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WHE l{l‘ THE (RASS GROWS GREEN,

1 rom denr old Ireland far away
1've lived for wenry yenrs,
Batmany a time, Ly nlght and day,
1 8ee 1§ throngh my tears
In drewmsg 1 often tread nunln
Bach well-remomboered seen
Where the muuntain strenms run brightly
And (he Brass grows greei.
Fall many an hour of pure delight
I that dear land 1 spent;
Yoty 1ot the tima be dark or bright,
1 could not fool enntent—
For well L knew n hatefal erew
G tyrants, mlee aud meatt,
Were Jords of desr ald Treland,
Where the gruss grows ;;nn-n.
Soy varly 1o my country's canse
{zave both hund and heart;
Whate'er the gaue for frecdom wils,
1 took a true man’s party
With volee nnd vote, and tien at st
With weapons fur morp keen,
1 strove for dear old lacland,
Where the grags grows green.
Pee adl my cards and medals still—
They 100k 18 good ns new;
The other thivgs T've kept e well—
Phey're hriglit and perfeet, toa,
For quuu-lhlnu whispers (n my ear,
Though exiled long I've been,
Tt 11 de in hely Tredand,
Where the grass grows green,

« KILSHEELAN”
on
. TKE OLD PLACS AND THE NLW PEOPLE.

A BOMANCE OF TIPPERARY.

“iphe glded halo lmvcrlnu round decay,”
. —Iiviox.—The Giaonr,

CHAPTER VIIT.

Not a syltable of the Union! A low mur-
mur of astonishment creeps around. Can {he
Covernment have abandoned the battle with
victory in their grasp?  'The ministerialists
stare puzzlingly ; whispers of consultation pass
along the Opposition henches ; the innocents of
the gallevies are struck with blank hewilder-
ment.  What can it mean?

An address in reply, full as commonplace as

_the specel itself, is moved and: seconded.  Not
a'syliable of the Union! 15 the ‘crisis, then,
over? i ‘ .
CBvery hewt beats wildly, as Sir Lawrence
Tarsons rises calmy from his seat. The strata-

- gem of the Ministers is idle : now or never won.

He moves an amendment which declares -anew
the shibboleth of the volunteers: that the King,
Lords, and Comons of Ireland alone are com-
petent to make laws to Lind her people.”

The battle is now joined fairly: it ranges
along the whole border-land of reasons : its
thunders affright the calin of deliberation : itis
a war of stubborn necessily on the one hand, of
pission and despair on the other,

The hours go panting by, Wi on corrup-
and centralization!  War with all the
angels of purity, with all the glories of antiquity,
lead it on! that
seatiers, the erayen battalions like chaff, and

tion

to Firey, chivalrous way

shakes the strangest towers of corruption. - For-
ward, the old flag flies, ever forward! = Panic

brouds over the unlioly host.
vietory ! .

Back surges the tide.  Fortune lies once
more with the big battalions, Down in - the
dust the flag is trampleéd—it is the ensign of
disloyulty ! The necessity of Iimpive rolls back
the shattered columns of sentiment: thinner
and {hinner under the fieree fire of ridicule and
slandér,  The wavering harpies of corruption
return j cowards pour in upon the broken ranks.
They succwmb ?

Nevert  The forlorn hope, is out azainin the
hell fire; fighting to the death!

The shades of evening deepen. - The Tattle
is raging still, Night—solemn midnight! And
still! the hours are seconds in a nations death-
throes,

Grey morning erawls in and lays
light on pallid cheeks. * Still! )

A message reachies the Opposition, stirs 'a
new life, onc more impulse of victory in their
fading hopos

“-arsons, what's the nows?" * OMwyer Garv,
asks eagerly. '

«Grattan returned for Wicklow last nwht‘ !

# Bub can he be heve 2

“He is here !

_Victory !—nearly

her pallid |




-

«
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Aud in ih.lt sepnk]nnl light, there arises, ns
it by magie, wastedand spectve-likens the lm\n‘
he who swalehed ly the eradle of Irish ,l,mlu.
pendenge and now comes to follow it to its
graved - Henry Grattan is onece more in the
House his genius fivst iHustrated! The Genius
of the Place comes to wake its last glory,

Vietory shines again on the fulling cause,
The battle flows back : enthusinsm from a flick-
Tiostile

er bursts into a blaze; lightens along the
line ; dazzles and consumes

T'en hours, and the issue still in the
AMinisters fear to fuce the simple issue ;- their
dross-ful minions dread the ordeal of fire. Phey
will vote for anadjournment who hesitate to
vote for a Union,

The adjorwrnment is moved, and np]n(m d. The
at last!

To one lobby Gold and Tuterest beckon 5 to
the other, only faded Principle, melancholy con-
staring Ruin,

#Fam glad to see you here, siv,” said Mr Alhin
Artslade, as in the Ministerial Jobby he encoun-
tered. the honowrable member Tipperary,
who hald by this time
hat, smiles, and coat-tils, # I am proud to see
you here,”

b My dear siv,"suid Mr, Sackwell) witlya pious
wink, # Ihope I shall always be found at the
right side.”?

In hroad day

sendes !

isste comes

sistency,

for

light theyv pour ont again into
the Commons’ Squire Bingham is the
drst to seize O'Dwyer Garv as he re-enters the
House, looking calm and proud as ever. |

He starts back from the deep
in which a tear

chamber,

Seaten 17
sorrow in those clear eyes,
stands like a jewel,

“Beaten!”.  The eloquent silence  thrills
througli every bosum, floats out like 2 low dirge,
and moans through the anxious thousands like
a distant ocean,

tPeaten  That day the Parlinment of Tre-
land was doomed to death ; 0Dwyer Gary wag
doomed to ruin ; Sir Alhin .-\ltald(l(, was a Pariah
nu more! —_—

CHAPTER IX.

MR. ARTSLADE'S THICMIH.
“Gerald, 1T am sick,” said O'Dwyer Gary.,
Father and son sat gloomily together in
Gerald’s modest Chiambers in the College, after
esu:\)\ing from the scene of the Parliament’s

«dying throes.

«1 feel very sick.” .
His face was white as death, = A film over-
spread his eyes; and his head sank wcuul\' ek

0l thc cushions,

arraved himself in new |

Gerald thought he was dying, so woful a
change had come over the strong, proud man,
In alarm, he hastened to pour brandy down his
throat, )

“Father speak to me! he cried cm'm:sfl_\',
clasping a cold clanmmy hand, ¥ O Heaven Y he is
dying?

He was vashing from the room to seek medi-
eal aidy when he noticed @ slight {remor mn
through his fathers frame.  Another
of beandy forced the slow life wenin into its
channels,

“Eh, Gerald,
fusedly, as he opened hiseyes and staved around,
“Why, | have been sickt™

“0nly a short attack, father—thank God 17

£0h ! this is unworthy of me!” heexcluimed,
springing resolutely to his feet.  Buf the weak-
ness had not Yeft hime yet, and he almost fell
back futo the chair,

drught

how is this?” he asked con-

#Taste this beandy again, father, and do keep
quiet while Lrun for a doctor?

“Nonsense, boy, there is no need” said the
old man, resuming his ofd calin manner,  #t
is only the reaction after this excitement: it
will ‘e nothing. Last night’s scenes were n
little tov much for me; but I practise resigna-
tion better in future

He smiled sadly us he spokes - An fmage of
the lost cause—proud in the midst of ruins !

Nevertheless, Gerald saw in his father’s face
a conflict between mind and body that frighten-
ed him,

He insisted on having i doetor’s opins-
ion, and a doctor ke brought, who, after due in-
quiry and mystery, could find notlun" the
matter with 0" Dwyer Gary.

Nothing! the onk tom from its vools in the
mountain—nothing! though the glory of foli-
age iy fuding, and the life withering awny in
its pores.  The crumbling - of ruins—nothing!
for nobody sees, where Decay sets his viewless
machinery, Nothing, till the world can reenll
tliem no more.

He recommended guict and rest, however,

“Quict and rest!  Yes; P11 have plenty
both at Kilsheelin now,” suid O'Dwyer Grav,

The toncand look of the speaker made Gerald
think of the old churehyirrd” of Killeary and
shudder,

of

4 Father,” he asked anxionsly, “would you
wish me to go home with you?” ‘

41 couldu't hear of it, Gerald,” was the reply,
cheerfully spoken.. “Your tutor tells me you're
doing wonders, and wonders . well \\uul, you
know, one of these days, if h\ls\\(,chm is to re-
matin in the 1.nmly n
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sl will, fulh(r. I know it will.?

4l hope so, wy hoy, 1 hope so0,  Lven ifit
does not we shall know how to bear it

How did he bear it?  For when he returned
fo Kilsheclan, he knew he was victunlly its

master no longer.  The mortage debts were just
falling due, und there was no prospect of meet-
ing them,  Mr,
sured.

The bright Spring covered the valley with
flowers; and the woods with green youth, and
painted the honrey Galtees in royal purple,  Its
life and joy ran to a travesty of the deatl and
Tiright hovering in the air,

n the Village Parlinment it Degan to be
whispered,

Artslade’s  trimmph was as-

then tallied of, then sighed overin

wrief’s own language, that something was wrong
at the Castle, The ofd huntsman dectared with
tears in his eyes that the hounds would go out
no wmore,  The grooms said the horses were
dying in the stables. Nevera rifle shot stirtled
the' deer, Not a ciringe-wheel pressed the
grssagrown avenue, At first, some of the old
gentry would: call at the Castle, and; secing

nobody, wonld eall no more. The place was
deserted save by the rooks that crooned in the
ivy, mul the owls that made dismal concert in
the nvightv.

“The Lord hetune us an' all harm ;. the
Aasther must be sick.”

Sick ! “He did not complain., Me had no
doctor to attend him,  Fo the servants he was
till the smine kindly gentle master,

Yet there was that about him that made the
tears come to the servants’ ¢yes when they
tooked at him, and made them walk noisclessly

and speak in \\hlspv rs when he was near.

O'Dwyer Gary was ‘ot the same man” as he
calm shell
of his old self.  1lis days were spent in the
great dining-hall of the Castle, 14 had w sin-
gular fascination for him, At first he would
pace its great length overand over again, stop-
ping bethues to look ont over the valley which
lny likea picture heneath the wide bay-windows,
-One morning he thought e would not walk
any more, and had his own wam-chair drawn to
the bay-window. There he would sit the lve-
Tong day without o murmur, = Somelimes he
would wateh the deer gambolling in the Dark,
or the childven-at play in. the village; some-
:times he would question the old butler as to
cach particulnr villager—how much wheat one
tenant was putling in—whether another had
sold his' little ¢ow—how the ymnigsicrs of a
dhird were getting over the meazles.

“Pnox p('oplc !” )u' “ould sny, with asigh, ¢
hope they 'l be as happy when I’'m gone.”

Phien, us night fell, he would have his chair
wheeled over (o the great fireplace, and there
he wonld sit musing in the gloomy firelight,
watching the shadows, now as they glanced
along the ancient fretework of the roof, now as
they played among the emply chaivs round the
oreat table like ghosts of the revellers that re-
veelled there no more,  Doubtless he peopled
the vacaney himeelf with many  an antique
phatom,  And so the hours travelled G the
great hidl-clock ushered midnight through the
kilent house,

One duy
fronn M, &, London office,” reminding
@ Dwyer-Gary that the period of repuyment of
the mertgage-debts would expire within four-
teen days, and that, if they werenot at that date
discharged, himmediate possession of the Castle
and extate would be required,

80 it has come to at Jast " siadd the old man,
without a quiverin his voice,

At the sane time,

e in thie mail-bag a formal notice
Jordan

elancing over his news-
paper, his eve fell ou the following paragraph
under the head of “Eashionable Intelligenee’ :

ulis majesty has been grciously: pleased to

confer the high lionour of Luronetey on Mr.
Albin Artslade of Ashenfield House, County
Pipperary.” ' S

¢ My workl is changing sadly," was his only
exclamation. . «Twon't be so hard after ull to
leave Kilsheelan—the sooner the beiter; Ul go
to Dublin on Saturday and then—»

e paused, and rested his head wearily on
his hand. - Phen ! Outinto a world ‘where all
he knew were howed and broken—all he loved,
gone?  Beggar,who had been prince !
among strangers!

Stranger
To weep at the grave of
and shrink from the trivmphant
path of Novelty, like some unburied ancient!

The Angel of Merey forbude it.
left Kilsheelan ! ‘

Saturday saw lim consigned to bed in utter
prostration, and then at lust he told them: send
for Gerald, for he saw a dim country on the
horizon, and he knew he was going home.
And a cold weight Ty on every heart in the
vatley @ its sun was going to rest.

dead idens,

He never

Gerald O'Dwyer was deep in his Ll];onon»;

studies iu his College chatubers when a noisy
altercation on the staircase mrrested his atten-
hon.

l’lU\L,!l(l\ hl\ (lt‘)Ul was burst apen, and, .\H,\.L‘_’,.

a final protest from the College servant, a man
covered with mud and perspivation rushed into
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thL room, t.nttcxul @y xfm @t ln~t Lﬂ\)]l, and fell
exhuusted on the tloor,

Gernld needed not his gasping ¢ Masther
Gerald,” to recognise Tade Ryan!

«Tade, Tade, for God's sake, what's the
matter?” cricd the young man as he ran to lift
him and restore himn,

Between  fatigne, and breathlesness, and

choking grief, the poor fellow could barely ar-

ticulate

“"The musther!”

GGood Heaven ! is he dead?” eried Gerald,
pale as death,

¢ Not dead, sir— not dead—hyt—"

0! enough, Tade, cnough.
for me 7!

He lias sent

“He's longin' to get o sighth o’ yon. “l'm

ridin’ since twelve o'clock ast night to have!
you intime,
tears trembled in his eyes,

The poor masther!” and the big

e

# (God grant Ty not be too late!” eried the i

youny man, rushing wmadly from the room,

He was not too late, Butthose few months had |
wrought appalling changes in O0'Dwyer Gary,
The fire: of his eyes was nearly extinguighed ;
his brow and cheeks were seamed deep with

wrinkles ; and Lis fuatures shrunken to emnein- |

tion. Screne dignity wi< all that remained of
his proud bearing ; but that shed a noble ustre
around the ruin.

cGerald," said the old man, # [ am glad yon
have come =0 soon. 1 have somuthing to say to |
vou, and T have not long to stay here?
. Gerald listened in speechless grief,

# My boy, you will have to leave Kilsheel: i
i—-to give np atl the old place. 7 have nuthmg
to leave you bt my blessing—"*

¢ Trather do not trouble vourself ahont this?
said Gerald.
ife?

511, my boy, you will not bie altegether un- |

provided for.  Your mother settled on you the
little poperty ab Furran, Thank God! T have !
left that unencumbered. It will; at any rate!
keep vou above want.  But, Gerald, if ever you
are able,—if fortune cver shn)uld fuvour you— :
you will think of my last wish—recover Kil-
sheelan!”

¢ Father, it will be the first object of my Tife,
cried Gerald, earnestly.
"« Andif it should core back to the old race,”
said the old man, his face lighting up at the
thought. ' *If you should be master here again,
Gerald, be wiser than I was, boy— be wiser
than I was! Do not love wealth, bui do not
abuse it

H1gan eArve WMy Own way in.

] ()hokmg \u{h tcms the young mnn could
tonly press the wasbed hand that tuy in his,
“God bless you, my boy! I know you will be
fan lionor to us yet,"”

MHis exvs closed and his fealures veluged into
jacalm repose,  Gernld thought he was dying;
Yt he was only in a penceful slumber,
¢ In the evening he feltso much better that he
would insist on heing earried to his favourite
; bay-window—to see how the valley looked, No
Cremonstrance could dissunde lim,  Fle was
pwith diffienlty transfered to a portable couch,
sand gently borne to the window,

\ An expiring sunset ponred its light over all
the valley, making amellow, golden haze, Lhigh
: up into \\huh curled the blue smoke from the
i farmsteads. The grassy uplands, the river, the
Proves and hills scemed tostumber in the balmy
light,  “Fhere was no stin, no jarring sound ; all
was pence,
The dying man surveyed every feature of the
pseene with melaneboly satisfuction: then he
ooked towards the eastern wing where he knew

i
i
|
i
i

Morse and hounds were pining for the old time

hall, ot its ancient trappings and at its cmply

;
'] sporty then o glanee round the onken dining-
0
!
: (hmrs Then azgain towards the expiring sun.

!¢ Poor Kilsheclan ! he said faintly, yet not

cpainfully.  # Gerald—CGerald, you °I remem-
| ber 77

e saw the valley no wove.  IHis eyes closed
fsoftly snd opened in anothier country

CHAPTER X,
GERALD'S LITTLE ENEMY

Gerald O'Dwyer sat in the shadow of death
i —that awful presence in which the Fuoture half
sreveals itsclf, and the Past shrinks into a mite
of nothingness.  The pride of Kilsheelan Jay
shronded with the dead man, dead as he, - Yet
Gerald O'Dwyer shed no tears for the pride
‘Lh.\t was passed away ; he wept for the man,
‘not the Lord—for the kind leart that was

1
|
i
|
A

: broken, not the proud gpirit that was humbled,

He was almost o ystic in elevated, -
material thought, and he found no difliculty in
mounting lo the refined upper atmosphere of
sorraw, higlt ahove thought of the ruined for-
tune and sordid troubles he had to fuce. So
infinitely mean a thing s pride at the gatewny
of cternity ! " So little does it concern-those few
happy souls who can look lleyond !

The night closed, and’ Kilsheelan Castle Le-'
cwme @ tit abode of death.  Darkness and Death
occupied all the vacant chambers, all the
silent corridors, all - the  gasping - staircases,.
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making the gloom more gloonmy and the silence
darkly '(r](lllll‘:ll(:. I'oolfulls echoed and echoed
fill they seemed to dic in the mortal atmosphere,
The gannt furniture shaped itself inlo ony
gnomes, that stared ot cach other and noedded
like solemn councillors, The very air scemed
to be stagnant in superstitions nwe,

By
and astrong wind from the norfh-east. swept
the monntain side, making the woods shrick in
agony, nnd chasing the dense rain in broken
columns sll over the valley,

and by, the min cune down in torants,

The frees in the
Tark moaned und quivered ; the great mountain
behind rumbled; the castle walls secmed to
totter like an aged man : the. windows ratfled,
and through every ancient clinber the wind
went singing its dirge,

The frightencd servants huddled around the
turf fire in the kitchen, heard throngh the rag-
ing storny, thelow, thrilling wail of the Bansthee
and as he sat by his father’s death-hed, Geruld
O'Dwyer conld almost credit the superstition, so
wild and plaintive a song sang the wind round
Kilslieelan,

Tt was at such a time that 2 servant cune on
tiptee into the room, and whispered in Gernld’s
e that there was o woman below whoasked to
speal-to him fora moment,

“A woman!

she?

And ab sueh an hour!
What can she want??
01 dunno that, sir,

Who ix

She wonldn't take her
clonk oft for the world, an’ her voice isn't a bit
like an ould ‘oman's,  She’s very sthrange in-

said the servant, with a perceptible

tirely, sir,”
shudder,

Perplexed by the extraordinary nature of the
visit, Gerald descended to the entrance linll,
shrinking in a dark corner of which he found
his nysterions visitor, .

