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_spectator of, this simple group:-“His: presel
vas. quickly., perceived, and ‘the”isongand the
u?wtv.«,,-.l.'\‘ul,u‘.ﬂ, Lol . " eves were
aughing gossip,were hushed, while alt eyes w
urped ‘wonderingly uwpon bim. Merrily he de-
“'scended Abe grassy bank, and with -a‘gay good
“'bumor dissipated the momelary constraint which
~bis approach hed-cbvicusly produced; and so,
ere'a minute had well elapsed, the merry voices
and merrier laughter were mingling pleasantly as
before.. 'Good-humoredly he complied with the
laughing solicitation of a buxom, barefooted girl,
and from the ¢ noggin’ she presented, tusted the
warm “néw milk, and then, with provoking
special pleading, affected ‘to resist the unanimous
decision, that he must ¢ pay Iis footing;’ which
at last he did, however, and ‘with a liberality
which raised him at ooce to the pinnacle of po-
pularity. i

But whide all this was passing, tbe object
whieb alone bad interested him, the beauu‘ful
girl, ere he bad yet exchanged one word wilh
-her, while for a moment his eyes were turned
another way, had withdrawn—was gone. He
looked round in the pettishness of disappowtment
and mentally wishing the whole party—we need

. not say. where—be climbed the green bushy bank
again, and saw a'little before bim; greatly to his
comfort, the retreating form of the graceful girl
in the cloak, as she pursued the path towards
the castle, among the knotted branching roots
and lichen-covered trunks of the old trees,
through whose devious arcades the dusky golden
light was streaming. In a moment he was at
ber wde, _

* Pretly maiden,” said be, with som‘ellupg at
once of gaiety and respect, ¢are you going to
Glindarragh Castle ?

1 am, sir,’ she answered gently.

: And so am I, he continued gaily, ¢ and, with
your permission, I shall walk beside you — that
is, if.you bave no objection,” be hesitatingly
added. :

She looked surprised, then slightly blushed,

and with a geatle smile, which showed a httle
even row of pearly teeth, she said, with a beau-
tiful embarrassment and simplicity—

« Qb no, sir, 1’m sure 1 coulda’t; you're very
welcome, sir, 1o go with me.

¢ Many thanks, and true ones, my fair maiden,
for saying so,’ he replied. ‘And wbat may your
business be in that dismal old place, and so near
the mghtfall tool—are you not afraid to walk
alone at Jusk among these lonely places?’

« No, o1t she answered, with a melancholy
smile—¢ no harm ever happened me, and P not
afraid ; T am going up to the castle, to the young
lady ; she is very good, sir—oh, very good, sir—
ob, very good ; she was always kind to me, and
likes me 10 be with her.’

¢ And where does you father live 7’ inquired
be, with increasing interest,

: My father is dead, sir,’ she answered, with
melancholy getleness.

*And your mother? he added, in a softer
tohe.

¢ She is dead, sir; J have no mother, and no
father,’ she answered, mourafully.

¢ An orphan, so young, so very beautiful !’ he
thought, as he looked with, a deep emotion of

-~ pity upon the girl. )

* Ané have you ro brothers or sisters 7’ be in-
quired. ' )

. *No,sir; I never bad a brother or a sister;
my mother died when I wasa liule child, and
my father soon after. I scarce remember them,’
answered she, encouraged by the obrvious interest
with which her replies were listened to. < This
is the way, sir,’ shie conlinued, as she turned the
key in a little wicket which opened from tlie or-
chard iuto the garden of which we bave already
spoken.

Entering its shadowy bedges with a sigh,
Percy Neville continued—

* And you, pretty maiden, what may be your
name ?

¢ Phebe, sir, Phebe Tisdal,’ she answered mo-
destly.

¢ And have you no kindred, my pretty Pbebe—
no relations to take care of youand to love you?

¢1 have an uncle, sir. I live with him at
Drumgunniol, where I was born,” she answered..

‘Well, my pretty Phebe,” said be, as they
reached the httie sally port, which gave admus-
sios (rom the garden fo the castle yard, ¢ IThope
1 shall often see you while I remain bere, and if
ever the time shall come when you peed a friend
remember Percy Neville.’

