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CATHOLIC CHRONICLE.

YOL. XIX.

" THREE PICTiRES AND
POSTRAIT.

(From Futszan's Magazine.)

ONE { on a low couch covered with scarlet satin. A ]

But often as T <uw the Countess, and long and}
freely as we courersed together, sbe scarcely |
ever made even the siightest allusion to her past

life. Once,when I made some remark about| welccmed me with all her customary courtesy: s'ory was the saddest of the three? To you,

; ber, but she was not reading ; her clasped bends laid in the family vault. {
' rested on the open page, and the vague fixedoess ; remams to 1we. Al that is left to me of my

|

of ber glance betrayed that her thoughts were
far away. She started when I eatered, as
though aroused from her reverie, but smiled and

MONTREAL, FRIDAY, A

dead lave 1s the resemblasce that smiles upon
me from the canvas of Vandyke.
Friends, was I not right in saymg that my

her pame of Feodora, she caid tbat she bad nol{ and grace. We coaversed for some little tme ;- Herr Halm,and to you, Herr Keller, the chances

always borpe it. ¢1 was receired nlo the;
Greek Church en my marriage,’ sbe said, ‘and’
was then baptized by that nzme.” On another
occasion, when I spoke of her fondness for art |
aad literature, she answered, ¢They were my
only solace during many years,’ and then inslan!ly
cbapged the conversation. Qace, too, while
she was displaying to me some drawiogs by Gus
tave Dore, she pointed out one which she said
bad beea desigoed by him at her order. ‘I call
it my portrait,” she added, with a faint smile.—
The drawiog, though sma'l. was wonderfully
spinited, and the singularity of the design, com-~
bined with the excellence of the execution, caus
ed it to make ao indehble tmpression on my me-
mory. 1t represented a veiled (emale fizure ex-
tended on a couch., Around above her futtered
a host of little weeping Cupids, each bewailing
some misbap that bad befallen thewr weapons,
gome trying to sharpen their blunted arraws,
while others strove to fasten their broken bow-
strings. In striking coutrast to these airy forms,
a mocking fieod stood beside the lady. With
oae hand he upheld the veil from the left side of
her bosom, while the other pointed with clawed
and hideous forefioger at the dark void hollow
visible beneath the shapely bust, There was no
beart there, '

The winter passed away; the warmth aad
brigitness of an Italian Spring returned to glad-
den the earth; but the health of the Countess
did oot improve with the change of season, as
she had bhoped and expected. Ier breathing
was much oppressed, and her voice at times be-
came utterly jostinct.  Still, though always suf-
lering, she never seemed to be really ill, and she
alwas spoke of her recorery as certain, though
upaccountably delayed.

Oue evening as [ was about to enter the Villa
Mapemi, I found Dr. Leverrier, Madame Or-
lanofi’s physician, in the act of quittiog it. I at
once resolved to know the truth, respecting her
healtb.

¢ Dactor,’ 1 said, *may I speak a word with
you?

¢ You may, if the word 1s a short one and
briefiy sawd, for I am in a great hurry,’ answered
the solemn lookiog Freachman, drawing on his
gloves as he spoke.

¢ 15 the Countess dangerously I 1°

The Doctor loocked fixedly at me for mo-
ment.

¢ If you bave any influence over her 7’ be said,
¢ persuade her to send for ber relatives or friends
for she bas not fong to live. Her disease is not
of the lungs, as she faocies, but an affection of
the heart of the worst type. [ cannot tell her
of her condition, for the agitation attendant vpon
suzh an announcement would kill ber mstantly.
But, in any event, she will die suddenly, without
a2 momeat’s warning, before many months—nay,
it may be before many weeks elapse.’

He left me ; and I, rusting wildly from the
house, fed to the deserted sea-shore, and there,
prostrate on the sands, T wept out the agony
that possessed my soul. It was then, in that
moment of supreme anguish, I realized that I
loved the Countess—1I, the poor, almost uakuawa
artist, loved her—but with a passion as vain, as
bopeless, as unrequitted, as ever filled a bapless
son} with despair.

