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A HYMN TO THE SACRED HEART.

BY BLEANOR C. DONNELLY.

Sacred heart! in acceats burning,
Pour we forth our love of thee;
Hero our hopes, and here our yearnings,
Meet and mingle tenderly.
Heart of mercy! ever eager
All our woes and wounds to heal :
Heart most potent, Heart most pure,
T'o our soule thy depths reveal !
Sacred Heart of our Redeemer !
Pierced with love onCalvary,
{eart of Jesus! ever loving,
Mako us burn with love of thee!
Praise to thee, Sacred Heart!

Hcart of beauty | thou art bringing
All thy thirsting children here,
Whore the living waters springing,
‘Te'l of hope and comf{ort near.

0, thou source of every blessing !
Swactest, strongest, holiest, best,
Be our treasure here on earth,
* And in heaven be thou our rest!
Sacred Heart of our Redeemer!
Pierced with love on Calvary,
Honrt of Jesus | ever loving,
Make us burn with love of Thee !
Praise to thee, Sacred Heart!

{From the Dublin Irishman.)
THE
RAPPAREES OF THE WOOD.

A "I'naottiox 15 IgecaND 1N Tne Reioy oF Hexry VIIIL

By Dr. J. T. Campion.

CHAPTER V.—Samixe¢ DowN Tug Nogk.

It wagalovely autumn morning on the Nore,
The clm trees were beginning to fall down in
ghowers, and the beauteous ash to contribute an
occasional golden vffering, The sunbeams danced
upon the waters, and myriads of jet-black flies
swarmed under their influence, like evil spirits in
the distant scenes of a holiday pantomime.

"The meadow sweet incensed the rivers’ borders,
whilst clouds of graceful willow-wreaths gambolled
away on the running currents, giving shelter to t.he
timid water-bird, and toying with the curling eddies
which the fresh morning breezes provoked on the
wavy sarface. The linnet was just beginuing to
venturo down from the gorse-.covercd mountains,
and the solitary corncrake, bereft Jong ago of the
glory of the meudow-lands, to lurk within the bowery
sedges, reeds, ond flaggers of the winding river,
waiting for the tempting moon and the favouring
aule to waft him from the gloom and darkness of
the approaching winter to rome pleasant laod of
sunbens and glowing zephyrs. .

" Althoungh thehour was carly—not yet six of the
* clock of the Chinese tower on the top of the n_:nr.ble
pillared tholsel at tho market.cross—that stirring
hour when the importunate city bell clamours
furiously at the sunrise, as a favourits hound before
& blooded charger, summoning life back into the
slumbering township, causing iron portals to be
everywhere flung open, and the civil guardians of
the night to forsake their posts and seek their noon-
{day slumbers. :

Tven at that very early hour, a boat was already
launched upon the bosom of the quict river. It
was the Sebbath morning, tno, and the occupants of
the little creft were on their willing way to early
morning worship. :

The %ﬂmily -::tP tho O'Kellys freighted the carly
barge, consisting of Old Dermod, carpenter and
Dbuilder to the nucient burgesses—aburly, tall, fresh
grey-headed old mau, straight as & rush, healthy as
an apple-tree, hearty as a lambkin, and fearless as
‘4 lion, ° o

His wifo,a sturdy buxom dame of- the gool old
times, -with a well-to-do appearanee, and & genuine
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tIrish countenance beaming with kindness snd
' benevolence,

i . Their son, young Dermod, sat to the oars, whilst
in the stern was comfortably stowed away a young
female, whom at first sight one would take for an
humble handmaiden of the family from her dowdy
bonnet, gaudy shawl, short kirtle, green petticoar,
i aud buckeless shoes. Her pretty little cap, to be
; sure, was quilled about her face like u fresh summer
i May-wreath, und her wrists with the same snowy
care and cffect.  Nobody could see her face so well
as Dermod, for he sat midship, and bowed into her
{ eyes every time he lifted his oars.

‘The old woman filled the seat of the stern, and
“told Lker great large beads, with its long oval silver

i decades and massive silver cross, whilst the pater-
- familias sate erect with folded arms and fixed medi-
tative stare, showing that hig thoughts were far
away and of a serious complexion.

But neither parent secmed in the least to heed
the furtive whisperings, suppressed laughter, and
happy compaunionship of the two young people.
Surely, the stern old burgess and the shrewd wife of
» his bosom should be possessed of some worldly
wisdom. How could they look on coldly and szc
that fine, promising, handsome young fellow-—their
only son and child—expend his warmest attentions
on a lump of a mere humble servant—a poor coun-
try weach, without wit or education. They must
have noted the scene passing  befoure their eyes, for
the boy gently guided the little boat under the
overhanging boughs of the tall elms, ashes, and sy
camores that adorned the banks of the broad brown
river, until it glided within reath of the groups
of gardens that cxtended to tho water's edge
on either side, and as the rich, ted, and white
curraunt bushes hung out their fruit in tempting
clusters, ycung Dermot caught them in his mouth
as hie sailed beneath them, and urged his compan-
I ton to do the same, which she attempted araia and

again, with pearly teeth and parting lips, and when
: he missud, staining her fingers with the crimson
l,iuices—ﬁngers very fair—tar too fair, one should
j think, to bave much indulged in common servile
labour. Then she picked the pink strawberry from
the baok, with the golden-eyed forget-me not that
| BTeW beside it. The large rosy apple then answer-
cd the summons of the raised oar, and fell iuto hor
! lap—the rich, heavy pear sharing the same fate,
| whilst the bout sailed on down the broad bosom of
the Nore, with the two young faces peering into
leach other, radiant with joy, and love, and pleasure
;¢ But what kind of aface had the servant girl?”
What kind! Beauteous bright blue eyes, cheeks
:like the ivory chalice of the poet, ready to gleam
with the roseate wine of her blushes at the least ex-
citement, lips barely coloured, like the innermost
tint of the sea-shell, and teeth white and lus
trous a3 the morning sun upou a virgin snow-
flake.

Ab, she was not a dowdy servant girl at all, gen-
tle reader, not at all. She was the German woman'’s
daughter, the pretty Angela Dullard, dabbed up
in the exterior attire of O’Kelly's maid-of-all-work,
And for this very sufficient reason, that she stole a
march upon her father and mother, to accompany
the O'Kelly's to the little old coapel near the
Lacken, where the old faith atill flourished, despite
of ban and bloodshed, as the sun commands the day
and the pale moon rules the night, by the order ofu
power that nothing can gainsay.,

Angela clung to her early teaching, which she
found it impossible to unlearn, aadin which alone
her young heart was anchored. And knowing well
that nejther parent would permit her to fo'low the
bent of her pious inclinations, particularly at sucha
crisis, when they were almost entirsly dependent
upon the bounty of the evangelical Bishop Wham.
mond, she adopted the present ruse in order to be
able, without interruption or strife, to tell her beads,
attend the holy sacrifice, and shrive her consvious
soul a1 she was wont to do since she came to the
years of rearon. The O'Kelly’s, of course, seconded
her pious aspirations, and young Dermod stood
abashed at the earnestness of the devotion of his
lovely companion, which contrasted 6o forcibly with
his own want of z¢al and lukewarmness.