The young man spoke, perbaps, with a ceeper
earnestness than be intended, and the girl looked
up n his face, with an expression of wonder in
her deep, soft, dark grey eyes, and encountering
ns bold gaze of admiration, she lowered them
again with a heightened color, and an expression
at once of pain and sadoess, Their tete-a-tete
was now ended, and we shall leave them for a
time (o tury to that quaint dwelling-house of
Drumgunniol, of which the beautilul Phebe Tisdal
had just spoken in her own sad, silvery accents.

~ Ou the same day, at the same sunset hour, 2
thort, bow-legged, square-built man, appeared
some years in advance of three-score, with a
large, deeply furrowed, and somewhat pimply
jace, a massive nose of glowing purple, two small
grey, sqiinting eyes, 2nd a countenance expres-
sive, in po ordinary degree, of gloom, determina-
tion and ferocity, passed forth into the open
country, having carefully latched the gate, which
gave admission to his parrow farm-yard, com-
passed by a high wall and strong stone-built
offices on three sides, and closed upon the
fourth by a talf, narrow, and massively construct-
ed stone dwelling-house of three stories high,
with chimney-stacks as ponderous as watch-tow-
ers, rising at each gable, and flagged roof of his
spug and well-built tenement.

He was dressed in grave-colored habiliments,
somewlat coarse and very rusty, and wore a
short black cloak and high-crowned bat, with a
very plain and narrow rim of shirt collar, lyng
fiat upon the neck of his doublet. In his broad
and muscular hand, winch might more meetly
bave grasped a halberd or 2 musqueteon, he car-
ried a crutch-bandled cane ; and, as he - pursued
his way, bis pace was firm and deliberate—nay,

- even pompous—though the masculine and sinister
character of his somewhat bloated visage, which
carried upon 1t the legible traces of early intem-

pers

sternness; in'a very striking and “uopleasant. =5ie.-
gree, effectually qualificd any tendency “to ridi-
cule, which bis consequentia) gait, and square and
ungainly form, as well as his peculiar garb, might
else have jospired. . .- -

‘Closing the ‘wicket carefully behind bim, as we
bave said, this figure pursued the winding foot-
path which led through the then Wooc.led fields
towards the bridge and castle of (Glindarragh,
which lay somewhere about the long half of an

rish mile away. Ungladdened even jor & mo-
ment by the rich expanse of sunset scenery which
spread . before him, the eye of this morose and
gloomy man rested, for the most - part, upon the
.ground, as if in sullen contempt of the beauties
with which smiling nature greeted his advance—
or occasionally darted a quick and jealous glance
at exther side, as the cepricious track which he

wood, or into the lap of some gentle hollow ;—
until .at last the lonely and. shattered ruins of
Glindarragh Abbey rose close before bim ; its
roofless gables and tall stone-shafted windows,
and grey ivied walls, ascending [rom among the
fern and nettles, and spreading their long sha-
dows over the sward, showed additionally mourn-
ful and solemn in the dim glow of evening, whose
level ragiance gilded the grass-grown summit of
many an lumble mound, and turned itsgrey head-
stone to dusky red, and shone and ghticred,
fashing and glowing like warm fire upon the bur-
nished leaves of the rustling ivy.

As the old man approached these time-worn
walls, ttrough which his path wound its devious
way, there arose in Ius imagination sundry con-
jectures, in which, from congenial association
long grown into inveterate habit, he pleasantly
indulged as often as he found himseif beneath s
melancholy shadow. TTow much of hoarded gold,
of ancient plate, of jewelled reliques, might lie
deep and dark under the foundations of that des-
erted pile, bidden in the season of danger, and
deposited by its long-exiled and scattered owners,
secure in leaden chests, and deep in the yellow
mould, there to rest untroubled by bar or mat-
tock, until time shall be no more.

Such speculations, though woven of the flim-
siest dreams of fancy, bad yet an interest keen
and absorbing, for the sombre being who trod
the old ruin, and often would he ponder and
pause, as he pursued bis lonely way, to calculate
in what spot the crafty caution of the old monks
would most securely, and with least suspicion,
have secreted the buried treasure. - Such pleas-
ant, though somewhat tantalising visions, had now
again filled is miod, as Jererniah Tisdall, the:
puritan proprietor of the grange Drumgunniol
found himsell once i1nore ainong the,silenl_ arches
of this ancient building. Slackening his pace
to indulge still further these inloxicating rumi-
pations, which stole over his senses like the en-
chantment of opium, Tisdal looked wistfully,
pow through some gap in the ruined walls, now
into the low arched doorway of some narrow
chamber, the use of which, uniess for some such
purpose as tbe mysterious one with which bis
thoughts avere busy, be could not dsvine; now
peering through ‘some tall 1vy-wreathed window,
and again.under some dark and low-browed vault ;
and. while he thus amused himself, stll, though
loiteringly, advancing upon lis course toward
Glindarragh bridge, his attentien was arrested,
in a sudden, and by him.a most unwished-for man-
ner, by the apparition of a human form.