He was ahout to speak when the woman
eaught him gently Ly the arm, at the same
time drawing aside the heavy hood which con-
cenled ber face.,

HoCressy 17 ¢ Gernld ! passed from one to

the other in low, startled tones,

In utter bewilderment, Gerald drew the
frighened girl into an adjeining room, where
she alrost fuinted away in his arms,

Tenderly he bathed the pale, frightened Tittle
face, and pressed the min out of (he bright
golden tresses.  He had not seen her for aliove
i year, andbhe found her wonderfully changed
from his little playmate—so chunged that, but

" for his mmazement at sceing her, he might have
felt “how deep into his sout were the wakening
glances of her pretty blue eyes,

in God’s nume; what has brought
you here at guch an hour, and in such a
storm 7 .

COLY Gernld, will you forgive me? Tt was
very wrong of me, but indeed [ could not help
ity and the white fuce flushed crimson with
confusion, %1 could not hear (o (hink you
were in tronble and alone without, coming to
tell you how I pity you,”

S0 enrnest 53wy her tane, Geruld
could not forbear kissing the lips ruised

and art

trust-
fully to his, as he uied to do in the olden
time,

BDear Uress! But wlat conll have termapled
vou to choose such an Lour?”

She hung her head confusedly,

S knew papa would not let e go during
the day, g0 1 had only to borrow this old cloak
from nuree, and when I went (o my roown for
tee night, T let myself down inty the garden
and slipped away down the road g

“But such afrightful night,  Were you not
afraid 2" '

“ 0w afrnid—yery, very much,” said she
shudderiig, <00 thonught 1 would die of fright;
but the thonght of you dear Gerald, made me
brave again. T hojie yon w't angry. with me,
Gerald, are you ?” ‘ '

Aungry with her!  The words brought, him
biack to instant recolection of his dead father,
and of kim whose persecution broke. his heart,
And this was lis enemy’s danghter!  Gerald
O'Dwyer had no personal resentment, against
Mr. Artelade 5 but hie felt there was.un impasg-
able barrier between them,  On Cressy's own
sesary it was to end

account, he siew how nec
their intimaney,

It wae not without a pang he tore his fond
Tittle comnforter from his side ; but he knew it
was his duty, '

“Why should [ be angry with Youy Cressy 77
he saidgently, . [ am always happy when
you are with me, and T wisl) dearly we could
still be to one another what we used to be, . Bug
youmust have heard that in a few. days your
father will e the owner of Kilsheclan, and [
homeless onteast—»

£ Oh, T have heard itall 7 ghe said, crying
bitterly. " +T know you ougli to hate us very
much—’twas so crnel—"" =~

“Domot spenk that way, dear child,” said
Gerald gravely,  “T an not o hit angry with
your father, aud least of all with you, Cressy—1.

“T know it 1" she eried, her light spirit in—
stantly recovering its buoyancy, ¢ knew you
would avt blame me, Gerald i but T owas. so



180 THE HARP.

anxious o hear it from your own. lipg
tell you a great secret!?

¢ seeret, Cressy I

< We never will come fo live in the Castle,”
snid Cressy, with an almost comical air of
mystery about her pretty face,

“How is that, Cressy ! It will be your own,”

“No: we'll neverenter it, T have it planned !
with nurse 5 but don’t breathe a word of it, for
fear he would hear it. She and 1 are to see
ghosts there, and T'H tell papa T would die of
fright if T ever centered it. Isn't it grand ?
and she clapped her hands with childish glee.

“ T'm afraid your papa wer’t think =o,” saild
terald with nusmile.  “Put he would be fear-
fully angry if he knew of this visit of yours,
Cressy, it is hard for me to say it to you, but it
would be wicked of me if T did not say it—we
mist not meet any more.”

¢ Ol Geraldl 1" and the giddy child, plungid
anew in. grief, raised her tearful - fuce bl
appealingly .

Gerald saw how deeply she was affected, and

, and to

determined all {the more that his duty Iny in
saving ler from. the consequences of her in-
nocent affection, :

4o not grieve about it, Cressy," hie con-
tinued, gently but fivmly, ©<In any case T
would be leaving this place in a few dn_\.»:—‘
)761'1111;15 for.ever, You may e alittle lonely
at first ; but you will be rich, and beautiful ,and
good, and you will have crowds coming to play
with you and love yvon. Delieve me, Cressy
you will not be long forgetting me ™
< Oh ! Gerald, I will never, never forget yout”
cried the sobbing givl.

- Never! Did woman ever estimate the mean-
ing of that word?

C Tt wag with difficulty Gerald persuaded her
against retnrning home by herself,” To the
blank amazement of the scrvants, he bad a
horse put to a light carriage, and jumped in
himself after the cleaked and muftled stranger,

“The Towd be praisedi'is a guare night
altogether,” remarked the shuddering groom,
as he rejoined the frightened cirele round the
fire.

In their drive throngh the bLlinding storm
Geralil O'Dwyer ‘had time to apprecinte the
perils which the fimid creature at his side
overcame in order to sec him.  He wondered
now when every roar of the témpest made her
cling to his “side, how ghe had ever dared its
worst . fury by herself,  And the wonder
strengthened hjs satisfaction- in thinking he

was 1ot too late to cheek an affection that might

bring & multitude of miserics, if suffered to
even deepen alittle longer,

Leaving the carviage on the road, Gerald and
Cressy stole noiselessly through a copse that
led up to Ashenfield garden-gate.  Cressy had
provided herselt with a key, with which she
unlocked this, and then the paiv. traversed the
garden cantiously lo its farthest end, on which
Cressy's hedroom opened.

Just as they veached it, the barking of o large
mastift in the yard fitled them hoth with con-
sternation,

HGo, dear Gerald, go; quick,
in a terrificd tone.

she whispered

Bloodshye, dear Cressy @ good-hye,” and
theiv lips et passionafely in o pavting em-
Irace.

Ashienfield House  was built in the style of
French villas, only one story high.  So that
Cressy had little trouble in clunbering up to
her own window, which wag it o few feet from

the: ground, and which she had, of course, left

open.,

Once safe withing and all - the  sustaining
excitement over, the:poor little lover threw
herself on her pretty white bed; and eried {ill
she could cry no Jonger, and, when that period
came, did what little Tovers sometimes will do
—fuell sonmd asleep until morning,

CHATTER XIT.
FATHRR -JOUN,

OMwyer Gary was ijed as for many gencra-
tions had be-n huricd his ng predeces-
sors in -the old vault at Kileary—ushered info
theirawiul company with a last flonrish of carth-
Iy grandew’s trimpet. Hisfuneral was the fune-

moulde

ral of more than his poor ¢lay.  TUwns as if all
the Nistorie glovy of his house—all the heritage
of eenturies—were dead with hity, and the
mourners cameto sce the last of ity \‘:mi;liing
lustre,

Gerald O'Dwyer never before reeagnized so
acntely the charm which primitive generosity
had Jor his father—the fascination which led
him gailey to his ruin—as when Lis eye fraver-
sedd the hoge retinue who earricd their allegi-
ance to im to the grave, T could faney he
noted in ¢very stricken face, in the silence even
as in the wurmurs of men and the wails of wo-
men, the hicroglyphs of one sacved * longue
which {hey all spoke—which issuing from pure
heart-regions where no sound of a selfish world's
war is heard, discoursed of sympathy and chi-
valry that might be bliss in heaven, - There was
that prond elevation of heart over Train—of im-
pulse above caleulation—which has been -4 e~
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pl()llbll to the Celtic ruce, und Justly areproach
—in thig world, It was the first time Gerald
had observed this chwracter in the patrinrchal
fumily of his futhers drewms, and, secing it now
in Dentl’s triste colowring, he was Celt cnough
to share in it intensely—ceven to dream doubt-
ingly of a happice fnily in the fulure.

There they were, however—“ the old people,”
whow Q’Dwyer Gary loved—and who, laoking
into his grave, saw the grave of many a hope
and affection to their own,

There was thae rem-
who, inchis ruing rewd
a presage. of their coming fate s there were the
tennniry from every homestead in fhe valley
Tiowed and stricken at the news of the fall of
Kilsheelun, not so mucl appwchensive for them-
selvey, ax sovrowful that the long reign of peaci
and happiness should be over; there were the
villagers - stunmed with gricef;
poor for many

nant of the oldaristocracy,

the shuddering
amile around, shuddering hope-
Jessly now 3 the women wailing in their heart-
rending tone of -despair which the language of
And the
sewith Cits prowd
under the proud onks, amid the proud
expanse. of paok consorted so well with the
serene dignity of him who wonld even go to the
grave like an O’Dwyor, one could almost faney
his calm fuce rising up from the coflin vietorious
over decay to tuke alust favewell of Kilsheelan,

#Curse it!? Sir Albin Artslade,
Baronet, ns from his stady-window, he watehed
the solemn cortege darkening the road for miles.
“Curse it Why
do T tear y nails over this trumpery show of
greatne I'm bavonet, and 1’'Il make the
proudest of them lick the dust. And still—
Bah1 1I'd exchange places with the man: in that
coftin if nobady could hiss Cupstart” in my cars 1

The funeral wasover,  Gerald O'Dwyer knelt
at his father's grave till his only companions in
the grave-yard were a few. people praying here
and-there by the graves of their own friends,
Ie shunned sympathy that; in his case, could
only be pity, and the mourners, no doubt, appre-
-ciating his feeling, dropped oft” one by one, till
Tie was left alone with his grief,

Yet not alone, for as he turned, heart-sick
from the spot, he found his hand grasped in
Trather O'Mear’s kindly cmbrace.

There are men who will groan, and mumble, | 8
and plaster wordy compassion inches thick upon
- soul-wound, hand on heart and kerchief at
eye, yeb whose sympnthy pierces not skin-deep.
“I'here.ave-others who will sny. nothing but seize
sone with the cluteh of asavage: yet the contact

their country alone can give words to.
stutely
phunes,

marclh of the he

muttered

He baulks me even in death,

§57

thrills every vein and makes the heart jump in
iwn ecstacy,

Father John was one of those Inst. In his
hug, Gerald O'Dwyer conceived n s_ympnthy that
soothed him, and o strong hewrtfulness which
expelled misery,  He felt he was with n father
and a friend, o

'he O'Dwyer’s were Protestants in religion,
but of solibend acast that their society bloomed
onsis-like in thé desert of time's intolerance, 11
Failier O Mo wis nnL 1 (-(msl‘mtund ﬁwouu_d
Uihe (,mtlc i \\us houm»c he had no
relish for its turbulent ¢ company : not for luelk
of invitation.

“ My dear boy,” eried the priest drawing the
young man's arm within his own, “you arc not
woing back to that lonely old Castle, It would
R R I | ]
Clerndd groaned inwardly as he thought where
in' this wide world he had to go?  But the
priest bad seltled that,

be only making bad worse.”

cls

# Y onare going to. stay with me for the pre-
sent, #t nny rate,” said he, ‘

#Ohsir, many, many thanks: hut—"

“ Nonsense, boy, L1
Father John cheerily.  I'mold enough to by
your grandfather and I insist upon your being
Antiful ™ My Hitle cabin isn't qultc a palace, you
know, hut—"

b Slr your kindness

e no excuses,” eried

distresses me.”

“But I owas just going o suy, you aren’ L:m
O'Dwyer Hif you can't take pot Inck and: bo
thankful. You'll have-the Bishop’s own bed-
voom, and a caed mille failthe from my heart, my
boy." : P

Father 0"Meara’s little thutehed cottage lay a
short distance from the village, on the verge of
the wood; Sana; Tihougll humble enough, “was ns
cony .spot as ever Irish Amaryllis and Tityrus
sighed for., Rose trees and huncysuckle were
trnined up to the thatch, peeping. daintily in at
the neatly-curtained windows, and shading the
little rustic portico, The strip of garden in
front was laid out in substantial beds of potatoes
and cabbages, bordered with gooscberry and
currant bushes, with an edging of strawberries,
and here and there a little cluster of bachelor’s
buttons and fragrant “glllxc -flowers.”?  In the
yard there were various cloquent lokcns‘ of u
generous parishidliﬂry : a. cheerful - chorus. of
ducks and turkeys and other such- gentry; o
store of hay that kept the pony in nfmmc ot
Christian charity ; and a rick of {wrf-that mndv.,
“Winter? & pleasant wprd.

Equally snug was the interior,’ The lgitdhcn'
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was a marvel of brighiness: somehuw the om-
dlesticks on the #clevvy  and the big fire in
the grate did not look brighter than the hams
and flitches and gammons that depended from
the rafters; not a bit brighter than the prim old |
Iady who said the rosary, talked gossip, and did %
I
i
i

1

the house-keeping for his veverence,  Parlour,
dinving voom, and drawing roont were rolled in-
10 one—a papered and carpeted litthe snuggery
with a bright fire on the hearthy a fresh nosegay i
of spring flowers en ilie table; and in the cm‘-i
ner i glass-ease of hooks with o chiffonicr that

supeested comforfable thoughts of what wax®
inside.  As for #the Rishop's room,” His Lord-
ship must have some tenptation to wordliness

every time he reposcd there, for the feather-bed 1
was the vozivst, the curtains the whitest, and}
the look-out the most cirrming the world could !
make them. |

It only wanted a' gendal host and a sincere !
welcome to finish the cham of the place; and |
{hese fronted Gerald O*Dwyver, plain as sunlight,)
wlien after inspeeting all those cheerful artange- §
ments, he sat tetemu-teze with Father John in the |
parlour.

«Well, Gerald, T ho
dumps here 27

|
+
!
you won't die of the |
caid the yriest; laughingly.

and you can ride home on the pony.
over, myselfy in no time.??

[ enee, ithe didn't mend his w

dead yet,” said Father John, ag he admitted the

old man,

¢ You didn't walk in all the way 2"

#*Ivery step of ity yerviverence. I ean hardly
dhrag my ould legs atther me, 1'm so bate out.”

U Never mind, Andy: Biddy will get you n
fine hot tumbler of punch {o pul the life in you,
' wallk

SWishu mo graha shtig, 'tis T wouldn't doubt
rence for the big heart,  May all the

Csaints in heaven—"

“Shame, Andy, don’t let me hear you curs-
(o in, and
piteh into the pined; ‘iwill do you more good.”

Having resigned the old fellow to Biddy’s
charge in the kitehen (where that pious femnale
predictud the inevitable h

ing,” said  the priest cheerily.

awy of his rever-
in the punch and
pony line,) Father John returned to the parlor
to inform Gernld that he had to trudge eight on
ten miles across the country to an wgent sick
aldl.

“ 171 have the)pony coming back,” he added,
“50 I'll be Luck to dinner at five.  Meanwhile,

my dear boy, pull down the honse or do some-

ixhiug wicked to keep up your spirits ;. do any-

s aperfect little paradise, sir,” said Gerald; : thing at all but think. Stay, you're in the stu-

with sincere enthusiasm. (

“XNot a very hard Turgatory at any rate
thanks to your poor futher ad the parishioners.”

« My father!?

«What! dow't yon know I never paid hima
farthing for this place?”

« I didn’t even know it was his.”

« Know it now then : he swore he'd never look
at me again if I didw't accept a grant of the
place in sieeula sicculorum i

« Upon my ward then, Father John, ‘tis well
for yon I won't be your landlord. I've taken
such a faney to the place, T be a perfect tyrant
and refuse all terms but immediate possession.”

“Ha ha! Youare thinking 'tis a fine thing
to be a parish priest?”

"« Tam certainly envying you, sir”

« Then don't, boy,” suid the priest, walking
to the window. “See! perhaps this will cure
you. - Well, Andy,” he cried, addressing an old
man who tottered up the garden walk, “the
old woman isn’t better to-day 2¥
Y gra gal, yet riverence, the breathis nearly
out of her,'! said Andy, wiih tears in his eyes.

" 4 The fayver cum on dhreadful bad afther you
left her, an' she's dyin® for the sighth o'you, the
poor suwl, afore she goes.” ‘ '

“¢ Never say die; Andy : she’s belter than ten
) 3 s ¥

dent Tine—TI have a few old hooks here that
- amuse you,’—and he repuired to the little
ss-cuse {0 advertise. its contents—¢ Here's
sSemlerus on Fertullian’—of conrse you don’t
care for that. Heve you have ©Morndity of St
Augusting,” a Greek Lexicon, ¢The tale of u
Tub," ¢ The Lives of the Saints,? ¢ Life and Opin-
ions of. Tristram Shandy, Gentleman,” ¢The
Psalter of Tara,? ¢ The—!

% Oh! Sir, quite an embarrassing lot of attre-
tiong,” said Gerald, with a smile,

“Very well, my boy, choose for yoursclf—
only don't get into polemics and turn Catholic -
if you did, we never would hear the end of
Jesuitical intrigues.  So be a good I'rotestant
and let me sce the end of this bottle of Madeira
when T come back: TIF warrant it's gennine,
And now for the LPurgatorial side of my ‘little:
paradise.’  Good-bye!t”

Gernld O'Dwyer was not sorry to have a-few
hours in which to arrange his plans ab leisure,
He had the scheme of a life to project, and his
thoughts were still a chaos of grief-and uncer-
tainty. e L

We have said that the priest’s cottage lay on-
the murgin of the Wood, which stretched far up
{he mountain behind it This was one of Ger-

ald’s favourite resorts; and thither the blithe
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’.spring weather now invited him,  There was
“invigoration in the mountain air—in the toil of
the ascent, the clambering over rocks and the
" jumping theough the underwond—in the robust
youth of the leaves and mosses—and in the
sound of the strenmlets trickling down to the
vidley.,  He felt the inspivntion s i changed the
Sever of his thonghts Lo vigour,
Atnconsidernble depth inthe wood there wasa
Targe, circular curran ov mound with spreading
beeches pluted in o ving on the top, and «
clenring for some distance around, which Teft
the whole valley visible from its sunmit, Here,
on the mossy side of the mound, Gerald found
repose,. Under ifs shade of leaves and briers
he half forgol the peesent in thinking of the
pasty when Qres

sy Artslade was his companion
in this same velrend, and when the fowers; and
the play, and two \\\'ut cherry ll]ns filled his
cup of pleasures,

Did he miss hix e companion 2 Assuvedly ;
she comnected him with times of innocence, |
which the world had buvried him fay away from,
yeb to which his inmost wishes looked regret-
fully back,  Did he love her? Perhaps he did .
perhaps e knew only theeal Jove of a brother
and;a playmate, for in his heart theré was stitl
an Arcadin. 1t was n joy to love sonie one—
some one so.brightand pureand true—and to be
Joved in veturn, just as it was a joy to hear the
wood-birds chirping their consolations in his
car, and to see the wide valley Iyving as sunny
before him as when he wus a child: why shut
oub this ray of sunshine with analytical holts
and Lars? Why, when Cressy Avislade like his
father, and like the Castle, and like the bivds,

and lll\(! the valley, would soon be lost o lmnk
forever?

For in one determination he was fixed : to |
Teave, amd ihat at onee, the scene of his family's
ruin and to shape his life in other moulds than
those 'of bad tyadition. Nor did he care o re-
‘turn wmong his College companions in the char-
acter of areduced gentleman to he slighied in
his poverty, or, worse, pitied. With the Unim
had perished the Inst virtue of Trish society,
that air of venerable unselfishness and chivalry
which enobled “even -ifs vices. . Nothing. re-
amained but on the one side an army of corrupt
officinl despols. and upstarts: on the other the

“Jow mwrmuring helpless millions with whom
_alone he.could sympathize: but only sympa-
- thize, for were. they not wholly Jost?