Now the boat glided way out of tkte shadows of
the trees and crowded gardens, and took the circuit
in the centre of the broadening river. It approach-
cd the spanning arches of the old bridge of St.
John, the great thoroughway between the divided
city.

Here the young people were obliged to be very
silent and demure, for many an ecye marked the
sailing craft, and commented upon it and its living
freight, a8 its oarsman prepared to shoot the middle
arch, where the current was strongest and swiftest,
in order to appear in good triumphant trim at the
other side, which the spectators always svemed to
expect, as they rushed from one ridc of the bridge to
the other.

Young Dermot, as might be expecttd, acquitted
himself in a most seamanlike manner, aud brought
his boat through the arch and beyond it witha
swiftness, a security, and a dash which quite took
the taste of the spcctators,

Angela clapped her little hands with pleasure
and excitement as her young lover poised his two
oarg, and held them at vase and aslant, us the sca-
bird, after a wild flight, ro~ts on its oxtended wings
and floats on through the upper firmament, The
old mun still sat with bent head and folded arms,
and the good wife counted her bends mors sedu-
lously than ever.

They had yet a long space of water fo explore ;
but the current was with them, and there was
enough of time to spare.

The battlements of the castle of the Ormonds
frowned down on their secret journey, but the olden
hills and woody heights aud towering trees of bet-

.| ter days aod purer faith sheltered and watched

over them;ns they approached the sloping lands of
Lacken, at whose wave.-washed feet the little hum.
ble chapel stood whose altar held that precious
treasure which lifts earth up to heaven when the
priest offers the shining Chalice to the Lord.

No bell summoned the faithful to the House of
God, for the falsc # Defender of the Faith” was
busy with the devil, and though he bad not entirely
thrown off all allegiance to the church, yet he at-
tempted to.check her ordinances, and altogether
uproot all discipline and order, . .

After a short time the boat tonched the shore at

N

one of those sandy reaches so frequent on ;he Nore, | -

and which young Dermod had scooped out, and con-
veried into a cosy wharf for landing and fastening
his boat during the morning prayers. The stem of
the fragile bark padded itself into the sand with a
loving force, as a lamb would playfully butt at its
mother, and the gentle thud against the bank was
the signal for a general rising. The old people
methodically made their way to terra firma, whilst
the young lovers made their landing an occasion
for very many fanciful alarms and difficnltics which
were overcome without any great exertion, at last.
Then all four walked up to the holy edifice, sol-
ewmnly and quictly, as the occasion required.

The house of God was very tew feet high, and
looked ill-cared and dilapidated enough. The walls
were covered with ivy, and the sides of the doorway
with golden moas.

The graves of the poor surrounded it, and there
wero no places of distinction in its interior—no
place but the altar, and that was very plain, indeed,
and unpretending and unornamented—but so0 was
the stable at Bethlehem, and yet the Creator of
heaven and earth was in the Chapel on the Lucken
in the same glory and power as he possessed in the
humble retreat of the cast.

The wise men were there, and so were the angels,
The building did not accommodate the congrega-
tion, and many knelt outside the blessed precincts
catching the words of the venerable ecclesiastic who
offered the holy sacrifice, as well as they could, and
learning from their neighbors within, both by quiet
word and sign, how the solemn worship procecded,
and how they were to pray. The O'Kelly’s were
always early and were always, in consequence, very
favorably situated,

It was near tLis little chapel, in the after days of
the reign of Elizabeth, that two priests were discov-
ered and executed, and their remains stolen from the
gibbet by some of the faithful, and buried almost at
the chapel threshold.

Heary attempted to extripate the Irish race from
Ireland, and Elizabeth the Irish faith—but the pow-
er that cxisted within the humble hill-side edifice,
on the bauks of the Nore, forbade all their machin-
ations. Both died borrid deaths, whilst the Irish
people still exist in their native land, and the faith
is stronger, and purer, aad more flourishing than
ever,

But time tells its own story, and so we leave our
happy family at their morning prayers, and proceed
to look after the less amiable personages of our tra-
ditionul history.

CHAPTER VI.—Tue RaPaRrers.

About a mile and a half from the Marble City, as
we noticed in our opening chapter, was a great and
dense wood—almost worthy the name of a forest.
It was known by several names, as time shifted and
generations supervensd—* Glory's Wood,” ¢ Dul-
lard’s Wood,” # Troy’s Wond.” With the first
appellation we have now to do. *Gloire, in Irish,
means babbling, sounding, nolsy, as applied to riv-
ers and streams, Here it meant echoing and rever-
berating, and was corrupted with the English tongue
into the word glory—hence “ Glory's Wood.” It
overhung the Nore, was richly umbrageous, and
furnished with a velvet and flowery sward, and
vooks, and alleys, und recesses, vistas, valleys, and
rotreats—solitudes, secresivs, and nymphic bowers
cnough to engender romance, captivate a poet or
eniapture a brigand. Accordingly, tradition steps
in, aud informs us that a band of desperadoes, whom
the king's satellite’s had driven from their houscs,
homes, and possessions in his experimental eseays
to extripate the Irish, had taken up their abod-s
therein, Those men wero 8 great trouble to the
new setilers—as great, indeed, as the Rapparees
were in ofter years, when William won the battle of
the Boyne, and Sarsfield sacrific:d Ireland’s welfare
to Irelund’s honcur,

The men of ¥ Glory's Wood” were a trouble and
a terror to bluff King Harry's nominees, as well as
to those of bhis successors. Indecd, they hed the
hardihood to call those Joyal men atrocious robbers
and plunderers, and on all occasions, when chance
or design offured, to treat them as such. Their
captain was an Irish gentleman of many broad
acres and old ancestral line, whom Ilarry’s myrmi-
doms in Ireland attaint-d of high treason, and
plundered of his estate, and would have finished
with hangiong himm up out of the way if he bad not
evaded theireinister designs by turning to the profes-
sion of an outlaw, and taking the vow of vengeance
acainet cverything and everyone savouring of the
name and nature of Saxon in the land ; and he
sharpened his sparthe accordingly, on the rude
stoue in the foresr, in furtherance of his dire and
dark resolve, Twenty stern and resolute men
swore allegiance to the self-constituted avenger—
shared the samo cave in winter, the same couch of
leaves und moss in the summer, and the same

.dangers and daring at all times and at all seusous,

The burgesses of the old town knew them as
% The captain and his lscn," and as, whenever they
were sceret visitors, and ventured into thestreets to
purchasc ammunition and provisions, they always
paid down hard cash, and looked for no abatement ;
4nd, moreover, as they very frequently took the
part of the pour agrinst the oppressor, and often full
with swift fury on the Saxon settler when he shelt-
ored bhimself under his ready-made laws in his
deeds of cruelty and presumption, the burgesses, in
good truth, ruther liked ana favored and welcomed
“ the men of the wood.”