On locking through a narrew sht into a small
chamber, whose roofiess walls fully admitted the
light, he beheld, seated near the door, and busily
discussing some “crusts of bread and an onion,
and with a leather-cased flask beside him a man
whom he instantly. recogmsed, and at sight of
whom he felt for a moment so overcome with
horror ‘and dismay, that, had the fiend “himself
risen up before him in that awful place, he could
not bave been more. overwhelmed and paralysed
with terror. The man whose sudden appearance

‘had wraught this terrible revulsion in the feelings

of the -proprietor- of Drumgunniol, though not
very prepossessing in bis outward aspect, was by’
no means hideous enough .to dismay 2' man of
TisdaPs fiem nerves.  He sat upon a low stone
by the chamber door, his provisions in a blue
handkerchief between his knees, and his flask
by his side ; his clothes were-not of the coarse:
cioth used by the Irish peasantry, but like the
cast-oft finery of gentility in make and texture,
and ‘reduced, by overwear and exposure, t9 a
qmass of rags and squalor. . This' tattered figure
was that of a man of middle stature, pale and
spare, and rendered peculiarly remarkable by a
broad deep scar, which, traversing his visage
from the nght eye to the corner ol the mouth,
crossed the nose in its passage, and-had reduced
the bridge of that promineoce to a distorted and
unsightly level. Such a countenance, with its
ineffaceable furrow, and partially flattened sory
nose, was too remarkable io be easily mistaken
or forgotten, and Jeremiab Tisdal, n full recog-
nition, gazed upon it with an aspect alinost of
despair ; while from bis red face—nay even from
his purple nose—the blood receded, leaving noth-
ing but a straggling net-work of livid threads,
streaking the sallow cadaverous flesh, from whose
every pore the cold sweat was starting, to indi-
cate the region where the fiery purple of lis
visage lad most fiercely predominated. With
unutierable lorror Tisdal cootinued for a full

who, wholly unconscious of the absorbing con-
templation of which he was the object, con-

good-will to address himself to tbe homely riands
before him. It was an effort such as . that with
which the victim of mghtmare at lenpth dispels
the frightful illusion wlich bas held him its fasei-
nation, that Tisdal withdrew limself from the
narrow aperture through which be bad bebeld this,
to his eyes, most terrific spectre,and instinctively
pressing bis hat down upon his brow, so that the
broad leaf shaded his livid features, and muflling
the lower part of his face in the foids of his
cloak, he strode with rapid and noiseless steps
along the pathway. ’

+ 0 God, merciful and terrible,” he muttered
in an agony of desperation, when three or four

the scene of bis appathng discorery—¢1s there,

strtutiona}-daring,  and:

pursved led him suddenly,among closer brush-

minute or more to gaze upon the siiting figure,

tinned with uadiminmshed attention and upabated :

bundred yards had interposed between him and
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RO s no’ pardon -for -ie:?:What fear="
ful curse pu me, that:even- here,” buried " in.
the wild inhospable recesses of a'savage and
perilous ‘country,”I cannot escape the dreadful
doom that pursues “‘me. - Gracious God, is not
the anguish of remorse; are not the pangs of
fear, and the terrible images of memary, torment
sufficient, that thou must send thine incarnate
avenger, after ten long years, to dog me—ta de-
strov me? Yes; I am accurséed of Ged—lor-
saken—struggle as 1 may - given over for ever
and ever to ibe evil one.’

