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MEN OF ERIN.

BY J. RYANX,

Mon of Erin!men of Erin!
Sons and brothers, 0, urisal
Start ye from your sluvish statian,
FHug your banuurs to the skius,
Flash your weapona to the suulight,
Fiercely rush tomeet the fon,
Never yield yo nature's birthright,
Though your blond in stremns should flow!

Look around--bohold the nations
That were bound {n slavery

Mark you well how they n triuwmph
Galn’d the pathway of the free!

Have you not hands as strong and brave,
Andhenrts ns lesl and true?

Thet, Oh! why not in might arise
And win back your freedom too?

Ot truat in God and {1 the cause
Of glortous Liberty.

Aud in your own vighthands and blades,
If your wish {5 to be free—

Arise Jike nen who nre resoly'd

.o die or to have their right,

Aud with high Heaven's ald you'll be

- Yictorious tn the fight !

You cannot fail, you must not fai)
Though your tyrant foe be strang,

“.For clad {n the the arms of right divine
You'll smite the flends of wrong,

Like the shephard youth ou Judah's plain
Smote the giant Philistine,

S0 shall you smlte the Saxon foe
When arrayed {n battle line.

Thaen up froin your couch of slaviry
With rifle and sword {n hand,
And strike with all your pow!'r and might
For your awn dear motherland {
Charge, a8 yon charged at Fontenoy
Or at Clontarz Lloady Cray .
And sweep from Ecdn’sem’rald brest,
The aceursed Saasenagh!

“KILSHEELAN”

i oR, .
THE OLD PLACE AND THE NEW PEOPLE

A ROMANCE OF TIPPERARY.

“The gilded halo hovering round decay,» °
—Bruox~The @iaour,

CHAPTER XXXT.

WHAT THE LITTLE BRASS KEY U.\'I;OCRED.

# Cressy, T ax your sistec!”

Bewilderment gpoke in-the fair face : dnzed.
she could only look into Rose Marton's for
solution of thie mystery. -1t was no jest ; levity
sat-‘not there, but a ravenous: love, enger fo

gevonr the sweet 1ttle ister that the cold, ¢old

world had at last presented to her,

You could not
T am stunned, and
know not what to say or think.” ‘

#71 too, am still stunncd. - My brain swims,
{ half faney it must be o dream !

« What 7—what, Rose 7 In pity tell me?”

Rose scamed to be thinking abstractedly,

4 Perhaps, after all, it is gsome cruel deceit.
How—how will anybody believe it when ke, my
father—O heaven ! when ke will not acknow-
ledge it?n

“ Rose, Ronse, what are you thinking of?
Tell me, darling, oh ! tell me quickly!” -And
the fuir white arms were wound tenderly around”
Rosc Marton s snowy neck ; the glowing, golden
hair wmixed with the saven blaek: the peachy
cheeks resting on-one another ; the bright blue
eyes drinking love in the deep violet depths of
other eyes: making such a picture s must have
bewitched Da Vinci: incomparable sisterhood !

.You must know, sweet Cressy, Come and’
I wifl tell you all,” : ' :

“ Rose, you are in carnest?
bu so cruel as to mock me.

And tinking her to {he open cscritoire she
told her wondering listener of old Richard Mar-
ton’s dream, and of the little brass key he gave
her ‘that. the secret might not die with him
which was to make her as proud as Sir Albin
Artslade’s heiress : and how, when the dream
canme toj\ass and the secreb choked old Richard .
Marton, she was moved to try what the littie
brass key unlocked; and how in the secret
drawer ‘she came upon a roll of manuscript
which, though it was only a roll of manuseript,
made her as proud-as Sir Albin Arislade’s
heiress, as the old man prcdicfcd.

The writing was close and cmmped, as the
writing of 4 sick old man must be, and studded
with many a blot and break as if it had been
composed.piecemenl, ., Now Rose remembered
how he would sit ab the bareau often in the
duys when his maladies were most threatening,
and would wrile away painfully on some task
whieh gever seemed to Lave g ending : looking
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tired and sad when he left off.. ~This was his
work, '

T'he girls devoured the manuseript with pas-
sionate interjections through every line, -~ The
reader must have an opportunity of perusing it
more carefilly.  This was the tale it told -

“'T'wenty years ugo—it seems only yesterday
—I wasa sccnc-slnf(u‘ in Drury Lane MTheatre
in London, - 1 was alveady faradvanced in-life,
and, having amassed a considerable sumn of
money, and having no one on whom to spend
it, T passed for an odd miserly old bachelor,
aring for, and caved for by noone, und leading,
on the whole, a cheerless, solitary life. [ al-
watys thought there was aftection bubbling up
somewhere in my heart and eager to get out;
but T suppose I was not us social as other men
were,,or other men were unkind townrds me.
At any rate I lived among my companions like
an uneasy shadow : I know they would gladly
have got rid of me only that Tdid my duty, al-
ways my striet duty.

“There came to our theatre in the corpside
Lallet & young Spanish girl—as lovely asan an-
gel, and as good,  She had the blackest hair
and the softest skin I ever saw, and her eyes
seemed to be shining out of & whole. world of
unutterable Jove,  She was-a melancholy child,
too, I have often wept in my heart to hear her
sad story. = She was the daughter of 2 Spanish
nobleman—Dona Inez de Centellas, she was
called—*" i .

How Rose Marton's heart-bounded at the
name !

@ But a tribe of gypsies stole her m\i\) wln\c
she was almost'n baby, and when, years after,
she escaped fron them, she’ found her family
had banished, no one knew where,
tor their p}u‘t in some intrigue at thé Spanish
court, and she, poor child, abandoned by all
but Heaven, was forced to gain a wretched
livelihood on the stage.

“From the moment T first saw her, she be-
came rhore to me than myselfand all the world
heside. It was not that 1 dreamed—at Jeast
seriously thought of what men call love for
Tnez. 1 worshipped her silently—more de-
voutly, Heaven forgive me! than Tshould. "At
times I believe I was mad, and thought dimly
that perhaps she might love me, too, for she
was kind to me when no one clse on_earth was
kind to me; bub then T would be. sensible
.l"n.in nnd she would scein -to be as far away
from ¢ asa silver star in the heaven, shxnmg
down upon a queer old man, '

I Byt it was unyitcraple joy to he permitter

been

H : IR

M-

even to be o father to Inez, and - such’ she al
most permitted me to be, Poor she
sadly necded some one to proteet her from all

angel,

the glittering devilry it was her daily fate to -

like o
pillar of snow under a burning sun, whose lewd
rays were for ever panting to devour her purity.
But she was even better than she was beantiful,
and God preserved her, '
“.»\mong‘ull the gay gallanis who used to
prowl about the stage-door, secking their vie-

cneounter,  She often seemed to me

tims, there was many a bright golden trap laid
for my darling, She avoided them all, and
when scores of handsome youths were burning
to give her their escort, she wonld turn to e
with those deep heavenly eyes of hers and say
I must go home with hery and so T came to be
her constant companion, for she knew she could
trust me, and knew no one else she could trust,
Though still 1 drenmed ofa dearer love, drewm-

ed of it as a feverish, distant dream, T was happy

beyond hwnan happiness in her trustful affec-
tion. ' Tt was as if & beautiful fairy was playing
with me and caressing me, though T could not
touch her,

# There was one who was always at the stage-
door when she came out—a young attorney,
John Jordnn by nume,  He appeared to be more
in.enrnest than the rest inhis affection, and for
ever spoke of marriage when he spoke of love.
I never liked him—perhaps 1 was jealous—hut
there was a greedy, uneasy -look in his face,
which I always took for selfishness. No doubt
he loved Inez, but it wus for his own sake, not
for hers. 1 know she did not love him, atleast
not as she coudd have loved ; butmy jeilous eye
was not long in discovering that she rather en-
couraged hig attentions, Why shon]dshc not ?
She was a waif on an ocean, ready at any mom-
ent to be swallowed up.in the depths : how
must she not have sighed for the sufely and sanc-
tity of a home, even if it were not ‘the home
she yearned for! - '

One nwht. as we - were going home togélher,
Tnez (old me with tears in her cyes that we

should go home together no more; she was

going to be married the next morning to John
Jordan, at the-Spanish Chapel (in- Portman
Street, and 1 was to give her away)
had no cause to complain—I, an eccentric old
man whom nobody could love—still' the news
wenb to my heart. like ice, T-could not give
her awny, do what T would—1 felt as ifit would
be giving her away to some evil spirit. "1 bless-
ed her, however, and told her if ever she should

want a friend, there was one would die & thoyse

1 knew I
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and deaths for her suke. And so we parted:
poor Inez crying hitterly : my heart brokeén,

#8he came no more to our thentre,  In
twelve months they all forgot the Spanish
ballet-givl—all but me—T thought of heral-
wuys, Ly day and by night—till thought of her
wore me to the likeness of o withered skeleton
whom no one saw without shuddering. 1 heard
nothing of Jordun or his wife—how could 1,
who knew no one?’ So twelve months passed
awny, when one dreavy night, ns T was thinking
of Inez; e pale stricken crenture, with an infunt
on her bosom, staggered into my room, It was
Inez!

¢ Richard," she said, ¢1 have come to die,"
and fainfed away in my amrms. My poor dar-
ling t what a woful wreck she was! 1 could
rerd every moment of that twelve months' an-
guish in the wan checks, in the hollow eyes,
For some days she was in a raging fever, cry-
ing pitcously for her child; and 1 thonght she
never could have recovered, 1 watched herall
that terrible time, and at last she ‘recovered
consciousness,  Then she told me all lier woes,
The story sickens me to repeat it.

“ Poor darling ! in marrying John Jordan she
took an adder to her bosom, to rah her of her
beauty, and then lenve her a poor poisoned
thing. For all her entreatics, he would insist
on having their marriage kept a seeret: he said
it would injure him professionally  and she he-
lieved him, and only kept praying for the day
he could avow it.  But when it beeame impos-
sible any longer to keep it a secret, she went to
him again and besought him for the sake of
their child fo lenve her 1o longer under the
crnel suspicion of the world,  1twas only then,
driven to his Iast resource, he fold his heart.
broken wife that their marriage was no'marringe
atall! In herinnocence, she had never dream-
ed that, in pretending to marry her according
to the rites of herown Roman Catholic chureh.
the wretch only went through u form which the
cruel law of England prononnced a favee to by
repudiated at will !

“The terrible teath almost drove her mad.
She appented tohim for her own sake, for her
child's sake, for God's sake, not-to drive hei
out on* the world a polluted outenst, and fix «
nameless mark of scorn on her child.  She ap-
])9xnlu(l to a demon who had no pity ; who, heap:
g -ontrage ‘upon outrage, suggested a conr-
promise fen thousand {imes more shameful
than her shame.  She rushed from his presence
with a broken henrt, never to see him aj;uin
She was not long in learning the secret of hix

fiendish tréachery. 'The young widow of*arich
old money-lender’ had caught his eye: rather
the rumonr of her untold wealth: and so well-
had he played his devilish game, that the
money-lender's widow had consented to he his
wife, 'hey were wmarried: poor Tnez wag
chained to a fever-bed when their marriage
bells were ringing, - When she got well, there
was o little dark-cyed miniature of herself by
ber side, and a mother's love drew her back
again out of the grave, Shunned and pointed
at, for a while she dragged out her wretched
life, ore dead than alive, for her child's sake,
till, at last, want and miscery having done their
worst on hier poor frnme, she camne that dreary

November evening to old Richard's room to !

dic.

¢ [ thought that perhaps she might still live,
and that 1 might Le a father to poor Inez, and
her child : but her heart was hroken,  On her dy-
ing bed she gave into my charge the certifiente
of her mauringe with John Jordan, and the buby.,
¢ Richard, you will see her righted,” were her’
last words ag her dying eyes met mine. - This
was all she said, and thenshe died.  Rose Mar-
ton, yon are Incz’ ¢hild 1™

«Oht Rose, dear Rose, what a sad story !’
sohbed Cressy Artsiade, .

& My pour mother1? was all the weeping girl
could sy, ¢ Yet how sweet are even: such
melting memories since they tell me atlast T
had & moiher, and oh | such a mother! Tuoor
wronged angel! how light are my wrongs in
contrastt® )

And the girls fell sobbing again on one an-
other’s necks. -

“ But, darling Rose, you suid I was your

sister—"

« Hush, hush, 8 moment, darling, Youhave
not read it all.!

CHATTER XXXII,
taxez' o,

Here there was a long blolted gap in the
manuscript, as if tenrs had fallen and as if a
hand had shaken, in telling how poor Inez died |
Then the narrtive proceeded : o

T did not forget my trust. 14 gave me-a
new life to have Romething 1o cure for; some:
thing that always réminded me of Tnez’ T
songht everywhere for the  hushand of my
poor darling. . Now that she was dead, and
could no longer accuse him, - 1 thouglit he
wight at least snve her child fram a worse. fite

than death, - But 1 lost him' in the great wo U

of Londen. He had given up his old cham-
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bers, and nobody conld tell me more than that.

he was said to have turned moncylender him-
self somewhere in the City. For years I wan-
_dered about the streets of London, looking for
John Jordan and never finding him. I thought
he must have changed his name, or died.

“T almost gave. up the hope of ever being
able to right poor Inez child. But now a new
feeling began (¢ grow upon me. A sweet girl,
the very jmage of Inez, had sprung up like «
flower in my {onely home. 1 began to take an
unutterable pleasure in seeing her grow day by
day and month by month, always putting forth
some fresh beauty which charmed me. Her
life became my life : my joy was in her childish
glee: my breath of life was in her smiles and
prattle. Why should this tiny. innocent cver
blush beneath the world’s scofts 7 Why poison
her mind with her mother's eruel sorrows ? with
her father's great erime?  So I reasoned with
myself, and I went away with Rose where no
scandal could follow us; and I taught Rose to
call me fether, and told her anly of her mother

. that she had been as good asan angel, and that
the angels had taken her to themselves.