The yeomen and English satellites and civic
forces never cared to pursue those daring freeboot-
ers and moss-troopers after any of their repeat-d
onslaughts upon their creatures, much Jess did they
ever dare to venture within their secret haunts, or
even skirt the borders of the sounding woud where
they knew their enemy was comfortably esconced
and most sccurely quartered. ‘That wood was an
eye-sore. and an agony to the lovers of law and
order and other meu's goods, chattels and frecholds,
in those days of the old English satyr and of the
model English virgin in Ireland.

Affairs were at this pass amongst the king's loyal
men and civil and military settlers in Ireland,
when, one fine morning in summer, “The Rap-
parecs of Glory’s Wood” bestirred themselves
earlier than usnal, and might be seen .in the break-

ing sun-dawn furnishing their arms, loosening their

skenos in their scabbards, earcfully loading their

*Joyce. .

ar {uchuser, furbishing their provision pouches, and
making other and maony preparations evidently for .
fome important foray, '

Their captain, O'Dwyer—probatly an ancestor of
that glorious king of Wicklow who bearded old
George's armios, and his hybrid yeomanry, in the
after years of '08 and afterwards—leaned contem-
platively against a forest oak and watched tbe pro-
cecdings of his merry men, in their several occupa-
ticnr, with a bitter smile and a heavy heart ; for he
felt that all his earthly hopes for the future of settl-
ing in bis native land depended barely upon theic
endurance, the cowardice of their enemies, and the

chance of the native septs making good their foot-
ing against the fury and fanaticism of Henry, his !
successors, and all Saxon marauders. Dwser was .
the bcan ideal of a woodman aud a soldier; above '
the ordinary stature, his frame was herculean, his |
shoulders broad as Atlas, his figure muscular, sym- |
metrical, and commanding. e had the fiery eye '
and genial cxpression of his race, the long, power- |
ful arm, the lithe, sinewy limb, the loose, careless
pose of decision. His tine Milesian features were |
bronzed by the sun and storm, and his leng jet-black
hair and close-fitting jerkin and hose, short foreign
boots, long rapier, and broad black lelt furnished |
with pistols and sparthe, presented such a grand
spccimen of Irish humanity, grace, aod chivalry as [
Michael Angelo might love to paint, and Mother
Erin delight in contemplating.

The delicious light of morning was streaming
down through the trevs, blighting the camp fires of
the carly repast of the woodsmen., The blue lilies
opened their delicate petals at the tip of the genial
rays, and the moss glistened, and the birds sung, and
the long vistas of the several paths leading to as
many familiar hauats in every direction of the
skaded sanctuary glowed agzain in the bright eftul-
gence of the sudden bath of light.

TLe wood-dove sang her love-song, jarred by the
harsh notes of the beautiful jiy—und the owl was
still hooting from the hollow tree, drowning the de-
licious purling of the lonely robin, whilst ths rude
hase of the industrious rook made up a morn orches-
tra which, lik- the pibiocon the Caledounian hills, or
the rans de vaucke of the Swiss valleys, though not
according to human rules, lines and cadences. suit-
ed the scenes of its hauntings—chimed in with the
order of nature, and was applauded on all sides Uy
the rippling streams, the rapturous echoes, and the
freshening winds.

The shadows of the burly oaks and elma barred
all the forest ways, for where the sunlight was
brightest the shadows were deepest, strenking the
soft floor of the wooded recesses like the sides of a
wild zvbra, of distant dark clouds in a beasteous
noon-day firpnament,

All the Rapparecs imitated their captain as closo
as they could in their garb, their arms, and their
bearing, and on the whole presented an appearance
so resolute, 50 heroic, and so daring thatit was very
little wonder that they had become so formidable
to the King's Own, and enjoyed a perfect freedom
and security within the precincta of their native ;
forest.

But although the civic military power feared
them, and the burgesses aided them inall their re-
quirements, as long as they promptly laid down cash
for the accommo ations, still there was another
party in the * Matble City” who proclaimed himself
a most determined enemy to the woodsmen the mo-
ment he assumed power and position within its
ancient walls. And this man was no other than the
roysl-appointed, enthroned, and missioned—the
Lord Bishop Whammond, the new denizen of the
palace adjoining the nucicut cathedral of St. Canice,

Bishop Whammond hated, and denounced, and
brought Lnglish dominion down upon the heads
and ears of the lawless Rapparees as often as hie was
able. Tundeed, he could hardily have been blamed
for his hostilitics, for fhose men interfered with
him and his plans and designs in a thousand differ-
ent wiye,

They upheld the people on critical occasions,
they laguhed at the laws of the realm, and broke
them like biscuits, thev weru Papiets and protectors
of Popery, and though they bad not the grace to in-
vite any Papal ministers to be their directors or
advisers, still they were'shrewdly suspected of being
their escort on very many occasions when the bur-
gesses or the people sought their assistance foreuch
a purpose, In fact,and in fine, the bran.new bishop
found those reckless men to thwart him in a thou-
sand ways, as well ns to neutralise thc despotic
power which be could otherwise exercise with the
executive at his ‘back, and its myrmidons by his
side,

No, wonder, then, that the Reverend Doctor
Whammond denounced the audacious rebels, put
gpies upon their movements, shut them out from
the city as much as he was able, and often inter-
cepted their supplies before they could make good
their way outside the English barriers.

The energetic churchman had Leen a soldier in
his youth, and, as he only very lately took to the
church and to his mitre, the former calling had
mora charmg for him by far thao the mere preach-
ing of homilics, and the spiritual ruling of a hybrid
congregation, who required very often more of the
braud to govern and guide them thaa the crook or
the crozier.

