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Bright are thy sky, denr Erin,

Thy weadows and fleldsnre green;
Tull are thy stately mountnins,

And rivers that roll hetween;
Bright nve thy gushing waters,

And dear agmy soul to me,
Jut wlns, aing, dear Erin,

{ i far away from thee,

The daistos deck thy hillssides,
And down in the valleys befow,
The shamrock blooms in verdure
When the storms of winter blow
The sun shines down in gladness,
But he shines nomore for ine,
For alug, alas, denr Brin
1 am far awny fram theo,

Tair are the blue-eyved maldens,
‘Who ronm by the Lee and Suir—
Bright ns the skies above them—
As thelr native water's pure ;
And the sweet wild flowers are springing
On upland mendow und N
Tut ead is my heart, dear in,
That T am fur awny from thee,

Away o'er the waste of waters,
Trom the bright and blushing weet,
Al lIonely and sud I wonder,
AWith sorrow and care oppressed ;
And and are the thanghis within me, *
And the tear comes rolllng froe,
When I think ou the frivnds 1 love best,
And the land I no more seo.

God blesa thee, my own dear Erin,
Thy hills nnd mountains grand ;

God bless thee nud keep thee ever
A freo and happy land.

Though an exile I sadly wander
Away o'er the durk blue sea,

S1i1l fonder T geow, and fonder,
My own dear old land of thee

—top—o

«KILSHEELAN"”
- OR
THE OLD PLACE AND THE NEW PEOPLE.

A ROMARCE OF TIPPERARY.

“The gilded halo Bovoring round decay,”
—TynoN.—The Giaour,

CHAPTER XIIT.
FIRR !

Gerald O'Dwyar felt his heart beat strangely
at the sight of that terrible glow. *Fire’isa
word of alarm to all men; but he felt somehow
it appealed now especially to himself, A fore-
boding he could not account for erept into his
niind; a cold, icy-cold foreboding, as the glow
grew fiercer and the darkness darker, i

“ It must be a bonfire on the mountaing some-
where,” said the priest, doubtingly. '

% A bonfire on my father’s burial day 1"

* No,no, of course il is nol. Whatean it be?'"

Gerald made no reply, but rushed from the
room under an impulse he could not control.
The priest followed him™ wonderingly, as he
hastened through the little garden and out on
the roud, whence he could survey the whole
side of the mountain,

In an instant the truth flashed upon him,

My God! the Castle is afire.”

He staggered and almost fell as he spoke. All
consciousness was in a chaos. He saw asin a
dream the bold massive outlines of the Castle
rolled in a dense atmosphere of smoke and
finme, Within the fiery rim it seemed to glower
over the valley through .all its flaming eyes,
making the night'a lurid day, and painting the
moonless sky. with horror. - There was an awful
calm : the village cabins lay like parnlysed men :
the ‘woods shuddered. in every tree: the dark
mountain-ridge presided like a solemn high-
priest over the holocaust, All things seemed
to look on in aweas the fiery sacrifice went for-
ward.

Then his.strength of . resolution re-asserted
ftself, and he woke to the reality,  °

“3What can have -happened ? . Who has done*
this ? Pshaw!  what's the use of idle questions ?
T must hurry {o save it.” .

He spoke in a lnlf phrenzy, Father O™\ earn
restrained him gently as he prepared to rush
down the road. ‘

# My dear boy, what can you do to save it 7"

‘ Anything—everything.” i .

#But stay!  You sce it is beyond human
power to save it—it is a mass of flnmes!”.

47y God! how they leap! I must be ‘therc,
sir: it is my duty.”?

@erald, I am au older man than you, and be
said by me, It is not your duty.”

“«How? Itisthe Castle of my fathers—"

“Theirs no longer!”

“True! :

The thought recalled him at a stroke tb ‘rc-
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flection, What interest bad he in Kilsheelun
Castle niow? What were these flames doing
bul saving it from pollution by o stranger?
Effucing what could only be a montment of
disgrace?  Accomplishing an henourable cli-
max of destruction?. Bravo, flames! ligher
and fiercer] - The shades of the dead appiaud
you grimly from Kileary:l Why should he as-
sist to preserve Kilsheelan for Sir Albin Artslade
—he whose father's heart was broken, whose life
poisoned, whose house doomed? Why help to
repair the revenge of events?

.\h! But— .

3ut what will be said of me?

me while Kilsheelan burns to'the ground! Oh,
impossible ! What could they think?”

“That is exactly what 1 would hinpress on
you, They will think and say—"

S What 77

«hat vou have done this yourself! ”

;;] !"

"i\lv dedr lad, do not enrage yourself,
what a heartless world will say, who only reflect

No sign of

s

vou hive motives for revenge.”
T iophen Iowill certainly go.
tice to myself.’’

s And expose yourself to the insults of a
man who will nut believe you'’

X ot believe me!? - T'his with bitter scorn,
 (Gerald, you do not know the world. They
‘will think that the loss of Kilsheelan killed:
vour father and beggared you—that it was slip-

Itis only a jus-;

ping away into the hands of another—that you ;

Cwere absent when this five took place—they
Avtll think of everything, in fine, but that you
Iaveé a noble heart, | How could youclear away
suspicion of this kind? Sir Albin Artslade
would ask himself: Wlho else could have done
" jt? and he would sneer at. your explanations,”

The priest’s counsel was beginning to have
the. victory, - Humiliate himself before Sir Al-
vin Artslade!  Have doubis thrown on his

"honour, und contempt on bis vindication of it!
Yet the character of skulking incendiary pleased
him less!

# 1 have noexplanation to make—that. would
be u stigma on my honour—but it is coward-
ice to avoid an empty suspicion.”

# Nuy, it is prudence betimes,  Remember
you have only ten years towin back Kilsheclan.
Sir Albin Artslade is powerful, and may be vin-
dictive: once get yourself in his power, and
who knows what troubles for you he may found
on this accusation? There arc wicked men
whose perjury might support it : vour best years
might he wasted in fighting with suspicions

which would be suspicions still, Trust me it
is- your duty not to expose yourself to such
chanees.”

¢t Now, sir, you convines me. My first duty is
not to myselt—Tt is to save Kilsheelan”

What interest have you in what they say or
think of you? You are going to leave Tretand
and their opinions won't- follow you. . T'ruth
need not always be a prancing cavalier, Beside,
when you are gone, T will say ull you could sny
fur yonrself to those whose opinion most con-
cerns you—the fond old peopte

Gerald wrung his hand heartily,

“ Yon are right, sir.  Let them think as they
please—I will not put my success in peril.”?

#hat's right, my Ind,  And seel what can
man do 1o staunch those finmes.”

#Nothing—nothing ! "' Gernld O'Dwyer sighed
gloomily, as his ¢ye traversed the fearful seene,

The fiames made holiday grandly in the Cas-
tle,  They rolled up fiery columns . of smoke
into the sky; they Teaped through the windows,
clasped the turcets round with fire, struggled
over the massive battlements; bounded high
into the heavins to proclaim th(u victory : the
while the valtey lay spell-bound at the sight,

sund fhe air seethed with nosort of vague unrest,

One wing alone, the uninhabited western wing,
escaped the fire: in every otlier part of the
building only the stout old walls gave vesistance.

With a curious fascination, Gerald followed
the flames ns they engulphed now - one, now
another of the dear associations of his )ou(l\.
Now they were in the great central hall swallow-
ing up all the ancestral trophies : anon in the
dinning-hall, feeding ravenously on. the old
panneling O'Dwyer Garv loved so well, gather-
ing chairs, tables, every nhcicntrclic, into their
fiery maw : sweeping through the high corridors,
exploring, scizing and devouring, as though
they would efface every symbol of what lnd
been. ‘

Now he could sce Un, tervified villagers col-
lected around their cabin doors, looking help-
lessly up where the Castle Jay in its last agony.
He even thought he could see figures moving
about in the. immediate circle of the fire—
doubiless Sir Albin Artslade was among them,
cursing the strange ¢hance that deprived lnm of
triumph even in its ficst fruition,

Suddenly there .was a crash: the roof had
fallen in, dm;,gmg the fioors and all the heayy”
woodwork into the furnace; The flumes roared
Jjubilantly, and sprang high into the air, licking -
the black skileton walls usif in horrid wanton-
ness,  The sacrifice was nearly consumated.
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So absorbed were they both in the fute of the COMusther Gerald, it was)?” he eried vehe-
‘Custle, they did not notice the form of a mnn [ mently. . #¢'There 'tis oul now, an’ whativer _you
wliding cuutiously up the road under shelter of sy I'in able to bear it
the hedges, until he venched w shady recess | In his first impulse of indignation the young
within a yard or two of where Gerald O'Dwyer nan eried angrily :
was rooted, nid custsearching, half-timidglanees ;¢ This is i frighiful crime. How can you
at the young man’s fuce, revealed as it was in " dare ugk my pardon for it 77
the weird light of the conflagration. [ " 1 don't axe ibany more sir)”? said the man,

tiflow could this have happened 7' at last, “denwing himself up sternly, all hig terror chang-
exclaimed the priest, © 10 may bave beentan o ed o roek-like finmmess, “ If you're displeased
secident.” swid e, 11 sufter like . man for what 1 done.

S An accident!” reprited Gernld O Dwyer, L You may tuke we to the wojers this minnit an?
techanically, He stopped and started violently. 1 wow't rise a finger fo get free. Only I thought,
e felt Lis cont pulled tightly from behind, perliups, you mightn't think it any grate crime

He turned in amnzanent, A man stood half- | afther all to keep the black sthranger out o? Kil-

cronchingly behind him, who whispered inoasheelan”
I

frightened tone: 'I‘wn opposite feclings were stinggling in
G Masther Gerald £ serald O Dwyer's breast—clenr, decided repug-
A glance at the shrinking stranger, now iln nanee, as to the erime @ deep personal and

full light of the flames, made Gerndd st againg ancestenl eotion, as to the motives of the cri-
“nde Hyanl?? . Sminal, The spectacle of criminal loyalty is
Hugh, Masther Gerndd, sy for the Tove o 1 ravely withont comimiseration.

Beaven ! the neweomer whispered, A moment’s reflection, and he wrung warmly

There was something in his broken voive and ' the rough hand  thate had given ]ulhhu:lun to

frightemed face that immediately told Gerald Dhe flaines,

there was something wrong, ! 4 Forgive we, Tade,” he eried, impulsively.
“Pude, why are yothere? - Why do'you look | 91 know it was a mistaken Tove for me and my
that way 77! ‘ house that prompted you Lo this, "As furas T am
“The oudd Castly, sir—the burnin'—the burne; concerned, your confession is'a confidence, and
intin . } ST will not ln-tm) it.  With your own conscience
G Well, well, Tade, we must bear it,)” suid | i vou must settle the rest, for I have no power
the voung man, his heart deeply moved ot the s to pnulon vou.!
0an’s strong clnnhun “8eet Toam bearing it; @ Mo faéir 7 'tis Father John has the power
cheerfully myself,” @ to do that,” cried Ryan, lis old humour return-
$MPEsn't that, sir—"tisn’t that,”” Ryan mur-!uw with the favour nf His young lord, tfan?
mured tremulously, ¢ but—but—Iioly Vargin! frorrna pinance’ from this o the honr o' my
I'm afeared to say it." i death T'H gridge, so owld Arshlade is on the
tUnde you used not to be a coward.” cowld side of the Castle,”
“No more T iver was afeared o’ man till now. | Gerald turned to the priest, who was an as--
"Tis of you, Masther Gerald, U'm afeared.” tounded witness of the latter part of the dis-
“What do you mean? ! closgure
“Phe ould place, sir—you thought ‘lwas he| ¢ Lt may be all for the best. - Who knows ?
accident the fire cem”? A Many u bad teadition is baried in those fiery
St . .~ | ruins : betler ones may replace them.”

It was not an accident,” . R . L. . . '

£ Nob an accident)? . .

There was absolute. eringing terror in thd CHAPTER XIV.
maw's voice-us he went on: TAREE VHARS AFTER.

“I know you'll nivér forgive me, sir, but 1 Three yeirs! They are bubbles in an ocean-—
heerd that Kilsheelan was goin' over to ihe spots in eternity. Yetl the joys and woes, the
sthranger—that they were robbin? you an’ rol- | pregnant histoies of thése atamy days, and
bin' us all o the ould plice, an’ me blood biled | hours, and minutes,
to think nothin’ could save it. ¢ Betiber have 'l'hmc years sincee we last saw the 'J‘xppemr\"
it Lurned to o eindhier, sez 1, than. a mane up-{ mouniain-side, when the Dreath of the dex- -
shtart should iver glory in it—r» troying sugel passed over the. Castle aud left

fHeavens! Then it was you—r it a charred and Dlackened phantom, A pen-
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stloko nnd fm' us, thc years are gone : vul way
a monstloué ]llhtﬂl) indecd the frait of their
slow travail in Kilsheelan |

We revisit the village of a canlm summer
evening, and are first apprised that the years
have not been unpreductive by finding that
three-fourths of the vulgar hovels we used to
know long ago have been pushed out of the
world to make room for some half-n-dozen
brand-new stone-cottages, with real slates on
the roofs, positive brick chiinneys to leave out
the smoke, and never a caubeen in the windows
We stumble ncross a fresh in
person of a gorgeous German dragoon, in mous-
tache and sabre, who is making elephantine
love to the girl of the bright-lighted, red-green-
and-yellow-bhottled whisky shop, which has
dimmed the glories of the shebeen house round
the corner ; and pursuing our investigations,
we find said gorgeous dragoon has o local ha-
bitation at the far end of the village, where, in
alive barrack-yard, we come score or
more reproductions of his moustache and sabre.

Nobody sits outside the cottage-doors en:
joving the dolee far mente as they used to do in
the summer evenings long ago,  The urchins
do not roll in the gutter and make the woods
ring with their glee : the few that are without
doors at all are strangers to us, precious chil-
dren with clean faces and straight features, who
play as other children say their lessons, with
the paternal rod for ever suspended, Damocles-
wise, over their little Leads,

None of the old people! Not here jin the
civilized street ; but yonder group of hovels, still
clinging desparately together in their misery,
may give some account of them. Ha! that
should be Mat Hannigan's forge : only such a
wreck ! A sooty picce of convas serves to
cover a wide rent in the. roof ; the walls are
settling into all manner of Lulges and fissures ;
the door is patched and picced beyond number-
ing ;:and the windows are windows no longer,

“if they ever have been.

It is within this dingy temple of decay,
away from the sun, circling round the smoul-
dering forge-fire, we discern dimly the villagers
we use to know. Many a face has disappcared
from the assembly ; many a grim carc has set
jts mark on those that remain. The same piec-
ture : ‘only night has closed overit. They huddle
together, as if in common fear ; and, though
there is no cold in the summer air, none espe-
cially in the closeand heated forge, they shiver
betimes, and speak in whispers, and scan every
dark corner of the forge, as if a prying enemy

wonder the

on a

lurlwd in tlu- (lvcn-;nl plou;;hnlum,s uml \\’])LL]-
bands. ‘T'he very children—red-cheeked, mgged
dirty cherubs—have to make the dung-hill in
the back-yard their melancholy play-ground—
there is no longer a Common for their harbne-
ous pleasure, hut, where it used to be, a high-
fenced field where the process-server feeds his
cows,

Peep closer into the assembly of the elders,
The blacksmith sits on the anyil still with as
amall show of emotion as ever ; and, for all we
know, the years have heen minutes, only that
they ]lll\L‘ thickened the congealed forge dust
on his iven cap, and blackened the dudheen till
they could Dacken it no blacker, and dug
deeper trenches in the granite fuce,

His pretty daughter is there, too, with a
little treasure at her besom that lightens fer
share of the prevailing
mother's love can: and where the Hittle trea-
there, Tade Ryan is alse,
much of the old fiery spirit tamed by eare's
inexorable scourge, of it algo sobered
into the anxiety of the hushand and (hé father.

Divers other eminent of the ancients are in
the gloomy company. The knowledgealle wo-
man squatsin phitosophicreverie on the warmest.
corner of the hob, her long, bony arms support-
ing her chin, and a short Wack pipe stock
pensively betwen her teeth, The blind fiddler,
who has forgotten everything but his prayers,
tells his beads shiveringly, with hig bare eet
poked literally into the red cinders, ns if even
the agony were a relief, The fiddle-bag still
clings mechanically to his back : but the dust
is eating into the fiddle’s soul, and its stringg
are rotting fast as neglect ean rot them,  Even
# the oldest inhabitant ” has lived, God knows
how, to see his world turned upside down, and
u strange one grow.out of its ruins—one where,
for him, the daily round of existence is—want,,
cold, and sorrow—sorrow, cold, and want.

We miss o few from the circle—the old gen-
tleman who used to sell the candy-balls is gone
to the land, pur excellence, of candy-bulls; and
Mr. Jer Murphy, erstwhile boot-maker, doctrin.
aire, and generally great man has exchanged
the last and the revolution for one of those
pretty white cotlages we 'have been admiring,
where, in Christinn reconcilement to property
and socicty, he rejoices in the style and title
of reni-warner on the estates of the great Sir
Albin Artslade.

Theirtalk is of the elerml ihcmc—“ The
good old times "—so true is it (of the Imh
race, at least) dct»..pxte Dante’s words, that the

misery, as only &

sure is, of course,

much
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vead or funeied Tuppiness of the past, helps most
1o make present misery endueable,

tGod be wid onld thnest? so for the Giftieth
time this evening, said the oldest inhabitant,
shaking his old head wistfully at {he remnnnt
of the fire,

CAmint’

Phe bineksmith only raised his eyes abstriet-
adly in token that it was o sentiment e wonld
like to make a speecly ony but where was (he
nee ?

id the fiddler, pionsly,

S hey ser,” obrerved the knowledgeable wo-

" \ ;
nn, pufting ont the words spasmaodically nmong
the tobiseco smoke, and gaxing resolntely into

space, 4 They sez the people at the geade
fiouse are comin’ home shortly,’r - (The @ great
honse " nsed to be called Ashenficld three years
aro)—* Judy Carthy that doos the serublin?
up at the Lodge, she !0\\1! me there's o sighth
o the quality comin’.”

“Why, thin,® ejneulated the oldest inhnbitant,
thinking that a sate and cminently politic com-
mentary on the news,

S volly its gospel. The peaple in the fine
houses beyantare to have adl sorts o rejicia’, an?
a migldy grand trimaphant arch, ax the

it, overat the new  publichiouse,
laching of drink, be all acconnts, an a shillin’ a
day for ivery angishore that can ery % long life
to the masther,”

SFaddha ! granted-the Dlacksmith, with a
westure of unapenkable digust,

tKorrn the Tie in it put in the fiddler
mildly, - % Shuare they offered me three an? six
penco {o play Jem inlo the village, an’ Hisn't
but T wanted it sorfely or cven a pinny o' the

money ; but T'd sooncer make smithereens o’ the

owld instroment. than give
their divarsiun "

a blasht of it for

“Mavrone ! the spirit isn't wantin? av 'twi
any use for us, They're gettin® to be grate
people entirely, be all accounts—nothin’ less
than o veal Markis or something that way, they

S

ez, is comin’ to marry the young lady.