“So years rolled away, bright years for mue,
and Incz’ child had grown into a beautiful girl,
when one night about {wo yenrs ago, as ]
chanced to pass near the Parliament House, on
the nizht of some great debate, I saw one de-

scend from a carriage whom 1 thought I knew., |

I pushed through the crowd and came close to
him as he entered -the House. - It was. John
Jordan! He was wholly changed, old aud care-
worn, with a greedier look than ever in hix
face: but the same cold, hard man that wrong-
ed Incz.  Taskedthe crowd what was his name,
Somcbody said he was Sir Albin Artslade, a
great Irish baronet.”

Now is it thy twrn, poor little Cressy, to
moan in anguish, till thy sister conx away the
tears |

#My darling Rose (it is for your eye 1 write
these words) I come now to tell you how inmy
miserable sclfishness, T have wronged youeven
as he wronged your mother, that, pevhaps, in
your great mercy, you may yet pardon us both,
black as has been our sin. If I were true to
my solemn pledge to Inez and true to you, T
should have uccosted him that moment. T
could not do it: my voice refused to speak the
‘word that would rob me of my treasure. 1 felt
T was (luublv gmlty when, on- inquiring more,
1 disCovered that Sir Albin Artslade (as he t.nl]-
cd himself) had unlyi one child and that bis
gecond wife was dead long ago—I thought:

¢ Now surely I have only to tell him he lins n |
beautiful daughter, who knows not how he has
wronged her, and he will be. delighted to ac-
knowledge his crime and repair it,  Inez'
shade will e satisfied: he . ig rich and grent
now, and Rtose will be happy’'-~but still I could
not speak. To die for your suke was nothing
—if you could have killed me as an enemy to
your happiness, I would have been glad—but
to live after the light of my life was gone from
me, to become again a solitary outenst in a
world that had no place for me, this was the
thdught which hardened my selfish heart, and
made me hug my treasure like a miser and hide
it away from the blessed sun,

“ Rose, T do not seck {o defend myself: it is
only from your mercy 1 can crave forgiveness,
if ever T ean be forgiven : but let this at least
sofsen vour judgment—had I not loved you so
well, But T never lost
sight of my promise to Inez: I never meant to
keep you always to my miserableself: one day,
T was tesolved, the secret shionld be told, and,
even if it were to be my death, vou should be
righted. 1 was grown oldand feeble andcould
not trouble you long, and, as I determined to
watch Sir Albin Artslade’s movements closely,
1 ¢onld at any time inform: him that you were
his.child. This was the fecble justification 1
made to my conscience, not withoul many &
bitler pang, and o coincidence which occurred

1 had not wronged you.

shortly afterwards confirmed me in the resoln-

tion not to disclose the seeret for the present.
1 saw advertised in one of the newspapers the
office of caretaker of the old Castle at Kilsheel-
an, and applicants were directed fo Mr. Me-
Laren, Sir Albin Artslade's steward. 1 have
learned since that in consequence of some fool-
ish superstition that those old ruins were haunt-
ed, nobody could be indueed to. live: there, and
that is no doubt the reason why my application
for the post was so readily aceepted.,

«] came to Kilsheelan in order  that.Y might
be.nearer to Sir Albin Artslade, perhaps also
with a secret hope that by some chance he
might encounter you and see in you the like-
ness of her he doowned to death, and that so my
selfish scheme should come to be exposed and
punished; for T hated my sclfishness though I
hugged it. You know the rest, Rose—what
has happencd since we came to live in the
old castle. DBut you can never kunow the
tortures - I have endured in- iy own henrt.
My injustice to you was always in my sight.
It repronched me the more Ditterly that
instead of repining at your lonely: lot and
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hating” me, you mever complained—nay,
when T complained, you cheered me and loved
me the more. Tt made my henrt bleed to see
you wasting your loveliness in this cheerless
ruin, in tending o sick old wan, while, if it
were not for e, you should he courted and
caressed and be ‘as happy as love and wealth
could make Sir Albin Artslade’s danghiler, The
contlict in my own breast, tog, brought upon e
a host of infirmities which soured my temper
and made me, I know, an inhuman source : of
torture to you, my child. But this only placed
another difficulty in the way of justice. 1
could only complain feebly agninst fate which
would ask me to surrender, even on the brink
of the grave, the elixir which supported my life,
My promise to Inez always repronched me ;her
dying words sounded always in my car: but ]
still kept putting off the fulfilnent of my pro-
mise : 1 hated myself, but I could not cndure
life without you.

“ Then frightfol dreams haunted me—that 1
should die, and with me the seeret—that you

"should be n friendless orphan—and that my
Tuez should start up lefore the Elernal Judg-
ment-seat to ncouse me for a traitor, - It was
only then T thought of writing down the story
of your birth, that, if my dark forehodings ever
come true, it might bea legacy of fortune: and
happiness to you, and might do for you what ]
should have done, v

“ This is all T haveto wrllc 1 may livestill
to conquer mysclf and do justice. But if not—
if my dreams should be more than deecamsafter
all—if the secret I have wilfully neglected t.
tell should choke me when T come to tell it—
may this tardy, revelation save you from the
consequences of my crime! I donotask you to
forgive me—that would be too much; but,
Rose, when you are rich.and happy, and- the
memory of your wrongs is fading, may 1 not
hope that whenever you think of the lonely old
man, who {ried to make himself bappy by your
unhappiness, it witl be to pity him 7 ‘

‘¢ My poor, poor father!” sobbed Rose—she
knew no other futhcr)ct 2 What have. I to
forgive to one who.loved me 5o tenderly? Oh!
if you had but told me this, how happy - we
nmight both have been! how many a pang you
would have been saved, how we would have
)iitieq and wept and prayed for my poor mother
together! Alas! what father have Inow,?"

Cressy, whose delight al the vevelation was
m»c-s'uuck in presence of her sister's. deep
emohon whispered timidly :

i Rose )ou have my father and yours.”

Sweet sub;;;gestim\, which again disotved the
young hearts in an exquisite tenderness, a per-
fect union of thought and love.

# Rosie, come and tell papa at once 1* cried
valatile Cressy, alrendy forgetting everything
but that she had found a sister.. ¢ Twill .be
such n surprise | "

Rose smiled thoughtfully.

tThen you will have me for a sister 7—

“tOh! Rose 7"

“And you will believe old Richard Marton's
story 7

# Gister!" cried Cressy, in amaze, Doubd
was ¢ word whose meaning she dreamed not of.
4 All the world would not persuade me you are
anything but my sweet darling sister”-and the
trustful arms ¢ncircled her neck once more.

t Alastif all the world were like yvou, Cressy,
how sweet a place it would beto dwell in "

t Rosie, you do puzzleme so! Thers you go-
asking me da 1 helieve this and do I believe
that, ag if 1 coulddigbelieve anything from you,
dnrhng ”

# You do not know how cold the world is—
how Jittle it trusts to inspired faith.”

«\What have we io- do. with -the nasly
world 7"

1t will perhaps question old Richard Mar-
ton's tule,” said Rose, gravely. ¢ But, happily,
there is proof here—the precious legacy of my
poor injured mother.””  And she laid her hand
on alittle yellow scroll, which she had-found
also in the secret drawer, Tt was o cerlifieate;
of the marriage of Inez de Centellas and John
Jordan, according to the riles of the Roman.
Catholic Church, signed by Juan Hanares, Padre
of the Spanish Chapel, Portman-street, London,.
Rose kissed the faded rescriptfervently : it was
the title-deed of two lives to honor. :
- ®-Surely, surely, that will beenough lo satisfy,,
all your doubtful bogies. - Come this moment,
and we'll tell pnpn "

e He knows it nlrutdj, Rose said cnlmI)

W ]\nows you are his daughter?? -

#With his dying breath, poor Richard ‘\hr—
ton told him I was tInez' child. 1 litlle
drenmed then of the mcnmn;, of hxs words. It
ig all clear now 7

t And what did he say 7 7'~ -

¢ Poor old-man, he: must have been: m\mg
That was all he said.” :

''Oh! ROsc, what hmnh unprvmg words l’ ‘

J¥ush, hush, dear; he is your fau\ex—and

mine: let us pray for him.” s
Why-didn’t he. tal\e you to L

T can't, ‘Rose,
his heart and thank God for sending Lim Dbless.

e
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earned cursss.” \’chcymentl,\'
spoke Crossy Artslade now,

Rose kissad her wrath away,

¢“He may have had his rensons,”” she urged
softly. . “Perhaps 1 way
Alas! is it my fate to make every one tha
ought to love me unhappy ! Cressy, T will not
go to Ashenfield.”

# Not go to Ashenfield!
ing to frighten ma 2"

# No, indeud, Cressy ¢ it will be a bitter tria’
to part with you.

4 0h, Rose, do notspeak like that. Kissm
and tell me you will come to Aghenfizld.”

¢ T'eannot, sweet sister; I cannot go wher
I would be always a trouble to my own father.”

“ But he has himself bid you come—"

“ He has?”

“#XNay, he spoke with an emotion T have

“seen him betray hefore.
to come.”

Rose was thinking., Perhaps he was relent-
ing, She bad noticed, now she remembered,
the look of interest with which he regarded her
the fiest time he met her. Tt was a look of dis.
may, but there was something like affection
that struggled dimly within its barred dungeon
of selfishuess. - Why should he ask her togo
to Ashenfield, if not to aid the shu"ghng pris.
oner to get free?”

It was'a eritical alternative she had to face.
Ifshe turned from her father's house, such as it
was, whither?  Into the world, friendless, beau.
tiful, innocent!  The fate of Tnez de Centellas
made her shudder, Her first duty was to ‘her
father: revenge was sing only the revenge of
sweet love, which should subdue the dungeon-
gloom of selfishness, et in the holy light of
sorrow, and lead in time to come repentant
father and triumphant, |m-triumphing‘chil(l to
weep together by a mother's ‘grave,
pure dream : so unlikely !

“If T thought he
come—" '

% There, darling, I will swear it.

«1 will try,” said Rose.

ings where he

would Dbe in his

Rose, ars you try-

never
I know he wishes you

It was a

really - wished me to

Only try."

CHAPTER XXXIIL
A WARKING VOICE, ‘
Rose Marton (50 we will'eall her yet) wbuld
. notleave the old Castle till' after Richard Mar-
ton’s funeral. - She should heraclf perform “the
Inst offices for the only. father: she had known
on earth, hefore she entered all nnselfishly on
the task of winning by love her mother's vindi-

lhon and herown’: transforming by love's al-
chemy a into a futher, instead of
ipurning and envsing him, as by teaching of the
sorld's prids, she onght, ‘

Miss Cressy, leaving her new-found sister, to
report to their father the result of her mission,
was perplexed sorely in huer not oo logical
to be more happy

monsier

uind: whether she onght
than misernble; or more wiserable than happy.
There are days in early spring when in some
fair landseape there is on one side radiunt sun-
shing, on the other sleety rain and .clouds :
zoupled confusedly, perhaps, by a windy storm,
which leaves the victory neither with sun nor
shower, but mixes them both inclemently,
Suchascene was Crossy Artslade’s heart, where
joy for a recovered sister divided empire with
woe for an endangered Jove,

Yose, the benutiful, the good, was her sister—
no shadow of doubt about that!-——a deeply
wronged sister, who was now to berighted, and

w0 be a sweet fountain of confidence and love
wherein Cressy should bask freely, as in a new
Adementof life,  Gladness and longingt  No
discordant note of sclfishness woke that thought
Jut Gerald was in dan-
ser—nay, in death's grausp! Justice in those
was o butcher from whose shambles there
was no redemption ! Why should she think of
Gerald 7—who was nothing to her—who Ind
not seen her gince she wasa child (as if she were
so much more than a child now )—who, of
course; had forgotten the tiny Cressy he usad
to play with long ngo—who, above all, wag per-
secuted and doomed to death by ker father?
& double woe-no right to think of Lim atall;
and then, when with womnen's
heart, she did think of him and *fret her heart
with thinking of him,- the thought that with
her father lny the power of saving him, but only.
the relentless will of ruining!” It was: o hawd
tangle of events; which hurried to inextxjicnhlc‘
complication ; which her father could unmvel,
he dlone, and would not.  Poor, dutiful Cresy,
it is n hard papa,whose single word would con-
jure away thy haunting griefs, yet Jis not
spoken, and never will ; whose right hand could
render up to thee an unshadowed sister, and
thy hc]m’cd but is raised only lo wrong thc om,
and slay thc other!

Her heart wrung with such aimless fhbughls,
she traversed listlessly “one of the bye-paths
through the Park by which she could approach
Ashenfield without being observed, when she
heard a-hurried step close beside her,
turning, felt her dress plucked by a woman

in her harmonic bliss,

days

theé logic of a

and,
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whose gestures, rather than her looks, terrified
her (for the leavy cloak which was wrapt avound
her was drawn closely over her head, and gave
bhut the very Jeast snrvey of the features,)
Crossy slnrted back. ‘

s Don't he frightened, Miss Cressy—for the
love o CGod, don't serame, or he'd muidher me 17
the woman whispered honrscly, that
Miss Artslade, now alarmed: in LW
going Lo serenm,

seeing
enrnest,

“What do yon want, my good woman?”
the young girl mustered cournge to say,

#1 axe yer pavdon, Miss,” the stunger: con-
tinued in the, smne harried,
“ But, 'tisns a frind T humbly
warn you, Miss—indeed it is,

S Warn me?