]Ic. ooked Leyond his own unhappy land, and

Saw the young Republic of France, ficsh from

its bloody baptism, astonishing Europe with its

prowess: through all the revolting horrors of
its infancey, there shone a splendid scheme of
Manhoad, which, changing its fivst dress of Li-
berty, robed itself in Glory, and drew to its wor-
ship the young enthusiasm of the world, Ger-
ild O'Dwyer was not placed by age or disposi-
tion heyond the range of this phrenzy. Though
his reason showetd him many o patch and many
a tinsel fraud in the finery of the Revolution, it
was change, udventure, power; and he thirsted
for all three, They were the clements of sue-
cess in is mission: fate might combine them
into n foree to reverse the present and restore
the past.  And France began to be the back
ground of his plans,

Much more did his thonghts busy themselves
in this direction till they slid into dreams, and
he was only roused from a deep sleep a few
hours after by the sound of voices
side of the mound.

e listened and. found they were familiar to
him: they were the voices of Cressy Artslade,
and her sober-souled squire, Charlie Sackwell.

Gerald was guite sereened from their view,
and after what had past the previous evening
hetween them, te wished above all thingsto
avoid anolher meeting with Crceby Bat it
would be havd for him teo attewpt an escape
without attracting their notice. - So e aaited
in silenee, perhaps with some vague curiosity
to see how fur Cressy had forgotten her resolu-
tion of cternal fidelity.

at the other

CHATTER XTT.
ACROSS THE TUMBLERS,

Poor little Cressy t 8he was sitling ntterly
disconsolate, though the birds twitiered gaily
around her and the bees hummed their tunes
among the blue-bells and fox glove, - There
was a-great void in her heart which dulled her
senses to all the old joys, or tuned them ‘into
sad reminders of joys that were no more.

A congenial companion in such a mood was
Master Sackwell, who said little and thought
less.  Indeed, it would be hard to sny whether
Cressy or the bull-pup held the highest place in
his estoem. ‘Certainly Snoozer scemed to him
the. more amiable character of the two; for,
while Cressy teased, Snoozer only rolled his
stupid cyes about and basked in the sunshinein
as well-bred fashion as a dilettante.

ttDon’t you think the Wood is as lonely as a
graveyard to-day without Gerald 77’ queried the
givl, wearily, - #1 know I do.” <L

# T 'don’t,” said Master Sackwell, bluntly.

-4 0hl you cruel boy, I say it i lonely. ‘T
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wish Ztwould min, and freeze, and do every-
thing wicked—1 h.\tc to hear the birds chatter-
ing so when theve's nobody to enjoy them.”
<41 here,’t suggested - Charlie, ¢Cand the
pup—vou like it, Snoozer, don’t yon?'?

Snoozer did, immensely.

& Dear old Gevald 17 the givl continued, with
tears in her eyes, T don't think I ever
come to the Woaod gzany now that he's woing
away.”

“I'm onot going away, Cressy, nov—nor the
pup,”’ whispered Charlie, with some show of
stuggish affection that was nearly comical.

#«Oh ! bother,'* she cried pettishly, ¢ What
are you to Gemld 7+

HATL right said the boy,
composure, 1 know what "1 do
now—lashings of money—and we'v
of whiskey and wine and all sorts of things.
'l go, and Tl drink—drink—drink: We'll he
roaring drunk, won’t ; That's
what I'1l do, Cr

The warm-hearted girl surveyed hier droll ad-

mirer wonderingly. At first she nearly laughed,
Lot then she canght him round the neck and
kissed him affectionately.
o, ¥ Dear Charlie, you won't do anything so
dreadful 7 There's a daling,  But indeed,
indeed, Charlie; T am- <o fond of Gerald, I am
nearly dead from pitying him and longing to
Liave him back.”

Gerald O'Dwyer conld stand it no longer, He
felt his checks tingling with Dlood
was a strange.-choking sensation about his
throat. The artless disclosure of love fell not
on a soil of coxcombry, but on a decp true
heart, to whose wounds it was balm; to whose
weariness, hope. He no longer asked himself
did he love Cressy Arislade: he felt only that
she filled his thoughts deliciously.

He craved one more embrace, one revel in the

80,7 with perfect
Dad is rich

e hig cellar

we, Snoozer?

, and there

new light that shone upon them, if only to
leave its trail of memory brightening the dark

ways he had to travel, DBut his judgment
Ariumphed. over the desive. He stole away
noiselessly to the cover of the wood, profitting
by the reverie of Cressy and Charlic and the
pup, and emerged far down the side of the
mountain just as Fathcr John was trotting
~ home from the “sick-call *? with a furious 'lppc-
tite for dinner.

The priest’s ‘dinners were ag good as himsclf.
There was luscious solidity about the ham in. its
frosted glory, and there was decp meaning in
the well-browned turkey—none of your France-
telli“gewgaws, but ‘healthy fare for a healthy

appetite, quickened with one of the choicest
vintages of Torttgal and crowned with the
bloom of native hospitality. ‘

Gerald never hefore saw plensure so rationally
enthroned.. Only pure strong hearts ean build
it such temples, high above the veach of eare or
pollution: ante-chambers of Tappiness, with
only Death lring hetween,

But it was not till the viands were vemoved
and the timblers plneerd that Father John blos-
somed into Ml satistaction with himself and
the worli,  Tn a dark corner of the chiffonnier
there was alittle keg, which, it is no slander
on his reverence to say, never saw the light of
a guager’s countenance, and which, on heing
tapped, gave forth a whitish yellow flnid of ap-
petising odour,

Two ««tiff ' tumblers of the ontlawed Taxnry,.
with the blinds drawn and the turf-fire blazing
completed Gerald’s conviction that ¢ the Tope
must lead a pleasant 1ife,” if an Trish Parish-
priest only imitafes him at a distance,

«There's that in whiskey-punch,” remarked
the host, dogmatising comfortably over his
tumbler, “ which if men were not so often hensts,
micht be enlled nobility. 1t goes stinight to
the heart while wine dallies on the palate: itis
sunshine to man's hest sympathies; if there be
not too much of it to.blast and burmn them.”

 Petween your punch and . your philosophy,
sir, T find I've emptied my tumbler.”

“Fill it again, my boy; temperance is a
areater virtue than abstinence any day, T abhor-
the fellow who will dvink himself info Devilry,
but, upon my word; I don’t think much better
of the man that isn't human, But, hother the
moualising ! I want to have a serious chat'with-
vou, Gerald. You won’t be ashamed to tell me
all.your troubles.”

A warm pressure of the hand assured him his
inmost heart lay open for his reading, '

¢ Your poor father has left you in difficulties,.
I know ; but are things as bad as people say 7

Without reserve Gerald O'Dwyer related the
whole story of his ruin, His host was nlmost
specechles with surprise and grief,

CWhat | Castle, estites and all gonel Gerald,
this is'a fearful trinl, fearful for you and me, for-
all of us. My boy, you have need of all your
courage to fiuce such a misfortunc.”

¢ As for myself, sir, it does not lcrnﬁ me
much; but somechow lhc associations of this
place have enslaved me terribly. I feel myself”
part of a system which it is agony lo see taken
to pieces: - T'here isn't a blade of grass in this.
valley I don't feel some sympithy with, Every
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urchin in those old cabins has some tie upon
my heavt”

¢ Do not. be nshamed of it, my hoy:7il is the
grand belief of our ree——the human heart alone
could rale the world. But,
noble delusion,”

S 1 have often felt il is,”

“ Believe i, Bah! T have seen the system
in full blomn in Kilsheelan, und T have ennght
some of its infection.  For many a long day 1
have seen rude happiness transport our poor
people heyond their wrelchedness, and 1 have
rejoiced with them, and yet it was only a trans-
port which Dlinded them to the inevitable end.
T any one could have erented a Paradis
human infirmities, yowr father's great
would huve done it yel we know

alas! it is only a

among

heart
1

¢ True—thnt he has only created o Parndise
for fools—ihat it has already tumbled on his
own head, and is going to overtake his people,
Still T sympathise with his rashne
“ T do, myself, deeply,
heroism,

ot}

It was an unhappy
Yt look at those that called themselves
his peers and see how great ideas lose (heir
purity ' While ‘he Jlavished -unscltishly; they
lavished, too, in pampering their own Drutal
tastes, and their gnins came out of the sweat of
1he people—ontof exactions that made industry
penal, and debased loyalty into servile pander.
There was'something to lose in thelr caricature
of the golden age: but it was o caricature,
They idealixed selfishly, and harved out reason
from their temples”

T feel you judge them rightly, siv: hut they
have suffered nobly for their errovs.”? ‘

# They have,” said the priest, bowing meekly
o t:hu unintentional rebulke of his zeal, ¢ Per-
haps-T have been uncharitable to them, after
all. If T have, Gemld, blame my anxicty
keep you from imitating their follies,”

Gerald presserd his hand warmly, and added
with a smile:. »

to

“You have the besf possible ground for con-
fidence on that score, sir: none but-princes cun
have princes’ follies.”

# Nonsense, boy, you have ten golden years
to make yourself a prince.  Whether I live for
it or no, Kilsheelan will be itself agnin.”

¢t 14 will'not be my fault, if it is not,”
Gerald O'Dwyer, resolutely.

“But there is a ¢ meantime? o he bridged
over—that ugly morsel which- sticks in the
throat of young resolution. Will you stay in
Treland 7 My house is your custle as Iong us
there's a thatch on the roof”

# I know it, sir; but T cannot stay in Treland,

said

Ttis o land of puzales to me, which 1 have lml
no time to unravel

Father O'Mearn sighed deeply,

“ You are right, perhaps.  He who stays in
Treland ean only hew—-!

“ A rebel 17 broke in O'Dwyer, with unwonted
impetuosity.

A rebel—ay, if he is o man
priest, his eye kindling
dush his braing against a rvock,

cried the
responsively.  # And
God forbid T

should advise you to devoly yourself to such a
fute.”
aNo: I don't know what the future may

bring ; but for the present Franee will he my
home.?

w1t is the true theatre of manhood, my hoy.
But, that point settled, there is another Stay 7

Before Gerald conld divine his meaning, he
was out of "the room. Tn his own bedroom, in
lis own double-locked trunk, and in the deepest
andd shadiest corner thereof, Father John kept a
little Plack hox, which he never opencd save at
Christmas and Easter, and then only to make
some mysterious addition to its contents.  Ie
wrenehed it open now without ceremony, and
exposed ity trensure o the rude gaze of the-
world.. Thirty go]den sovereigns !

Thirty ! He counted them again half sorrow-
fully, They were the hoard of thirty-five years'
anxious gathering; with which it washis darling
ambition one day to have raised an altar in the
little village chapel that would make the world
aape in wonder at the restored splendour of
religion. Many an hour he had
dreamed and dreamed the fond design, till he
could faney every glory of the lubcrnucle, and -
picture the very candelabr in all their brazen
magnificence. ow he had scen the little trea-
sure grow from its fust metalic morsel 1 1ow
it multiplied in the slow years:! What rapture,
every Christmas and Easter as the dream came
nearer, always nearer! The hosannas that
would sound around his altar were already in
his cars,

Thirty golden sovercigns ! T'hey would never
come again! Never! Thivty-five yearsimore,

and many

there would Dhe another parish-priest in Kil-
sheelan, . :
Tooh ! Tt was an instant’s regret.e In the

next, he gnthered the yellow pieces in his hands
and hwried with them to the parlour,

¢« Gold 1 he cried langhingly, ¢ My riches
won’t shock you ; but such as they ave, my boy,
they've yours with'a thousand ‘bles ssings.

tCFather John, T cannot (e]l you how much
I tH
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¢ Not a word, sir, till you put these few
sovereigns in your pocket, and Iet us have as
little as possible abont gratitude afterwards.”

Gerald was completely overcome, but he
found opportunity to suy :

# I thank you from my heart, sir, indeed 1
do; but I am not left quite a Leggar,

t Don't use those nasty words, my boy, or
you'll offend me.”

T ask pardon, sivg sincerely © T know well
the spirit of your otfer, and would aceept it
without qualm, if there was need. But happily,
there is none: my poor father has left
Farran farm quite uncncumbered.”

the

t Phew ! why my couple of sovercigns

Deggary beside your riches after all, you rax
“They're valued all the same, sir, believe

me.
But 1 am just reminded—you can serve me in

another way, and 1 make no scruple of :nsking!
you to.”

# Pity you don’t ask a black stranger!”

# 1 will ask you to take the management of i

Farran while I am away, It is a small ])]:lCt"E

but it will at any mte keep me above want, and, !

if you take it Into your hands, T know it won't |

be Less profitable.”

£ ALy dear boy, 'l ke it grow gold for

‘you, it man can do it.  But what's that? Don't

© you faney yousee a green glare on the curtaing 2
v & T did—it was like lightning.”?

# The night is quite clear, See! thiere it is|

again 1 ]

# Ay, and Trighter! ITeavens! ‘tis fire 1"

Both sprang to the window together, A fierce
glow, which the surrounding darkness made
ficreer, reflected jtself across the valley and in
the sky; but where it came from puzzléd both
of them to discover. "It was not from the vil-
luge, which lay within view and wrapt in the
lurid light. Tt must be somewhere behind the
cottage—somewhere on the mountain side—
somewhere near the Castle !

(7o be continued.)

Look most to your spendings. No matier
what comes in, if more goes out you will always
be poor.. The art is not in making money, but
in keeping it ; little expenses, like mice in a
barn, when there are many, make great waste,
Hair by hair heads grow bald ; straw Dy straw
the thatch goes off the cottage, and drop by drop
the 'aiﬁ'comcs in the chamber, . Abarrel s soon
empty if the fap leaks but a drop a minute;

" when you mean to save, begin with your mouth ;

many things pass down the red lane,
jug is a great waste,  In all other things keep
within compass,  Never streteh your legs
further than the blanket will streteh, or you will
soon be cold.  In clothes, choose suitable and
lasting stufl) and net tawdry fineries. 'I'o be
warm is the main thing, never mind the looks.
A fool may make money, but it needs a wise
man to spend it.  Ilemember it is casier to
build two chiminevs than to keep one going.
If you giveall to back and hoard, thereis noth-
ing lefi for the savings bunk.  Fare hard and
work hard while you are young, and you will
have a chance to rest when you are old,

The ale

-
THYE LORD'S PRAVER ILLUSTRATED.
BY PIERRE BERNARD.

Our Father—
By right of crestion,
By bountitul provision,
By gracious adoption;

Who art In heaven—
The throne of thy glory,
The portion of thy children,
The temple of thy ungels;

Hallowed be thy name—
By the thoughta of our hearts,
By the words of our lips,
By the works of our hands;

Thy kingdom come—
Of pravidence to defend us,
Qf grace to refine us,
Of glory: to crown us;

Thy will be done on earth as it is in heaven—
Toward us without resistance,
Iy us withont conmnpulsion,
Universally without exception,
Eternally without declension;

Glre us this day our anily bread—
Of necessity for our bodies,
Of eternal life for our souls;

.And forgive us our trogpasges—
Against the commands of thy law,
Against the grace of thy gaspel; .

As we forgive them that tresspass aguinst us—
By defuming our ch LTS,
By embezzling onr property,
By abusing or persons;

And lead ua not into temptation, but deliver us from
evt Of overwhelming afflictions,
Of worldly enticements,
Of satants devives,
Of error's geduetions,
Of sinfulaffeciions;

Amen, .
Asg itis thy purpnses,

So it s thy promises,
So be it in our prayery,
S0 it shall be to thy praise.

> —AD—o-

Tus love of one’s native country is a senti--
ment deeply imprinted in the hearts of men.
God has made it the principle of great socinl
and pullic virtues,
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IRISH MUSI

¢.

iNought enn muke the pulses beat, or heart’s bload leap
along,

Like the soft and duleet eadence of gome proud old
Irish gong.'

We need not be ashamed or afraid to compete
with nny other nation in the musical depart-
ment, No country is so prolific in vxquisite
melodies as Treland, "They stand nnparalleled,
towering above those of any other land,

Who has not heard the “Harp that once,? the
tCoolin,* the # Lust rose of Swnmer)? « Garry-
own,” the “Meceting of the walers,” {he 3 inis-
trel Boy,” or other soul-inspirving airs, withont
a thrill of pleasure, if not of rapture, coming
aver his spirit and pervading all his fueultics
with @ henrtfelt ¢motion not soon to be for-
cotien,
Mozart, Haydn or IHandel, with the fire and
measured echoes of German and Talian music,
Thy prefatory symphony of one of the hest
compositions of Haydn, the German composer,
wis taken from irenn,? an old
Trish aiv.  Tlandel said he would rather be the
muthor of “Aileen Aroon! one of Moore's pro-
ductions, than the most exquisite of his musical
compositions, including, we suppose, his or-
atorio of #M'he Messial,” which he wrote under
the inspiration of a Dublin audience, by whom
he was received with unbounded enthusiasin
after he ecame from London, where he nearly
starved for want of patronage, More than the
applause of the thentre, the praise of his operas,
fantasies and overtures, on which his fame as a
composer depended, he preferred to be' the
authorof an [rish melody. 1t requires musical
genius to apprecinte a masterpicce.  Handel's
genius made him love the beauty of thenir, Tt
fell with spiritualized, elaslic pleasure on the
great master’s ears,  Ile felt the gem was
there, the soul of song that requires no over~
wrought varialions, no meretricious aids to
heighten the fine emotions produced on the en-
raptured spirits by its intrinsic merit,

Ircland has truly carned the title, ¢ Island of
Song.”” In carly days her bards were the most
honored of men, Favors were hestowed on
them, too. They sat at the right hand of the
king at the festive board, and the ancient
sumptuary ‘law accorded them privileges as
were accorded to none others except those of

. prineely rank. ‘
~'T'he warrior who had signalized himself by
his prowess on the ficld of baitle, who retarned
‘crowned with the laurels of victory, who was
received with the neclamations of an admiring

They rank - with the compositions of

“Dhonla nan

one

people, did homage to the bard, as he:
could make his fume immortal, rince the Irish
people’s great chavacteristic was a love for song.
I'n latter days, when England, witli a tyranny
scarcely parrndleled in the history of barbarous
nations, strove to prevent the Irish race from
heing edueated, they were kept familiar with the
history of their bleeding country by the chroni-
cles of the bards,  1ler sons rushed to baitle to
the beautiful strains of the hurp, and the most
valiant in hattle were generally the most skilfnl
on the instrument, ¥ that once through Tara’s
halls its soul of music shed.”

Music was universally cultivated, and it was
mainly insirumental in keeping alive a warlike
and national spirit in {he land.

When England endenvored {o subjugate the
Trish, knowing the firm hold music had on that
unconquered and  unconquerable race, she
songht to root it out of the uul by means of the
most horrible in history.  Her soldiers burned
our churches and records; they did all in their
power to wipe out onr traditions ; with harbaric
hate they tore the strings of our loved harp
asnmiler; they silenced the peals of the organ,
and banished thechoral worship to forest gloom,
silent eavern and rocky shore ; and the Gregor-
ian, so holy and calculated o raise the soul to
Leaven, was no longer to be heard within the
horders of unthappy Erin. Thus the harp, string-
less and silent,

fONow hangs as mute nn Tara’s walls
Agif that soul were fled.”