He gnashed bis teeth in unutterable anguish,
and then stamping ' furiously upon the ground, he
abruptly stopped short, and turned fiercely to-
ward the mouldering ruin, which lay in all its'so-:
lemn and melancholy repose belind bim,

¢ Yes, the lie is cast,” said he, while the fear-
ful agitation of the moment before gradually sub-
siled; and his-face assumed its wonted charac-
ter of firmness, gloom; and severity ; ** he has at
last driven me to the wall, and one or other of
us two must go down. Icannot escape bim ;=
the question s, merely. who strikes first..  But—
but, after ‘all, it may be but accident: Butitis;
I shall bring it to the test—anything but doubt.
Let the crisis come now.” © . . :

He paused again, opened bis cloak, and from
a buff leathern beit which enrichéd lus doublet,
he successively drew two pistols, tried:tbe load-
ing of both with the ramrod, touched the flints,
and added a little fresh priming ; then replacing
tbem in lis girdle, he slowly said— - -

¢ He may not know me,.changed as 1 am ;—
le may not seek me—well for bun 1f be do not.
T will enter the chamber, .and confront him, and
if it prove otherwise }

He said no more, but retraced his steps toward
the ruined pile, not quite so rapidly as he had
left it, and with a countenance, though less agi-
tated, fully as pale as before, end charged with
the black and condensed ferocity of a dark and
deadly purpose. Thus resolved, Tisdal walked
Leavily into the silent ruin, and diverging a little
from the beaten path, he entered that part of the
bulding upon which the door of the small cham-
ber, into which he had so lately looked, directly
opened. For an instant he paused as he ap-
proached the narrow portal, and drew one long
breath, -like a . daring swimmer, who stakes his
life upon one bold plunge into the prevailing sea,
and then firmly and collectedly he enterel the
roofless apartment. But the decisive mlerview
he cousted was not then and there to be. The
man whose presence had wrought so fearful a
resulsion in all his feelings, was.gone ; and with
a strange sensation, at once of disappointment
and rehef, he looked around upon. the deserted
walls, and up and down through tbe long pas-
sages and mouldering chambers of the old build-
ing. - The search, however, was vain; and tho’
he climbed the winding stair of the tower, and
looked down from the 1vy-bowered windows, like
some ill-omened bird shrouded from light, and
peering forth with wmalignant eye in search of its
proper prey, his scrutiny from hence was alike
unrewarded. ., . : :

- Buried in hisown stormy and remorseful reflec-
tions, his. grim and. brawny. personage; seated
bimself upon the worn steps of the spiral stair,
his elbows resting-upon his knees, and his heary
chin propped upon his clenched hands, while his
eyes, gazing racantly through the arched win-
dow of the internal. tower .winch ha thus occu-
pted, wandered slowly and. gloomily over the nar-
row cloisters ani the spreading yew tree beneath,
until gradually the mellow blush of supset inelted
into the cold grey of twilight, and that in turn.
gave place tothe misty light of the spectral
moon. 'L'he solemn ruin, with its buried dead,
slumbering in the silence of the night, and under
the broad cold moonlight, might well have awak--
ened in-the heart of the solitary occupant of the
abbey ‘tower some feelings of superstitious awe.

. The substance of fierce -and angry passions 15
accompanied with a depression -and gloom iore
painful far than the more agitating emotions
which have preceded them.: In Tisdals case
the stormy ieelings of wrath and terror “had ac-
quired a sterner-.and Jdeadlier character from 2
tbousund thrilling and appalling remembrances
associated mith the appantion which ‘bad evoked
thew, ag well as with the black and’ révengeful sugs
gestions of his own desperation. As these terrible
emotions which had go fercely shaken him, slowly
sapk to rest, leaving an awful stillness and blank
dismay behind.them, he felt in his solitude & horror
ahd’ s fear he bad 8carcely'ever kiown 'before. It
wag 13 though he bad’beon for an hour and miore un-
‘¢onsciously bolding close communion with the tempt-
er himself—yieldiag up his soul to the powers of tha
evil influence, snd had on a sudden emerged from
the awful presence, acd was nlane. With a chill
‘sensé of undefined fear, which he in vain attempted
to dispel—the Puritdn arose—glanced quickly and
fearfully around him, and descending the narrow
stair of the tell grey tower, entered the shadowy
cloister, and aceidentally encountercd, as he did so,
the old woman whow Miles Garrett bad so lately
commissioned with the sinister message which she at
once proceeded to deliver.

Tisdal, bowever, with his constitutional suapicion
and shrewdness, pressed her sterely but unavailingly
with close and searching interrogatories; but seeing
that the woman obstinately persisted in an entire
disregard of his further questioning, be moodily
turped {rom her, and pursuing the solitary pathway
toward Glindarragh Castle, he left the ivied cham-
bers of the ruin to Lthe more congenial occupation of
the bats and owls, as well as of the scarcely less
ominous sample of humanity with whom he had just
held such strange and innuspicious intercourse,

(1o be continued.)

i A GENUINE ANGLO-SAXON CALUMNY.
Frem the Irishman.

