—oreven a little boy ;
and the “ Juvenile Liberal Club” was o
school for the patriot, demagogue,. ov
statesman of twelve tosixteen years old,
whose intelligence brightened in the
donlle pride of emuhtlon and love of
country.  What days they were, only
the shavers of “the ;rlononh cpo(,h can
feef; and what @ transition from pros-
tration ia erect” manhood; no one can
understand who has not lived during
the nation’s lethargy, and after the
awakening,

cfwas a light that ne'er ean shine again

on iif’s dnll strenm.”

O'Connell was going, one day, fiom
Waterford to Clonmel, some time before
the Clare clection; .md, of course, the
whole route was an ovation. The great
lender was then fifty-four years old. and
you would pick him from a million, for
the task ass gned to him by Providence.
A good deal over six focy high; regal
in his movements and ‘zddtcxs, with 2
cye of light and bumor. that nothing os-
.1pod, and which looked into you while
hardly appearing to look at you; with
a-mouth which was cloguent even when

“silent, and a voice so sweet, full, and

power fu] that one felt it, as one feels
Janguage—and it cnme 2 language to
the ITr ish heart-—no wonder we worship-
ped him!We have encountered gloomy
days enough, and lknown how to res-
train hope and confer confidence spar-

ingly—in faet, we had o share in the
experience the it “all is vanity ;" bul it
is something Lo have known O Conneld,

and {o have hvul much of thelife w}n(,h
he imparted to Jreland,

A few men and boys—just whal a
great crowd breathes out before them |
a little gathering, looking back anxious-
Iy {or sowe lppluaclumr llumr of inter-
ext; adistant chiger-—another- lhe crowd
thickening; the cheer growing {rom
one of magnitadeto one of thunder; the
tens of thousands stretching on and on,
apparently for miles, and so massed to-
gether that the men's heads would make
a causeway; banners, and  wands, and
green ribbons, and houghs of trees, and
bands of music, and in the midst of that
endless throng a carrviage, driven by
postillions, while a single gentleman oc-
cupies the driver's seat—a man “every
inch w king 1" that is O'Connell!  And
the multitude, like a mags, slowly ap-
proach; the thunders of an enthusiasm
never seen in the world boefore sweil up
the sides of Slieve-na-Mon, and ‘are
echoed by the hills on the oLl)cl side of‘
the “sweet banks of the Suir.”

O’Connell and Tather Aylmer were
old  {riends, and,
was prep:wcd for a standstill at Father
Aylmer’s door. And, thereupon, the old
patriarch came 101'Lh with his loving
looles, and flowing h.m- and openiarms,
lo welcome © the man of the people.”
Such excitement, such hurrahs, such
pride and exultation, conld 'ln:u-dl.y tuke
place in a century, beeause such men.asg
O’Connell and  Father Ayimer, in like
circumstances, do not. meet twice in a
hundred years.

About this same hour of theday, llen-
ry D'Alton Bavron was on his way to
meet O'Connell at Father Aylmer’s. 1o
rode a noble amm al, and well became
his place.

A large man, carrying a lonﬂr sticlk,
and his hair ﬂowmrr over his shouldcrs
stood in the middle of the way and sign-
ed for 2 moment'’s delay. ID'Alton Tar-
ron stopped.

“You are going to the meeting :1(.
Clonmel 7 the old man said.

“«Tam, James; where are you going ?”

~# Qh,T’m ns ever, you know. There's

noe home or ‘rost Tor a sinner but Lhe
tomb.”

therefore, everyone