« Hush, hush, Miss,—the threes Chimselves
hus ears, an’ I.daren't trust ’em with the sncret
—Aliss Crossy, your futher is in d'lu;,cx 1

“ My father i—in danger! Oh, Heavens, speak
woman, what do you mean 2"’

HFar the love of the Varging Miss, he aisy.
"Pis upon my life I'm beathin’ a w or(] of it~—"tis
auly for your sake—you have never sealded the
hearts within us—an’ not to have the sign o
murdher on thim that niver knew how to hurt
nfiy till they got their Ditther lesson—that's
why. I risk 1ne own wretched life an? the lives
o' thim that's near an’ dear to me to put you
on'yerguard,  Be said be me, for God’s’ sitke,
Miss, an’ warn him he is in"danger,”

‘¢ But how ?—when 7—where did you hear
this 2—who are you that tell me my father is in
danger?”

anguished (one.
muke bowld to

Cressy demanded, hurling one.ques-
tion upon another in her bewildered eagerness,

t Who towlt me, 1 daren't tell,” the woman
enid, and the form nnder.the glcut L]O{l]\ trem-
Nul pxtlfnl)y. “Bulit isasthruens God's judg-
ment. "l'is sworn he nust die.”

Cressy shuddered,

“AS to whio Tam,” the woman wuxt on, “look
into me face an' you'll sce w hether I'm in the
humor for jokint.»’

As she spoke the heavy hood w as dm\vn
back over her head for & moment,
itrevenled was o young ons

The  face
, 1 bwithout beauty
too, for ull its haggaad smma and uhunncls
hut s0 impressed with ]mment ngony - that tlu..
ussembled miseries of an age )mw sccmul to
batten there,, It was Tade Ryan’ s wife!l

“Oh! now Ibelieve you, speak ‘the truth,”
Cressy Altsln(lc cried eagerly. - But- will you
not tell me more? My father is vich— he will
gnc you anything, if you will tell me ull
hd\b lus life,”

and

Adark frown cnme on the womans's-suffering
fuce, . )

)M iss Altsludc,” she (,rlcd almost fiercely,
“Av 'twas only gold stood in the way, your father
would be in his coffin to-morrow, und many o
bitther curse would follow him bofmfe God.'" .-

¢40h 1 Kitty, do not say that,” the young wo-
man cried, with a shudder,. ¢ You wil not be ko
cruel—formy sake i—for God's sake I"—

4 3or God's sake an' for your own, Miss, I
have risked the lives o' thim that's dear to me
to save him, 'av he will only be  said I)y
me.”

4 But, pood Kitly,you have told me nothmg
of his dnngcr. Whom has he.to fear?  What
is he to do to save himself 7

Y He is goin'to Cionmel to-morrow 7"

“He goes evéry Thursday.”

“Let him not go to-morrow,” the woman

whispered earnestly, ‘av he don't want to
be brought home a corpse.”’ L
« But who are_his enemies? - Can he take

no preeautions?
 Lady, 1 daren't speak another word o’ that,”
said the woman, trembling again, 'an younust
promise me this—promiseme be yer honour as,
alndy t—you willniver, niver,on any fucotnt—
brathea word of her name that towlt you this, -

# [ promise, faithfully, -dear: Kitly,” Ml.ss )
Arislade cried, fervently. % But will you uoL
acceph something—something from me :'—

She stopped, for Tade tyan's wife had vang
ished ; disappearedin the trees as w.xf(]\ as
she lm(l come, ;

Stunned by the alarming nnno\mccmcut of )
her _f.\ﬂ,M s dendly dnnggr, Miss_Artslade must
have swooned.but for the thought that there
was no time to be lost to warn’ Iim, and put
liim on his guard. -

Sir Albin was pacing lus study  impatienily,
ng if awaiting her n,turn when she burst_ in on
him with her white ﬁwhten(l face. e stopped
abruptly,

BWelly \\cll " he nskcd adark frown commg
over his l‘n(.t.. « What is the matter? ..
the. gii'l refuse fo come to Ashenfield 1

¢t No, no, papa, but—" ,

#But what? . She does not know ?—she has
not told you?”

The baronet spoke. -quickly ~and c\cm,dl\
then suddenly, as if repenting his. broken ques-
tions, asked more calmly :

“ (,10:53, why do you look s0?
happened, child 7 :

Then as connectedly, us her confuwl thoughts:
would qllu\\z she told lum_ of her strange ven-

Does

W]mt ‘lms,\
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contre with the woman in the Park, faithfully
avoiding nll clue to her identity.

The baronet laughed his ugly laugh,

# Somebody has been hoaxing you, child,”
he said, lightly # else it is some stupid trick to
frighten me.”

Yet in bis heort there came a strange voice
whispering, # If it should be true?” Among
all the worms he had trodden on and crushed
might not some one turn and spew poison?
There were aching hearts, he knew well in
Kilsheelan—he loved to think they ached, to
see them hiss and quiver in the scorching
element they would not yield to—but were
there not also strong arms and wild despair to
nerve them? The scowl on his face grew
darker. It was not that he feared, but hated
the more. His heart blenched not: but his
teeth were set’ closer,

Cressy noticed the change.

% Papa, do not depise this warning,"” she
cried, carnestly, I feel—I know it is =
friendly one.”

¢ So are many old woman’s fancies.”

#Papa, you will not go to Clonmel to-mor-
row? Say you will not?”

# Nonsense, child—TI have business there—
important business; which no one else could do
for me—and am I to neglect. it for dread of this
trumpery bugbear ?”

“Will you at Jeast take some precaution?®
Cressy urged.

Yes there could be no harm in tnkmg pre-
cautions, "His own trusty pistols and his. own
stout heart, he thought, were match ‘enough
for any danger; but to make assurance doubly
certain, he would have his henchman, Mr. Jer.
Murphy, to accompany him, and he should be
well armed, too. Then rebellious remmants
of the proud old people! expect an avalanche!
No more toleration even for your misery, which

- is dangerous. This very night Mr, McLaren will
have orders to expel you, root nnd branch, from
Kilsheelan. The reign of the new pcoplc must
not alone he triumphant—it must be safe,

“ There, I will take every precaution,” the
haronet wd «« Xow are you satisfied 7’

4 If you wotld only not go to Clonmel atall to
morrow—"

T must and will ;” this was final.

1 Going to Clonmel to-morrow, are you, Sir
Albin?" ¢ried the Dowager \hrc]nonc:s of

'P'xblmgton sailing into the room, a bouquet of

,ershl)-cullcd flowers in her hand. ~ *“I hope 1
have not interrupted you, I was so anxions {o
sec you on-this-very subject, "Ah| Cressy dear

our sweet young friend of the Castle is bearing

up bravely, T hope 7'

# Under the circumstances, yes,” said Cressy,
bricﬂy.

- #Ag you have been consoling one afilicted
mortal, parhaps you would be good Samaritan
enongh to console amother," snid ihe Mar-
chioness, with a sweet smile. ¢ Poor Adolphus
has heen in a sad slate for o few hours past~—
I'm afraid he has been wriling poetry, or some
such melancholly nonsense. Do try to cure
him, Cressy.”

As the Marchioness' words began to assume
something of motherly command, Miss Artslade
was not sorry {0 have the opportunity to leave
the room: not, indeed, to cure the unhappy
Marquis of hiz poctic Junacy, but to betake
herself to her own little room, and there lose
herself in wonder at the infinite mnazes of
events that were growing all around her
life.

"¢ T am so glad you are going to Clonmel to-
morrow, my dear,! said the affectionate Mar-
chioness. 7 have cver s0 many commissions
to give you, There’s that while satin; you
know, and those things from town, and-—"

“Better send the groom for them,” said the
baronet, brusquely.

* You men are so crucl,” pouted the Mar-
chioness, with & playful toss of the head,
« There was an old friend of mine, the Prince.
Kloptkofl, who positively came to be married,
and when he came. to the church found e had
forgotten to buy the wedding-ring. It was so
ridiculons 1"

The baronet winced. It was a- purchase he
had himself forgotten as yet to make,

t You have not yet fixed the day ?" he’ asked
curtly,

¢ The day we arc to be—to be—-

#¢ Married.”

#Alas | I'm afraid if T were to consult my
own heart, the day could never be too near)”
sighed the Marchioness, languishingly.

#8ay Monday week, then,~"

“ If you wish it, dear—"

“And without any fuss, in yonder
church ?” o

“ Charming | " The very thing I was going’
to suggest,” cried the Marchioness with girlish
wlee, ¢ My fashionable friends will never for-
give me for not asking. them-—there's that dear
Duchéss of Blunderland—she really takes such
an interest in onel—and the Honourable Mrs.
Ravendale and her set, who' 11 surely. go wild if
itisn't in St. James’ Square. But then they do

little
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sncer 80, and will not believe’ thn.t there is any.

real lovt, in the world |

And the Marchioness heaved a charitable sigh
for poor humanity, which was not able to com-
prehend that, in stooping 80 much Dbelow the
proud traditions of Bablington, she’ was but
obeying the impulse of all spiritual lovel

CHAPTER XXXIV.
TROUBLE BRRWING,

It was late that night—no sound stirring in
the village—when aman stole ont of the wood,
and creeping cautiously down to the village of
Kilsheclan, knocked a peculiar knock at the
door of Mat Hannigan's forge. :

The door was opened softly, and the new-
comer having gained admittance, closed again
as softly.  Within the forge there was no light,
and its dark corners were shrouded in gloom :
but there was an immense rent in the roof (a
recent storm had disrobed it) through which
the moonlight poured in, and fll around the
formsof twomen, Oncof them was the black-
smith ; Tade Ryan the other,

The men shook hands in silence,

“God help youl " maid the blacksmith
hoarsely.

# God help all of us!" Ryan exclaimed, with
a wild supplication in his bloodshot eyes. - “Ax
we could only die like min I'—

The Dblacksmith turned away to hide the
frozen tear that stood in his eye :md could not
fall,

# Baythershin1” was all hie said. The pros-
pect of a- revolution, which had. unloosed his
tongue, was vanished ; his darling pikeheads
were put away again {o rest and moulder: and
his tongue was sealed once more like the
grave. The iron cap was flung from his head
no more, not even when he slept, but grew
around-his forehead like a part of himsélf, and
the ivon features grew more rigid than ever:
as if the smallest emotion would look like flin-
ching in-the face of misfortune. For such
silént martyrs there be, who die and mukc no
sign.

0 God! av we had only fair play wanst|—
But-shure Heaven itself is fightin’ agin us; an'
laves us like sheep: to -be scatthered  an’
slaughthered I

#Baythershin "’ said the blackstmth again,

~with u gesture of impatience, . ¢¢ How did- they
‘take himself whin you escaped 'em 27

¢t Mavrone! I dont-kngw. Tisn't but he had
plinty av warnin'—God bless her that gev itl—
but he would persist in havin' a last look at the

young craythur at the Castle—he doated down
upon her, I'm sarlin shure \—an' that's why the
throopers cem upon him:  Poor Masthar Ger-
ald 1 he was the best an' the bravest of the ould
stock I

® They'll hang lnm " snid Mat Hannigan,
sententiously .

# My sowl | then, he won't be the only wan
will bite the dust 1" said Ryan, fiercely .

1 Jonia mon-dhoul| spake aisy, man,' said the
blacksmith, ¢ They're the bitther times, an’
no mistake, Did you sce Kitty an’ the chil-
dher?”

# God help 'em, I did!” said the other, in &
voice smothered with omotion. #She's howl-
din' up wendherful, poor girsha. She's as tin-
dher-hearted to that black tyrant over there,
as if her slarvin’ childer won't be flung out by
the roadside to-morrow or afther to die, an’ her
husband. hunted to the gallows because he
didn't cringe to an upstart. She’s afeard I'll
murdher him, indeed "

4 Maybe not 'idout rayson?” half-asked Mat
Hannigan in his own inconstruable way.

Ryan seized him flercely by the wrist, as he
hissed into hig ear:

t# Why, look you here, man—ayv there wor a
sarpint as black as hell a-suckin' out yer heart’s
blood, an’ yer hands were free tostrangle him,
would you die an' lave him live?. By G—I
would not!”

. “‘Lave him to God " said the blacksmith,
5olcmnl\

# 8o Kitty says—Iave him to God!” cried the

other bitlerly, # But’taint in human nature

to stand it longer. - May God forgive me! 'tis
come to that at lasti"

The blacksmith said nothing. Perhaps -_the
still small voice deep down in his rugged heart
was stifled by the clamour of sorrows, as were
t'lc cries of the infant god by the c; mbn]s of
the Corybantes long ago.

“ Where's the owld blundherbus 7 whispered
Ryan, in a lollow voice.

Mat Hannigan strode across the forge with-
out a word,'and removed a huge stone behind
the bellows, which laid open ‘s little cavity in
the wall, whenee the blacksmith produced a
heavy weapon, and handedit in silence to his
companion,

“ Isit all right 1 again demanded Ryan.

“Charged to the muzzle |”

Ryan concealed -the weapon in his bosom :

and the moonlight’ falling on his face disclosed

a ghastly specticle; a'man pnmed for his ﬁrst
deed of blood. - - .
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He séized the blacksmith's lmnd, and a tear
fell upon it, }

& Mat,” he said, in a broken whisper, #if any-
{thing happens me —it can't be much for the
worse, God knows!—Dbut if it do happen,. you
won’t forget poor Kitty an’ the childher?®

The tear in the blacksmith’s eye glittered
threateningly, as though it wonld full perforce.

4745 a bad business, my boy,” he said, “an’
they sez 'twill bemy turn nixt to be routed out
o' the ould forge; but as long as 1 live
There, Tade, 1 can't say another word—'twould
choke me.”

And the tear fell trinmphauntly at ast.

#God bless you !'—God bless ye alll”

new-fangled muvderer wus gone.
. The blacksmith stood in the forge’s gloom for
a few minutes, thinking——for under the iron
cap there was a thought-apparatus, how clogged
soever.

«The boy manes murdher!” he mutterred,
reflectively. W Lll" "I'is only death here or
there.  What matther?”