The Térnes is universally accepied ms the gigantic
representative of the English press. If English jour-
nalism recognises ils clnim to represent it, then Eng-
lish journalism is & very base and disbonourable
thing, indeed. S

_The rule of conduct with the Twunes is this:~to

: publish any calumoy, however atrocious, agninat all

who are too weak to resent the outrage, especially if
they be ¥ Popish priests, or foreigners, and then
sternly to reject all answer, remonstrance, or expla-
nation. ‘

We have before us now, even as we write, a recent
example of 1this infamous newspaper morality by
which the Times guides its eonduct. Our readers
will bardly fail to find it instructive. . . D

It is well- knowr that, of late, that _journal baa.
been daily filled with the most unscrupulous misre-
presentations of the affairs of Italy—falseboods un-
mitigated about lialian priests, Italian people, Italian
politics. Very recently it published & shocking slan-

St Ambrogio.” Priests, nuns,

1 bated 't

def.jabout & Romanireligions

of thé Moet abominable crimes, and, deet
ited to tliem for which the vilest-stew:
iteelf could:.not furnish a perallel.

Londod

Of course the whole thing wasan o

tter falsehood,.
bage and unscrupulons., A Catholic gentieman, Mr.
Lee, a merchant and magistrate of Manchester, wrote
to the Times, contradicting the abominable libel, and:
offering . proofs of its falsehood. The Edilor delibe-
rately refused to insert’st, ‘ o

This thing seeres 4t incredible at first thought:
but it is painfully true. The representative journal
of Evgland publishes 2 statement charging humble
priests, meek nuns, and. pure young girls just parted
from. their motbher's side, with crimes most revolling.
The borribly indecent charge is'proved to be uitérly
fnlse—adequate proof of its falsehood is offered —and
‘the journal ‘which circulated the calumny refuses
.point blank to publish a refutation of tke slander, a
vitdication of the uneffending persons so-outraged.

Let us hear what the reply was to which insertion
was refuged. ¥ Having in my possession,” says Mr. Lee
-4 the evidence which  gave a complete refutntion of
the scandal, I wrote to the Editor of the Times, fur-
.nishing bl with &l particulars. True to lis cha-
racter g8 & calumniator of the Holy See, ignoring
‘every principle which regulates honour'in pood so-
ciety, fearing to destroy the credit of his employe, he
refused to give nsertion to & denirl of the lis invent-
ed by bis ‘own correspondent,’ and permitted, as far
ag he wag concerned, the imputation upon tbe cha-
racter of virtuous and defenceless ladies to go un-
chellenged.” -

But were there any grounds for this atrocious ca-
lumny? None whatever.
no existence ; the wicked female pupils were never
born ; the nuns never had any pupils; and the
priests who, the Times said, were oblige¢ to run
away for their crimes, are respectable ecclesiastics,
still living in Rome. ' Your readers,” says Mr. Lee
to a contemporary, ‘ will not be surprised to learn
that thestory is from beginning to end a fabrication,,
and that there i3 not a shadow of foundation for any
of the statements. The convent of St.. Ambrogio
was never an educational establishment, nor had it
anything 1o do with the teaching or instruction of
young Iadies. The only two priests connected with
the religieuses (le Cuppucine) were the two confess-
sors. One a Jesuit Father, is now living at tbe Ro-
muu college ; and the other, Canon Patrizzi, (&
member of the same family as Cardinal Patrizzi, the
Pope's Cardinal Viear,) is also in Rome. So much
for the monk and priest who have fled.”

