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& & gtrange littlé episode, almost o~ romantic
¢, has oceurred during your absence, dear,

" 'said Mrs. Tresilian, for so -now we: must call
" her; “ Arthur has fallen in love with a young.
Iady, whom he has meb riding her pony among
- the green lanea near Padstow.™ -~ - :

"« Arthur—that mere boy. It won’t last

long, Di.t ' ' '

«T hope not, and so will you perhaps, when
I tell you who she is, and the risk we have
run; Mona Tresihan !”

“What, my brother Basset's danghter

¢t Yes, Arthur.” . .

«But the girl has gone to London with her
“father, and that will end the affuir. And now

to-morrow, durling, T must leave you by the
tram for Falmouth, whence I shall take the
steamer to Jersey, When I reture the car-
riage shall be sent on here for you and our two
dear little fellows, as I wish you to enter Res-
tormel Court in the state thut befits you,
‘though my uncle’s hatchment still hangs above
its porte cochere.” o

Next duy she was alone once wmore, and he
thad sailed hopefully on his errand. .

The hour she had pined for during cighteen
years—never so much as_after the birth her
“bay Arthur—when she shiould sink the dubious
name Lydiard ind be acknowledged as the wife
.of Arthur Tresilian, had come at last, and a
«thrill of the purest joy filled her heart. In
her anxiety for her children’s future she felt
.small sorrow for the death of the ectogenarian,
How should she feel ? '

His absurd pride had kept her under a
-gpecies of cloud for eighteen years, as a person
anknown to the world, as one even now to he
recognised with wonder—yes, perchance with
-doubt,

. The period of her life so longed for, not for
its wealth, but when she and her children
* should take their place in the world as Tresil-

ians, had come at lust. There are times when

.an hour seems long. Oh, then, how long must

days, weeks, and months appear, when they
roll into years? All time passes incxorabie,
however. 'While she sat reflecting thus her
.eldest son was engaged cleswhere, but not as
.she thought, with his fishing-rod.

« And you are going to London with your
papa ?” said he to a fair-haired and blue-eyed
girl,who wus elad in decp-mourning,and who had
pulled up her pony in one of the grassy and
shady lanes near the unsavory old fishing town
-of Padstow.

“ Yes, and we leave by train to-night.”

¢« And T shall sce you S

« Perhaps never agaio, Avthw)” replied the
-girl, with her fuce full of smiles and  tears, for
she was less affocted than her lover, I shall
never forget you, Mr. Lydiard, or all the plea-
Aant walks and meetings we have had, by these
green lanes, by the Bray-hill above the sea,
.and ever s0 muny place more.”

“«And you call me Mr. Lydiard? Oh, Mona,
can you leave me zo coldly ? 7 he asked, sadly;
“"may I not write to you in London ?

“ Ah, good heavens, no!” she exclaimed,
with all a schoolgirl’s terror.  “What would
mammasay ?  Aud then there is papal

It was delighttul to have a lover; but not
-delightful that the lact should come to the ears
-of such a papa as Mr, Basset Tresilian,

“Then I have no hope 77

¢ Yes, you have,” suid she, playfully tickling
‘his fuce with her riding switch.

¢ Oh, pume it, Mona !”’

“I have @n uncle numed Tresilian down
here in this country.”

¢« He who succeeded to Restormel Court, or
some such place 7"

«Bxactly, Arthur—the same.”

«Well 77" asked Arthur, little thinking that
.she referred to his own and wellloved father.

“Papa thinks we shall spend our Christmas
holidays with him—-he is so jolly l—and, some-
how, it will go hard with me if I don't get an
invitation for Mr. Arthur Lydiard,”

An expression of thanks and quictude spread
over the young man's face, mingled with great
sadness, for she added—

“I must go now-—must leave you, Arthur.”

® Oh, Mona! Mona ! it sccms so hard to lose
Yyou now !

« My darling Arthur !” exelaimed the girl,
giving wuy to a shower of tears, as his arms
-encircled her slender waist, and she permitted
her seft, bright face to full upon his shoulder,
But at that moment they were rudely inter-
rupted.