And the blacksmith betook himself to his
checrless crib bebind the bellows with the iron
wrinkles hammered once more into decorous
rigidity : ashamed of his unusual emotion: . But
the apparatuz under the iron cap never ceased
working in its own dull chambers ull that
m"ht, ] o

.1t wasa weary nlght for the hunted outlm\'
1]1 the mountain wood, when the birds were at
rest and the leaves—all but the owl hooting
f:om the ivyof the old Castle, all but the owl
and his own, breathing heart—sweary when the
morning broke.in holy purity—weary and more
weary a5 the sun mounted: by slow seconds to
the, m(,nd.m and beamed over the ripe corn-

' m.]ds, and glndd"ned the happy birds—as  if

there was no grief nader the sun. : He ]md
seen Sir Albin Artslade go. to Clonmel .in the
morning, accompanied by Murphy, the balift:
Toth annud to the tectb —-but as arms were .in
those d'u'»' among the eqlupmcnts of those who
ware privileged. to carry them, he saw. no
ground of suspicion on that score.that his de-
sign, could ]mve been anticipated, the more
especially as his wife was Lhe only one actually
acuainted with, it.

There was on t.hc old road l)ctwccn Clonmel
and Kilsheelan, some. two miles outside . the
furmcr‘placc, adeep and lonely gorge known as
the Pass of-Caha, Here the road took a bend
immediately under the brow of the mountain,
and passed for about two, hundred yards be-
tween SL.SQCOP aclivity onone side, and on the

The

other the mountain wood renching down to the
very border of the road, nnd back in: the' dense
covert of pines and underwood to the recesses
of the mountaing, Tt was a place made : for
murder—gloomy, isolated, and to the murderer
offering ample shetter and ensy. eseape. Here
Tade Ryan awaited his victim: behind a thicket
on the roadside, about o hundred yurds up the
Pass, whencee he commanded n clear view of the
road from its entrance, and in a few bounds
could conceal himself in (he depts of the wood.

Wearily the lagged hours toiled along.
E\'mr_v somul of life startled the walcher,
[ivery one that passed the roud seemed to. be
concious of his presence and shuddered,  Every
horse's hoof-beat made his heart jump -into his
throat. . T'he sun begun to decline, and stil no
sign of the victim,

Tade Ryan began to - almost wish he \\onld
not come at all, - Terrible is the agony of the
deliberate murderer,  Like minute guns amid
a roaring sen, the counscience voice shrick be-
times, and then are swallowed in the clash of
star-striking billows and hurricines of passion,
making the poor heurt quiver and beave with
the Bolin bursting within its bounds,  And
the minute-guns come again like spasms of
agouny ; for ull the stovmy: rage that seeks
drown them ; and will not be drowned.

But when it is despair {hat reasons, where
will ‘be found the cannons? . Tade Ryan
thought of his wife and starving children, of
his hunted self, of his wrecked home, of his Jost
cause, and-of the pitless siranger who would
flourish in their ruin: and he was a demon
again,  The haggard look. in his face denied
purley to prudence—life for life was his terri-
blegame,  Helooked once more to the priming
of the blunderbus, and patted it with savage
glee. Then resumed his anxious watch- down
theroad. Atlunatic in a powder magazine with
lighted match! . . .

In the meantime, Sir Alvin '\l’lslddb lm(l set
out from Clonmel, httlu suspecting the dread-
ful fate that. was preparing for him. . In the
excitement of a heavy day’s business in town,.
he had almost forgotten his daughter's silly
fears, and was- riding along.. leisurely . with
thoughts that were nearly all pleasurable. . He
was after receiving a large consignment -of,
gold, transmitted to him by the agent who still
carried on his money-lending business in.lon--
don ; and the gold was stowed away inabulky’,
leathern sack attached to his saddle; close ly
the pair of loaded pistols stuck in- the holsters.
Hehad made the few: arrangements necessary;

o
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for hig wedding, too, and was thinking lhm mxld

{o th Pass of Cnha, clutched his Llunderbus,

harvest evening us hu stw e sun go down in ; with o choking sensation at his throat, uud

penceful splendour, that, vow - ab last, the end
must be at hand for which Lis, harsh ambition
had strugggled for many and many a year—that
Peace in Power he thought to conquer from the
world's niggard homage, - T'rom poverty he had
grown to riches: from contemypt to awe : from
obseurity to splendour,  What firther now had
hie to do, having conquered Huppiness, than
woo her, and at length induce her to smile as
well assubmit?  And he wounld do.that,  He
was going to marry rmnk and what passed for
beanty s he would have an heir in whom  his ;
nnnte would live—his prefty Cressy wonld have
the younyg flower
choose fromn,

of the British peerage to

dower: p:rlmps, also, to still the little. voice
that whispered of the lovely Spanish ginl and

her wraag, he would make amends to hersweet ;

daughter and his (for Rose Marion's face haunt-
ed him and would not leave him); and then,
when the lnst of the hated race swung from the
gullows in sight of the humbled towers of his
fathers, and the st of his hated retainers went
down Lefore the tide of novelty,. then - surely
there must come Pence in Power!t - How should
Sir- Albin Artslade feanr?  His. inission- wis
uccomplishing bravely—nearly” accomplished.
Nearlyt It was quite: nccomplished |

Only once didu r:collection of the warning
hé bad received cross Sir Albin Artslade's mind.
1t was when he turned ‘'on the suddle to nsk
some question about the distance to Kilshee-
lan of the worthy baliff, who' tode a few yurds
behind, Ads pair of loaded prstols also in the
holsters,  He wasa little surprised o see the
man's face distorted hideously, all :pale and
quivering with the confussed tertors of a coward.
He fidgeted still more on his saddle un(lu the
baronet's keen serutiny, .

¢ Phew 1" said the btuonct with a rrct,tmc of
disgust, ¢ The fellow shivers like a baby with
dread of these..wonderful nssassins,. A . pretty
ally - he'd make on emergency '

And the reflection arousing him to the: fuct,
that evening was fast closing and' a i lonely
streteh of rond hetween him and Ashenfield, he
spurred:his: horse into & livelier -puce ns he
approached the Pass of Caha.  Mr. Jer Murphy
rode after him with a hideous: light.in his tittle
sharp eyes, which was not wholly a coward's
quni]i\ng, which might be anything ‘as bad -or
worse, . i : I
. And Tade Ryan, hearing: the horse's . hoofs
elattor atong the dusty rond, nearer and nearer

with riches and beauty for her

ground his teeth ercely as hie'muttered:

4 Here heis ab lnst 17 :

(7 be Continued)
[P S
JUDGING BY FACES.

A man’s character is stamped upon his face

by the time he is thirty, T had rather put my
trust in nny man's countenance than in his
pwords,  The lips may lie, the. face can not
S0 be sure min may bxmlumd be avillian ;
i but what a smile i is-——n false \\nknm" of Lln,
smouth and ereasing of the cheeks, an unpleas-
Lant grimace that makes the observer shudder.,
¢ Rasenl” is legibly written all over it.

Among the powers that are given us for our
good is that of reading the churacters of those
j wemeet by the expression of the features,  And

yeb most people neglect it or doubt the cxis-

tence of the talisman which would save them
from dangerous fricndships or miserable marri-
ages, such fearing to trust'a test so intangible
pulses and suffer in consequence,

tunl idiot, if they meet him; und many know o
confirmed - drunkard . at sight.
know a bad ‘man-also.
mennness in his eyes, in his pinched features,
in his complexion.
brutality in his low forehead; prominent chin
and bull neck, = The. crafty man, all suavity

those who Tead unholy lives have so positive

is a marvel that the mosbmnomnt and innocens
are ever imposed upon by them.

people have of being : influenced by beauty, or
cultivation of a power which-may be brought

and bad, and positively plain and yet good. T

snfe to betieve that it is so.

et

the true discip}es of Jesus Christ, .

and mysterious, act -in definnee of their im--

an impress of guilt upon their features that is.

There are few who could not point out an ac-:

It is ecasy. to.
T'hie miser wears his:

The brutal man shows his -

and elegance, cannot put his watchful eyes and -
snaky smile ont of sight us he does his purpose,
The thief looks nothing else under heaven,and..

Perhaps it is the fear that consciéntiou%v'
want of it which lends so0 ‘many.to neglect Lhu;
to such perfection ; but a face may be beautiful |
searéely think any one would )mslnlu, in this;

way, and I aver. that when-a mml p.l:t the .
carliest youth looks goovd, pure, and. true, it is .

 Cuamyy s the Christian dmdt.m- 1(: is- the -
roynl mantle by:which we are recognized as:
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ST. PATRICK’S D.AY.

St. Patrick's Day is a religious festival, and
Catholic Trishmen should observe it by assisting
with- their families at the Holy Sacrifice, to
thank Almighty God for the great fuvor He
bestowed on lreland in sending St. Patrick to
her shores ; for the success with which He has
crowned the labors of His Apostle; for the
Divine gift of Faith which' has made Irelund a
land: of Saints and Martyrs; for the adonble
Providence which has attended exiled Irishmen |
in every clime, ' .

St. Patrick’s Day is also a national fustival,
and as such should be celebrated by all Irish-
men irrespective of creed. The out-door display,
or procession, is national, not religious, and is
open to the Protestant Irishman as well as to
the Catholic Irishman,~—to every one who loves
old Treland, and honestly believes that she is o
nation, capable of governing herself without the
intermeddling of her sweet sister Eugland, We
wish -to see the national part of the festival
celebrated in a national manner, and hope that
on the approaching 17th, every Irishman, worthy
of the name, will be found in line of procession
with the dear little shamrock nestling near his
heart, - ’ .

Many will be the nspirations on St, Patrick’s
Day for the welfare of Ireland, many the pray-
ers for the successful accomplishment of Home
Rule. In the safe keeping of the leaders of
this movement—patriots every man of them—
the Irish people have placed the priceless trea-
sure of their nationality. Believing with our
countrymen at home, that Home Rule is attain-
able by moral means, we say to the Home
Rule League, with all our heart, Ged speed
your good work, and crown it in His own good
time with the wreath of victory.

On St. Patrick’s Day. thoughts of England;

the genile, generous sister country, will cause

o frown to settle on many a munly brow, Some
good Catholic and piously inclined people say
that “Irishmen "hate Lngland unjustly.  We
hate her, but not unjustly, Dr. Brownson be
our witness! ¢ What is England ?”’ he asks in
his Review for Junuary, and answers :

¢ She is the oldest, the best organized, and the
most impious usurper against the authority of
Almighty God to be found on the earth.  The
British Lion bows neither to man norto God.
Her queen, by usurpation, nssimes to be the
Head of the Church of God in her dominions,
Her Parliament creates and regulates this
Church. -1t defines its faith, forbids its op-
posite, nnd prescribes with minute details the
manner in which Almighty God shall or shall
not be worshipped in its dominions, and legal-
izes the prayers to be addressed to him. Thus she
assumes sovercignty over heaven, over her
dominions on carth, and over hell.  This is the
moral monster whose garments are dyed with
the blood of all nations, The Irish race, the
unfaltering children of fuith, as if inspired by
a divine instinet, have always hated her)”

But hatred for England will be furgotten in
an extacy of love for Treland. St Patrick will
help us to banish the gloomy past, and he will
cuuse Ireland to rise up before us, clothed in
the rights & no distant future will restore to her.
Then let us ull be true to otir own green islo,

Bear our parts as men should do, for our own green isle,

And oug’s the bliss shall be,

In the coming years toace,

Peace and joy and liberty, in our own green iale.
———

IRELAND'S NATIONAL ANNIVERSARY.

It has been customary for men of Irish birth—
notonly in their native land, but in every region
of the earth where Irishmen are found—to cele-
brate their national anniversary with festive
rejoicing. ;

Almost every nation has some one particular
day in the year which it celebrates with peculiar
festivity; ond thut day associated with some
great men's name,  Americn has- its Fourth of
July, and the illustrious name of George Wash-"
ington associnted therewith. Scotland gets
merry, drinks deeply, and chants old national
ballads, on the anniversary of the birth-day of
 Robbie Burns.” - England contrives to get up
& show ‘of enthusiasm about ‘William Shakes-
peare; But it is the peculiarity ot Ireland (the
most Christinn nation in the world) that, though -
no other country can sliow-a nobler list ‘of war-
riors; patriots, poets, minstrels, orators —it 'is
fot the birth-day of any of these she celebrates,
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No!l it is the anniversury of the birth-dry of
Suint Patrick, who poured the divine light of
Christianity upon dear old Ireland.

It is well that this is so, for the anniversury
of the great suint is aday of penrce and holiness:
It is a day devoted to friendly feeling and bro-
therly love—to harmony, kindly thoughts, and
noble patriotic aspirations. 1L is a duy whose
blessed associntions unite Irishien of every
‘creed and class by the tie of love for the dear
old land. For what man loves the tand of his
birth as the Irishman does?

Here, in this great city, the day is celebrated
with the greatest pomp and splendor.  But not
here only is the day remembered, The Irish
pioneer of civilization in the back woods of the
Dominion celebrates it, in his humble fashior,
with tender memories of the island home of his
race. On that day the exile in far Australia has
half sad, half joyous visions of the pleasant
vales, the sparkling streams of his native land,
" and a blessing to the old land is murmured from
his lips. BEwven the poor Irish soldier, nmid the
jungles of India, thinks tenderly of dear old
Ireland on that anniversary, and his heart
warms, his pulse beats quicker, us he hears the
regimental band strike up the great old anthem
of ¢ Patrick's Day.”

God forefend that this should ever be other-
wise than what it is l—Amen. :

The seventeenth of March is eminently & day
of peace and reconciliation. - Love, burning
love, for the Trish people, and for their eternal
welfare, was the one absorbing feeling of him
to whose sainted name it is dedicated.

Yes, St. Patrick’s Day is a day we hope Irish-
men will continue to commemornte in kindness
and good-fellowship all the world over, however
far they may be exiled from the home of their
race—1ill the day comes when it shall be eele-
brated in its highest splendor in the capital of
4 noble, free, and independent nation.

IRISH FEDERALISM.

