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* CHAS. J. KICKHAMN.
Nove A sketch By

Patriot, Poet and Novelist.
. J. F. Meagher.

“‘He 18 dead !’ and the heart of the nation
Pulses with passionate pain,
Becruse of the harp iie will waken
Never aguln .

It is more than “twenty golden years
ago” since I first stood npon the crest of
Sliab-na-Bhan—a bright, sunshiny day in
early autumn, with the yellow corn wav-
ing its heavy ears that dropped under
the weight of their rich yield, ready for
the sickle. Below at my { et nestled the
little village of Kileash, and the “golden
veil” stretched away from east to west as
fer as the eye could scan.

The scene was one worthy of the pencil
of Corregio.

And, as I gazed, the historic memories
of the old bill {lashed back upon my
mind. A few centuries.past, Cromwell,
standing upon its slopes, declared the
country to be “worth tighting for,” and
accordingly Oliver did fight for it, and
finally wrested it from the old Celtic mace
that had theiv homes beneath its shadow.
Its 798 associations came blended with
nearer memories of *48—the “iime ot
the hill"—when Thomas Fraucis Meagh-
er declared himeelfl willing to hold it
ageinst all the mercenary hirelings of
England.

This bright August day, two thousand
nien are on itssummit in public meeting
asgembled, all good men and true, ed-
ucating themselves for the onward march
of Irish freedom. As Dr. Campion sang—
Two thousand meun fot

Silvenamon,
Two thousand volces asking Heaven how
Ireland inny be won—
Won from the sickening thraldom, from the
serpent’s thickening coil

The lying of each slavering tongue its trai

upon thiesoll.

Ah, me! where are these fine young
men to-day ? Charles Kickham, Ned
Coyne, of Callan, John O'Cavanagh, of
Carrick-on-Suir; these, aud many more.
are in their graves. Captain Finnerty is
cditing the Chicago? Irish Tipperary Ad-

Ireland on splendid

" voeate, and Michael Hefternan is “doing”

e

PSS

the Irish editorials for a New York paper.

With the Clonmel contingent there
appeared, for the first time, & very dis
tinguished reeruit, and one who, in alter
times, figured with notoridus eclat onthe
swearing-table in Green-street Court-
house. The chair was taken by Charles
J. Kickham, and Pierce Nagle was clect-
ed secretary thercto. Both men met for
the first time, (as I believe), certainly
no auspicious destiny for either of them..
This was my first introduction to the
poet of Anner. When we next met our

olitical education wascompleted, Char-
es Kickham under-going a four years
“stretch in Dartmoor,” and the present
writer & more limited course of thirteen
nonths in Kilmainham. Thisg, be it
known, is your true British mode of
“spreading the light.”

And now a word or two to the young
reader of the present time as to Chayles
J. Kickham's antecedents.

In the little village of Mullinahone,
about the era of Catholic Emancipalion,
Kicklinm first saw the light.  Eduneated
inthe homely schools of the period,
Charles from his boyhood had evinced
an  enger desire for knowledge and a
thorongh love of nativeliterature. With
gunin hand and some interesting vol-
nme in his pocket, as he describes so
faithiully in “Sally Cavanagh,” young
Kickham traversed the surronnding
conntry, from “wild Glenavalla to lonely
Glenbower.” A serious accident, how-
ever, brought this pleasant mode of re-
creation to an end, and with sight and
hearing much impaired, he retired more
into himself and became entireiy devoted
to reading and composition. Into the
old Tenant Ri:ht movement he flung
himself with the ardor of a devoted na-
ture, and knowing the condition of the
struggling peasantry, more from personal
contact than Government statistics, his
contributions attracted considerable at-
tention. But Kickham, though o ster-
ling patriot to the heart’s core, had noth-
ing of the professional politiclan in his
composition. He saw too clearly that
our taskmasters meant to hold Ireland
by the sword, and that the nest of gov-
erning officials at the Castle were the
mere creatures of English statemanship,
and utterly devoid of anything like real
legislative power. Without for once
turning bis back on the cause of the
Eeop]e, Kickham held aloof from the

eaten track of stormy agitation, to write
pathetic ballads of brown-haired daugh-
ers of the Anner, wasting their pure
young lives far away from green Tipper-
ary glens inthe emigrant-thronged cities
of the West, He soongave evidence that

he was not deficient in the poetical fa-
culty, and even in his earliest productions
showed that he had not wooed the muse
in vain.