A thin, wretched-looking woman started to
her feet at the declamtion, and after glancing
nervously round” in the dark corners of the

Sorge, whispered Sercely in Trish

4 Why, then, may the widow’s curse be their
hest blessing on the honymoon 17
# Lave'em to God, mi'am :lave’em 1o God,”
said the oldest inhabitant, shuddering.
¢ So L am lu\'in’cm to God—"
¢ Only pudtin’ in o vemindher,” whhpuvd
l‘\':m slyly,
.-l moss, ‘twas, you' was sore tried be ‘em,

HARDP.

ey endlx g
There's to he

5 .
laying down her

165

Molly !
moving the pipe from hier moutl to cject a
deep groan of eommiserntion,

The womun's eyes glared vengefully.

v opnid the knowledgeable wommn, re-

¢ Our cabin wasi't grand enough, morya !
They should pull it down to build fine houses
for furriners, i’ we an® my four little orphang
thrun ol to sturve e the roadside 1 "T'is the
quire world av {hey don't yet o downfall soon
and snddint,”

W But sure yon arein’t poin’ to Dlame the
yomye Tady, Molly, that, niver—"

“ Niver retehed o hand to me poor orphing
yvoir mane, whin they wor cowld an’ hungry,
Shure for the mather of that, they'd be in their
wrives to night only for Miss Toge, up at {he
Castle——it hundheid  thousand blessin®s down
o her head to-night 17

HoAmin 1" was cehoud fervently on all sides.

t Pegor she'd remind you o' them that wor in

the Castle king ago. God he wid ‘uing "twas they
had the big hewets 12

A sl silence fell npon them all at mention
of the ruined honse, Fvery eve turned in wofnl
sympathy to where the Ylackened walls of the
Castle still rose in - silent prolest over the do-
minion that owned their swayv no more, !

o Mmeragal, how the ould stock is. baten
down 1 eried the knowledgeable  woman,

pipe in. sheer despair of the
#The Heavens be their bed to-
nightt Sorra the evil eye tverdigted on Kil-
sheelan il they were gone !

# Why, thin,” said the old gentleman, serat-
ching his head as if in o desperate attempt to
unravel frtuvity, “ T wondher s the young
lthu alive at all) at all? ‘

#Avon, but he was the darlin’ L]H](] oot
Masther (n raldt The
wherever he is 17

& Phey sez he went out wid Bony o the wars
afther the poor masther died, an’ Father John
a giate sojur intirely out in

nanghty world,

angels  goard i,

ot word he was
furrin parts.”’

tEMe darlin? ehild ! T never: doubterd him ¢
Avvah, thing T owondher will we iver see” his
fuce in the mlld place agin} ”

“CYon willy thing as shure as there’s a sky
over you'! ? eried Tade Ryan, with a certain air
of mysterious assurance that made {hem all
look nb at him-eagerly, - And then, as if he re-
gretted what he had said, he ‘added in some
confusion ; ¢ At laste T think he won't forget
the ould people whin he's w grale man agin,

4 Alanma is no us¢ to be hopin.  Share
we're hopin’ and hopin® il the heart is burnin
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out av us,”’ cried the widow, plaintively, «I
wish we wor all Iyin’ at rest in the ould grave
yard : shure ‘twould be the blessed exchange!?

Tt would, indeed,” snid the old man, so-
lemnly. “ It would be the cowld world that
wouldn’t be betther than this,”

“ Take care it won't be wus, thin,” said Tade
Dyan, gloomily. *We have the ould cabins
over us yet as bad as they are, an’ he all ae-
counts we won't have ‘em long.”

The blacksmith rose melodramatically, and
lifting his cap high in one hand, fluug it
vehemently to the ground, exclaiming :

# T allus sed so—there's nothin' for it but the
pike aftherall ! *

And having delivered himself of this em-
phatic dogma, he relapsed into impenetrable
silence,

Tade’s eyes gleamed Dbrightly at the declara-
tion : a half desponding sigh of assent came
from the rest,

¢ Hush, hush !'” ecried the knowledgeable
woman, with a doubtful survey of the forge.
« Tis dangerous to let the shtones thimselves
hear ye spakin’ these times.  How do ye know
but Jur Murphy, the villin, may be havin’ his
eat to the kay-hole this minnit, thryin’ to earn
his dirty goold be hangin’ an’ murdherin® us 77

# Wisha thank God, there’s no kay-hole to
liave his car-to,” laughed Ryan.. ¢ Howsimever,
if we stay discoorsin’ all our throubles, we'll Le
shure to plot thrayson, so the sooner we sepa-
rate the betther for all of us.  Who's goin’
to give Jacky the fiddler a bed an’ a sup to-
night ?- Mo lair ! there was a time when you
wouldn’t be wantin’a bed in the three parishes,
nor a warm tumbler into the bargain, Jacky”

The old fiddler smiled feebly, and for the
fifty-first time that evening, “God be wid the
ould times ? ¥ went the round of the company,
_ % XNiver mind ! We have the heart still,
av we had ounly the manes—bad luck to ’em
for dirty manes! Kitty an'T will give youa
shake down in the sthraw, Jacky,—~tisn’t as
good as I'd like it, but ’tis what we all have
to put up wid those days.”

« Heaven'’s blessin's on ye all | said the

. blind man fervently.

Tade ‘turncd to his little wife and put his
arm round her neck @

« Kitty, you’ll lade Jacky down to the cabin’
an’ give him what’s left o’ the praties 77

# T will to be shure, asthore, but aren’t youn
comin’ home wid us?” and the rosy lips
pouted reproachfully..

# T can‘t, girsha, T can't,”” gaid he resolutely.

4 Oh! Tade, this is the third night that you
left baby an’ me alone be ourselves, an’ I niver
closed me. eyes till I heard your: fool at the
step o' the doore in the morning.”

% Kitty, Ltowlt you hefore I conldn’t help it.
You needn’t be a bit lonely or onaisy.”

¢ But T am, asthore. Can't you tetl me what
keeps you ont 2 Shure you vught o have no
saycrets wid me”

Tade kissed the anxious face tenderly,

% Some time orother you'll know, me daylin,
he eried, with a dash of enthusiasm in is tones,
¢ But indeed, the sayeret isn't my own {o tell
you.”

“God send it ism't the public-house has
anythin' to do wid it, for that's the lnst av all 77

Rty it isnct @ there now for you.”

“ Nor the puinted hussy inside the counther 77

4 You silly tittle erayture ! and for further
answer Tade only hugged the jealous seeptic o
his heart and kissed the baby, who crowed like
a whole poultry-yard in its father's strong em-
brace,

% Yo won't be rery long any way, Tade ?
pleaded the young wife tenderly. ¢ You know
how lonely I'll be till you come home. Though
I don't know “why youre afcard to thrust me
T that 'ud die for you”

# Mavourneen, yvou'll know it all afore long.

wid yer sayeret.

There, now, Jacky is hungry an' waitin’ for yer-.
company. Good-bye ! ”

CHAPTER XV,

THE WESTERN WING.

All the neighbours dropped off one by one
to their wretclicd homes until Tade Ryan and
his worthy father-in-law were left alone together
in the forge.

Tade lingered about the forge, fiddling with
the sledge-hammer, while the blacksmith wag
engaged in shutting-up shop—an operation of”
the utmostnicety, which consisted in bolstering
up the shivering old door with a most intricate
machinery of car wheels, stones and bars, as if”
such a property needed all the force of locks and
and bolts to bafile the world's cupidity! A
little crib ncar the bellows formed Mat's nigtly
retreat, and thither he was plodding in his own
al fresco way, after a successful fortification of”
the doorway, when, in the most unexpected
manner possible, he stumble across Tade Ryan ;
and then it did occur-to him, after stopping a
moment or two for deliberation, to ask :

“ Why aren’t you at home ? " :

Tade nodded to the door, and whispered ;:

# There’s no wan to hear us, is there 77
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« No, Why do yon axe ??
Tade caught the Llacksmith’s arm m)slcn-

ously, and lowered his voice till it was nearly

innudible.

# Mushi L1 want to spake to you. T heerd you
seyin? jist now thuc’s nothin’ for it but the
pike—"

“# Well, an’ what o' that ? »

“We'll soon have a thrial al the pike agin,
plaze God 1 ¥

Tade stood out from the blucksmith exul-
tantly to mark the effect of his words,  He
was astonished {o find them received with
astony stare.  Ideas had n long way {o travel
into Mat Hunnigan's brain, and till they were
arrived there and fully ensconsed, he never
made sign of their presence.  This new idea
was Iike a fuse that burned slowly and noise-
lessly in, but once at its destinntion exploded
a magazine.

Suddenly the iron cap was raised again and

flung mercilessly o the ground @ his cyes

-glared till they threatened o burn the shaggy

eyclashes away, and seizing the young mun's
bandd in the eluteh of a vice, he roared

“Sny that word agin, mavourneen, say that
wordiagin t !

Tade did say it agnin, and again, without
cooling the blacksmith’s ardour to have it re-
peated, or suggesting to him that it ealled for
any other demonstration than that of squeczing
his hand into a jelly,

i Sure you don't want me. {o be shoutin’ it
into yer cars till ivery mothers sowl in Kil-
sheelan knows it betther than the A B C 1" he
at last expostulated mildly,

“llowld yer whisht, man, you worn'l as
long waitin’ for that news as I was. Ilurroo !
Give ns fair play and pike-heads and then the
gallows may come us soon as it likes, jist av we
an only say we didi't give in without a fight
afther all

“ For (he matther ! that, shmc it's betther
to put yer back to the \\'lll and dl(. like n man
than to see ivery crathur around you dyin? he
glow torturc. *Tis a hol corner o Purgatory I
wouldn’t exchange into for wan,”

“ Inagh ! 'twould Dbe the blessed day for all
av us we wor kilt root an’ hranch, av the owld
people are niver to have their turn agin. Begor
the brute bastes' are born gintleniin compuud
wid the likes av us.”

« The divil & muich advantage we have of 'em,
anyhow,” barin? iniply stommachs an’ small
share to put in‘em, "I'won't be'so long, plaze
Qod, "We only wanted n ladher, an’ be the

powers ¢ Moll Kelly ! we’ve got wan in airnest
at last,” '

o the owld oy I pitch yer ladhers—little
we iver got from’em but thrayson an’ roguery.
Gives us pikes in our hands an’ sorra the
ladlier we'll want to Lell us what {o do wid’em,”

“ Ay, but we'tl have & Jadher that'll make all
the cowld wather in Lipperary Dbile into rebel-
lion.”

His cyes searched the dark places of the
forge nurrowly once more : then, putting his
mouth to the car of the blacksmith, he whis-
pered  something which made his listener’s
rough face bloom into a plain of joy, like a
daisy-plot. on an iron mountain,

4 Whatt fle here, did you say ! Jle here ! 7
and he seemed ready for all Tade’s cautious
gestures, to ask him to ¢ Suy that word again !
when anew impulse seizing him; he sereeched
¢ Whillilew 17 with the whoop of asavage
and cut a eaper three feet in theair, Then,as if
ashamed of having been betrayed into the unusal
excitement, he bestowed a penitentinl thump
on his forchead, and relapsed into his granite
shell, o
¢ s many a long day sinee T med sitch
an omadhawn o’ meself,’” he' said contempla-
(i\'c]y ; ‘0 but, be all the Bvangelists ! it's grate
news nmrc]v" :

# Talk aisy, av you don’t-want us all to be
slaughtered afore our time.. It's a tundherin’
saycref, an’ I wouldn’t ha' brathed it in the
cinther ¢ me own sowl only kuowin’ 'tis as
safe wid you as wid the dead in their graves.”

The blacksmith put his big hand over his
mouth in token that it was a sepulchre inviol-
able. ' )

¢« My hand to you, anything that gocsin
there niver comes out till it's wanted, | Begor,
thin, talkin® o’ saycrets just reminds me—
there's a :sayeret I kep for many a long day
an’ glad I am the day is cum 10 let it out.”

«Is it about—"

#Hush ! There’s a side o thc 0\\1d castle left
sthandin’ still; the people that's livin’ there
don’t know half its quare corners—"

« Wlmt ilie divil do you mane ? You dow’t
know-—' i
T uTHére's an owld undhcwm\md pussage
from the mews into' the castle cellars that
hasn’t been thravelled ‘ithin the Jmmoxy o!
man—" o

Tade Ryan looked really alarmed.

¢t Holy Vargin, I thought nobody lme“ i]nt .
passage but meself an'—him !

¢t A I thought I-was tlic:only livin' sowl
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that knew it, Well, T have a {hreasure theve—"
¢« Musha, but that's quare— 1 have a threa-
sure there, too—wan Iwouldn't give formy life.
“ What ! it isn't there fefs stayin' me darvline
child 27
# Cum along wid me, an FIE tell you, That's

jist why I gpoke to you at all—he wants to see

you himself”
e darlin? T he does ?2 ¥
¢ Lave off yer cross-questioning, an’ cum
along."
L E‘um L
The doorway having been onee move artistic-
ally reduced to pieces, the two men noiselessly
left the forge, and erept along tows

rds the moun-
tain in the shadow of the little cabing, pausing
now and again to reconnoitre, whenever a stir
broke in upon the stillness, Thiey had little
necd of precaution, however : it was close to
midnight, and the village was slumbering in its
Theavy trouble. The lonely lark of a benighted
cur-dog, and ‘the samely tramp of a sentinel
under the arch of ‘the barrack
only signs of life, except the
movements.

card, were the
own cautious

ir

Having traversed the village in safety, they
plunged in to a fir-grove which bordered the
- mountain-rond, and, : ascending " higher, hid
themselves in the depths of the woo, whose
crackling hranches sent alarm into the colonies
of rooks. The blacksmith continued to make
~amends for his spell of talkativeness by a dead
silence, and not a word passed hetwen them till,
after 2 toilsome journcy through the wood,
they came out on the broad green uplands that
used to be Wilsheelan Park, now wn unkempt
wilderness of sheep farms.

A deep copse ran from where they halted-on
1he edge of the wood 1o the rear of the castle.
As they crept into its shade, thiey came in
view. of the castle itself, communing, like a
gaunt skeleton with the night, its black arms
and staring windows full of a'woful cloquence.
The western wing facing them, was more na-
turally desolate : its escape from tlic flames
only exposed the crumbling of its long-ne-
glected wall. One litile corner of it alone was
inhabited : a few of the better-preserved rooms,
where an old man and his daughter lived as
carctakers of the ruins. These people had come
to Kilsheelan shortly before, unknowing and
unknown, and their solitary lives were in good
keeping with the nature of their office. The few
little chambers thby oceupied were mere specks
in the world of mouldering ruing around : all
beside were abandoned hopelessly to decay.

As he glaved ab this western wing for 4 mo-
ment, the blacksmith deseried o speck of night
red Jight, looking n little bigger than a stay,
which “issued from a fissure in
western tower,

the extreme

tC Mother o Moses T he exclaimed, piously.
# What's that.? v

# The light begant is it 1 What should it be
but alight 2%

fOBnd there isn’t a Christinn to put # there—
the old man lives away in the other corner.”

& Begor, I suppose it's the ghosts that's havin?
w night’s jollification there?

The blacksmith Tooked very serious,

4 Whether you're jokn' or no, they sez there
,are some quare goin’s on in that sume place
Hiver since O'Dwyer Gary ddied, Shure it bangs
v Bannagher how a human craythur can live
! there at all, There's Judy Teary no lather than
Inst week saw '—

V¢ Tetem see lashing of red divils there av
they like—so. much the betther for ng, That's
our signal.”

Tade led the way to the back of the castle,
and, over an unhinged gate, into the court-
yard, all grass-grown now, and littered with
a.few broken carriage-wheels, horse-troughs:’
and water-barrels. The ‘aspeet of the place was
desolate beyond expression, and was not much.
enlivened by the lonely dirge of an owl from
his refuge high up among
leaves,

the Dblasted - ivy
As il he knew the place well, Ryan:
made for the deserted mews, which lay in the
déestroyed portion of -the castle, and, after’
passing o few stables, gutted and roofless,
hatted suddenly in one. .

¢ Be me sowl! it's the place! ” cried the
blacksmith, ¢ Howiver did vou find it out ? ”

4Pis aiqual—we doneit,” said Tade, ns, in
a dark corner of the stable, he cleared away a
hieap of rubbish, and by the aid of an iron ring
lifted a Jarge stone slab, beneath which a dark.
cavily extended deep into the solid rock which
formed the foundation of the castle. From ans
other niche in the wall, he produced a dark
lantern, having lighted which he. prepared to.
descend into the abyss. The blacksmith’fols
lowed him down a steep stair hewn in the rock,
which brought them to'a rude cavern, that
hardly gave then standing room.: The light
disclosed o further passnge. at onc.end of the
cave, so narrow and oppressed with rocky jags
that it required some fortitude to believe it led
anywhere bt to Tartarug, Creeping on all-
fours, however, the two men insinuated them~
selves into ifs gloomy way, and after a minute’s
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choking and struggling, emerged into the castle
cellavs—a  vast range of semi-gubterranean
ohunbers, many of them unvisited for centurics
by their owners, and more useful in the wars
of the old times than in the housckeeping of
the new, which extended along the whole
longth of the castle.. An ocensional brenth of
air, throngh narrow port-holes in the rock, just
saved the atmosphere from deadliness, but left
it reeking with the must of ages and with the
damp  humours exhaled from the limestone
Hoor—a fit home for the froops of rats which
seampered nway hideously at the first glimpse
of light in their fout dominions,

They were brave men, botl, but they shud-
dered many o time and shook under an un-
known drend,in their passngo through the inky
caverns. It requived little of tho imagination

that was theirs in abundance to picture a hell
in every recking chamber,

Inone of them, Mat Hannigan eaught his
companion’s arm, and whispered :

“ Here's the threasure T was tellin?
about. Will we onajrth it 77

“Wait till we onairth my threasure fusht,”
was the reply, nud Tade Ryan pushed on stur-
dily - through several other cellars until they
came to & stone- stairease, which .ot last en-
larged them from the dungeons,

Mat Hannignn was first apprised of his return
to earth: by finding himself in a large stone
corridor, through which a strong breeze blew
from mouldering windows and ancient port-
holes.: They were in the western wing of the
Castle, in the basement corridor,

= We must turn off the light, or somehody
will notice it,” snid Tade, carefully veiling the
laniern till the barest gliminer was visible.

T'he moon just risen supplied a ghostly sub-
stitute to light their way. Moonbeams struggled

_in through the gloomy openings and laid their
sickly forms on the floor, turning into every
variely of weirdness the carved figures over the
doors, and -over the crumbling relics of furni-
ture, and combining with the close smell and
the cold nir to give flesh and blood to-all imag-
ination.

