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mass, 1 suppose. But, y7 M D
caiijt/hidve dropped through the. céiling? :
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10;/my friends, it is not as_you- think,’
oemaker ; your door has been broken
* open: I,J_qm:‘ijditedi:,l a fright ; T am afraid-soine-
ing bas bappened.” © '
® ‘ ':gl‘hef doospbrokeri‘open ) shrieked Dame Smet,
while a mortal paleness oyel;fpre_ad her face;—
¢ oh, my money, my money ;= .. v
S’be.{-an'-'iv'vi{ﬁ 4’1{: eager cry to.the chest, and
threw it open. A stifled groan broke from her
breast ; ‘she- covered her face with her hands,
and fell in a chair, sobbing in anguish and de-
spair. o ,
¢ My money—my money is gone, -she cred,
¢ stolen—stolen.! S
The schouwveger seemed surprised at the un-
expected tidings, and remained a moment staring
round, as though he were asking whether Le
ought to laugh or ery. But ina moment his
mind recovered itself ; a smile ran over his fea-
tures, but he forcibly repressed this indication of
gladness ; and, that he might not add to lus
wife’s distress, Lie bebaved as it he were quite
amazed—yes, even somewhat afflicted.
Katie had taken Dame Smet’s hand, and was
crying with sincere sympathy.

¢ Jan,’ said the shoemaker, in a soothing tune,
¢ 'tis a great msfortune,

‘my friend ; but you must.
pot be crushed down by it. God giveth—God
taketh away. I am very sorry for your distress.’

¢ My distress ' said Master Smet, speaking in
a low voice, that his wife might not overhear
him ; ¢if you fancy I’'m going to shed one tear
for this bewitched money

that was doomed to

make me wretched, you are much mistaken,
friend Dries. 1 am sorry for my wife ; but for
that I should say—¢God be praised that the
plague is well out of ny house.’>

¢Oh, oh /* groaned Dame Smet, wringing lier
hauds, ¢ my money—my poor money—the leg-
acy of my father/ It will be the death of

b

And indeed the poor woman looked so dread-
fully ill, that the schouwveger feared she was go-
ing to famt away, and ruoning for some vinegar,
he poured out a handful and rubbed it on the
face of his wife; but she repelled him ungnly,
as though she would not be tended by him.

¢T.et me alone,’ she cried snappishly, ¢ you are
in.high feather about it ; I see it clear enoughon
your hypocritical face!”

« Come, now, Trees,’ said be, ‘you musin’t
take on so about it. The money is gone, sure
enough ; but our miserable life, our quarrels, and
all our vexations and grievances are gone away
with it too.  Come, come, dame, pluck up your
oourage. 1 shall ser to work again briskly
enough. We shall live in peace, and our days
will glide away merrily, Just as they used to
do.’

* Oh, mother, mother I’ cried Katie, ¢ how un-
fortunate you are.

¢ Yes,” sobbed the dame ; * you, only you,have
any sympathy with me. 'The unfeeling log of
wood ! there he stands grinning in my face.—
He’d see anybody die before his very eyes, with-
out giving them a single word of comtort. I

feel grateful to you, Katie, for crying with me. |

Oh, oh ! my money, iy money !

At tlis moment Dauw came running down
stairs. ,
¢Eh!ehtwhat's up now?’ said he, witha

laugh. “Ibegin to believe that our house is
bewitched. And Katie, yox here? with my
mother 2 Ha, ha! then you’ve made it all up ¥’

¢ Be quet, Pauw,’ said the schouwveger, ‘a
great misfortune has happened. The Llieves
have stolen all our money 1n the night P

* Well, thank God! thank God P shouted
Pauw, cutting an unusually vigorous flikker ;

¢ that’s capital ! Now, Pauwken-Plezier wil
be a schouwveger again !’

His mother deeply wounded by his unfeeling
rapture, sprang to-her feet, and exclaimed an-

rily—

8 '};{ou, too, you good-for-nothing bey, you
laugh at my distress 1”

The young man took ber Liand, and murmured,
in a tone sympathy and affection, as 1f he had
now first grasped the real state of the case—

¢ Ob, mother, I never thought of that; you
have been crymg ! indeed, indeed, you must be
in great distress.’