Arthur felt himeself scized by the arm and
:thrust violently aside by & grave and stern-look-
ing man ubout forty years of age, This per-
son was In mourning, and instinet told the
lover that he must be Monun's futher, He
seized her pony by the bridle—aufter darting
furious glince at Arthur, a glance not unming)-
ed with surprise, as he saw in his face o like-
ness to some oue, he knew not whom—he led
the young lndy away through a wicket in a
‘thick beceh-hedge and chut it.  Ere he did so,
however, he said to Arthur—

¢ Whoever you arc, young fellow, let such

tomfoolery cease. This young lady leaves to-
night for London. Attempt to write or to fol-
low at your peril; and I may add that we shall
dispensc with the pleasurc of your distinguished
society at Restormel Court in the Christmas
week.”’

Arthur's spirit was proud and fiery. He
made 2 spring towards the little gate, but check-
~ed himself; he felt that he dared not confront,

" in wrath, thé father of the girl he loved, and

50 he turned sudly and hopelessly away, like a
© good, simplohearted 1ad as he was, to tell his

mother all about it for he concealed nothing

from bher, but, somewhat to his surprisc and
chagrin, instead of sympathizing with his dis-
appointment, or betraying in‘dignation at the
¢ flinty-hearted father,”" ghe laughed merrily,
» smiled; and kissed him, thrusting at the same
" ¥ime into’her bosom a letter she had just re-

-ceived from her husband, - :
¢ But I shall never see her more, mamma,”

~arged Arthur, pitéously. : SRR
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«And she is to be at Restormel—is that the
pame ‘of the place ?” L
¢ Yes, mamma ; Restormel Court—a grand
place, they say. ” ' :
« At Christmas? Well, Arthur, and you
shall be there too, or your mamma 1s no true
prophetess.”

Dinna's husband had reached Jersey in
safety; and gone to the little secluded church of
St.——,where they had offered their mutual
vows to heuven on that cventual morning, so
well remembered still, when their only wit-
nesses were the parish clerk and sexton.

"¢ The poor old curate”—so ran his letter—

¢ you remember his thin, spare figure, with a
long, black, rusty coat diagonal shovel-hat,
galters and white choker—has gone to his last
home under the old yew trec that for centuries
has guarded the burial grounds. By a de-
structive firc in the vestry the whole of the
marriage registers, and some of the baptismal
ditto, have perished before the copies thercof
were transmitted to headquarters—wherever
that may be: but I have, most fortunately, oh,
my Diana! by the special providence of hea-
ven, secured the atfested copy of our marriage
lines, which the old curate made at my re-
quest from the defunct register. It was found
among his papers by his successor, and is now
in my possession—in the old scarlet pocket-
book, topether with my wiil, which I have
carefully drawn up in favor of you and your
boys, and signed before witnesses. I mean to
spend two days here. with an old friend, and
shall rejurn by the steamer Queen Guinevere,
which leaves Jersey for Fulneuth on Friday,
and which, by-the-bye, has on board a large
sum of specic coming from Iranee to Eng-
land.”

« % Friday?
thought the wife in her heart, with a sigh of
relic?, and aprayer of thanks to heaven. ¢ The
register of their marringe had perished " What
if the aitested copy had been lost? Qh, what
then would have been the fate, the future of
their idolized son — her tall and handsome
Acrthur, her merry listle dark-eyed Ralf ?”

Thursday passed ; Triday, too; then eame
Saturday, but no Arthur Tresilian, or Lydiard,
as she had to call him still at Carn Spern.—
There came tidings, however, that the Queen
Guinevere had left Jersey duly, but had never
reached Falmnuth,  Great was the anxiety,
grief and terror of the little fumily at Carn
Spurn; for there had been a severe storm in
the Chamnel, and mauny ships had been driven
ashore about the Lizard and Land’s End ; but
none of these were steamers, and a whisper be-
gan to spread abroad that the Queen Guinevere
must have foundered and gone down at sea, or
some trace of her would have been found upon
the coast. But all doubts were speedily re-
solved, when, on the -third day after she was
duc at Falmouth, Derrick Polkinghorne, cox-
swain of the Padstow hfe-boat, discovered her