-4 The Lord betune us an’all harum l” and
sun(hy such prayerful exclamations passed Mat
Hannigan’s lips, as he followed his brisk guide
through a perfect maze of corridors, stair-cuses
and chambers, all filled with the overpowering
odours of age-long decay. It was the lowest and
gloomiest, as it was the oldest, part of the
Castle. The ‘moths and’ mice ‘were its only
icnants for generations : the old furniture was

you

mummy, the stairs creaked, slime covered the
walls, damp and discomfort ]m(l it n.H to them-
selves,

Three storeys high, they ascended in this
fashion, 'Tade picking his way with ense
through the oppressive gloom. At last he turn-
ed into o narrow spiral flight of steps, which led
in profound durknessto a'litile iron door. ITere
Tade knocked, in way of signal three times with
his knuckles. After o few moments delay n
heavy bolt was withdrawn, and o lock started,
and then the door swung open and left the
visitors in the presence of Geruld O'Dwyer Garv?

The three years since we saw hini last left
their marks on him. A deep brown supplanted
the clear colour on his checeks ;5 the lines of his
mouth under their shelter of moustache were
firmer and more closely set: and the frank
Loyisl guiety that used to be the expression
of his face gnve place to a deep spiritual carn-
cstuess that made his eyes seemn unfathomably
clenr.  The boy, physically and morally, had
grown into the man : the fruit ripened ; the
morning grown inte noon.,

The chamber was a sinall square.one imme-
diately under the roof of the western tower,
The tapestry on the walls (it was « lady’s boudoir
long centuries before) had utterly perished ;
but some few articles of faded luxury remained,
and were comfortably arranged, a merry htl,l(.
fire in the corner sending a Lhccry glow over
all, The crevices in the walls and the two
narrow windows were carefully. stuffed, to pre-
vent the reficetion of the light outside, and a
trap-door in the roof did duly at once as ven.
tilator and chimney. ‘The only other conspic~
uous objects in the room were a pair of loaded
pistol on the table, and an old woman who bent
over the fire. This Iatter was Tade’s mother -
and Gerald O'Dwyer's old nurse, Biddy Ryan,
who officiated as housckeeper in this strange
retrent, and was now rocking herself profes-
sxommy over a brewing of meadler in a pot of
appelising fragrance. .

¢ Ilallo, ‘Tade, come at last!” the younn'
lord . eried, gnily. ¢ Kitty will never forgive
me for robbing her of your company another
night. Hallo! what's this 7. A stvanger ! Mat
Hannigan,-as I'm a sinner 17 .

The blacksmith staggered forward mto thc
light, His greeting was a stx.gllgc one. He
pinioned Gerald’s two hands in a grip of agony,
and shook ‘them ten saveral - times without
word or comment { only the light that fell on
his eyes disclosed two blinding tears there,

14 Masther Gerald | Masther Gerald ! Masther
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Gerald ! 7 so far he got in three etforts to say
what was choking him, but each time he had
to givo up helplessly and leave the tears that
crept down his checks to explain themselves,

80 yowve told him all, Tade” said
O'Dwyer, never releasing his hands though the
blgod was ready to spout from them.

# Ivery wortial bit, sir, an’ we worn't mis-
taken in him nayther.”

# What ! he isn't in love with starvation 2

¢ Sorrn & bigger rebbil
Mat 2

Mat's eyes {winkled knowingly through the
tears.

Tipperary. Lh,

@ The pike ! Mo graha, the pike! ™ he cried,’

rubbing his hands in glee, as though the weap

on were some long-lost darling he was on the |

point of having restored to his bosom.

O'Dwyer watched the warlike phrenzy with
enthusiasm,

¢ Heavens ! he exclaimed, involuntarily.
¢t How can such men be slaves ? ?

« PBecause they haven't & pike nor a gun in
their hand,” said Ryan, bitterly, Shure 'tisn't
in the power o' men to pull down a shtonc-wall
wid their bare fingers.” i

¢ But look here, Mat—they used to say long
ago that you wers not idle in the Rebellion—
they say yvou made pikes enough in your day
to equip a regiment.”

Mat drew his big palm modestly across his
forchead, and smiled contentedly,

¢ Xot 50 much, sir—not so much ; but I did
my share,” he added fiercely, #an’ a bitther
thrial it was ; we niver got the chance, o' usin’
sitch as we had.”

« They weren’t scized, I hope 77

# Sgized | T'd like to see the man 'ud saze 'em
'dout puttin’ a bullet in my heart fusht ! No, sir,
I med ‘em when poar Tore was comin' home,
an’ they're to the fore still for the man that 'l
use 'em as well as he would.”

it And so that's the threasure you have hid
in the ccllar a-L’low, you ould robber-o'-the-
dead 77 ¢

# Betther nor a hat ¢ blood-money, a'ny way,
Three hundred av’em—as purty blades as iver a
Sassenach’s blood blackened. Ouly give ’em
the chance, an’ , my hand to you ! Mat Hanni-
gan’s steel \nIl live in history,” -

¢ They'll have the chance,. then, Mat, and
that before you’rc six. months' older ?

The blacksmith mlscd thc iron cap piously, .

» Ao opithet on pla;fu'l ral]ery among the Bouthern
peasantry, :

 God sind it, howsimiver the rest goes 1" he
exclaimed with a fervour,

# But now for your other mission, Tade—
you have seen FatherJohn 77

CAmossa ! didn't 77 and wasn't it the purt-
tiest confession he iver heard 77

# Well, what did he say when you told
him 7"

“ My sowl! 'wam’t what he said, but T
niver seo his eye blaze so wicked afore—I]
thought he'd have broken wmy bones for pure
gladness,”

#3What § he is glad that T am here t "

& Wild iy the word sir—wild wid joy. 1ed
'ome over himsgelf this blessed night to see
rou, only I was afeard his revirence 'ud mnke
bruss of hix new hat comin’ through thim
onruly cellars.”

# Then ho will let me see him 2

# His heart will be bustin’ out of him (ill he
lays his eyes. on you. - There isn’t the laste
danger in life he says—to-morrow evenin'
afther dark you can «lip down be the wood,
an’ ie'll have a roavin’ tumbler o' punch waitin’
for you.”

s 'ade, you'll muke n famous diplomatist.’

¢ T don't know about that, Sir (though av
twas only to make the star dhrop into me hat, T
might make that same for your sake, Masther
Gerald) but as far as bein' a good rebbil and
knowin' somethin’ about a tumbler o' punch
too, T hope I'll niver be out o' me reckonin'.”

# In the punch line your good motlher hasw't
forgotten you, Tade—therce’s something good
in the kettle, 1711 be bound.”

# Ay, ay, ‘Tade, 7 croaked the old lady, cast-
ing an affectionate glance on her foster-child;
as she proceeded to mix the materials of a few
homely measures of punch. ¢ Jfe hasn't been
forgottin' you, gosoon—the ould people niver
did forget us 1 ¥ :

# God bless'em ! cried Ryan, ¢ they niver
did, an’ be -me sowl it's vice-varsa, as Jur Murphy
used to say whin he was dacent, your health,
Masther Gerald, we'll have our own agin | ?

“ Hoo-raw ! 7’ echoed. Hannigan enthusiasti-
cally.

# Fill it agin, mother~—it's the only taste o’
nourishment I had this day. Upon my con-
science I'm jist in the timper, for joy an’ hunger

disguised.”

CHAPTER XVT.
THE FORTUNE OF WAR,

to swally a dale boord, -1\" 'twas only dacently -

Next evening we revisit Father O’Mcm‘a’s
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gnug parlour, and find the two rearing tum-
blers of punch foretold by Tade Ryan, with
Gerald O’'Dwyer to set one of them ad rest, and
the other in the: safe custody. of his reverence.
¢ Snug, prelour, ™ we have said, Tliwas snug
—three years ago. T'he rawest tyro in housc-
keeping would remark {hat the carpel has dis-
appeared, -teaving the naked honrds exposed
in'all indecency : that the chintz window cur-
tains are invisible, too ; that the hright five-s
have surrendered toa vulgar kitchen-tongs :that
the little keg, (or its little successor) s no
Tonger the glorious shelter of the chiffonnicer to
hide it " from the guager; and that where the
bright mahogany ought to he there is some-
thing charitably veiled Ly n ragged table-cloth
—that, in short, the tumblers of puneh ave the
sole representatives of prosperity,
the serutiny,

and we discover Father John's
hlack broadeloth (i is assuredly the snme) dis-
guised in yellowish green, polished in places
to a melancholy gloss, in others preserving its
unity by a thread-system.  Yet
closer, and we see wrinkles and furrows, which
Joy never dug,

marvellous

The pastor's purgatory was in full hlast those

‘grievous years.
came his own,

Wil the misery of his flock
and while their woes mnde liis
henrt bleed, every day bronght him nearer fo
iheir wretched level,  The pony fellan carly
vietim to the change—his price wns flung into
the breach where starvation was entering—every
glory of the little houschold was devoted one
after another to the: same fate—ihe bishop's
Ted-room itself to resign its snowey counter-
puane—the thirty pounds melted without a
qualm into the mouths of the starving people.

Every feehle arm was {ried against the sea of

troubles, and still it’ rolled on unchecked
leaving the pastor no thought but how to
sooth sorrow thick as ocean-dropg, how tlo
sooth Drenking hearts,—how to fill empty
slomachs.

O\jm' and over again his warthy housckeeper
sandwitched herrosaries with dire warnings that
hie would be starving himself one of those days,
and that all his benevolence would not puta
two-penny loafl in thé larder. Over and over
again she propeséd to nudacious beggars the
problem where on earth people could be getting
money with no Easter dues to talk of and
hardly a sod left in therick of turf : and great
was her mortification to find 'this irrefragalle
logic demolished by n vidiculous plea of hung-
riness to ¢ his ‘revirence.”’
round that ¢ snug ” was a misnomer nppiied to

And so it came’

Tather O™Meara's parlour, and: Biddy’s “wis-
dom was triumphantly vindieated.

Yeb the good priests sadness was after all
only reflected from his people’s, his pain was
for them : in Lis own heart be was bhuoyant and
fearlesg, with the snme cheery life in his eyes,
the smme simple kinduness, the smne human
henrt, ‘have a life beyond cireum-
slance,

“ Gerald,” he raid, after they had fully dis-
cussed the changes m Kilsheelan, # I'm sick
of rehearsing our own miseries : tell us yours,
if it was only to change the venue”

T afraid, my
pleasanter one than your own.”

“ Tet's have another tumbler, then, and we'll

Such men

sir, tale won't be a much

tface it. T'm dying to know what you've been
Push closer !

doing those three years, and how goon we may
expect Kilsheelan to be itself again

The young man sighed deeply.

# We are Irish and hopeful, * he seid gloom-

ily, % or T should easily. assure you on that
point—never " .
i But, being Trish, you shonld sny— Never

say die U s & natienal failing, i we  can’t
conquer ill-fortune, not to let ill-fortune con-
quer us—we make a truce land live amicably,
I"here are times when we would Dbe lonely’
without some thmfr to cry over.’

& Phere’s Yittle 'chance of our heing affticied
that way, " said Gerald, with a smile.  * How-
ever, if you haveno ohjection to hearing a dole-

Tul tale, T have no objection to tell it.”

“« You havenl!l come home.an mllllon.mc K

« No, indeed.”

u You haven't turned Atheist 77

1 hope not..” .

& Nor brought home a wooden leg 2

# Not even that.”

# There, now, you sce you haven’t come-in
for a single one of the great misfortunes of the
age, after all. Tell me of alt the other mjs-
chanees in Christendom now, and I'll still say,
vou ought to bless your stars.”

O'Dwyer lanughed.,

“ Well, then, if my storyis to lm\'c no other
merit, it \\111 hc brief, The m{,])t the flames
scucd Kilsheelan, I was on my way to Dublin,
My - ‘first object was fo see that my father’s
copics of the deeds fo—to Sir Albin Arislade,
were not lost in the fire. - As T anticipated they
were in the custody of my father’s lnw agents,
Messrs. Sivel and Lawion. ‘As it chanced,
while I was making the inquiry, Tord .\tholsttm
my motlier's brother, enme into the office to
make inquiries about his own mortgages with
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my poor father of whose denth he had only just
heard: e immediately recognized me, having
been a frequent guest at the Castle long ngo.
I believe he always had a liking for measa
child : but his reception  of  me then was
beyond all precedent, kind and commiscrate.
He is o prosperous old bachelor, rich as a Jew,
and  dissijates only in politics—he conceits
himsella pitlar of the Tory parly, and, though
the Ministry have rather slighted his preten-
sions, I believe he is really a considernble
politician. At my rate, he has a good heart,
He insisted on my accompanying him to his
hotel (he was in Ireland only on ofticial bus-
iness) and, though I gave him little notion of
the ruin of our estates, he had learmned enough
previously ¢f my poor father’s embarrassments
to induce him to offer me his assistance wherever
and however I might require it.”

fAnd yeu? " broke in the priest. ¢ Most
likely you stocd on your dignity, and told him
to go to the devil.”

# Indeed, T did not sir,” said Gerald, with a
smile. T felt his kindness decply, and half
promised to pay ‘him a visit in his old manor-
house in Northumberland, It was only that
evening I learned he was a childless old ba-
chelor, #

¢ In the name of merey, what of that 7

¢4 Simuply that T was not born for a legacy-
hunter.. I might have liked the old nobleman
for himself ; but his gold—pslmw ! it made him
at-once hideous in my sight. I could never
have humoured a whim of -his after without
cursing mysclf for a hypocrite, and my very
nced of his moncy made the hunt after it more
repulsive.”

St. Patrick ! ” what an Irish idea ! ?

 Besides, om reflection, T knew the suspi-
cious destruction of the Castle mnst soon come
to his cars, and how on earth could I appear to
him other than as a criminal adventurer? No
explanation could be convincing against . the
damning coincidences that accused me; valuable
time would be lost; and if, after all, Lord
Atholston’s kind hearth established my victory,
‘how much nearer would I be to the prim duty
of my life ? Kilsheelan, restored. by charity to
a pauper, had better not be restored at all.”

Father OMcara stared open-mouthed at the
speaker.

T believe there is something in noble birth
after all,” he said half in soliloquy.

“ The issue was at all events, " the young
man continued, ¢ that I left Dublin that very
night. T know I {reated the old nobleman

unkindly, for T neverin any way communicated
an apelogy for my abrupt flight to him : but
there was no other course open to me,if I
would avoid impossible explanations or inevi-
table deception. A few days after, T was bound
for France in a little sinugler, Once there T
found myself in an atmosphere of fever that
suited well my own adventurous temnper.  All
Frunce was in arms.  Torrenis of glorious
ardour rolled their victorics all over Europe.
States changed their fortunes every day: all
socicty was convulsed @ great repulations were
the growth of an hour; the soldier might be
anything—ycesterday, unknown : to-day, a mar-
shal : perhaps to morvow, a prince. It was the
grand chance of centerprise and valour. I
plunged readily into the spirvit of the time, and
was a soldier from the first day T set foot in
France. 1 thirsted for glory, for distinction, of
course—is there an atom in all creation will
not warm in a furnace 2—1 was a Republican,
too, and our conquests were for the Republic—
but all motives of this kind were secondary to
{he one great object~by means of fame {o win
fortune : by means of fortune, Kilsheelan,

# Twas drafted into o fereign “legion bound
for the lialian wars, composcd chiefly of Italian
refugees and Polish patriots. TFortune fu-
voured us in a captain, whose very name was
victory. Napoleon | Bonaparte,—the world
knows him now—came fresh from his romantic
exploits in Africa {o trample the proudest
armies of Europe in the dust. Our march’ on
Tialy was one long jubilee. With him for our
caplain nobody doubied : all was confident and
glorions anticipation. T suppose you read how
our army crossed the Alps. T remember it
myself only as a confused dream : 1 was but an
atom in a great body -that moved only to be
victorious. .

t¢ There was little bravery in my recklessness,
but at all events it turned out well, for before
we had half crossed Mount S$t. Bernard, T was
captnin of my company.

Tt was not till we began to descend inlo.
Picdmont that the Austrian treops really gave
fight : bul in those treacherous defiles we had
many a fierce struggle fur victory, and as our
legion was in the very front of the vanguard
we had considerably more than our share of the
fighting. One morning a5 we advanced to
seize a pass that would bring the army at once
on the Austrian flank and turn one of their most
dangerous positio‘ns, we were suddenly assailed
at a turn in the defile by a raking fire from a
little .castle perched above -a beautiful valley,



TIIE IIARI’

wlndl frmn 1(-. poslllon, pnu,hcllh' lmnul Uu-
way lo the pass by preventing owr guns from
unlimbering in the hollow for an attaclk upon the
main positions of the encmy. It was contemp-
tible cnough of itself; hut; as, in its eyrie
pitched as it were in a cleft of the mountain
on our flank, ‘it was practically safe from our
guns, an drvitaling yause in our mareh upon
the pnss was the consequence of its persistent
fire. Theguns of the Custle were divected so
steadily that no soiner did we pass the turn
in the defile than we were in a perfect hell-
fire, with a good streteh of valley between us
and the pasg, and no chance of silencing it with
ditillery, It was immediately evident the castle
must be taken @ but how 2 was the perplexing
question, From our position there was no
chance of shelling it, and an csealade must bhe
attempted withont supports, up a very steep
approach with a mereiless fire from the de-
fenders to be faced, and possibly a large force
behind stone \\n]]s agninst o necessarily ‘mall
party utierly withont protection,

(7o be continned.)

ECONOMY,

One of the hardest lessons in life for young
people to learn is to practise cconomy, It isa
« harder duly for a young man to accumulate
and save his first thousand dollars than the
next ten thousand. A man can be economical
without being mean; nnd it is one of his most
solemm cluties to lay np suflicient in his days of
slrength and prosperity {o provide for himself

and those who are or may be dependent. on him

in days of sickness or misfortune. Extrava-
gance is one of the greatest evils of the present
age. It is undermining and overturning the
loftiest and Lest principles that should be
attained and held sacred in society, 1t is an-
nually sending thousands of young men and
young woman {o ruin and misfortune.

Cultivate, then, sober and industrious habits ;
acquire the art of putting a little aside every
day for future necessities: avoid all unnecessary
and foolish expenditures. Spend your time
only in such n manner as shall bring you profit
and enjoyment, and your money only for such
things as you actually need for yourconfort and
happiness, and you will prosper in your lives,
your husiness, and . you will win and. retain
the respeet and honour of all worthy and sub-
stantial people.

————
* Tueng is nothing which dr'lws man nmur to
the Divinity than to do good.

ORA\(AL, GREEN A\l) (x]h\\'

Addressed to the: Clun-nu-Gael Guards,

BY JOUM F. FINERTY.

What ranks are those that proudly mmceh
Beneath the Summer sun ¥

Mave they, with victor pride, returntd
From some brave battle won?

And why those graceful eolors three,
Thut shine in their array ?

For weldom, sure, are blent ag one
The Orange, Green, and Gray,

Not yet have battle-breezes fanned
The plumage on their crests,

But well we know that gallant hearts
Ara beating {in their breasts §

Andoh! whut deeds for Irish land
Waould not those ranks essuy,

Could they but range, on Trish ground,
Their Orango, Green and Gray !

