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FROM AN IRISH COUNTRY - HOUSE.

Mgs. Lucy C. LitLy 18 CatioLic WoRLD.
I.

From England to Ireland is u far greater
journey ‘than the mere crossing of the water
‘which lies between Holybead and Kings-
1own. Leaving the calm, prosperous, well-
ordered, and matter-of-fact country of John
Bull one summer’s day, we found ourselves
transported with an astonishing sense of
‘change, distance, novelty—all that consti-
tutes the differonce between nations—into an
JIrish seaport town, gay, bright, and home-
like, where poverty looks picturesque, and
the whole country, if it suggests want, at the
-same time speaks of good-bumor and kind-
liness. Kinygstown is all the fashion in the
summer time; “His Grace” of Marlborough
tad just arrived, stopEing a few hours on his
way to Dublin, and the pretty town whence
“George 1V, sailed long ago after his famous
visit wore an air of viceregal festivity. The
town fronts the water; a series of hotels

inted white or built of gray stone, with
rrim gardens and lawng, an irregular line of
villas, spartment-houses, and the like, may
be seen us we suil up to the fine granite
«quay, and the long white road, well cared
for and sunshiny in the month of June, is gay
with carriages, “cars,” and wagonettes. The
Kingetown journals are constantly announc-
ing tresh arrivals from the world of Mayfair,
and 0o place in Ireland is so frequented ata
certain season. From Kingstown to Dublin
the road leads through various minor water-
ing places which seem to consist chiefly of
bathing-machines and advertisements, the
long line of yellow sands being dotted with
those singular marine vehicles, while at in-
tervals stone cottuvges on the roadside are
labelled “Patrick Cloney’s Bathing-House,”
or “Mre. Dawson’s Bathe,’ or “Bathing
suits and machines to hire; no dogs admit-
ted.” All these establishments seemed to
have allurements for the gentler sex, who
wero congregated at every such point in the,
h road, in timid groups, prepared to
aush into the water or coming back with the
aid of the Cloney or Dawson machines.
-Afar out where the tide had ebbed, leaving
bare and green the sands and rushes, bare-
footed boys and girls were gathering moss
and cockles—the latter a sort of small, tough
«olam which abounds in these waters,and which
seems to us a very poor ani tasteless thing,
though it delights the British palate. Wit|
limpses of these gay little seaports, and
gero and there the interruption of a stretch
of quiet, verdant country, Dublir was
reached, and from there, later on, our route
lay to a distant country in the north,
There is a strange sense of failure and half-
davelopad splendor about Dublin; the wide,
‘beautitul streets, the solemn architecture of
<he granite buildings, the majestic cathedral,
the university, the evident intellectual abil-
ity and yot mental and political depression
of the people—all these seem strangely in-
harmonious, and one gets in some way a sin-
ular impression of a struggle, a constant
opeless lifting of the voice against something
which is evil. Of course such a feeling must
bo at this date the outcome of the past ; must
be, an Englishman would tell you, a mere
sentiment ; for Irish laws are now tolerably
good, and even Irishmen themselves ure
divided a8 to the moral and political advan-
tages of Home Rule should they get it. But
.you cannot efface the marks of the past; Dab-
lin, beautitul as she is, must speak to every
-stranger of something which has silenced
her, which has turned Eer best purposes aside
and given her the air of a dethroned sover-

eig‘l‘lr.

© left Dublin about four in the afternoon,
taking the train for C , an obscure sta-
tion in County Cavan. The day was perfect,
and the lights on hill and dale clear and soft,
without a touch of haze, but always a bril=
liant clearness which gave emphasis to every
outline in the landscape, defining the shades
of green, throwing out the colors of the blos-
soms on the hedge-rows, and sparkling upon
the many bits of lake, river, and rivulet we
passed. Now and then, as we dashed into some
station, wo caught sight of an old woman, the
“care-taker,” knitting calmly in the waiting-
room, while her grandchildren filled the
doorway and lifted rosy, dirty faces to our
view, stamping their brown, bare feet to
some imaginary tfine, or tossing a bit of
hedge flower with saucy fun at the vanishing
train. When we stopped, the old woman in
charge of the station would come out, knit-
ting in hand, fronting the evening light with
a curious puckered expression geuerally

gers descend, extending a friendly greeting
and a slow hand to some, S

“Is it yourself back again, ma'am?” we
hear her exclaim as a comfortable, smiling-
faced woman descends, with market baskets
on oither arm. !