¢ No, vnlo.,. never!”" :91)]16& Arﬁhur : s e

On Thursday I shall see him !”

the rock mear the lighthouse on Trevose Head.
How she had come to be stranded there on the
other'side of Cornwall was a mystery toall,
unless she had been blown by the late tempest
completely round the Lund’s End, and been
forced to run for shelter by St. Ives and Lig-
ger Bay. Much wreckage and many bodies
were cast on the beach: but, though none of
them proved to be thut of Arthur Tresilian—
or Mr. Lydiurd, as he way called—no doubt
remained in the anguished mind of Diana that
he had perished, and she at once wrote to his
brother Basset, announcing the event, her ex-
istence, und the legal claims of herself and her
children. ’

All this complieation proved very startling
to Busset. He knew nothing of his brother’s
Jersey journcy, though he ulways suspected his
seeret tics; but iznoving the latter, he at once
put his heuschold in supermourning, and took
possession of Restormel Court as his own, leav-
ing, however, no meaas untried to prove the
death by drowning of Arthur Tresilian, though
the name of Lydiard was borne on the list of
passengers.

The following day saw Diana and her sons
attired In decpest mourning at the Court, re-
questing an audience withi Mr. Basset Tresiliun
—her close cap and concealed hair, her long
crape weepers, and fuce deadly with pullor, an-
nouncing her reeent widewhood, which Bassct
viewed with a sneer, as with a haggard eye she
looked at the stiff ancestral portraits, the cedar
carvings of the stately library, the blazing fire,
the gleaming tiles and picturesgue furniture of
white and gold and erimson velvet.

She announced with quiet dignity, yet not
without doubt and much perturbation, thut she
came as the widow of the late Mr. Tresilian,
to ¢laim her place and the places of her chil-
dren at Restorme] Castle. He repiied cahaly—

“ You have proofs, T presume, of all this,
Mrs.—Mrs. Lydiaed 77

« Mrs. Tresilien, siv!” said she, while her
Arthur, in silence and bewilderment, recog-
nized an unele in the father of his Mona,

Alas! Diana had neither the certifieate nor
the will; both had gone dewn into the deep
with her hapless husband.  She had, however,
the letter reforring to these docwnents; but
Buassst, after a furtive glance at the fire, tossed
it back to her contemptuously, saying—

« I have heard of you before, madam—years
ago, too. My brother is drowned, and you are
now poor. I dislike death and poverty and all
that sort of thing; but I'll do what I can in
the way of Christian charity, and have your
hulking boys bound to trades, But you must
Teave this place at once; the ladies of my fami-
ly must not come in contact with—such as you,”
.. She rose, and left the stately house mechanic-
ally, with one hand on Arthur’s arm’ and the
other on the neck of Ralf; and she looked at
‘them in agony—the latter her little pet, the
other the stately king of the.playing fields and

ve {fmotber’s: grie : :
~l A@h@}‘ who felt himself  talled upon to E_hdo

“coming in grim carnest,

Gef; but despedt in the heart of

something—he knew not what.. A
' He spent hours and days.‘uipon the, solitaxy
rock above where the wreek lay, looking at the
spot with haggard eyes, Oh, if that shattered
hull- had a voice—had the dead thut came
ashore the power of utterance, the sceret of his
father's fate might be revealed; but three
months  had passed, and who could doubtit
now? Oue morning early, 18 he came to the
accustomed spot, under the grim shadow of
Trevose Head, he found the puffins scared
away and the solitude invaded :by others—one
of whom he knew well, Derrick Polkinghorne,
a bold and hardy native of the Secilly Isles,
where people spend so much of their time.on
the boisterous ocean that for one who dies abed
nine are drowned; and, by order of Lloyds’
agent, he was preparing a diving-bell to ex-
amine the wreek, as much speeie was known to
be on board of her. :

¢« Mornin’, Master Lydiard,” said he, for h
und Arthur had frequently bonted together;
¢ that's a gmart yatch outside the Lines, Sir
Launcelot Tresilian’s she was—DMaster Basset’s
now.”

% What is her name ?”

