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A NIDDEN GEM

QQUENTLY BROUGHT TO LIGHT,

e e .

£l

Address peliyered Betore the St
As trlek 'y soclets at Thelr Concert
e o the Windser Iall

————

are cnabled to offer our readers
il report of the churming paper reid
by Mr. K. Toran Lefure (he St
patrick’s Socicty, at the concert given in
Windsor Hall. After some prefatory
remacks, Mr. Foran said :

oact read a pocni, writlen by Martiy Me-
permott, i which le pictures an old woman
aested aidey i tree, and singing toa ehlld the

wsg al1ie s Colleen'; yeurs roll over, nnd the
oidwoman sleeps icalh the chapel yard grass,

We

that his humor unq fun Lushled up and over-
lowed till the end. Not to weary you with
pbure and simple blograpliy 1 will dot Lhe siiver

chord of his lUfe with the rosuty of hissmiles
und tears and songs—songs that llke Ireland
herself are a mixture of light and shadow, joy
and griof. I'rom 1§44 tll 1343 he constantiy
wrote; but the fallure of the 48 movement was
o greab blow o Yim. In 1831, belng down-
spirited, he emigrated to Amerlea. He wns
professor of Belles Lettres in Spring Hiil Col«
lege, Alabuma, Tn 1831 he marrled a Miss
Cunnolly, of New Orleans, and removedto that
clity; laler on he went to Baton Rouge, and
ﬂnnlly to Thivbodeaux, Lowlsigna. There, on
the ath July, 1862, in his 40th Year, a hemorsh-
age of the Inugs crreied hin aw iuy. The Irlsh-
Americuu soldlers? cumped nenr his grave, in
April, 1863, crveted @ sultable monwnent over

Ids humble resting place, and 1t beurs Lhe In-
“cription: *Sacred to L memory of Richard
Dalten Willlams, the Irish patrlot and pnet,

whe dieq July dth, 1562, aged 4 years.” This
stone was erected by his eountrymen serviuyg
in Companies €. and K., §th Regiment N. H.

Volunteers, as u slight testlinonlal of their

,,mcmuhlld—no“ a youthi—usks his mother

10let il £0 and koeel at thie grave of thie old
-mudlumhcl there to pluck a fHower, brountho |
apra)m. ar drop a tear, And the mother |
sould enconragingly say: * Go, my son ; fond
nheOlll womaian, ¥ou st have nn uﬂt,cnuu
far me." sueh Is o pleture of the ehlldren of
neIr\hh““‘ in Canadi. ‘The old mother, the
gramm’( of our nationidity,she who rocked its
radle unil #i0E itslullaby, Is Ireland; Lut the
(no[hcl ofout present and the nuli\'e land a)
cscendaits, the hiome of otir tature, iy
Cenada. Out of 1S days of 4 year consecraierd
to the adv wneement, glory and  prosperity
ofthls new lund, sure 1y one day can be now
and then tuken, to luy aside the cares and
woubles uf lite, ta retrave the wllderuess of the
Allantiv, antte go kneel at the grave of the
old woman Erin, there to plnck—~were it

GNLY & SUAMROUN,

out d

lobreathie w prayer—were It hut for her rature
2or¥, Lo drop i tear—were it merely upon Ufe
pemorles of Ler sorrows, And Canada, in-
sead of belng jealous, will sy Foud of the