“] am, then,” is the answer, “and no worse
for a bit ofgoinf, I think, ma’am.” And the
railway-porter, in uniform like the English,
bntunﬁ faded and threadbsre, comes up to
join in the talk; while an :’ntor girolc of ntm.ll

le, wondering, , and unkeapt, is

ned, and & p:o‘tt;.:lgrl in neat gown and

quite a fine headgear, but bare feet, arrives to
welcome the new-comer.
The evening lights broke up in a splendor
of reds and purples, fading into that wonder-
ful pale gray twilight which in Ireland lin-
gers uctil the stars are all visible in the sky;
not a touch of gloom was in the dusk when
we reached C———, and throughout the long
carriage-drive which tollowed there lingered
this ?ter-glow of day, broken here and there
by that singular utmos;:horic phenomenon
for which the country is famous—the mirage
—a token of warm weather, we were told,
iving to the wide, irregular country, with
its chance animation and otherwise unbroken
stillness, a weird, puzzling effect.
From C—— to B———, our destination,
is a drive of thirteen Irish miles (about sev-
enteen miles in English or American meas-
ure) passing through the town of y OVi-
dently a prosperous place, with hilly, well-
built streets and the usual characteristics of
every Irish town or village, the outskirting
paths leading to whitewashed cabins, the
shaded country roads, and a surrounding
peacefulvess in the landecape. Thence we
drove on past several so-called “domains”
marked by fine walls and gateways, the
house being always concealed by the abun-
dant foliaze, down a closely sheltered green
road, pas\ fine hedgerows, in at a white gate-
way under a bower of lofty oaks, along a beau-
tiful drive bordered with lawns and terraces,
and before us stood a fine grey stone villa in
the dignified and simple architecture of the
last century, with hospitable double doors
thrown open, lights streaming oat cheerfully
upon lawn and carriage-drive, and within the
comfortable luxuriance of an Irish country-
house.

“§— R ;" July, 1878.

This household, I suppose, is typical of the

best class of Irish gentry. 'I'he house stands

in a park about a mile from the little village

of B C——. It was built in the pre-

sent century, but Irish architects seem to

cling to the models of a hundred years ago—

a gray stone villa, firm snd substantial, with

a sense of light and coolness in summer-time

and warmth in winter; wide, cheerful win-
dows, spacious rooms, and furnishings at
once homelike and refined ; the drawing-
room, dining-room, steward’s offices, etc , are
on the ground flogr ; above irregularly on two
stories tho sleeping and dressing-rooms, all

full of that air of home comfort which so im-

presses Amcricans on foreign shores, while a
touch of high art has crept over from the
‘splendid England of to-day. Without are

lawns and terraces, beautifully kept, and the
never-failing croquet and tennis grounds, the
latter overlooking the lower terraces ; a belt
of deep green woodland and a stretch of open,
peacetul country, upon which hay-makers
come and go, the women in bright colors, the
wagons painted red, the men in dingy cor-
duroys but strong in figure, with a gay, bold
step and carriage which shows how much of
their existence has been passed al fresco.

