"« Play I" cried out & party in gusponse ; like, as’

firat finlehed the grog &% & single gulp, and!then
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Mow, thisisa gtory in 80 veritable 8 hobgoblin-:
jam that I am able to produce two  witnesses to
vouch for its ruthenticity. Indeed, the whole details
are so circumstantial and occurred in go common.
place a.way, that they must force cenviction zpon
the most incredulcns and gceptical reader.
not touch up my récital with a-single tint of roseate
romance, or magnify it in the focus of a concave
mirror, but will a simple tale unfold of a single
night's adventure in which two chosen friends were
my alliss and participators.

So much by the way of preface, always a very
necessary preliminary, when a writer undertakes to
pingo upon the precincts of the spiritual world, or
rather,.the world of spirits. Y

There were three of us: Duncan, an ecclesinstical
student; Darwin, neophyte in medicine; nnd the
author, ru artist an.d odd-fellow, a privileged incog-
nifo, known only to the publigher and printer, and
always admitted ta be an exceptionsl literary pro-
mulgator. i

T'hen there were three of us (not reckoning the
ghost), and the eite of the scene of action was
& Cherry Orchard,” Enuickerry, in the L'oun‘ty of
Wicklow, Ireland, within a pistol shot of * Terni-
hinch” acd in the immediate vicinity of ¢ The
Dargle.”

Darwin’s mother had taken the cottage of Cherry
Orchard at the close of the summer, for change of
air, and remained in it nntil the east winds of Octo-
ber drove her back into Dublin, & full week before
the completion of her stipulated occupancy. So
young Darwin stayed behind and held possession,
and, like ¢ Willie’s peck o' maut,” “I and Duncan
went to gee,” and maybe we did not mske a gloricus
week of it. No, it was not all roistering and divsi-
pation. Nothing of thu kind! On the coutrary,
our days were spent in the most rational manner
possible, considering that we were three youny
plants, fresh from the hotbed of the motropolis. For
example, we knew that Tennihinch was sacred {0
the memory of Grattan ; we knew that the bright
silvery stream flowing beforethis guburban mansion
of his was the favorite spot where he loitered, and
along whose verdant banks ho strayed, whilat com-
poring some of thoge grand patriotic orations which
were to live forever. To be sure, Darwin esanyed
to personate the illustrious orator of Ireland, by
folding his arms, looking sternly into the water,
and stamping out a dozen of daisies with his irate
heel—whilst Duncan, pointing to the ' arrogant
impostor,” assured me that patriotism was a con-
tinogs link with religion, a truism which we had all
just read that very morning from a funeral oration
over a French celebrity. Then, after repeating
Byrou's lines, in honour and remembrance of the
glorious dead, we retired into sn adjolning grove,
and proceeded to engrave our saveral names on the
barks of the most inviting trees. Darwin gave his
signature in Arebic letters, s language in which he

Twit [P

Byron® writes:—
‘% Some 8trong swimmer io bis agony.”

«Play first and think after,” gibed another per-
fonner, who had the game in his band.

1 A ghilling to sixpence,” betted a third, ¢ that
Duncan plays the 'wrong card, and then persplres
in proring that if be did soything elge that b
would have violatsd the most sacred spiritof the

me. - . .

‘4 If nobody will play,” charged in’ Darwin, “ I'll
draw the money." .
_«Strike, but hear me,” expostulated the dilatory
layer.

“y'l‘welve is stiiking," obaerved the artlst, “and
you're & promlisiug ecclesiastic to run us into Sun-
day morning.”

i Have you the knave?” asked the hesltat!ng
limb of theology in o mostapxivus and supplicating
tone.

« Don't yor wish ?" we

4 Play, and be d—-—d.to youl”
with curds of bopelers sirrface. : S

_Wae it the hour? Waos it the oath? Was it the
general profanation ?—or was it but the freak of
some peeping juveniles on the watch, that a loud
tap was distinctly heard upon the window-pane.

The cottage was far awsy from any other dwell-
ing, and stood in-the midst of a lurge field, flanked
by & decp-running stream, with n dense grove 1o
the background, It wus the hour of midnight, and
the sudden tap startled our whole party. .

The key was prudently and stlently t-ul:ned in
the hall-door, and Darwin, in & aweet conciliatory
tone, asked through the key-hole—

* Who's there?”

No reply.

Again snd agasin was the hospitable querry re-
peated, but only with the same result.