And he led her gently back (o her chair, sat .

down by ber side, and, pressing her hand tender-
ly, he said—

'« Mother dear, look up a bit. The loss of the
money must be a great trouble to you—I quite
feel that ; but think, now, that we were not hap-
py with it. Since it came into our possession,
there have been more irritation, more quarrelling
more vexation than in all m} lite before. You
and father—you used to be so affectionate to
each other, and everything was so comfortable
and so nice, that one couldn’t be better off in the
King’s palace. From the day the money was
found, you have been always sad, aand always
looking as scur as vinegar ; father has been
growing thin, Katie has been pimiog away, and 1
‘was losing my wits fast. There was nothing but
suffering annoyance !’ C

¢ 'Yes, Pauw, but 1t was all your father’s fault,
dnswered the dame: ¢ he couldn’t bear his sud-
den wealth;. but 1, who am of a-good -family, I
was born to be rich, you see.” - . ..

¢ Yes, everybody knows that well, said Pauw,
with a gentle, insinuating voice; ¢but you are
my mother for all.that, and you have no. other
child but me. . And since you know now that
the money made father and me miserable,.you,
who .aro so. tender and loving, won’t you take.a
little comfort? Won’t you say to yourself :=—
1a God’s name, then, ’tis all the same if only we
are peaceful and contented ¥ SRR
. ¢ To be-poor—poor !’ said Dame Smet; sob-
bing afresh.. ST

¢ Come, Trees, be reasonable woman ! said
the schouwveger ; ¢isn’t affection. worth more
than anything else? We have lived so long to-
gether,.and we have.loved each other so: truly—
so we will again; and perhaps hereafter you
will bless God that he has taken the wretched
money from us,’ e e

. ¢Hold your torigue,’ snarled - she ; ¢I dare

say youhave been praying for this? - ..

blackened lus face with soot.
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&g always-full of micth we bad-alwaysor
g -fanny to make.pecple laugh’;- everybody

ovedius. There was-never a cross word in the

house; or 1’ the street, or in-the whole neighbor-

hood ; everybody ‘was‘a'friend:to us. - "

He threw his arm

and T

k]

1 i:round ber neck, and mur-
mured, with thriling:tenderness.in his voice—

¢ Look, mother, this beautiful and happy life
will come back again’;, father and 1 will driok a
pint of beer less;and 'save to buy you a fine
dress now and then ; and "as Katie will live with
you, you will be waited on like a sy lady ; we
shall Jove you and treat you with rexpect. You
will have more happiness and enjoyment in your
life than you would have with the money.’

¢ But, Pauw, lad, what will people say when I
pass along the street?* said- Dame Smet, with a
melancholy voice.

¢ What will they say 7 Oh, motber, I’ll go with
you and father this very day, and we will have
a walk on the Dyke. 1 will walk by your side
give you my arm; 'l carry my head up and i
look everybody full in the face. "We are honest.
peaple. Those who dow’t know us won’t care
about us, and those who do will say that we are
sensible, strong-minded people, who take thank-
fully either fortune or misfortune, as it pleases
God to send it _ : :

The half-consoled dame began to weep afresh.
She pressed her son to her heart, and said—

¢ Well, I shall be a nch woman some day ; if
not now, then it will be: hereafter. You must
be a schouwveger again,. then, Pauw. It frets
me; but as it cannot be otherwise, and since
you like it— :

She then released Pauw, and bestowed a simi-
far embrace on the girl at her side.

¢ Come, Katie, darling child, you are the est
of them all} sobbed she. ¢ Men don’t know
what it is to be rich ; but you would scon have
got used to it, wouldn’t you ?  Well twitl come
some day. Don’t fret about it. My auntin
Holland can’t last much longer ; she must be
more than eighty years old.’ ,

Pauw had silently left the room without being
abserved. N

Suddenly, as though a terrible thought had
pierced her heart, Dame Smet began to trem-
ble ; she sprang up, and strelching out lands to-
ward her husband, she exclaimed -- _

« Oh, goolness! Smet, there is five and
twenty crowns lo be paid at the jeweller’s. Ob,
mercy, what a debt!" We shall never be able to
pay it1 T'o be poorisn’t so bad as to be in debt?

And with a lamentable voice, she added,—
¢ There is one way—’tis very hard, but anything
rather than debt—T1l take my jewels back to
him. '

The schousveger pressed ber band, and said,
cheerfully— '

¢ No, no, Trees dear, you shall not take any-
thing back ; you may keep all you have got.’

¢ But who will pay for them

¢« I will, T will, Trees.’