Mattersstood in this uncomfortable guise between,
the parties, at the moment that his reverend lord-
ship was hotaing forth from his pulpit, in a minute
aogle of Saint Canice's church, in warning and con-
dewmnation of all wandering hrigands, offering Ligh
rewaids for their captureland vowing vengeance on
ull who harboured, encouraged, assisted, or held any
commerce with them, or any of them.

At the same moment, too, Captain Dwyer and his
men, in & solid, soldierly, and compact body, march-
cd out of % (Glory’s Wood,” armed to the teeth, and
took to the hizhway, as if it was not the king's
highway, but independently and entirely their own
and for their own, use and benefit,

CHAPTER VII.—Tux Mass Tree.

In the angle of a solitary by-road, seldom used
except in extreme cmergencies, and nearly covered.
with grass and wild weeds and those sweet and re-.
tiring flowers that fly the common gaze: the violet,
the primrose, the wild geranium, the deeply-crimson
strawberry, and the beautiful briar-rose, stood a

gait, the round, well-set head, tho sudden and stein |

brond and stately linden tree. It wascoyvered with,

¢
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"01¢ mass of cfHovescence, and the soug-birds of the

very early morning were priding in its branches,

i and singing their sweetests melodics in the depths

of its decpest foliage. There was a rude rustic seat
at its foot, np and over which the moss and mottled
ivy had made their way, and about which, on every
sule, grew patches of vich trefoil, and honey-suck-
les, aud cowslips beyond counting,

'The ground was in a valley, and from some high
rocky ridges in the background, a sturdy little
stream came pushing its bustling way until it drop-
ped down some few feet into & shaliow brook be-
neath, forming a brilliant miniature, musical cas-
cade, & dulcimer of sweet sounds that only seemed
to vary their richness and mellowness when you
listened longr, and began to understand, as it were,
the magic of their minute minstrelsy.

All- the wild tlowers stood there in raptures, and
the birds scemed to cohance the thrilling of theic
srace-notes by the sipping of all the bright spark-
ling. There was an echo, too, in the tranquil place
which, at any land iovasion, sprang forth liken
#pirit from the solitude, as if provoked to resent
the profanity of the intrusion. Groups of graceful
tir-trees appenred in the greater distance, wet and
shining 1o the dew of the morning, £ud looking
like the solemn, silent palin trees of the enst, when
the Lord came preaching in some selected solitude

j awny from the bustle of a restless world. Nor is

this simile out of time and place, gentle reader, for
on that eventful day-dnwn s crowd of peasants had
assembled and taken possession-of the lovely scene,
"They piled up bows and faggots under the towering
linden tree, covering them with lenfy wreaths, and
crowning them with snowy scantlings, and at last
with a broad lowing garb of spotless home-made
linen.  They were building « primitive altar for the
honer and worship of God, a3 the shepherds. were
wont to do of oll. A daring act that duy in Ire~
land, when the priest and the teacher were under
the death-lan of the new laws of the land, and it
wig tredason to follow the old faith any longer.—
Nevertheless, in the face of death and danger, the
privét and his people were there assembled, contid~
ing in a higher King for safety and protection.——
4 tull erect figure npproached the simple altar, n
man in the prime of life, but with streaks of grey
through his thick brown hair, and heavy beard
upon hix lip and ch’n, spenking of a snjourn away
in other lands, or the life of o fugitive ora martyr
in his owu. The fire of love and zeal was in his
large open eyes, and although his garb was sviled
and wayworn there wias a majesty, a solemnity in
his mien and bearing, that carried awe to the heart,
and deeply impressed the anxions gouls who
watched his cvery action with national pride, re-
verenice, and devotion,  They blessed him, too, in
their heart of Learts for the danger he wus daring
for theirsnkes ; and above all for the inestimable
favor he was about to confer upon them in bring.
ing them into glorious union with hisnse!f in offer~
ing ucceptable sucritice to the God of Heaven., A
boy attended the footateps of the priest, carrying

- the sacred vessels, and ready to make the necessary

responscs ut the sacred cercmony. And so tha
candies were soon lighted, beaming silvury bright
ness in the opening day-hrenk,

A large rude Cross was nailed to the linden tree,
and whilst the pricst was vesting, o robin lingered
on the hough above, dropping liguid suatches of
sweet and nclancholy melody over the holy pre-
paration,

“ Introibo ad altare Dei !

'I'he people fell on their kneea in wrapt attention
and devation—men, women and litt'e children—
dinting the green soft sward, und lifiing their ¢yes,
alteruately, fromithe Altar of Sucrifice to the sym-
bo) of Redemption above it.

The music of the tiny cascade aross upon the
silence, and the brook and the stream lisped away
in whispering prayer, whilst the prist pour d over
the Passion of the Saviour, walked afier His foot-
prints, recalled His living lessons, and invoked and
adored His awful presence, 'mid the incense of the
breathing air, the delicions thin harmouions tingle
of the slight silver bell, the under-utter-d syllables
of tbe bead-women, the barc-beaten breasts of the
hardy mankind, and the alarmed and attentive
loaks of boyhaod, childhood, and infancy. It was,
as if, in the primitive times, when His people stood
in the presgnes of their God and of His holy pro-
phets,  The bright chalice blazed in the beams of
the rising sun, and tho beauteous and rosy smilings
of the opening dawn glowed all over the seene like
the light in Jucob's dream that strenmed down from
the opened heavens,

The voice of the priest was solemn and tremulong
for he prayed to God for a persecuted peopls ; and
offered the tremendous sacrifice for & land beautiful as -
Eden, blessed by the footprints of the saints, hal-
lowed by the ruiced shrines of patriarchs and mar-
tyrs, and sucred to the graves and to the memorieg
of a fuithful race, whom holy Patrick purified, and
whom Providence, I trust, will some day deliver
from the incubus of evil that lies like a coiled
sunke, upon her troubled breast.