¢« The Bashful Maid.”

¢« She suils like a duwek I"

¢ She does. A, there’s nee’r a craft out o’
Cowes like that cre Bashful Maid !—'specially
when she's got a dandy rigged astarn; then she
hugs the wind beautiful! Just goin’ down to
'ave a squint at this here wreck.”

“Take me with you, Derrick; for gracious
sake do !” implored the lad.

“What on earth do you want down there ?”

“Quly a scrap of paper, perhaps, Derrick.”

¢ Then you ain’t like to find it, you ain’t.”

¢«] should like to see the dcck my father
stood on last,”

«T understand that, I doees. .Come, then.
I wonders as he went to sea in that craft, for
last time she left Falmouth the rats rushed out
of her in thousands; and they never does that
for -nothin’. But as for finding paper here,
you'll be like them as mistook the mild reflex
of the Tunar horb for a remarkably fine Stilton.
But here we goes; and now tuke care on your-
gelf.”’

With a thrill of awe.and horror, oddly not
unmingled with delight and a sense of novelty,
Arthur took his place beside Derrvick on the
seat that was plieed across the bell, which at
once began to descend. -Light was admitted
by convex lenses, through which were seen the
long trailing weeds, the ercepings of the oceun,
and now und then the seagreen faces of the
blackening dead !

They passed downward into the water, which
surged against the sides of the bell, and rippled
over the lenses, till they were close to the
bulzed wreek, Her starboard bow was com-
pletely rmashed upon the rocks; the cargo had
been washed out, and was still oozing forth by
degrees.  Already barnacles and weeds wore
growing on it, and dreary, dreary and desolate
looked that shattered hull at the bottom of the
sea; fnd Arthur surveyed it with tears of the
keenest grief.

¢ Suppose a shark stuck its nose into the
bell 27 said Polkinghorne,

¢I don’t carc if one did,’ said Arthur,

¢ A dead body ? und, by Jove, here’s onc
On his fuee, it's a
ma, Women allus floats on their backs;
how's that, Master Lydiard ?*

‘My nuwe is ——' but he cheeked himself,
for now 2 corpse, which Derrick had roused
with his pole, cume athwart the stage at the
bottom of the bell, and remained there,

Suddenly a cry escaped Arthur! The gray
great coat upon it, all sodden and studded with
weeds and limpets, he recognized as one usually
worn by his lost futher, and, longing to know
more, he implored Derrick to examine it; for
himself, he dured not move, or breathe, or
think ! Oh, could it be those poor remains,
half-devoured by fish, and flouting face down-
ward in the sea, were aull that remuived of® his
handsome and beloved father ?

¢ Hold or, lad, shut your eyes; and I'll soon
see,’ eried the vesolute diver, as he lowered
himself' to the loathsome task of examining the
remains.

Arthur dared not look ; but ere long a cold
metal watch was placed in his hand,

‘It is not papa’s,’ said he, with a sigh of re-
lief that caded in a ery of horror, for, as those
in charge of the bell begun to raise it, the
water surged within it and dashed about the
corpse, which came uagainst him again and
again, till Derrick, who was investigating its
pockets, thrust it with his pole out of the bell,
which in another minute was suspended over
the sunny surfuce of the sca,

‘See, Master Lydiard, I've found a pocket-
book into that poor fellow's overcoat, said
Dericlk,

“‘It's my papa's’, shricked the lad; ¢ his old
searlet book, with his arms and crest upon it.’

And in that book, safe and dry, were the
lost will and certifieate of marriage.

‘But, oh, moaned the lad, when he had
told his mother this startling occurrence, as he
sank half'sick upon her breast, <if that was
poor pupa 1 saw, he came from his gravein the
sea, mamma, with those papers for you.’

But the body wus soon known to be that of
a channel pilot.

Ere the end of that week Basset Tresilinn
had to change his tone,- and Diana and her
sons took legal steps to make her the mistress
and them the masters of Restormel Court.
autumn drew towards winter; but ere the sad
widow quitted Carn Spern, one night % carriage
drew up, 2 man alighted, full of bustle and ex-
citement, a well-known veice was heard, and
Axthur Tresilian, the elder, was olapsed in the:
arms of his half-fuirting.