Too lang, alas ! our fathers® feuds
Lit flerce and factious lames;
While Ireland wept, they madly fought
For ¥ Willimin,” or for * Jumes,”
To-day we spurn cach bigot vilo
Thut fosters English sway;
True Irigh all, we'll stand or full
!Neath Qrange, Green, and Gray,

Young comrades of the Clan-na-Gael!
God bless the flag you guard!

May never treason, faction, guile,
Your glorious mareh retard !

The enuse of twice three hundred years
Ia yours to guide to-day;

May Ivolaud hail, in battle line,
Your Ormlgc,. Green, and Gray !

The radiant star of Liberty,
That Iong forsook our sky,

1s struggling thro the mists of fate—
Tha promis™d dawn is nigh ;

That gloom which veils its holy Hght
Our swords must sweep away,

¥re Ireland's heart ghall swell with pride
For Orange, Green, and Gray.

Then, health unto this prond young land,
The hope of us and ours; .

May brighier beam her starry flag,
Aud grander spread hor pow'rs !

But, while we drink the new land's famo.
Here's to ihe old to-day !

May Freedom's breath ¢peed to her shores
The Orange, Green, and Gray!

—to————
There is no shame in being poor ; but there
is great shame for him who borrows, if he owes
and will not make up his mind to pay back,
et .
If some one by your side should fall-and ship-
wrecked be,
Olt! triumph not nor smlle nor his mxsfortlmc
mock ; :
For who can tell if you w:]l osmpe success-
fully,
The termpest and the rock ?
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Catnoric  EpnvcarioN. — Professor Goldwin
Smith has lately spoken at  great length, in
Toronto, on the question of education, and
much appears in his lecture that is interesting,
We had
intended to write at some length in reply to his
statements in reference to eduneation in Catholic
countrics; and the general influence of the
Catholic religion upon the world of letters,  So
ably, however, has the learned gentleman been
replied fo by His Grace the Archbishop of
Toronto that it is scarecly necessary to offer
further, . at- present, in the way of velutation,
But, having at hand the valued testimony of
Samucl Laing, in his ¥ Notes of a Traveller,” on
the state of cducation, Protestant and Catholic,
in Europe, we venture to submit it. ~ Mr, Smith
the “edueators”
* par excellence.  Mr. Laing, a Scotch Preshyterian,

speaks thus

#In Catholic Germany, in France, Tialy, and

even Spain, thie cducation of the common people
in reading, writing, withmetic, music, manners,
and morals, is at least as generally diffused, and
as faithifully promoted by the clerieal body, as

in Scotly

much, also, that challenges criticism,

bl

spoke of Protustant countrie

LTt i by their own advanee, und
not by keeping back the advance of the people,
thath the popish priesthood of the present day
seck to keep ahcad of the intellectual progress
of the community in Catholic lands; and they
might, perhaps, retort on our Preshyterian
clergy, and ask if they, too, arein their countries
at the head of the intellectual movement of the
age? Education is in reality not only not re-
pressed, bnt is encouraged by the popish church,
and is a mighty instrument in its hands, and
ably used. In every street in Rome, for in-
stance, there are, at short distances, public

primary schools for the cducation of the child-:

ren”of the lower and middle classes in the
neighbourhood. - Rome, with a population of
158,678 souls, has 372 public primary schools
with 482 teachers, and 14,099 children attend-

ing them.: Has Edinburgh so many- public
schools for the instruction of those clusses? T
doubt it.” Berling with a population about.
double that of Rome, has only 264 schools,
Rome has also her university, with an average
attendance. of 660 students; and the Pupal
States, with a population of 2§ milliens, con-
tain seven universities. - Prussia, witl a popu-
lation of 14 millions, has but seven,  These
are amusing statistical facts—and instructive as
well a8 amusing—whuen we remember the bonst-
ing and glorying carried on a few years back,
and even to this day; about the Prussinn eduen-
tional system for the people, and the establish-
ment of governmental schools, and enforcing by
pulice regulation the school attendance of the
children of*the lower clusses.

s e statistienl fuct, that Rome has above a
hundred scheols more than Berling for a popu-
lation little more than half of that of Derlin
puts to tlight a world of humbug nbout s
of national education enrricd on by governments,
and their moral ciieets on society. Tt is asked,
what is taught to the people of Rome by all

stems

these . schools? —precisely  what s taught
at o Berlin,—reading,  writing, - arithmetic,

ious doctrine,”

aeograph, history, languages, rel

—(Noles of u Traveller on the sociul un(lpo[i(icﬂ
state of France, Prussia, Seitzerland, Jtaly and
other purts of Furope during the present century.):
The tearned Professor, of course, singled out
Spain for special eensure; yeb we sce that Mr.
Laing does not except bub specially includes
that country in.his good account of Catholic
cducation, and we know that the Ofiice, of
Public Instruction al Madrid, just before the fall
of Isabella’s throne, published some interesting
official returns relative to the libravies and
schools in the kingdom. According to {hege
documents the national tibraries in Spain con-
tainud 1,166,505 volumes, thus divided:—DLi-
Lrary of Mudrid, 300,000 ; Central University,
300,000 ; Barcelona, 136,000 ; Snlamancy, 53,0005
atme and” Majorea, 35,000 ; Mahon, 11,000,
The archives nt Simancas consisted of 70,278
packages of manusceripts, of varjous sizes, and
those at Alcala de Tlenares of 35,160, "F'here
were at that period 10 universitics in Spain for
enernl instruction, 11 for fine arts; 1 jor music,
2 for manufuctiires, 1 for- diplomacy, 5 for com-
meree, 17 for navigation ; 27,000 infant or free
schools, and 77 institutions for training {eachers,
The amount giving by government for public
instruction for the year 1868-69 was 23,000,000
reals, to which the communes throughout the

kingdom added 110,000,000 reals,
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Tt mny be proper for us to slate here what
invarinbly presents itsell to onr mind in connee-
tion with the question of edncation as popularly
understood, viz., that without sound, that is,
dogmatic religion as a bas

it may be chame-

wn seme fufure
to~day we pre-
sent the words of DMr. Laing in reference fo
Sweden,—one of the countries honored by the
praise of Professor Smith,

{erized s soul-destroying,
oceasion this muy be our thes

4 Sweden with a population almost entively
agricultuen], and with uationul eduention, is in
a more demoralized state than any conntry in
Burope,—stands, in short, at the very bottom of
the seale of European morality”

Scotland is also much praised for its educa-
tion : its morality is next to, if not below that
of Sweden,

Ovr CorLeces.—Last month our Colleges set
their machinery again - in molion, after the
wsnal summer vacation,  All of them opened
with a fair attendance of students, most of them
with an eflicient stafl’ of professors, ut few,
very few, with a really good programme of
studies, This last we regret, beeause as Catho-
lic cducation occupies u foremost place in our
thoughts, so n wish for its advancement holds the
innermost corner of our heart, ‘I'he success of
the Church militant, and the glory, in point of
numbers, of the Church triumphant, depend
chiefly on the way we form the child, “the
futher of the man,”  IFor, to use the words of
His Grace the Archbishop of Toronto, #such is
the condition of our fullen nature, that if a bad
habit of mind or body be contracted in youth
that habit will return constantly, and in old
age will assume even youthful torce. 1f one
he eduented in false principles, in false history,
and in false ethics, the whole man is distorted,
If a child be educated a Prolestant, it will
probably remain so; if an Atheist, it will re-
tain its tenets.” ‘1I'his explaing why the Church
mrotests so vigorously against godlcs:s schools,
and why hLer enemicy, the world over, persist
in establishing them, and compelling Catholics
by legal process Lo support what they abhor ns
the most powerful instrument of the devil,
‘T'oo much attention, then, cannot be paid {o
the course of studics pursued in Catholic Col-
leges, and houses: of higher edueation, which
yearly send forth young men to take a promin-
ent position in society’; which prepave candi-
dates for the priesthood ; and, owing to {he
want of a Catholic normal school, discipline
teachers for the separate schools. .

We have said thal, in very few Catholic Col-
leges, the course of studies s as good or useful
as-it. should he) In order {o state our cnse
hriétly and elearly, we will take up'in sncees-
sion cach of the three parts of man, which,
particularly in the golden days of youth, demand
a careful trnining,—the soul; the hitul]igencc,
and the body, beginning with the most import-
ant, the soul. . :

Tirst, as to the soul, or spiritual man. In
the prospectus of every Catholic College, it is
stated, with particular siress, that the morals
of the students are carefully atiended to, that
diseipline-is rigorously enforced, and that cer-
tain offences against morality are cuuses of ex-
pulsion.  Then; twice a week or oftener, an
hour or more is devoted to religious instruetion,
There is o Mass every morning, at which all
are obliged to as

Morning and’ evening
devotions are performed in common, and every
exercise beging and ends with a ‘short prayer.
All this is excellent, hut by no means suflicient.
The students are not, at least in most institu-
tions, instructed in the dulics of the particular
state of life which (hey intend respectively to
embrace,  They are” taught the truths of re-
tigion; they are made acquainted with points
of controversy; ihey are incited to the practice
of virttie; they are warned against committing
those sing which c¢very man, no matter what
his position, is prone {o commit ; and here {he
religious part of their edueation aliruptly onds.
Just what they require most to- know is alto-
gether omitted ; and to this omission . can be
traced hack Iaif the dishonesty that obtains in
the world. To-illustrate {his, let us {ake the
instance of o young man, whose aim is. to
become a doctorin medicine, -He i3 now laying
in a sufiicient store of classics, mathematics,
and other branches of science. In a year ov
two he will enter o Mediceal College, which is,
of course, conducted by Irotestunts.  There he
will become versed in the Esculapian art; in
due time he will obtain a diploma, and begin to
practice. Now, we ask, what knowledge can,
that young man have of the duties ofhis profes-
sion, beyond that of the mere natural ones he
Iins acquived in the school of medicine? - 1s he
aware, for instance, that to procure, or to assist,
directly or indirectly, in procuring an abortion,
is . gricvous sin, and not simply an oflence
against the Taw of the Jand ? 15 lic aware that
to overcharge a patient is a dishonest act, which
hie eannot defend by pointing to a brother prac-
tioner, and saying, “he does the same? 7. and
that he is bound in conscience torestore the sum
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overcharged ?  Is hie aware that cul pﬁble ijznor-
ance or negligence in - administering remcdies,
and -performing operations, is a matter (o be
revealed in confession?  Ir he aware that he is
in duty bound to give timely warning of the
appronch of death, so that the minister of re-
ligion may prepare the patient for the next
world? The odds are ten to one that he knows
nothing of these obligations. His late profes-
gors, good Protestants, casy-going men, cither
jgnored them altogether, or treated them as so
many “relics of the middle ages;” and the
Cnth'olic College, in which he made his prepar-
atory studies, did not include them in iis course
of religious instruction,—hence his ignorance,
hence the difficulties innumerable of the poor
Pastor, who has to dissipnte this ignorance
What we have said of the doctor, may be applied
in slightly different words. to the lawyer, the
merchant, etc. Our Colleges should try to
remedy this.

Now, how fares the intellectual man, or, what
food is provided for the intelligence? Well,
there is too much Latin and Greek served up,
and not sufficient English and French.  Boys
yet in their tenth year, before they can spenk
plainly in their mother ‘tongue, take up the
dead lenguages. . It is true that the late John
Btuart Mill could write the Latin while yet his
age was expressed with a digit, but, thank God!
every voung lad is not a rising John Stuart
Mill.  May no Catholic College ever produce
such an éntellectual monster | Not only do boys,

“when too young, attack the classics; they are
" also kept working at them too many years by
far, - Of course, if a 1ad beginsin his tenth year,
he cannot finish until he is eighteen or nincteen
at least, for his intelligence will not even begin
to mature before that; and this is the renson
why,in some Colleges six years,in others eight,
and in others again ten, are allotted to the
classical course, During these long years, the
student cultivates an extensive acquaintance
with Sallust, Livy, Ovid, Virgil, Homer, Soph-
ocles, Juvenal, Cicero, Demosthenes, and a
host of other authors whose works teem with
moral maxims. During an association, so long
and so intimate, with such distinguished char-
acters, he will nrturally fecl ashamed to bestow
even a passing thought on such common-place
things as the orthography and syntax of a
language used cvery day by ordinary mortals,
as, e. g., the English or French; and, in all
probability, vulger fractions will he treated with
like contempt, - Why wonder, then, if we ocea-

sionally meet & young man who has gone through

a classicul course, who can point out the beauti.
ful passages in Horace, and recite the philippics
of Demosthenes and Cicero, but who cannot
read or write Tnglish withoul murdering the
language ; and who, if asked a question in simple
Interest, will give it up as a diffienlt problem,
A cnse like this is, unfortunately, too often met
with, The writer knows it, because, for too
many years he was just such a case himself, and
the only consolation he had in the midst of this
darkness consisted in the conviction that he
wag only a unit in a legion of gropers. If the
Directors of Colleges could perceive eéven half
the evil consequences of driving a child into the
classics, and keeping him there n dezennary,
they would ,not think twice before making o
reform which has been long needed, and which,
we sincerely trust, these few remarks of ours,
written in @ spirit of friendship, will nct retard.
Before we pass to the next point, permit us to
say that we never could understand why, in
almost cvery Catholic Coliege, there is & rule
strictly yrohibiting students to read the publi- .
cations of the Catholic press, such as monthlics
and weekly papers. Why destroy a taste for
the Catholic literature of the day? Why not
permit the student to read during leisure or re-
creation hours, which, .in wet weather, are
devoted to the billiard-table, etc?

Finally, we turn to the physical man. No -
one can accuse our Colleges of pandering to the
flesh; and if citizens as frugal as the Spartans
of old are not trained within their walls, no
blame should be attached to them. Thin ia well.
The appetites of the flesh should be kept in
subjection. - But, at the same time, extremes
should be avoided ; in keeping down the flesh,
we should not injure the physical man, It is
charged against Catholic Colleges, that, a8 com-
pared with institutions conducted by seculars,
they furnish more than a fair proportion of
congumptives. This is, we think, a gross ex-
aggeration, It cannot, however, be denied, that
the food served up at College tables could be
better and yet be frugal. Of course it cannot
be meliorated without raising the fees. To this
parents and guardians of good sense will not
object; and the sooner the change takes place
the better, for complainis are many, and- ugly
talk not scarce. On the importance of physical
exercise, there is no need to insist ; we are glad
to perceive that in College circulars and pros-
pectuses, liberal provisions are -made for the
development . of the muscles, Mens sana in
cbrpore sena., -

We bpye done with this subject. To the
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cause of Catholic education, we are ul‘ra-loyal,
What we have written was prompted by that
desire which, as we have nlready snid, occupies
the innermost corner of our hearl, the desire
that Catholic education will succeed, cven be-
yond expectation, in its glorious missicn.

B -t

Wur 18 a Coercioy Binn xow 1IN romrcr 1N
TreLanp ?—The question heading this article
is one which we are sure would be a very diffi-
cult one for any conscientions man to answer.
It is only the officials of the English Govern-
ment that would try to manufecture any angwer
that could be given to it. We can safely say
that never was such a wrong inflicted on any
nation under the sun, as to have at this moment
& code in force in lreland such as the Coercion
Bill is. Any member of the force of the Irish
Constabulary can break into a house, day or
night, ‘without & warrant of any kind, but
simply if he has suspicion ‘of any wrong yroing
on. When quiet unoffending people are sleep-
ing in their beds, and no intention or iden of
doing anything wrong, it is a monstrous thing
to say a simple policeman can break in the
door, rush. into the room where some young
girls are sleeping, and actually go to their beds
to search. for some imaginary victim. Thisis
not mere hearsay, we have known it fo be the
case, and have known young virtuous girls to
hxde their heads for the purpose of ev: ading the
policeman's gaze. If a young man for any pur-
pose takes a wall after sunset—which is gen-
erally the only time the greater number of
young men have to do so—he is liable to be
arrested by one of these majestic policemen, and
without sy trial whatever, lodged in jail «dur-
ing Her Majesty's pleasure.” Tt may be snid
this law is not enforced, but we can easily show
that, on the contrary, it has been enforced ; and
one young man named Casey has been nnprxs-
oned for nearly two years without ever being tried!
In England, where we every day read of mur-
ders, and e\;cry description of beastly crime
unknown to any other civilized communit), we
never hear of the ides of o Coercion Bill being
introduced —where there is more crime com-
mitted in one week than in Ireland for more
than a'yenr ; in fact there is never such heastly
brutality carried on in Treland s it is reported
in the English papers takes place in London and
in"every other part of Eugland, It is very
litile niatter to Ifeland whether & Tory 6r Lib-
eral Government is in power, ag they are all
L clnp of the one block.” When Mr. Disracli
was in opposltlon, he condémned the governe

ment of Mr. Gladstone for not being able to
govern Ireland except by coercion ; but when
he himself got into power, he took very good
care that he didnot repeal it, but when cornored
by Lord Robert Montague, as well as we recol-
lect, he declined to make any answer, except
that he was in the ®Opposition” at the time
he condemned Mr. Gladstone, We have read
that Mr, Disracli is to visit Ireland before the
present yenr is over, but what good will come
from this # honor ”’ we have yet to see.

We cannot better show the entire absence of
crime in Ircland at present than to give a few
extracts from the charges of the several judges
on’ circuit to the juries who attended at the
summer agsizes. Mr. Baron Dowse, formerly
Attorney-Genera), and who has strong Orange
proclivities, says to the grand jury of Water-
ford :

# Gentlemen, I am happy to congratulate you
that there is no bill to go before you, a circume-
stance which should not be mentioned without
an expression of high approval, Inanswer” (he
continued) **to the reckless calumnies as to
the crimes of this country, I think I may say
that in one English county there is more crime
than in the whole of Ireland 17

In the South again, Baron Deasy, addressing: -
the Grand Jury of Kerry, at Tralce, remarked:

T am glad to find, on my retorn to your
country, after an interval of twelve months,
that it is in its normal condition of tranquility,
Your business will be very light. The bills
sent up to you are very few, and not of a serious
nature. The County Inspectors confirm the -
favourable state of your country ; and I may say,
as far as the official documents: are concerned,
that I can congratulate you on the condmon
of your country.”

In the North, Judge Keough, who would not
do so if he could by any means do-otherwise,- -
thus addresses the Grand Jury &t Curnckfer-
gus: [
1t is now, I believe, six years since a single
prisoner was returnsd for trial charged with
any offence in the district which you represent,
"There is, I understand, one prisoner for trial at
the present assizes, but the charge against him,
although it is onc involving the death of &
fellow-creature, really involves no moral turpi-
tude. The circumstances, as I have been
informed, are these—that thc driver of n car
cnrclcssly left his horse unattended. It ran:
away, and, in doing so, ran over aperson who
was kllled This is the only oflence charged -
against any of the commumty of Cumckfergus.”
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In the North again, Judge Fitzgerald ssmmed
up the happy experience of his colleagues and
himself in these remarkable words:

£y learned colleague and myself, to whom
have been intrusted the execution of the Queen's
commission for the North-Easl Circuit,have now
arrived ai the last assize town upon that eirenit,
and I am happy toinform you that every county
through which we have passed has the same
features, namely, a nearly total nbsence of erime,
and a pre\ah.nw of peace aud goud order. With
regard to your own counfry, U have now before
me the oflicial reports, und 1 nay tell you that
Antrim has, sinee the last a
able for the absence of any erime of magnitude,
or anything at all to excite alarm for the publie
safety,  There has been no agrrian erime, or
crime of any kind that would siurtke at the
foundation of sovicty. 1 may say that heve life
and property are secure, the law is observed, and
everything indicates the prevalence of pros-
perity and peace.”