od land, 1hey niust betrue o the new; devated
sothe old il 1 hawve in them truthiful, loyal
and fithiul sibdertst" 1isin that spivit, my
friends, T ask you this evening to come with
war o thie Wings of imagioation and dwell tor
ascarl spact amongst the ralned shirines and
qatteree aisles of 0 unee world-repowned
fterray ~plendor. Many i~ the costly gem
weried in the debris of years, under heaps of
soppows aind Lridds onidst the dust of uninten-
tivgal negleel. 1 will seck with you for one of
hese jewtls, priveless and rare; togotlier we
willatwdy it potish iU anew, aod sel it inthe
ringat senrerde thid theebildren of the rising
armerion Wad rRjoy it~ brilltaney. Ireland
has had many titles which she richly desorved:
w1pe Inle v sainby and Martyes” *Tlie 1lume
o Heroes .-mrl Parriots,” and the “ Land of
et 0f e riest and second titles T eannot
spak (his ceeningsoin tuet, they would, of
chgmuseives, iurnish madertad tor a series of
Al s 1025, the third tile—*The
At =i 2o Vas that I seems almost
Lppatsibbe Ty en properly refer taitin the
hart spave obVimeal the disposal uta spealier
ypon st o asion as the present,

usie and satig, twin-sisters, walk hand fo
wateldown e prathiway ot hier history. The
anetent et taned his harp to the peasant’s
Lt e st The prowess o the warrjor In the
fan el lallorthe ehicitaln, and his pibroch
Sthe closing and splintering of
stherlinsmen came down (rom
of the buttle™  Osslan,

Lesiares

aeirs kel oy er
spaars,” wWhen
e hills ol the voier
u his weind,

Mt TMALERY,
Vil e priises of Pligadl and of Conag he
rapsttfted Bis baep oo Carolan, fronn whon
it passed B Moore, wlin, wilh larp of delicate
sagen aned Hpot Name, tuned its chords o
viration, e s wob only of lreland, Ler
wrp-clad s and verdant vales, but his song,
Gke the ~pirlt of the coml, went into every
Aime, gy the ~trenstie to the weak and courige
e touide e san the exile’s sorrmwsas
e patghicd By the Schuyikille; he sang e the
atnwa e atel the eeho of his * Canadlan
linzers to-nizht LY the rapidof
1is -ougs went on the windsol
seaven into the very Eolean caves, awaking,
with v Ladla Rooklnr the eelioeg «of Cashi-
merenn Yoty s sl dyine away in a delirions
wait hevond the helghts of Parnassus. Yet
Maore was nply ane of Treland's Bards, I'n 1852,
alaiyv vntererl the ofice of Wiehard Coe, an
Swerican poet, and during the conversation
ke sand:  How strange that you [rish people,
who huy e ~a teh imagination, shoald bave
anly one pact—Thomas Maore!”  The Indy
asked him to opene the Moraing Ledger. She
pointed out 1o Lim o poem, *'The Dying Girl,”
ny Behard Dalton Willinms. The poet's eyes
sparkiodaond e woalil only exelinnt: *Grand!
wentiful! Who wrote that poem ?”? The Ludy
wmalde repdy : *The anthor is a Tipperary hoy
and Hed s ondy one gon in WHams® ensket;
and he fsanly ot star inthe galaxy of [relabd's
dterdure.”  Liadies and gentlemen, 1T wish, in
ashortand supertlelal manner, to tell you to-
gt the sinplee story of that star; to ask you
tnopey with me that carkel andesanmiine a few
althe zems it contalns, The life o Willlams
ety all told in tie hiistory of his pocins.
The [rish Monthly says he was born inDublin
Cotthe sth o Oetaher, four or five years before
Fruawipation year, 1820 The iascription
apout iis tombstone would put the date a couple
S yvears earlier, Atihe