The literary halo that enshrined the
vouthful enthusiasts of *48, and gave to
their revolutionary theories no uncertain
stam >jof genuine creative power, flashed
upon the thounghtful boy-poet by the
Anner as a revelation from on high ;and,
though repressive measures, brutally en-
acled, dispersed that brilliant group of
litteratenrs into what was for many of
them a life-iong exile, their teachings
had at least found a responsive thrill in
that young hearl, from thence offered
upon the shrine of country. ¥From the
depature of the last of the Confederate
leaders in chains, to the faithful hour a
quarter of acentury later on, when he
stood ealmly in the same dock, conlront-
mg hisfoes with a smile of benign good
humor, Kickham, by voice, and pen, and
deed,“aided, abetted’” the manly doctrine
of Irish resistance « b mort.

At thistime the “old marble town of
Kilkenny” was the centre of great liter-
ary attractton.  Dr. Case had just com-
nienced the (elt, alittle weekly magazine
pussesssing merits of the highest order,
and for years Kickham’s pen enriched
its paged with ballad, song, story, and
essay. Such fine literary work as “Rory
of the Ml *“Poor Mary Maher,” a
truching biography of Fdward Walsh,
the ill-lated author of Mo Craovibhiv Cuo,
and many other beantiful lyries, hronght.
the subject of this memoir into deserved
prominence as poet and novelist.  The
Trish preople newspaper, which appeared
in the early winter of 1864, bad much in
it of the old fire that had but smonldered
under the st face for many aweary vear.
Gavan Dufly left Irelund 2 “corpse” on
the “dissecting table.” The writers of
the fiish People, of whom none waorked
with more persistent energy than Kick-
ham, electrified the “remains,” and, to!
once again half a million ol the blood and
bone of Ireland sprang into «ruted life
against their ancient foe. It isnot b all
intended to enter largely into the details
of Ins connection with the Irish revolu-
tionary movement of ‘Gt Abler pens
will delineate that period of our history,
and draw from its failore alesson of hope
aud earnest resolve. In this cursory
glunce atCharles J. Kickham’s political
carcer, [ ean lind noapter measare of the
man and his moile of dealing with many-
sided Irish «uestions than what he qnot-
ed from Davig, a moment preceding his
sentence of lifteen years’ penal servi-
tude—

“eiod of Fastice ! 1 sighed, Ysend your spirit
down

On these lords, so eruel and prowd ;

And soften their wralh and relax their frown

Orelse,” I eried aloud—
“Vouchsafe thy strength to the peasant’s hand

To huut thern at length from o the land. "’
With thespirit of this noble utterance
on his lipy and in his heart, oue of the
purest, noblest, and worthiest of the
[rishmen of our own day passed from the
dock into a convict’s cell.

To the broad stream of brilliant verse,
evoked by the political whirlwind of 48,
Kickham contributed nothing of note.
Indeed, he may besaid, with perhapsone
exception, not to have tuned his lyre
antil Iater days, when gloom and desola-
tion overspread the faiv face of his be-
loved EFire. “Corrig-na-clear” may be
classed as one of the happiest efforts of
Kickham'’s earlier style, and. ng in all his
efforte, he confines himself to the well-
known scenery of the Anner side, by the
foot of Slievenamon.

Oh sweet Slievenamon, you're niy Jdnrling and

pride,
With your soft-swelling bosom and mlenlike
abride!?
And he presages the din of freedom’s
battle with the hope that
The Saxon might hear
Thelirst shout of the onset from Uorrig-na-
Clear,
It is nlso from this dashing little piece
we catch aglimpse of a certain “Mary”
the poet's first conception of “love’s
young dream:.”

In “Sally Cavanagh” we have a gem
of theclearest water, and had Kickhan,
never penned another line of poetry, his
memory as a sweet singer would not die.

Alone, all alone. by the wind-swept strand,
My weary spirit sighs ;

Oh! my love, oh! my love, shall I see you more?
Oh ! my land shall you ever uprise ?

And day by day I ever,ever pray,
As wearily the years glide on,

To see your flag unrolled and my true love to

enfold

In that valley near Slievenamon.