There is an inspiration in Irish muasic.
Though moss-covered with age; it still bears the
frngrance and beauty of youth.  Its strains are
unrivalled ; coming down through the path of
time, it becomes dearer to us as the sun's rays
increase in heat -while passing through the
clouds, Toits enlivening and soul-stirring
strains, falling on fhe fiery Trish hemrt like
sparks of clectric fire, the Irish soldier has
rushed on the foe with a dauntlessness un-
surpassed by mortal men in the annals of
war, ‘

By the waters of Dabylon the Hebrews sat
down and weptwhen they thought of Zion. So
Ly the walers of ¢ strange, but happier l:mds,”
wreathed with the dazzling gems of liberty, the
poor ¢ ¢ exiles of Brin” are often thrown into &
weeping attitude when they listen to those
sweet meladies *which remind them of “the
beautiful isle of the sea.  Tears in that case are
not wnmanly. It is only o tribute paid to the
overwhelming emotions caused by the enchant-
ing influences of our nation’s music.
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Wanj Tue Pavsey; Tue Curnen—Specula-
tion is rvife us o the pmb'ﬂnlxlg of & Juropean
war, at no distant day. ‘The eleents of thought
on this subject are many, bhut those most active
and potent are, the Lumilintion of Irance, con-
sequent 1tpon the late war, and the supposed

discomifiture of the Papacy, fuce 2 fuce with the i
Itatian Government, It is also considered that |
jto control it bad men of seeret, and other

Prassia fearing, according to Marshal de Moltke,

N . P . i
that her new boundaries require strengthening,

and thai the hatred of France; and the envy
of other nations, render it necessary to consoli-

date hier power, \-‘nun\d again enter the fiehd of

fight, and- deal further heavy blows, both as o
protection and o warning,  We see less likeli-
Twod of {rouvle arising from this last view than
from any other that Lins been put forth,  If the

- astute Morshal, and his colleagues, ever enter-

tained such a project, we think thcy have scen
cause to abaudon it. France has shewn too
much vitality to admit of a rash, or wholly un-
just atiack upon lier.  She fell, no doubt, in the

late war, and great was her fall! but resurgo .
resiliens; she indeed arose again, and with ag

Lound.

In his Budget speech, or annual financial
statement, as Chancellor of the Exchequer, a
few years ago, Mr. Gladstone said of France
that; ¢ because of the immense resources of the
country, and the energy and wonderful thrift-
iness of its people, one need feel less anxicty
for its future security and strength than for the
stability of any other European Government.”
Remarkable words, and almost verified to the

- letter by'the manncr in which this great country

lately met the enormous levies of Pruss
Besides, ‘it is far from being probable that
France would be agnin obliged to go to war
witliout any ally. There are not wanting in-
dications in England, in Parliament and among
the people, -that the effective and honorable
Crimean alliance is still remembered. It being
improbable, then, that Prussia intends a war
of aggression, arc we to anticipate that France

will rashly altempl to reverse the terrible deci-
sion at Sedan?  Surely not. I*ar difterent is
the duty which lics before her. Iirst, she is
bound humbly to acknowledge that her chas-
tiscment was deserved ; that her ery “ a Berlin)
was founded in eriminal pride, and precipitated
Lier unhappy, and then bewildered Emperor to
his ruin.  Next she must, in this spirit, and
invoking the aid of God, 8eck to restore a stable,
Lonest, and cflective government, It w c)uld
not grieve us to see a Republic well established
in France; our political desives tend in that
direction, and as Catholics we feel we are free
to cherish them.  When Irotestantism came it
found several Itepublies in Europe, and but one
arbitray government, Russia, which was not in
communion with the Holy See. But, neither
in France nov Spain can a Republic take deep
root; not that the mass of the people are inimi-
cal, or unfit, but that they would not be allowed

socictics, which: now abound, would be con-
tinually in the froni, and with that during and
ingenuity which ‘the devil bestows upon his
volaries, would unceasingly hold sway, The
people of order and religion in those and kindred
countries, seem: {o us to'want comage. "They
yield, and pray, and {o the latter we have
no oljection, but why not put the shoulder to
the wheel sometimes,

All things considered, we are of opinion that
a limited, or constitutional monarchy, with fair
popular representation, from which would flow,
of coursd;, a_wholesome extent of municipal
power, are the best means whereby to secure
order, civilization, and healthiul temporal pro-
gress m,tho:su ancient, and once grand Catholic
countries ; and we arc not without hope that
such a consummation will not be mueh longer
withhell. We have faith in the Carlists, —
hrave and true men l—and although the I xunch
Monarchists, or rather their chief and his im-
mediate confidants, try our paticnee, and often
baftle our calculations, we still hope on, believ-
ing that the hand of God is nigh, soon to shape
things to His glory, and the good of souls.
Much is said just now of a restoration of the'
E mpire, and certainly the partizans of the bold
project are -active and somewhat skllful but
have they sufficiently calculated the ddngcr
involyed in’ the youth and evident want- of
adequate (,ﬂ.p.’l(,lt) in him they call Napoleon 1V,
and the deep hatred of his good Catholic mother
enterlained by the Protestant world? iThese,
if they do not constitute an nmmmountablu
barrier {o the re-entrance to thc’J.‘v.ullqucs of the
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amiable Prince, would certainly not admit of a
presperous, or a long reign.

Adverting {o the Papacy, and ‘the position
which it oceupies townrds the Ttalinn Govern-
ment, humanly speaking, we must admit it is
powerless,  What can the Pope do at this
moment?  What human means are at his com-
mand?  Bismarck dielales the poliey of IHaly,
has prostrated Austrinand sadly erippled France.
Russia, brulalized by long and obstinate schism,
sces no duby in aiding the Pope,  England,
though not entirely ignorant that ¢ the secular
cannot stand on the sccular alone,” and that
religion is the lex suprema, is yet too generally,
and too deeply Protestant to admit of even a
thought in favor of Rome, Dircet interference
between'the Ttalian Government and the Pope,
In favor of 11is Iloliness, cannot at present bhe
expected from any quarter of the globe; but
matters may not be long so. - Monarchy restored
to France and Spain, Catholic dipolmacy would
soon revive ; Bismarck’s difficulties in Prussian-
izing Germany—at this moment serious enough
—wonld increase ; Catholic Austrin would as-
suredly rally to the fight; and bankmpt Haly
be brought to grief.  All this is. the more pro-
“bable because ‘'of the strength and ardéur of the
Catholic faich, and the increase of Catholic
picty, throughont the world. Never has there
been an ern when the faith shone brighter, and
persccution had less of the effect intended.

So far as the Church is concerned, Bismarck
is'alrcady foiled ; Catholic Germany scorns him .
and the Holy Father not only does not fear
him, but dared to tell him that he, and ail other
Protestants, are, in a certain sense, subject, to
the See of St. Peter, Glorious Poutifi! Im-
mortal Church 1! % By whatever testshe is tried
triumphant does she come forth,  If Ly the
queslion of ‘numbers, her adherents have never
been so numerous as at this hour ; ifof doctrine,
she is teaching now all that she hasever taught;
if of wnity, a well-known "German Protestant
observed that her members, of every race and

. tongue, were ‘more absolutely of ‘one mind
than at auy period since 'the Couneil at Nice j°
if of authority ,no such prodigious example of
its undiminished power has, perhaps, ever been
witnessed, from the foundation'of Christianity,
as she has displayed since -the Council of the
Vatican.. Not one of her thousands of Bishops
has refused to accept the decree of Infallibility,
though encouraged to do so by all the temporal
princes, and almost all-the organs of public
opinion - in tho ‘world.:. The. handful . of
dissidents—~a - {6\ .German  professors,—have

totally failed to attract followers, although the
forces of the world were all on their side, and
have only added fresh Iustre to the spiritunl, by
meanly soliciting . the favor aid protection of
the secular authority, The Church which is
able to do such things in this nincteenth cen-
tury, by her own inherent power,and in onc of
the darkest periods of her political fortunes,
is entitled to a respectful hearving, and will
receive it from all but fools and fanatics, ‘f'o
men of independent thought, she presents,
at this hour, the most astonishing spectacle,
the most inexplicable combination of political
weakness and spiritual vigor of which human
reason has ever been invited to suggest a plaus-
ible explanation. It was asaying of Gocethe,
¢ When*l sce great. cffects, I am apt to suppose
great causes, and it is the part of true phil-
osophy to examine and unfold them,
—eg P
Mn. Berr axp tue Manouis or HArTINGTON o~
What Trishman has not read with a gratification
bordering on pride, Mr. Buit’s letter of July
22nd; to the Marquis of Hartington, wherein he
refuses point blunk to allow himself to he en-
rolled s an original member of the new Liberul:
Club. TIf.is a retort with u vengeance to the-
insult offered (o Ireland, at an early period of
the lute session, by-a majority of the old Reform

-Club, in rejecting n proposal to admit several

new Irish members, because of their disloyal
tendencies.  Jtis also n crushing refutation of
the charge so persistently urged by a certain
class of Irishmen against Mr. Butt and his fol-
lowers, that they are not Nationalits at heart,
but Liberals in disguise. : .

The noble Marquis' will not soon forget the
severe,-but well merited rebuke which he has
just received, It was an impertinence on his
part to offer membership to the Home Rulers
after the glaring ofience which his. party had,.
only a few weeks previously, perpetrated to-
wards them. 1t may be that in-his patriotic
eagerness to reconsiruct the Liberal party on-
o firm basis, he forgot the insult,:and in that
blissful oblivion; - tendered - the invitation . to
which M, Butt's letter is a very pertinent reply,
We fancy that his memory is sharper now than

it was then,

-~ DBut even had therc been no insult to resent,
Mr., Butt would, with the ‘same- firmmess, have
declineéd. to “become o member of the Liberal
Club.” The‘factis that the Home Rulersarca
party in themselves, with o Club and © Whips”
of their own,  In policy they differ more widely
from the Liberal party than the latter does from



140 THE HARP.

the Conservative. On some questions they do,

st s true, agree with the Liberals, just as the

latter, on other questions, agree with the Con-
servalivers, - But so wide is the main breach
between  them and the parly of whicl, Mr,
(illstone is, and the Marquis of Hartington
will shorily bLe; the- leader, that My, Butt de-
vlares that he dees not understand @ the mean-
ing ol Liberal opinions and Liberal policy as
applicd fo Treland,? since it was the Marquis
of Hartington himself who, under a Liberal ad-
ministriion, presented Lreland with an efticient
code of coercion laws,  This,; supported by the
independent line followed by the Home Itulers
in Lavliament, is, we repeat, a complete answer
to the charge that they are mere Irish Liberaly,
rigged out, for purposes of their own, in the
garh of N Cationalists,

Another proof, if anoiher were wanting, that
the Home Rulers are not, and cannot he, mem-

. bers of the Marquis of Hartington’s party, is the

presence of the renegade O'Donoghue in the
Liberal ranks, where, owing to his glib tongue
and hoidenish demeanor, he is a tower of
strength. Such & mercenary, and his asso-
ciates, one and all, honest men like the Home
Rulers, are in duiy bound to shun. So intense
is their dislike of him; and his of ‘them, that
Christian . forbearance alone prevénted two of
their number, Mr. Buit and Major: 0'Gorman;
from publicly chastising hint on different oe-
cusions: :

To the fifty-nine brave and (lctummcd men,
who have succeeded in having “l(’lllSLl\Ch
recognized in-England as a party distinct from

Jboth the Conservative and the Liberal; who

shun the fullowship of The 0'Donoghue, beuu-
ideal of anc Ieish Liberal, and Ballykilbeg
Johuston, beau-ideal of an Irish Conservative ;
whiolutve the confidence of the clergy and people
at home, let Trislonen abroad, and particnlarly
in:Canada, give a hearty support.  Remember
that an carly disgolution of Parlinment is cer-

- win, I'he Chaneellor of the Exchecquer has

intimated that it may  take place helore the

_close of 1875, Then awother appead will be

made to the Irish people, and, with God's help,
and fair play, the fifty-nine Home Rulers will
be increased to seventy-five at least., In the
nieam time:let us, on this side of the ocean, e
not too eager to censure or blame; but rather
. let us encourage, by word and deed, so that the
mentablc triumph may be .carlier and glc.ucr-

————t

l’mno‘. others, if you desire to be p»lrdom.d
yvourself,”. - - ; ; :

AMNESTY AND Prace.—~We agree with Arch-
bishop Tache that ¢ the word ¢ Amnesty """ in
speaking ot the Red River insuwerection, s
already given rise {o such an amotnt of pre-

Jjudice, and excited such reerimination that it

is talher a delicate subject to enter upon’ Our

purpose in approaching it, is not to add fuel fo

the fire of discord which burns so fiereely

{hroughout the land, bul,as o disinterested party,

to draw a few logicn! conclusions from what-we

have heard and read for and against the amnesty,

We lay particular stress on the word disinterested,

beeause the quarrel is betwixt the partizans of
Louis Licl on the one side, and. the friends of
Thomas Seoit on the vther, and Irish Catholics,

as w body, ave not numbered in the ranks of
cither party,  Politieal wire-pullers have tried

to conx us into the fray, by raising a religious
ery, and telling us that, as Catholies, we should
sympathize with the Freneh  Canadians and .
Metis, The question per se is not of Catholic

interest ; per accidens it is partially, as the Arche

bishop of 8t. Boniface and his clergy are prom-

inently connected therewith, But the issue, no

matler what it may be, will not, in owr humble
vpinion, interfere with the frec exercise of the

Catholic religion in Manitoba, and, therefore,
we must be excused if we refuse to assume any

other than a strictly independent stand.

The Report, just published, of the Committce
appointed by the House of Commons to inguire
into the North-West troubles, and to ascertain,
if possible, ‘whether an amnesty was really
promised by the late Govermment, or any mem-
ber thereof, reveals some startling facts. That
amnesty was promised, not, indecd, in any
written doctument, but orally and repeatedly,
the evidence submitied by Archivishop Tache,
Father Richot, Mr, Masson, M.I%, Donald A.
Smith, Major Futveye, the confidunt in ftate
seerels of the late Siv George Cartier, and
Sir John A, MacDonald himself, estublishes
bevond the possibility of a doubt. So strong
are the proofs advanced, that the organs of the
present Administration; though chiefly hostile
to Ricl, admit, ungraciously cnough, that the
couniry is pledged, through its Ministers, fo
procure a complete amnesty ; and.they advise
their masters to fulfil the pledge, Aftera care-
tul perusal of this ponderous Report, we also are
satishied that an amnesty was really promised,
and that it cannot e honorably withheld, and
we hope that the ‘royul proctumation will not
be deferred any longer than necessary.

- Anotlier conclusion which we deduce. with
reluclance and regret is; that Sir John A, Mac-
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Donald’s conduct, in connection with the ques-
tien of nmnesly was deceitful in the extreme,
With his tongue he denounced Niel-in Ontario,
wid #wished to God he could eafeh the rascal 3
and with his hand—where was his heart 9—he
penned a letter to certain parties in Manitoba,
begging them fo indueé {hat same #raseal o
wn his candidatnre in Provencher in favor of
Sir John's own collengue, Sir (ieorge Cnr(iur;
amd o effuet this with ease, he inclosed a check
for 1000, to he handed over to the #rascal
with a hint that more would be forthcoming if
required,  What consnmmate duplicity !

Finally, we infer thal Louis Riel is, after all,
a mercenary. e accepled a bribe, four thous-
and dollars in ally to withdraw from the field,
and thus basely sold his own canse aud that of
the Metiz, which he hady only a few days before,
placed in the keeping of the cleciors of Pro-
vencher, A patriot would have rejected the
gold with scorn, We hope we do not judge the
man rashly, and shall be only too happy to
witke the amende honorable, if his friends will
explain, fo his own credit and our sn(isﬁl(‘iion,
the pirt he played in the questionable transac-
tion to which we have alluded, a thing which,
we fear, is impossible,

We are anxious, for two prineipal reasons,
that this unfortunafe dispuie should le setiled
speedily and satisfactorily to all concerned. We
would wish fo see peace restored to the country
at large, and Manitoba inhabited by thrifty
setllers,. These things oannot be. unless the
Government will deal promptly, impartially,
and sternly, with the disputants, and the latter
lay aside their prejudices. I Mr. McKenzie
will ouly turn a denf ear to the. threats of the
Loyel Orange Todge, and e¢arry out the engage-
ment of his predecessors in oflice, the first step
will be taken towards a final settlement of the
difticulty, The sccond must Le made by the
I'rench - Canadians - themselves,  They must
abandom their futile attempts to return Riel to
P'arlinment. These exasperate the Orangemen
who, after all, have feelings whicl should not
he treated with a too-marked contempt. Be
satisfied with the amnesty, and if it be a sacri-
fice to resign your wish to see your protege in
the House of : Commens, muke that sacrifice
cheerfully for the common weal,
fident that if the Government on the one hand,
and the friends of Riel on the other, will do as
we have indieated, the Orange -Lodges will

" abandon -Lheir resentment towards Riel, for it
wanld he useless to preserve it

We are con-,

) RPN
The history of nations is marked by cpochs,
in which life seems lo hurn with unusnal inten-
sity, and i new course isgiven (o the current of
existence. - OF these Trelwid has had, perhnps,
more than her share, vivious in charneter and
extent,  Not theleast remerkable, by the foreo
of vital energy displayed, nor the least tragic,
by the painful circumsiances which surrounded
it, was that. period of history. of which Joux
Mrrenens survives-fo spealk, himself a promi-
nent actor in the drmma, His return o his na-
tive land, after the long lapse of o quarler of o
century, s initself a fact of pathetic interest
for exile is a bitter thing at best, and, to those
whose thoughts and whose ¢motions centre on
their country it is the double and abiding pain )
of loss to head and heart.  But that interest
receives an unwonfed increase from this, that
in him we. have a visitor from another ern, as
surely as though he had risen from the dead, or
stepped forth in all the vigor of life from the
storied canvas of Maclise. The path of Time,
Jike the Roman read, is marked by the tombs
of distinguished men, and during the past
quarter of o century—the slated lifetime of a
generation—Ireland has given of her lest.
But the vacant spaces where moved her prin-
ciple men—that void which is in itself an epi-
{nph—cannot more strike the home-returning
exile than the change which denotes that an
cra has passed away,  When last he gazed upon
this country, it lay prostrate’ under the ravages
of o famine’ whase effects, as Lord Broughum
said, *surpassed anything in the pages of
Thueydides, on the canvas of Toussin, in the
dismal-chant of Dante.” ‘IMie political atinos-
phere was not less charged with chilling gloom
‘than was the Jand with desolation.  T'he splen-
did hopes which ihe genius of 0'Connell had
inspired, and which, likea brilliant irris, sprang
the Constitution of Graitan toward a future as
fair, over-trching an expectant nation, had
fuded and vanished before the thunderclonds of
force and famine that shadowed their desparing
faces. ' ‘ :
When ' the first Napoleon, in this Titantic
struggle with destiny, having failed “in his
supréme effort, was hindeved from escaping to’
the greit Western Republic, he was taken, on
board the Northumberland, to that istand which
was fated to Le his prison and his grave. 'I'hat”
same vear witnessed O'Connell’s fatal duel with
D'lsterre and the challenge sent by Teel in

answer to his defiance: . Tl wilnessed, also, the



k
1
]
i
3

142 THE IARD.

birth of that John Mitehell, whose retum from
the great Western Republic, which Bonapurte
sotght to reach in vain, follows the fall of the
Thivd anoléon and his flight from Yrance.
The Inment for the greab conqueror was rung
through all the valleys of Ireland, but in the
northern province a still more vivid memory
bound them to the Republic he had displaced,
Belfast had been the shining and burning light
of democratic Republicanism. T'he oil ‘was
supplied from the fount of Dissent, ard the
mateh from the flames of the Bastile. In that
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ponenis by a reference to his father's: fuith, .
Not far from O'Cahan’s Castle of Dungiven,
young Mitchell grew up in n sort of intellectunl
border lund, where the newest ideas of France

and of Amerien were mingled. with ‘old memo-

vies which breathed from every ruined ford and
speke in the echoes of every Gaelic glen, 1f
those tended to make him a Republican, these
eaptured his heart from cosmopolitism, and
made him revere o defeated: race and adore his
native d, The O'Cuhians had been vassals to
O'Neil, and oftiviated, with the O'llagnns, in