AGE OF SIX

e was taken to Live at Grevenstown, near the
Tievil's Hit, iu Tipperary. Helegan his educa-
tran it stostanislaus Collego, Queon' County,
amd completed it at Carlow College. Itwas
from the fatter that o 1815 be sent his fHrat
Ioeny to the Nation, A erltic of the time sald
o7 bl no wenk spats, no gups, nowheio
was i padded vut with ndjeetives or adverbs to
filup the anetre ; norhymes werc luboriosly
drazged in from afur, and clumsily fixed into
their plucea. Jtwas as easy and nalaral, as
solidauul bright and beautiful as tie stitue of
sote warrior fresh from the chisel of e
~enlptor, * = The Nation hnd won i,
daithid jndeet muny othiers, to venture Into
print.” The young minstrel heard the enll
that summened so many others, s0 many
noble, fertile, glowing souls into tha ficlds of
Irishi ltorature. He asked Ecin to bless s
Larp; she d1d s0; and falthful was he Lo give
aerallits notes gay, or serious, humorous or
ral. The last days of his short life, by the
niizhty Missassippl, were consecrated to lToving
st for Ireland, such as he sang in hls primo
Jnthe hunks of the Barrow und the Lifty. The
stthjrrt i so extensive that under the clreum-
sanees 1 ofind it iMenlt to plek ovul froma
wealtlo of jnadertal e most sultable samples
Saccordanes with my Hmited time. 3
Hwre than versatile mind had three peculiar
vhikes. [n the first mnod he was patriotic
and tiery, as uwarrlor bard; in the second fhic
wakoverflawing with rlelt humor and boyish
‘UN;in the third ke was Intensely religlous.
“-1\ bumoours pooms were written over the
slgnnture of ‘* Shamrock," 50 that for a long
limo no one ever dreamed of ‘W llllas, the
solemn, serious writor, belng the sume indivi-
flual as « Shoamroelk,” the gay, light-nearted,

Kot =ong”
~cAts

r .

DEVIL-MAY-CARE
:tllml of follow, Morcover, Williams wastoucli
' with consumption, tho ghastly spcctre
oventually earrying him to an early grave; he

| heart of 4 hrother-poet, nund the late Thomas

estecm, for his unsullied patriotism and his
exalted devotion 1o the eause of Irish freedom.
¢t ECwas a kindly act, The ineldent touched the

D'Arey Metice nddrossed an odo 1o the tomb-
builders of the South, in which he 8ald :

* God blessthe brave! the hrave alone
Were worthy 1o have done the deed,
A soldier's hund has raised the stone,
Ancther traced the lnes men read ;
Another set the guardian rall
Alove thy minstrel=—-Innisgail ™

* .\ thousund years ago—ah ! theu
ad such o harp in Erin ceased,
Iils calrn had met the eyes of men
By ¢very passing hawl fuerensed,
(rod hless the brave! Not yet the race
Could coldly pass his dweltling place.”

lnes to un humble nun wllom he had scen
tending the sick in one of the hospitals of Dub-
ln, where he practlced medleine for a few
short years:
THE SISTER
Sister of Charity! gentle and dutiful,
Loving as Seraphim, tender and mild,
In humbleness strong, and {n purity beautiful,
I'nu splrit icrole, in manners a child,
Liver thy love, like an ango), reposes
With hovering wings o'er the sufferer here,
Tl the arrows of death are half hidden in
Toses,
And hope-speaking
bler,

When life, llke n vapour, is slowly retlring,
As clouds In the dawniog 1a ieaveu uprolied,
Thy prayer, like u berald, preccdes im ex-
plring,
Apd the crass e thy bosom, his lust looks
behotd.
And oh! as the Spouse to thy words of love
Ustens,
What hundred-fold blessings deseend on thee
then ;
Thus the flower-absorbeddew in the bright iris
ulistens,
And returns tothe Illles mare richly agaln.

Sistey of Charity! child of the Hollest!
Oh! for thy loving soul arden! aml pure !
Mother of orphans, und friend of the lowllest !
Stay of the wretehed, the gulity, the poor!
The embrace of the God-head so plainly enfolds
thee,
Sancity’s halo so shrines thee arouund,
Daring theeye that vashrinking belhwllds thee,
Nor draops in thy presence, abashed to the
ground!

prophe.y smiles on the

Dim is the fire of the sunniest blushes,
Durniug the breast of the maidenly rose,
T'othe exqulsite bloom that thy pale beauly
tlushes,
When the lneense ascentds nnd the sanctuary

I'robally had Williums the choice he would
have preferred that evenone of iis songs should
he cherishied