We have rcdci\'(a(l from Mr. Ed. Murphy,
President of the Montreal Trish: Home Rule
League, n pamphlet entitled ¢Irish Federalism g
its menning, its objects and its hopes,” by Ism\c
Buit, Q.C,, M.P.  This admirable treatise has
now reached its fourth (,(lltlol) which shows
the interest taken in the Irish national move-
ment both in.the United Kingdom and in this
country. It may beremarked that of course
qhere is uo man more cup.v.blz. of wriling or
hpu\l\mg ou this subject than the father of the

movement ; therefore any work coming from
under his hand very naturally is read with in-
tevest, After all the works that have been
wriiten and  publishied on the hubjed and all
the explanations that have been made Llnou‘rh
the press and otherwise, it is astonishing to
meet people who nsk, # What is Home Rule?,
What do you mean when you agitate for Home
Rule 2" Such people as these never take the
trouble fo read what it is,and pretend that they
ure ignorant of its meaning,  The plain fact is
that they well understand what it is, but they
don't ‘want to read any explunations of the
matter, as they are entirely opposed: to the
movement, and do not sympathize with s
promoters in any way. It is just like some
puersons who go to hear lecturcs on- ¢ Papal
[ufullibility.””  They suy the lecture was very
good, but “they did not believe the lecturer
(whoever he may be) explained it clearly,”
simply because they would not believe it to
Le “expluined,” no matter how clear the lec-
turer coulid put it. - We don't see anyone who
can advance an argument that will show Mr.
Butt speaks obscurely or does not ‘explain in
the fullest manner possible the title: of his
work, In stating the question, he says: “1 do
so under o deep conviction that the time is
come- when it is essential to the interests of
both countries that there should be a re-adjust-
ment of modification of the ‘Unidu'nrrangc-
ments. I believe that a very large proportion
of the Trish people are willing to uceept such o
Federal Union betseen the countries ns w ould
give an Irish Parlimment.control over nll the

domestic affairs of Ireland, while an Imperial.

Parlinment still preserved the unity and integ-
rity of the United Kingdom as a great power
among 1he nations of the world, The present
state of feeling in Ireland offers to England an
opportunity of consulting the Irish people with-
out making concessions which would involve

revolutionary chxmgcs or endanger the stability,
It may be that these hopes are: |

of the empire. .
to be disapointed. That opportunity may be
neglected.  If ib.be so, I will not, therefore,
duspmr of the curuse of Ireland or llcland 5,
nationality—a cnuse as indestructible as 'the,
mountains of her land, or as the-ocean which
surrounds it. But I am persuaded that never
again will there be such-an opening-for the

peaceful solution of .questions which will one.
dny or other find their settlement, no matier by .

what means.” He then ably reviews the Irigh
Pmlmmu)t, before the Union th\. Constitution:

-xmd Powérs of the Impuml Parliament; and’

ECERI
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the Constitution and Powers of the Ivish Parlin-
ment,  In taking a @ general view of 'n [Pud-
eral Constitution,”? he says : “That which is
of importance is that Treland would send, as we
do now, 105 representatives to vote in an Im-
perial Partinment on all questions of Lmperial
concern, and in return - we would. subnit,
as we do now, to be taxed by that Tmperiul
Parlinment, but only for certain definite pus-

home in lreland we would have our own Parli- |
ameznt controlling all the affnivs of our internal
adminstration, We would have the Sovercign,
as now, represented by a Viceroy. We would |
have an lrish Ministry responsible to and coun-
trolled by an Irish Partiament, We would have
an Irish 1Touse of Peers, consisting of our viwi-
dent Irish nobility, with such additions of men,
distinguished in  any ficld of intellectual
achievement, as the Sovercign might think fic
to associate with our hereditary nobility in'the
Upper - House-—and “we "would have an lrish
House of Commons elected under a popular
sufirage by the countics and towns of lreland,
with the addition of the representatives of the
few learned bodies who could fairly claim the
right of sending members to an Ivish Parli
ment.” He also says it need not follow—it

would not follow—that: those returned ‘to the

Imperial Parliament should. also have se
the Trish House ; and he doés not believe the
assertion that the best of the Trish nobility
would be drawn*oft to an Imperial Parlinment,

as the great attraction for Irishmen would IIL
the Parliament in which Irish rights and in_
terests were finally disposed of.  Speaking of
the disgrace and ‘danger to England in the pre.
sont state of things, he snys ;— 1 need scarcely
say, no Irishman ‘vught to be satisfied with the
present condition of affairs—OQught a y Euglish:
man?’' Tam "quite $ure ‘that the interests’ of
England are mére concerned than those -of
Ireland in a pmceful and equifable adjustment
of the relations . between the conn(m.. To
Ireland, thq d‘xy of dL]wcx.mLe,.sooncx or later,
must come, " The system of government whichi
is now crushing down Ireland, vannot last. 1t
m'ny.hi: after years of suffering and struggle—it
may be with the sacrifice of many-n patriot
tife—it nmv be with more endiraneé in dun:
geons, more vietinis on the seafipld-—-it may be
wheiall the present gencration arc sléeping in
their g'ravc{ﬁ;‘but‘thc emancipation cof Ireland
is ccruun one day or other to'come. - For I‘ng-
land the quutwn is' & very. diffcrent 'one,  If
Irigh rlghtg be won' by o revolution, the' d’t}ys of

British power ave numbered, T know {he scorn
and contempt with which men will receive of
pretend to receive this language, Dot he is
not & wise minister for England who defies the
hostility of the Trish race. He is no wise
statesman who dreams that an cmpire is safe
which holds in its bosom one-third of its people

as ity foes.  This is o subject upon which,

s for obyious rensons, 1 do not enre to dwell, . But
poses and in a certain definite manner. At

the man, no matter in- what seat of authority
he sits) is a short-sighted fool who makes light
of the danger with which™ Trish disaffection
nenaces English power,  The

s one thing 1
l\nm\' which is this : 1f a war, w hldl is possible,
does avise, and if England does go into that
war with!the guilt of Ireland’s oppression hang-
ing like &' mill-stone ronnd her neck, and the

I curse of Irish disnffection wankening her arms,

the boldest ‘may well look with trembling to
the effeet on her grentness of that struggle. It
is, at least, within the limits of possibility that
e muy come out of that war, with Ircland o
mcmbur of the great Western Republic, or an
independent state, with its nationality, guarate-
teed by the joint protection, it may be, of Ameri--
ca and Russia, or of all the European Powers.
This langunge must not be misunderstood. ™ [
know that the best and wisest of Trish Nationai-
ists lw]ii:vc with me that Treland ought, by all
possible mcnns,bto maintain her contiexion with
England.  I:helieve that Trelund would ‘be hip-
pier and better- under a . Fideral” Unione with
England than she would be either nsn member’
‘of the Ameriean Confederation, or as an' inde-
pendent nation under the protection of nny
Luropuan power. Tam quite sure that if Eng-
tand will aid our efforts by giving us the n"ht
of self-government in our own affairs, ”)th
who think thus, have power and influence
enough-to control the passions of that section
of ‘our people whom ]onfg misgovernment has
driven to believe in'a separation from England’
as the only remedy for Irish wrong. The con-'
cession of a domestic Parlinment would make
the ery for separation powcrlués, even if it were
ever raised.  In'a few yeass the wish would be
foegoltcn, bn(lcr anIrish govmmmnt we
would in seven years hecome more l(lt.ntlﬁ‘(l’
with )'ng Tand L]mn we have in sdven c.mlunc
uf ‘oppression. Ag the - ter rible bartiers of
separation which are mised by the: éxercise of
tyranny and the' sense of wrong dlmppuuul
all the mﬂuulces of union, which are to Lo
found in our near nclghboxhood—olu cominon’
lunglm"e—our common mstntutnonh—our thou-
off kmdrcd’ of mtueut and ol “trude

L ) L
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would have their fair and fill operation in
making us, not in name, but in reality, in in-
terest and affection, one united sinte.” He
adds that this opinion, with regard to Ilinglish
connexion, may be changed in the way that it
cnu]d not be mastered, if the unanimous de-
mand of the people for sclf-government ix not
acceded to within a shorb time. * Referring ta
the question of Religion, Mr. Butt says: «8n
far from believing the differences of religion

which exist in Treland ta be any hindrance to ‘
our discharging the highest functions of a na-|’

tion, T am persuaded that even in our very “dis-
scnsmns there hns been a Lr'unmw which mll
gn ¢ Treland a power which no nation of ane
ereed could possess.  Treland—Dresbyterinn,
Episcopal and Cathol’c —will aftract to her
sympnthics which a nation composed ex¢lu.
Riv eIy of one de momination never could com.
mand,  The very ﬁhcugth of ench clusk w:l‘
prohibit and drive away the (hough(q 0( th
domination of any other. The lésson ‘whicl
has heen tunght in the uvcrthrow of the Pro-
testant cqtnblmhmcut will not lu, lost on any
mhon of the Irish nation, ’I‘hc presence o!
nnoLer section of Chnm.mq ‘will be cqually &
check upon the negligence and the intoleranct
of cach church; and in the necessity imposed
on- us. of mutunl]) respecting the opinions of
ench ot]n.r Treland will learn the great Jesson
of that toleration, without observing which, ne
nation can ever be really great. Even in our
religious differences—in the’ fact that we have
within our borders three greal Christian com-
munities, each strong in itsintellect, in the
social position of its members, and in its num-
bers—I see a preparation for the part which it
i§ the destiny of Ireland Lo take in the history
of the world, and an carncst that no narrow or
illiberal prejudices will disqualify her from fill-
ing it.” ‘We are not able, from want of space, to
follow Mr. Butt further, but England may res
assired that it is her interest to come to terms
with Ireland.  When the time of her trinl with
oun,r nations actually comes, Treland will be
the dungcr atall tnncs—lt\ull bethe wenkness
of England. While the Trish question is un-
seltled, ‘England is insecure. If the Irish
nation is-communiented with and asked to ae-
cept o scttlement of the question in the forin
of a Federal Union, such as is suggested by Mr,
Butt in his able; trcnuse on the subject at the
hending of this notice, the English Minister is,
indeed, unwise who omits the opportunify of
eﬁecting it. e has now a favorable opening
to como to torms with Ircland, i

IRISH ROUND TOWERS.

The county of Meath contains two round
fowers—that nt‘Kulis and that of Dmm"hm-ow;
of the Intter we 1nlxoduce a sketeh, It is
ubout a’‘mile from Nav an, on the rn.ld 1o Slnnc
Lhc circumference hear the base is “sixty-six
fect ; and its height o the slant of the roof,
which is waniing, is"about 100 feet.  Over the
entrance, as usu}\l, about twelve feet from the
ground, there is o vude sculptured figure in te~
licf—bearing a very close resemblance to the
crucifision—at least the nLtltn(h, is that of one
crucified, but a token.of & cross was not visible.
This h.llgm\m establishment, which was-an-
ciently enlled Domnach mor muighe E:hnach,

owes its origin to St. Patrick, as will appear,

from the following passage translated from the
life of the Trish apostle, attributed to St. Evin :

*1While the man of God was Dbaptising . the
people called Luaignii, at a place where the
church of Domunach-morin the plainof Echnach
stands at this day, he called to him his disciple
Cassanus, and committed to him the care of the
church recently erccted there, preadmonishing
him, and with prophetie monl.h predicting that
he might expect that to be the place of his
resurrection ; and that the church committed to
hig care w ould always remain diminutive in
size and structure, but great and celebrated in
honor and vcncmtion ‘The.event has proved
this prophecy to bea true one, for St. Cassanus’s
relies are there to be seen in. the. \ughest
veneration among the. people, rcm'lrl\znhlc for
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great mirncles, so that searcely any of the visit-
ors go away without recovering health, o
receiving other gifts of grace sought for® But
to return_to our description of the sculptured
figure in reliet—the legs are bent awlkwardly.
as if to denote pain.- On cither sideis a seulp-
tured head ; both heads have asort of covering
resembling 4 monk’s cowl, or the glible of {h
ancient Irish. Much importance has been at-
tached to these unusual appearances ; and tlicy
have been made formidable weapons in th,
controversy concerning the origin of the rounc
towers,

————— e e
THE FAMOUS SIEGE OF ARRAS ANE
EOGHAN RUA O°NEILL.

Two events combine to recall the memory of
the great siege to which we are about to refer:
one is the Spanish war, the other is th
catastrophy of Metz. ~ For,:in the annals o.
French history, the siege of Arras holds a posi:
tion as important as thnt of Metz; as auspicious
however; to Finnee ns ‘the latter waus disns-
trous; and, on the other hand, the command-

* ing General, to whom the defence was' entrust:

* ed, was in the service of Spain, and made

*capitulation more honorable than the victories
of many, anda rctrcmt which most resembled o
trmmr)h

This gallant general ownéd  the’
Spanish name of Eoghan Rua O'Neill,

Whilst yeta little Irish boy, fresh from the
‘undulating territory of his ancestors in Tyron

" —where heathery mountain, wild, woady slope,
deep glen, and rolling river taught him all thiu
earth can {each of Leauty—he entered one o

" the classic colleges in the ancient. and cele-
brated city of Salamanca, = The Spanish sky

" was blue as the sapphire above; the Spanisl,
sun bright as a burnisheéd shicld ; no. clond.