«T vote that we sit down and finish the game.”

] second the motion.”

- And down we sat scoordingly—a little sobered,
to be sure, by the strapge interruption, bat still as-
hamed to admit anything like a scaro on account of
amere peck ot the window.

All agreed to deal the cards anew and begin the
gams afresh, and s modicum of grog was introduced
to ebualize the general circulation,

Thie threw a new spirit into the party, and the
cards begsn again to come down, with a will, upon
the sounding board. The trump was openly an-
nounced in the frankest and falrest fellowship, the
game became alive, aud the players laughed, and
joked. and gambled, and sipped, and sipped again
until a great crisls arrived when all depended upon
the cast of a last and slngle card.

There was & momentary panse—nall held their
breaths and opened their eyes,snd bent their bodies
forward in anxious expectation of the coming event
whilst the plager, holding the final card aloft, kept
them in {mpatient suspense, until,at last, he elid
the important missive, face downward, across the
table, to be turned up by his opponents, to their own
coufusion or snchantment.

At this critical juncture, and before a hand could
be stretched forth tosolve the exciting mystery, an-
other and a Jouder tap sounded from the window-
pane.

All eyes were instantly strained In Lhe direction,

was the ironical rejoinder.
gwore a youth,
/

had begun to tamper. Darwin contented himself
with three modest initials, whilst I incised a mono-
gram, intended to act as futuro trads-mark to av fo-
finity of future trinmphe. Those inscriptions lived
a fow years at least, when we three met’again, and
cuariously looked for their existence. The growing
bark was just beginning gradually to fill them up,
snd reject their further presence, shufillng us off
their mortal coil in the gentlest and oiliest of man-
ners possible.

Then we hanated the Dargle, and intraded into
its very minutest beauties, lunching upon a tri-
shouldered rock decerated with moss and trailers,
and affording a liquid mirror at the foot, of molten
light and silver, and dining down in & oool and
deliclous alcove formed of buge boulders in the bed
of a dried-up mountain torrent, and ovur-plumed
and shaded by wild ash, sumachs and willows.

After our banguet, we usually songht the plane
of a musloal torrent, which, after hurrying down
through rocks and brushwood and hazel copses,
with rapid carol and noisy gles, at length expended
itself in an articulate cascade, supplemented by a
running brook, which, in the shade of drooping
bougks, and the framing of an emerald sward,
looked like the drainings from the golden cups of
the noon-day deities, which the pagan poets loved
so graphically to portray.

In such a foreground we frequently sought to be
the prominent Ggures, stretched at our easo, and
either reading some of Longfellow's delicious poems,
or repesting them from memory, or a fiery ballad of
‘Thomas Davis, 4 sweet song of the poet, Williams,
s mystic chant from ¢ Mangan,” a national outburst
from “The Belfast Man,” or a sweet lyric from some
of the young Irish poetesses of the day.

Row, this was oll rational enough, in the way of
mere idleness, but I am obliged to admit that the
nights of those days were not spent by any meaus
go balmily or poetically as their depicted forenoons.
No indeed—on the contrary—the sunken shaded,
silent cottage of Cherry Orchard, often stared out
on the fields with blazing window-panes, and often,
too, the welkin rang to the roar of some enraptur-
iog joke, or the terrible tattoo for a favourite song,
the scream following a happy jest, or the wild bal.
looa accompanying the protracted struggle of an
extemporised wrestling-match. Later in tho night,
aleo, I am free to confess, John Jameson was in-
troduced, if not personally, at least in eplrit, and
then, tosst and sentiments were the conguquences,
and healths, and # hip—hip—burrahs!” and « right-
good-tellows!" and loud defiances to anyhody,
.sither within or without the company, to deny the
facts of sald promulgated assertions of xoodness
and fallowship. Sometimes, also, might be heard
the crash of frittered glaws, and the exchaoge of
violent personslities with the intrusive owner of
the demolished property, and the flerce declaration
of the destroyer of his property being able and will-
ing to give a cheque there and then for more than
the intringic valub of the body and soul, and cot-
tage to match, of the narrow-minded propristor.
The glamming of & door usually followed, accom-
paunied by a very unmusical * bah ! Guring the in
tonsation of which might be seen three thumbs dis-
tended wide, and appended to three noses, with tbe