And, after all, it i3 natural and consistent that the
_flzmes,.having' foully Iibelled these unoffending nuos
and priests, should refuse them all remedy and repa-
ration in its Iying columne. They sre mere Italians
—mere Popish Priests-—~mere Popish nuns ; and, of
couree, the magnanimous Awnglo-Saxon journalist
may treat them as brutally as he pleases. He would
not dare so to malign a crossing-sweeper in a back
slum of London; for even the crossing-sweeper
might, with the help of the law of libe), and the ser-
vices of an enterprising attorney, obtain swingeiog
damages; but these poor priests and nuns are be-
yord the remedy ot English law ; and so the Anglo-
Sexon bully insults them at his pleasure. Mr. Lee
puts the matter well :—" Since I addressed thie great
Erglish organ of public opinion, an official contra-
diction of the report has appeared in:the Giornale di

- Roma, but co declaration, however powertnl, no

procfs, can convince the Editor of the Times of
bis duty towurds his neighbour, nor awalken him 1o
loftier views of the obligations imposed.- upon a pub-
lic teacher by truth and justice, religion and morali-
ty. He has e duty to perform, whether for a politi-
cal party or the English nation, he does it consist-
eotly and well. He has tbe Catholic religion to
bring into contempt, nations to defame, and no writ-

‘ér uges his theology, Ais history, Ais politics more

brillinntly and less scrupulonsly. The history of the
Times, unfortunntely, is the history of the. countfy.
Jt rivets the attention of the people to foreign go-
vernments, in order to blind them to the evils of
their owz,”

Just 8o, Falsehood and foul play sare the essence
of English policy ; and the atrocities of the T'imes,
merely reflect the iniquitous character of England's
dealings wijh el! foreign nations who are too weak
to resent inzult and outrage. ’

POLAND.
From the Jrishman.

Whilst the days go by and their issue is caleulated
as teeming with results, great in relation to the fale
of the world, it would almost seem thar men had
forgotten Poland. They look to the Eagt—they scan
the West with busy glance, 1If a sergeant’s guard is

moved in‘Italy —or a merchant’s skiff in Danish har-.

bours, there is-an elaborate: calculation published of
the probable consequences; but. the fate-of Poland,
a3 events go, would Beem to be decided by the last
cbarge of the Qossack 'savages upon her unarmed
people—by the last .gun-shot which sped o bullet 10
:the beart of one of her children.- . .
We bave long held to the creed that & pation can-
not be dragooned into éxtinction—we believe that
Heaven ‘and natural law are stronger than the neces-
sity of sovereigns—or theskill of diplomatists—we
have trosted tbut when the Divinity raised up a peo-
ple to poasess the lund which, He gave them, that He
never contemplated the balsice of power as being a
matter for which that people should be blotted vut;
but'we have clung .toit as'a holy faith, without
which the world would ben place of utter despair and
terrible suffering—that one day, it is decreed by Him:
—the wrong shall be get right. Thus we have hoped
in peoples, as we ‘have trusted in God; and from the
scaffolds where there patriots perished under the
hendsman’s stroke—from tlie fields of carnage wheré
they-were spurned beneath the hoot of power—from
the dungeons witere they have lain in chains—from
the tribunals where ihey have been condemned to
ignominy, our liearts had been lifted with an unfail-
ing truat in Bternal justice—that the earth is not
yet o cbaos, to be ruled only by tke cunning of Ca-
binels—the imposition of Parliaments—~or.the Coun-
cils of Kings ; but the spirit of wisdom is yet potent to
dispel the durkness which broods above the world.
So we have turned to Poland ever with a passion-
ate faith in ber fulure—so we have listened for her
voice 1 breuk from the silence of that prison where-
in the nation is guarded by German and Muscovite
—sure that that voice would awake the echoes nf Li-
berty! We have beard the cry which warked the
travail of the nation—but no response echoed back.
No response! though the world is filled with the
claims of nationalities—though the lips of princes nre
loaded with them and the tongues of diplomatists
are glib in tbeir utterance, as ever ther have been
declaratory of sovereign rights or popular fallncies.
Clearly the day of justice is not yet come! With
the 1ast Sob of the latest Polish rebel, as it broke the
silence around some desth bed in Warsaw--the in-
terest of Europe would secm to have ceased in that
beroic but unhappy country. Yet, surely thé con-
test between the nation and its oppressors has not
ceased, elthough, now it may assume another form.,
Stern unrelenting enmity upon the one side-—deapnir-
ing endurance upon the other. Poland is down to-day
—trampled and fettered—she is in that epoch of her
destiny wmarked by the reign of law—Russian law
and Polish submission. Symptoms of this state of
_thm ga-break upon us.- We descry them not 80 much
in the publicalion of these: edicts, which proseribe
Polisb Nationality in proscribing Polish customs, 88
we trace them in efforts to deprive the Nation of
sympathy from without. Itis oot long since it-was
told-tbat the Russian Government had applied to the.