At the back of the house are the flower-
gardens, blooming with tall, old-fashioned
shrubs and beds of dainty flowers ; boxwood
and laurel border the graveled walks, which
lead off into pine groves beyond; at the upper
end of the garden is a high stono wall built
in the sunshine, with apple, peach, and plum
trees trained against it in the foreign fashion,
their fruits ripening slowly but richly, and
the dusky foliage giving a tone to the garden-
beds, From the fruit terrace we can see the
“planting,” as the first foliage is called, of
the neighboring estates; a broad, green val.
ley beyond, dotted with small lakes ; clumps
of forest trees, centuries old; and far off
against the horizon a bit of Lough Ernc shin-
ing like a jewel in its background of lofty
blue hills,

Country-house visiting here in Ireland ha s
a peculiar fascination for us as Americans ;
thoro is much merely in the system which is
novel and interesting, The luxuvies and
comforts which usually belong only to town-
houses in America aro regularly expected in
an Irish or English country-house, and the
household management is quite pertect. Mis-
tress and maid, master and servant, are on
such admirable terms of self-control and dis-
cipline that year after year the household
can go on calculating to a nicety its vesources,
and teeling confident there will be none of
those outbreaks which disorganizo the men
age of 80 many American homes. Thero are
nine or ten house-servants, including both
men and women, all perfectly understanding
their duties and their positions; the butler
has been twenty years in his place; one of
the gardeners died the other day after half a
century ot loyal service in the tamily ; and
from the trim housemaids to the people in
the kitchen there is that air of respectful
comprehension of duty so seldom thoroughly
understood in America.

The house is full of guests, and they com-
bine various elements very pleasantly. One
of the number is a well-known author and
traveller, who has just returned from a soli-
tary journey of exploration across Asia and
India, almost as hazardous and eventful as the
African travels of Stanley, but tinged with
the splendors of an Oriental coloring ; and of
this ho gives us delightful bits of description
and incident as we sit over our afternoon tea
or late dinner, Another member of the party
is & young lady from Scotland, with a sweet
touch of Aberdeen in her voice ; she is of the
famous clan of “Koppoch,” and her hearty
Jacobite tendencies drift in agreeably be-

ending in » smile, as she watched the passen-

twoen the strong Catholicism and equally
ardent Protestantism of our hosts and hostess,

There is also a little English lady, who is
soon 1o set sail for India, that unknowan land
to Americans, but ing 8o intimate and
rsonal an interest to most British house-
olds, Besides these and the American vis-
itors, an Oxford professor is expected to
complete the group, which brings together
the most varied But harmonious elements,
while a frank hospitality and art of enter-
taining are combined inour hosts and hostess
with everything that is cultured, earnest,
and original,
The day’s routine begins with a charmingl
informal breakfast at nine o'clock, whic!
drifts on for a couple of hours, family and
guests coming in irregularly; letters and
newspapers are read and discussed, and plans
for the dsy are developed. Then comes a
morning of individual occupations; our hosts,
being both county magistratos, have various
duties outside the estate; our hostess has her
household to set into working order for the
day ; the guests amuse themselves with the
new books which are sent regularly from
Dublin, or with letter-writing, walking, o
gossip. Luncheon reassembles the party at
twoo'clock, and the afternoon is devoted to
riding, driving, croquet, or lawn tennis; six
o'clock finding us,without change ot costume,
in the drawing-room for tes. Dinner is pre-
ceded by the dressing-bell at a quarter to
seven, which disperses the tea party ; riding-
hats and knickerbockers vanish; half an hour
later a finely dressed company assembles in
the drawing-room, the procession is formed
and files out in solemn state, and the dinner,
that concentration of foreign etiquette and
brilliancy, begins. As in England, the ladies
retire before the gentlemen, when a dainty
silver punch service is carried into the dining-
room ; and tea and coffee -are served in the
drawing-room at half-past nine,

THURSDAY.
“This is fair day at B i
“Fair day?” echoes an American voice,
“How I should like to see a real Irish fair !”
“Itis not at all what it used to be in the
good old times,” said our host; “still it
might amuse you.”