IN IRISH HEARTS

than that o marbie stonz should tell his
nante to a pecile who had no knowledge of s
work. Ifhecould have aftorded Lo be enveless
nbout tiie preservation of his poems the Irisih
mation eannot, Sir C. G, Dulty once said:
* The men dies but the rave ilves. The anthor
passes away, Lut his works remain to be the
herltage of his countrymon. Ior the sake of
their lhonor and repute in the world the Jrish
people shauld be careful custodians of whatever
literary or artlstie treasures have been left
them, and | donot hasilute to say thal amongad
the possessionsin which they can feel u legiti-
mate pride, and which they never should allow
to be hidden awuy, negleeted or forgatten, nre
the pocms of poar Richard Daiton Willliens.™
His Lumorous pocrns mugst necessarlly fose
muech of thelr stroength and eflect on acconnt of
the pse of time, il our wint of knowledge
of the local hits. He took great dellzht in
muking funofbisbrother bards and lantalizing
them with the most absued parodies an thelr
hest poems, Gue af the contrihators 10 the
Nation, 0 poar student, wrote 1he " Student’s
L:unent,” in which he patheticaily deseribed
the hdred and one difliculties thut surround
the emply-pocketed; aspirant to fume. Beauli-
rul was the poem, and it seeined a desecration
tolatigh at it. St @ Shamroek” appearced in
the noxt numher with the ** Misadventures of
wstudent., june of which ran as fullows:

A muon ago, pue morning, ws [ tried to K the
bilues,
By the trugricee of manillas and clopeineuls
in the new-.
Al sadddenly the celio of o superiotts dotble
kiuck,
so startled e thatl botte of then Tell tvow e
at i shock.
But iy vinalgreite was neay be—it waes nenr
e thank wy stias,
For miy nerves are very weak from dissipation
oneigirs,
1 ~andk npon e cushions of alounger, rleb and
thick.
(Like ali oy other furniture, T haed {C apon
tick)
Titl the valet brought me, grinningly, an ablony
Lilletdnux,
With Quecn Vietoria's compiimenls, rogliest-
ing one poundtwo,
By PParnussus, "Hs the taxmat.
three thmes hefore:
4 The phantomn of the Hireshold,” the Hon's at
1the door.
sosay, Tom, 'meosbek,
won't he iome a wdi™
»&o 1 teuld hilm, plaze your
would not lave the hall.”
W ell, then, Liought I, xoft solder must Le given
as Liefore,
s 1 took a gentle stimulant and bistened 1o
the door.
[n my victwst robe-de-chambre, and my Tark.
i~l stippers ino,
And my very biandest simper,
how dedo 2’
Bul the taxman spakeuntn me:
I've called Invaln,
By the Mokey, you shall rue it, it yott muake me
endlagnin.”
Andthen the door he most muelo-dranatically
slammed—
A tine emplintic pantomlme, expressing, * you
be domned.™

he had eadled

ar not al hoine, aul

honor, bhut be

1 bueygann, Al

“Threee thnes

A week of doubt most terrible, of expintion
dire,

And azain the phantom vomcthi—he cometl in
Liy ire,

And the taxman spake unto me~ho spoke with
sneer and seoft’:

s« Forg out the hiunt instanter,or 1'“ caut your
chuttels ott.”

And therunto, besides, moreover, superadded
hean onth;

But theMuse, nnused to swearing, to repeat it
here §s loath.

Bul courage future phiomaths, and friends of
Iyric lore,

By Jingo~living
lie swore.

In vainto soothe thls worshipper of Jingo, I
beygnu,

s Denr slr, 111 tell my unele, who's o very
publicman;

And If you eall to-morrow,
ted! you thep,

What Sunday In the coming week you'd better
call ngain.”

He went, while many un onth came upon the
zephyr's wings,

By Jingo and by Hokey—by Hokey and by
Jing,

And though bo loves me not, he will surely
come aguin,

With certaln raw erusiacew, most Ukely, In
his troln—

Tho phantom and his lobster host wilk ealyn.
ness Tshadl view,

For my uncic, afore mentloned,lias supplied the
one pot il two.