Is there not musicin each line and heart
in every stave of it ?—the wailing of a
strong heart for his country and his love.
The vigorons word-painting in “Rory of
the Hill” needs scant criticiam to stamp

it as one of the finest “seditious” ballads

in the language. Davis’ “Sack of Balti-
more” evinces both power and passion,
and his “Fontenoy” us a battle-piece is
not inferior to Macaulay’s best work in
the same line ! Savage in “Shane’s Head”
is fierce and denunciatory over the trea-
chery of the Scots, and curses, as Ke-
hama cursed, the sept of M’Donald root
and branch ; yet withal, for its masterly
power of descriptive narration, the poem
of the rcbel Rory liss never been ap-
proached. The mid-night moon is Hing-
ing its radiance over the heather-clad
slopes of the Fentan-haunted mountain
of “fair women,” the bold Croppy startles
the timorous hare in its “form,” as he
seeks the rendezvousof his brother-con-
spirators,  Coolly and dispassionately
they discuss the desperate chances of an
armed struggie, and one war-worn exile
brings them happy tidings of succour from
bevond the ser. “By my sonl! I never
doubted them,” eried Rory, and he hast-
ened homeward to fling the toothed rake
scornfully aside and mount in its stead
the gleaming steel,

“Oh, for a lundred thousand of such
weapons and such men ! exclaimed the
poet, carried along by the power of his
owin verses ; and who amongst us, even
now, but will re-echo his prayer ?

The “Peasant (iixl of the Anner” met
with general favor on its appearance,
such capable litte rateurs as Col. Michael
Dobeny growing warm in its praise ; and
few will be found to deny it the merit of
being the linest rural lyric since Burns’
“To Mary 1n Heaven,”

Trre Tirsir Peasayt GiRi.

She lived beside the Anuer,
At the foot of Slievenumon,
A gentle neasant girl,
With mild eves like the dawn ;
Her lips were dewy rosebuds ;
Her teeth of pearls rare ;
And a snow-drift 'neath @ beechen bough
Her neck and nut-hrowa hatr,

How pleasant 'lavas to meet her
On sanday, when the bell

Was tilling with 1ts mellow tones
Lone wood and grassy dell !

And when at eve young maldens
Strayed the nver-bank alony,

The widow's brown-haired daughter
Was loveliest ofthe throng.

) brave, brave Irish girls—
We well may cull you brave—
Sure the least of all your perils
Is the stormy oeein wave.
When ye leave your guiet. valleys,
And cross Lhe Atlantle's foam,
To hoard your hard-won earnings
I*or the helpless onesat home,

* Write word to iy dear mother—

Say we'll meeb with God above ;

Andtell my little brothers

1 send them all my love;

May the angels ever munrd them

Is their dying sister's prayer”—

Aund folded in the letter

Was o brald of nut-brown hair.

Ah, cold and well-nigh eallous,

This weary heart bas grown,

For thy hapless tate, dear Ireinnd,

Aud for sorrows o my own ;

Yot tear my eye will moisten

When by Anner sidel stray,

For the lily of *‘ the Mountain-tont"

That withered far away.

It will he at once evident that the same
low undertone of sadness runs throngh
all Kickham’s work, bath in prose and
verse; a heart-stilled moan for his coun-
try’s lost nationhood aml the dark fate
of her exiled clildren. And is it any
wonder that it should be so, when, in
the brief span of fifty vears, he saw all
the golden walley of his childhood,
marked like o graveyard, with the roof-
less eabins of as fine a race as the hand
of God had ever planted in any land
under the broad dome of heaven,
~ Bub it is as the Irish novelist that
Kickham excels.  His deseriptions of
Irish life and character, as portrayed in
“Sally Cavanagh,” “ Knocknagow,” and
“For the Old Land,” the three novels
which he hasleft usin completed form,
arec as true as anything in print. His
simple, pathetic way of depicting the
Irish peasant at hone, is in marked con-
trast with the mean specimens of hu-
manity drawn by Lever, Lover, and
even Carleton in their caricatures for
the Fnglish market, and place him first
among the story writers who have the
gpirit of Irish nationality and the true
character of the Irish people in their
hearts and minds.

TIIE 1B. N. A. ACT.

The great British North Ameriea act now
adays isto buy abotileof B, B, B., and cure
youreelf of dyspepsia, constipation, headnche,
liver complaint or bad bleod, and Is an act that
always attalns thedesired resutt. ‘e

Modest bearing is very commendable
in a man, but it is no recommendation
Lo a lruit tree.—Lowell Courier.

Dr. A. T. Slocum’s
OXYGENIZED EMULSION OF PURE COD
LIVER 01l. Ifyouhave any Throat Trouble
—Use it. For sale by all druggists. 85 centa
per batile,

THE l’OPE’S FAMILY.

DESCENDED FROM RIENZI, THE LAST ROMAN
TRIBUNE.