Washed overbourd from the steamer, he had
been picked up. by o vessel bound for Cuba;
liis coat.had been donned by the pilot, 5o there
was an end of all the sorrow and ‘mystery,

Y

So, too, ends my story of A MEssaGe rroXM
THE SEA, - Co

-

Sol

. . ."PHE ROCK OF CASHEL..
.. The Most Rev.-Dr. Leahy has issued the
following document :— ' REN
Royal and saintly Cashel-I would gaze
Upon'the wreek of thy departed powers,
Not in the dewy light of mntin hours, ~
Nor the meridian pomp of summer's blaze,
But at the close of dim sutumnal days,
When the sun’s parting glance, through slanting
showers,

Sheds o’cr thy rock-throned battlements and towers,
Such awful gleams as brighten o'er Deeay's
Prophetic cheek—at such a time, methinks,
There breathes from thy lone courts and voiceless

. aisles .
A melancholy moral: such as sinls
On the lone travellers heart, amid the piles -
Of vast Tetsepolis on her mountain siand,
Or Thebes half buried in the desert sand.

[Sonnet on the Rock of Cashel, writien forty years ago
by the late Sir Aubrey de Vere.]

The Rock of Cashel is the grandest ruin in
these kingdoms. In the midst of the rich
champaign county of Tipperary, stretching
away from the hills of Kilkenny to the Galtee
Mountains, and' from Slievenamon to the Devil's
Bit, the Rock of Cashel, crowned with its
noble ruins, stands out to the eye the most con-
spicuous object in the plain.  To the student
of Irish history how deeply interesting is not
Cashel of the Kings and of the Bishops, iden-
tified as it is with the glorious memories of the
country as with the story of its misfortunes.—
When Irishmen revert, as they may with justi-
fiable pride, to the virtues, the wisdom, the
valor of past ages, they will point to the saints
and sages and heroes whose names are linked
for ever to the traditions of the Rock of
Cashel. Some of the events which took place
upon the old Rock, or under its shadows, werc
not of merely local importance, but were felt
throughout the land long after their oceur-
rence, nor even at this distance of time is their
influence altogether unfelt.  QOn the Rock of
Cashel the Kings of Munster had their royal
palace, und on its summit they used to be
crowned. There, too, S. Patrick Dbaptised
King Acngus, and there Cormac Mac-
Cullenan wiclded the voyal sceptre and
the archicspiscopal erozier of Munster, —
Briun Boroimhe fortified the Rock. Cormac
MacCarthy, King of Desmond, crowned it
with the beautiful Norman ehurch calied Cor-
mac’s Chapel, aud Donald OQ'Brien, King of
Limecrick, added the noble cathedral now in
ruins, within the walls of which the fimous
Synod of Cushel wascclebrated in 1172, When
the Normans were defeated in the battle of
Thurles, Stronzbow encamped near Cashel
about a centwry ind a half later Iidward Bruce,
brother of King Robert the Bruce, marched
with his army from Limerick to Cashel ; 300
years later again Hugh (’Neill, Earl of Tyrone,
after making 2 pilgrimage to the Monastery of
Holy Cross, met the Earl of Desmond at the
gates of Cashel; and at the commencement of
the great civil war in 1641, Philip O'Dwyer,
of Dundram, took the city, which, with its for-
tress, was for years held for the Confederacy
of Kilkenny, Sharing from age to age the vary-
ing fortunes of the country, Cashel possesses
for the student of Irish history a national im-
portance ; and, if the historie renown of Cashel
awakens the student’s and patriot’s liveliest in-
terest, certainly the pile of buildings, civil,
military, and ccclesiastical, towering from the
summit of the old Rock on a site of surpassing
grandeur, the cathedral, the Teampul Cormaie,
the regal palace, the fortress. the round tower,
all form a group of ruins which must strike the
eye of the architect and the man of taste as
;me with few rivals in this or perhaps any other
and.