“Itc misrn est.”  Yvs, Mass was over, and the boy
took from the large bag & number of small, clean
napkins, These he distributed amoungst the kneel-
iog people, who held them in their hands and leant
their heeds or buried their faces in them. The
sweet, musical, silver bell again rang its clear-
tinkling peal, and the priest stood, facing his piot:s
congregation, with the chalice in' his hand and tho.
wenlth of prayer upon his lips. A sound of awa.
came from the prostrate pcople, and then he walkad,
amongst them, administering the Holy Sacramont,
and begging of the Lord to bo their guardian and
protector forever,

Then there was a long pause, during whigh.the .
murmur of prayer alone was heard, and the gentlo
sound of the sacred vessels which were being again.
removed from the rustio altar. '

Now the sun shone forth in gorgeous spleadour,
deluging the simple place of sacrifice wiah a flood
of light, and making the huge linden \rce blaze
like a column of fire, '

The people prayed on, and the peiest, uarobed
knelt at the foot of tho cross, At this momenta
brutal yell broke in upon the placid and haly scene
and a man came bounding along the old, unused
and unfrequented road, dressed In rough burghic
attire, and carrying an arquelus in his hand. ’

" “Here they are I" he roared. “By Crispin! 8o«
bo! so ho! I wasbora tq bea Popish pointeri»

GO ; S



 the ditch, coolly and truculently-awaited the re-ap-’
-pearance of the young fugitive on: the other side to
fire upon him without mercy. ‘
The civic forces surrounded the frowning priest,
whose stalwarth frame, unblenching eye, and digni-
---fied demeanor-made them. hesitate for.a moment in.
. their meditated attack, and the more so, too, as the
. 'people also gathered around, although uharmed,
* ‘and formed an inner circle about their venerated
pastor. The leader of the yeos, however, scon pat
- an end to the suspense by - demanding the surrender

of the Popish priest in the king’s .name, and warg- -}

- - ing all abettors and defenders of their intended vic.
. tim that they incurred heavy : penalties if> they re-
.. gisted seizure or favored- his escape. An ominous
; . silence fotlowed, and the people closed their circle

hermetically, as.it. were, around their silent pastor.

A military-order was given, - ; :

. There was a clatter of arms, but the voice of the
- priest at once rang loudly above every prepara-
tion. - RN S oo
. % My people! 1 command you, in the name of
God, make no resistance.. These men, led here by
that vile spy, act by the orders of their superiors, —
I will surrender myself to. them, never doubting
bui that God will.protect both you and me, when-
ever it is His holy will.”
- The people would not break their circle, .

% Inthe name of the God who is with ye, I say,
let me pass! Iwill bave no blood shed at this
altar! Give way, in the name of the Lord—give

' way !" and the pricst strode into the midst of his re-
lentless enemies. .
"." In the meantimé the brutec who watched the boy,
waited and wondered that he did not appear.

He had the humanc intention of murdering him
as soon as possible, and of plunderingbhim of what-

+ ever he carried away, Blost of the.booty he in-
tended for his own' use, and as small a portion as
possible for his master, Bishop Whammond-—in.
deed, only as much as. would prove his zeal to that

. at prelate, and lay the foundation of further ex-
orbitant demands for himself. :

Qur readers will readily guess who the worthy
soul was who euntertained such high and laudable
intentions, However, he was doomed to disap-
pointment, for the lad knew his foul foes too well
to show & fall front to them, so he quietly dropped
into the dyke of the great ditch and ran aleng its
irench, crouched almost all-fours, until he reached
a gap iuto another field, which he rounded adroitly,
and so escaped all other surveillance. A shallow
sand quarry was his rext refugium, and a fir grove
afforded him a last place of concealment.

From this point he ventured to niake a general
reconnaisance, It was a commanding height, and
looked down on the plain of the linden tree and
the altar, The scene-that presented itself to his
view caused him to place his hand over his heart
where lay enshrined the sacred box entrusted to
him by the priest, and to fall upon kuees and face,

- and cry out audibly in vocal prayer—

4 Let Gad arise! and let His enemies be scattered !
and let them that hate Him flee from before His
face!”

What did the boy sce to provoke the attitude and
the prayer ? . S

He saw, as he looked wondering!

y on, the priest
in the act of leaving the protection of his flock, and
deliberately walking into the ranks of his ecnemies
—uand at the same instant, a tall commanding figure
suddenly appear from behind the great tree, followed
closely by a band of well-armed men.

The civic force drew lack as if by the effect of
an electric shock, leaving their captain mid-way
between the two military parties.

The Rapparces of Glory's Wood confronted the
soldiers of the king ; and sorry figures the said sol-
diers presentad before the true owners of the soil.

The fugitive poor boy drank in the whole scene
with thanksg'v.ng and am: z ment,

Captain Dwyer advanced a few steps impetuously,
sparthe in hand, and his men presentedarms. The
priest flung himself before the levelled guns in a
prayerful and imploring attitude—but the captain
only pointed with his weapon, whilst, with his free
hand he waived his hat and plume. .The holy fa-
ther tiirned round and seemed to look with utter
surptise at the king’s troops, fleeing in a rabble rout,
their arms abandoned,. and themselves in the ut-
terest state of terror and confusion.

The only villain of them all who still retained
an arqucbus being hie who had lain so long in wait
to slay the poor boy who was now a witness to his
ignominious discomfiture.

The captain preparcd to send a bullet after the
cowardly .rascal, but the priest again interfered,
placing one hand -on the deadly weapon, and with
the other pointing to the large cross crowning the
simple altar,

_ This sudden and unexpected state of affairs at
once decided the poor Iad to retruce his steps, and
join again the good father and his lock, who re-
ceived him with great satisfaction : and ail with
oue accord knelt down at the altar, and gave God
thanks for their happy deliverance from the mur-
derous fangs of the new enemies of Ircland.

. 'The Rapparee captain folded his arms and looked
on for a moment seriously and hesitatingly, but, at
last, yielding to the impulse of his early training,
and all his better nature swelling up within his

. heart, he flung himself down amongst the crowd,
and his men as readily followed his example.

1t wag a strange sight that early autumn morning
under the huge linden mass-tree, the altar, the
cross, the two groups of men, and the grey priest
giving thanks to God.

It was a group for Salvator liosa. The grim
woodsmen, with their unkerapt hair and beards and
pistoled belts and jaunty head-gear—the-peaceful
peasants in their rude attire, and their earnest devo-
tion—the abandoned arms in the background—the
cascade—the grassy road, and the Howering lime
trec.

[T0 BE CONTINUED IN OUR NEXT.]}

The Hon, Mrs. Norton, who is now sixty-seven
years old, is about to be married to the Hon. George
Sterling Maxwell. She is a grand daughter of

- Richard Brinsléy Sheridau, and was brought up by
lier mother at Hampton Court. A volume of her
juvenile poems was published when she was only
twelve years.old. She was alike remarkable for
beauty and talent, and has written poetry and fiction
that have won for her considerable fame. Her first
marriege, with the Hon. Mr. Norton, a London
police magistrate, not having been felicitous, she

" mow ventures upon a second experiment, with a
' gentleman of mature years and.steady as u church,

" A $500,000 Firg ~~Hasrinas, N. Y., Dec. 27.—The
Hiidson River Sugar Refinery, an cxtcnsive establish-'
‘ment owned by Rotterhorn, Hopkesafferman & Dos-
*‘chér,-was destroyed by *fire .on Sunday afternoon.
- Tioss"about $500;000,  The * insarance is less than'
$3006,000... About one hundred and fifty men are

| Farewsl! to life, to gladnese, and to sorrow—

The sobbing waves in ocean’s arms are lying,
And nature strives to il them all to rest.