“ marked the far horizon, till night in its majes-
tic darkness came down upon’ the \ii)(,)'arrl'q
olive fields, and orange slopes of Spain. Gazing
forth from ‘the antique porch of his collcgc
" young hoghan could have seen in fair' splen-
dor the symbol of his illustrious carecr,

"On'the rollofhis college long stood the name
of “ Eugenius Rufus and with it his title as

v Scrgcant of the Royal Ifalberdicrs. - Long abode

*his memory in thc ancient city of Snl(lm'mca
descending from gencration” to gencl.mon of
dark-m ed Spaniards, as one of the ‘most noble
of warrior men, the most faithful of soldnus nnd
the most gal}antof generals,

peculia

When again his naine becomes prolil_iuontly

vefore us, the gathering night of Spain and
IPranee had closed, as close the clowds of the

Awild winter storm, with the red flash of fieree

lightning and the rattling voll of terrible thnn.
der, Phe Archhishop of Toledo, 'rince Cardi.
and as he was, displayed his military talents in
in the Netherlands, whereof he was soen te he
appeinted Governor-Genernl,  Nothing in the
course of his varied military experience hasim.
pressed him more vividly than the rennykable
:|n(“1\lclligcxﬁ gallaniry of the Irish officers,
He had heard of valor of the Butlers, driven forth
by the tyranny of James I from their native
Ireland, and he knew what the famous # Hero
af the North,’” the victorious Gustavus Adolphus
had said of theachievements of Walter Butler
and his Trish Musketeers at Frankfort siege :

Wilad the Tmperial Generals” exclaimed the
Royal Swede, “instend of acting like cowards,
done but one-pifth v what this gallunt Irishman s
achieved, 1 should never have been master of
Frankfort, saveafter & desperate siege.”

Him did the Cardinal-Prince tnke when he
afterwareds marched to the siege of Novdlingen;
and here the Irish officer had an opportunity of
prm:ing his prowess, - English troops had gone
0 the aid of the Swedes, and Field-Aarshal
Horne came up to ielicve the garrison, . Wal-
ter Butler and’ his Irish froops bore the brant
of the Vattle, Ioor twenty-three. hours they
stoud firmyngdinst continuous firing, and had
the glory of seving their eney retreating .Lfb,r
a terrible contest, :

The Governor- (rcneml of the \(-lhel].mdh

clated by success, manifisted a - degree’ of
activity ‘which made his neighbours uncasy.

Richelien, the great Frenclr Gurdinal was, if
not an enterpiizing (‘cnuul like him of Toledo,
at least a profound and astute statosman. . Ile
projected ihe expulsion of the Spaniards from
Aire, Cambrai, and Arras ' jand his' Roynl mas-
tery Louis \UI s.mctloucd the scheme.” The
Prmu, of Orzmgu placéd himself at lhc disposul
of the French Cardinal, who commmwnui him
to fall upon the 'Spamsh army in the Nether-
hmds whilst the I reneh should ussault one.of
the utxeq named, The city of Arrag wi as, s(,lt.ctul
Then {he three French comnmnclcrs, Mmshnl
Mailleraie, Mavshal Chanlues , and \lmahnl
Chatillon, drew tothhu Lhc)rurmxcs and with
25 ooOmmntq and 9,000 horse cncnmpcd bc-
fore the doomed city. ” Four Lhous.md p.,ns.mis
were scued and compelled to labor in ‘the tren-
ches. Slcgc artillery was there in plmt\, and
provisions in profusion.

Thus the sicge of Arns was dcqtmcd to bc-
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come # landmnek in history 5 the very {tuming
point of the great vivairy belween the greates:
powers of Iinrope—1trance and the Fmpire,

Upon whom fell then the choice of Spain’,
What genernl- did she select - in this critien?
cmergeney to he her champion against thro
Marshals of France ? :

Foanay Rua O'Nen,!

Noneother, A sealed pucket front Don Filippe
de- Silva enclosed  him  his  commission,
appointed him o the chiel command, anc
credited him with the sum of fifty thousand
pounds.

Here, then, were three Marshals of Frane
with thirty-four thousand men set  agains:
one Trish geneial, with a garrizon of nineteer
hundred men afl told!  Tor (ifteen hundree
foot and four hundred horse, inchading O'Nuill™
infantry regiment,; were all that Arras coule
muster, Nor were its fortifications in such
slate ns to ennble the city to dispense with
strong force of defenders,  On the contrary
the walls were rinous and towers untrustwor
thy, when sssailed by thebest artillery,

O'Neill, however, seemed a host in himsels
No snoner was his appoinment made publi.
than all the inhabitants of the city seemed in
spired with wondrous confidence, *‘I'hey organ
ised themselves,  The inhabitants formed into
three corps, which ‘co-operated cordinlly witl
the soldiery, and suved them fromgreat fatign.
and exhaustion in the watches by day and 1
night, - By day they beheld the cirele of foes
girdling theircity round, andall astivand activ.
at the. work: of the cirenmvalintions, iy niglhi
the red light of the watehfires surrounded then.
as with a cincture of flune.

Beyond the thick clustering foes there was,
indeed, something to hope for : the army of the
Prince . Cardinal was there thirty  thousane
strong. . Butits numbers did not equal“the be-

- siegers jadding to its forces those of Arras, the
combined ‘French -armies outnumbered -them,
and as’if that were not enough, the Prince o
Orange lay out with intent to attack, har vass,
and murder.

Whas Bazaine at Metz ina position more diffi-
cultthan O'Neill at Arras? Was his dangei m
all comparable, Was the dispavity of forces any.
thing like the disparity we here behold? - No,
-no-parallel is possible,

Nevertheless, 0'Neill strove gallantly,  The
Cardinal-Prince guve him no further help than
what he could safely give, which consisted- in
cutting off some convoys of provisions: o

- four long weeeks the besieging army were al-

lowed (o labour at the completion ofﬂwn §
work,” Once the Cardindl's froops were skill-
fully deawn intor an minbuseade and defeated ;
shenceforth there was no other “interruption {o‘
the sicge-\\'brks than thal was given by thevnl-
orous sorties of the garrison. ‘I'he huvling hail”’
of the flashing artillery fell with dread effect vp-
on the walls, towers, and buildings of the city,
breaking their smooth st faces, exeavating huge
holes, sapping and undermimng till the tall
eycetions came tumbling down, buryingin its
wrnek of dust and detritus {he hapless defend-
ers.  But hope failed not, for their brave com-
mander stood firm, and his Ivish regimentwas
forward in the fray, 8o forward tbat when Mar-
shal Chatillon was describing the repulse of one
of the sallies to the Freneh Cardinal, he fnpk
care to congratulate him that amongst the pris-
oners captured were “seven ]nsh gold)ers ull
choice men,"” - N
"Pwas six weeks after the sic;:c‘h:id'bégun
that O'Neill bade them prepare for another anid
n general sortie.  'The French were completing
a hattery, and the -question” was whether they
might. not spoil their handiwork and-save the
<ty from ‘the dangerous missile prepared -for
it there,  The lust night but one of that fair
Tuly came, with o low haze spresding over
the surrmmdmg country, and n dark blue sky
ahove, “where - o myriad of a(ms revolved.'in
wolden beauty.  The ‘bells of ‘the *fretied

morning, when the huge r'nteq were thm“n
open on their m,wl) -oiled Nings, and'a crowd
of stalwarb citizend strode out, ﬂnne(‘l ‘with bills,
bows, and partizans, and after a short ,spxice
plunged with sudden shout into the unfinished
battery. Then rang out the clash and clamour
of a thousand cries and hlows, over which could
be heard the steady, patiens, ‘ond “persev cring
fire of fifty of O'Neill's: Irish- Muskc«,tcrs who
kept the “veteran-Swiss -defenders; in chccl\,
hindered them from rallying, and helped to
drive” them' in wild confusion into ‘the very
cmp of the startled Marshal Meilléraie’ itslf.
"Then, after having Teft two' hundred “of.their
‘foes on the ficld, the men of the sortic-fell back
before the Marshal’s troops, and. pit vflic'r"nih-
parts of Arras hétween. But.in orderio explain
thcir intent more fully to'the ‘curious’ eyes: of
their hcswgcrs L’h(:) ‘hung ont fmm the: ﬂu'r
staff above those ramparts a gunt cartoon
showing a swarm of ratsattacking a wumber bf
cits—a significant hint, they explaived:to'thdir
‘prisoners, that {he rats would devonr the'cits,

before O’Nenn shiould surtender Arras,”
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Yet, in spito of this brave spirit, the position
of Arras was desperate.  Seven forts and cight
redoubts protected the investing forces, which
for the long space of fifteen miles extended
their terrible array, nothing could pass through
them, neither provisions nor reinforcements;
and “hcu the Prince Cardinal made mlothu
effort to mlcrrupt their manwuvres, he was
again repulsed, aftera sanguinary u)gngcmcnt,
by Marshal Chatillon. .0n the 3rd of August,
1640, the city was summoned to surrender,
under pain’of having all its inhabitants and
families subjected to the worst faic. that the
remorseless rigor of arms could inflict.

O'Neill refused, still trusting that the Prince-
Cardinal would be able to make a diversion at
least, Bortivs continued, and during one of
these an incident occurred which, ifit were given
in one of Charles Lever's stiring romances,
would secem improbable, An Ivish soldier enus-
ed himself to be let down from the ramparis in
a basket during the nighttime,accompanied by
a citizen ; onco landed- they stole quietly away
to where the French werelaying out the mines,
thence they returned and were soon after dark
in Arras, with two French engineers prisoners |

The three Marshals, however, left them little
time for amusement. On the sixth, Chatillon
sprung a mine, which in its explosion near St.
Nicholas gate, threw down-a fragment of ihe
great ramp it leaving a gaping breach through
~ The Mar-
; shal prepared to give a general assult; O'Neill
- threw up protective works for his gallant mus-
. keteers, but warned the council of war that they

should provide for the safety of the citizens,
“They were sitting in deliberation when news
- eame from the Prince Cardinal that he. was ad-
- vancing,-but it now became evident that his
advance was of no avail, for the French
, General, Du Halier, met and defeated his troops
“Thrice defcnted, there was no hope from that
gource.
chcc a cnpltuhhon wap ncccsmn—thc
capitulation of 1900 soldiers to 34,0001  The
marvel is that they held out a week, and were
-not made prisoners at the end of it!  For. two
'long and terrible months, against a foc nearly
twenty times as numerous, un(lcr adeadly storm of
“artillery, in despite of lessening provisions,
Eoghan O'Neill had kept his flag flying over a
leagured city and ruinous ramparts!  This was
a, marvel of military skill and courage; the
gf_cnwess and singularity of which was fully
_recognized in tho..terms of the capitulation,
Thero wax no such lpect,aclc seen wh(,n tha.t. ﬂ'w

h PR e Ll

was lowered . at ]r'\st, as wrung the hearts of
heroic men when the banner of Metz went
down, and Bazuine led out his troops.

# Dom, Eugéne O'Neill” so run the articles
signed by the three Marshals, and . ratified by
King Louis, ¢ and all the captains, oflicers, and
soldiers, of both cavalry and infantry, shall
withdraw from the cily of Arras to-morrow, with
all their arms and baggage, druma beating, ban-
ners flying, muskets loaded (balles en bouches)
and matches Yighted, They shall be -cacorted
in all safety to the city of Douai. It isallowed
that they shall take with them four picces of
cannon—ie, iwo sixteen-pounders, two-six-
pounders, and a mortar besides.. - For their es-
cort they shall have 200 French horse, and an
officer personally respousible for- the safety af
the said Dom. Fugene O'Neill”

Never was siege more bravely sustained than
that of Arras ; never did garrison more nobly
defend the bunner of its canse; never was capi-
tulation more. honourable than this, nor ad-
miration more richly merited than when Mar-
shal Meilleraie declared on the part of the three
Marshals of France that O'Neill had done all
that man could do!

With this exploit the career on the continent
of Eoghan Rua O’Nejll came to its close. - Stic-
ring news bad come from Ireland, and his
thoughts turneit towirds the land .of his birth;
the Fatherland of the many gallant men whose
achievements had made exile illustrious, but
exile it was to them nevertheless, . The reck-
less and ruthless conduct.of Sir Feilim O'Neill,
whose cause was an English King's rather than
his country’s; did not attract but repelled his
sympnthies ; 50 that he declined at first to share
in what appeared little worse: than a royalist
insurrection,” But the horizon cleared, and out
of chros rolled the full-orbed cause of country,
and - then, under its. guiding rays, there sped
with the swelling breeze from Dunkerque's an-
cient port, a ;;uunni frigate, which bore Eoghan
Rua and his sword to Ireland. So Feilim, con-
templating flight from before the troops of .
Scotch Monro and his ten thousand, the: mess-
age went from'the far north shore:of Doncgal,
that Eoghan had landed at Doe Castle, - Feilim,
with the other chiefs, and fifteen hundred men
hastencd past fair Strabane, and Derry's Walls,
to escort hiim and his gathc:cd stows to Charle-
ment's embattled fort. s

Loud : blared the triumphal c]nnon H ]oud
thunderered the cannon-roar ; and loud over all
the land rang the thrilling news that Eoghan

+Bup had come from far Spaim and farth er-Flan-



.

THE

T e T T e

TARPD. 859

ders to the rescue of hig nmative land,  Monr

st the mere mention of his . illustrious name,

fell back - with all hig troops, into. Antrim

0, FRANKNESS AND RESERVE.

thinking move of his sy fety than of harrying the | Pressions of others; how frequenily we treat

whole provinee, as he hag promised. “I'here ]
Joined with Leslie, Iar) of Leven, who hastene

to write, suying, he ¢t wag BOrTY & person of hi
experiencé and reputation abrond should com
to Irelund to second so had a cause, and that h
earnestly besought hiny o return, whence h

o | others coldly by veason of bastily-formed and

how our imperfeet knowledge of partial ac-
s| quaintances canses us often to misunderstand
¢ [ and fail to appreciate them,

¢ UDrimary opinions formed of others are seldom
¢ | abuntdoned, never entirely obliterated. - Somo ..

came.” . Wherenpon Eoghan——u Surely,” he | people always produce a favorable impression ;
said, ““ T have more renson to come to relieve | others Invariably leave something to be desired

thedeplorable siate of my conntry, than you had | in them.  The manners. of some arc easy and .

to march at the hend of ny army to. Englanc

1| ntiable ; they bow courteously, smile pleasuntly,

against your king, when all Scotland wag in [ speak cheerily ; o warmth xmdkglow pervades

your hands,” Leslie, Earl of Leven, though

t | them, which extends to others, and' they throw

thut the encounter of arms would be even worse | a life and vigor into their words and acts that

than the éncounter of wits, resigned his com

- i never fails to attract, They enter warmly into

mission, and returned {o Scotland, warning | our projects, speak on topics of intercst to us,
Monro that t jf O'Neill got un army together fe | ndapt themselves immediately to every subject
¥ should certainly he worsted,"—a propheey made | of (liscussion, and render thcmsglvcs uniformly

8 good by the victorious sword of Eoghan Rua,

T

agreeable, .
This geniality of manuner and bearing renders

i WELL KEEP T E GREEN rrs G FPLYING | domestic life enjoyable, and adds zest to every

STILL.