“Shall thesc noble monuments of other days
remain for ever in ruin? We hope not. Re-
ligion, patriotism, love of the sublime and
beautiful whether in art or nature—cverything
dear to us forbids the thought. 'fhe commis-
sioners appointed under the Irish Church Act
are empowered cither to preserve these build-
ings as monuments at the public expense, or to
sell them, Who would think of condemning
them to remain in a ruinous state, till at no
distant day the hand of time should have de-
stroyed the last vestige of them? Rather who
would not wish that the noble eathedral should
be restored for public worship, and that the
voice of prayer and praise should once mere
rise up from beneuth its vanlted roof ?  Hence,
a committee of noblemen and gentlemen, with
the Archbishop of Cashel as .chairman, has
been formed with the view of purchasing the
platean of the Rock of Clashel from the Church
Commissioners, restoring the eathedral for
public worship, and preserving King Cormac’s
Chapel, with the other historical ruins, from
utter decay.” ‘

“ This movement for the restoration of the
Cathedral of Cushel, and the preservation of
the surrounding ruins, is by no means under-
taken in the spirit- of agarcssion upon the
Protestant  Episcopalisn  Church.  Nothing
could be farther from the mind of the noble-
men and gentlemen composing the committee,
some of whom arc Protestants, nor conld any-
thing be more opposed to the feclings of the
Most Rev. Chairman than a movement cal-
culuated to give just offence to their Protestant
fellow-countrymen. If the old Cathedral of
Cashel should be restored for public worship,
it would naturally, in a purt of the country
almost wholly Ronun Catholic, be for Roman
Catholic worship. It was sbandoned as a
place of public worship a.century ago, when
the Protestant Archbishop Price, having ob-
tained an act of Parlinment constituting S.
John's new church, lower down in the city, a
cathedral as ‘well as a parochial church, un-
roofed S. Patrick’s Cathedral, and transferred
the congregation to the more conveniently-
situated church of S. Johu, There appears
no  probability, then, - that the Protestancs,
especially with much diminished numbers, will
return to. the old cathedral ‘on the Rock; and
so-the only apparent .chance of its being re-
stored for Divine worship. is, that it should ' re-
vert to the .hands of the Roman Catholics.
The Roman Catholies wish to obtain possessien

Joft, and they are prepared to restoreit. . The |

Roman' Catholic inhabity ﬂ\\-—\\
CaShel_?‘-;l.iave_ nlrgé;fdy ~t‘#ken :fci.siogfinﬂ:ﬁe ‘;?);t of
by sending forward = memoria} to the hezfld b
the ‘Government—the Catholic laity of tl?f
urclgdmces.es of Cashel ang By concue v X
the inhabitants of e ity, and the Cr t,]m;h
clergy -of both dioceses huve authoriseda tll? i
Archlglshop, the Most Rev. Dr. Leahy, to ta‘;:z
; L . . ’
;;gsi 1’? their name for taking possession of the

“Therefore has the Rock of (.
mittee been - formed; apd nm?ds}(l)e:lti??yl.
Fhrgughout the world, and Protestantg tooo-lcs
invited to contribute to this gyand Dationa] Iy
terprise. An appeal is made to y]) loversen;‘
their native land, to all students of the hist :
and antiquities of Ireland, to aid in r‘cst,orin'.c:l'-Y
noble monument of mediaeval etvilization P'j d
sons of influence at home and wbroag i Ie-l-
land, in Great Britain, in Ameriey, in ,Austl..e-
Ha, (;n In}(\iiat,) are earnestly solicited to gig tlhle
o 4 y <l i

T Patrick Leany,
Thurles, June 10, 1871,

uThe following noblemen and
allowed their names to be placed R

D.l'ltt(..‘.e for purchasing and fcstorix:]; t;‘lhebc(«::?:?b
siastical and other buildiugs on the Rock ef-‘
Cashel, with the Most Rev. Dr Lcuhcr .0
chairman :— : ) ¥ a8

The Duke of Norfolk.

The Marquis of Clanricarde

The Earl of Fingall.

The Earl of Granard.

The Earl of Limerick,

The Earl of Denbigh.

The Earl of Dunraven.

Lord Castlerosse.