elongation of all the fingers of sll the hands, and

all guaged in the direction of the egress of the un-

welcome expostulator. . However, I must hasten to

add, that on the night of the ghost there was no
guch thing as any -approach to high revelry, dis-

tracting wittcisme, uprosarious jokes, nor any acro-
batic exercises of nny kind whatsoever. Noloud
voices, except in cceasional explosions, and noth-

jng pandemoniac except at the close of a game,
when the mine of silence exploded, and all its pent
up angry elements kept showering about the head
and ears of the party, until time healed the evil.
By this, of course, the reader _understands that the
trlo were engaged at cards, Yeg, that is just about
the fact. Aall hands turncd 1in for pitching into the
the pastebonrd,and at the work we went with that
sort of vivid gusto which ueually characterised all
of auy of our adopted works inthe willlng service
of Momus, . S . ‘

Tt wae Satorday night—ebove-all nights in the

year (a8 the old gossipers say)—and it was late at
night, too, and ‘later still when :the play became.
fast.and furions, ond the gamesters began to wear
corrugated brows—to stare at their ca_rdg ateadfastly
—=and to oye each other:with that pecaliar, distrast-
fu); impatient air so common: to all men who lie in
walt for their fellows with felonfous intent npon
thelr proaperity and the {1lest feelings agalnsi their
gUCCess, O even momentary advantage.

and then upon one another.

“JIt's a gell I’ pronounced Darwin,

t Palpable lark " addud Duncan.

The artist comprersad his lips, and was silent.

4 Dog, or devil, or Dane!” cried the medious,¢m-
ptying his glass, “['ll challenge him !”

So saying, he sprang forward, unlocked the deor,
and flung it wide open.

Darwin was, sooth to say,a little—very little—
screwed, and so he blustored out, as he stepped
abroad under a bright moon as a blustery sky—

¢1f you thlok we're frightened, Mr, Kuickner
bocker kaocker, you're damnably mistaken. Ha,
ha, ho |”

The mocking laugh wasabsorbed into the silence
and a3 we Jooked ont we planly beheld the ckallen-
ger standing foolishly in the meadow, goggling
sbout him in every direction, and evidenly at a gore
loss as to what be was to ssy or to do next with his
dumb tormentor.

« Comeo in, Tom. Whoever it was he’s goue away
—there’s no slgn of a human being anywhore.”

“He may go to hell, the playboy,” sneered the
valiant Darwin, as he re-¢ntered the cottage and
banged the door after him.,

u Let ua go to bud,” suggested Duncan, experimen-
tally, “ it's just us well.”

#wNo man here sball do nnything of the kind
with my consent, or without my special wrath,
until we finish our game to the very last trick.”

«] think so,” nssented the artist; © besides, if it
should turn out to bea twelve o'clock ghost, Dun-
can should try his hand at exorcism.”

uBit down, boys, and replenish your glasses.
We'll hunt the bucko if he repeat his visit."”
“Throw by the pasteboard and give us & song
Tom."

# No, never; I'll see it out with devil-skin, and
finish my gnme, despite of his tail, hoofs, aud horns;
80 come on my heartics!”

Ageain we tackled at the sport—the game was
gpoil-five~—and the knave ef clubs was the trilumph,
#There he is, Duncan,” laughed the artist ; ¢ look
at his leng legs, and bis butting head, and fiery
eyes ; exercise bim now, my lad, and free the world
from bondagel”

At any rate,” expostulated the ecclesiastical
gtudent, *it's really not right to be gambling on.a
Sabbath morning.”

# Shut up, sir,” hiccuped Darwin, authoritativey.
« Epicurua says, * eat, driok, and be merry, for to-
morrow you die ;' and Epictetus swears that a well.
printed poge isa fenst for an Emperor, and there’s
the knave of clubs for you, both printed and painted.
Play, &ir, you have the fall of the trick.”

* Nobody robbed the knave,” observed the artist.
«That would Do unprofessional,” grinned the
snubbed divine ; significantly,

« Pat that fellow on the back for me ; I owe you
one for that, old lad " burst out medicus, in high
approval,

# Go on now, I'l] play till next week,” succumbed
the delighted Duncan,

« Bad company leads to ruin,” observed the artist,
sentenjously. ’

« Who says this i3 badjcompany ?”’