‘Pope to.compel the clergy to leave ont of i their reli-

gious usage in the Churches. certain hymps which
were not acceptable to -the Ozar, because of the pa-
triotic feeling which they ‘kept alive, snd that the
Pope bad most firmly refased to scoede to snch 'a're-!
quest. We are now informed that Russin has pro-

N

‘Government there is more than we hear of,al
‘not more than we can conesive.!!'TH

‘premacy of ‘Russian authority
‘macy of Rusgisn officialism!

The female school had .

eorms which it is su posed, will :

an -

atisfyiithe cotntry. p 1 Will amply

3ehind “those meagre details of facts of Rugsiap
*ithough

of the'tyrant, the danger of the'p

tration of the land. The Russian's aword ig at the
beart of the Nation ; and his gripeis'on. its throat

But at such a time he attémpts 10 cut away one ¢y
tbe mocrings by whigh:Poland hag held!fast to libey.

ty. Before itg altars:the Nation 18 reminded of its

vanished glory—in'the sacred chants-of its worsy;

it has mingled its love for' Heaven and its prayer fo,
liberty with:the. same breath. To'aid in:his task of
trampling Poland, the Czar has sought of the spiriry.
&l authority to whom. the . Polish” people look fop
guidance, look - for refuge, look™for council—that he
would comiiand” the silence of the Church even to
beseech -the'aid of God for the consolation of itg
children. Denied of this outrageous demand, rebukeg
for its sacrilege, Europe is told by the oppressor that
reforms are promulgated with which the Poles ought
to rest contented. Wo cannot but inquire for whay
fresh invasion upon the the liberty of thig people ig
this announcement the herald? What new vigls.
‘tion of their rights—what preparation for new sacri.
ficee is foreshadowed by it? We krow not, indeeq .
but we fear the worst. L . ’

The rule of the despot never changes ALY moreg
than injustice ever becomes right, or falsehood ever
becomes truth, Here in Ireland, with the memories
of as bitleér 4 struggle for Faith and Nationality ag
that which weighs down Poland, we can sympathisy
with the sorrows which are hers. To her endurance
—to her effort—to her heroism—we have nothing 1o
give but the barren testimony of our love, gur re.
'gard.” “Ireland ‘bas no sword-to 1ift in behslf of the
poblest chivalry of patriotism the world ever beheld
—sbe_has no veice in the councils of nations~shy
has no armies to back her eympathies,

By a band as merciless—and ag iron as that whicy
‘has - stricker Poland-—we have also fallen! Sister
nations in suffering, weare allied by a common hope
Faitk in that natural belief in the designs of Proyi.
dence, in the creation of onr Nationality, sre poseess
in common with the gallant Polish people. Ours
has been o struggle of longer duration, indee]
whose noblest episedes Lave been lost, or perverted
by calumny ; but whose memory cheers ng still, when
we look away to an example of nationnl heroism
which brings back the reflection of the gallantry of
our fathers' contest with their oppressors, Honoor
to Poland, then—honour to the patrict cause where.
ever a patriot heart lives with its impulse !

IRISH INTELLIGENCE

Nxw CararpRral, MonacnaN.—Tte first stone of
the Cathedral of St, M‘Cartin, Patron of the diocese
of Clogher, was solemnly laid by the Lord Biskop of
Clogher, on the 18th instant. Tbhe sermon was
preached by the Lord Bishop of Cloufert.

The following appointments have taken place cop-
sequent on the death ef the Very Rev. Dr. Brakun,
P. P, V.G, Newcastle:~Very Rev. Dr. O'Brien,

'succeeds the Very Rev, Dr. Brahan, us Parish Priest

of Newcastle, and Vicar General of the Diocese,
Kilfinane and Ardpatriclt, become separate parishes:
The Rev. John Halpin, C. C., St. John's has been
appointed P. P. of Kilfinane. The Rev. Thos, Mt
Inerny, C. C, Newcastle, has been promoted to the
parish of Ardpatrick. The Rev, Patrick Lee, C. C,,
Kilfinane, hns been removed to the Curscy of Bruff,
The Rev} Mortimer Fitzgerald, C. C., Braff, hns been
appointed to the Curacy of Kilfinanoe; and the Rev,
Michael Ryan, C. C,, Kilfinane,. biss been appointed
to the Cnracy of Ballingarry.