‘You?

¢ Yes; T had put a hittle money on one side,
to provide against accidents, and for Pauw’s’
wedding. Wait a moment.’
He placed a chair on the hearth, thrust his
head up the chimney, reached out a piece of
cloth in which he wrapped the money, and then
he went to the table and spread out a number of’
gold pieces on at. o
Dame Smet was deeply affected by the sight
of this little remnant of her legacy. A glad
smile played on her features ; her bosom heaved ;
and she gazed without speaking, on the glitter-
ing gold. ' : :
¢« TLook you, Trees,” said her husband, ° this
money belongs to you; you may do what you
like withit; only, I beg you, let vs keep the
greater part of it for Pauw and Katie’s wedding
and to set them up in a little shop.’
His wife said nothing, and seemed lost in deep
tuought. ,
Suddenly their attention was arrested by the
cry—aep aep, aep! which seemed to come
from the cellar ; and they ali turned their eyes
in that direction with a smile, for they had no
doubt thar it was Pauw’s voice.
And in a moment he was heard singing, as
lively and merry as ever—
t Schouwvegers gay, who live in A. B,

Comparions so jolly,
All fralic and folly—'

and he came bounding mto the room, making the
most surprising gestures and grimaces.

He had put on all his chimney-sweeper’s
clothes, flourished his brush in Iis hand, and

¢ Hurrali ¥ shouted he; ¢ Pawwken Plezier’s
come again | Father, mother, Katie, I'm happy !
Let us all be merry again/  Sorrow and spleen
are afraid of a black face. Come, sing, dance,
and mirth for ever. _

Pauw took Katie’s hand, and proceeded to
dance round the room iwith her: but the girl re-
sisted his affectionate violence. o

When be saw his chimney-sweeper's clothes
which he had worn from a child, and in which Le
bad énjoyed so much peace and pure "joy, Mas-
ter Smet was ‘affected in a’ very extraordinary
manaer. He burst into tears, and sobbed aloud
with joyful emotion. o
« Well done, Pauw. Ha, that's right, lad,
he shouted. ¢ There’s nothing can beat a schour-
veger’s life! If-your wmother will let me, I'll

put on fny black clothes, too. Ay, ay, Pauw,
mirth for ever.. So be ity . R
“The inotheér maie a sign’ to them to.be quiet

as though She had something. weighty to say..
" - She then turned to the shoemaker ; and, reach-
ing forth her hand te him, with a gentle smile,
o satd — W0y VIR 8. BENLS

¢ Master Dries, I

ivas much vexed. yesterday ;

forgive me? Shall we
we were before T T
The shioémakér shook her hand with hearty
good will, - oo
¢ All is.forgiven and. forgotten,’ replied le,

all be friends again as

S N
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rand’1-=werlpol
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'you ‘up.in'aJittle'shop ;. I give it all to. you.—:

1 was very uncivil to you, wasn’¢ 12" Will you |
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" SPauwyour.father put.by:

that njd;le'y;;to, 8

Marry - Katie as> soon. ‘s you‘can; but - if you
love ‘me, live with-me shil; ~ T shall love Kate,
and I will teach her good 'manners against the
time my legacy comes.’ .
¢ 'We will live with you, mother ; we will live
all umted until death shall divide us,’ said Pauw.
. ¢Oh yes, yes, you will be my good, kind mo-
ther,’ sobbed the girl.
¢ Well, bless me! how is 1t possible? ex-
claimed Dame Smet, in unaflected amazement ;
‘ to be poor and yet be so happy I’
¢ Are you happy, mother dear ¥ asked Pauw,
with joyful tenderness.
*Yes, yes child ; laugh
much as you like.
¢ Come, come, then - let’s have a real schouw-
veger’s song-and and dance,’ said the lad, wild
with joy ; ¢ just’a little rebearsal for the wedding,
Katie “dear ; let’s hear Pauwken-Plezier’s last
new songt> - - T
~ He took his parents. and the shoemaker and.
Katie' by the hand, and in a mbment they weére
all whirling and skipping round the room, while
the young schouwveger roused all the echoes of
the old street with his lusty song:
¢ Schouwvegers gay, who live in A. B,, .
Companions so jolly,
. All frolic and folly—
Schouwvegers gay, who live in 4. B,
© Come out, and-sing us a glee.
Your schouwveger gay is a right merry fellow ;
Though sooty his skin,
The wit's all within.
The blacker his phiz
The blither he is.
He climbs and he creeps—
He brushes and sweeps—
He sings and he leaps-~
imney he drinks till he's mellow.
Aep, aep, nep!
Lighbt-hearted and free,
Always welcome is he ¥
(Concluded.)

and dance away as

At each ch

DR. CAHILL

ON THE PRCULIAR DESTINY THAT DIRECTS THE RELl~
GIOUS CHARACTER OF IRELAND.