This was at breakfast this morning, and we
were at once exhilarated by the pros{)ect of
beholding a scene of fascinating reveiry and
trade which we had known only in novels
and in Mr. Boucicault’s plays: © set out
about mid-day, the ladies in a phaeton, the
gentlemen on foot. The shaded road led us
in a few minutes to the outskirts of the vil-
lage, where a novel scene opened before us
as we tarned up the hill to the market-place:
there lay a broad, open space, the village
green; on one side a blacksmith’s firge, a
dissenting chapel, and the public pound, on
the other a cluster of abandoned, roofless
cabins standing at tho head of the village
street; a large marquee tent lsbelled
“Refreshments, by P. Moriarty,” stood in the
cantre of the green, and seemed to be the

the countless clements that made up the
fair. The confusion of sights and sounds was
bewildering ; there was neighing of horses
and lowing of cattle; goats, sheep, swine,
and barnyard fowls lifted up their voices,
dogs barked ; and finally, and most hideous of
all, a donkey threw back his ears and greeted
us with his own indescribable music. Farm.
ers and shepherds went about in groups or
sat in the shadesmoking short pipes and dis-
cussing their own and other people’s affairs ;
men and boys trotted horses and donkeys up
and down to show their gait; while in the
outer circles sat several old women in long
blue cloaks and clean white caps, with bas-
kets of fresh eggs and butter before them,
awaiting the brisk trade of a later hour. The
groups shifted a little as we passed, men and
women hobbing and courtesying with that

ittle “bobs,” pulling a lock of hair, smiling,
and ducking in a half-shy, reverential tash-
ion,

and returned,” said

his hat to the gentry.”

asked,
“They don’t like his bad manners, as a gen-

otherwise,”

By this time we had passed the common
and were in the village street, where a curi-
oas crowd had assembled in broken groups,
each one bent upon admiring, watching, or

wares; an excited Cheap John standing up

ments and household belongings at his feot,
harangued an eager group ot girls and women

farmer was loudly praising his black-coated
pigs, which,
buying and se

men in top-boots, corduroys, and gay-colored

ing comments as they sauntered by,
midst of the Babel of voices the
John’s” rose loudest :

leaving, miss ? Take another look at it wid
thim soft eyes of yours.” This to a pretty

|-deprive her of her rights ye would ? Four

initial point from which radiated and revolved B

quaint simplicity and respect which seems to
dignify without degrading the Old-World
easantry ; the children making the drollest

“When any villager has been in America

, “he nlways car-
ries a lofty air, and does not like to take off

“And how do his comrades take it?’ we

eral thing, for I think they feel that this out-
ward show of respect neither exalts ns nor de-
grades them; it is only a custom approved
by their forefathers, and rather pleasing than

erecting the temporary booths for the fair.
There was an air of suspended excitement
while the work progressed, but an hour later
the fair was in full motion ; voices laughing,
wlking, disputing, gossiping, railing, and
chaffing filled the air; the booths were full of

in his wagon, with a yaried collection of gar-

gathering about him. At another pemnt a

uncomfortable behind their
prison bars, rubbed each other’s sides and
grunted unharpily; men ard women were

ling butter and eggs; a fine
cow was being led up and down before three

neckcloths, while at small stalls, above a
queer assortment of crockery,lines of variega-
ted handkerchiefs and hosiery were strung to
attract the stronger sex, who passed approv.

n the
“Cheap-

“Sure is it this fine bit of prent ye'll be

girl whose face was eagerly lifted in the sun-
shine while the vender danced u gay calico
before her. The girl wore a cloak which fell
back from her shoulders, while a scarlet

bandkerchief was tied becomingly over her
head, “Ye'll not know yerself in it, me
deur,” John goes on in & softer tone, \!hll‘ a
flood of rosy color comes into the girl's face.
“Ah! be aisy now,” as she is moving lhy!y
away, ber mother lingering with some evi-
dent desire to criticise further. John secs her
vacillation. “Ah! now, woman desr, is it