Time passed on ; the spring days grew brighter,
sweeter, fonger, and tbe health of Madame Or-
lanoff seemed visibly to improve. She was
stronger, suffered less, and her rare, sweet smile
hovered oftener vpon ner lips, So matked was
the change, that 1 sought Dr. Leverrier again,
in the hope of hearing a reverse of his former
opinion ; but he merely reiterated whut he had
already said; sod I left him with my new-born
biope dying in my heart.

I was after this interview had taken place that
I came to the desperate resolation of avowing
my love for the Countess. I was perfectly well
dware of (ke social gulf which existed between
us, and which separated so widely the wealthy
widow of Count Orlanoff from the poor and al-
most unknown artist; but I was half frenzied at
theidea of the woman T loved dying aloge,
among strangers, and tended only by menial
hagds. ¢ She may hearken to me,’ I argued;
“and 1o that case I gawn the right of a hbusband,
or of a betrothed lover, to watch over the last
days of ber life, and to southe the sufferings she
may yet endure.” A strange, sad prospect for a
young lover, was 1t not? yet such was my last,
my fondest hope.

One beautiful eveming in April, I sought ber
presence, with the avowal of my love trembling

upon my lips, I found her, as usual, m the re-
ception room, seated i a half-reclining athituge

hat her answers were vague and * distraite ;° and,
at 1ast, ¢he said:

tTam but a dull companion this evening,
Herr Meissner. My thoupbts have wandered
to the past ; and, do what I will, T cznnat waduce
them to return.’

$ Shall I leave you, then, gracious Countess ¥ .
I stammered, balf risiog; ¢ I fear that my pre- |
sence annoys you.’ |

¢No, ob no! TRemamm with me, for I would
fain speak to you of many incidents whose me-
mory hauvnts me.” She remained for a few mo-
meots as if lost in thought. ¢ Mise bas been a
checkered iife,’ she resumed, *and cursed with
granted prayers. I bave been ambitious; but 1
never formed a wish to wildly aspiring to be
reclized : and each wish, in 1ts lulfilmeant, brought
a curse. I had youth, beauty, genius; I staked
them all m one desperate game, ant [ won—
what? The rigt to choose the spnt where I
shall die, and the power to wear such baubles as
these,” and she touched with a light, dis¢ainful
stroke one of the great soltawe diamond ear-
whicl she babitually wore.

¢ Are you ill, gracious Countess * 1 inquired,
anxiously ; © your relations—your friends—’

She interrupted me with a smile.

¢TI bave no relations,’ she said; ¢aad, like
Schiller’s Mary Stuart, though I have been
much loved, uplike her, I have never loved—
never ; 90 I have no friends—uoless it be your-
self, my kind Frapz.

It was the first time she bad ever so called
me by that nsme. I would bave spoken ; the
coufession of my love was an my lips, but she
went on without heeding me.

‘Come to me to~morrow,” she sa’d; ¢1 feel
that T am stll fer from strong, and I must rest,
Sut te morrow I will tell you the story of my
life 5 and you shall adrise me how to repair the
errors of the past, and how to live more wise and
less selfishly in future. Ab, I bave much to do!
—uuch, T pray that God may grant me length
of days.’

*Countess I’ I eried, rising—

¢ Nay, not anotber,” she said, smiling. ‘1
am toe weary to cooverse further tosnight.—
Good-bye, znd come to me at noon to-morrow.’

She extended her slender, semi-transparent
hand, and T pressed it respectfelly to my hps.—
Then T left ber, but as I passed through the docr
I turned and looked back. Niadame Oclanoft
bad sunk back among the scarlet cushions of ber
couch. Apgaiost that pglowing back-ground, ber
pale, beautiful face, dark shimog eyes, and glossy
bair, thowed, 1a the soft lamplight, with a peculiar
and picturesque eflect.  She snnled a farewell to
me, and I departed, to dream of her—and to
dream, too, that lLife was worth the living, for
that she loved me.