(From the Dublin Telegraph, 5th inst.)

Alas! poor Ireland has indeed a peculiar destiny.
[t is a difficult but most agreeable task to place be-
fore you ‘' the religious character of Ireland,” and.to
trace on the map of the world through the revolution
of ages her unshaken adkerence to the unerring rock
of the Church, and to point out to posterity her in-
vincible faith and ber inextinguishable Christian
courage. In order to understand the case of Ire-
lang, it is necessary to go back far into the past
history of ndiions, and study the laws of religion
through the past records of the race of men. There
is a magnn charta from Heaven by the Sapreme Ruler
of the world, which is not written on parchment, nor
published from the judicial seat of earthly majesty,
but an imperial law, which may be read in moulder-
ing tombs, crumbled thrones, ruins of cities, withered
dynasties, forgotten tongues, and which is promul-
gnted in the silent but eélogquent voice of passing ge-
perations and the ruling majesty of time. From its
nature it imposes u legal restraint on the passions of”
men. Natural feelings, since the laws of Adam, are
opposed’ to the laws of grace, and are even at
variance with the cléarest maxims of reason. Hu-
manly spenking, then,” religion becomeés a difficult
.profession, since the natural bent must be firat'over-
.come, and the strongest emotions of nature resisted’
and changed in théir direction. From this'admitted-
description it i3 evident that the professors of reli-
gion must be men who will adopt thé will of God in
opposition to the will of nature, and who will be pre-
‘pared to mortify, to silence, and to pluck out from the
heart any rebellious tendencies, refusing submission
to spiritual law., On general principles, therefore,
one might expect that individuals moving in the
kumble walks of life, subject to trizl, accustomed to
obedience, and content with many wants, would be
the most likely persons chosen by Heaven to toke a
lead in & position which enforces un entire submis-
sion of will, and n total subjugation of natural incli-
nations. Aceordingly, we read in the oldest book of
the world, that seven such men were selected from
the' fall of Adam'down to the time of oses; and
that these seven patriarchs (as such they are called)
have been placed on Earth at stuted distances along
the path of time ; that, like therevolving stars of the
firmament at night, they shone uver the succeeding
races of men in brilliant succession; when one of
those luminaries descended in circling years, and
set in the western horizon of timne, another Juminary
appeared in the east of life, and rose in the slkies, the
burning beacon 10-direct succeeding generations;
and thus we have a record, published in the lives of
seven men, and spread over twenty-five centuries,
demonstrating tHat humility, not pride, obedience,
'not opposition, endurince, nol gratification, simpli-
city of life and station, mot elevation of rank, not
power-of pasition, arc ‘the, main primary elements
which the Liord of the nniverse, the Almighty Maker
of men, selects for the regenerativn of his fallen
children, and for the restoration of the soul-to its
‘glorious and “eternal ‘destiny. ~And when the pa-
triar¢hs had died, and a new discipline was intro-
duced by the law and the prophets, we see nation
.fter nation rise up againat the chosen race of Israel.
This was a raee tuken from the humblest rank of
despised shepherds, from the persecuted bondsmen of
Egypt, and led by the all-ruling Providence through
fifteen hundred years of trials, viclories, worldly hap-
piness, disasters, freedom, slavery, but still unbroken
im kindred, country, and faith, in the midst of scencs
of historic vicissitude, which were unknown in any
other nation, of nge, or'people. The wisdom of their
Solomonu, the piety of their David, had no parallel in
the world; while the treasures of their kingdom, and
the religion of their teraple, surpassed the destiny of
the rest of mankind. Yet again the treachery of their
leaders, the ingratitude of the people, the apostacy
of whole tribes, and the crimes of tlie entire nation
were such-ns to raise Heaven in vengeance: so that,
between ‘the killing of ‘prophets, the idolatry of the
wickod, provoking fire from 'the skies, the ruins of
Sodom, the combination.of bostile peoples, ending
in'the captivity of their race, there is. presented to
the readersuch &' varied, yet nnperishable destiny,
that uo one carn réad the whole record without being
convincod that it is a deép lesson. of instruction
carved by Almighty wisdom on fifteen generationgof .
men, in order to show that the chosen people of
Heaven ate in this world born in trial, nursed in af-
fliction; ma'turéd in persecution, “and . finishing their -