The Roman papers have recently been
recalling some interesting facts as to the
family and birthplace of the Holy
Father. The Pecci family were origin-
aliy of Cortona, in Tuscany, whence
they moved in the 13th century to Siena.
Thence, having taken part with the
Medici in the troubles of the period,
they were obliged to fly; and under
Clement VIL (1378-94) they established
themselves at Carpineto, & stronghold in
the Volscian Mountains, and in the dio:
cese of Amnagni. Leo XIIL’s mother,
Aunna Prosperi, was a descendant of Coln
di Rienzi, the last Romnan tribune, his
son Angelo having escaped to Cori, in
the Vo'scian country, and there fonnded
a family, changing the naume from Rienzi
to Prosperi, as appears in a chronicle of
Cori, dedicated to the preservers of Rome
in 1631 by I. Sante Lauriente: ros-
peri antiquitus vocabantur Rientii ex
Nicolas Rientio Rom. pop. Tribuno.”
Befere the birth of the expected infant,
destined to rule the Holy Church as Leo
XIII., his father, Colonel Ludovico
Pecci, wrote to Mgr. Tosi, Bishop of
Anagni, asking him to stand sponsio, and
at the same time requesting permission
for the baptism to take place in the
family chapel of the P’ecci at Carpineto,
“ becanse the mountains were still cover-
ed with snow.” The Bishop of Magni
“ willingly complied with this most rea-
sonable request;” and for the same
canse--Lhe inclement season, which rend-
ered the mountain journey difticult he-
tween Anagni and Carpineto—he deput-
ed the Canonico Don Jincinto Caporossi
to represent him at the baptismal font,
and he himsell’ dictated the names;
Vincent, Joachim, Raphael and Aloysius,
which were given to the new-born boy
on March 4, 1810, The register of bapt-
ism is thus drawn up: * Anno Domini
1810, die 4 martii hora 16, Rdmus Micliel
Gatoni can. theologus sacrosanct:v bas-
ilicie eathedralis Anagniae, de mei infra
licentia, baptizavit infantem  natum
nndins  terting hora prima noctis ex
illmis dmis Ludovico Pecei et Annan
Prosperi conjugibus hujus parociaie 8.
Nicolai, cul imposita fuere nomina Vin-
centius, Jonehinus, Raphael, Aloysius,

Jompatres fuerunt illmus et rmus dmuns
Joachimus Tosi episcopus Anagninus,
cujus nomine de fonte levavit adni rmus
dmus, Hiacyntus cancus Caporossi, ut ex
mandate Caudida Pecel Caidarozzi, in
tidem cce. Zepbyrinus Cima, viear, cur,”
The old palace of the Pecci family is
situated on nhill and has nothing newer
than the 1Gth century about it. Theen-
trance is from u dark porticoat the end
of which is the massive door opening
upon 1 broad staircase of stone.  Ounthe
first loor are the series of sprcious rooms
onthe planof all Italian palaces; the
arge ante-room with the pontificul ca-
nopy aud cont of arms ; the crimsonroom
wilh ancestral portraits ; the long rect-
angular salon hung with tapestries, and
furmshed with ancient settees and arm-
chairs, and inlaid tables. Rococo mirrors
adorn the walls and the Pope's bust in
marble stands upon a console at the end.

To the lett of this salon is the litile
chapel where the Pope was baptized and
where he has several times celebrated
mags.  The State bedrooms are also on
this first lloor and one of them is called
the “Camern di Monsignore,” as it was
cecupied by his Holiness when a prelate,
Iteturning to the great aute-room there
is on the other side another spacions
room called the hall of the fireplace, from
the fact of ils being provided with one,

Here there is more ancient furniture,
and the portrait of the Pope when Nuncio
in Belgium.  Next comes the dining-
room, from which a ilight of stairs leals
up to anotherset of rooms in one of
which Leo. XILI. was born. A 1ong Latin
inseription  commemorates  the  facl.
(From “ Faols.”)

—_——

Three Things to Remember.

Hood's Sarsaparilla has the mast MERIT.

Hood’s Sarsaparilin has won unequalled
SUCCEsS.

Hood's Sarsaparilla accomplishes the great-
est CUREN,

Is it not the medlelne for you ?

Constipation ts eaused by loss of the peris-
taltic action of the bowels. ITlood’s Eills
resore this actlon and invigorate the liver,

The man who always has an ax to
grind rarely ever uses it in any other
way . —Dallas News,

Dyspepsia in its_worst forms will yield to
the use of Carter's Litlle Nerve I'iils, aided by
Carter's Little Liver 1’ills, They not only
relievn present distress but strengthen the
stomach and digestive spparatus