Jingo—was the solemn oath

I, mayhap, shan

Would you ever dream that the authnr or
such o composition as thuat was a mnn upon
whom death had sot his scal, who was fearfully
1n earncst und deeply religlous? Yet Williams
folt that Ircland had enough of tears, and that
it was well to keep up tho liveller epirit and
discourage dlscourngemount itsell. I sald he
was sincerely religlous. Liston to g portion of
his “Blster of Charity.” Il differa greatly
from that written by Gerald Grifin, .GriMin'g
was bold, lofty, grand; Wiliam's poem Ig

zlows,
And the musje, that ~secmns Heaven's languages
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must skip. But the climax of annoyance for
the pocts and fun for Willlams was reached
cue day when Davis vowed that * Shamrock”
would not attempt any such liberties with him.
One moruing appeared poor Davis' glorious
war song, * Oh! for a steed !

(h! for a steed! arushing steed, onthe plains
of Hindustan!
And a hundred thousand cavaliers to charge
like a single man ;
Till gur shirts were red,
And the enemy fled,
Like a cowardly caravan!

- . . . . . L]

Oh'! forasteed! urushing steed,ontheCurragh
of Klldare,
And Irish squadrons skilled to do, as they are
ready to dave;

Ahunpdred yards,

Is pealing—

Adoration  has bowed him
sighs;

Aud man, intermingled with angels, s leeling

The prsslonless rapture that comes {rom the
sKkies.

fn silence uwnd

how pentle! thy plly, how tender!
1hy volee iy, thy step angel

Thy southing,
Clhoir-nusie
wroce,
And thy nnion with Delty shines in a splendaor,

Subdued, bul unearthly thy spiritual face,

When the frail chains are hroken, a caplive
that bound thee,

Afrr from thy home in the prison ol ciay,

Bride of the Lamb! and Enrth’>s shalows
around thee,

Dispersc in the blaze of Fternity s day.

Still mindiul, as now, of the sutleret’s story,
Arresting the thunders of wrath eer they
roil,
[alervene,
glory,
And shiteld trogm Las Hghtnings the shuddering
soul
And milld as the
descending,
The livhining extinguished by Merey shall

like aeloud, between us aud His

nicon-Leams  inoAaiuma

rall,
While e hears, with the wail of the penitent
hitending,
Thy prayer. holy danghter ol Viocent de
Lanl!

The ublin Nation,
COMMENTING
sabil s = We kinve hudd many dingers ol song in
our day. but Wllliams stands distinet amd
separate (rom adl. Mangan, wlth the mystle
oracular utteranee of i seer: Davis, with hls
gallaut, hotuding strains, the 1 minstrelofa
uational ruard ;. Walsh, with the fuiry musie
ofold traditions, and the inherceut genius of the
aeient harpers; @ Mary'' of the tender melo-
dies sunyg in smummer eves, Lat Willtnus!
i is daring, vehiement, ficree, thundering
with intense passfon, With eagle wing he
sours amonyg the sturs; and when he stands
again apon the tirmy eurth his hearty bhursts of
mirth are protitic as the wild flowers on a
forest hank. Ilissiyleaccordswith histheme:
sometimes grand, sotemn and sonorous as the
verse of Homer: and, nnon, Lrillinat, sportive
amd humorous ns the very genjusof jieth.'™
el the fdewcor his compauions in the reopen-
ad fields of Trish thterature,

S beneath the danelng rhy mes of this poet
adeep cucrent of aationallsm sweeps. There
is w0 eeaning for those who ean read hetween
the lines, in cach of his purodies. However,
Mangan wus enraged with this “Shamrock”
for making fun of his weird poems; and Davis
emine one dny to Willlams and complained of
that *wicked fellow who turned his war song
Into a glutton’s paen to his fonl god." If
Wiilianes enjoyed vexing the pocts, he enjoyecd
stit more their coming to himself for consola-
tion.