of 'the young King of -Juden; he tock -the -coarse
seamless Coat, us. the royal robe of the Son of David ;
b6 climbéd the hicights of Heaven up the rude rocks
of this world ; and i the God-like triumph which
e won upon Orlvary, he wears the crown of thorns
as the mark of his royalty, and as the imperial sign,

with tears in-his eyes. ¢ We. both of us limp a
hittle bit on the same leg—soen- put out and-soon
cooled down again. We were never cut out for
éuginici—we've been play fellows and _good

nexghbors from the ‘cradle.

to be “carried for ever through this world by his
 faithful and lon-bearted followers. And while the
"law he publishiod with a loud voice from the crimson
"throne of Calvary has been, and is, snd over- shall
be, imperishable a3’ the - tongue thiat proclaimed ‘it

- yet still wo behold men and nations rising and sink-
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, Tiafor
ng:or Fecovery. of this "la%r!,!%ﬁﬂ'%‘i 2en
through revolving centuries.. - When we exa
firstéacred-apot of-the earth on ‘which-the’footprin
of the Méasiah were made, we are astounded to lea
that in place of walking bere ovér the flowers :of:
Paradise, we are gtartled -t0"meet'the emblems ‘of
infidelity; and instead of joining the worshippers-of
a cracified Saviour, we behold thronghout all .Judea
the exact copies of the men who mocked him in the
hall of Pilate, logged him’ at-the pillar, and:plunged
the spear in his side at the hill of Qalvary.  The
seven churches of Asir Minor are only remembered.
as facts of past history; Bethlehem i3 like a small
rock above the gurface of an ocean of Mahomedan-
ism ; Thabor-is an elevated mound venerated by the
Christian pilgrim in the midst of a desert of infidel-
ity ; and the hill of Calvary, which eighteen hundred
years ago beheld the mouldering dead of past ages
rise from the tomb, which saw the Temple rent, which
heard the rocks split, which felt the earth reel, which
saw Hell moan-and Heaven weep, and which was co-
‘vered’ with darkness for three hours, as' God the Fa-
ther covered his face while the Saviour. died—even
that hill, which should burn like a sun for ever on
earth, is -shadowed round by the darkness of Maho-
medanism, and the mystic remembrance of Calvary
only tolerated in the sight of the Heaven which he
propitiated, the kingdom be grined, the victories he
won, and the nations and the ages he redecmed.—
And when we travel in the ships which carried the
epistles of. St. Paul to Corinth, to Thessalonica, to
Pbilippi, and when we stray through thé Streets of
Ephesus, we are asionished to discover few traces
of the -eross which Paul preached, and to hear the
little children pray in a strange worship, and be
ignorant of the message which ten thousand times
oce hundred thousand angels publisked on out-
stretched wings over Bethlehem, when at twelve
o'clock at night they reat the blue vault of the im-
perial skies, with one loud acclaiming voice, that he
bad come. The antiquary in religion, as well as the
scholar in hisiory, are equally astounded in passing

| through the streets of Athens to learn that the ve-
nerable faith of the apostles, s well ags the spotless