Then come, O,s0ul .of mine, while all-are sleeping
When warblers sweet fold cach flight-weary wing;,
When angel guards their voice watch-ars keeping
- wAround-the-prison-of thei1-Captive~King-—— -+
Come, let us think on death, while night is wreath-
ing B i i
Bright dewy bléoms 'round Mary's éarthly shtine;
For-as these flowers shall fade that now arc breath-
Cling, 0 ¢ : ] s
So“round our tomb the ivy soon shall twine.
Ah, yes | my, soul, at no far distant dawning
A sad and forced farewell we fain must say ;
To .all of earth, then with what tearful moasing,
. Dear soul, wilt thou desert thy frame of clay,
A snd farewell to all of Nature's beauties—
To all the friends we love so dear, alas!
To all our gladsome tasks and pleasant duties,
Which soon into another hand must pass!

A sad farewell to all the golden gleamings
That tinge the paths where we were wont to
roam ;
A sad farewell to all the twilight gleamings
From angel eyes that gem the rzure dome.

To want and woe, to self, to strife and pride,
To all the thoughts which we were wont to borrow,
From purling rill and blooming mountain side.

Farewell to all! Sad tears our eyes are shedding,
Which, as they fall upon earth’s bosom, sound
Like footsteps of sad mourners, softly treading
The dewy turf that wreaths some grave around,
My soul, we weep, yet why this sombre feeling ¢
1s it because we leave our all on carth ?
But list! as round these cvening shades are steal-

in;
- Bright angels whisper of our heavenly birth.

And can & child of heaven be sad when leaving
This vale of tears wlere she & while must roam

To gather merit-leaves and blossoms, for weaving
The crown which she will weariz her true home ?

No, no, my soul ; and these thoughts to us given
By Jesus’ love and grace, will show at last

The way totread the path that leadsto heaven,
Without a tear or sigh for pleasires past.

Oh, Jesus! grant that-there may be no weeping
When we thy creatures, speechless and alone,
Yieldiog to Thee the fruits of our life-reading,
Shall kneel before Thine awful judgment throne!
Ol then accept the pleadings of the living—
Say not unto our soul, “Thou cursed, depart !”
But listen to our sighs—our sins forgiven—
. And take us to Thy meek and loving heart.

Oh! take us where Thy face its light revealing
Fiils souls with joy which they can never say;
Where through an endless day bright angels knecl-

ing
Waft to Thy glorious throne their praising lay ;
Where their bright wings shall hover o'er us, shield-
ing
Our happy souls from earth’s forgotten pain—
Where farewells Lreathed on time's sad breeze are
yieldiog :
To an eternal “ Welcome Iome again!"

THE “LIBERAL" CATHOLIC.
A F'OOR BASS-WOOD SPECIES OF A CATHOLIC HE i3.

Dr. John Henry Newman, in his writings, draws
the following gentle but graphic picture of that
kind of Catholic who calls himsclf # liberal,” clain:-
ing a greater degree of liberality than the Church of
Christ, and whose weskness must appear to the
thinking mind as the result of ignorance or selfish-
ness, generally the former, Dr. Newman says:— °

We are like others in this, that we are men ; that
we are members of the same state with them, sub-
jects, coutented subjects, of the same Sovereign;
that we have a dependence on them, and have them
dependent on us ; that, like them we feel pain
when ill-used, and are grateful when well treated,
We need not be ashamed of a fellowship like this,
and those who recognize itin us are generous in
doing so. But we have much cause to le ashamed,
and much cause to be anxious what God thinks of
us,if we gain their support by giving them a false im-
pression in our persons of what Catholics ars bound
to be, what bound to believe and to do ; and is not
this the case often, and the world takes up your in-
terests, because you share its sins?

Nuture is one with nature, grace with grace ; the
world then witnesses against you by being good
frieads with you, you could not have got on with
the world 50 well, without surrendering something
which was precious and sacred. The world likes
you. and all but your professed creed, distinguishes
you from your creed in its judgment of you, and
would fain separate you from it in fact. Men say,
“'These persons are better than their Church ; we
have not a word to say to their Church; but Catho-
lics are not what they were; they are very much
like other men now. Their creed certainly is big-
oted and cruel, but what would you have of them ?
You cannot cxpect them to confess this; let them
change quietly, no one changes in public, be satis-
fied that they are changed. They are as fond ofthe
world as we are ; they take up political objects as
warmly ; they like their own way justas well ; they
do not like sirictness a whit Detter ; they bate
spiritunl thraldom, and they are half ashamed of
the Pope and his Councils. They hardly believe
any miracles now,and arc annoyed when their own
Lrethren officiously proclaim. them; they never
spcak of purgatory ; they are sore about images;
they avoid the subject of Indulgences; and they
will not commit themselves to the doctrine of ex-
clusive salvation. .The Catholic doctrines are now
mere badges of party. Catholies think of them-
selves and judge for themselves, just as we do ; they
are kept in their Church by a point of Lonor; and
a reluctance at seeming to. abanden a fullen
cause.”

Such is the judgment of the world, and you, my
brethren, are shocked to hear it ;}—Dbut may it not
be that the world knows more about you than you
know about yourself? ¢“If ye had been of the
world,” says Christ, the world would love it own;
but because ye are not of the world, but I have not
chosen you out of the world, therefore the world
hateth you.” So speaks Christ of His Apostles.
How.run His words -when applied toyou? ¢ 1f ye
be of the world, the world will love its own ; there-
fure'ye are of the world, and I have o/ chosen you
o1t of the wor'd, Lecause the world loveth you.” Do
not complain of the world’s -imputing to you more
than-is true; those who live as the world give color
to those who think them of the world, and seem to
form but one party  with them. In proportion as
'you put off the yoke of Christ; so does the world by
-a-sort of instinet recognize you, and thiuk well of
‘you accordingly, - Its highdst compliment is to tell
you'that-you diskelieve, - Oh,; my brethren, there is
an . eternal enmity Letween the world and  the

‘make light of their relics ?-- Does it not despise thé-
Sacraments? Does it not blespheme the awful
Presence which dwells upon our altars, and mock
bittérly dud flercely-at our belieying ‘that;‘:‘wvh,at‘i;
callg bread and wineis that very same Body and
Blood of the Lamb which lay in Mary’s woinb and