shillin’s, and ye haveit, Garryowen! Garry-
owen !” he cries out, breaking intoa shriller
note and vnqoroualy slapping his leg, on
which the calico is draped. “Garryowen !
Come on ! Buy, buy!” A timid brown hand
is slipped un; a maternal voice says depreca-
tingly, “Ah! thin, Katie, yo ?ut everything
on yer back,” as Katie, still rosy red but
pleased. pays her four shillings and takes the
roll of print. Directly she is the centre of an
eager, clamorous group, the women all eriti-
cising and admiring or deploring the pur-
chase,
“Ah! now, Katie Brian, is it no sense at
a'all ye have left in ye, girl ?” A
“It'll not take the wather, surr,” cries one
woman, jerking up her hand disdainfully at
John, who stands his ground :
“Stand the wather, woman alive! Sure the
soap never was made that could take the
color off it. Garryowen, Garryowen!” he goes
on in a shrill crescendo, and new purchasers
come up. One of the last articles we see dis-
osed of is a coat as deplorable in hue as
Roseph'e, and sadly tattered and threadbare,
which a cow-boy . purchased for ““tuppence-
ha’penny” amid shouts of derisior from the
bystanders. :
Among the calmer sales we noticed cali-
cves and sheetings, all remarkably high-
priced ; unbleached muslins of rather poor
quality and going for eight cents the yard,
and a striped print, worth in America about
six cents, being sold for ten, as John called
Heaven to witness, “at a distasteful bargain.”
If the truth were known I am afraid some
members of the American party were a little
disappointed that the fair went on with no
signs of “trailing of coats.” “Did nobody feel
warlike ?”” an American lady ventured to
inquire; and everybody laughed and made a
ditferent answer. ;

“Oh! yes, there are often fights,” said
J , “but the constables are doubly vigil-
ant on fair days, and order is tolerably well
kept.”
he “Royal Irish Constabulary” are gov-
ernment police stationed in every Irish town
or village, where we could see them leisurely
patrolling the streets and lanes—fine-looking
men in neat black uniform and helmet, and
armed with musket as well as baton. Their
barrack is in the village street, a two-storied
building ot unpretentious, whitewashed
exterior, but bearing the royal arms aud var-
ious government placarde; one of these offered
a reward of £1,000 for information leading to
the arrest of Lord Leitrim’'s murderers.

“A  useless advertisement,” said Mr.
“No Irish cabin ever gives up a
fugitive; no matter how poor the shelter may
be, it is freely given, anc{m:o reward offered
has any effect.”

The constables appeared to be on excellent
terms with the people, and seemed to be
looked upon rather in the light of protectors
than otherwise. d

“But where are the factions we read about
in the newspapers?” said the lady from
America.

“Ob! they exist,” answers our host, and
forthwith goes on to tell us of two famous
factions, known as ‘“the Threes” and ‘“‘the
Foure,” which originated at a fair. It appears
a certain man sold a cow, asserting her age to
be three years; the buyer declared it was four;
and at once each side had constituents, The
rival parties fought that day, and the next
fair day,and so on, as time passed the factions
growing in numbers and in bitterness. While
we were in Ireland a trial for murder went
on in Dublin, in which it appeared that a
“Three” had killed a “Four” on no other pro-
vocation than the rage of party spirit. In the
tral an amusing witness was examined.

“Teddy, were you present at the fair?”
asked the lawyer,

“I was, your honor, and saw the fight; it
was a rale good one; they had sticks and
steres, and overything that was bandy (o
crack skulls.”

“Which side did you take ?”

“I like the ‘Threes’ best, your honor.”

“Did the prisoner have a stone in his
hand ?”

‘“He did not, your honor; Murphy had
nothing in his hand but his fist.”

Here a voice in the gallery exclaimed dis.
dainiully: “Sure it was not a dacent fight at
all ; only a few shillelahs were raised !”’

The fair went on with varied scenes until
a late hour, when, I doubt not, had we waited,
we might have seen something like the
“trail ot a coat;” but we drove off about sun-
set, leaving the ground still occupied by a
busy throng, while far up the country road
stretched a motley line of farmers and
rustics, in cars or on foot, donkeys laden with
baskets, cows, goats and swine, toiling home-
wards after their day’s outing at the fair.

Fripay.

In talking of novelties the other day, one
of our party declared there was one in
Ireland she specially longed to see, and
“could we not,” with eyes turned towards
our hostess—“could we not see some day a
genuine peat fire ?”