Mboore wrote Lhat beautiful Oirlental poem,
“ Lulla RRhookh,” but = Sunmroek™ ridiculed
{t. T.et me give you one verse as an cxample,
Muorce writes:

Ul'XN THE 1oET~,

There's n bower of sweet roses by Bendamceer's
stream,
And the birds sings 'round it all the day
Jong;
Inthe days of my Loyhood,
_dream,
To sit midst the roses wud liear the hirds’
sung.

Hwas lilge a grand

¢ Shanmroek”™ comes ont with:

Thre's a temple of humbuyg by Liflv's dark
stream,
Where the vietims of gambling sil wll the
night long;
In the days of m) glory
dream,
To hear the paid petriots pitching it strong 2

It was my graud

When Mangan’s “Cahal Mor of the Wlne-
red Hand,” a glorious talc of the warrior-days,
appeared, It was followed by * Shomrock's”
* Romdolph Routhof the Wine-red Nase,” g
rap at the commissary-general of the day. All
went well enough vntll Mangan punlished his
«Time of the Barmecides,” o uniqgue plece of
oriental composition of which the xuthor was
Justly proud. It began:

My oyes are fiimed, my beard 15 gray,
I s bowed with the welght of years,
I would I were strotched In my bed of clay,
With my long lost youth’s compeers!
Forback to the Past,thoughthethought brings
woe,
My momory cver glides,—
To the old, old time, long, long ago,
The time of the Barmecides !

Imagine his lnrge, blue, dreamy oyos how
they opened, and how his pale cheek glowed ag
fie seanned the next paper with “ Shainrock's”
praduction :

My eyesare gaggled, my whiskers dyed,
I am slooped, notwithstanding stays,
IwouldI wera stretched that stream beside,
Whore I fishedin my zlg-zag days,
For back to that spot—(it cost nothing, you
kaow)
My meomory ever flles;
Wheré I first saw glow, long, long ago,
1 n the light af the Bar-mald’a eyes!

Tlme will not permit or I would. give You

kuew hix fate, and yet so Cellic wasg hia nature

tender, mild and leving. Ho addressed thogp

ihose pooms in full and dozens of others that I

And Holiand's guards,
Drawn up to engage us there!

Try and imaglne the astanishment, the be-
wllderment of Davls, when Willlams {(serlous
as an owl) handed him u paper with * Sham-
rock's" purody.

Ol ¢ for afeed! amotley feed! acorporation
feast
0f hot and cold, of roast, of bofled, of fishes,
Lirds and beast—
From col und snlpe
‘I'o leathery tripe,
“Two inches thick af least,

Oh! for a feed ! anawful feed! or else a mighty
lunch,
With & Niagura cataract
punch,
Port, crusly, req,
And home-maide bread,
At Litiéti to erunieh !

of Irish whlskey

Oh! for 4 feed ! abribing feed! at anelection
spread?
Where much is said that's never doae, and
done thut's never sald—
Aud biped swlne,
To * ninetimes nine,™
ITuverl their heels and head.

Uh! forateed ! precarious feed! al boating or
picnic,
where nobody gots nothing, and everybody
siwk;
Arnqd sadden sgunlls,
Neize hats and shawls,
Just harrowed oy on tick.
. . . . .

At while *Shamrock™ was sl porpetrat-
ing hils endless paromdies, one day s cloud arose
opon the horizon and shadowed It from pole to
pote: the ~un of [reland's literature came up
the vrstern slopes and his rays were dimmed
with the mists thut haug upon the land; a
wall arose, like a Banshee's ery, and came
moaning urotind the shore, sighing through
rutned towers, careering ~ndly over rath and
hill. Willlams pauxed to wulch the grim
speetre, amd his mirth was hushed lor a
moment ; hellstenedtothe walling of the wlnds
through the corridors of a newly erected nation-
ality, und he heard the words—strony, fow and
terrible—" Thomas Davis isdead!” His, like
every heart in Ireland,
CRASEDTO THROB;

the culumlity scemed {00 muchtobenr. * But
the calminess of grief coming soon, in its deep-
ness und stillness profound,” the poet stretched
forth his hand for his Barp, and binding eypres
lenves interwoven with laurels around his in-
strument, e touched 1= ehords into vibration,
amd tius he fang :

Haust thou tullen from our bang,
Parest splrit of the Land ?
Hast thou perlslied while thy glory yet was
young?
While more than tortal five
Speang iutensely from thy Iyre,
And love and wisdom flowed from thy tongue?