genius of an ancient [iberty, have both disappeared
from this land of patriotism and gospel inspiration.
Thermopyl® is & rude.cleft in & bill-pass, and speaks
not one word of the three hundred brave who poured
out their bonored blood in defence of their .counitry.
Marathon is a barren field, and dare not bear wit-
ness, under ite new masters, to the free-born bravery
of the heroes that raised the Grecian shields,
like & wall of polished steel, before the enemy,
and who crimsoned that eternal field with the
blood of the invincible Greek, born and bred to
conquer or die in defence of the liberties of his
country. The public games of the ancient Mace-
donians are forgotten, the consecrated rivers desert-
ed, the groves abandoned, and the public ery for po-
pular liberty unheard; the breathing stone, the
speaking canvas are not seen in the soil, the cradle,
the palace of the arts; while the soul of Homer and
the tongue of Demosthienes seem to have fled from &
territory where eloquence was enchained, where li-
berty had no home, and. where true religion could
not find one consecrated spot on which to raise the
Cross of Christ. Even the ancient Byzantium, the
modern Constartinople, what a lesson does she tench,
as the burnished erescent rises into the clear blue
sky which once saw the cross of Chrysostom lifted
30 high as to be observed from the Christian turrets
of the second Carthage! From Asia, a hurricane.
has torn its disastrous course across the famed Straits
of Leander, and swept in its devastating passage a
_great portion of southern Europe und uall northern
Africa; and the church where the Scriptures were
stamped with integral canonicity at Carthage, and
the city where the cradle of St. Angustine was pre-
gerved, bave withered and disappeared before the
crumbling rage ot the infidel tempest which over-
turned Christinity after the fall of the Roman Em-
pire, and which substituted in the elder-born coun-
tries of the Gospel, the profligate imposture of the
Mahommedan Koran. And when we approach our
own shores, and, descending along the rapid current
of time, draw near the age we live in, we behold s
new lesson in Chrisuanity set in several countries
which surround us. Ia these kingdoms religion has
not been extirpated, as on the coast of Barbary or
Asia Minor; but fatsl changes have been made, and
novelties introduced which bave rent his seamless
garment into o thousand pieces, and which present
the one language and the one Gospel of the Apostles
as the contradictory jargon of Babel and the opposi-
tious rancor of pandemonium. We see Switzerland,
the old country of the famed Helvetians, once A
bright gem in the crown of Peter, take the fleld in
steeled armor against the Head of the Chureh, while
the followers of Zuinglius, with their leader at their
head, died by the side of their apostate captuin,
fighting against God and the Ohurch. All Germany,
that led the front rank of the army of God against
the erescent, has been split up into a thousand frag-
ments of taith ; they bave by an ingenuity of mate-
rial philosophy, set up the slender taper of reason
against the meridian luminary of faith; and in ven-
geance for this human folly, Heaven has permitted
them to stray from the oid brilliant path of their fa-
thers; and & creed worse than pagan polytheism, an
absurd faith more degrading than Egyptianidolatry,
hag blighted the entire German mind, and has preci-
pitated this federal nation into a sensual infidelity
and a logical nothingism. [ may class into one peo-
ple the three territories of Sweden, Norway, and
Holland, where onr Insh saints once preached the
Gosypel of St. Patrick, where they founded churches
dedicated them to St. Martin and St. Bridget, and
planted the seed in the good soil, which for many
year prodaced the rich crop of one hundred fold.—
But the advance of time, and the progress of humnn’
licentious opinion, have robbed these nations of the
old inberitance; and at present the blackest form of
futel Calvinism Las discolored the intellect and steel-
ed the hearts of these once faithful children of the
Chureh, and covered the north of Burope with a
cloud of error, which, like o swarm of Jocusts, has
spread wide infection, and devoured the-entire living
crop of gospel perfection. Alas! there is one coun-
try still on the map of Burope, which has sunk be-
neath the shock of the infidelity of the sizteenth
centuty ; and that country is—commercial, scienti-
fic, invincible England. T need say but little on this
painful part of my subject; the ruined abbeys, the
crumbled churches, the despoiled colleges, the for-
feited lands, ahd the uprooted asylum for the widow
and the orphan—all forcibly, though sileutly, pro-
claim what their fatbers once were; while the new
communion tables, the gilded parlismentary steeples,
the strange ministers, and-the novel - liturgy . of the

present incombernt (an excellen: phrase), demon-

strate that a new rubric, a false altar, apostate

declining’years in ghedding their blood or in linger-:
: ing captivity; . And when he himself came, in -the !
i fulness of ages, to teach ilie 1ast lesson to men, he-
: selected the deserted cavé as the' roysl couch of his

nativity, was rogked in‘the ox's crib’ as the couch

priests, strange preyers, a wholesnle plunder of the
poor, have been substituted for the ancieut unity and
the charitable temples of the faith of Auvpustine. I
bave thus given a rapid sketch of the ruffled surface.