A thundering splash at the window panes was
the prompt and startling response. The cards drop-
ped suddenly upon the boavd, end Darwin started
to bls feet, with n furious execration, and dashing
the door open, stared about in a frenzy of excite-
ment,

Nobody was to be scen. The winds: etill blew
gustily, and the moon was ag bright as day. The
broad green meadow showed paths and bars of re-
fiected light, but no living tbing appeared in the
bare open space beforehim. The thin, spare cherry
traes would have reflected a mousge at their boles,
for the grest large orb of night stood behind them,
and their very golden leaves might be mused upon
and counted. The busy strenm sadly rippled in
the distance, and the intermittent blasts alone
secmed really to keep watch and ward over the
suspended animation of the wearied world.

- .Bu$ Darwin’s blood was up, for,as the poet bas
it , : ‘
u He kept his spirita up, by pourlog spirits down,”

and, accordingly, he sworo lustily that he would
bave the ghost by the hair of the head in no time,
or;kuow the reason why, Lo

There was no use In attempting to digsuade him
from his pot vallancy—in fact,opposition only seem-
ed to sharpen-his resolution, and.he forthwith. an-
nounced his determination to paste himself againat
the doorjosmb outalde, and thus lie in walt for the

dingly, be stood on gnard al,one;_a'dv!s!hg-the game
to be continued withinasa mockery, a delusion ;and
agnare,. - e :

But the whole sffafr began to wear so ‘lugnbrious

an aspect—Iu the midnight, the sullen silenc?, and.

the gloom—that there was no hert to second the
adventarous' ghoat-setter. Durcan-and the artist
spoke beneath their breath, d2precating the useless
daring aod bravado of their friend, who, to their
farther dismay and disgust, whistled wpon bis wateh
but in 8 marvelously low key, a rather profane bat
fashionable ditty. -

The wind began to sough heavily, the fire in the
apartment went out, and the goot began to fall with
s _startling nolse down into the émpty grate, as if—
ns {f—as if—(both the listéners thought the same
thing)—as if the discomfitted ghost was creepiug
surreptitiously, headlong, into the black chimuey-
flue ; but they did not interchange their dismal sur-
prise, Full ten minutes passed away in this horri-
ble suspense, when a- loud, long, well sustained

snore informed the tremblors that the watchman|g

was traitor to his tryst.’

- Pull- him in," suggested Duncap, * and let us go
to bed at once; it really 18 not right to profane the
Sabbath, aud to defy a palpable warning.”

“Will you go?" demanded the srtist, ¢ the fellow
is 50 headstrong in his liquor that”

1t No doubt,” nssented the divine, “ but I fancy 1
have the key to him in his stormiest hour,

But his reverence was a trifle mistaken in his
placatory powers, for no sooner did Darwin hewr
his magnetic voice in bis ear, and folt bis electric
fingers upon his shoulders tban he darted at him
like a hawk upon & hevon, and after whirling him
about for a moment like a teetotewn, shot him out
into the night, and clapping his knee against the
deor turned the key eflactually despite of the most
frantic proposition.

“Ah! let him in—1let him in,” eried out the artist
compassionately.

Darwin, most obstinately, put his back againat
the door, and positively refused to accede to any
such opposition.

In the meantime, the only candle on the premires
was beginning to burn very low, not to say, sus-
piclously blue, The fira was out; the talle was
slobbered with drink and litterod with greasy
cards ; an ale-house smell pervaded the whole apart-
ment, whilst the melancholy sough of the winds
and the woods abroad made everything so cheerless
snd so sad, that any further attempt at a joke or a
stroke of merriment was like tickling a skeleton
or playing dice upon a tombatone.

All this time Dancan was knocking piteously
for admission, and in so earnest and tremulous a
tone, too, that the artist wigently entrested the
janitor not to keep bim abroad any longer.

My good sir, I refnge your petition with costs,”
exclaimed Darwin, In quite & farensic style. I re-
fuse it also on principle. What does the moralist
say ?—* Bring up a child i the way he should go,
and when'—yon know the rest. Very well. Bring
up a parson same way from the egg— set him at the
devil in his youth—like training a Tauridor to
kiil a bul}, or & hedge-heg to gobble a beetla—and
I'd warrant you wo'd have less of Messisurs Luci-
fers, except in fagt brats’ fusees, and variegated eul-
phur metcnes.”

#If yon will not let me in out of this horrid pitch
darkness,” whined the voice, ontside.

& Are you afrald ?” demanded Darwin.

" I m.n .