After these testimonials to the pusce and
entire absence of crime in Ireland at present,
we fail to see how any Government can attempt
to justify the continuance of the most stringent
Coercion Code ever known in uny country,
when even the faction fighters, “through the
influence of the Catholic clergy, have agreed to
Lury their feuds for ever., But the English
Government never require any reason for such
things ; all’ they want to know is what their
paid informers and followers, such as the detest-
able O'Donoghue, will tell them. Dutwe have
confidence that the Irish Home Rule members,
if they work with proper cnergy in the ensuing
session will be able to get these laws blotted
out of the Statute book; at any rate we are
proud to be able to show furth to every nation
that even if these laws are continued, there is
nobt the slightest justification for them in the
shape of crime of any deseription of agrarian

or any other nature in Ircland.
R ———

Tue Houme Ruee Movexest.—The qc\-cml
meetings which have been held in the North of
“Jreland in favor of Home Rule are, we perceive,
ouly the commencement of a series throughout
the whole of that country. We find that at
the last meeting of the Limerick and Clare
Iarmers’ Club it was decided to hold & meeting
in Limerick at an early day, in which the people
of the city and country will take part, and Mr,
Dutt and other distinguished orators and Mem-
bers of Tarlinment” will -atiend.

izes, been ek

It is also.
decided by the Mallow Farmers' Club to have

a County Cork meeting held ut (lmt. luwn und
in the West u grent number of meetings nve to
be at onee held, which will be thoroughly repre-
sentative of (hu feelings of the people of that
district on the great question of the day, ~ Per-
haps yet some Government oflicials would le
barefaced cnough to say that the Irish people
were really not serious when they demanded selt-
government, As Mr, Disvaell will be # honoring?
Ireland with his presence, we would suggest
that he would stand Ly and listen to the em-
phatic expression of the feelings of the people
at some of these meetings, e wonld then be
in a better position to denounce it as ““veiled
rebeltion " or the contrary, We believe he will
not o this, but after his visit to Treland,; and
etting all the information possible, hie will
carry on the same ¥ Plundering and Blundering®
a5 ever,

Tur Mesony or Tyr Friexps THaT ARE Goye!
—lthad beenywe believe, fully determined before
the death of Mr. J, H. Foley, R. A, the great
[rish sculpior,  that fhe Statue of Daniel
O'Connell, which he had in hands; should he
unveiled on the centenary of O'Connell’s hirth-
day, which takes place in August next. 1t has
since. been rumotnred that in consequence of
the death of the artist it could not be finished
at that time, but we are glad to see by later
accounts that very little remains to be done to
the monument on which the great and much
to be lamented Trigh sculptor displayed his
genius,  There should be no time lost by those
who have this testimoninl to Treland’s liberator
in hands, in deciding who is to he the arist
engaged in finishing the work which Mr, Foley
was to have made his masterpiece. The design
at least has Deen laid by Mr, Foley, and it is
asserted that the coneeption of the distinguislied
sculptor has been fully expressed, consequently
all that remains to be finished of this anxiously
expected monument may he safely commitled
to other hands. - Mr. Hogan, a young sculplor
of great promise, who did his work admirably
in the exccution of a monument to Ireland’s
greatest musical genius, Carolan, ought to be the
most fitting substitate for Mr. oley. Nothing
should De left undone to have the statue ready
by this time, as any further delay will cause
grent disappointment to Irishmen all over the .
globe who have the matter so much at heavt.
We hope that a demonstration worthy of the
ocension will lake place, nnr\ thad this, the most
xequisite Jandmark of Ircland’s hxstar;, will be
erected in the Irish metropolis, where the great
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Liberator spent so much of his time and did so
much for his country.

There is another of Jrelmud's triest sons as
yet without any kind of monuwment heing
crected {o his memory, although some money
was subseribed for the purpose some years ago
—we¢ atlude to Patrick Sarsfield; the hero of
the city of the ¢ Violated "Treaty ! Tt is nothing
short of a national disgrace to have it to say
that this has heen left so tong in oblivion willi-
out any practical work being done. Tt was
faken up a few tines by the City Tathers of
Limerick, but they never decided on finiish-
ing the project, We now see thai they urc
intended to ercct it in n new ¢ People's Park,
whicht is in comrse of construction in that ut).
There is one thing certain that the people them-
selves should leave the matter no longer in
abeyance, as we believe there s only o very small
sum required, which we have not the slightest
doubt would be at once got by giving a bazaar
or somcthing of that kind for the purpose, or
otherwise opening a subsceription list,  Itisa
stain on our countrymen that they are till this
duy without having these monuments we are
after alluding to erected in {heir proper places
before this, and we hope before. this time next
year it will be a thing of the pasi.

o AR b e

(For the Harp.)

THE (EMS OF IRELAND.

THE MEN THAT ARE GONE,

A Trw Worps anour HeNry Grarras.

At this {ime, when things in reference to
Ireland are going curiously and remarkably on ;
when. the “ mien of 8,” Mitchel and Dufly,
have returned to the old’sod ; when that splen-
did orator, Isaac Butt, is hard and carnestly
working for the cause of his country, notwith-
standing the efforts of ancther 48 man to break
it up; when a phalanx of true men are after
refurning to their abodes after spending a term
of hard work in the English House of Com-
mons, it muy not be out of place or uninterest-
ing to place before our readers u few words
about one of Ircland’s {ruest sons, — Hexny
GraTray, Amongst the truest of Ireland’s sons
were o gogod many Protestants, of which Gratinn
was most prominent ; and now when Iveland
is once more struggling for ]egxslﬂtl\'c indepen-

" dence, it is'a most nppmtunc time to give a

few llems with reference {o this. patriot who
has an everlasting claim on the love, the grati-
tude, and the veneration of his countrymen,

He was born in Dulilin, in 1746; and, like
most children, was constanily told a number of
ghost stories by his nurse; and the defiant
spirit which he aflerwards showed, burst prom-
inently forward even at that time; ns he pro-
teeted himself from the influence exercised on
several oceasions by the narration of such tales,
by going nightly to a graveyard near his mthu"b
hause, where hie used to sit on the gravestones
while the perspiration ¢ streamed down his
IR

The first school to which e was sent was to
a Mr. Ball, in Great-ship street, Dublin, He
was nol very long there when a fracas took
place hetween himsell and his master, in con-
sequence of Grattan’s fuither; who was a good
classical scholar, having taught the boy to
translale a certain passage in Ovid’s Metam-
orphoses  differently  from  the  translation
adopted by the schoolmaster, Ball taxed his
pupil with stupidity, and wanted him to make
w4 most abject apology, and Graitan was so in-
dignant at his insolence, that he insisted on
leaving the school. ~ 1lis father then placed
him at the academy of Mr, Young, in Abbay
street, where men well and. honorably known )
in_Irish listory had received their education.
He entered Trinity College in 1763, where he
formed the acquaintance of Foster, afterwards-
Speaker of the Irish Hounse of Commons ; Fitz- -
gibbon, afterwards Earl of Clare; and several
other celebreties.  He also at this place had a
most intimate friend in the person of a young
oflicer named Broome, with whom he- kept up
a constant epistolary correspondence ; and some.,
of his letters display a gloomy temperament
which could not have been suspected by those
who only knew Grattan in‘his public ecarcer.

In 1767 he went to London for the purpose
of pursuing his legal studies, and was entered
of the Middle Temple. He regularly attended
in the Houses of Parlinment, and the political
ideas of which he was possessed were strength-
ened by hearing the great speakers who were
then in the House.  Fle was living for a ghort
{ime in a country residence near: Windsor
Torest, and instead of finding repose in sleep,
he w ould De nightly prowling around the garden
of his landlady, addressing himself to SC3Mr.
Speaker,” cte. The propriciress thinking. he
was crazy, forgave him whatever vent he owed,
on condition of his leaving the house., He
would often, when no person was near, address
a tree in soliloquy, and' in. {hat manner he
carly prepared himself for that assembly which
he was destined. in lnler life to-adorn,  From
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the enrliest period of his existence, he resolved
to assert, even Ly arms, if deiven to them, the
liberties of Ireland. Grattaw's predominant
passion was his patriotism. e was much
impressed by a speech made by Mr. George
Grenville, at the commencement of the dispute
with Amerien, in which that gentteman defend-
ed the right of England to tax America, and
extended his doctrine to Ireland ; and Grattan
was known to say that that speech filled his
mind with a horror of the doctrine it advocated,
and that hebelieved it was owing lo it Lie after-
wards became so very active in his opposition
to the principles of British * government in
Ireland.

He loved Ireland with a devotion passionate,
yet regulated and intelligent. He early saw
that Irish prosperity and Irish constitutional
freedom were impracticable, so long as the
productive encrgies of the great bulk of the
people were cramped, or rather neutralised, by
the legnl fetters that made them mere hewers
of wood and drawers of water. A Protestant
himself, he spurned the baseness of the bigots
who desired to monopolise for Protestants all
the priviliges of citizenship. By his patriotic
politics he incurred the displensure of his father,
who was colleague with the celebrated Charles
Lucas in the representation of Dublin, and who
marked bis anger by bequeathing away from
his son the family mansion of the Grattans. In
those days the county of Kilkenny was renown-
ed, as it has been at much later periods, for the
extensive hospitality and social amusements of
the principal inhabitants, Amateur theatricals
were frequently practised. . Grattan had con-
nexions in' Kilkenny ; entered with spirit into
the histrionic e\:hlbxtlons of the joyous coteries
whose refinement and brilliancy yet hngcr in
the local tmdmons and among whom a prom-
inent character was Heary Flood, whose career,
long continuing in friendly connexion with
Grattan, and afterwards diverging into embit-
tered rivalry, is inseperably connocted with the
great public transdctions of the time. Grittan
and Flood read poetry and acted plays together,
Flood was fourtéen years 6Ider than his friend;
over whom his talénts, his fncmntmg manners,
his extensive information, and, above all, hxs
services in dsserting our leglslat’nc ,mdepcn-
dence, necessarily gave him great influence.
He had been representative in Parliament for
Kilkenny since 1959, and had greatly dis-
tinguished himself by’ crea.tmg a powerful op-

position in the Houge, and eliciting from the.

country a large display of public opinion in

fuvor of the course he adopted. He effectively
promoted the Octennial Act of 1768, by which
the duration of each parlianment was limited to
eight years, instend of continuing, as had been
previously the case, for the life of the reigning
sovereign.  But, while Flood was on most
poinis in accordance with Grottan, there was
one vital matter on which their principles were
totally at vaviance, Flood,while strennously as-
serting the independence of the Irish legislature,
opposed every political concession to the Catho-
lics. He was willing to relieve them from all
restrictions as to property or industrial employ-
ment. But he wonld not remove one single
link of the purely political chain; he would not
suffer them to vote at parlinmentary elections.
Grattan, with a larger heart, and greater sag-
acity, conceived that the permanency of the
Irish constitution was fatally imperilled by ex-
cluding the great majority of the people from
fult participation in its benefits. The result
hag justified his prescient wisdom. In 1775
the brother of Lord Charlemont, Major Caulfield,
was drowned on the passage from England. His
death caused a vacancy in the borough of Char-
lemont, which the noble patron filled up by
nominating Grattan, who took his seat on’the
11th December in thnt year, :

Further on, the agitation for frec-trade, backed
by the volunteer army, resulted in. success.
But the speeches of Grattan, and of the patriots
who worked with him in Parliament, produced
a strong conviction throughout Ireland that the
acquisitions they had gained were insecure go.
long as the British legislature considered itself
entitled to any species of authority in Irish con-
cerns,

Early in the scssion of 1770, Gratian ghve
notice that he would move for a Declaration of .
Irish Rights. * This measure,” says his son,
«alarmed the Castle, and every effort was made
to stop the growth of popular feeling. The
government procecded to canvass against the
Declaratian of Rights and the repeal of Poyn-
ing’s Law.)" But the government canvassed in
vain. Grand juries, county mectings, mectmgs
of volunteer corps, passed numberlcss resolutions
affirming that no power on earth was entitled
to mike laws for Ireland save only the King,
Lords, and Commons of Ireland. Grattan, pre-
v10usly to bringing on his resolution in the
Housc of Commons, retired to the residence of
his uncle, Colonel Murley, at Celbridge Abbey,
to meditate on his approaching motion. He hax
himgelf given us the followmg account of his
patrictic resolutions: 1 grew convinced that,
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I was right; arguments, unnnswerable, cume to
my mind, and what T then prepared confirmed
me in my determination to persevere; agreat
spirit arose among the people, and the speech
which I delivered afterwards in the House com-
municated its fire and impelled them on; tho
country canght the flnmes, nnd it rapidly ex-
tended. T was supported by eighteen countics,
by the grand jury addresses, and the resolutions
of the Volunteers, T stood upon that ground,
snd was determined never to yield, 1 brouglit
on ihe question on the 19th of -April, 1780.
That wns a greatday for Treland ; that day gave
her liberty,” 'I'he speech Grattan delivered on
that day was a triumphant vindication of his
.country's rights. Hore is an extract :—

T have no ambition, unless it be the ambi-
tion to break your chain and contemplate your
glory. I never will be satisfied 8o long ns the
meanest cottager in Ireland has a link of the
British chain clanking to his rags; he mey be
naked, he shall not be in iron; and I do sce
that the time is nt hand, the spirit is gone forth,
the declaration is planted; and, though great
men should apostatize, yet the cause will live;
and, though the public speaker shonld die, yet
the immortal fire sball outlast the organ that
conveyed it, aud the breath of liberty, like the
word of the holy man, will not die with the
prophet, but survive him. 1 shall move youn:
That the King's most excellent Majesty and
the Lords and Commons of Irelandare the only
power competent to make laws to bind Ireland”

This is what the Irish people are now unan-
imously looking for, and it shows the spirit
which lived in Gratlan is still alive; and no
one, no matter how prejudiced, can say thay it
is not the unanimous wish of the Irish people
that they should have their own Parlinmeant,
The. same thing was said.that time {o Graitan
ag is now snid to Butt : that the movement was
only ¢ veiled rebellion,””

After o long course of events, the rebellion of
'98 hnving been quashed, cle., and Gratian
having suffered from severe illness, we come
t0 1800, ‘The friends of Ircland were necessarily
anxious- that Grattan should re-enter Parlin-
ment, It chanced that a vacaney in the borough
of Wicklow occurred just in ‘time to enable the

" patron of the borough, Mr, Tighe, to have
*Grattan returned at the opening of the session,
A stormy debate bad occupied. the day and
night, when at seven o'clock in the morning of
the 15th of January, 1800, Grattan, emaciatied
and feeble from his long illness, entered the
House of Commons supported by two. trusty

fricnds, Mr. Arthur Moor and Mr. W. B, Pon-
gonby,  Ilig reappearance at that awful crisis
of his country’s fute excited the strongest emo-
tion in the House und galleries. A cheer broke
forth, prolonged and vehement; friends crowded
round him ;. but their delight at his return to
the scene of his old glories wns qualified by the
deep anxiety wilh which they regarded. hig
evident physical exhaustion, Being unable to
stand, he obtained permission to address the
House sitting ; and in the course of a speech of
two hours, he dissected the ministerinl project,
exposing the sophisiry of its advocates, and
demonstrating its fatal tendency, with the vig-
orous logic and impassioned eloquence that had
characterised his most offective parlinmentary
cfforts. During the session he frequently spoke
against the ministerial scheme. On the 14th
of Februnry, Mr, Corry taunted him with his
absence from Ireland during the previous year,
Grattan, in his answer, took occasion to refer
to ‘the monstrous crimes committed by the
ngents of the adminstration : ¢TI could not join
the rebel—I could not join the government—I
could not join torture—I could not join half-
hanging~—I could not join free quarter—I could
take pnrt with neither. T was therefore absent

from a scene where T could not Le active with. -
out self-repronch, nor indifferent with safety .

He also snid, “The trenson of -the Minister
against the liberties of the people was infinetly
worse than-the rebellion of the people against
the NMinister.” ‘
In the béginning of 1820 his health gave way,
and his physical wenkness, increased by old
age, rendered it apparent that his time on earth
must be short.  His anxiety to get to London
to move the Catholic question in Parliament
induced him to disregard the advice of his
physicians, who assured him that he ought to
avoid all mental and bodily exertion ; 'and that
if he persisted in undertaking the journey, the
responsibility would be hisown. His weakness
was so great that the leading Catholics implored
him to abandon the intention of going to plend
their cause in London.  He said, ¢¢ Nothing but
physical impossibility. shall prevent me, as I
congider that my Jast ‘breath belongs to my
country.” e nlso said that, if unable to speak
for the Catholics, he could pray for them. He
had always o profound sense: of religion. He

was free from sanctimonious pretension, or the

cant of piety ; but he. only gave expression to
his life-long sentiments when he said, in his
last illness, **I can .do nothing of myself, I

prostrate myself,i with all my sins, at the foot i
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of the cross, and I {rust {o the merey of wy
Redecmer,” e persisted in going ta London,
where he hoped to utter his lust public words
in the cause of Catholic Kmancipation, But
the journey realised the fears of the physicians,
He reached London on the 31st of May, 1820,
and died there on the Jdth of June, 1Me ex-
pressed the strongest wish that his hody should
be burried in the graveyard of Moyanny, in the
Queen’s County ; and it was only when he was
unable to utter searcely a sentence that he gave
consent to the request of the Duke of Sussex,
and some other English friends, {o be buried
in Westminister Abbex, Before the close of
the present year his siniue, which is exccufed
by an able Irish artist, will be erected in Col-
lege Green, facing that grand old house whose
walls so often cchoud with his magnificient
cloquence ; that grand old building now occu-
pied by the Bank of Ireland, which amongst ull
the banks, refuse fo subseribe for any patriotic
or Catholic object.  We hope that they wily
soon' have to move their office to another
quarter, and that Iveland’s sons. will again
show forth to the world their cloquence in dis-
cussing laws for their own country. A cri
cannot be very far distant, and the work which
the gallant band of Irishmen have got {hrough
during the past session of the Inglish Parlin-
ment; in opposing coercion and gnaining other
important victories, show that'gold cannot buy
them ; nor un oftive satisfy them no" more than
it could Grattan, v : '

With the never-failing pens of Mitchel and
Dufly to work in literature, and the cloquence
of Butt, we hope soon to sce’ that' grand old
country what she o\xgixt to e —

S

« Great ylorious nnd free,
TFirst flower of the earth, and first gem of the sea™

BT T

SIR: CHARLES. GAVAN DUTFY.