‘be better treated,than ,ourzLord and Hisj Mother,
and/His servants, and_His_works 7: Nay, what are
we, if we be better treated, but the friends of those
who treat us well, and who ill-treat Him ? P

1 “THE ARYAN OIRGIN OF THE GAELIC

RACE AND LANGUAGE.”
By tre Rsv. U. J. Bourkg, M. R I. A.
Tiere is scarcely one of our renders to whom the

| name of the erndite President of St. Jarlath’s Col-

lege is not familiar as.a housebold " word.. His var-
ied attainments, profound knowledge, and passion.
ate devotion to the language of the Gael have won
for him honor and esteem at home, appreciative re-
cognition and . respect in other lands. From his
earliest youth, Canon Bourke bas devoted himself
with a missionary zeal, in the brief hours he could
gnatch from his many and engrossing avocations,
to the study and investigation of the bistory and
language of a race which was mature in all the

"1 noblest arts of civilization long ages ‘before the

desecrating footsteps of the Danish invader first
polluted our shores. The carly works. of Canon
Bourks, his %College Grammer” and “Easy Irish
Lessons,” have found a permanent place among the
indispensible guides to the student of the Celtic
tongue ; and many Irishmen whom social prejudice,
or the ill-conceived spirit of gentility ef narrow-
minded parents, prevented from acquiring, in their
earlier years,a knowledge of the language of their
forefathers, have been enabled, by the aid of these
admirable hand-books, to repair & deficiency which
is,alag! we regret to write, becoming each day
more common,

The discredit into which the study of the Irish
language has gradually fallen amougst 1rishmen
forms the subject of the opening chapters of this
most recent and greatest work of Canon Bonrke
The philological value of the Celtic tongue has been
honourably recognized on the Continent: the
universities of Germany and Sweden have special
chairs iustituted for its study; Freachmen and
Italians are familiarised with itseminent usefulness
as  key to the proper prcuunciation of Latin,and
the elucidation of a number of intricate nroblems
connected with the transmigration of races, and the
relative antiquity of the great families of spoken
langaages. Scotland is using cvery endeavor to
perpetuate the language of the Gael in her moua-
tains by the teachings of her divines in the Celtic
vernacular, and amongst her students by the 1nsti-
tution of a professional chair in one of her universi-
ties ; Wales has clasped to her heart, with unutter-
able affection, the speech of her bards and chiefs
even in Eogland unmistakable signs have been
manifest of late years that the scholars of Oxford
and Cambridge are not insensible to the inestimable
treasure which the knowledge of the Celtic tongue
affords. In Ireland the ancient tongue is dying—
dying fast. As Father Mullen,of Clonfert, so beant!-
fully expressed it :—

« Tt is fading, it is fadixg! like the lcaves upon the
trecs;

It is dying, it is
breeze ;

Itis swiftly disappearing as footsteps on the
shore,

Where the Barrow and the Erne, and Lough-Swil-
ly’s waters roar,

Where the parting sunbcam kisses the Corrib in
the West,

And the ocean, lilke a mother, clasps the Shannon to
its breast,

The langurge of old Erin, of her history and
name,

Of her monarchs, and her heroes, of her glory and
her fame,

The sacred shrine where rested, through her sun-
shine and ber gloom,

The spirit of her martyrs as their bodies in the
tomb!

The time-wrought shell whe
centuries of wrong

The sccret voice of freedom, in anmal and in

song,

djing! like the western ocean

re murmured throngh

1s surely, swiftly sinking into silent death at
last,

To live but in the mcmories and relics of the
past.”

This strange decadence of a beautiful and anciert
language, Canon Bourke attributes to marifold
canses. The first and most important, after the
burning of the Irish manuscripts by the Danes,
was, in the opinion of the late Professor O'Cuny,
the occurrences of the Anglo- Norman invasion :—
_ “The protracted conflicts between thc natives
and their invaders were fatal not only to the vig-’
oreus resumption of the study of our Janguage; but
also to the very existence of m great part of our an-
cient literaturs,.. The old practice of reprodncing
our ancient books and- adding to them a record of
such events ax had occurred from the period of their
firet compilation, as wclt as the composition of new
and independent works, was almost altogéther sus-
pended.” .

According to the same authority, the discovery
of printing, at a subsequeat period, made - works in
other languages much more cusy of access than
those trauscribed by hand ju the Irish tongue. In
addition to these causes, quoted from O'Curry,Canon
Bourke believes that the proseriptive enactments
of Edward II1. and Heary VIII,, and the Penal Laws
against Catholics were mainly instrumental in dis-
couraging the use and study of Irish. In the reign
of Edward III, a statute passed at Kilkenny, for-
bade every person of English descent, or even'of
Anglo Norman extraction, from using the. Irish
language, under pain of forfeiture of his lands. In
the reign of the " monarch of the many wives,” the
spirit of the statute of Edward wasravived. - But it
was by the Penal Laws against Catholics : that the
most deadly blow was levelled at the Celtic tongne.
Every Catholic was at that time an- Irish speaker,
and the fury of the soldiery and yeomen was indis-
criminately directed against persons speaking the-
Irish lnnguage, and those professing the Catholic
roligion.  © Thoughslowly, vet surcly,” says Cavon
Bourke, “the prohibition against the Inish language
the contempt, the deterrent:action of - the yeomen,
the knowledge that noone step could be taken up-:
wards in the social.scale without .a knowledge of
the tongue of those in power, made the Irish pea-
snut feel the neceasity not only of learning English,’

the language ofhis fathers, . From: this view " re-
sulted the following : barbarous practice :—It was
nsual until recently for parents living in theé coun-
try districts to have what were called scores ' or- &
smell tablet tied to a string and suspended from:

{3heology:~The Trish universities are equally bar-
‘Huhg oti the' Crogs ? " What~arewe that we" “ghould’

but, also, as ic thought, of despising and ignoting |°

class just as these is a Hebrew or.a French
class ; but the language is nottanght to the stud-
-ents as H“?t”fprm_e_d an—egsential portion of their
bducation--second only in%jimpertance to that of

ren-fnresults) so” far ¥ Piddacing ‘Trish “scholats’
yextends,~ There js a chair of Gaelic in each univer-
-alty; but the lectires attract but few students, and
a knowledge of Irish is .not deemed necessary for
the passing of any examination, There is not we
believe, a single appointment in Ireland to. the ob-
tainment of which a thorough acquaintance with
Irish would :prove the slightest assistance, .French,
German, Italian, Spanish—any and all: of these
foreign tongues figure on the list either-of test or
voluntary subjects for public: examipation ; but we
have never seen a knowledge of Irish quotsd on an
examination'paper, at even & minimum value. The
territorial area in which Irish continues tobe spok-
en is growing each year narrower and more restrict-
ed. In many counties where persons of forty or
fifty years of age still.use Irish as their -langunge,
their children have been taught to despise the ton-
gue spoken by their parents. -The scope of Canon
Bourke’s erudite book is confined to the province
of Connaught—