% Well, conquer your fear und do your cuty, like
a true gon of the Church.”

“ You wor't open the door ?”

% No, certainly not.”

“Then open i & bit, and hand me tha glass of
grog L left on the table, and the pipe, and a few
matches.

%Yes, I think I'l1 do that, but I will notcpen the
door. Go to the window, and I'll transfer thiem into
your posaession.”

« I'd prefer the door.”’

# Ard ‘T'd prefer the window,
bit, and let you have the viands.

The viands were accordingly transferred, but the
moment the trausfer was perfected, the young
divine at once announced his determination not to
stay there to be scared to death, but that be would
forshwith proceed to Enniskerry and put up at the
hotel uatil morning.

#Seo here,” cried Darwin, in & sonorous and rue-
ful voice through the keyhole “ you have but one
demon to face in Cherry Orchard, but if you go out
on the dark road, with the black trces and the
blacker shadows all around you,and the wind moan-
ing and groaning, and the moou blood-red over your
bead, and the murderous woods all '——

« Ab, let me in, let mo in," sobbed the terrified
outsider,

1t Not 8 toe, Duncan, my mon,” was the hard-
hearted rojoinder.

T leave you my dying curse,” wailed the discon-
solate petitioner.

“And a lock of your hair on & bramble. I'l
look out for it at daybreal, Don't forget it in your
hurry.”

A gurgling sound immediately followed this in-
teresting colloquy. It was melancholy Duncan
swallowing his welcome measure of alcohol.

Then all again was silent as the tomb, but enly
for a moment, for Darwin, having imbibed a fresh
stimulant, praceeded to sing a song—a song well
trolled, too, yet still savoring ofdeath and the gepul-
chre,

# King Death was a rare old fellow,” roared Dar-
win, “and he sat where no sun could shine, &c.
But wait. Here's the pack of cards to the good.
I read your fortune for you. I ocsn do it. I
learned the trick from & gipsy—a real gipey.

 You firat, yon see, mumble a stave or two in the
name of the " old boy,' and then you”

A terrible dash at the window pancs interrupted
the incantation.

The artist sprang back as far as the room wounld
permit, bat the semi-screwed Darwlin, either beliey-
ing the present gloomy greeting te be a mockery,
a delusion, aud a snare, or in a spirit of reckless
bravado, rushed over to the window, violently
dashed back the uubolted shutters, and was as in-
stantanecusly met by a sight that made him roar
aloud with uncontrollable terror, and the next in.
stant menaure his full senseless length upon the
sounding floor.

The artist stood immovable, transfixed a statue of
borror.

His brain burnt, Lis balr stood on end, his eyes
glared, his senses forsook him, and no wonder; for,
atthe open window, appeared an cnormous ashy
face, with furious eyes, and gaping mouth—a month
like a very Vesuvius—vomiting volumes of lurid
flames. A groat wide open human hand garnished
the bideous countenance on either side, and were
laid down flat upon the window panes.

It wag a sight to appal the stoutest heart that
ever beat under mortal 1ibs, be the same of a sinner
or a saint, aud most pacticularly when the sash
shook violently and ‘was suddenly shot up to ite
utmost limits,

We forsake you now, gentle reader, just fora

11 just lift it a

moment, through pure charity and compassion, to |

contemplate the terrible tableau, whilst we look
after the fate of the poor outsider, who was abroad
and alone in the company of all these horrors.

We left bim sbivering In bis skin at the wrong
side of the inhospitable doorway, which refused him
any solace or protection beyond his pipe and fueees
snd hismodicum of grog contained in a stout little
tumbler that, like & faithful terrior, seemed never
to leava his maater,

The poor solaces stood on the wiadow-s1ll where
Darwin had edged them out. It was a trying mo-

ment, but thers was nothing for it but to dare the

“was about lighting hia chibouque, preparatory to a

his'head * tap,” ¥ tap,” # tap !’ went the mysterious
Eknocking on the glass. -
He felt a choking. gasp within his throat, his

ble and weaken ; in fact, he was gently golpg off
into & swound, when his eye suddenly alit upoa the
cauge of all this night-long alarm. - .

‘A tall, lank cherry-tree grew close up by the cot-'
tage, its fibry branches leaning against its walls,
the lower ones touching the lattices, so that when
the wind blew in gusty blats from the south-west
these branched were sure to 1attle sway upon the
window-panes, as they accordingly did on the event-
ful night in question.’ ;

* Well, well,” muttered poor Duncan, wonderful-
1y relieved, and very soon wonderfully amused. “ I
see I have ezorcised the Wickiow devil. Let me
see h’?w I can exarcise the two impe inside. Here
008, . .