They are coming back to Ireland, thiese men
of '48. - Only: the ‘other day the foot of John
Mitchel pressed the:Irish earth ; to-day we wel-
come the return of Charles Gavan Dufly, With
all the  rich - effusion ‘of the Irish heart their
country bids both the exiles a cead mille failthe,
Time has dealt-bardly with that brilliant band
of poets, - orators, mid wits who formed the
Young Ireland :party, and wreathed the Irish
national cause with an: evergreen' chaplet of
eloquence and song.  The chivalrous heart of
O'Brien has ceased to beat.  The waters of a
great Ammerican river have closed over all that
was mortal of the fiery Meagher. - The remains

of Tevence Dellew M'Manus have been borne
through the sorrowing cities of Iire,  More
fortunate than his brethren, the harp of Davis
was hushed for ever while hope was still- high
But of all
the noble band there were none more gifted,
none more famous, than the two men who
within a few days have returned from the exile
of many years.  They have returned wnder oir-
cumstances  widely divergent, John Mitchel
has come hack broken in health-and borne down
by many calamities. Tn the Western World he
attached himself with characteristic passion to
the Southern cause, Me shaved in its disnsters, in
its overthrow, in its roin, o him domestic
misfortune followed in the footsteps of public
enlamity. Like Burke, he has lived in an'in-
verted order.  He has known the snpreme trinl
of seeing those who should be the props of his
old age go down  before him to the grave,

and the future bright and glowing,

Sorrow and Time have bent the once erect
frame; and marked with  theiv iron hands the
wanly countenance.: 8Bir Charles Gavan Dufly
for the second time returns {o Treland, after a
enreer in the Austeal World singular in its bril-
lianee and success, He'hasshone in Antipodean
Senntes, and achieved greatness under: the
gentle Southern skies, - Il has ruled as Prime
Minister one of the greatest colonies that have
sprung from the loins of Britain, 1le has been
at once the honored of the: people and the
Crown, - Aflluenee, title, rank—al} that humun
ambition could desire~——are his, Since the Irish
shore, first, faded from his sight, he has drunk
to the dregs the cup of gratified ambition and
worldly success.  Strange is the contrast : heen
the fute of the two men, and generous Treland,
if she receives with hearty welcome her illis:
trious and fortunate son, turng with a warm ind
tender feeling to him who has come back weary
with: the bufletings of fortune to seek henlth
and repose in the hills'and valleys.of ‘his irth.
. Charles Gavan Daffy was born;in the county
of Monaghan nearly, sixty years ago, of respeet-
able Catholic parents; of the mareantile class.
Who at:that period: conld have . envied. the
humiliating  position *of - an Irish Catholic,
whether in the capital or inthe southern coun-
ties of Ireland ? ~Only one person—the perse-
cated Catholic of Ulster.  Elsewhere there was
community in suffering, - the partial vepose
accorded to acknowledged ‘might and o socinl’
existence ; in Ulster the nearest neighbour was,
perhaps, a bitter foe; and life, at times, no
better than a perpetual vigil.  The Catholic
soldier, invited to fight unto death against the
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50 often has signalized the Inish Drotestant,

“he legalized in Ireland,; and it was dirceted that
_eacli should obtain two fifty-pound frecholders
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TFrench, was torbidden to fulfit the precepts of |

his faith, disgraced if he attended mass, ov, tike [

foes not to have known the bitterness of sap-
porting men of the old wee, and Iaith spoke

. . | .
Patrick Spence; condemned fo the dungeon and | low ; they grew up, as Archibishop Hughes has

the laxh for not following the service of another
Church, If the uniform gave no sceurity, the
civilian guh was not likely to avail.
Duke of Richmond did, indeed, make a viceregal i
tour in the South, and, desirous of winning‘i
over the wealthicr Catholics, did direct that no
Ormnge symbols should be displuyed before

Nim, to the great indighation and disgust of the

Bandon yeomen, who cast down their arms’
rather than obey ; but in the North their hre-!
Uwen had it all their own way, being neither)
deterred by any agent of authority nor disswa-
ded by any sentiment of humanity. At Omagh’
three hundred yeomen fell upon ffty of lhe“
King's County Militia, beenuse there was a
green stripe on their uniform cnp; they were
ingloriously defeated, but had their vevenge in
the suceessful indictment of Corporal Hogan.
They were happicr still at Mountrath and at
Bailicborough, where they shot down the parish
priests, wrecked their chapels, and slashed at
every Catholic they met. Those joyous peasants
who, with their children, wives, or sweethearts,
danced aronnd the benfire at Corringhiga on a
fair June evening in’ 1808, had a sudden and
fearful surprise when they saw its flame reflected
from the yeomen's gung, and_heard the reitern-
ted command, #Present, fire”  One was killed,
many were wounded, but no man was brought
to justice for the crime, The magistrates of
Newry, with that genevons love of justice which

i
1

strove earncstly, and entreated the Government
of the day to issue a proclamation and reward.
Their application was rejected.

Thus were the Catholics of Ulster situated |
when, in the town of Monaghan, Charles Gavan
Dufiy was born, The shadow of the penal code
fell over his cradle and darkened his early youth.
More forrinate, however, than many, he was
the native of a county where Catholies were
cmﬁpumtivcly numerous, and therefore compa-
ratively secure. There, also, were many of hig
name.. When, towards the close of the penal
days, the existence of Catholic priests came to

as suretics, it appears that onec-third of the
clergy of the diocese of Clogher found the re-
quired bailsmen amongst the Duffys.. Never-
theless, though supported by Cavan and Louth,
Monaghan was too - closely beset by hostiie
neighbours and too much oppressed by domestic

said, with Dowed necks. But they were not
altogether bent in abject submission to servi-

The : tude; the heart beat warmly beneath a cold

exterior a'studicd reticence veiled ambitious
thoughts; the brow bowed down served to hide
the flashing glanee which might have undaly
alarmed o tyrant, Tmined to enduanee, foreed
to resistance, the new generdion grew up with
puined hearts, but ready, resotute, and expectant
minds,

What were their schouls 7 Those who dwell
in the vamd parts had to seek eduention by the
hedgerows, which gave shade and shelter to
some wandering  philemath. Tno the winter
days, he abided in the favmhouses, not less es-
sentinl beeause men remembered the time when
such as he would have heen hanged, drawn and
quartered’ for teaching the alphabet. In the
towns, the garret ov the shanty hetd the school ;
what more could he expected even in Monaghan,
where young Duffy was shown the barn ina
backyard into which Catholies silently shrank
on Sunday and holyday to-hear Divine service ?
The youth who desired fo pursue his studies
further was compelled to resort to the Profes-
tant school, where, too often, his feelings were
irvitated by the reckless offspring of the Ascen-
dency, taught io regard him as a serf anxious
to be a rebel. It is related of one—perhaps of
the subject of this memoir-—that on reading in
class how the Spartans treated their helots, he
was forced by the tumult of his heart to withdraw

so like he esteemcd the case to that of his

country. Then came the wondrous Muse of
Moore, touching with magic wand the rock of
history, laying open to his astonished gaze the
concenled but brilliant treasures of the pasty:
and calling back to vivid Jife the sleeping
champions of his native land, Then first he
learned that he had not only weountey to serve,
Lut o nation to be proad of.

Amnother power svon shook the land, in the
cloquence of O'Connell and of Shiel. The
Celtic Samson strove with the bands that bound
him, and with strong vehemence tore them from
his bleeding limbs, The vietory exasperated
the petty despots of the North, who, turning
to vent their wrath on their serfs, found them
free. This increased their fury. In those days
young Duffy dreamed, amongst the green hills,
of assisting in the work for Faith and Father-
land ; and -finally bade farewell to Monaghan,
The Press-had for him {hat irvesistible attrac-
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tion which it hins possessed for so many men of
goniug 3 and Dully made his fivst entranee into
publi¢ life ‘as a reporter in’ the now exiinel
Dubtin Morning Register. While connected with
the  Register young Dufly made for himsclf a
name not alone for marked ability, but for
sturdy independence, which was afterwards one
of his marked charmeleristivs.  After a brief
fime spent on’ the Legister, he wus invited to
Belfust o conduct the Vindicator newspaper,
Belast -and Ulster soon discerned that, in the
paper which he divected, there was a foree of
thought and expression which was not Himited
to questions of sect or provinee, but extended
fo the consideration of a conntry’s welfare,
There the young ceditor must have first heheld
the Emancipalor, coming now for anether pur-
pose into the cloudland of the North, where
the storm his first work had raised Lurst agninst
him, % The Philistines sare upon thee, Samson.”
The yenr following, at Newry, Mr. Dufly wel-
comed another Regewerator in the person of
Father Matbew, who, unshaken by fear of injury,
oume, und, with o more than human power
allayed the {empest, harmonised the warning
elements, and acemaplished” his God-given
mission. His very presence seemed a bene-
diction. - Elessing all men, without respect of
parties, as children of wne Father, he won o
greeling - from the bostile band and a blessing
from cursing lips,  He was the true Liberator
of Ulster, for he taught the Protestant to esteem
a'priesty the Catholic to forgive a foe, and both
the brotherhood of man,

In 1842 Dully came Lo Dublin for a lwief visit,
The young provineial editor, rupidly rising into
note, met in the metropolis other men as young,
asardent, and as brilliant as himsclf, One of
these was o lawyer, just called, with @ great
passion for archieology, His name was Thomas
Davis. . Another was John B, Dillon, whose
loss we have years since mourned, A notable
idea was started by one of the friends. Tt was
acted on at onece, and, in o few days afterwards,
a new weekly paper, with Charles Gavan Dufiy
as its editor, nppeared in' Dublin,  The name of
that newspaper was the Nation, It rose at once
into cnormous civculation and popularity, and
Charles” Gavan Dufly -became one of the most
famous men in’ Treland.” ITe flung himsell hear
and - soul into- the cause of Repenl, and’ the
Government, on a memorable oceasion, paid &
signal tribute to his gervices. In 1843, together
with. Dr.; now Sir John, Giny, of the Freeman's
Journal, and Mr. Barrelt; of the Pilot, he had
the honor to be included in the same indietment

with the greal Tribune, and to share his im-
prisoument in Richmond Bridewell. Of the
nine who underwent that hundred days’ cap-
tivity” but three—Dufly, Gray, and Ray—
strvive, ‘I'he Liberator and his son, Tathers
Tyrell and ‘Tiernan, Barrett and ¢ lonest Tom
Steele)? ure wone, The prose of the lang Stato
trinl was diversified by some ringing poemns ex-
tracted from the new journal, - I'his clement
Lad been given it, not by poctic southerners, ag
an Jinglish writer might fancy, but by the
Ulster editor, who having begnn the altempt in
Belfust, had now set his hearl upon it. It was
fime.  The voice of Moore’s muse fading away
in melodious music, now thrilling, now plain-
tive, like Killarney echoes, had ceased. The
spirit of song awoke again; the ¢ pulse of
the havds®  once more throbbed high with
the vigour of new life.  Toems of all kinds
abounded. In March, 1843, some of the Nation
poems- were gathered into o small book;
in the antumn of 1844, another followed
Some - of the finest pouems were from
Dufly’'s  pen.  His - famous ballad, ¢ The
Rising of the North," excited the most passion-
ate interest; not alone. in this country, but in
England, and was honoured with an article of
the Zimes, in which its tendencies . were: de-
nouneed and its genius lauded to the skies. The
marvellous suceess which attended their appear-
ance . encouraged the Young Ireland puarty to
publish a quarto edition, with music, which
bheeame immediately popular wherever - the
Tnglish language was spoken. In the summer
of the same year appearcd another volume of
verse, ¢ The Ballad Poetry of Treland,™ an ex-
cellent collection, to which was prefived an
admirable introduction by Mr, Dufly, dealing
with the question of the poputar pociry of the
country. Tn December he edited a sclection of
the BEssays of ‘Lhomas Davis, whose lubour
had done so much to create a new spirit and a
new literature in the Iand, and whose. early
death smote with sorrow the hearts of all men.
T'he works named formed part of & series pro-
jeeted by Mr. Duffy for the higher education of
the country. - I'he learning and intellect of
Davis had given it a potent impulse, and the
devoledness of other able writers made it pos-
sible and erowned it with success. These pub-

licalions ‘must always be cited as one ‘of the

principal permanent’ results of -the stir and
bustle of their times. } o

In the meantime, while the bards and writers
of the Nation were gaitiing for that journal a
world-wide reputation, the drama of Irish poli-
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tics was Dleing enacted, Tn ihe hogom of the
Repeal Associntion two parties groew up.  One
was the party of Young Ireland, whose organ
was the Nation, whose leaders were Meagher
and Mitchel, Duffy and O'Brien. The other,
the party of Old Treland, rallied round the
majestic figure of 0’Connell, On the 28th of
July, 1846, took place that famous secession
which excited ag much interest ot the time as
any of the scenes of the French Revolution,
"T'he # peace resolutions ”* were introduced, and
at the close of a great debmte, in which the Tord
Mayor, O'Brien, Johm 0'Connell; Devin Reilly,
Tom Sfeele, and John itchel took part,
Meagher vose to address the assembly, and
delivered his celebrated sword speccl—

# Abhor the sword (he said), stigmatise the
aword?  No, my lord, for in the passes of the
Tyrolit cut to pieces the banner of the Bavarian,
and through these eragged passes sirnek a path
to fame for the peasant insurrectionists of Inns-
bruck! Abhor the sword, stigmatise the sword?
No, my ltord, for at its blow a giant nation
started from the waters of the Atlantic, and by
its redeeming magic and in the quivering of its
crimsoned light the crippled colony sprang into
the attitude of a proud Republic, prosperous,
limitless, and invincible. Abhor the sword,
stigmatise the sword? - No,» my lord, for it
swept the Dutch marauders out of the fine old
towns of Belgium, scourged them back to their
own. phlegmatic swamps, and knocked * their
flag and sceptre, theic lnws and bayonets into
the sluggish waters of the Scheldt.”

Weagher concluded, amidst & scene of wild
excitement, Ly declaring that he had learned
the right of a nation to govern itself on the
ramparts of Antwerp. He wag interrupted. A
tumultuons discussion followed, and, in the re-
sult, he left the hall for ever, accompanied by
Mitchel, O'Brien, Reilly, and Duffy,

Duffy now flung himselfinto the thick of #the
party of action,” and for two years mainlained
a wonderful contest with the Government,
bursting over and over again through the legal
toils with which its officials sought to surround
him, and, by the ability of Sir Colman O'Loghlen
and Mr. John O'Hagan, quashing indictinent

] gfter indictment,

In'1846, he was again indicted for an article
which had appeared in his paper, but, the jury,

" having disagreed, he was enlarged. T.ess ardent

than Mr. Mitchel, who, regarding the. Coercion
and Poor Law Acts as 80 much hostile strategy,
desired to preach resistance at the close of 1847,
Mr. Duffy was more sanguine, This difference

led to a separation.  Mitchel staried the UUnited
frishman, wns tried for sedition, convieted, and
sent {0 Bermuda,  The arrest and banishment
of John Mitehel, however, instead of intimid-
ating others, aroused them to more vehement
efforts,  The illegality of his trinl heeame #
wateh-word, aud ¢ Remember Mitchell,”” suc-
ceeded to the #Remember Orr,” of a former
period. Tt drew forth the sympathies of the old
[relanders, inspired the confederates, and ealled
into vigorous being the Protestant Repeal Asso-
cintion, The Trish League was formed,. with
the hope of re-umiting 014 and Yonng Treland,
New clubs sprung up in all the cities, and the
Nation counselled arming and drilling, with o
view ton defensive war.  Duffy and his paper
were the Hife and soul of the Nationalist move-
ment,  Mis avtictes were the key-notes of the
Young Ireland. ¢ lreland’s necessity,” he
wrote, ¢ demands the desperate remedy ol revo-
Iution ;* and thousands will remember the
excitement caused by the articles in which the
questions,  # What, if we il 27 and- *What if
we don't f2il 2 were put and answered,  ‘I'wo
months after the trial of John Mitehel, on the
snme day as Jobn Martin, Charles Gavan Dufly
was artested D on a charge of ‘¢ felony,” or
i treason-felony.”  ‘I'he defectives, with about
1 dozen policemen, next proceeded to the Nation
oftice, whicly they searched ; they carvied ofl
some papers, and demanded possession, which
was vefused, They had no warrant, and the
paper survived.  As the prisoner was taken fo
Newgate, the people swelled and surged around,
and would have resened him, had not he and
MMr, McCGee dissunded them. From Newgnte
Prison Mr. Duy sent an article warning the
clubs that their organization was the next point
of attack, and that they should defend it by
force of arms.  No fuirer ground of natiohal
quarrel can ever arise,”’ he wrote. The next
number contained an article entitled Casits Bells,
n which he declaried that ¢ the long-pend-
ing war with England has already commenced.
We have been formally snmmoned to surrender
at discretion®  The next and last number
which was seized, conlained two articles, one
« Jacin Alen est)? the production of a distin-
guished ludy, who avowed it on hiy trinl ; the
othcr,'thc “ Tocsin of War,” whose name pro-
claims ity purport, As the party had been
vituperated as, * Communists,” : « Socialists,”
# Atheists” and so forth, it was thought right
to meet these calumnies by an array of iesti-
mony, upon the trial of Mr. Dufly. A number.
of eminent wilnesses did, in consequence, come
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forward to declare those statements iniquitous
Twice the juries disagreed, and twice Mr, Dufty
was sent baek fo prison, where he remnined for
severnd months. - At length, when peril seemed
pust, and it beeame apparent thal his henlth
was breaking down, he was enlurged.