- - . - L] . -

Let him sieep in Lrish ground,
At his feet the Irtsh hound,
The harp of battle brolken at hig side.
Anid et bis willlng e braco the halt-

drev? brand ;
140 1 nad ne but unshenthed it ere he dgted !
Williams always envied those who slept In

the land of thelr fathers, and the coldest breath
that his unpromising future could blow was
the ehtll thought that ho should sleep in a
forelgn land. Heonce exclaimed ;

When I slumber la the gloom

Of r nameless forelgn tomb,

By a distan! otean's boom,
Innisfall!

Around thy emerald shoré,

May the clasplng sea adore,

And ench wave in thunder roar
AL Hajl !

And when the final sigl,

Shall bear my soul on high,

And on chainless wings I {13
Through the blue,

My Iatest thought shall be,
As I sparabovo the sen,
‘* Greea Erin, dear, Lo thee
Adleu !

Poor, dear, generous,soul-inspiring Williams,
could yourspirit look down from beyond the
starsto-night, would it not feel Joyous to know
that your songs, your name, your patriotism
and your noble worth are st{il green in the
minds of your fellow-countrymen. 'Wae of the
anclent Falth believe thal there is a com-
munlon between the souls on earth and thosa
beyond the grave, and as you prayed in your
lifetimo for your country and her sons, so
should they now pray for you, Sleepcalmly
by the * Father of Waters,” for “time has not
ages and space has not distance” to sever your
memory from the land of your love andthe
peoplo of your affection. Mey your songs long
llve to inspire the men of our day and
) OF THE FUTURE
a8 thoy did those of the past, and in the day of
Ireland’s regencration ' may - the Almighty
power; gnido her Jpeople in' the way of unlon
forbearance and wludom. gulde her sulera in
the way of justice, and when her. ﬂlg {s unfold-
ed, pure and stainless as the banner- 6f onr
Dominlon, beside the grandold * Meteor FRlagh
otxn;l;nd, may He ralse up a harper a.nd.

lyristin theland,l2antehls upsasﬁecud.tho-e
of Isalah, 8l his bosom with inspirations Uke
unto those that thrilled in tlhe breast of the
Royal prophet,give him the vigor of Davis, the
molody of Moore, the genlus of Mangan, the
firo of ‘* Sporanza” and the soulof Willlams,
that while hels praising the * Giver of all pood
gifts,” he may worthily chant the deathless
unthemnr oflreland’s rejuvenated nationality.