He seized the mischevious tree with both hands,
and gave it a tremendous shake, The tattoo on the
glass was tremendous; thes, igniting a buach of
the fagees, he seived the sefs ends between his
teeth, and as they blazed away be pasted his face
against the windew-panes as closely as he poseibly
could, and waited for the result.

The tattoo brought Darwin instantly to the spot,
and the white face and lucifer-flames of the outsider
perfected the catastrophe. Darwin's terrified roar
waa a triumph in itself, but his tnmble on the floor
was akin to the Russian indemmity. Yet Duncan
was not zatisfied—his wrath was not thoroughly
satiated; he shot up the window-sash, scrambled
into the room, and completed the ntter demolition
of the artist, who sark helplessly into a chbair at
the demon’s palpable approach, and, with a weak
and imbecile smile upon bis lips, patiently awaited
to be incontinently gobblgd

The demon danced a saraband over the body of
his prostrate friend, made a series of salaams to the
thawing artist, and, finally, gave himself the great-
est credit possible for his first but most undeniable
success in the art and mystery of spiritual exor-
cism.

Darwin endeavoured to pretend and impress his
scclesiastical friend with the fiction that it was all
a mistake, and that he himseif was only taking =
gnooze, aud the artist another ; but the attempt was
made in such a sickly and trembling manner, and
with snch serious faces, that it was quite clear that
the two young men were sold, snd the parson was
master of the sitoation.

Ab, me—msany years have passed since those
juvenile freaks, but Darwin is not a doctor vet;
Dupoan has levanted to Australia; and the artistis
the writer of this very true sketch of “ The Devll
in the County Wicklow.”— From the St. Patrick's Day
Number of the * Shamrock.”

ENGLAND'S GAOLERS SEL¥-CON-
DEMNED.

—_———

The whole world heard some short time azo that
Color-Sergeant MacCarthy was declared by a Dublin
jury (mostly Protestant) to have died in consequence
of the craelly barsh treatment which he received
from his relentless - English gaolers. As soon.as
this verdict was returned proceedings were’ taken
in Parliament to have theo case fully investigated.
Government promised acomplete and public inquiry
But what did government do? It (being afraid) ap-
pointed a London official of its own, a police
maglstrate, to hold & secret inguiry and to report
thereon. Everyone who understands public affairs
is well aware that this meant #whitewash every
official,” The London officiul went to work, heard
his witnesses (not in public, not on oath, and not
cross-examined), aud of course, he has brought in
a verdict which clearg them all, and may get him a
baronetcy, for be is atill only & koight.

The examination was secret, one sided and un-
controlled. Thera ngver was a more complete
attempt to blind the public as to the real points at
issue, The system of prison cruelty was on its
defence, and how has it been defended? It hasbeen
defended by an unworthy attempt to screen prison
officials, All the evidence is on the one side. It
is all interested testimony, secretly extracted, and
i3 without any, even the slightest, claim to be re-
cognized 88 of any weight with those whose only
object is to artive at a full knowledge of the truth,
The whole thing would fitly be called a farce were
were it not for the painful fact that the victim of
all tho alleged cruelty has been “done to death.”
The accusations in Dublin at the inquest were
made in open conrt, nn oath, by several witnesses,
supported by two woll known and experienced doc-
tors, and all the witnesses were cross-examined.
The defence ls—contrary to solemn government
promise—secret, not on oath, and not cross.ex-
amined. Did Sir James Ingham, Knight (soon to
be barouet, perhaps), for a moment think that the
truth would be told by pridon officials accused—and
it is not yet legally proved to be a wrorg accusa-
tion—of gross cruelty to men whom it was their
duty merely to detain—no more? He is not such
a fool,