The Nation re-uppeared on September 1, 1849,
and the aditor, not recanting any of his past
doctrines, adapted his views lo changed circum-
stances,  ‘T'he development of industrial pe-
sources engaged his attention,  “‘The Trish
Allinnee” was formed, and the Land Question
which had always been enred for, soon cnne {o
the front, The Encuinbered Estates’ Court had
heen estublished simultaneonsly with the new
Nution, and there grew up plans for mnking an
Trish plantation by means of an Irish proprie-
tary.  The Conference held in Dubling in 1852,
Tetween northern and southern ‘I'enant-Lea-
guters, gave great hopes of a hinppier future, and
these seemed confirmed by the foundation ofan
Independent Opposition party in Parlinment.
How those expectations were destrayed iy the
Taukruptey of Sudleir and the defeetion of his
associntes ‘i a fuct too vecent Lo require note
Mr. Dufty, at Inst, despairing of his conntr):
under such cirenmstances, resigned his post as
representative in 1855 «aying, 1 have deter.
mined Lo retive - from the office to which your
favour has eleeted me, and, until better tines
arise, from afl share and responsibility in the
public affairs of Treland. The Irish party is
reduced o a bandinl; {he popular organisation
is deserted Ly those who created it Till all
{hose things be chunged there appears to me to
De nomore hope for Ireland than of a corpse on
a digsecting table.  Quitting public life, T will,
at the same time, quit ‘my couniry. 1 cannol
look in cnlm inaction at her ruin.” :

Mr. Duffy, on leaving Ireland, became a resi-
dent in the colony of Victoria, His carcer there
has heen one of extraordinary brilliancy, A

born leader of men, he, fromn the hour of his|

appearance in the Victoria Parliament, was one
of the chiefs of that assembly, "U'wice he ruled
the great colony of Victoria as 'rime Minister,
His regime was on both occasions subjected to
those atiacks which are one of the conditions of
parly politics. But even his foes ncknowledge
{he magnitude of his services, while observers
in England have not hesitated lo pronounce
him - the first greal statesman of Australian
history. - A short time since his last Adminis-
tration succumbed to the attacks of adversaries,
bul he was consoled by the sympathy of the best
and ablest men in Australin,  Mer Majesty ve.

cognized his Iabors and services by conferring
on him the rank of o Knight of the Ovder of
8S. Michnel and  Georgo. He o also enjoys a
pension of £2,000 a-year as an ex-Minister, ‘Tn
A word, Sir Charles Guvan Dufly bas vindicated
under Australian suns the singular capacity for
Uovernment innate in the Irish heart,  When
in'66-Mr. Dufly, after a period of ten years, re-
visited these conniries he met in Tondon a
Canadian Minister in the person of his former
colleague, 'Thomns D*'Arcy MeGee,  Welcomed
in Dublin by a public banquet | at which presid-
e his friend, John 1. Dillon,and in Monaghan
by another, at which the bishop presided, he
could review a fair past, but saw little change
in the questions he had urged.  The schools of
Monughan hid grown into a college, the chapel
into a cathedral, the thirty-ninth edition of the
“« Ballad Poetry " was rededicated to a Catholic
Lord Chancellor; but the Land question, to
which he had devoled so many years, which in
Anstralin he had so successfully seftled in-a
few, had nothing advanced. . Returning home
once more, after an absence nlmost as long, Sir
Charles Gavan Duffy will find the Church Fg-
tablishment o thing of the past, and a stride
made fowards the seltloment of {he Land gues-
ion.  Tle wil ] also find that under a new name
wnd aliered circumsiances the good old cause of
Trish Liberty is still afool,  Tn the days of lis
hoyhood the people of Ireland marched on to
the watchword of Repeal. “T'o-day Home Rule
has taken its place, but though the names differ,
the principle is the same. The altered aspect
of afinirs must give him pleasure, for, if report
spenks -true, neither time, nor fame, nor rank,
nor honors have weaned by a hair's breadth
from its devotion to Ireland the loyal henrt of
Charles Gavan Dufly.—Dublin Freeman.

SIR JOUN GRAY, M. P
There are few men of our time who have for
80 long a period filled so prominent a position
and played so nctive a part in Irish politics as
Sir Jolm Gray.  His carcer began forty-three

years ago-in the Repenl- Associntion, and it wus

gratifying to sce him, in the same cause, in the
front rank of the Home Rule Conference.: - Sir
John Gray was born in the town of Clarcmorris
more than half & century ngo. At an carly age
he became a medieal student, and even before
he won his full diploma as an M.D., the bent of
his tastes and inclinations were clearly towards
literature and the press. . Indeed, like some of’
the most honored and eminent men of the age;
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some of whom have sat and others of whom
still sit on the beneh and # the wool-suack ' he
was. connected with the press while working
towavds his profession, Tarly in the Repeal
agitation some of the young spirits in the cause
were not quite satisfied with the way in which
the existing daily papers were delivering fire
on the great question ; and one fine morning a
salvo in the Freeman's Journal made it clear
some new metal had been brought into position.
The paper had been purchased by * the young
fellows,”” Dr, Gray being the chiel.  Thenee-
forward he played o Teading pavt as daily jour-

18512, In 1866 he undertook the lead in Par-
linment of the agitation which culminated in
the disestablishment of the Ivish Church j and
his speeches and writings on the Home Rule
question show that he is not without the frith
that the close of his life will sce the triumph
of the grent national movemenl in which he
first raised voice and drew pen.

Ttis, however, on his cocer md achievements
as n civie leader that his sirongest title Lo pub-
liv praise and fume will ever rest. T'o him the
city of Dullin owes nmove than to any other
man in its history; fur to his untiring ability,

SIR JOUN GRAY, MR,

nalist of the movement, and was indicted and
imprisoned by the CGovernment along with
O’Connell and the other Repeal martyrs, There
are few successful men who cannot say that to
a good wife they owe most of their public suc-
cess.  Dr. Gray, on the very ¢ve of his public
carcer, and at a very carly age, married a lady
to whose rare judgment and sound sense as well
as devoted affection he, in great part, owes his
present position. . He took a leading part with
Duffy, Lucas, and Moore, in establishing and
guiding the great Tenant-Right movement of

skill, and energy it owes the inestimable Dles-
sings of having one of the chief sources of health
brought abundantly within the reach of rieh
and poor—the Vartry Water Supply.

Sir John Gray has sat in Parliament for Kil- .
kenny city since 1865.

Ty .

ZOZDIUS.

- Ibis'the lol of every cily and town to have
a % character 7’ who is either the ohject of pity,
being a simpleton or dcformed, or is possessed of
some peeular habit, cccentricity, or genius, if it
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might be so ealled, which causes amusement to
{hose who come’ in contact with him,  Dulblin
has allorded o great’ many of the latter cluss,
among which may he mentioned # Cantering
Jack,” who followed the imaif conch 3 © Owney,
“tather,” and last though not least, our old
friend © Zozimus? who generally took up his
position in the neighbourhood of Carlisle and
Tssex-hridges,

[ have lately vead in an old Dublin news-
paper of procecdings in the Henry-street Police-
Oftice; where Zozimus  wuas Twought up an
the charge * of obstruction and annoyance,”
caused by singing some of his patviotic rongs
toa large and admiring crowd of persons in
that  class vicinity known  as Coles-lane
market, and as his answor fo the charge cons

tains a fair specimen of his cloquence and wit,
I thonght I could not do better than send you
a copy of the veport-in extenso :—

& Magistiate—What have yon got to say {o
this charge 7

¢ Zozimus—Yer worship, T love my country.
She's dear to my heart, and am 1 to be pre-
vented from writing songs in her honour, ns

Tommy Moore, Walter Scott, ay, and Homer
bave done for theirs, or of singing them after

_the manner of the ancient bards, save that ]
haven’t & harp to accompany my aspirations,

& Magistrafe—Dut you are not to collect
crowds around you so as to obstruct-the public
pathway, and prevent the people from pussing.

# Zozimus—That which 1 sing ix ih praise
of my native land, and the highways shull ve-
sound with the voice of. palriolism. The Re-
peal ery is gone forth like “the wings of the
morning " (to borrow a metuphor from an
anthor 1 admire) ; the magic of the sound has
penetrated into every hovel, and the people
come forth in their might, I'he mighty leader,
great in his power, and scewre: in the justice of
his cnuse, has procluimed the {riumph of free-
dom, and the nation has responded to his call,
Why then should T be idle? ¢ To him that
much is given much will be required.! And
as a portion of the poclic genius of my country
has descended upon my shoulders, ragged and
wrelched as the garment whicl govers them,
yet the eloth of the prophet has not aroused
more prophetic sentiments than I enterlain
that my country should be a free country, - It
is Lrue T can’t seey bub I can warble that which
‘raises the hearth of my. countrymen; and if
crowds therefore g(ithm- vound ‘me how can I
help it ! Homer sung the glories of his country
in the public highways ; and weare informed

that dramatic representations. were performed
in the street; the stage being nothing more
than a dust curt (laughler), Aht gentlomen.
(aside—good Christiuns, are.their worships list-
ening to me §)—if my productions contain any-
thing that is treasonable or disloyal punish me;.
but-first heav before you judge.”  And he re-
peated the following i—
Though my cont igall torn, my muse is yet young,
Though the cold dropg of winter my body may wet,
Yot, Lord Emighton's specech has not tied up my.
[tongue,
Aud T ging for and shout out for liberty yet.
The eagle of Hlerty Noeks round ourirle,
Aud brave Connemuara’s sons Jmil the Lright day ;.
The lasses of Limerick lend their tair smile,
Aud lead us to battle=hurrah, boys, hurrih,
The thistle of Seotia may flourish in pride ;
But enn they forget the divie duy of Glencoe ?
The rose of proud England may blomm by its side,
And boast o’er tho glory of famed Witerloo.

Tut the meek Hule shamrock of ¥rin's fatr lang
Js #irty timoes irer than any of those,

And the temperance movenent, so morally grand,
Will lead us to glory without any blows !

Then hurral for Repeal, for rivers nnd streams
Can turn all the wheels of the mills in the world,
Our thoughts thre' vach day, and at nightour sweet
. (dreams,
Shaull be for Repeal and its bright lag unfurled,

Ol Brin, the tand of bog, mountaby, and glew,

Arise in thy might, like a lion at bay,

For we're eduht millions of stout sober men, |

o Repeat the entrgcd Union—hurrah, hoys, hurrah!

"The magistrates dismissed poor Zozimus, but;
cautioned him not to obstruet the public path-
ways in futwre of he should be punished,

Tt will be seen by the cloquent address of
our friend Zuzintus, given above, that he was
a'man of no mean- abilities, though occupying
the lowest grade in the social scale ;- and T am:
inclined to think that if short sketches of the
lives of some of our humble ¢ celebrities” were
placed before yourrenders, they would be most
favourably veceived.

. Parrmick A’Coryick.
8. X, K., Dublin, 1874. '
S ————— DM e

Ouve of Disracli’s admirers, in speaking about
him to John Bright, said; . ¢*You ought to
give him credit for what he has accomplished,
as he is a selfanade man”! ¢ I know he is”
retorted Mr, Dright, ¢ and lie adores his
malker.”

The head of the family is about o’ eat an
apple.  Mother—¢¢ Say, father, give us a piece.”
Daughter—¢ O, father, give me a piece Son
— 0, father, T'want a picce.” Niece—*Won't
you please give me a piece, too 7 Father (dis-
gusted)—* Here, the rest of you take the apple
and give me a picee.”
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Selections,

THE FAR-FAMED ISLANDS OF ARRAN.

There is senrcely any part of Iteland in which
the lover of the bold and picturesque traits of
riatum] scenery, or the admirer of the architec-
tural beautive of former ages, can spend a day
more pleasantly than among the rugged beights
and moss covered ruins of the far-famed Islands
of Arran,  There, seatfered in wild profusion

-on every side are scenes of surpassing inferest.

Stupendous cliffs rearing their massive heads

“over the bosom of the deep; lond echoing

ravines opening their capacious mounths in terri-
fic grandeur; yawning precipices striking the
beholder with mute astonishment; and last,
but by no means least, the ivy covered ruins,
which speak silently, yet cloquently of the days
when the fume of Ircland’s sanctity penetrated
to the ends of the earth, are objects well ealeu-
lated to charm the eye and fire the hearts of the
beholder with enthusinsm.

Arranmore, the largest and most picturesque
of the group, is abrupily terminated on the
southwestern side by a succession of magnifi-
cent cliffs, from whose summits the mighty
Atlantic is seen rolling its crested waves to-
wards the. shore.  These stupendous clifls
present a scenc of awful solemnity. - Some. of
them start up in a vertical line from the water's
edge, to an immense height, while others ex-
hibit a variety of fantastically shaped domes,
caves and excavations of all kinds, formed by
the combined action of wind and wave. The
power of the ocean is here shown toadvantage,
Immense masses of rock have been separated
from the mainland and are seen scatfered on
the beach, in some places, and in other parts
the waves have underminded the limestone cliffs
into -curious domes and arches that always
seem on the point of falling.

It isa scenc of great interest to watch the
workings of the angry clements from the brink
of onc of these precipices.. - Sce how najesti-
cally the huge billows roll a)ox'xg, gaining fresh
strength as they advance, casting silvery spray
in all directions, dancing with fury amidst the
masses of rock which retard their progress, and

_at Iength dash’ with tremendous force against

the eliffs which stand as bulwarks to repel the
invasion of the ocean, rush headlong into the
surrounding caves, and immediately a report
like the discharge of distant artillery is heard
echoing {rom cliff {o cliff. Myriads of sea birds
inhabit these cliffs -and are continuously scen

.

purched on the interstices ; or performing rerinl
evolutions in the vicinity, The birds are
caught by the inhabitants for the sake of theiv
feathers. The manner of descending to the
crevices in which they have their habitations,
seems Lo be o dangerous operation, and yet it
is comparatively safe und easy to persons ne-
customed lo it,  The person about to descend
fastens a vope avound- his waist, and is lowered
over the edge of the ¢lifY by his compaujons.
This bhuman rock-bird now strikes his foot
against the elitf and is swung out in the atmos-
phere, where he hangs like the pendalum of o
clock. 'The vitwations of the rope brings him
close to the rock once more, und expose him {o
the danguer of being dashed to picces, but (lLisis
avoided by ngain striking with his pedal ex-
tremity. This swing-swong process is con-
tinned untilt he reaches the base of the preci-
pice, where he appears no larger than hig own
head, and his movement reminds one of the
Lilliputiang in Gulliver's Travels,

The Glassing Rocks, situated at the eastern
extremity of the islaud, may be clissed among
the great national wonders of Ivcland, They
consist of a scries of curiously shaped rocks

here and there intermingled with several fan-:
tastically formed excavations,  Tourists from
all parts of Iréland and a few from foreign
countries have here ingeribed the

In the.vicinity of the Glassing Rocks are
several openings, whose echoes when properly.
awakened resonnd from rock tovock sometimes
loud and hoisterons, then gradually growing
fainter and fainter, until; after a pause, they
suddenly die. away in the distance.  Whe
«Worm Ilole ” is another natwal curiosity,
and according to a tradition of the inhabitants
was formerly the habitation of some sea mon-
ster. It is in the form ofn quadrngular swim-
ing bath, eut in the solid rock, and supplied
with water from the Atlantic by mcans of
passages underminded by the action of the
waves.,

Closc at hand is Dun Aengus, built on the
edge of & precipice sixty futhoms in depth.
This fort commands a splendid view of the
ocean stretching out into space until it becomes
lost in the horizen. A view of the supposed
site of the Enchanted Tsle can be obfained

ir names,

There,

« From the Isles of Arran and the Western
continent, ofien appears visible . that enchanted
Island called O'Brazil, or in Irish, Beg-ara, or
the Lesser Arran, set down in cards of naviga-
tion, - Whether it be real and firm land gept
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Jiidden by the specinl ordinnnce of God, ns the
terrestinl Paradise, or clse some illnsion of airy
clouds, nppearing on the surfuce of the sen, or
the craft of evil spirits, is more than our judg-
ment can find.onl.!?  So says O'Flahorty, the
anthor of Ogygia, who died in 1718, Tom
Moore has immortalized it in the following ¢
¢ That Edon, where the immortal brave,
Dwellina land serene,
Whose bowers hoyond the shinfng wave,
At sunset oft are seen,"

— e
FROUDES TRIBUTE TO THE CATHOLIC
CHURCH,

The Oillowing is an extret taken from an
address deliverad by Mr. roude in Fngland,
and reported in the Manchester Lraminer and
Times.  MNost remarkable is it how frequently
the most. bitter enemies of God's Chureh are

compelled, as it were, to come forwnrd and give |

evidence in her favor:

¢ Never in all history, in ancient or - modern
times, that the world kuew of, had mankind
known oul of themselves anything so grand, so
useful, 50 beautiful as the Catholic Chureh onee

“was. In these, our thmes, well regulated sel-

fishness was' the recognized rule of action—
every one wus expected o look out for them-
selves, and to take care of his own interests.
At the time he spoke of, the Church ruled the
State with the nuthority of a conscience, and
self-interest as a motive of action was only
named to be'abhorred.  Wisdom, justice, self-
denial, -nobleness, purily, high-mindedness—
these were the qualifications before which the
free-born mees of Furope had heen contented
to bow, and in no order of men were such quali-
ties 1o be found as they were six hundred years
ago, in the clergy of the Catholic Cliurch,
They call themselves the snccessors of the
Apostles ; they claimed-in their Master’s name
nniversal spiritual anthority ; hut they made
good their pretentions by the hotiness of their
lives. They were allowed to rule because they
deserved to rule,and in the fullness of reverence
kings and nobles bent before a power which
was nearer 1o God than theirown.  Over prince
and subject—chieftain and serf—n body of un-

“armed und defenceless men reigned supreme by

the influence of sanctity.  He did not pretend
that the clergy were perfect; they were: very
far from being perfect at the best of times ; and
the European nations were never completely
submissive to them; it would not have been
well if they had been. * The business of human
creatures in thisplanet was not summed up in

the maost excellent of prizstly cateehisms g the
world and its concerns continued to interest

men, though pricsis insisted on their nothing--

ness, . They could nol prevent kings from
quurreling with cach other: they could not
hinder disprted successions, and eivil feuds,
wars and political conspiracics ; what they did
was fo shelter the weak from the strong,: In
the eyes of the clergy, the serf and his lord
stood on the common fevel of sinful humanity .
fnto their mnks high birth was no pussport,
They were, for the most part - ehildren of the
people, and the son of the artisinn and peasant
rose to the mitre, and the triple crown, just as

now.a-dnys the mil-splitter and the tailor be-
came 'resident of - the Republic of the West.
The monasteries of the Catholic Chureh are
another vast fentuve of the middle ages, when
they were inhabited by fraternities of men who
des

red to devote themselves to goodness, and
who, in ard v t7 do 80, taok vows of poverty,
that they might not be entangled with the pur-
suit. of money, and of chastity, that they might
not.be distracted with the cares of a famnily.
Their days were spent in hard bodily labor, in
study or. visiting the sick ; at’ night they were

on the stone floors of their chapels, holding up

their withered hands 1o heaven, interceding for
the poor souls- suffering in purgatory. The
system spread to the farthest limits of Christen~
dom, The religious honses hecame places of
refuge, where men of noble birth, kings and
queens and emperors and warriors and states-
men, retived {o lay down their splendid cares
and - end their days in penee.  Those with
whom the world had dealt hardly and those
whom it had surfeited with its unsatisfying
pleasure, those who- were disappointed with
earth, and those who were filled with passion-

ate aspirtions after heaven, alike found a have

en, of rest in- the quict cloisters,  Gradually
lands eame 1o them, and wealth, and social
dignity—all gratefully extended to men who
deserved well of their fellows ; while no land-
fords were more popular than they, for the
sanctity of the monks sheliered their depend--
ents, as well as themselves.”

B IRISH RACE.

“Dr. 0. A Brownson, in reviewing Father'
Thebaud's worl ‘on ¢¢The Trish Rage in the:
Past and Present,” says :— ‘

« We are far from pretending that the Irish.