# Where the parting sunbeam kisses the Corrib in

the West, ~ :

And the ocean, likea mother, clasps the Shannon

to her breast.” - .
%The Irish Isnguage,” says the author, “is fading
fast in 8ligo, Leitrim and Roscommon; fading in
Mayo and Galway, but not with that rapidity with
which it is being swept away from the face of the
three counties bordering on Leinster and Ulster, In
each of the two counties beaten by the waves of the
Atlantic, tke language of their fathers is still' spok-
en by nipe out of everv ten of the inhabitants
dwelling in the rural districts.” To arrest the
fatal progress of decay, to rescue from compiete ne-
glect and possible ‘eventval oblivion, the noble
-mother-tongue of ancient Eire should ‘be the aim
and endeavor of every true Irish patriot. Canon
Bourke giver, as bis opinion, that the hierarchy of
Ireland alone, including bishops and priests, can
make Irish Geelica success in Ireland, He adds
that a glight encourngement to the teachers of the
National Schools, who arc most auxious to-help the
cause, would do much good ; and he suggests that
burses should be founded in different colleges “ to
give free places to those students who, to the quali-
fications of respectable sckolarship, still add a scien-
tific knowledge of the Innguage of the Gael, To
build up the cdifice of the nation’s language much
is required. The people must be tanght to calti-
vateit. ‘The scholar must bestow his loving care
on it. All must be in earnest. The causes which
haveied to its decay must be removed and adequate
means adopted for its restoration. If Government
fail, as it will, to effect any permanent beoefit for
the living speech, it devolves on the great mass of
the Irish people to come to the rescue.””

We feel we have done but very inadequate justice
to a small portion of Canon Dourke's admirable
book, We have becn obliged, most refuctantly, to
refrain froman elaboratereview of the Yery'many
interesting chapters it contains, A weekly provin-
cial paper is so limited asregards space and range
of subject matter, that we have thought it better to
confine ourselves to a brief sketch of that -portion
of the work treating of the decadence of the Irish'
language, and of the most efficient means to be
adopted for itsrevival and preservation. Weheart-
ily commend the * Aryan Origin of the Gaelic Race
and Language” to the attention and pernsal of our
readers. Itis writtenina style at once clear and
forcible, logical and cloquent. Is there a question
to be proved, 8 Joubt to be solved, the author in-
variably artays his arguments in the convincing
form of a syllogism. Isthe imagination to be im-
pressed ? are the feelings to be appealed to Canon
Bourke rises at once to the lofty height of descrip-
tive eloquence, and his glowing words reproduice to
the mind of the readerthe ancient glories of Carnac
and Luxor. The classical scholar will see, with
pleasure, long-existing doubts as to the proper pro-
nanciation of the Roman tongue satisfactorily set.
tled ; and the true Irish patriot will rejoice thata
literary monument of such unquestinned value has
‘been raised to commemorate the glories of the
Celtic race and their Aryan toogne. The publica-
tion of Canon Bourlie's Jatest and most successfal
effort ought to stimulate Irishmen to & proper ap-
preciation of the value of the language of their fa-
thers.—Connaught Telegraph.

HEROES AND HERCINES.
BY J. F. L, D

How important it is to look well before you leap!
If I had done so, I should not now be under tbe
painful and humiliating obligation of making a pub-
lic recantation. Jecunt/ No dicliopary cortainsa
word which grstes so hashly upon an aathor's ears.
Starve Lim, stone him, hiss bim, hoot him, he will
bear it liko a martyr; but would yon make bim
furious, you have merely to whisper that terrible
word. Rather than retract one iota of his asser-
tions, he will grasp at a straw, and hold out talk-
ing nonsense for years, Your humble servant,
reader mine, confesses thnt he is no less obstinate
than the rest of his clan, butone weck's struggle
with evident truth and notorious facts, has thor-
oughly convinced him that he must surrender un-
conditionally, and trust to your clemency, . 1. hed
the hardihood to assert in the very noonday of civil-
ization, that the Lives of the Sacnts were inleresting.

That propogition I do now most sincerely and
heartily retract; moreover, deferring to the infalli-
bility of modern ideas, I do declare it to be false,
anliquated, and unsufferably reflective on the man-
ners of the present age; and finally, upon the ruins
thereof, I do establish the contradictory proposition,
—that the Lives of the Saints have long since.be-
come, and are likely long to remain, dry, unpala-
‘table, unintelligible, uninteresting. T
- Oh, if the compassionate public had but scen how
it panged my heart to be brought to sing.this
mournful recantation—how: often I threw my pen
agide, and cried’ that I would die sooner—how
anxiously I looked around from my corner to see if.
I could not, at any poiat, force my way through the

passed me—and how artfally, when I perccived that
cscape was impossible, I framed a score of : com-
promising propositions, all of which 1 was compell-
ed’ to reject—if the public, whoss principal virtues
are'charity and compassion, had seen this, I am sure
they would ‘have admired the heroism both of the
contest and. of the surrender, R
But now that I have retracted, see what a strange,
thing buman:'nature’is! - My pride of authorship,
which wasg the ‘sole obstaclo to my acknowledging
the. ‘truth - hitherto, : is ' become ‘just as urgent and
‘jealous’in - ‘defending 'it; for-I' must prove to my
-brethren,: the. anthors, that if I have departed from-

thrown out of employment, .

church.'l ’l'h‘o church:declares by the mouth of an

the necks of their children, -On this tablet the'

the traditions of our tribe, it - was only after as ob-

bristling array of facts and arguments which com- |-
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Life of a Saint. A fricnd of mine, who enjoys ex--
cellent opportunities for the research, and hasem-
ployed much time and diligence uporn it, reports.
the proportion of possessors now to be, on exact.
computation, one to sixty-three and a fraction.

" Now leaving out'the fraction, we must conclude

either that this class of books are insipid, or else—
which is inpredible—that thirteen to one of our all
devouring geuneration have not read all that is read-
able. I shall bave cause to remember till my latest
breath how sore I felt, while being tossed from one
horn to the other of this dilemma. But observe (3)
that not all who possess a book read it. I maybuy
a book because it is beautifelly bound, and may
serve as well to ornament niy table as any other
curiosity ; or