Hitherto the sunshine has been too luxuri-
ous to permit thought of fire, but this after.
noon we drove out across the moorland,where
the air blew freshly,full of fragrance like that
of meadows near the sea, but certainly chill
as September.

We had recourse to rugs and wraps, and
as we turned homeward about five o'clock
the glimmer of firelight in the windows was
most cheering. In the drawing-room blazed
a turf-fire; the flame danced and flickered
and touched the air with a curiously sweet
and delicate perfume as of sandalwood or
pine: Long red lines of light fell across the
wall; the corners of the room seemed to gend
out shadows to meet them, and between five-

table stood inviting}( spread. The membey
of Clan Kep

and fur, and held her hands joyfully out ¢,
the blaze, while one after another of the part
gathered about, and the mingled fascinatioy,
of tea-time and firelight held us captiye,

h had come in, cloaked in silk

What hour in the American calendar o

compare with this in an English or Iyjs)
count

-house ?
At this hour what topic may not be gjs.

ocussed, what rash opinions and vague theor-
ies sent forth ? A delicious sense of irregpop,
sibility seems to come over us with the twi-
light ; all faculties are pleasantly suspendeq

awaiting the touch of exhilaration which by’
longs to dinner-time, and idle speculationg or
poetic sentiment of which, an hour later, w,

might feel ashamed, all seem part of 1h

moment. This afternoon, while we

our tea, our friend from India gave ug 8tories
of Kurd and Arab, of Eastern cities and of the

desert plain; the young lady of Ke

entertained us with her recent jou.u-nl.:;:mi}.l,l
the Tyrol, and, in the inconsequent faghiop
belonging to tea-lime, we drifted off to the
old and ever new sibject of Ireland’s patriots:
of the thrilling, agonizing, ennobling time
when the “Young Ireland” crusade was
preached. Our hustess is always eloquent oy
themes like this, and I suppose she felt in the
gloaming a sort of protective power, for ng
one could see her face whilé she repeated in s
quiet undertone those immortal lines—

“Who fears to speak of '08

Who blushes at the name 2
Is there not a never-dying passion in these
words ? One is carried swiftly back to thoge
dead days of heroism and strugrle; one cay
see the prison walls transfigured and mage
holy by the lives they held captive. Talking
of this in Ireland seomed a sort of consecra-
tion of the spirit and feeling in which we
Irish Americans were educated, and when
the dressing-bell dispersed our party we went
upstairs with some strange vibrations in our
hearts. Was our earnest, eloquent little
hostess an incendiary? I know the spirit
roused by her recitation in the firelight lasted
late on in the evening; for after dinner a rest.
less member of the party was asked to sing,
and somehow no song seemed fitting but
“The Wearing of the Green,” and, not satis-
fied with the rebellious verses, a refrain had
to be added :

‘‘And the green it shall be worn,

And the orange shall be torn,

And the green flelds of Ireland

Shall flourish once again.”
The gentlemen were still in the dining.
room when this was sung, but they came in
Jaughing and remonstrating. “How do you
dare to sing that here ?” exclaimed our host
in mock horror. But the Irish American
rebel who had been singing looked at our
hostess and felt a thrill of new patriotism
within her.
TO BE CONTINUED,

HEARTLESS LANDLORDISM.

HOW IT STILL LIVES IN IRELAND,
In a letter addressed to the Chairman of the
Tipperary Board of Guardians, and read at a re-
cent meeting of that body, Father O'Donnell, C.,
C., gives a graphic and thrilling narrative of a
scene at the eviction of Mrs. Mary Ryan and her
family from a farm in Carrigbeg, county Limerick,
on the estate of Major are, formerly of
Aldershot. The rev. gentleman had been sum-
moned to attend at the bedside of Mrs, Ryan in
the discbarge of his clerical functions. She is
about ninety years of age, and an invalid,. When
Father O'Donnell reached the place the bailifls
were there, with a number of policemen and the
representative of the agent, and the work of evic.
tion was proceeding. The rev, gentleman say—
“I found the poor old invalid lying on her bed,
a perfect skeleton, extremely weak, and suffering,
she alleged, from the effects of a fall. On the
hearth there was scarcely as much fire as would
li?ht the candle which I required in the discharge
of my priestly fanctions, I administered the Sa-
rament of the Dying to the poor patient, and
gave her such consolation as I felt capable, My
administrations were constantly interrupted by
the crash of the falling timber in all directions.”