The next morniog I reached the Villa Manciai
punctually at the appoiated bhoor, but was told
by the servants that Madame Orlagofi bad not
yet quitted her room.

¢ Strange !> [ exclaimed ; ffor I am here at
this heur by appointment.’

The servants consulted among themselves;
and, at last, Mile. Eulalie, the waiting maid of
the Countess, voluteered to go in search of her.

¢ Perhaps she s still sleeping,’ she said ; ¢ for,
as she did ot ring for me last mght, I suppose
she sa:t up half the mght reading, as she often
does,

She went, but instantly returned, white as
deatb, and wringing ber bands.

* She 13 not therej her bed has never even
been toucbed! Oh, my mistress—my poor mis-
tress—where isshe? WWhat can bave happened
to her ¥

A sudden and ternble fear shot through my
heart.

¢ Seek for ber there!” T cried, pomnting to the
door of the little reception-room,

'Mhe door was thrown open. [ was the first
to eater ; and my worst fears were realized.—
Pale, lifeless, but still most beaunfal, she lay
there, just as when I had quitted her ; ber cold
hands still resticg on the open volume, and her
parting smile vet lingering in uzfading loveluess
upon her lips. She had died as tbe doctor had
predicted, instantly, without a struggle and with-
out a pang. Ah me! the struggle and the
agony were all left for me.

I saw her onee again. She lay in her coffin,
then, almost concealed by the profuson of
flowers with which she was covered. Perfectly
beautiful she looked; but her features were
calm, with the solemn serenity of Death, and the

‘of Fate ma

y yet restore your lost ones. Ros
chen and Ida doubtless yet live. Bat agamnst
me the one decree of Destiay, which never can
be reversed, bas been promounced —the woman
that I loved is dead !

His voice sank into silence. 'I'he last story
was ended, and the three thus strungely united.
were now to separate. 'They ro-e from the
table, and tHalm extended a hand to each of his
guests,
¢+ We may pever meet agawm,” he said; bat,
from my beart, T thaok you for the copfdence
fou have reposed in me and in each other, as
well as for the friendly sympatby aod solace you
bave giren me. Oae glass more at parting,
friends—and so, farewell 1?

They parted, and no suspicion of the real
bond which umited them crossed their ninds;
that Roschen and Ida Rosen, and the Countess
Orlanofi, were cre and the same person. Yet
so it was, The last line of each romance was
written by (be finger of Death, in the cold dust
that mouldered 1o the stately-bural vault of the
Orlanofis,

AMERIOA IK iITS RELATION TO IRI8H
EMIGRATION.

Almost magical as seem the resources of the
paipter’s art, its power of depicting the subtle
beauties, as well as the wonders aod the glories
ot the external world, and representiog
not merely the actions, but the passions and emo-
tions of men and women, whether they playad
their part on the great historic stage, or in the
drama of domestic life,—stil! the capability cof
art 1s Iunted aod ciucumscribed. Thus, for
example, :f a pawter take for the subject of bis
picture a battle, in which miles of couniry are
occupied with contending armies, and whole
legions are epgaged o active conflict, he can do
little more than illustrate the fierceness of the
strife by a group in the foreground, oo which be
lavishes his utmost ckill and patience ; while the
mass of combatants are conveniently eaveloped
in the dust of charging squadrons, azd the smoke
of belching batteries ; and osly by a few vague
outhoes and dexterous touchbes are indicated the
remote fortunes of the field of carnage,involving,
possibly, the liberty of a people, or ite suprema-
ey of an empire. I employ this mode of repre.