JOUN MITCHELL.

northern town the Volunteers had sprung to
life, there also hegan the first club of United
Trishmen, and thence radialed a warm demo-
cratic fervour which long characterized the ma-
jority of the men of Ulster. Almost every
Presbyterian clergyman was a centre ov contri-
Lutor, for the Regium Donum had not yet been
frozen # the genial current of iheir souls,” nor
chill salary ¢ repressed their noble rage.,”  The
Rev. Mr. Mitchell, like most of his brethcym,
was & United Irishman, and when, in aftertimes,
his son felt hound to protestagrinst O'Connell's
denunciation of the Society and the employ-
ment of physical foree, he thrilled even his op-

the inanguration of the chief, upon the Royal
rath, Born on' their territory, Mitchell gave
the tribute of hisintellect, and placed the prin-
ciple O'Neil upon a pedestal lofticr than, when
standing on "'ullichog, he surveyed his territory
from Lough Neagh to Strabane. Whilst his
son was still .o child, the Rev. Mr. Mitchell
left the mountains of Dungiven, and ecrossed
T'yrone to the more fertile soil nnd busier slopes
of Newry. In 1830 Trinity College opened
its gates to a new student, whose short life had
already witnessed the passing of the Catholic
Relief Act, and who this year found:the Vice-

roy in Dublin hent on’ ** tranquillising the old
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agcendeney,” by proclniming - down ' public
meebings and Repeal breakfusts,  ‘T'his did not
gravely disturb the northern student's course,
for five years lnter, having completed both his
colleginte edneation and Dis legal apprentice-
ship, he married, and soon sel up ns a solicitor
in Newry.,  O'Connell had made his motion
concerning Repeal in Parliament the previous
session; with a following of foriy-five, hut now
entered on five yenrs that teinl of Whig pro-
mises which terminated with the formation of
{he Loyat National Repenl Associntion in 1840,
I'nen he visited Belfust, hut. its soul was pos-
sesged of andemon.  North of Newvey there was
no jonrnal which advocuted the cause of Repenl,
except the Belfust Vindicator, then edited by
Charles Gavin Duffy, another northern destined
tfo-enter with Mitchell into close fellowship, to
undergo o voluniary banishment to the Anti-
podes, and whose second. retyrn’to Iveland
strangely synochrises with that of Mitchell,
ITaving paid a visit to Dublin-in 1842, there
was a proposal made him hy two young hut
stidions barristers, Thomas Davis and John B,
Dillen, that he should nndertake the ostensible
uditorship of a projected weekly organ, He con=
sented, and o’ new - enthusingm, that of litern-
ture, sprang up in the land, clothing with living
flesh the dry bones of history, giving a new
voice to the waves and hills, and attuning to
martial music the lovely lyre of Moore. The
Prolestants were taught 1o remember their
futhers who had striven for legistutive indepen-
dence, the Catholies to welcomeand encourage
their adhesion,  This ‘spirit_of nutionnl conci-
lintion permented all classes for a time, and
when, afteraseries of wonderful mass-mectings,
the great Tribune was cast into prison; and
caverad with contumely as the ¢ hoary criminal®
there was an indignant rally: to his side from
all elasses and w1l ereeds. :

This emotion it wns which first ealled John
Mitchell from his native North to an interview
with Daniel 0'Connell, He came, the Dhearer
of nn address from a public meeting of the men
of the county:Down, one of the most Protestant
districts in Ireland, Tt was o strange mecting,
In the midst of the prison garden rose w-hand-
some tent, surmounted by a green flag ; within
stood the majestic figure of the popular T'ribune
—1ih¢ Liberator, as they fondly called him—
welcoming with greious: gesture and geninl
smile the thronging deputations. There was
an infinite capacity of thought revealed by his
hroad brow and deep brain, whilst the mobile
l‘«;uturcs and brilliant eye marked the man apt

ab repurtee, gifted with might to call a slave to
munhood, and yetthe greater power of allaying
n passionate people’s wrath,  To him, the more
rigid northern with classic features, reserved
manner, and saturine humour, presented his
address, withdrawing after a cordinl greeting.
That was their first meecting, and, though
hedged by prison walls, the scene was one of
triumph.  Their lnst meeling was different in
every circumstance,

This visit was o turning-point in Mitchell’s
life, Ttdrew close the bonds of his aquaintance
with Davis until the warm friendship and ad-
wiration thus formed new-shaped his existence,
The influence of that gifted writer induced him
{o undertake to cdit'a volume for the projected
“Library of Ireland,” and he naturally. chose
the biography of Hugh O'Neill, whose princi-
pality from Limavady to Blackwater was fami-
liar to him, Constant counsel incrensed their
intimacy, and their feelings went together,
when, wearied of parades, Davis gave him the
« Artilerists’ Manunl,” saying this is what they
should begin to study. But suddenly, in 1845,
Thomas Davis died, No. man more .than. he
seems to have won the affection of his fellows;
whether opponents or acquaintances. . The
great Tribune wept for him amongst the moun-
tain solitndes of Kerry, us for a son.. Miichel
in the North mourned him as one mowrns an
only and dear Dbrother; admired for his genius
and loved for his kindness of heart. But the
void should be filled in the editorship of the
‘Nation,"and Mitchel, was chosen to succeed his
departed: friend. I the. journal lost in some
qualities, it lost nothing in force. Most young
writers of the day Delieved the cloak of Carlyle
had fallen upon kthem, and showed some.rem-
nant as proof ; but Mitchel was saved from any.
undue influence by originality of mind, inten-
sity of purpose, and a sarcastic humour which
whetted his incisive style. o

The consequence of this.change soon hecame
manifest. . The Ulsterman, born: to rights not
accorded to all, bred up in.the enjoyment of
privileges from which the Catholics had long”
been debarred; had not been trained too cauti-
ous reticence and long waiting. ~When an En-
glish writer denonnced Ireland he retorted with
a denunciation” of England. ~ His spirit was as
proud, his voice as.free, as the best of them,
and he felt it.intolerable that their reekless vi-

Auperation of all things Irish should be.passed

over in'silence, The London Ministerial jour-: .
nal, when thus expounding the wickedness of

Irishmen, advocated coercion, and took trouble
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to show that the railways then being made
would bring every part of the island within a
few hours’ drive of Dublin, and make its pro-
vinces of easy nccess to troops. ~ Milchel,
througl the Nation, vetorted thatrail voads
could be made impassible, troops intercepted
on them, and that rails could be hammered into
pike heads, The government could not under-
stand such a repartee. Dufly was indicted.
Mitchel undertook to conduct the defence, and
retained the venerable Tiobert Holmes, who, he
kuew, would not flinch from the cause of clients
whose principles he held, The celebrated de-
claration of Lord Denman; delivered in reference
to the jury-packing on the 0'Connell trial, was
then ringing in all ears; its influence was re-
spected, and the result was a divided jury,

Mr. Mitchel had soon after occasion to deliver
another address toanother imprisoned Irishman.
The Repeal members had resolved to remain at
home in Dublin, and declared that even if a
“call of the House” were made, the Sergeant-
at-Arms should seek them in Concilation Hall,
They went over, however, to oppose coercion,
and the opportunity was taken to name some of
them on committees. - O’Connell and-his son
gave way, O'Brien refused, and dissensions arose
in consequence of ‘these divided counsels. A
warm address was sent by the ©Eighty-two
Club” to O'Brien; and John Mitchel was ap-

* puinted onc of the deputation. He saw his

countryman confined in the cellar, and that
cellar; he ‘bas said,is the only part of the
Houses of Parlinment he has ever visited. - The
Whigs, on their return to office, held our in-
ducements in order {o stay.the Repeal agitation,
and the iden of entertaining any - of their pro-
posals led to much. warmth of feeling, Mr.
John. OQ'Connell asserted his position mare
vigoronsly than usual, and theu followed the
ever-to-be lamented. # secession” of the Young
Ireland party from Conciliation Iall, after an
attack upon their organ which was answered
by Mitchel and by Meagher. They formed the
“TIrish Confederation,” and, before a re-union
could be eftected through the efforts of the
clergy ; disaster rapidly succeeded disaster; until
the final crash came engulfing their brilliant
hopes "and scattering - the: banded ' friends
asunder.

Famine had fallen upon the land, with its
cloud of horrors unknown to ‘other peoples,
undreamt of by the men of this generation.- Tt
was nobt merely that thousands sickened of
slarvation and walked the land. gannt and
ghastly heralds of fast.following death. The

gasp of the dying, the silence of the dead—
these were awful and appalling.  But what
made the scene terrible was the henrtless howl
over-the going down of the Celt, the ruthless
ribaldry against the beggary of Trishmen, the
harsh theory of a ¢« surplus population® to he
exported like chattels, the frightful practice of
clearing out the stricken people. and laying
waste their homestends,  The one tracit want-
ing to make the pieinre the # abomination of
desolation” was given by the prate of sciolists
and the impeeility of an administration which
wasted invaluable resources hefore the eyes ot
the starving. The maladininistration in the
Crimea by the same officials who then ruled. in
Treland seemed her Nemesis.  During these
days, differcuces of party were hidden in the
gloom of ‘the nation, and Old and Young Ire-
land laboured cordinlly and cnrnestly to serve
their country and save her people.

The last meeting hetween O'Connell and
Mitchel was with this purpose.- 1t ocenrred-in
the relief committee’ rooms in Dame-Stieet,
The great Tribune sat, closely muflled, in his
chair, and as Mitchel,on taking the seat opposite,
bowed -profoundly to the Liberator, he was
answered by a stately inclination, Worn by
insidious illness, Droken by the burthen' of his
nation’s sorrows; he was, alas! how difierent
from that O'Connell who' had stood “definnt
against an empire’s threats) in defence of o
fallen race. Nothing remnined to him now
but to see the Father of his Faith, and to die—
to dic abroad, his intention unfulfilled, his
aspirtions \)lns(é(l, shorn of the sweet society
of friends, but strong -in the pure purpose of a
devoted life, and swrrounded by a nations love
and a world’s admiration; Tt was a sad mncet-
ing,this the last, between two - such men—for
though ‘the shadow of the prison walls” no
longer fell upon them, in their place came the
more lurid gloom of Famine and of Death.
Looking on each other—one aged, the other in
the prime of youth.—~they must have felt as
though they typified the Past and the Future.
They were, in truth, representatives of separato
things, of different races, and diverse idens.
Royalism and Republicanism looked -at each
other from their eyes.  One, the student of St.
Omer’s was bound by ties of blood and sympathy
with the Trish Brigade, which had served nnder
the White Flag of the Bourbons, and fallen with
it. - The other—the Ulster student of T'rinity—
guarded” in his father’s heritage the idens of
Eighty-Nine, which "had over-thrown the
PBastile and made Mounarchs tremble, ‘They
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parted, never-lo meeb again in life,  In a few
brief months the funeral of O'Connell swepl
slowly through the 1rish cupital, vast and wwful
as though it symbolised the obsequics of &
nution,: The agonising scenes which he wit-
nessed so wrought upon Mitehel's mind that he
revolled utterly against the policy of paticnee
orendurance. “He began o be seized by that
Berserkerrage to which he soon after gave defi-
ant ullerance.  For two years fiunine and its
nccompanying scourges had tortured the land,
and there seemed no immedinte prospect of an
end. It was cven apprehended that greater
suflerings were to come.  Soeiely was almost
reduced to chanos, No ministerin]l mind rose to
i level with the jmportance of the ocension,
The problem was to relieve the peasantry with-
out ruining the gentry. The solution offered
set class againgt cluss, and wrecked the fortunes
of both landlords and tenants,  Statesmanship
had apparently died out in England, whose
Parliament wrangled like & petty corporation,
and whose leaders acled like vestrymen set to
rule an empire,  The principle London papers,
instead of seizing the chance of concilisting
two countrics in: the misfortune which had
stricken one, gave a loose rein- Lo spiteful recii-
mination, which would have been childish had
it not been ignoble, mischievousand malignant,
"The late Lord Derby thought the occasion good
for deliberately accusing the Lrish clergy of
connivance in the “sanguinary crimes of {(he
peasantry ;" and others improved upon the text,
dooming the country {o depopulation, Cocr-
cion bills were introduced by men who had stig-
matised covrcion, and respect for puulic fuith
was shaken to its base,

The army in Ireland was employed in scizing
the. crops fur rent, as it had been for tithes some
years before. The coincidence led Mitehel to
aldvise the. peasantry {o consider whether they
ghould not. repeat the anti-tithe tacties, anl or-
ghnize u general strike against rent, until they
had seeured a suficiency of food. These views
he suggested in the Nuation; but finding: that
Dufly, its proprictor, could not endorse his pro-
jeet of passive “resistence, with dn occasionat
conflict, he left the journal in company. with
his friend Devin Reilly. ‘They advocated this
programme orally in club and committce, until
Smith O'Brien, hustening to Dublin, introduced
“cerfain resolutions into {he Confederation dis-
avowing their views, and objecting to the use
of such langunge in the orgnnisation. - John
Martiy presided, and the resolutions were pussed
after two days’ debale, iniwhich all the Young

Ircland chicftains opposcd the two friends, with
the exception of Bugene O'Reilly, afterwards o
Turkish colonel, In consequence of: this deci-
sion, Mitchel and his adherents, to- the number
of two hundred, withdrew from the Confedern-
tion. Thus the secession from the newspaper,
which took place in December, 1847, was fol-
lowed two months later by the secession from
the Confederation, on Lhe Sth of February, 1843,
Mitehel resigned his oflice of Inspectorof Clubs
in Ulster, where numerous Repeul organisiations
had been formed amongst both Protestants and
Cutholics.  On the following Snturday appenred
the first number of the United Irishman, The
excitement it caused was extreme, the demand
for it enormous ; for, as Lord Stunley stated in
the House of Lords, copies were ecagerly pur-
chased for half-a-crown a-picce.

Nor was the stir unaccountable, for the open-
ing article was in the form of a letter #to the
Right Hon. the Eurl of Clarendon, Englishan,
calling himself her Majesty’s Lord Licutenant
General and General Gevernor of - Ireland.”
That Viceroy had not incrensed his popularity
by his employment of a notorious hack, to vi-
tuperate the Young Irelanders.. The scandal of
the quarrel bLetween employer and employed
noised the secret farand wide, Mitchel challenged
him {o openstrife. e declared he would mys-
tify him by eandid specch, confessed the creed
of Ninety-Eight in all things, but rejected
seereey, which gave oceasion forspies, - e was
willing to admit any detective whom the Vice-
roy should send, provided the man was “sober
and honest.” Tir fine, e declared, he would
make the Viceroy abandon the pretence of Con-
stitutional form;and pack a jury to try him,
or else he would have an acquittal. . In either
case, he should obtain a trivmph, by extirpating
the last shred of “constitutional agitation,”
againgt. which he now resolutely set his face
and shot his sharpest shafts. "To cap the climax of
excitement, before the third number hind appear-
ed, news came that the French had dethroned
their King, Louis Philippe, and soon the whole
Continent of Europe caught the contagion, and
the fever-flush of revolution quickened the popu-
lar heart, andset every eye a-stare with anticipa-
tion. Sicily had risen; Lombardy had risen,
the grave Teutons were going wild. - The Ause,
trian Kaiser and the Prussian King bowed {rom
their balconics, uncovered before their excited
citizé}ls, and none could-tell what the end might
- In Ireland, th‘is ntelligence * brought, the
Mifchel party and the Confederation together.
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‘0'Brien, in the middle of March, moved an-ad-
dress to the French Republic, and proposed the
organisation of a ¢ National Guard,” Mengher
supported him, and for the speeches then made
they were indicted. The visit to Franee fol-
lowed ; the Ivish tricolor of green; white and
orange was decreed, martial clubs were organ-
ised, and the talk was of pikes and barricades.
It was a time of hot specch, for even the staid
‘Recorder of Dublin had declaved defianee (o
any Government which should mutilate the
Bible and was ready to cry, ““T'o your tents, O
Isracl.” The first trial of O’Brien and Mengher
(for sedition) resulted in divided juries, and,
as the trinl of Mitchel approached, several
journals openly urged the Government to des-
troy the Constitution in order to convict, There

- were rumours of an intention to concede to this
plan, and the proceedings were walched with
Jjealous care and sharp suspicion. When it was
found that the juries drawn were ‘even more
favorable than the former, the two prosecutions
entered against him for sedition were dropped,
on the 13th of May; butin the evenitig he was
arrested on the charge of having committed the
new offence known as “treason-felony.”

The expected day had arrived at length. e
: i stood in the dock "“"herc Robert Emmet had
‘ ‘stood and spoken his ' memorable speech. His
counsel swas that pnfriolic youth's brother-in-
law, Robert Holnies, wha had never etered that
courtsince the day when his relative was borne
thence to the seaffold.  Almost the first words
; of his counsel were a comment on the three
indictments. #The foremanof the grand jury,”
he said, “having been asked if the jury had
found bills against the prisotier, ‘replied, ¢ Oh,
yes; we find him guilty of sedition.” ‘Gentle-
men,’ said the officer of the court, * he is not
“indicted for sedition.! *Well,'said the foreman,
¢we find him guilty of treason.’ < But, gentle-
‘men; again interrupted the officer, ¢ the crlmrgt{
against Mr. Mitchel is for felony! ¢Oh, no
“matter,’ eaid the foreman, “sedition, treason, or
felony, it is all the same to us.’ ‘Andso it
“would be with the Attorney-General, provided
only you find him guilty.” A vigorous speech
-followed, -and -the stern old Roman rose after
-the trial to declare himself responsible for every
-sentiment he had uttered as counsel.

The: verdict of guilty, anticipated from the
‘jury, was pronounced amid profound silence,
but the severe sentence was followed by mur-
. muys, that were stilled suddenly, as the voice
of the prisoner washeard. ““Thelaw has done
‘its'part? he said, andhehis  he liad challenged

Lord Clarendon, and had conquered ; for he had
shown that # hier Majesty’s Government sus-
{ained itself in Ifeland by packed juries—by
partisan judges—Dby perjured sheriffs.”  Buaron
Lefroy interrupted him. MHe declared he repented
of nothing. ¢“'T'he Roman who saw his hand
burning to ashes promised that three hundred
should follow out his enferprise,  Conld he nof
pronise one, for two, for three 27! he nsked, in-
dicating his friends, Reilly, Martin and Meagher,
But a cry arose, “I'romise for me—and me—
and me.” T'hen gazing round, he exclaimed,
“ For one, for two, for three t—aye, for hund-
veds ! Amid a scene of intense excitement
the judges hastily withdrew, and the prisoner
was cavried back to his cell,

Then he took leave of his wife and two boys,
never, perhaps, to meet them again during the
long space of fourteen years. Imnediately
after he was ordered out, fetters were hastily
rivited upon onc ankle, and bidding him to take
the chain in his hand, they hurricd him into the
police van, #7T'o the North-wall,? was the or-
der, and the clatter of galloping horses rang
until a sudden halt was made behind the quay,
and -the prisoner wns conveyed, between two
ranks of Carbineers, on board a man-of war's
bout, which took him to’ the Shearwater, lying
with steam'up. A sudden splaslh, a foamy fur-
row upon the dark river, and the prisoner was
zone from the Trish shore, bound for far Bermu-
da,  Anticipations there -had been of a rescue;
but the-leaders dissuaded all from the attempt.