At last it came to the removal of the poorold
woman herself, and after some little faltering,
and despite the strongest protest of the rev, gen-
tleman, the bed containing the nonagenarian was
deposited outside the door in the yard, Father
O'Donnell concludes—

“It was extremely distressing, The poor cres
ture, with & look of inexpressble anguish, and
with tears falling from her eyes, put out her was:
ted hand to cover her head from the biting north:
east wind, blowing at the time. The little chil
dren flocked round their grandmother’s bed, be
wildered and crying loudly, Alas! it was truly
pitiable, It was a scene I shall never forget, and
Itrustin God the like of which I shall never
again witness, Those evicted are apparentll
without any visible means of subsistence and must
apply to your board for assistance, I am confi
dent your board will extend to them the fullest
Justice which, in their case, the law allows.”

We are hngpy to say that the Board responded
by allowing Daniel Ryan (son of the old woman),
his wife and ten children £2 per week for 3
month, and the old creature herself 158 per week
for & month, A relieving officer said the old wo-
man is located in a neighbor’s house, and has
nourishment and the attendance of a nurse.—
Dublin’s Freeman’s Journal,

MOTHERS TO BLAME.

The plain fact of the case is that the Americsl
mother of the poorer classes is more careless of
her duty than the mother of any other nation:
The daughter of a decent French tradesman Of
artisan would never be allowed to go to balls unpro:
tected or clandestinely to pick up Chmc;
acquaintances in the street. On the other han
it is only within a very few years that the youns
girl of the gentler class in America has been P“;
perly protected from insult and scandal by .
constant presence of her mother or some :;r
wiser in the world’s ways than herself. No ma! het
how poor a girl is, the moral atmosphere about .
may be as pure as if she were reared ina P‘l:“b‘;
provided her mother wills it. She may no ey
able to give her daughter money, or even gi b
tion, but she can give her a sense of honor a8 ge
as Lucretia’s, To do it she will not turn her 10‘;
ou the street to carry on flirtations with n!t"’he
men, or send her unprotected to balls wmlef ™
remains at home satisfied that the “young '°b it
should have their fun,” This is plain talk s
mothers who will read it know that it is i y
and know, t00, how much they are to blame

light and the gloaming the afternoon tea

itis true,
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ENGLISH INTRIGUES,

e m—

EFFORTS MADE TO FETTER I!
m’ﬂm BISHOPS.

Right Rev. M, J. O'Farrell,
pﬂn”hho of Trenton, N.J,, delive
recently B New York a most able
interesting lecture on “Ireland |
- <] in which he tfc)l:':ubly sets fi
lations that have ever exis

the olo e Trish Churoh and the I
3:. We would gladly transfer al
u,i.' discourse toour pages had we sf
our disposal. Asit is, we give pl
o bout s third of it, the concluc
woﬂ.im which lucidly exposes, on
p_d some of the basest intriguing
o .',d and on the other the unshal
m“:u;wy of a people whose fidelit)
m and country is without a paralle