I'senting :he vastoess of the subject comprehended

within the ttle of my theme, and 1o explain the
course which I must of necessity adopt on this
occaston. Had I a dezes opportunities such as
the present, I still could do no more than offer a
series af sketches, lumted 1 their scope and im
perfect in their detall ; so many, so boundless,
are the subjects for coosideration which America
—as the bome of millions, and the hope, I regret
to say, of millions more of our race—suggests to
the mird. I am, at Jeast, io a position not only
to appreciate the magmitude of the subject, but
my inability to do 1t the remotest justice; so,
therefore, as the painter seeks to fix the atien:
tion of the spectator on the promioent group in
the foreground, must I confire my attempt and
your attention to a few leading points, which, if
not most spteresting to you, would, n wmy judg
meat, be most useful to my countrymen—wham
I now address through this assembly,

But, before T consider America as a home for
the emigrant, I may,in justice to my convic-
tions, 1f not to my consistency, answer the ques-
tion which probably suggests itself to the minds
of those who bear me—am I an advocate of Eni.
gration? 1l amnot. TPosubly I may be looked
upon as sbortsighted and unwise, and not capable
of tzking that large and enhghtened view of this
great question taken by your mere cold-blooded
theoriat ; but I regard such a migration as that
from the shore of Ireland as a npational calamity,
and a grievous natiopal wrong. Without in any
way committing myself to the estimates put for—-
ward, and under no mean authority, as to the
nalural resources of this island, whether deve-
loped or ’:tent, aod its capability of supporting a
far larger population than ever existed on 1ts soil,
1 can bave o doubt whatever that were these
natural resources, of which we have been hear—
ing s0 much, fairly developed, and the native
energy of our people sumulated by the best of
all 1ocentives—tbe certainty of reward—this
country could, at ihe very least, support seven
millions of buman bemgs iz comfort and inde-
pendence. Our population 13 now but five mil-
lions and 2 balf, and we must look forward toa
time, and that by no means remate, when our
census returns will exbibit a still more striking
decrease in what 18 considered 1 all other coun-

smile bad taded from her lips—-those hps whose
promised revelations I was never to hear—whose
touch, even tn death, T was sever to know !

l

tries of the world the primal element of a nation’s
weslth, strength, and power. Far smaller coun-
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The husband’s family claimed the remains, and ’, tries than ours boast of a relatively larger popu- ! momen
| volume of Victor Hugo’s poems lay ~pen before | caused them to be transported to Russia, and {lation ; and yet from this httle island, s were i of ours by rearly three thousand miles of tem .-
: Not even her grave ' speck on the world’s map, there has poured out | pestuous ocean, bu* few,

‘2 wondrous stream of kuwman hfe,mn a volume |
‘and density unparalletled m the anpals of the:
| human race, influencmng the progress and civi-
1 lizstion of other lands to an extent which s
simply beyond calculation. From this island
; has gone farth an amcunt of human euerey, ca-
tpable of achieving the prandest results ; aod i
.these it has achievad. It has peaetrated the |
"recesses of the forest, subjugated savage wilds,
‘conquered and bamshed sterility by the magic of
,industry, dug canals, constructed railroads,
;erected ocean wharves, and built up cities 11val-
i ling w splendor the grestest capitals of the old
iworld, This rmghty human power, which so
' many, even Irishwmen, treat with indilerence, or |
,regard wilh contempt, has amazingly assisted the
. development of the British Colonies, and doue
more for the United States of Amertea—their
i progress and civilization—than has been effected
| for theta by any other contribution which that
[ vast conlizent bas as yet received from the teem
ing hives of Europe. It bas hitherto been the
; blind aod fatal policy to get rid of the Trish race
i as speedily as possible, as ineapable of being ap-
i plied to any useful purpose in their own country ;
| whereas the same phystcal power—thz same
' nower of brain and heart, bone and sinew, strength
{and endurance—that bas achizved so much n
| other Jands—that bas created so much wealth
 for other states—might have been turned to pro~
i fitable account 10 the country to which it natu-
'raily belonged, and which, to an ordinary mind,
would appear to be the lepitimate sphere of its
operation.