BROWNSON ON I'H

in our country are faultless; indeed they have -

many faults very shocking to American respect-
ability, and to out Puritan scribes and -phari-

i
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-sees 3 bul theiv dnuf veal fanlis are of American
«lth(.‘l.lthl).\, amd do not belong to the race as
we find it in Treland, or in any other country.
They come from iheir attempt {o imitate
Americans; whose civilization is really antagon-

istic o their own,and from their natural guiety,
full flow of anims xl spirvits, and great ]lh\nl(‘l]
vigor, which our puritan civilization seeks to
repress, and but only forees to break ont in the
shape of vice or crime,  No people are so tree
e aud property and
from vice wind Bmmoralivy us the Trish in Tre-
Land; anywhere wmler the British flag, exeept
alwnys offences of u political nature, almost the
only offences one hears of in Ireland. Bven
here the Trish and their descendants are by all
oz, and under every point of view, the purest,

from crime against

the hest and the most trust-worthy portion op
the Ame The great hody of them
are “chaste, industrious, andently attached to

rican people,

their religion, and liberal in their contributions

often out of their very necessities for their sup.
port,  Drunkenness, do you say?  Drunken-
ness there certaindy - is. awong them, bt tess

than there was

among the pharisaic vet respectable Americans,
There are what are culled low Trizh,
fow Irish never fall as low as the lower elasses
of auy other mution.  Go where they ave hinddl-

wd together in wretched {enement houses, damp |

cellars, and - unventilated garrets, in narrow :

alleys and blind courts, in the pestilence breed-

ing parts of our citics. You will fiwd there

poverty and dirt enongh 1o frighten a Yankee

half to death, but you will also find there
pativnce and resignation, a loving teust in Gad

i

a cleaniness of heart, a pmm' of life and con-

versation, that give thc lic to that puritan no-
tion, that vice orerimeand poverty go together.
It was there we first learned that divine lessm
to respect poverty, and to lwonor the poor, o
the meaning of our Lord when he said, ¢ Blus
ed'are the poor””  Such heroic virtue daily and |
hourly practiced there I have not found else-
where, Even the most depraved Trishman is
-apable of sincere penitence, of grand expiation ;

- seldom “does an Irish criminal await the lust

penalty of the law without opening his heart to

the inflowing graces of our Lord, and consoling

us with his really edifying death. It may also
he added that the law, in its administration,
punishes as criminals among the Irish many

‘more - innocent than guilty persons.  Your
greatest criminals are not Irish, but Americans;

Englishmen, or Germans, though somctimes
assuming Irish names.”’

perhaps less than there is |

But ‘the

THE RESCUED BRIDE.
A LECEND OF THE CUMMERAGHS,

There is notin all Ireland o mnge of moun-
tains grander, more suvage, and at the same
time more whownding in the clements of the
picturesque, than the Cimmeraghs—ihnt gig-
untic tier of snmmits; which, heginning in
Pabrapt Dlufls and swells beside the ©ovely
sweet  banks of the Suir)! streteh gouthward
through the connty Waterford, snd slope down-
wand to the very

thoard beside Dungaevan,
The wild tervitovy cimbraced i this range §s an
unknown land to the tourist,  Yet here natave
can be contemplated in allits grandear, and the
traveler who ventures to

explore those wild
scenes, when he retirns to his comfortalile holel
inone of the adjcent towns, will svaeely fail
to express bis satisfction at what he has wit-
nessed,

Commencing at the romantic valley of
Glenpatrick, near Clonmel, shonld e nnke o
cirenit round the entive range, he will ineet
about u dozen hakes or tams, sume of consider-

able extent, and cach with a name s stive

of it own peculine chracteristie, Over these

solitary lakes the mighty crags vise in perpen-
pdicular vidges, in many cises to e height of
severnl hundrad yurds, and throw their biack
shadows wpon the still and lifeless water bie-
' neith, \uthm-r can he grander than to stand
?upun the desert shore strewn with its naked

"houlders, nnd gaze up to the stony pum.u.-lus
Coverhes wl, where the lawk whistles shrilly

1 he prepares to dart upon his prey, and the grey
; eagle expands his strong pinions and flouts
majestically upward through the blue, silent,
summer sky.

The wanderer who wishes {0 olbtain a true
dea of solitude has only to ascend to the bigh-
st point of one of those giant summits and
f luok around him,  There nature seems enlirely
! dead. No svnnd will break. upon his cars on o
ealm d.x), save the drowsy hum of the moun-
tain hee, rising like the low toncof a fuiry trum-
ipetin th(, distance, and dying awny again over
i the golden moss or purple heather, only to ren-
! der the solitude more silent than hefore.  Buta
calm day is of very rare occurance.in thosge
clevated spots.. When the wind is strong, wild
vand indefinable impressions: of vastness, awe
and loneliness will crowd through: the tourist’s
brain, as he sits upon some fragment of rock
looking at the-black volumes of cloud flying
Defore the gathering storm, and listening to the
jblast booming amid the fissured crags, and
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whirling and hounding from (he sharp edge of | minnit we lienrd it, and Loth of us ran into the

the ridge down upon the lowlamd moors and |

deserted valleys.

grove beside the ford fo see whatl wonld happen,
We waited there for some time, till the tinkling

This region is rich in legendary lore and; and jingling becnme louder and Jouder ; and at

tradition,  "T'he enchunted prinee of O’ Donoghue
is suid o hold siate beneath the blue waters of
Killarney 5 the greal earl, Gureet of Desmand,
abides with his spell-hound knights and barons
in acave beside the sunny walers of Lough
CGur, nmid the broad champaign of Limerick ;
and according o the sume popular lelief,
O"Bricn of the gillken hridle has made his home
in nvast pinnacled crag that rises like some
ancient and barbarie castle at the entrance of
Coum Aireh, n suvage, ragged, solifary and

basin-ghaped valley, contuining  three  smad)

tarns or Jukes, and appearing ns if it had been

scooped out by the hand of some 'I'itan of old
from the brest of Moneyvolln, or the Doggy
Summit, one of the most elevated mountains of
the great Cummerngh range,  Many a steange
tale is told of this enchanted prince. The pens-
antry still. firmly believe that on éertain nights
he rides down the mountains at the head of his
mailed warriors, as if to make a progress through
his principality ; and, not content with this,
many of them will tell you that they have had
actual ocnlar demonstrations of the reality of
these nocturnal prgeantries.,

COWhat's the nume of that rock 7 snid 1T ane
day toa young peasant girl whomn I met by the
shore of the Clydach, a stream that has its
source wmid the steep Cummersgh valleys. . 1
pointed to the huge erag ab the entrance of Conm
Airach,

“ Bure, sir,”? she aswered, ¢ 1 thought every
one knew that, That's the palace of O’Brien,
the fairy prince of the Cummeraghs.”

“Ts he cever seen in these purts?” I asked
aguin,

“ Wisha, faith, he is, sir,” she replied ; © and
I have good raision to know, for I scen him
myself, wid all  his men, Inst November
ave ln .

“Phat’s more than T thonghtany one in the
whole county could say.  Where did you sce
Iim 7" '

4111 tell you how it was, sir,” she resumed,
# Myself and Nancy. Power, our servant girl,
went down to'the ford, :beyant theve, late that
night, to bring home a can of water. I was
just going to raise the can upon Naney’s head,
when we both heard a sound upon the lonesome
road that lades down from the mouniains to the
ford. It was for all the world like the tinkling
of bells, You may be sure we got afeard the

lust what did we see coming down the rond in
the moonlight, but a long string of horsemen,
like nn army, with the most beautiful young
man in the world rviding in front of them, his
sword in his hand, and a mighty lot intirely of
darting blue feathers waving on the steel cap
lie wore on his hesl, The horgenen that fol
lowed hd also their swords drawn, and every
man of them—the yonng gentleman and all—
wore blne clonks, ondher which, as they passed
the ford, we conld see their bright steel jackets
glitthering in the wmoonlight,  Their Widies
and trappings were all jingling and vinging wid
gindenr as they cnme down and hegan to cross
Nancy and T were shivering wid
funr as we looked out upon them It they spoke
never aword, and. they looked neither to the

the strewm,

right nor to the left but passed on GH they were
all across the ford,  They then wound up the
bridle-puth to the mountaing, towards Coum
Airach, and when they reached the mouth of
that valley we lost sight of them altogether. 1
suppose they shut themselves up in the palace
Lilt next November eve |7

There are, however, stranger {ales even than
the above connected with O’Brien’s fuiry palace.
Many and many a year ago, as the story-tellers
have it, there lived at the fool of the Cum-
meragh mountaing w rich farmer named Dun-
levie, who had one daughter,
was 1 very beautiful girl—just as good as she
was handsome—and as she was known to have
a good fortune, her hand was sought in marri-
age by many of the richest young farmersin the
barony, - But it was hard work to please her
in a husband, At last, however, a wooer came
in the person of f'om Power of Glenora, who
pleased both father and daughter, . The match
was - soon made, the wedding day came- on,.
and they were masvied, « Tom Power was the
happiest man in the county, and on the day of
the ¢ hauling home”—in other words, the day
of the renoval of the Wride to her husband’s
dwelling—there never was such a #let oul,”’ as.
the peasantry call it; in the pleasant vatley of
Glenora,

Three days after the  hauling home" Mary
dissappeared mysteriously. from -her hushand's.
house, None knew whither she had gone, or
what lhiad befullen her. . Search was made
throughoul the whole county, and her distract-
ed husband went even neross the Suir Lo search

Mary Duunlevie
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for her tluuugh tlm fuhh, pl.zms nl ’l‘lppumr\'
but still no trace of her could be found. At last
poor Tom in his despair paid-a visit to a cele-

Jbrated fuiry man, or herh doctor, whoe lived in

Glenpatrick sud asked him for his tidings of his
missing bride.
#1f you came fo me before,” said the fajry

©man, ¢ yvowd have hut little trouble in finding

hier; but now T fear it is too late”

& Why is it too late?” asked Pom, st
tell me where she is—you'll be paid well for it
—for if I once knew, ne mortal man would
keep me from bringing her back!”

© Alas 17 answered the spaeman, #she is at
present in no mortal hands.” Tom Power,” he
added solemniy, @ your wife is ai this moment
in OBrien's palace, nursing the younyg fuiry
prince that was born the otherday. e is now
the first of March ; you'l have to wait, T fear,
till May vve before youw'll get a chance of bring-
ing her buck,  Meantime, take this litthe purse,
It is full of the dustof a certain kind of blossom
that has great power.  If you can throw that
dugt upon your wite's head, she will be restored
to you ; so you had betterwateh near the palace
as often as you can. You may see hereven be-
fore May ove if you watch welll But,” added
the spacman, € it will be tmpossible for, you to
see the fairy palace without my help, When

“ you go up.to the mountains, take the path that

leads by Lough Mora, and never show u faint
Licart at what may happen yon on your way

- May eve came, and. in its dim twilight ‘Tom
took the path the wise man told him of to the
mountains,  As he reachied the shore of Lough

Mory, & boundary ditch between two cstates
streiched before him. He climbed the fence

and gave o bound toreach the green turf on the
other side, but instead of reaching the ground
he alighted upon the back of a huge black horse
which seemed as if it had arisen from the solid
carth beneath. And now, Uy the glaring cyes
of the animal, and the thundering sound of ils.
hoofs, Tom knew that he was on the back of
the Phooka, or phantom horse of Lough Mora.
Remembering the parting advice of the old
spaeman, he kept up his heart, stooped forward,
clutched the long flying mane of the phantom

. steed, and thus holding on, prepared  himself

for the terrible run- that he knew was before
him. - Away datted the Thooka; now rushing
quick as lightening up the hills and across the
giant crags, or plunging: through Ilake -and
torrent, till, after what appeared almost an age
to his rider, he stopped suddenly, reared on his

* fore legs, and -pitched poor Tom into o dark,

dnmp lmllow in \\'hul. .SL'me(l to ]nm thc nndsl
of o wide and unknown forest, With n loud
neigh of {rimph he then disappenved,

Tom sprang to his feet, shook himself, and
finding himself unhurl, looked sround him,
Above him still {owered the savage crests of the
mounntains, with their yawning valleys between.
Up to one of these latter, which l'om recogniz-
od bt too well, he suw a bright amd noble rond
teading throngh the sloping forest, and down
this a withered little stomy of & man with n
cockeil hat and a beautiful set of hagpipes under
his art, was walking at n stately and leisurely
puce. Tom waited in wonder i) the little man
had rewched where he was standing.

SA happy May eve to you, Tom Power," sail
the tittle fellow as he cume, with a dignitied
amd polite bow,

#The sames to you, sin” veturned | Tom.
#AMay 1 ask you where that road leads to 27

SWhE, vou omadhawn 1P answered the little
atomy, much hurt, @ onghtn't you know by this
that it lades to the palace of 'Brien of the

silken bridle?  Howsomdever, come on, - 1’1
fade the way, and the devil may carve who pays
the pipert”

With that he pot his iusinnent inorder and
marched up the bright road, Tem following.

A9What tune do you 1ike 27 asked hey suddenly.
turning around,

“he wind that shakes the barley, ".ms\\cxul
Tom, scarcely knowing what he said.

“Tis a lucky tune! rejoined the atomy ; and
with that be struck it up with o joyousness that
made Tom feel as if he could fight all the fairy
princes in the world for the sake of his lost
wifke, )

“Now,” suid t]u, little piper,as lie finished the
tune, 1 W play you up the tidiest moneen you
ever heerd in your life, only T haven’t timg..
Look up; there is the palace afore your eyes.
One you know bid me fell you to stand in the
porch and wait till the company comnes out upon
the Jawn, You’ll sce your wife coming out
with them. A word isas good as a sermon,
You have the purse of Lusmore dust in your
pociket.  All T can suy is, use it when you see
your wife” - With that he struck up “The
cricket’s rambles through the hob? on his in-.-
strument, and marched straight back again down
the rond, on which he soon disappeared.

The fairy palace was now blazing.in all its
splendor before "Lom’s astonished cyes. He
mn - over to the grand porch, and concenling
himself behind a tall pillar, stood waiting for the .
revelers within to make their appearance, - He
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had not long to wait, for in a few moments »
splendid Lmin of lords and Indies begun to make
their exit from the palace, in order to have a
moonlight dance upon the green lnwn oulside,
Tow’s heart bounded as he ot lust saw his wife
with a baby prince in her arms, walking out in
the midst of the procession. - e had emptied
the contents of the puese into his hand, and now
waited cautiously LI his wife cone opposite to
owhere e slood, Then, in an instant, he east
the whole mndind of Lusmore dust upon her
head, The moment be did so, 0 wild and angry
yell Durst through the hollow chmnbers of the
paluce, the fuiry babe. wits snatched away, the
bright throng disappenred, and Tom Power anl
his wife found themselves standing alone, clasp-
ed in-each other's arms, at the foot of the
mighty rock that guaeds the enteance to Conm
Airnch,

There was joy once wore i Glenori, and it
need not he snid that Tom Power did not forge
his promise {o the successful spnemnn,

e @ e s

THE NAME OF MARY.

“How venerable is the nawe of Mary, Troly #
ix an inspiration to all plous thoughts, sweet as
the odors of the cedans of Lebanon, fair as the
lily, lovely as ihe rose, meck and humble ns
the lowly violet, lwight as {he stars that en-
circle her hrow,

All virtues, and all memories'of virtues, are
‘enshrined around it, - Chastity, poverty, hue
mility, obedience, charity, these are the bright
attributes of Mary, and these the memories (hat

. '(enuirclc‘ her name, Teuly she was the sen
star, the starof “hope, which rose over the
troubled waters of : bitterness and. erime, and
soothed their billows 1o a sudden cnlim. Al the
nations of the enrth were pagans, the bright days
of the religion of Judn had vanished forever,

‘The days of her patriavehs, of her prophets.

of her. judges, and of her kings, had passed
away.” The glory was about to depart from
Jerusalem, the sceptre of her power had already
been \\u.slul from the princes of her people.
The Roman cohorts were in her strects, the
Tioman Eagles flew over her towers, & Roman
delegate was on her throne, and Roman power
controlled her councils, “The forms of veligion
were still preserved, but the spirit was no longer
there.  The priest still Iy prostrale before the
Holy of Holies, the temple still echoed to
Jehovi's name ; -but the ‘heart slept on in cold
m«hﬁcrencc H 1he body was bent in prayer but
the spirit was bowed yet lower—it groveled in

the very dust of the sordid interest of human
nuture, debased and fallen,

Such was the  world when Mury cume—the
moruing star which was to usher in the True
Sun of the spivitun] world, * As ihe storm-heaten
mariners of ancient days hailed, with shonts of
delight, the rising of the star which was to be
their only guide over the waste of waters, so
we may hail the nmme of Mary, as the only
beacon fo onr true haven of safely, at the foot
of the Cross,  Oh ! let it sink deeply into our
souls ;- let it linger in our hearts, and ubout
aur lips, Tt us call on it when we rejoice, as
when we monrn ;. in the sunshine of seeurity,
as in the gloom of distress nnd danger, Tt will
beious us i most sweet refreshment in the
hour of need, as a dight in the darkness of this
world, as a certain assurance of safety and vest,
a shickl around owr bearts, and an armor of
proof aguinst the attacks of our foe,

We will think of Mary, aud the vivtues; amid
which- that name s enshrined, will erowd to
owr mewories, and perhaps bloom in onr hearts,
We will spesk of Mary, and the devil shall iy
from befare our footsteps, . We will pray to
Mary, who'on earth denicd Him nothing,—will

He, in Heaven, deny her anght 7 On eq mh He -

‘ullc\l her # Mulhu, M—Nis-head was pillowcd
on that sintess bosom, Will He deny the wish,
the sighs of that heart 7 Her tears often fell on
His infunt brow, her lips were often pressed
upon. His infant cheek:  Will He refuse.the
prayer of  these lips 7—those  lips - which
belonged to her who shared in'all His thoughts,
and wept with more than a mother’s love, oer

all 1is woes.  Where is the child who could

refuge aught to itsparant? Wheve the son who
could deny aught to his mother ? And # I, nL]xcr
of Heaven, ' that Mothe r, \Lu‘\ ; that Son, tlu,
G Saviowy 0( the World.”

Do what you can to relicve, be liberal and
beneficent; still, the viches in the universe do
not equal the value of these two virtues, nor
the rewurd which they will receive,

Recrive a poor: man at your table, and you
will receive Jesus Christ himself.

Cuamty, 38, o new speeies of commered in
which one enriches one's self by giving.

Give alms, that God may be your debtor
rthor than your judge.- God pays back pub-
licly that \\*hyich is lent, Lo him in secvet.

Ok does good to one's self \\1\\,\\ one dous i

o others,
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Lo : - * Saint Patriek is said to have made use of that speeles of the trefofl, to which in Ireland we give the name of Shamrock.

‘ ' in explaining the doctrine of the Trinity to the Pagan Irish, I do notknow if there be any other reason for our adoption of this
g ) " plant ns a national emblem. Hope, among the anclents, was sometimes represented as a beautiful child "smndlng upon tip~
i : : toes,” anda trefoll or three-colored grass in her hand.” -
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