:l;ll AT BELAXATION OF THE PE

LAWS,
know what was the history of
Jd?u 1 will not go through it, my bre
for it would be & long and pai
sub But :t( last, ‘lf;er some {.‘h
ears nal laws, you ki
:::d:::m, the bnftelo of Bunker Hil
this country sounds of treedom anc
liberty were wafted over to Irish
And Grattan rose in the Irish 1
lisment and secured for a t
the independence of Ireland
1782, That independence was
emnly guaranteed, and 80,000 soldi
armed for Ireland, pledged to fight
for Ireland, garrisoned the whole of
]and agsinst all foreign foes, It wa
is, & green oasis in the d_esert of
history. 1t was a bright period for e
teen years of prosperity such as Irel
had not enjoyed for centuries,
commerce of Ireland grew, Her qu
filled with foreign vessels, Dublin
came one of the most beautiful citie
the world. And all this was done in
few of Ireland’s independe
England found it necessary to make
cessions, Remember that at this
Catholics had no power in Ireland,
there was the weakness of Gratt
Parliament. No Catholic could ent
or be elected up to that time, or ¢
take up arms and fight for Ireland,
a new spirit dawned when liberty be
to breathe in Ireland, and the ]
Parliament would have made concess
to Catholics. They would have gr
ally’ united all Ireland, Catholic
Protestant, in one great effort to se
the full independence of Ireland.
the English Government, determine
ruin the liberties of Ireland, begar
coquetting with the Catholics,
held out offers to them that they w
give them freedom, emancipation, if
would only vote for the destructic
the legislative independence of Irel
JUSTICE OF THE INSURRECTION OF
Unfortunately, the rebellion of
proved unsucceesful, Never had a
tion more cause to rise than the .
people in '08, for the atrocities
mitted by the yeomanry were 80 hor
that the savages in this land never
petrated worse on the early colonis!
America, Lord Cornwallis himself,
had been the leader of the English tr
in this country against Washingtor
his return, having been made Vicer:
Ireland, declared that he was sick o
soil, of the evil corruption of D
Castle, and the horrible intrigues
existed there in order to destroy
people. They succeeded. They
ceeded too well, 'They goaded
people to madness, and they drov
priests to desperation. Andin the co
of Wicklow several ot the pri
not knowing how to save the pe
from the worst, put themselves a
head of their little troops. Seve:
them died on the field of battle, It
not what we might in cool blood
or justify, but if ever any men coul
justified for what they did, it wa
men of '98. But Ireland was crus
“Ninety-eight’’ was ruin for Ireland
in 1800 the Parliament was dissolv
DANIEL 0’OONNELL AND EMANCIPATI
Then it was that at last the Gov
ment, having no longer any fear ¢
Irish Parliament, would grant tc
Catholics the privileges that they h
often promised. Yet in that very
it was an Irish Catholic, Daniel O
nell, a young man then of only tw
five, who stood in a hall in Dublin
declared that the Catholics would s
have-all the penal laws re-enacted
again rather than submit to the de
tion of their naiive iand. Aud O
nell, who made that declaration in
held ‘the same forty-three years
when in a monster meeting he apy
to all Ireland to rally for the reps
the Union., But the emancipati
the Catholics was not grantec
twenty-nine years; and was then
forced from the Government of En
by the election of Daniel O'Connel
the county of Cork ae the first Ca
member that was ever elected to I
ment up to that time. However,
efforts were made by O'Connell ar
friends of Ireland.
THE CELEBRATED “VETO"” CONTRO
But here is a sad story that it |
that you should know, and it will
as the key to e0 many things th
going on around us to this day, an
serve to enable you to understand
intrigues that you may hear
through the public press—Engla:
never wanted to grant full emancij
When forced by Grattan and Pl
and other Irish Protestants to
that the Cl.t.holi%.e bad th:;’r :l}mm
could no k r be ignor L)
mined, iro';%:.m., to neutnlie
claims by insisting on the right of s
Irish Bishops; that is, they claime
no priest could be appointed a
in lprolsnd unless he were appro
by the English Government, so t!
English Government should b
that his loyalty was beyond all di
They insisted that this was the
and only condition on which they
emancipate the Catholics, Na
men like Grattan and Plunke
others, who were not Catholios
selves, did not know the full ex
the evil that would come upon
if that claim of the veto was g
But what was unnatural was th
leading Catholic nobles of Irel:
were willing to grant to the
crown this right of veto, for they
to see their chains broken. They
to get back into the places of po
of honor. They longed to becom