" of Christinn society since the great epoch of Chris-

tianity, Many a bitter and painful reflection " is . re-
presented to the ecclesistioal historinn as he glunces
from age to age, from country to-country, nlong the
mysterious -path - of time ; and the deepest carved
lesson whicl is read in this imperishable record, is,
thetwondrous Providence which raconverts and re-
stores fallen peoples—which still thus maintaing the
old inheritance without spot or blemish, and in' the
midst of change is not even reduced in itz unuiversal
dimensions ; like the boundiesa empire of tlie ocean,
it is in one place lushed into fury by the unchained
burricane, acd rises into” accumulated abger as it
struggles to.the very skies with the sovereign tem-
pest; in other places, whole kingdoma  of its waters
gleep in placid silence, not cven lifling a. murmuring

ripple on its glagsy bosom to distnrb the whispering -

zephyr and the glancing sunbeams 'that play in spor-
tive union on its liquid brenst. Bnt whether it- be

ark -and/itaball bid

DYfs Gt ortepening 1o calin, its dimen
JaTei{he skina; 118 has been dug into the earth
by, {ho'Maater Architect of nature, to 1ast for ever.
defiance till the, ,epngﬁﬂo:eatio:;
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-4$0°the chianges. of time, the revolitionsriof;emp

 the combined terrors of patnre; ! nttry-
an;Father,0'Leary, in a convérsation;}ie (once had
ith the.celebrated Ourran, was'askéd:'by’ Curran
i what Was-his opinion‘in respsct to exclusive salva.
tion 7 Father O'Leary ‘stated” thsidocteing- of the
ghuroh on the subjeet, when urran.made . angwer :
‘Well, Father O'Leary, you'being mueh older than I
am, will die’ before me; and 'as you will have .the
‘keys of Heaven; you will T'am slre; lef me'tn T4
would be much better for you, said Father' O'Leary,
‘1 had the Keys of the ofher place, and then I cou]d’
let you out” . In the midst of thege changing scenes
of the great Ohristian belief, we are atrested in our
hlstgmc observationg by the myaterious fact, that one
territory, placed in ‘the very heart of the earth, pro-
fesses the old creed in its entirety which was first
promulgated from the Mount. Rome, which was
once the mistress of the world in political power, is
now the seat of the boundless empire of Catholicity ;
the crown of Tiberius has been changed into the
tiera, and the successor of the Fisherman sits on the
throne of Cmsar, Three hundred thousand martyra
are buried at Phe Colosseum ; fifteen millions of mar-
tyred hearts lie round the walls of the sacred city;
the 50il on which Nero ruled, apd Oaligula ,sporte&
with human life, i3 crimsoned deep -and - wide with
the blood of the early suints; and & mighty army of
these spirits keep the watch doy and night before
the gates of -this holy cityto guard the bones of the
accumulated slain, to protect the altar of St. Peter
to garrison the centrnl towers of the Ohnreh, to send
rem_for_ceqlents and 2idto 'the' distant provinces of
Christianity, and to strike to the ground the enemies
of God. All nations have put on changes round
about this inimitable city ; but Rome never ! Baby-
lon is a deserted maraki ; Nineveh a heap of rubbish ;
Palmyra presents some shattered colomns ; Oarthage,
8 Bmall green mound to mark the grave of the de.
parted cities. Thebes hasn few broken sphyuxes,
Memphis some ruined arches, to tell the Egyptinn
grean':ess of times past. All nations roand about
Peter's chair have grown old, nnd withered, and died,
and their very tombs are scarcely discernible; while
Rome flourishes in eternal youth, her armies vigor-
ous, her weapons polished, Ler strategy. invincible,
her resources abundant; while the monarch who
rules, and the throne on which he sits; are protected
by an irresistible law, sovereign as the imperial flow
of the tides, and restless as the revolution of the
Earth. Poor Ireland has ever clung to this central
living point of faith. The same blood that flowed
through the heart of Peter circulated in the veins of
Patrick and his offspring; and there she is on the
other side of the Irish channel, next deor neighbor
of England, with her fuce to America, the faitbful
da.ughter_of Rome, the invincible professor of the
ancient creed, without u stain upon her name, with-
out treachery in her hierarchy, or disbonor in her
priesthood, and baving a congregation of Irish fol-
lowers that, during centuries of national woe, have
spurned the bribe of the apostate, spurned the, ter-
rors of banishment, or met the steel of the tyrant
with o shock of mocking defiance. In the time aof
Cromweu_n. poor fellow named Riley, rom Droghe-
da, wasg tried for rebellion, and was, of course, found
(what i3 called) guilty. An Eoglish judge, pamed
l%runford., perhaps the ugliest human being that ever