But, unhappily, when ewigration seemed to he
so easy and so economical a mode of solving a
dificult problem, statesmen, or those wha were
styled such, took little heed of what would bave
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t’s thought, Separated- from t

his island

comparatively, of those
who leave Ireland with the intention of settliag
in America, return to it again ; and among those
who do return—to revisit old scenes and ance
familiar objects, to bebold the:r relatives or the
frieads of their youth, or to lay their bopes o
the sacred graves of their kindred— the greater
number have been more or less firtunate in the
battle of life, and lova to boast of their honor-
able success, and praise the country which re-
warded the perseverance of their industry, or
the prudence of thewr speculations. Then, for
nearly balf 2 century—more remarkably for the
:ast quarter of a century—there has been re-
cewved n this country from Amn.erica ag anoual
tribute richer thau that which conquered nations
poured tnto the exchequer of zncient Rome ; and
thts woadrons heart-offermg cf the exiled to
parents aod kindred in the old country, has na-
turally ymparted to America a kind of goiden
splendor, when beheld through the bright me-
d'num of youthful bhope, or the sangioe anticipa-
tions of the needy and the reckless. Yet, if one
could see how the money thus sent across the
Allantic was worked for, tailed for, claved for—
how much of 1t was taken from comfort — pay,
denied to absolule necessity—the sight would
tend much to remove false impressions, and dis-
pel dangerous delusions. The [rish are a pecple
of smgufar patural refipement and delicacy of
feehog ; and Lowever low we go down in the
social seale, we fiad among them aa PEquUisite
tenderness for the susceptibilities of those on
whom they confer a gitt, or for whom they make
a sacrifice, which is not to be found to the same
degree 1n aoy other race. 'Thus, though the
five, or the ten, or the twenty dollar draft has
been saved from the scanty earnings of the young
adventurer,— oftentimes a mere boy or gwl,

rendered emigration ubneceesary, or seriously
dininished its asouval flow ; and thue, to this very
haur, we witness a state of (hings, affecting tae
far greater portion of the population, which ofters
but hittle wducement to our people to remam at
home, and is oot calculated to counterbalance
the attractions that America bolds out to the
hopes of the young, the aident, and the adven-
turous, Special eircumstances, principally owmg
to the vierssiiudes of trade and commerce, con—
sequent upon revolution and war, may for the
tune infleence the u'e of emigration from Ire-
land ; but considering that so many millions of
our people are at the other side o} the Atlantic,
and that, as a rule, every Irish family at home
has at least ove member in that land whose name
15 a bousehold word, and a barbinger of hope, 1o
the remotest cabin, or glen, or mouctain side, it
1s too probable that an exhaustiny stream will
still continue to f)w [rowm our shores, unless,
same poleot styptic be applied, and prompily
too, to check this fatal waste of a nation’s life-
blead. This, at any rate,1s nota matler of
sentiment, but of patienal existence or extine-
tion; and 1 can now only express an earnest
hope, that our people may be so dealt with, so
justly and so wisely governed, that this wital cur-
rent may be arrested before it be too lite,~ere
the pallor of utter exhaustion bamshes for ever
the bloom of health and hife that sl flushes the
fair face of our dear motherland, But to check
emigration, or confine it within safe and natural
s, the public sentiment respecting its use and
value must be changed ; and those who exercize
wfluence, whether for evil or for good, must be
brought to understand tbat 1ts people are a na-
tion’s wealth; that labor is capital ; that human
energy 15 so much creative power ; acd that
every emigrant ship that steams out of an Irsh
barbor with tir.e or four hundred sorrowful yet
hopeful youog men, and tearful but blooming
and strong-hearted womem, robs Irelapd, their
God-given home, of 8o much capital, wealth, and
power. We have too often had occasion to pray
that Heaven might change the bearts of our
rulers, We should rather pray that the hearts
of Irishmen should be changed, and their minds
enflightened to the truth,—that a certain class of
landlords and agents should abandon their hate-
ful and uachristtan theories, which are not only
incocsistent with the history and experience of
mankind, but opposed to the mercy and wisdom
of Divine Providence. We must look no longer
to Emigration as the soivtion of a great State
problem ; we must seek for it ratber in the na-
tural aod beneficent results of justice and fair
dealing between nation aud nation, people and
people, man and man.