Tae ArcumisEOP - or CASHEL 1N TEMPLEMORE.--
The Right Rev. Dr. Leahy, Archbishop of Cashel
and Enmly, administered the Sacrament of Confirma-
tion to over 500 children of both sexes, from the
united _parishes of Clonmore, Killes, and Temple-
more, in the Parish Chapel of Templemore, on Sa-
turday last, 12th inst. His Lordship felt highly
pleased at the proficiency of the childrenin the
Christian Docirioe, and before conferring the Sacra-
ment addressed the vast multitude in an eloguent
and impressive munner on the pature and effect of
the great Sucrament. [t was truly edifying to wit-
ness . the piety and decorum of Lhe female children,
who were all tastefully and becomingly attired for
the great oceasion. His Grace was assisted while
administering the Sacrament, by the venerable pus-
tar of the Parish, Rev. Dr. 0'Connor and his exem-
plary Curates.. His Lordship remsined at the resi-
dence of the Rev. Dr. 0’Connor till mext day (Sun-
day) when he held his triennial visitation in the
Chapel, which was thronged by thousands of tte
faithfuol, all anxiously waiting to ses and hear their
beloved pastor. The Rev, T. O'Connor having

‘preached a most classic and soul-stirripg sermon on

the Gospel of the day, and the mass having lermi-
nated, Benediction of the most'holy and adorable
Satrament wasgiven by the Archbishop, after which
he ascended the pulpit and brietly addressed the
congregatlon cxpressing his entire satisfaction at
tke gtate of religion in the parish, snd his comfort
at the piety nnd sense of religion which pervaded

the vast agsemblage, His Lordship alluded to the

necessity of a niew chapel end asked the prayers of
the people for Sir John Carden, who very generously
garve r.suitable gite for u chapel and also the mag-
nificent -subscription of £100 towards iis erection.

‘His Lordship concluded his very learned discourse

by exhorting ' the faithful to follow ic the footsteps
of their beloved and pgood shepherd, Very Rev. Dr.
O’Connor. His Lordship before leaving placed the
parish under the new Sabbath temperance luw, pro-
bibiting the srle of &pirituous liquors, which be bns
already established throughont the dincese with
such salutary effect.— Limerick Reporter.

Tus Cioncw or St. Convrrriie, Toray TsuAsD.
—We perceive with much pleasure that the conse-
eration of the church lately crected in this hereto-
fore spiritoally destitute locality will take place
on the 30th inst. About ihe middle of the sixth
century, the glorious Irish esint; Columkille, ob-
tained Dossession of the Island of Torry, and there
established a monastery, which continued to flourish
until desiroyed by George Bingham, English Gorver-
nor of the Castle of Sligo, in the year 1595, during
the war of Elizabeth with O'Doanell, Prince of Tyr-
connell. John = Mitehell, in his * Lifo of Hugh
O'Neill,” informs g, that, “ Torry wns then illus-
trious for its Scven .Churches, and the glebe of the
saint; and the Eopglish burned and ruimed both
houses and churches, plandered everything, carried
off the flocks and herds, and lefs no four-footed
beast on the whole island. Torry never recovered
that bidecus wreek, Tt i3 now bare -and dismal,
lashed by the howling Atlantic, nnd inhabited by
wretched fishernion; but still, by its round tower
by its stone crosses, and the mouldering walls of its
many churches, attesis the piety of holy izen, who
in dn):s of old made a sanctuary of that lonely isle.”
Such is'the desolation sncrilege has bequenthed to
that'sncreg place, where for nearly eleven hundred .
yenrs the incessant voice of prayer, and the harmo-
njous chant of choirs, nscended, amidst the oternal
murniurs of the Atlantic, in praises: to the Mast
High. Torry, which lies- to the ‘north-west of the
county Donegal, is: nine miles distant from the mein
Inad, and at present comprises upwards of five hno-
dred inhabitants. These five hundred poor Catho-
lieg were, up o a short time since, without a chapel
and “withont s residedt -priest, " They ‘depend for
their gpiritual ministrations: on: the - Qlergy of the
perish oft Tulleghabegly, to. which -the -island is &l
tached. The sea. which separates them from tho
main land; known as Torry, Sound, is the roughest
and most dangerous along tho rock-bound 'coast of
the : county Donegal: " In' winter, and: especiatly in
storroy  weather, all communication  between  the