Color-Sergeant MacCarthy's death was caused (as
was proven) by the terrible cruelties to which he
was subjected In prison ; and the poor, shabby at-
tempt to shift the blame on the Dublin procession
(thongh we admit that that was injudicious) must
fail. The poor man was deprived of all the com-
forts he would bave had in an ordinary Rospital,
He (though weak] was forced to do a strong man's
work, he was fed upon miserable food, confined in
a little dungeon filled with poisoned air, robbed of
necessary sleep by frequent disturbance, and olliged
to drag his mattress to the door to catch a little air,
aAnd yet we mre coolly told that he was * treated
with as much leniency as was conaistent with penal
discipline and the precauntions which became
necessary to prevent his escape.” Dr, O'Leary, M P,,
a most distinguished medical man, and Dr.
Kenny both gave most damaging evidence against
the government,. Why were they not called? The
answer is plain, Government knew that the truth
was the one great thing to be avolded. It will be
said that they were not prison officiala. But are ac-
cused to be theirown gole witnesses? Eoglish law
does not allow a man in the dock, even for his life
to be his own witness.

Is there noremedy for this grevious, thiahidcous
wrong ? There is. Let Mr. O'Connor Power (if be
be, we firmly.believe him to be, really in earpest)
insist on the full and fair performance of the promlise
made to lhim in Parliament by the Hon, Secretary
that the inquiry would be public. This course, and
this salote, will convince the public at lnrge that
Colour-Sergeant MacCarthy was not brutally killed
by those who were (unhappily for him) appointed
to be bis gaolers. To the English Government we
say, ¢ Gullty or not guilty, what saysst thou?’ An-
swer honestly, and withont any false preteuce, We
pause for a reply.— London Uniwerse.

A DISTINGUISHED IRISHMAN.
—-—3——

A. M. Sullivan, the distinguished orator and
writer, is fast gainlng public acknowledgments from
aspiring nationalities, Recently ho was thanked by
the Poles for the advocacy of their canse, and since
then he bas received a letter from Greece expresi-
ing gratitude for his sympathy with those who ‘are
seeking independence. Mr. Sullivan ig one of the
very few patriots who are consistent enough in con-

duct that whatis good for thelr own countryis good
for every other. '

tramp to Enniskerry, when, lo, immediately above |

heart beat viclently, and his knees began to trem- |
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MR J. P. ’BRIEN I¥ CORK. .
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m;l‘he Cork Ezaminer of Tuesday the 26th. March
B: ’

‘At an early. hour- yesterday evening band
tar-barrsls passed throogh. the city, gA'bom: sei?]ﬂ
o'tlock:a torchlight procession went throngh the
principal streets and stopped before the Victoria
Hotel, These bands, &c., turned ont for the pur-
pose of giving welcome to Mr. John Patrick O'Brien
a releaged Fénian Prisoner, who is at predent in thig
city. “When Mr. O'Biien appeared at ome of the
windows of the Chamber of Commerce, cheer nfter
cheer burdt from the excited crowd®thronging Pat-
tck street. ‘Mr, O'Brien was introduced by Mr,
Denis Florence M'Carthy. Hu thanked the crowd
for the very hearty welcome they accorded him, He
then spoke at some length of the cruel treatment
which the Fenian prisoners hiad received in the Go-
vernment peisong.” He spoke of the death of Ser-
geant M‘Carthy as nothiug else than a cruel and
brotal murder. He said Bir James Ingham, who
was at present holding an enquiry into the conduct
of jail officials, was doing his best to whitewash the
anthorities from their slow and malignant murder,
When the speaker mentioned the names of certain
Government officials the crowd hissed fiercely and
several times gave vent to their {eelings in loud
groans, At the conclusion of his speech Mr. O Brien
called on the assembled Corkmen to demand from
tl.e Government the release of all the Fenian prison-
ers, A resolution to this effect having been passed
tho crowd dispersed. '

A NEW CLIMATE FOR LOWER
CANADA.