—_—
Y WILLIAM COLLINY,
i —_—
Though foreed to bend through long, long yeurs
or sluvur_\', bondage, Wrong and WwWou
Our Country steehed in bLlgad and tears,
" Struck down by freedum's ruthless fue,
Though ¢rusheg nrd banned by gaxon luws,
A prey to every despot'y wilt;
Wetve still been true to Bty CR1R 0,
Aud kept the greey lhu{'llyhng Wtill,

Our grand old hills that sour to heaven

Are trod by Eugland's hireling slaves':
And fetters, buraing ang unriven,

Stll clank'o'er myriang famine wraves,
Yet, 'mouny old Erin's valleys, fuir,

By ¢very ximunluin, stremn and ril),
Are funrlusrf!n}:urtu to do ang tlere,-

Aud keep the green flag Nytag sti,

Our ulurhms‘ siriés, the natring i]c:ul,
When dark oppregsions swept the fand

Ralsed high the sunburat o'er the red
Aud'met the foemun, hand to hand,

On Aughrimg glopes—by Shaunon's fide—
On Beuburk's fleld and Wexford's 1il—

Fur freedum's cange they bru\'(-ly'(llcd,
And kept the &reen lar dying geill,

Shall we, the sons of sires 8o brave,
Contented wenr the despot's chuing
And gee our children fawning sliaves,
Our land a hrey to sword and flame 7 -
No! while one patriot henrt remaiins,
Thut proudly throbs 'waingt wrong and 1y,
Despite the Saxon's gyves and chaing,
Welll keep the Kreon tay flying gtill,

e .
Oxt keeps without remorse what one gaing
.vilhbut crime; '

social ¢njoyment ; it makes the h{)}lSGholgi, v
well ‘ns the' bull-room,’ resonnd * with Learty
lnughter and enjoyments ; makes happy muny
a home, and - fragrant - with pleasant memories
muny an otherwise dreary hour, . It cools the
-heated brow  of thoughts, dvies up the turpid
stream of melancholy, waslies away the hun-
dreds of daily uggm\'ntious, und furnighes relief
to the wenried soul,

This spontaneity . is found everywhere—
among  the rich’ and ‘poor, old and young,
thoughtful and - otherwise, "It crentes” the
ur]umii_\' of the state u;nn,' the plausibility of
the thulur lead: : { wlfc diplomat,
the inspimtionyafs HibY.and - the courtesy
of the true gf:{ntlcngx n, It ig:_’g_l{_b;ni‘pst positive
udommciil of domestic life, and the surcst guar-
untee of a pleasant home, In women. it is
most remarkable, rendering their manners char-
ming, their dcvotion‘ spontancous, and their
conversation rapid, brilliant and vivacious, It
has the most influence in rendering “them ever
welcome and beloved.: Could all but estimate
$0 vuluable an acquisition, none would disre.-
gurd’ it, and our’ daily enjoyments wonld  be
greatly migmculcd and inereased thereby,

A passer is o nationl When ‘g company -
marches, its flag at ity head, it will let itself
be hewn in pieces, if it has RNy courage, rather
-thun Jeave this ensign which led them and pro-
ﬁ‘mik‘cd thom victory in the mireaf the UL

'
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1t is curions with what avidity we form im.

d " arbitary opinions originally conceived of them
with thought'ofu\'erling this terrible neweomer |
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st1le lnves the green isle, nnd his love is recorded

In hearts which have sufterad too much to forget,
And hope shall be ernwned, and attichment rewarded

Aud Ertw's gay jubileo stine aut yot,

. The gem may be broke

K o By many,.a stroke,

Hut nothing can cloud its native ray;

I Fach fragment will cast

L A light to the tast,

And thus Erin, my country, tho' broken thou art,
There's a lustre within thee that neter will deeny,

A splrit which benms throngh each snffering part,
And now smiles at all pain on St Patrick’™s Day,n

Whevever an Irishman is 1o be found to-day,
his heart beats with joy. - No matter in how

humble circumstances he may be, he celebrates

© CWE'LL TOAST OLD IRELAND ! DEAR OLD IRELAND | IRELAND, BOYS, HUkkA !!

thr;'..jlﬁ‘ni'»je‘fsary of the g]()rioll; St. Patrick in a
becoming munhc_r. At hume, in Irelund, it is
celebrated by the national sucielics, who all
mcht‘togel')wr to “drown the shamrock” and
to 4_56 f“d‘c:ir old Irgland,” and som:)d her praises
in song and story. - Tt is celebmted in a similar
nm.xvl‘hcr' in France, Sp:iin, Austria, &e., wherever
un Iris'h‘xpnnvi‘s to be fonnd—and there are very
fews parts of the globe where there is not an
Irishman, or.the. descendant of one. - But itis
in'the United States und here:in. Canada that
we' have great national ])l-bdessions, which ‘we
bring {6’ fitting close ut night.. No matter

what may be said to the contrury, it is right
that we should parnde on Jreland’s national wn-
niversary, [t is right that we should have one
day in the year on which there can be a grand

turn-out of all Trishmen, no matter what their .

creed or politics may he, . We intimated to our
artist, Mr. Walker, that we would require him
to supply us with un illnsteation for St Patrick's
Day, and that gentleman being an Irislinan
himself, at once set himself to work with o right
good will; and he said to himselt that many a
social company would meet together here in
Canadu on Patrick's night, to sound the praises
of the dear old land, and he. knew that the

RN

Trishmen in the backwoods would not forget to
honer the day, and 2 song which is very popu-
lar here, and which is the production of I D.
Sullivan, of ‘the Dublin Nation, ab once-cane to
his mind; he therefore gave us an illustration
in which Irish exiles are represented in a camp
in the lonely back woods of this Dominion, with
their glasses filled, and from their hearts snying:
#We'll tonst old Treland ! dear old. Treland,
Treland, boys, Hurrn!”. . T'he popularity of this
song in Americn is chiefly owing to the follow-
ing ineident R ’

: B
“During the height of the recent disastrous

M
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civil -war, when the opposing armics *wert
camped within riffe-shof of cach other, just
previous o the battle of Irederickshurgh, a
brave young Trish soldicr; Captain D, J. Down-
ing, of the 97th New York Volunteers, whose
thonghts (even ou the eve of that bloodiest bat-
tle of the wur) were with the old: Iunel that he
loved with o devotion never surpassed by that
of any of her children, gave vent to his pent-
up feelings by singing this, his favorite song at
the door of his tent, At the conclusion of the
first verse, the vefrain was'taken up by his com-
rades in the mwedinte vieinity, from them it
spread along the lines of the Union Army, roll-
ing along from regiment to regiment, and from
brigade to brigade, uniil the echocs of the hills
at both sides of the river sent back the shout of
e Ireland, boys, inreadY Bat this was not all,
many an lvish heart throbbed beneath the coats
of gray “that guarded the grim rvawparts of
Murye's Heights, and the sound of the fumiliar
old air, coming neross the viver, sent them leap-
ing into the exjles thronts, until, with moisten:
ed vyes and burning brain, they took up the
chorns and sent it reverberating back again to
their brothers in Dlue. - So passed the early
part of thiit night,  The wenry exiles” retired
to rest, many of them in this their last sleep on
earth, murmuring in their fitful slumbyr the
refrain whiclrstill rang in their éars— Ireland,
boys, hmm' e :
Thlh song, which -is one wnh 1 noble Trish
s refeain; fuil of pathos, abandon nnd home love,
and which gives fnll expression to the hearts
felt feelings of every’ Trish exile on this conti-
nent who fills his s Pateick’s Pot " to the dea:
old land, and to the friends he 1 ft-behind bim,
is ‘very approprinte for Irish Canadiins ;' we
therefore publish it for the henefit of our readers
who will' be tousting the old sod; as we all hope
to do‘on this blessed Patrick’s night

SONG FROM TI[E BACKWOODS,
Air— We'll never, yet drunk again,

Deep tu Canadinn woods)wa'va mat,
‘From one bright island flown ;
Great'§s the lind we tread, but yet
;0ur hearts nro with our own,
Aud ero we leave this shauty smally
\\'hllc fades the Autumn day,
We'll tonigt Old Irelandt
+ . Doar Old Irelund ¢ [ E
Ireland, boys, urra ¢
We'll tonst OLd Ireland )
Dear O lreland |
Ireland, boys, hurrat

We'vg heard her fandts'a hundred times,
Thonew ones and theold, .

In songs and smnmuu rants and rhyxms,
ll:nlnruud sume lmy fold.’

Dut tnke them all, the great and wmall,
And thig we've got to gay i—
Jore's denr O Ireland|
Good O1d Treland !
Treland, hoys, hurra !
Tere's dewr O1d Treland i de,

Wi know that brave nnd good men triod
To wnap her rusty chaln,
Thut puatriots suffered, und martyrs diod,
Andall, "Uig sald tn vadng
But no, boys, not o glanes will show
How far they've wou thelr wny—
Tofree Ol Ireland .
Loved Old Trelandt
Ireland, huys, hurrat
To free Oid 1reland ! e,

Wea've seen the wedding and the wake,
The patron snd the fair;
The stuff they take, the fun they make,
Aud the heads they brenk down thera,
With aloud # hurroe ™ and @ % pilleiu??
And a thundering ** clear the way 1 1
Here's gay Old lrelund
Denr 01! Irelandy 3
Ireland, boys, harra |
Lere's gay Old Lrelund ! Le.

Angd well we know in the conl gray eves,
When the hard duy’s work s o'er,
How sift and sweet are the words that greet
The friends wha meet once more;
With * Mary Macheee; " and My Pat!''tis ha |
And “ 3y own heart night und day 1”
Al fond OUL Trelaud t
Denr Ol Irelundt
Treland, hoys, hincrat
Ab, fond Od Treland § e,

And huppy amd bright are the groups that pads - .
From their ponceful homes, for ijles
SQ'er flelds, nud ronds, aud hills, to Muss,
Whon Sunduay morning smiles ( ¥
Anid deep lhc zeal their true hearts foel
When Jow thuy kueel and pray.
T ohydenr O1d 1reland t
< Blast Old Trelamd
Iredind, beys, hiaread
Oh, denr 01 Ireland | &e, i

Rut deep fo Canmdinn woods welve met,
And we nevaer may sce again ¢ . i
They deir o] 1 1sle wlhiers our hearts are set,
And aur first fond hopes remain
© Bt come, ill'up another cup,
And with every sup let!s Ray— . - [T
Here's luved 011 Irelana
Guod Ol Treland ¢
Ireland; boys, hurral: ¢
Iore's loved Old Ireland! &e,

- P

L,\RI‘!{ W"l‘ﬂ()U[‘ ]lLU'lu\. :

ny lu\l)\' GEORGIANNA FULLERTON,

"% Go to the raging sea, and say, * Be still 1» TS
. Bl the willd lawless winds oley your will;
: * Preach tothe storm and reason with despalr,
S BaL telt not mis\.ry‘» son thatlife is fair,
. . oK Wiy, -

No, do-not tell misery's-son that life' is fair
to others \\'lnlc s 's0 du.plv sad to “him, un-
Tess you cm speak to him, at the same time, of
that otherlife where all. will be (_oxppulsut\.d,
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where the wicked will cease from troubling,
where the weary will rest, where the mourner,
who has gone on hisearthly way weeping, will
see his sorrow turned into joy, and the parted
ones will meet again in the light of God's pre-
sence,  There ave lives on  which, without
these thoughts, without this faith, it would be
heart-breaking to. dwell, With them it is
possible todo so, und to derive benetit fram it.

I know a tale of humble life which illustrates
my meaning. Had I not been able to speak of
“that better land ™ to one-poor womann whose
fate T watched for years, and had she not,
though ignorant und slow of apprehension,
fully appreciated such counsolation, it would
have been ns eusy to say to the raging sea ! Be
still 1" as to have calned her grief; as wise to
have preached to the stornt as to have told that
child of sorrow that life could ever be fair to her.
She inhabited one of the poorest cottagesin a
village where I once lived.  Her husband was
a common laborer.  She was herself o hard-
working, hard-featured person, tall snd bony,
with a sallow complexion, and s heavy project-
ing brow. Her appearance was anything but
prepossessing at frst sight, but to my mind
there was an expression in her face which
redeemed its plainness.  The smile was pleas.
ing thoughsad, T used to meet her carrying
heavy pails of water, and-doing all kinds. of
fatiguing work, but it'was some time before
we made acquaintance. . At the village school
1 had often noticed her daughter-—a thin, dark.
eyed, intelligent looking girl . of fourteen;
aunother, two or three years older, lived also at
home, . ‘The forier seemed only delicate ; the
latter pale and sickly. Both had a melan.
choly expression of countenance, and when
the younger left off going to school they scemed
1o keep aloof frem every one.