Ladles and gentlemon, a word about Canada
before I close. I feel I have fatigued you. I
will suy but 2 word. Let us return from our
half hour at the grave of the old woman and
contemplate for & moment the ruother of our
future. Herewe areln a land vastin jts pro-
portlons, endless 1n its resources, boundless in
its ltbertles, majestic In the sweeplngs ofits
rivers and gorgeous in the grandeur of its
monntain panoramas. The whistle of a steam
engine was heard the other night on the sea-
board at Hallfax; It did not cease tocry out
till & few nights afterwards it scared the eagles
from thelr nests in the Rockies. This country
is like a vast ocean into which a thousand
streams roll and blend thelr waters. One
stream from the forests of Germany andthe
castelated Rhine; nnother from the vineyards
of France, the home of chivalry and arts, the
mother-lai of tle brave and generous race
that gave us our ploneers und missionaries, the
leaders of advancing oivilization and Chris-
tianity ; another stream from the clm-groves
of old England, the mother-land of the great
world-encircling belt, of which Canada isthe
buckle; another frow the “ Land 'o cnkesand
brmu.r Scots,” from * Caledonla the stern and
wild,"” from the landof Burns and Scott, whence
come those good, generous, thrifty people, solid
and grand In character, as Ben Velrloch and
Ben Vernle, bright and placld indisposition, as
Loch Loinon and Loch Katrine; another from
the * sen-girdled, stream-silvered, lnke-jewelled
Isle™ of my ancestors. All of these should co-
mingle in the great ocean of Canadian nation.
ality. Buarylng in the Atlantic the differences
of the old world, we rliould aid each othier in the
struggle for glory and advancement in thensw.
No matter what altar, we kneel before, we all
ndore the same (fod, and the sne God come
manded us all to love cuch other. By perforni-
Ingthat fArst act of Curlstlan clinrlty—as I see
it exemplified here to-night—we will be alding
in a strife wherein, to tuse Lord Dufferin’s
words, “the spoils o! victory will fall intothe
lap of Cannda. and the garland of tritmph be
twined around her brow.' Every good, gener-

light upon a convex mirror, will reflect upon

our race; and by ench performing faithtully
hisdutles in Lthe sphere in which he lives, he
will be adding his stone 160 1lie great fabrie of
this couulry’s future; he will have a shurvin
the buildipg of that-

* Northern arch, whose vast proportions
Span the skies from sea to sea,
Frow Allantic to Pacifle.
IHome of unborn miliions free.

[ balf year has been- declared on the .pald up

ous or poble act we perform, like a ray of

the land of our ancestors and 1o the honor of
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THE LEAUING PIANOS OF AMERIGA !
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NEBER or STENWAY?

RS RS B3

When the late Mr. HENRY PRINCE,
who in his lifetime was admitted to be a
marvellons judge of TONE, was asked to
give his opinion of the wmerits of the
two’lending Pianos, he gave the following
criticism, which was pub)mhed at the
time:—

‘“IS IT WEBER OR STEINWAY ”

#In speaking of thele two planos, ‘I donot
ignore the clgims of other mekers. There are
many good commaearcial planos, ia the sense in
which We speRls of commerglnl 3 p&uru,
dlstinet from lhosa i‘hnt are gentiizié worl
art. They are generally well mads, and being
sold at a moderate price, give utilmtlon!o
the ordinary purchaser. But the musician,
the ariist or the connolsseur, who wishesto
obtain from the plano the lnndut. mnn;or
which this noble instrument 1s eapnbln, will
have to seek these resulis from efther’of the
two great makers, Weber or SBteinway.

“These are universally ncknowledged to be -
tho leading planos of America. ‘They are not, |

nor have they ever been, strictly "pukln
rivals. In n mechanieal sense there'is pon-
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tively little difforence hetween them. . Foth

vhe PaCLONE

wuusers have achleved the Gtiost i:mm o?
perfeclion so.fur ne durabiiity ant good work-

menship are congerned, and thd; cosy ufbon- - -
struction is about {hs tikriie, trut in respest of

tone thero ¢an be~ 1o pn' uon tween
them. The BtelnWay pian 'daubt!aumu

great power and- fonority,: perbiaps equaliin | -
this respect to Weber, but. hera the comparizon: ..
ends. They cannot approach the ,Wel ‘r‘,mr.
purity, richness and durabllity, or p n...
tion of tone, three quallfditions whig 0om-.
bined, give that dist{ngt and perfeot i nﬁonl..

tfon whick one only, hep.r In‘g

the highest order and’ ?“P !
prinéipal artista ofthe’ pruent. ay, WHether
-vooalists. or Instrnmentaliats; prefar ﬂﬂ;Wn‘Mr
plancs for thelr publip, per(p

vate use, They are more X
‘adapted to-the voide, and dajinble bhlv‘in th.
varlous lights and aliaded 0f expression in o’

remarkable & manner g3 10 make them
nny othor Plang
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