lived—his face seemed to be made up of -4 compound
of equal parts of mustard, ginger, and mortal sin—
this ugly brute asked the brave Drogheda man (and
there's many a brave heart in Drogheda), if he any-
thing to say before sentence of death should be pass-
ed. Riley replied, " Yes, I have ore request to make,
which is, that your lordalnp will not be buried with-
in four statute miles of me, in order that when the
trumpet of St. Michael calls all the dead to judp-
ment on the day of general resurrection, I will have
time to put my own head on me before you can come
to my grave, as I am gure you will never go throagh
eternity with that ugly face upon you, if you cac
pick up any dacent head iu the place of it.” Yes,
Ireland_ stands alone on the map of jhe world for
pre-eminent natural virtue und for undying uational
fidelity. There is no record of any other people
which can even bear a remote comparison with the
history of Ireland, for her amount of national suffer-
ing, fm- her broken resistance through ceaturies of
religious persecution, and for the incredible and suc-
cessful courage with which she has maintained the
liberty of her children and the purity of her creed.
Every means whick diabolical ingenuity could de-
vise bave been tried for ages, and have failed- ba-
nisbment, confiseation, death, have been employed in
vain—poverty =nd emaciating natiopal contempt
ha.ve' been resorted to, and failed—bribery and. ky-
pocrisy have been put into requisition, and failed—
poisoned education and governmental patronage
have been enlisted agninst us, and failed—Iastly,
they made the experiment of converting Ireland by
English ontmeal and ox-tail soup, and this system
has also failed. They fancied that if they could put
new flesh on the old bones of lreland, they might
therefore feed her into Protestantism ; but they might
as well fatten the rocks of Connemara as put bibli-
cal flesh on the bores of St. Patrick. Therefore this
"Smithfield scheme of stall-feeding Ireland into Lu-
theranism has utterly failed, and the last persecuting
trick of ten thousand plans of iniquity is banished
from Irelnnd after six or seven years of painful and
cruel persecution. But alas! poor Ireland ! my be-
loved country! her children are flying from their
native hills a8 from a place of plague ; neither the
ties of home, the bonds of kindred, the terrors of fo-
reign climate, the appaling disnsters at sca, can de-
tain or deter the untortunate Irish race: from leaving
the region of famine and persecution. When I went
on board the emigrant ghip in the Mersey, 'as I al-
ways have done, to cheer and bid a last farewell to
my poor countrymen, my heart often ‘melted with
pity when I saw the old tottering grandfather, with
his long: white bair, his furrowed Irish face, and his
distressing looks of woe, carrying his little grand-
child.on his back—the .child holding the collnr of
his grandfather’s old ragged contin his tender chill-
ed hands, with his little naked legs banging in front,
9xpo§ed to the biting frost—and hunger ‘and grief
in his pitiful poor face, as the old man "carried the
little fellow along the deck of the fatal ship, which
to-day leaves the Mersey under the full seil of swol-
len white canvas, but ‘which on to-morrow resem-
bles an ocean hearse, earrying white funeral plum-
age, and -conveying living hundreds to be'consigned
to a premature watery grave, their burial dirge be-
ing chounied by the wild voice of angiy nature,
amid the crashing horrors of the yawning deep, the
lngt ngonised heart-rending shrieks of mother, wife,
oand:child; and the flashing, moaning terrors of the
widnight tempest. R T )
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IRISH INTELLIGENGE,

Tre GoveRNMENT Lanp Bii.~In " lengthened
pastoral issued to the clergy of Cloyne:by the Rt
Rev. Dr. Kane, the Land Bill of the, (Governmeont,
among & variety of political topics, is brougli under
review. Dr. Kane, like Mr, 0'Oonnell, is willing. to
accept the measire, subject to improvements, as a1
instalment: of justice to Ireland. Hé .observes i—
 You aro aware, beloved brethren, that this moment
there is before the House of Gommons-a Bill brought
in by Governraent for ‘the setilement of this impor-
‘tant question. “If-orico passed into s law, it iwill be
'difficult :to changd or to distirb it provisions.—
Hence, while it is under discussion, youn-oght to’' be
the more ready to present your:petitions:in favor of
any " improvement whick to you it may appear 10
want. Among ite defects there are two that deserve
special notice. “The first is tho want of vy provi-
sion whatever to get compensation for improveménts
alrendy made, however useful they may be, and how-
cevor hooest and bone fide may be- the claim. It wad
snid with great truth that good policy may suggest