The principal eventto which the trial gave
rise was a solemn declaration made on the 21st
July, before the Commons by Mr. (now Juslice)
Kceogh, to the effect that the jury had been
packed, and the trial illegal, I am prepared
to prove,” he gaid; “that in every transaction
commencing with the striking of the jury'to try
John Mitchel (now in Bermuda), from the origi-
nal selection of the panel down to the trial of
the box, there has been a gross violation of the
due administration of justice.”’

In the meantime the climate of the ¢ still
vexed Bcrm{)othes " told severely upon Mitchels
health and -imperilled his life. When this in-
telligence became known, his removal to the
larger - settiement was at-length decided on.
But there was to be norigor for him there, The
colonists 'rose(ngaiust the Neptune and its felon
freight; and refuséd them food or drink, until
finally orders reached them, and it set off for
Van Dieman’s Land;: which (putting. off its
name when it put off -its: felonry) has become

Tasmania, - On' landing, the: common: convicts
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were libernted, in consideration of their suffer-
ings when detained at the Cupe, bub Mitchel
and the politicnl prisoners were not thus treated,
The antipodenn islnnd received in him, however,
no ungrateful guest. Tt was he whose glowing
pen first revealed its mysterions beauties to the
ounter world—its picturesque mountains and no-
ble fukes, its fuir thickels of acacin, the splen-
dours of its honey-suckle trees, the mystic charm
of its strange forest, fragrant ol gums, and illu-
minated by the fiight of purrots—ihese found in
himea fuithful interpeeter. They comforted his
soul and solaced his vesed hemt, so that when
the fumiline voice of rivers awoke mewmorics of
home, they enme with peace, not jpain, How he
esciped, like Meagher, from that British island,
and found a refuge, iC not o home, bheneath the
Amcrican flag, is o watter of history that las
much been discussed,  [n that eseape he was
not, however, alone—his frieud stands sponsor
for him in the British Parlinment, where no
man has ventured to repronch him,
Mitchel's eareer in the New World, the Titerary
part will, perhaps, be of more enduring impor-
ance to his conntry,

The moststriking incident
of his intelleetual activity, that which has most
prominently bronght him before the public in
latier days, was his cetelrated “Reply fo Mr,
Irroude.” Dutecting the feeble joints of that
zealot's harness, he strnck him home with the
sharp thrust of intolerable scwrcasm,  The En-
glish enthusiast found, too late, that it had been

(
more pradent had he spoken from London than |

to expose himself in an open arena where a great
people had the gratificntion . of seeing him shi-
ver before Burke’s eloquence and shudder in the
relentless grasp of Mitehel.  John Mitehel was
the last of the exiles whoni the revolutions of
1848 scattered wide apart,  In France, Hungary
and Spain, the returned conviets sit in the Par-
linments of theiv respective nations,

After the lapse of a quarter of a century—
after the loss of two-of his sons in the cause of
the side he esyoused in the frutricidal struggle
which distracted his adopled  country—Joln
Mitchel again trerds his native Tand, o perma-
turely aged, enfeebled man,  Whatever the op-
inions as to the wisdem of his course which in-
dividual men may. entertaing none can deny to
him the respect due to-honesty of purpose and
fearlessness of heart—none can refuse to him
the symypathy and respect due {o the great suf-
ferings manfully endured.” My, Milchel will be
welecemed in Ireland by many who would be
far from approving of his policy or sanctioning
his counsels,  We cannot believe that any man

Of John |

would now seek to do him harm; op further
molest his chevuered and troubled but not in-
glorious carcer, :

e e e

MR, MITCHELL HENRY, M.P,

Mr. Mitchell Henry, M.P,, of Kylemore
Castle, Clifden, Connemara, Treland, and Strath-
eden House, Ifyde Park, London, is, on many
neeounts, nniversally regnrded as one of the
most notable and important men in the ranks
of the Home Rule movement. e is the son
of 1rish parents, and was born at Ardwick, near
Manchester, in 1826, ’

Not being allowed todevote himself o a poli-
tical life, as he desired, he turned to science,
which had the next attractions for him, and be-
cmne i consulting surgeon in London, and for
fifteen years was surgeon to and lecturer at one
of the largest of the London hospitals, the Mid-
dlesex.  He has published numerous scientifie
ssional papers and works.,  In 1862,
on the death of his father, he inherited a for-
tune of probably not fess than £1,000,000, and
returned to the land of his forefathers, and has
since Yived in lreland, in the county Galway.

and pro

e fought three clection contests in England—
the first against the Dulke of Mavlborough's in-
terest - in Woodstock, the closest horough- in.
England, where there had not béen a public
meeting for twenty-five years, and was Dbeaien
by twenty-four votes ; and twice he has contest-
ed Manchester, standing in the Irish interest
and in favour of Denominational Education.
In 1871 he was returned for the county Galway
in sneeession {o Lord Burke,

Although born and educated in England,and
not visiting Ircland until he was fifteen years
of age, he has often been heard to say that he
has not & drop of English Dlood in his veins, or
an English blood relation in the world,  His
father was Alexander Henry, whose family had
been settled in the county Down for 700 years,
and his mother a member of the well-known
Orange family, {he Brushes of the county Down-
one of whom was distinguished at the sicge of
Derry. g

Mr. Menry’s father and the late Sir William
Brown, both northern Tvishmen, went to Ame-
rica, and eventually settled, the one in Liver-
pool; and the other in Manchester, and heeame
{he representatives in Parlinment of South Lan-
ashire, the largest constituency in England,
except the West Riding of Yorkshire,

Mr, Henry's family were amongst the firsh
settlers in Amerier ;- of whom Patrick Henry,
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the orator and patriot, was the most distingnish-
ed : and a few names are better known and res-
pected than his great-unele, Alexander Henry,
the philanthropist, of Philadelphin. e has
numbers of refatives in America of Irish ex-
traction—the Weirs and Mitchellz, ax well as
the Henrys,

Mr. Henry is marricd to a daughter of the
late George Vaughan, Esq., of T'willy, Dromore,
county Down, whose fanily came over from
Wales with Bishop Jerewy 'Paylor, Bishop of
Dromore, who was chaplain to their ancestor,
the first Earl of Carberry, temp, Charles 1,

scholar, and a liberal patron of art,  Iis cnstle
at Clifden is one of the fairy-wonders of the
west 5 and he proves himself thoroughly atfach-
ed to his Connemara home and neighbours.

e
METHOD IN WORK.

Do instantly whatever is to be done ; take the

hours of retlection for recreation after Lusiness,

‘and never before it, When a regiment is under

march, the rear is often thrown into confusion
becnuse the front does not move steadily and
without interruption.  Ttis the smne thing with
business. I that which is first in hand is not

MR. MITCHELL HESRY, M.P.
Mr. Henry is a Protestant, and politically his

TIrish relatives belong tothe Orange party. His
father, Alexander Henry, M.P., was a thorough
Liberal, but his brother is now the Tory M.P.
for South-East Lancashire. He is one of the
few men of great wealth whom the English
oligarchy have been unable to deter from join-
ing, or to induce to descrt, the Irish cause,
He is a man of proud and resolute spirit, who
scorns to acknowledge “English superiority ”
He is a man of finely cultivated intellect, aripe

instantly, steadily and regularly dispatched’
other things accumulate behind, 1l affnirs
begin to press all at once, and no human brain
can stand the confusion; pray, mind this—it
is one of your weak points, a habit of mindit is
that is very apt to beset men of intellect and
talent; especially when their time is not filled
up regularly, bhut is left to their own arrange-
ment. But it is like the ivy round the onk,
and ends by limiting, if it does not destroy,
the power of manly and neccessary exertion,

N
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A REVIEW OF THE CHURCH.

BY JAMES W. FRAHER, OF LIBERTY, MO,
b

In entering upon a subject of such a nature, !
that even the very mention of it has o tendeney |
to fill our souls with passionate emotions, no
gooner has it presented ilself 1o our minds than
we are enrplured by i€s eestacy, and seemingly
last fora titne in hiscontemplation,  # A Review !
of the Chureh.”  What thrilling emotions fill !

that Xurope, ul this period, presented o scene
unparalleled in bistory and groancd for centuries
beneath the mightly tread of the barbarian,
Throughout the four quariers of the globe,
nnarchy reigned supreme,  All was desolation
save (fortunately for us) within the sacred
precinets of our holy Church.

1or o new order of things had already taken
place.  An institution, divine and heavenly in
her principles, grand and solewn in her cere-

the Christinn soul with the pronunciation of | monics, sublime and solemn in her liturgy, had
these words, whether our imaginations trans- | been infused unconsciously, as it were, upon
port us back, throngh the long vista of yenrs, to | carth, Nearly five centuries had elapsed since, in
gaze on the bloody scenes of Roman despotism 3 a small division of the earth, unattended by all
seenes of cruelty—to vevisit the silent und ! the comforts that. we enjoy, was born her

solitary catacombs, made sacred by many holy |

15 the lbitations of |

{

1

mortal man, to destroy her and thereby  falsify |

the promises ofan intinite being,  For whether, !
Trepent, it is our intention to review this, her!
sorrowful- history, tinged as it is by the blood
of thousands of victims, or chimge the key and |
sing her praises —display  the beauty of her!
internal chavactor, so basely misrepresented h.\"f
her envmies

and refreshing memori
the appressed, or bean eye-witness to the many
dreadful persecutions that have been excited by

Dlended with her triumphs and ;

her victories, equally grand aud glorious is onr

theme,

These are the feelings with which we are!
filled in receiving the history of that grand old
edifice, whose antiquity earvies us back tothose |
ancient days, when barbarous and inhuman
man sheathed the sword in the Losom of help-
less innocents, merely to gratify the senseles
appetite of an infurinte  demon,—when  the
suinted blood of her martyred children flowed
like rain, the greatest crimes of whom scens to
have been too great o love -for high and noble
prineiy )

The Roman Empire, the onee proud mistress

of the world, had grown so generally corrupt as
not to have retained a single vestige of the
original happiness and innocence of man, or the
end for which hie has been created. She had
by her civil dissentions, corruptions, and de-
pravity of manners, paved the way for her own
destruction.. And soon, yea, very soon it.came
with a. vengeance. Like w mighty torrén[r,
hecdless of the course it takes, rushed the bar-
Dbarous hordes of the North, spreading devasta-
tion and ruin in their pathway ; and anon amid
the crush of thrones, the demoralization :of
society, ithe destruction of literntnre and art,
the demolition of institutions of learning was
heard the plaintive wail of human misery, so

Divine Founder, Thirty-three years of poverty,
and suflering closed his mortal life ; but he left
us not without 2 hope, inasmuch as he said that
he would send the Holy Ghost, the spirit of
truth, to teach His churcl all truth and abide
with her forever, by that bequeathing to us a

i legaey, which time cannot deprive us of much

less the bitter malice of our enemics. . Ior the
trath of this T appeal to history.

Seaveely three hundred yeurs had  passed
away, when the church underwent an ordeal,
the most direful in its effects ; the mick; the ©
aibbet, every method of torture, that human
ingenuity could invent, the most inhiuman heart
conceive, was cmploved to. check her growth,
so that age, sex, rank, all alike were disregard-
ed in the mighty.cfiorts to strangle her, even
in ler infancy. But she friumphed—though
that victory cost her dear,—though thirty sover-
cign  Pontifis sealed with their blood the
principles ihat they had nobly belabored to
promulgate—though millions of her valiant de-
fenders lay bleeding beneath its folds, yet the
cl‘oés, the eherished emblem of their principles,
wits earried gloriously through the crimsoned
fields of their Dlood, and ere long was seen
erected on  the proudest pinnacles of the once
Pagan cmpire,  Norwas this all.  Flevesy like-
wise exerted its strength to prevent her divine
principles, but found in the gifted minds of
ench century as staunch defenders as propaga-
tors. DBubt a womderful Providence of God
exchanges the seene, A Roman Emperor gazes
with solemn awe and admiration on the miracle
of & cross in the'heavens; he reads its inscrip-
tion—EY JOVIA VIKI—in this conquer.
Quick as thbught his active mind comprchends
its significance, and adopting it as his imperial
banner, he goes. forth under the influence of his
¢ Labarum,” and conquers - in its strength.
Thus was the cross which, for three hundred
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years, was h‘mnplcd under footlw loman tyran-

ny,mnaéd aloftasthe victorious banucrof Roman
freedom. Butitwas notof long duration, The
storm bursts forth anew. A Julian stains the
saered banner by his apostacy, and renews the
persecution of the Pagan emperors. Again she
triumphed and the reign of the great T heodosius
witnesses her complete establishment,

But the centuries immedi: ttely preceding the
Middle Ages were more particular 1y distingnish-
cd for the great trinmph of the chureh over
heresies.  Scarcely had she emerged from the
gloomy catacombs—searcely had the wounds
which a cruel and tyrannical gavernment had
inflicted upon her ceased to flow, when new
enemies arose to hwmpede her pm; <5, The
Arians, the Macedonians, the Nestorians, the
Pelagians and others, a1l exerted their strength
to corrupt the Apostolic prineiples, but to no
the church ever true to her divine
ssion, stood beldly forth in their defence mid
refrained not from hurling the thunder. bolt of
excommunication, agninst the imperial tyrants,
that dared espouse the heretical cause, Yes,
though throughout all these great and Woody
conflicts, she was continually opposed by the
great aml powerful ones of earth, vet she con-
quered, supported as she was, is, and will be,
hya dn ine and holy aid,
come when her power w

Jut the time had now
g to be felt and her

. mission recognized,

The Middle Ages, with all their frain ofevils,

mpire
e\hnchon of
the samein the E ast, had now set in, A period
which according to the prevalent opinions of
our times, was characterized only by debasing
superstition and dark grovelling ignorance,—a

period when Popish jurisdietion and Ronmh
priest eraft alone ruled the destinjes of Europe,

—a period when the human mind, enslaved and
degraded, dragged out a miserable existence
under {he dreaded yoke of the Romish Chareh,

—a period when literature and art were (hs-
couraged and civilization impeded ; s0 ignobly
are the truths of history pcr\'utcd Were T to
ask the question to whom are we indebted for
the present state of society?  'Who, when
Lurope was in a constant state of anarchy and
dxsso]uhon consequent on the harbarian inva-
mon, prescncd within hier holy sanctuaries that
civilzation, which, after the storm had .snbslcled
she was to scatter hroad-east upon the carth,
and of which we are’ the happy mhcntors"
Who, when the ruthless hands of the invaders
sought to destroy everything in their course,

in the West, and ending with the

StlLthL‘(l Im‘th hor bcm\'olul( arms, mspcd
the vemains of ancient literature und art and
sived it from destruction in order to transmit it
to us, the reapers of the benefits of her great
wisdom nnd foresight ? Who, when imperial
despots sought to thrust into her sees, unworthy
sueeessors in order to enrry out, their own hase
and worldly interests, holdly opposed these un-
Just claims and maintained her freedom ? Who,
throughout all the bloody period when “)t.
fendal system prevailed, endeavored to cheek
its growth—to appense the animositios flowing
from i{—to soften the manners of the barbarians
and finally wonderful institution ! to make them
kneel even beneath the benign influence of thy
holy standard?  To the Cathelic Church, and
the Catholic Chureh alone, for there was then
none other in existence, are we indelited for all
these Iasting benefits,  Nay more; to her that
praise-worthy “establishiment, #the. Truce of
God,” owed its existence—an institution whose
real henefits to Furopean soviety during that
period cannot be over-estimaied, At her in-
stigation were the erusades undertaken, and
under herinfluence were those noble aspirations
of the human mind carricl into eftect, whose
advantages to ‘the world at large requires no
rehearsal.  In short, throughout all the period
in question, whether apart from the world or
drawn into worldly afiairs in order ta check the
evil tendencies of the times, her character was
irreproachable. On the one hand, founding
institutions of 1enrnm"—encmxm"mﬂ' the study
of polite literature, and inviting to her sacred
cloisters the oppressed of every clime beneath
the sun; on the other ameliorating the condition
of ‘the enslaved,—combating the pernicious
doctrines of the Heresiarch, but more parti-
cularly endeavoring by her Christian chivalrie
institations, to stem the torrent of human
bloodshed—to awaken the mind to the con-
templation of nobler impulses and' higher
resolves.  And it was during these ages that
flourished, under lier pale, some of the most
gifted minds that have adorned thator any other
period in history. To thescare we indebted, not
only for the faith we possess, but also for our
learning, and for some of the most valuable in.
ventions and discoveries both in seience and art,
The Church of the Middle Ages could likewise
boast of as many brave defenders and propaga-
tors, in, as much as, in spite of all himan
agencies to the contrary, the truth continually
gained ground, so that, ere the fal) of Constanti-
nople, her principles were taught throughout
the greater portion of the eastern continentand
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had penetrated even to the blenk and desolate
shores of Teeland,  Thisis but a faint picture of
the real churacter of the chureh of the Middie
Ages,

But it is the charctor of the writers of the
present day to condemn, without a hearing,
everything that suvors of Popery, persons who
malke no endeavors to know the renl facts of
Listory, but seize every pretense available in
order to give vent to their horrid blasphemices,
persons who but slavishiy re-echo the language
of mercenary historinns” hived fo villify the
Christinn name.  Lam a Rowman Catholie,
T dare say, T am ns great a lover of true llbu
asanyone in existence,

Iam aRoman Catholic,
yet my mind is neither degrided or. enslaved,
but, on the contrary, is as capable of judging
between true liberty and debasing servitude as
that of any other person, and yel, T must say,
that T can perceive nothing either in her divine
principles, in her history of which T am
ashamed.  Where, then, is hertymnnical thral-
dom? ~ Where, then is her mental degradation ?
No where, save in the misguided minds of a
too eredulons public,  But we must hasten on,
The fulness of ime: was now fast. appronching
\\]wn, aceording to the verdict of her enemics,
and in direct contradiction to the promises nfxm
infallible God, the gates of hell lad prevailed
against the old established Church; when truth,
that immutable truth, which sixteen: centuries
hefore, had been reveated to man, and which
twelve poor illiterate fishermen had suceeeded
in cst.nhhs]nn'r upon carth, was to be arranged
in a new garh, and yet, wonderful phenomenon,
remain the same.

The so-called Religions Reformation of the
sixteenth century came with its boasted heories
and Dbold pretensions.  The ery, “Religious
Liberty” and similar expressions resounded
throughout the Iland  Nofwithstanding its
glittering golden principles, let us not be too
casily led astray by ouiward appearances or
menningless words, but let us with calm im-
partiality examine the character of the person
or persons chosen, as they say, to reform the
Church which under a penalty- they were com-
pelied to hear as the pitlar and ground of truth,
examine the prineiples which they tanght and
then judge from three hundred years experience
whether in aught they have succeeded in carry-
ing out their bonsied pretensions, whether they

“have given religious freedom to the human
mind, or true civilization to the age. Tam
very fur, lowever, from " denying the existence
of abuses in the Catholic Church pribr to this

or

so-called reformation.  Truth alone makes free,
and {hat there was need of & reformation within
instend of a revolution without, all candid
persons  have avowed, Jut " unholy anger,
worldly pride, and unbounded license, every-
where gave fuel to the flame, which Martin
Lather had originated, & man whoafter his con-
demmnation, presented o striking example of the
many excesses to which human nature is sule
jeeted, Ry him all these bLeantiful antique
recolleetions which the Liturgy of onr Church
brings so forcibly to owr minds were effaced
Teeause the source from which they were deriv-
e wus nolonger acknowledged jand frail, weak,
human judgment was arvayed against the in-
terpretation of an infallible Church. And of
the interpretation of the law of God by ‘the hu-
man mind as a tribunad in this, the first few
years of its existence, will give a few
“When the Scriptures commend a
good work be sure {o understand they forbid it,"”
and again, #The Ten Commandments are not
binding upon Christians, ” Such was the
doctrine of Luther, the great would-be reformer
of the 16th century  An immediate disciple of’
his goes so far as tosny that, ‘e who observes
the Ten Commandments hclonr's to the devil ?