From what] bave said, I need scarcely add
that i am not an advocate of Emigration, I,
however, koow it to be mevitable; and there-
fore I deal with 1t as an ~vil which I cannot pre-

whom a bard fate or an enterprising spirit sent
from home at a tender ape,—or though it may
have been pinched irom the wants of a groming
family, there is no accompanymg word of grudg-
ngness, no sugaestion of seif-sacrifice, to dimnish
the value of the pift, or mar the enjoyment by
enhancing the obligation of the recipient ; and
the sympathizing veighbors estimate the wonder-
ful prosperty ot Mary, or Bridget, Pat, or
Maurice, by the hberal remittance sent at
Corstmas and Easter to the old people at home.
Many such oflerings are made from abundance,
but maoy more are consecrated by the keenest
privation and the most exalted seli-sacrifice.

1 myself have seen, in Eastern and in West-
era cities of the Union, the dag-lahorer enter the
money-broker’s oflice, accompanied by his hum-
bly but decently clad wife or siter; and I soon
t learned, through a few questions put to them, i
a frieadly and respectful spint, that affection, not
prudence, justified the largeness of the remittance
which, with a heart’s blessing and a pious « God
speed,” they forwarded to Ireland—to cheer the
poverty of the father or mother; to keep the
roof over the old people m ther hailing years ;
or to help a yousg sister or brother, uetil big
enough and strong enough to cross the ocean,
and commence the world on their own account.
1 was toid of hundreds and bundreds of incidents
connected with these remittances to Ireland, as
full of tenderness and pathos as a poem of Long-
fellow’s ; and while I hstened to the recital of
these deeds of modest heroism, 1 knew not which
to admire most—the lavish generosity of the
frequent gift, the beautiful affection tbat inspired
it, or the sublime self-sacrifice through which it
was laboriously hoarded up—denied not merely
to the promptiogs of youtbful vamty and the al-
luremeats of pleasure, but to the requirements of
bealth, and even the craviogs of huager. Itis
true, passage-momey auod pocket-money, and
mouney for the paymeat of the rent, and the pur~
chase of clothing for the fumily at bome, are
sent by the fortunate settler oo the land, when
be converts ihe surplus produce of his farm nto
gold or currency: 1itis true that the prosperous
trader is not forgetful of those whom he left after
him tn that land wlich is ever bright m bis me~
mory ; but the bulk of what is sent s contsi-
buted by those who live in towns, and the ma-
jority of whom are employed in the rudest labor
and the humblest drudgery. But every dollar
that is received 1o Ireland, come from whom it
may, earned bow 1t may, given at what cost of
discomfort or privation—every dollar strengthens
the conviction that there is nothing in Amenca
but prosperity, and thac the simple act of cross-
ing the ocean is all that is required to endow the
successful travelier, who lands sately on any part
of the soil of the New World, with the purse ot
Fortunatus, and unlimited command of the lux-
uries as well as the enjoyments of life, To deal

vent, but which I would render as little ewil as
possible.

That the vaguest and most extraordinary no-
tion, should be entertained by our people of
America, as & field of adventure and ultimate

honestly with this fond delusion, 1s a duty due to
those whose destiny is to cross that mighty waste
of waters which bas Jong since bécome a high=
way rather than a barrer.

As a home for the emigrant, of whatever .
country, America offers an unfailing and oali-

home for the emigrants, ought not to be a mat-
ter of surprise to those who give the subjecta'

mited resource. It 18 humanly impossible to