0

The proposal, which was first veptilated in the
columns ofthe Paily Post twelve months apo, to
block up the straits of Belle Isle with a view of pro-
ducing an alteration in the climate of Lower
Canada is being discussed with considerable spirit,
not only in the Dominion of Canada itself, but
throughout the Statea of America. At first the pro.
ject, which, from its gigantic proportions appeared
some what startling, was met with some opposition,
on the ground, firet, that it was impossible of being
carried out, and secend, that even if the work were
executed, it would not produce the desired effect,
The first gronnd of objection amounts to very little
in asmuch as high engineering authorities on both
sides of the Atlantic have stated that although the
work is a stupendous one, and would require a vast
expenditure of time and money, it is one quite
capable of accomplishment. The proposs), we may
repeat here, is to block up the eatrance to the
straits, through which a wvast force of Artic watix
.mnkes its way into the Gulf of St. Lawrence, bring-
ing with it huge aceumulations of ice, which have
the effect of withering all manner of vegetation
along the northeastern - shore of the gulf, the chill-
iog lanfluences of this ice being felt fur inland in
the lower portions of the Dominion, Un theother
hand, the influenees of the Guif Streams are from
time to time felt on the eustern side of the Gulf of
8¢t. Lawrence, but the infloxnfthe northern wateia
and the fcebergs from Baffi_’4 Bay more than neu-
tralises the genial effects of the Gulf Stream, and
nakes the winter longer and vaatly more severe
thrn it otherwige would b-. It is this
northern winter which canies blight and blast
along with it oven as far as Montreal, protracts the
winter, and gives to the climate of Lower Cavnada
that Arctic tone which is so detrimental to the in-
terests of thecountry and its people. With the
Straits of Belle Isle blocked, we have shown before
that in all probability this state of things would be
altered, and that the climate wonld be more in
accord with our ewn, because the Arctic current
would be left to pursne ita natural sonth-easterly
course into the Atlantic Ocear, The experience
of the present winter goes far to prove what we
have been countending for. There was a remark-
able abzence of ice about the straits and along the
eastern shores of Newfoundland and Labrador dus-~
ing the summer, aud at the fall of 1ast vear, and the
result has been a winter of an almost unprecedentec.
ly mild und open nature. Captain Graham, of the
Allan line of steamers, who has studied this question
deeply,and has had large experience in the Gulf f
St. Lawrence, is confident thatif the ice remains
away during the remainder of thig winter, the Gulf
will remain comparatively open, whilst the summer
will be unusually carly, As thereis bardly anythirg
which more effects the climats of a country thau
the temperature ¢f the sea water surronnding it, this
fact goes a good way to indicate that if not ounly the
ice bot the Arctic waters could be perpetually kept
out of the straits, the climats of Lower Canada
yrould undergo a modificatfon which would be of
immense advantage. Moreover the full beaefit {
whatever portion of the GulfStream which would
be driven into the Gulf of8t. Lawrence would oper-
ate in miaing the temperatur» of the water now
washing the north east shores of that portion of t' ¢
Domtinion, and vust tracts of country which are now
barren and unproductive would be as fertile as i3
Prince Edward Island, which receives considerable
henefit from the Gult Stream, and ig but little in-
fluenced by the ice and water which find their way
through Belle Isle Straits. The proposal, we have
raig,has been freely. discussed, and the Presc of
Canada and the States has glven it the jullest pub-
licity, whilet no one has met it with anything like
well defined opposition, except that it will involve
great cost. Canada, however, has large resources
and 8 project which is calculated to resultin so
miuch good, costly thowgh it may be, isnot likely
to be allowud to lie dormant for want of enterprise
more especially when its object is to remove, or at
all events modify, that from which Capada s,uﬂ'ers
so much—an immoderately cold and rigorous
climate.

THE DEBT OF TURKEY.

B L ——

. Tarkey is, perhaps, the mo { interesting country
in the world. Whyno? A few figures published
'recenﬂy give a very conclusive apswer, Turkey,
it appcars from these figur«s, 9 in debt to the ex-
tent of £260,000,800, and rhe hus successfully man-
aged to make nearly all the powcrs of Europe her
creditors, Her floating debt is 1,500,000,000 francs,
and her coansolidated 500,700,000 francs. Of this
she owes to Eugland 200,000,000 frabcs, to France,
100,100,000, to Germany and Austria 500,000,000, to
Ttaly 375,000,000, and to Belgium and Holland
250,000,000. No wonder that Turkey should excito
such interest thronghout Europe.

HOME RULE IN NEWRY.
— () —— '

From the action the Home Rule organisation of
Nowry has taken for the purpose of recruiting its
ranks the movement in that stirting town is con-
siderably- reviving, snd several persons who bave
bithorto held back, or have boen apathetic on the
matter, are now enrolling themselves as members.
The committee met on Iast Friday at the Home
Rule Hall, Castle atreet, when those who were pre-
vlously appotnted to canvass the town gave in their
returne, which were of a very enconraging and satis-
factory character. As nearly as can be estimated
for so far, abont 600 additional members have been
secured, most of whom paid cheerfully the usual

nitiatien fees,.— Corraspondent of Ulsier Ezaminor,