If, we are to judge of the characier of persons
by their principles, and they are the characters
of those who repudiafe the law of God, who say
that His commandments are not binding when
all mankind bears visible marks in testimony
of the violation of one.  Were, I ask you, the
utterers of such Dblasphemous and ungodly
words ever chosen Dy Heaven to reform any-.
thing? No, they needed. reformation them
selves. But T deem it unncecessary to proceed
further, unnccessary to speak of Luther's.
numerous  inconsistencies, or examine ‘his
private character which was even worse,
unnecessary to examine the character of his
disciples, for they but reiterated his and their
own human fallacies, nnnecessary to examine
the character of King Henry the Eighth, for the
bare mention of his name is sufiicient. In view
then of all these facts, which history and even
their own writings testify, could you imagine for-
onieanoment, that a reformation authorized by
God wasto be brought about by such characters ¢
Yet this, indeed, was the character of the great
founder himself of Trotestantism, a religion of '
worship without sacrifice, of laws without com-
missioned legislators, like the unhappy Jews
blindfolded by their own pride and obduracy,
they thus wander from crror fo.crror, embracing:
as they do, in the words of Balmes, # All the

we
examples
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wide extent which we behold on coming from
the gates of the' Holy City.” DPretending to
have granted religious freedom to the human
mind, it has veally enslaved it, In vain doesit
struggle against its own inherent nature, in vain
does it free itself of all semblance of authority,
and by its own power dive into the mysterious
depihs of the divinity and strive to comprehend
ifs scerefs ; it enters upon an unknown and un-
explored void whose dimensions are equally
infinite, and left by the justice of God, to its
own perverse inclinations, it thus, finally, falls
a victim—a degraded serf, to its own self-
sufficiencey. - Yet this, indeed; is the Religions
Freedom of the human mind.  But would you
know the real extent of its Religious Freedom?
Review the history of the world for the past
three hundred years, and behold nation after
nation, arixing from their blood and ashes to
tell the saddened tale. A voice, though low
and faint, is borne to ony cars ; 'tis the veice of
an unhappy people, trampled down by traitor-
ous knaves from within, and foul oppression
from without, truly her’s is the story that has
blotted the leaves, her's the real picture of
which all others are but representations.  T'o
the history of this country go;to find all that is
horrible to contemplate carried into effect, {o
‘behold bigotry in its deadliest form, and crueliy
in its most glaring aspect, go there, o vead of
the heroic deaths of her famine-stricken people,
and the artful connivances of traitors, supported
by iniquity. But theve ave tides in the affairs
of nations as well as individuals, I'he virtues
of Christianity yet remain. Faith, as proven
by centuries of Dloodshed, that that holy spark,
enkindled by her great Apostle; shall never be
extinguished ;—Hope, that the greatest dreams
-of her poet may be ever realized, that the day
is not far distant, when she shall take her stand
-among the nations of the carth, when true
Tiberty shall break the charity of its silence and
plucking a quill from the eagle’s wing write the
cepitaph of her slaughtered son. Charity, that
England may soon awaken to a full sensec of
her injustice and cruel policy, and asking,
obtain merey at the bar of offended justice.
But while lamenting over a review of our
country’s bloody struggles, shall we turn a deaf
ear to the pleadings of her sisters?

We twn sickened at even the thought of
such inhuman barbarity, when lo! the horvors
.of "the French Revolution meet our startled
~ision, Here witness the germ of that truculent
spirit, displaying itself in the condemnation of

condition and man his eternal and. temporal
welfare.  The poisonous seed of infidelity. had
been planted in this heantiful counlry. and
seemed to- threnten it with desteuction, so
spontancous was its growih. Ieligion was
reviled and scotfed at, considered as an ancient
system originated in barbarous times, and in-
tended only as an impediment {o {he progress
of the age and the religious freedom of the
human mind.  But that was only the mild
commencement of that bloody period ; for soon
the storm, which wns fast approaching, fell with
all its fury upon onr holy Church.  The de-
struction of pluces of worship. The spoliation
of religious houses, the sacrilegions profanation
of all holy things and the hndreds that fell
victims to their ruthless savagery —these are
the liberties with which a religious freedom
had treated us, amd which we fling back vaunt-
ingly in their face, and trace cven to its very
source.  But no sooner have the echoes of these
bitter recollections died away, when peal on
penl rends the air from every conntry in which
these principles have been promulgated. The
religious history of England, Germany, Scot-
land, Sweden, Switzeriand, Poland, laly and
others, all benr ample testimony to the truth of
my assertions; and.could the millions of its
victims arise from their graves, the air would
resound with their denunciations against prin-
ciples, that have been so detrimental to man-
kind~—that have csused strenms of human
bloodshed, and have been the loss of numherless
souls, Eightcen hundred years have but (oo
plainly shown what we are to expeet; nor has
the present age heen an exception to the gen-
eral rule as faecis fully verify. Tven in this
free and enlightened country, with its constitu-
tional freedom of religions worship, the bitter
pangs of persecution have been keenly folt, and
could the principles of bigotry, malice, and un-
christian charity, of the followers of the liberty-
famed veformer be carvied out, the United
States of America would flow with Catholic
blood; and in a conniry like this, abounding
with calumnious literature and slanderous ac-
cusations, a perseculion even more dive then
any she has ever experienced may, at any mo-
ment, burst forth with irresistible fury.  Spain,
Ttaly and Switzerland have also Deen the
objects of its cruelly - in this century, and the
latter centuries, together -with Germany are
even in our own duy feeling yet more vividly
the effects of its diabolical workings. . But this
% the nincteenth century., An age when

those very principles, to which society owes its | Bismarckian principles ave fast gaining adher-
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ents, and when misrepresentntion without exam-
inntion, which is the sure proof of ignorance,
seems to he the order of the day—when prinei-
ples have become objects of traflic, and menare
bought and sold for filthy lucre—an age when
base subterfuges, to which real honor will not
stoop, have destroyed all human confidence,
and-when knaves under Lhe gaveh of friendship,
like the deceitful artifices of the infernal serpent,
seck only an opportunity to plunge the dagger
into the heart of the innocent—an age when
the tear of wisery no longer moves the eye
of sympathy—when truth is added to,diminished
and vanished, in order to cnrry ont personal
ends—and  finally, to. fill the cup of human
misery brimming full—an sge when the corrup-
tion of the world and its influence on the un-
_settled condition of socicty fortels the coming
of portentous events,  But what has been the
character of the church for the past three hun-
dred years? Mer chavacter, like her divine
principles; has never changed, nor never will
change,  Believing that seandals will come, she
is at all times prepared to batile ngainst them,
Adopting the broad platform that truth needs
no reformation, the sixteenth century snw her,
in council assembled, unanimously condemn
the doctrine of the revolutionists and- uphold
the Apostolic traditions, whilst the Protestants
could not ¢ven show forth the principal mark
of the true church, buf dividing and subdividing,
presents now an amalgamited mnass, agreeing
in only one particular, the renunciation of all
authority or unlimited license as regards belief,
Nor have the principles of Trotestantism
materinlly retarded the progress of our holy
chureh in these centuries.  We have but to look
around us lo behold, in every country of the
known world, her glorious standard proudly
Lattling cevery obstacle, and proclaiming her
doctrine of love and merey, A friend of liberty,
it was reserved for her to set the first example
of religious freedom in . this free country.
Catholic Maryland opened her portals to the
oppressed Trotestants flecing from the persecu-
tion of their brethren—a friend of literature,
science, art and eduention” generally, we have
but to note the enlightened minds she bas given
to the world, and ihe immense number of her
cducational establishments. And in thus taking
aretrospective glance at her past history, we
are filled with holy awe and admiration. Now
Iying mangled and bleeding at the fect of n fow
usurpers, then bounding aloft with superhuman
cfiorts to be even embraced and supported by
their successors ; sometimes sufiering from the

unfaithfulness of {heir own children-and the
unjust claims of despots, then reappearing from
hehind the dark cloud, with which they would
envelop thee, even more hrilliant than Defore ;
everywhere misrepresented, calumniated and
despised, nevertheless thou shinest by the light
of thy own virtues; in all places, and at all
times, has thou presenied the same immutable
beautiful form, so thal we are compelled to ex-
claim: O grond and glorious chureh 1 just
prototype of thy Divine Founder, in vain do
persecutions wud rebellions seck to destroy thee,
thou will yet arise more brilliant than the sun,
break the cords with which they would bind
thee to enrth, and ascend to reign trimmphant
in beaven,  Tn the words of a celebrated Pro-
testantant anthority, ¢¢ thou hast seen the com-
mencement of all the governments, and of all
ceclesiastical establishments that now exist in
the world ; and we feel no assurance that thou
art not destined to see the end of them all.
Thou wert, great and respected before the Saxon
had set foot on Driton—before the Frank had
passed the Rhine—when Grecian eloquence still
flourished in Antioch—wlien idols were still
worshipped in the temple-of Mecea, . And thou
mayest still exist in undiminished vigor when
some traveler from New Zealand shall. in the
midst of & vast solitude, fake his stand on a
broken areh of London bridge to sketeh {he ruins
of St. Paul’s 17
PP,

A WIFI’S POWER.

A good wife is to o man wisdom, strengtly
ard cournge ; & bad one is confusion, weakness
and despair, No condition is hopeless to a
man where the wife possesses firmness, decision
and economy. There is no outward. propricty
which can counteract indolence, extravagance
and folly at home. No spirit can long
endure bad inftuence.. Man is strong; but
his heart is not adamant. e needs 2
tranquil mind ;and especially if he is an in-
telligent man, with a whole head, he needs its:
moral force in the conflict of life. To recover
his composure, home must be a place of peace
and- comfort. There his heart renews its
strength, and goes forth with renewed vigor to
encounter the labor and troubles of life. But if
at home he finds no rest, and is there met with
bad' temper, jealousy. and gloom, or assailed -
with complaints and censure, hope vanishes,
and he sinks into despair.

A S .
Too often we act by caprice and not by
reason, : ’ "
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Selections.
CASILDA, Tlﬂi KING

DAUGHTER.

The Moor Almenon—with whom Don Fer-
dinand the Great, King of Castile, maintained a
cordial friendship—was King of Toledo,

T'his Moorish king hada henutiful and tender-
hearted daughter named .Casilda, A Castilian
slave had related to the Moorish king’s daughter
that the Christians loved their God, their
parents, their brethren and theiv wives,  I'his
slave had also told the danghter of the Moorish
king how the Christians are never left mother
less; for when they lose the ones who bore

them, there still remains another named Jary,
who is an immortal mother.

Years and years passed away, and Casilda
grew in body, in beauty and in virtue.  Death
deprived her of her mother, and then she envied

" the happiness of the Christian orphans. On

the confines of the garden that surrounded the
palace of the Moor were o number of dark
dungeons, where. many Christinn  captives,
hungry and laden with chains, sighed for
Niberty. 1t bappened one day that Casilda,
while walking in the gardens. of her father,

_heard the sighs of these poor captives, Her

heart filled with sorvow ; the Moorish ‘princess
returned to the palace weeping bitterly. At
the door of the palace Casilda met her father
and kneeling down at his feet, she said ;—
ALy father and my lord, in the dungeons on
the other side of the gardens sigh many captives.
Strike off their chains; open for them the doors

-of their prison, and let them go back to the

land of the Christinns, where are weeping for
them parents, brethren, wives and children.”
In the depths of his heart the Moor blessed
his- daughter for her goodness, and he loved
Casilda as the apple of his eye. The Moor had
no other daughter than-her. The poor Moor
loved Casilda because she was his child ; and,
moreover, because she was the living image of
the cherished spouse whose loss hehad mourn-
ed for years. - But the Moor, before being the
father, was a Mohammedan and & king, and
therefore he thought himself bouud to’ punish
the audacity of his daughter; for to pity the
Christian captives and  to ask their liberty was

4 crime.that .the prophet commanded to be

punished with death. - He therefore disserbled
the gladness of his heart, and snid to Casilda,
with an angry air and.threatening voice:—

# Away, unbeliever away! Thy . tongue

shall be cut out and thy Lody given to the

flames, for such punishment merit those who
plead for the Christinns.”

And he was about to call on {he executioners,
in order to give up to tham his daughter, But

‘asilda fell ngain at his feet, asking pardon by
the memory of her mother—of the queen whose
death Almenon had mourned for years, The
poor Moor felt the tears rushing into his eyes,
and pressing his danghter to his heart he par-
doned her, saying :—

& Refrain, my child, from again petitioning
for the Christinns, andeven from pitying them,
for then there will be no mere y for thee. The
holy prophet has written:  #* Destroyed shall
be the Dbeliever who destroyeth not the
infidels,”

The birds sang; the s

was blue ;in the
golden sunshine the fowers opened, and the
genile morning breeze bore. to the Moorish
king’s palace the perfume from the gardens,
Casilda was full of sorrow, and {o banish her
melancholy thoughts she drew near to her
window. The gardens then appeared to her so
beautiful that, unable to re
descended there o walk away her sadness under
the-shade of the sweet smeeling trees,

It is related ghat the. Angel of Compassion,
in the form ota Lrilliant butierfly, started up at
her feetand enchanted hier heartand eyes,  The
butterfly flew awny-—tlew from flower toflower,

asilda following without being able to over-
take it, nntil'a strong wall stopped the way.
Over this the butterfly disappeared, leaving
the child immovable and enraptured at the
foot.

Behind this wall Casilda heard mournful
lamentations ; and then she remembered that
there, hungry and laden with chains, sighed
the poor Christians, for whom, in Castile, were
weeping paveuts, brethven, wives and lovers
and * charity and compassion strengthencd her
soul and englightened her understanding,

Casildn returned to the palace, and, taking
meats and gold, went back towards ihe dun-
geons, following the butterfly, which had again
presented itself in her path.  The gold was to
soften the jailors, and the meats were to nourish
ihe captives, . With.the gold and mdats hidden
in the fold of her robe she proceeded on her
way, when suddenly, at the turn of an alley of
rose bushes, she was met by ler father, who had
come out into the garden there to dissipate his
melancholy. ‘

¢ What has brought thee here so early, light
of mine eyes?” inquired - the Moor of his
daughter.

ist their charm, she
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The princess blushed as rved as the roses
which at her side trembled in the morning
breezes, and at length replied :

1 came to gaze upon these flowers, to hear
the warbling of the Divds, fo sce the sun reflect-
ed in these fountaing and to breathe the per-
fumed nir,”

« And what carriest thou in thy robe 27

In the depth of her heart. Casilidn called upon
the immortal  Mother of the Christians, but
answered futher. - Then Almenen,
noting the hesitation of his daughter, plucked
at the robe of the ¢hild) and & shower
fell from it the ground. Pale was the
child—pale as the lilies in the garden of the
Moorish hing, her father,
that therd remnained seaveely any bleod in the
veins of Cesilda g for every day,

nob her

of roses
upon

The story relates

thrown out in
streamy, it reddened the string of snowy pearls
which shone between the lips of the princess.
Pale was the child, and {he Moorish king \\us
dying with grief at the sight of his dvmg
daughter, . The seience of the physicians of
Toledo failed to restore henlilr {o the princess ;
and then Almenon called to his court the most
famons doctors of Sevilleand Cordova, - Bt the
seience of the latter was equally .\me\clluh s
that of the former.

My kingdom and my treasures will T give
1o him who saves my dnughter?? exclaimed the
pour Moor, on seeing Casilda rc.uly to yield her
last sigh.

But no one sueceeded in gaining his kingdom
and his treasures; for the blood continued,
thrown out in sireams, Lo redden the snowy
pearls which shone between the lips of the
princess,

My daughder is. dving 1" wrote the King of
Toledo to the King of Castile, ¢ If there bein
your kindgom any one who can save her, let
him come tv my court, and I will give him my
kingdom, my treasures, and even my daughier
herself.”

"l‘hn,m;__r]mul the kingdoms of Castile and Leon

~went forth criers, announcing that the Moorish
King of Toledo offered to any one who could
restore the health of his daughter, his kingdom
and his treasures, and even her whose salvation
he longed for.  And itis related thata physician
from Juda presented- himself to the King of
Castile, offering-to bring back health fo the
Moorish princess.

And such was the wisdom of the \\'01(15 ofthe
man, and such the fuith and gooduess that
ghone in lis countenance, that the King of Cas-
tile hesitated nct o moment in giving him let-

ters, assuring Almenon that with them he sent
him one who would save the princess Casilda.

Hardly had the physician from Juda touched
the forehead of the child when the blood censed
to flow, and the colour of the rose began to ap--
pear on the pale cheeks of the putient.

“Take my kingdom ! exclaimed Almenon,.
overcome with joy and weeping with gratitude.

“ My kingdom is not of this world,”
the physician from Judn,

replied

tCTake my treasure ! answered the king of
Toledo, pointing {o his daughter,

And making a sign of aceeptance the physi-
cinn extended his hand to Casilda and said s

“Away from hevey there are purifying waters
which must ('ump]uh. the cure of the Moham-
“medan maiden

i And the next day the Princess Cusilda trod
‘npon Christinn ground, still accompanied lny
i the physiciasn from Iud.l :
Casilda and the physician from Juda travelled
and bavelled through the land of the Christians,
lmtll at Inst they stopped on -the bank of a
lI)lun-\\‘ltuul lake.  The physician took a little
Pwader in the hollow of his hand, and pouring

it on the forehicad of the prineess, he excluimed ¢
¢ In theé name of the IMather,and of the Son

Hamd of the Holy Ghost, 1 baptize thee,”

~And the princess felt an unspeakable happi~
ness, Tike to what, in herehildhood, the Christian
slave had fold hcx the ])lc.\hcd-u.\pu‘lulcc in
aradise,, And her khee bent and her eyes
fixed themselves on the blue vaull of heaven
above, and about her resounded the most sweet
hosannas, which caused her to turn her gaze
around, .

The physician from Juda was no longer at
her side, but, surrounded by Wrilliant splendours,
lie was vising townrds the blue vault of h(::\\-en'.
# Who art thou, Lord; who art thon!# ex-

claimed the princess, astonished and enlight-

ened.

¢1 am thy spouse ; T am he who gave health
to the daughter of Jaring, who suficred the evil
as thou sufferest, T am He who said 2" ¢ Who-
soever Teaveth house, or brethren, or sisters, or
faiher, or mother, or wife, 01‘chll<ln,n, or ]ands
in_my name, shall receive a hundredfold; and
shall possess eternal lif

On the banks of the luke, at present; called”
after St. Vincent; there is a poor hermitage,
where lived alone the daughter of the Moorish
King of Toledo, and who is now called St.
Casilda.

ST

WIOEVER extingnishes in & man a feeling of Lenevo-
lence, kills him partinlly.
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THE SERPENT OF APPEPITE,

Tt ix an old Eastern fable that a certain King
once suflered the Evil One to kiss him on either
shoulder.  Tmmediately there sprang there-
from two serpents, who, furious with hunger,
attacked the man, and strove to eat into his
brain. . The now tewified king strove lo tenr
them away and east them from him, when ™ he
found, to his horror, that they hnd lbecomne 2t
pirt of himselt,

Just so it is with cvery one who hecomes 2
slave to his appetite. He may yield in what
seems a very litile thing at fiest ; even when he
find himself attacked by the serpant that lurks
in the glass, he may fancy he ean cast him off,
But, alas | he finds the thirst for strong drink
has beeome o part of himself, 1t would b
almost as easy {o cut off his right hand.,  The
poor poet Burns said that ifa harrel of rum was
placed in one corner of the room, and a loaded
cannon in another, pointing towanl him ready
to be fired if he approached the barrel, he had
no choice but to go for the rum.