Lord Southwell, '
The Right Hon. William Monsell MP
Tervoe, T

The Right Hon. Richard More O’ Ferral
Ballina. ?

Str Dominic Corrigan, Buart., M. P. and
M.D., Merrion-square, Dublin, 7

Sir Vere de Vere, Burt., Curragh Chase

E. De l? Poer, Bsq., M.P., Gurteen,

D. C. Heron, Bsq., M.P. Fitzwillinm.str
Dubin, , 1isq., ) llium strect,

Aubrey de Vere, Esq., Curragh Chase,

n

Archbishop, e,

gentlemen haye
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IRISH INTELLIGENCE.
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. ADDRESS OF THE LADIks ov IrELAND 10
THE HoLy FaTineR.—The Ladies’ Committee
which had undertaken to organize the Address
from tne women of Ireland to the IToly Father,
met on. Friday the 20d June, in & Kevin’é
Chapel, Marlboro'-strect to present their re-
port and the address for adoption. His Emi
nence the Cardinal presided for a short time
and then requested the Risht Hon. the Lord
Mayor to take his place. The Lord Mayor and -
Dr. White, his private seerctary, liad accom-
panied the Lady Mayoress to the meetine —
His Eminence congratulated the Committeo on
the signal suceess of their undertaking, and as-
sured them that such an Address coming from
faithful Ircland must prove u great consolation
to the Sovercign Pontiff, swrrounded as he is
by treachery and bad faith. The Rev. P,
O’Neill read the report, by which it appeurs
that over 106,000 names have already been
affixed to the Address, and that £2494 ip
money hud been received, which sum reached
nearly £3000 before the wmeeting had termi-
nated. This is a large sum, cousidering that
no cffort was made to colleet it; on the con-
trary, people were told that o small contribu-
tion only would be expected from those who
could conveniently give it. The Address<is
exquisitely illaminated, in accordunce with the
best speeimens of ancicnt Celtic Art, the models
being chiefly taken from the famous Book of
Kells, Itis, when bound, to be intrusted to
the Curdinal for transmission to His Holiness,
—Dublin Cor. of Tabler,

LoYALTY OF IRELAND T0 titx Pore.—
We regret that a remurk made by our Roman
Correspoudent in his letter of last week should
have caused, aswe kuow that it has done, great
pain and annoyance in Ircland —and not un-
naturally, inasmuch asit has been understood,
we cannot but believe, in a sense different to
that intended by the writer.  For to secuse Ire-
land of want of loyalty and zeal for the Holy
Sce would be such utter injustice :nd such
blind ignorance as to facts that we cannot con-
ceive any educated person in Christendom
doing so even in his dreams.  We believe that
our Roman Correspondent meant no more than
to note the fuct that Irclind hud not followed
the example of other countries in sending De-
putations to Rome. But it would certainly be -
very unjust to conclude on this aceount that
‘ Ireland had done little or nothing for the
Pope during the late erisis. It was Treland
that sct the exumple of the movement whieh
hus been growing ever since, by beginning thut
magnificent series of indignation meetings
which were held in the latter end of last, year
throughout the length and breadth of Ireland.
We remember-that at that time a similar re-
proach wus addressed by our then Roman Cor-
respondent, and we think justly, to the Cath-
olics of England for their tardiness and appa-
rent indifference in. coming forward, No one
can remember the splendid Protest issued by
the Archbishops and Bishops of Ireland to
.their flocks in October last, the meeting of the
people in Dublin and in the provinces, and the
numberless letters from the Holy Sce acknow-
ledging the receipt of addresses nnd large sung
of money ferwarded from each Diocese to Rome,
without being, impressed with the faet of Ire- -
land’s foremost devotedness to the Holy See.
The fuct is;. people have their own way of -ex--
pressing their feclings, and they are net. to be::
‘blamed if they do not- all adopt the same means,
Jiach speaks, in its.own language and ‘the voice. -
of Ircland ‘was the first heard and - the loudest. .
‘But:if anything. conld prove the keen and-gens >
sitive loyalty. ‘of . Ireland :ito the Holy See.

would be the letters. of romonstranco; from:pe

;
e $17 !