The person who first tempts you to take a
glass may appear very friendly. 1t was not a
dart that -Satan aimed at the fated king. He
only zave him a kiss, Dut the serpent sprang
from it, just as deadly, for all that.

Oh, be careful of letting this serpent of
appetite get possession of you, for it will he a
miracle of grace, indeed, if you are cver able
again to shake him off,

* Guard against every sin, however small; Jet
it not gain a hold upon you. Pray to be kept
from temptation in every form, and think not
that in your own strength you can battle against
it.

[Py

IRELAND,

RY FERIMNAND FREILIGRATH.

Here is a German ballad on the sufferings of
Treland, translated by Mary Howitt. Fevdinand
Freiligrath is not inspired so much by the
beauties of the German Fatherland, as by the
sorrow of Erinl  Alone in his study, his vision
is not purpled with the gorgeous light of o
sunset on the Rhine, hut with the life blood
which English law and landlord tyranny have
drawn from the Irish heart,—

The boat swings {o a rusty chaing
The suil,vlhe onr, of use no longer:
The fisher's boy died yester e’en,
And now the father faints with hunger.
Pale Irelands tish is landlord’s tigh,
It gives him costly food and raiment;
A tattered garb, an empty digh,
These are the fisher's only payment,

A pastoral sound 1g on the wind,
With kine the ronds ave thronged—oh, plty,
A raggod ponsant erawla bondnd,
Anddrives themto the seaport eity,
Tale Irelund?’s herds the landlord ¢lnims—
The food which Paddy's soul desiroth—
That wonld nerve his children’s frames,
The landlord's export trade requireth,

To bim the eattle are &t fount
OF Joy nd Insury never seanty,
And eaelt horped head auginents the aaunt
Which swells for him the horn of pleuty,
In Paris and in Loudon town,
s gold makes gambliing table glitter,
The while hix Irish poor lie down
Awd diey Hhe Ries fu winter-ltter,

allnt hallnt the chase s up !
Paddy, rushied tn—he not o drenmey--
To vain! for thee there 18 na hape,
The gome goek with tlu-:n'\;n’lil-sl stenmer )
Far lreland's gmne fg landlord™s game,
The lundlord 18 o larie eneroncher—
God speed the peasaut’s righteous claim;
He is too feeble for a ponchert

The landlord eares for ox and hound,

Their warth o peasant’s worth suypasses!
Instead of draining marshy ground—

Old Treland’s will and drear morasses—
e leaves the and o beggy ten,

With sedye and uselers moss grownover;
o leaves it for the avater hen,

The rabbit, and the sevemming plover.

Yeg, moath the curse of heaven ! of wasto
And wilderness, four suitiion aeves |
To your corrupt, ontworn, debaged,
No wakeninyg peals prove slumber broakers,
Oh, Trich land 18 lanalord's land 1
And, therefore, by the wayulde dreary
The fomished mothers weeping stand,
Aund bey for meang thelr babes to bury,

A wailing ery sweeps-like n hiast
The length and breadth of treland thorongh;
The west wind which my cagement pussed
Brought to my mind that wail of sorrow,
Faint ag the dying mnn's Inst sigh,
Cmme o'er-the waves my henrt-strings searving
The ery of waoe, the hunger ery.,
The death ery of poor weeptng Erin,

Yrint she kneels in stricken grief,
Pale, ngonizing, with wild hair flying.
And strews the shamrock’s witherod h‘u‘r,'
Upon her ehildren, dead and dying.
She kneels beside the sea, the stroams,
And by herancient hill's foundations—
Mer, more than Byron's Rome, Weseems
The title  Niobe of Natlong,",
[
THE MADONA OF EINSIEDEIN,
A GERMAN LEGRXD.
N
In a vast hall, whose walls were adorned with
paintings, and aronnd which were stone henches,
such as are seen in-the old ensties of Germany,
was scated a party of gentlemen, drinking
thenish wine from large, old-fushioned golblets.
Inthe midst of the banquet, white an ofticer
named Berthold was uttering some of the most
extravagant nonsense, a pilgrim was ushered in,

He' was going-alone and barefooted to visit Qur -
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Tady of the ITermits, when the approach of a
violent storm forced him to ask hospitality at
the castle,

T'he host nrose from his sent il courteously
conducted his new guest to the corner of u vast
fire-plnce, where whole onks were  burning.
This duty heing aceomplished, Berthold, with-
out any respect for the austere presence of the
pilgrim, vesnmed the silly and impiousdiscourse
which his entrnee had fora moment interupted,
cnsting from time to thine aglance at the stran-
goer to see whad effeet his words produced on
him but the face of the holy man remnined
pertectly calm and motionless,  “I'he hanguet
being over, the guests ordered their horses and
prepared to go to their several hones,

e nightisdarck,” said the host to Berthold,
who was o relative of his,
puss through alonely glen, and something might
happen to youo  De advised by me, and stay
here to-night.”

“Pshnw 7 g hed the oflicer, “ 1 fear neither
God por the devil 17

#Are you quite sure of (hat 2" demanded the
pilgrine,

“80 sure, honest pilgrim, that Toow drink to
Lucifer, and beg the favor of bis company, if
it be covenient; to escort me home lo-night.”

*And you would deserve it well )t erjed the
host, turning pale.

“We will petition Our Lady for you,” said the
pilgrim ; #yon will need hier help.”

SO pray do not trouble yourselt'; 1 can dis-
pense with your prayers,” and he bowed ironic-
ally to the holy man,

Some minntes after, he was in the stirrups

and dashing down the hill on which the enstle
stands, singing the chorus of a drinking song.
The night was far advanced 5 the moon shone
vut at times through thick, duk clonds, and
flashes of lightening darted at intervals along
the horizon. At Jast the young man reached
the dangerous place which was known by the
nme of ¢'The Devil's Road 16 was a deep
gorge between two mountaing, a wildund gloomy
spob where the Alpine gont would scarcely have
ventured., Al ihal dend hour, when the deep
stillness called forth every superstitious feeling,
the youny man, hecoming somewhat uncasy,
placed his hand on his sword ; then, ashamed
of himself, he began to lnugh at his own fears,
4T have invited Lucifer lo sce me home,” said
e, willing to indulge his pride by an'idle bonst,
# but he is deaf, it seems, or hell is empty.”

The thunder rolled in the distance and a flash
cof lightening illuminated the woods and moun-

Y ou will have to

tains, showing him two hideous dwarfs at his
horse’s head,

$Ha L eried the ofticer, with « s.lnnldcr; but
quickly rtsuming his wontedinsolence. “A vaunt,
ye fiends I’ he eried, proudly waving his sword ;
“two wretehed dwarfs would be u fitting escort
for some Alpine cowherd 17

The dwarfs disappeared, and -the gallop of
two horses, rapidly descending the almost per-
pendicular face of the mountain, made Berihold
turn hishead,

The horsemen were two knights
in black armour, mounted onsteeds of the sume
color.  Their eyes shone like blazing couls
through the hars of their closed helmets, and
stremins of five waved above (heir heads,  The
gloomy knights drew up in silence on either
side of the terified officer, snatched the reing
from his trambling hands, and the three horses:
dashed adong st lightening speed. Mountain
after mountain disuppeared ; frail bridges span-
ning catarncts so fearful that even the holdest
himnter would searcely set foot upon them, were
crossed with the swiftness of the wind,  The
region of eternal snow was quickly gnined, and
the horses, vedoubling their fury, made straight
for o tremendous gulf, where, far down as the

eye coull see; volled & mountain stream, its

¢ hardly  perceptible from the immense
height whove,  Suddenly, from amidst those
ploomy waters, reddened at times by subterra-
fires, & multitude of hoarse, hollow voices were
head. ¥ Revenge ! they cried ;

revenge

¢ give us the seducer, the false friend, the duel--

list {"
“We bring him,” veplied the knights, brand-
ishing their swords,

A cold sweal bedewed Berthold's brow, his.

hair stood on end, and his features were con-
valsed with terror; for among those accusing

voices, there were many that he well knew-—

voices that pierced his very soul—and remorse
began to speak as fondly as fear within,
us the

blasphenmer, the

dGive gambler, the slanderer, the
perjured ! eried the voices
and Derthold's gloomy comi-
paniong, with @ horrible laugl, answeved the
voices from below : @ We bring him! we bring
him !

#@ive us {he impions!”

from the abyss;

«\We bring him 17 still answered the Llack '

Iilﬁgh(‘S, nnd Berthold well nighlost his senses.

Already were the three horsemen upon- the
cdge of o steep rock overbanging the dréad
abyss. Another moment, and all would be over.
But suddenly, the two black knights stood still
and mute as statues.. The light tinkle of a bell
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was heard fromafar ; it was the midnight ofilce
ringing in Our Lady's chapel at Einsiedein,
Berthold wnderstood that Mary's influence
had paralysed the fearful power which was
dragging himdown Lo hell § and, astily making
thesign of the cross, he fervently recommended
himself to the protecting Virgin, who scemed
to interpose between him and the punishment
which his conscience told him, he so well de-
served,  The bell vensed ringing, and the younyg
oftleer felt bis heart sink as he saw the knights
onece more moving on their black coursers. But
the voice of repentance had ascended to the

starry throne of Mary ; and the demons, with a
gesture of rage and despair, plunged headlong
into the chasm, leaving Derthold alone on the
Dbrink.

The moon, just then emerging from amass
of dark clouds, shone brightly down, and the
officer discovered, to his great surprise, that he
was on the highest ridge of the mountains, and
that it would bLe with great diftficulty that he
Invoking once morc the aid of
Mary, he began the descent, which he accom-
plished in safety after many honrs' labor,

Some days after, to the great amazement of
his companions, he - went barefooted to Our
Lady’s chapel at Einsiedein, Heve he made o
vow never to drink any other beverage than the
pure water from the spring, and by prayers and
penance to atone for his muny sins,

Y S

THE IRISH DRUMMER BOY.

“ Among the regiments terribly decimated at
the second battle of Bull Run were those be-
Jonging to Sickles’ brigade. Held in reserve
during the fieree carmage of the earlier part of
the day, they had only seen the battalions of
stretcher-bearers and trains of ambulunces load-
ed with their groaning burdens, Late in the
afternoon came the orders to go to the front.
The drum-corps, contrary to custom, accom-
panied the Lrigade into the line of tire. - - Army
druminers were generally the lowest of the low,
but Tommy Gowan was worthy to be branded
as the * wickedest boy in New York!* Under
twelve years old, he was yet plunged to the
eyes in every possible vice, No gentler pro-
phecy was ever made than {hat he would yet
dance in the air at a ropes end. A street Arab,

“with aH the most hideous defects of his clan,

even the tenderness that soldiers generally felt
for their boyish pets of the drum corps extended
not to him,  The order was given to dislodge
the enemy holding a section of dense woods and

underbrush.,  The position was very strong and
obstructed by all the contrivances of the eite
gineer,  Chree times the vigade charged up to
the jitws of the cannon, and eieh (ime was rolled
back like paper shrivelled in thé fire,  Again
the officers mashalled them into a line of
attack. A deadly storm from the yawning
artitlery again tore through the bleeding, broken
vanks.  The last of the color-guard, the fifth
man who had upreared the fatal bauner within
an hour, went down, shot through the heart.
[t was o eritical moment,” The officers could
hardly make themselves heand in the horid
lin,  The line wavered and shook, as a wild,
impressible panie shot through the henrts that
had thrice charged on these appalling woods
with sueh o lavish waste of life, © At this
wmoment the drammer-hoy - Gowan rushed for-
ward, seizeldl the dishonored colors from the
carth, and, fitced the regiment backed towards
the enemy for xeveral rods,  The hero’s heart,
under all the foul rags and tatters that lad
swithed and buricd it out of sight, burst through
its bonds under the inspiration of that terrible
moment,  Shrilly he shricked, ashe waved the
ponderous colors over his head, 4 Fiel  Shame
on ye boys! would yo desert theold flag 7 and
the next moment fumbled into « lifeless lu:n]n,
literally torn in two Dby a shell. The Irish
regiment gave one frantic yell of wrath that
stilled the rattling fusilades, and swepl on with
the impetus of an avalanche,  Nothing human
could endure before that frenzied onsety, and in
a moment the Confederates were hurled back in
ronte and confusion. The nume of young Gowan
is carved in no marble tablet, stamped on ne
medal of honor, and was mentioned but by one
newspaper, Yebt in the memory of all who
witnessed that transcendent outhburst of the
divine and heroie througlt a corrupt aud qellous
crust, it sends a burning thrill through all the
nerves at the recurring thought, Viclor Hugo
could put in the mouth of Caunbronne the fonl-
est of words to express his boundless despair
and rage when ordered to surrender the shatter-
ed fragment of the © 0ld Guard " at ‘Waterloo
he could make Gavroche die at the barricades
of Taris with the gay laugh quivering on his
shrunken lips, - Dut  he never conceived
anything more supremely grand than the
death of that Irish drummer-boy.”

rhirice up against their battery,
We rushed to the attack.

And thrice with fenrful slaughter
Our lines wers driven back;

Quca more our Colonel marehaled us,
And on we rushed ugain

But torn and shattored, b.uck recolled
With searcely half our wen,



THE SARD.

(=3

A cfynf(urrnr i’!lrillud {he vinks;

And wavered the Brigade,
' Befare thoetr battering guns wo stood

Tale, panting, and dismayed,

The Inst man of the color-guard
Hig denth-shot thore was funnd,

and clogs bestdo, his battle flug '
Lay tort upon the ground,

Tast flnshod the red urtillery
Our Meoding colamns throngh,

And thick and fast to curth they fally
Our gallant men tn blue

A shuddering thril) un fey elitil
Through every hosom rmng,

At fagter fell the shot and shell
From the Confederate guns,

Fwas then an 1rish drummer boy,
(Tov youny for sneh n seene,)

Stepped prondly to the foremost ranks
Drussed in his juckel green,

And snntehed fram earth the tattered fag
That Iy all glory there,

Repardless of the utsstog shell
That hurtled through theate:

‘Proudly before the foeman’s guusg
He waved that ffag ou high,

His face 1t np, hls fearless soul
Shone (n hig tlasbing eye,

The light of Heaven and Martyrdam
Neamed on his glawing fuce,

Anif ot onea were centred there,
The fire of a1l his race, ’

“ghame on you, boys will yout desert
Tha ald flpy to the foe?

Come on ! who ghrinks before his guny,
Or fears hix rebel Dlow?

Charge or our own old flag agafn,
With fearless voice e safd,

A moment more—and in his gore
The drummer boy lay dend,

We heard hbin shout, we saw him full),
The green flag in )iis hand,
We gazed upon his boyish face,
So fearless, proud anad grand,
And from our ranks there burst u yell
For blood, revenge, or death,
Agifthe infernal fiends of hell
Jnd Jeaped upon the earth,

Up!t against hiat blazing battery,
With fiercely flashing blade,

In frantic fury, fiercely sprung
Each man of the brigade,

Nohuman foree, no human power
Could turn that shoek ayide,

Neep, deep in Hlood our bizdes avenged
That little boy who died,

Wrapped in hle flag we burvied him,
And o'er hiis lonely grave,

With saddened hearts, our whole brigede
A farewell volley gave,

For briiver n@'er on fleld or plain,
From Foyle ta Foutenoy, .

Died for the free, more grand than he,
Ahat Irfeh drummer hoy,

Wal, CoLLINs,

-t

Hr who shows justice and charity in his con-
duet necomplishes the noblest of all'works, An
upright man is in 'his own way the greatest of
all artists, '

FACE THE MUSIC.

People who wre ashamed of their histories and
strive o ignore or conceal their past with a
glamour of pretence, have made no solid growth
or progress. If experience is worth having,
that which is dug out with pain and suffering
is-too valuable to be denied,

Craneel a few of the promineni evenis of a
life, whether the world might consider them
worthy or reprehensible, nnd there i Jeft no
chanee for logical deductions, or opportunity
for sutisfuctory veview of the teain of cireun-
stances and influences which produced results of
the present, cither of inner or external life,
Faee the music sguarely,  Look your own acts
fairly in the face without flinching, or mark
yowrself a cowaid,

JLis not necessary to pullish to the world all
that is steictly personal, unless ridicule and
frittering of power are desired.  But when
brought up to the rack by meddlesome gossips,
—who alwiys have n few Iy leaves of every-
Lody’s record written up Lo suit their own taste
and faney,—do not bie agonized hecanse there
is & grain of truth spread over a dozen lies, to
mnke them the more tantalizing, :

Oue mny find snlvation” and ' happiness in
that which to another would be rank poison and
death,

[RUSEISUR S Y S —-
MEN AND WOMEN!

Providence has so made the sexes that
women, like ehildren, ¢ling to men ; lean upon
them for protection, care and love, look up to
them as though they were their superior in
mind and body, They make the suns of their
system, and they and their ehildren revolve
around them,  Women, therefore, who have
good minds und pure hearts want men to Jean
upon. Think of their reverencing a drunkard,
 fool, a liar or libertine,  Ifa man would have
a women do im homage, he must be manly in
every sense; o {rue gentleman, not after the
Chesterfield sé)mol, but polite hecause his heart
if full of kindness to all; one who treats her
with respect, even deference; because she'is a
women ; who never condescends to say silly
things to her; who brings her up to his'level if
his mind is above hers; who is ambitious to
make:his mark in the world, whether she en-
conrages him or not; and who is always pleas-
ant and considerate, but always keeping his
plreeus the man at the head, and never losing
it. ' Such deportment, with noble principles, a
good mind, energy, and industry, will win any
woman in the land who is worth winning.,




'THE MEETING OP THE WATERS * :

AIR—»THE OLD HEAD OF DENNIS, | “"THERE IS NOT IN THIS WIDE WORLD.”
P

IVith lxpression,

e —
0). 2 o
. j_
1. There is  not in this wide world a val - ley  s0  sweet As that
Yet it -was not that Na - ture had  shed o'cr the scene Ier
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vale in whosebo - som the bright wa - ters meet, ¥ Oh! the last rays of feel-ing and 8

. hur-cestoof crys-tal, and bright-est of greeni  "I'was  gof the soft mn-gic of
~
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life must de - part, Erc the bloom  of that valley shall  fade from my heart! Tre the

tream-let  or hill; Oh! no— it wassomecthing more  ex - qui-site still:— Oh!
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*I'was that triends, the betovd of my hosom were near, - L

; bfoom of that vallev shall fude from mv heart] Whomade every dear scene of enchantment more dears
i s ,'1 : NPT i And who felt how the best charns of Nature Improve
I , ho—l1twas something more exquisite still!

When we see them reftected from looks thit we love,

4

T Sweet vale of Avoca! hiow ealm could T rest

In thy bosown of shade, with the friends T love bost, )
Where thestorms whicl we teel fn this cold world would cease,

And our hearts, lke thy waters, be mlugleﬂ in pence!

* “The \thﬂm-’ of the Waters® forms a mxlof that beautiful seenery which lles hetween Rathdrum and Arklmv, i the :
eounty of Wicklow: and these lines were suggested by avisit to this romantle spot, in the sumtner of the year 1807,
t ‘The rivers Avon and Avoca,