One day [ called on” the mother. She was,
a3 usual, hard at work, scrubbing the floor, but
she stopped in order to talk to me, and thiz was
the first of many conversations [ had . with her,
It was not, however, from herself I learnt that
her marriage was an unhgppy one; that she
had suffered much from her:husband's unkind-
ness; others told me so.. . He used to go away
and remain absent for dags, spending his money
in drink; and when he was penniless came
home. - How shé managed to live and to sup-
port her daughters was 2 wonder. - T'o be sure
she was never idle for a moment, and there was
hardly any:sort of work she did not accept.
Slic told me that her. girls were’ not strong
enough to go to sorvice, They were clever

with theirneedle, but it was not often that they
Jot any sewing to do.  What they were fond
of was fancy work, and they were h‘yii\g to
obtain employment from o shopkeeper in the
neighboring town,

1 inquired if they were at howme,

#“No,” she answered ; ¥ they lbad gone out
for o walli;” and then, with some hesitation,
she opened the door of a tiny back room behind
the kitchen, und said, @ Phey calls this their
own room " and then added, ¢ You see, they
likes to be by themsclves.”’

I looked in, and was struck with the effort
that had been made, with the smallest possi-
ble means, to give to this little room an appeanr-
of refinement, The walls- were ingeniously
papered with a variety of odds and ends, and
ornamented with prints cut out of newspapers
and framed with coloved paper, . There was
no fireplace, but bufore the small-paned” win-
dow hung a curtain made with faded pink and
white gauz:,  On the table several books were
arranged in nice order, and in the centre of it
stood a jar filled with flowers, Some fancy
work anul bits of embroidered muslin were ly-
ing on a green fuded three-legged sofu, - Poor
as were thie attempts at beautifying this tiny
sitting-room, they had succeeded in giving it an
appearance’ quite out of character with - the
wretched “abode to which it belonged, -The
mother said to me, in & tone that was half com-
placent and half apologetic i

“ You sec they be likethat. It p]cnées them
to make things. look genteel, I should not
mind it if they was happy. But they do want to
go away and keep a shop somewhere together.
They be not happy here, poor Inmbs; they
was alwnys tenderlike, so0-to say. . My eldest
daughter she married a soldier, and has been
gone from me these many years. Sheis now
it Indin, - But these girls mope, you see; they
are ashamed at home.”,

She did not suy of what they were ashamed,
Was it of their drunken father or their poor,
illiterate, hard-working mother ? I know not ;
but there waga sort’ of desponding tenderness
in that mother's love which went to my heart, I
tried to make friends with the girls, and I found
them shy and reserved, - I heoard that they
were attentive to their religious duties, and
very fond of reading. They had perused over
and over again ull the books in the little vil-
lage lending library,  Had they read them to
good purpose, or had the glimpses some of them
afforded of more varied and refined” modes -of
.existence than their own tended to foster the
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morbid depression they seemed to feel, I can-
uot say, 1 have some times wondered if it is
not hard to place.in the hands of thuse who
have no prospect of enjoying them, descriptions
of nll the beauties of nature and art to nwaken
longings that cunnot be satistied, and excite
tagtes that will never ‘be gratiied, I think it
fs very hard, unless we remind them at the
same time that eye has not seen, nor ear heard,
nor has it entered into the henrt of man to
conceive what God hus prepared of beauty and
of bliss in Heaven for those who love Him,
Yes, the thought of eaven! With it the
laborer in the dark mine, or the dweller in the
foulust alley, muy read, without envy or des-
pondency, of the most enchanting scenes on
earth, Without it, how can he help feeling
what a speaker expressed a short time ago at a
mecting of Communists somewhere abroad,
¢ Gentlemen " he said addressing the free-
thinkers around him, **you have done away
with hell, and we thank you for it but you
have also takenaway from us heaven, and we
meun to scramble for the good things of earth,
as there is nothing to look forward to beyond it.”
The poor girls T was _speaking of were not,
however, debarred from some of the pleasures
which reading helps us to enjoy, The charms
of very-lovely scenery were within their reach.
From their cottage door they looked on woods
and fields, and distant glimpses of the blue sen.
Wild flowers decked the. pathways they trod—
in the spring, n shower of white and pink Vlos-
toms, in summer, . no end of roses, in the
autumn, the gold and' purple of gorse and
heather, in the winter, an abundance of coral
berrics xud always luxuriant evergreens decked
the cottage gardens, and adorned the nooks
and corners of their native village. - 'The ymay
have had many happy hours which no. one
knew of but themselves, and now they lie side
by side in the churchyard ! :
I had planned to improve my . acquaintance
with my poor friend's children ; to direct their
reading into a channel which would counteract
morbid tendencies ; tolead them to apprecinte
more than they appeanred to do their mother's
unwenried devotion to. them ; but before I re-
turned to the place which I. was then leaving
for soine time, God had removed them  from
this world, ~Within a few days of cach other
both died of a fever, . They had received the
last Sacraments, und peacefully breathed their
last. I can never forget my first visit to the
cottage after:my. return. 'Thé look' of that
motlier's face—it was strange’ that what had

been so sad. before could be yet sadder. She
did not speak at first but led me to the door of
their room, and threw it open, Nothing in it
had been aliered. - The books were in the same
vlace, the unfinished fancy work lying on the
sofn, dend flowers in the jar, )

“ Uthink T sey them" she suid, “when I
looks at their bits of things, - They was not
happy here, poor lsmbs. I hope they be in
in heaven now; but I misses them day and .
night. There scers, you see, nothing to. live
for now.”

The room remained in the same state until
some time afterwards, when the house, - being
deemed usafe, had to be pulled down, and the
tenants moved to another cotfage, During
my brief sojourn  in  the neighborbhood I
often saw the broken-hearted mother,

After another absence of some months, I
visited her again, and at once noticed a change
in her countenance, Not that she looked
happy, or -even less wistful and crushed and
careworn than usual, but still there was that in
her manner which gave the idea that she had
once more something to live for, and ' this
proved to be.the case,  After I had been with
hera few minutes she pulled a letter out of her
pocket—a letter from Indix. It was from her
eldsst danghter, the soldier’s wife. - She said
there was news in it.  After being married
cight years without having children, this deught-
er was now about to be confined, and both her

husband and herself, she said, were overjoyed -

at the thought of it. . “'T'o think of hier having
n child, and for me to be a grandmother!” The
poor woman repeated these words with .sowe-
thing almost like a smile, It scemed like o
gleam of light piercing for the first. time
through the darkness of her grief. Her whole
heart fustened with intense feclimg on the hope
of sceing one day this expected child. And in

due time another letler camne,: which announ- .

ced the birth of a little girl, ¢* the most lovely
babe,” the father wrote,  that ever eyes had
beheld”  Trom that day I-had only o speak
of the Indian baby, as we called it, and a real

smile lightened the gloowm of the sad face, as-.:

a gleam of sunshine brightens a rugged land-
scape,  Each letier—and . for two..years they'
came at no very distant. intervals—told won- .:
ders of the little’ child born far away on - the
Jbanks of the Ganges ; of its fivst taking notice, :
its laughing and crowing, its first teeth, its first;

steps, its first words. N(;Q'cr did a baby appearto.: -

be more worshipped by, its parents.: One day I

.was greeted with the tidings that thore was
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something for me to sce—that I should never
guess what it was.
ing relinnce on my sympathy which affected
me, and I must confess that T took a veal in-
telc:,t in the little child I had so -often talked
of with my poor friend.s I can see her before
me now untying the tiny parcel of silver-paper
which contained her treasure,
hearts that have not known what the possession
of such & treasure is.  This one was a look of
soft, curling, auburn hair.” The sight of it con-
jured up the vision of a delicate, pretty little
creature,” It was so glossy, so smooth, ~ so
bright.. We felt as we looked at it that the eyes
and thelittle mouth must match it; that the
little hands must- be in
ing with it. 'O, how the riven heart, with' its
unhealed wounds, and
what depths of lundm‘lwss were revealed in
few words uttered that day ! And when, short-
1y afterwards, the news arrived that the regi-
ment was onlurcd home ; that on its areival
in England leave might no doubt be bad for
some weeks, so that the soldicr and his wife
and their little child would be able to visit her
native place, und grandmother would thew see
~what a beauty baby was; it scemed as if

There are few

and  feet keep-

clung to that vision,

the
poor cottage looked bright for:onee; and the
aveworn tice also, - T'hey hoped to arrive in
Odtober, . 1t was about” midsummer -then. By
October the wenther would be getting cold-
The Tndinn baby would fecl it-very much,
She would want a lot of things to keep: her
warm, So flannel and picees of stutl. were
purchused; and wool wherewith to knit socks
for jts little feet and legs.

“Never wus presents

more thankfully rveceived,and siter ey havd !

day’s work the pocr: woman made ler grand-
child’s clothus,an connted' the- da\.s, and was
glad to see thun shortening, <" ¢ .

after another absenée, T visitud the

Again,
cottage. : The transient sunshine had vanished:

no smile greeted me this time. - T almost felt
before she spoke the cold chill of dissapoint-

ment- which  had’ fullen on ! that ‘poor heart.| ™
I looked an inquiry, and she told me the last.

news. - Just as the regiment was about to’ sail
for. Englund it -had been  ordéred -to New
Zealand, where war had: broken out. . There
had only been-time enough to' write a few lines
before -its departure. I-said; “Let us hope,”
but T did not feel any. ~ Hope ‘déferred it was,
Hope arramst hope—~hope of hearing -and not

hearing, save that the newspapers spoke: of the |

sufferings of the troops:in New Zealand, and of
wuch bloody fighting:with the natives, - Time

“There was an-eager, touch-’

went on; more than a year elapsed, and no
tidings came - to put nn end to this tevrible un-
certainty. Tnquiries were made: at the War
ofice, ‘I'here was no retwrn of the soldier's
deuth s that-was all that could be learnt, - At
last—that at last which though it scems as if it
would never come, does end by coming—n let-
ter arrived, Tt was in his hand-writing, - He
was alive, then, Yes, he lived to tell a sorrow-
ful tale.” He had beenordéred into the interior
of the country, and marched againstt the enemy,
leaving beliind him his wife and child,

When heveturned, several months afterwards,
both were dead., e from
heard, that they had sulfered much in many
He w

“There was an end of hope nnd of fear,

The lonyg suspense | was over, 'The double
blow had fallen. The Iast possibility of carth-
Iy joy departed from a lifé on which sorrow  had
set its final send,  She bore it enlmly. Shet
did not weep much, T think, ot comphlin of
lier fate.  Ier heart seemed to fix itself on the
return of the widowed soldier, which his letier

fenred, whuat he

wiys vas shown the place where they were

buried,

announced,  Before he areived her  hushand
died, He had u long illness, during which she

nursed him assidousty, and spole of him - with
wentleness,

_ % Poor man,” ghe. said, ¢ He was 80 quiet
at'the lﬂbt 50 different from what he used- to
bie,” ! : : -
. “Did he show you,"” Tasked, “any kindness
during his'sickness?? e
S Yes, he did ;! was the reply.

¢ 112 spoke
quite kind oneday. * 1 had cooked some potatoes
for him [ and he said as-how he could not eat;
hut # Wife* says” he, * you shiould -eat: them
yourself.” : [
1 snid nothing,  but thought this poor long
suffering:soul had dond what.many a woman i
has dong before her, and will -continue to. do’
to the end of time—  © s e

“She Had poured hér hoart's rich trensure forih,.
cAnd been unrepatd for their pricelesy worth,?, i
After a while her son-in-law did come home,’
and was very good to her, He' obtained ‘his -
discharge; and:she went to-live-with-him in a -
cottage not fur from her old abode. - Even those -
who may have known the origzinal of this sketch -
would perhaps hardly recognise it 'Wlil(l' yet: T
believe itis a ‘true picture, and one svhich /T
oﬂt.n revert to as & an example of what this
life would be without the Hopc ufl[uwr:n.

Do xorwisa - for which tyou- cannot. gwt. a .

reason’ to yourself, oo oo ey
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MR. R. P, BLENNERHASSETT, ML.P. -

Around the youthful and gifted member for
Kerry, Roland Ponsonby Blennerhassell, cen-
tres n public interest: which ‘will alwuys give
him a foremost plage in such n scene as this,
The public sentiment has iniversally recognis-
ed the fuet that his election wus the decisive
battle that made Home Rule (in our day an ir-
resistible -question for the politician and the
statesman, Tt js little: exageraticn to eall the
Kerry election of 1872 ¢ the Clure Election of
Home Rule.” It was indeced a struggle worthy

MR, R, . BLENNERHASSETT, M P.

to be placed in Irish history amongst the most
important -of political events.. : Home Rule
elections had been previeusly carried dlsewhere,
as in Menth and Limerick § bub -it was possible
for sceptics to suy these; seats were won' more
Dby the force of the personal popularity of the

candidate in each case than, Uy the force - of .

Home Rule principles,” Kerry was ordained to
present, by universnl assent, an.instance in
which the issue, *“Home, Rule or no Home
Rule 2. was clearly knit. - Forageneration the
rup,rcs}gutution,of that great.county was held us

a fief jointly -y two great familics—one seat.
being the appanage of the Catholic. earldom of .
Kenmare, the other the property of the Protes-
tant commoner, “ Herbert of Mucross.”. The
territorialists on both sides, and their following
among - the small gentry, Whig und : "Tory,
Catholic and  Protestant, thus shared - the
county between them, on an implied contract
that the forces of both were to unite to crush
any attempt to invade ordisturb this « arrange-
ment," whether cmnnating from the Catholic or
Protestant side, It was unquestionable that
under this odious and wmost insulting. yoke

of . shaking it off; for the landlordism of the
whole..county, Whig and Tory, was_ ready to

stamyp out such an uprising of their serfs,

-criough - to suceeed to the family-seat in the

Kerry manhood .. had long - chafed and gronngd;
but it was considered utterly hopeless to dream

come down-savugely in a, united phalanx to - .

- In December,,18%1, the Earl of ‘K»gn'murqf
died, and Viscount. Castlerosse, just ihen _thc\,';
- Kenmare-fumily-member for the, coun:y, was.
elevated to the House of Lords. . Here, arose a
difficulty. .. 'Fhe; new peer had,no son  old:
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House of Commons, He had no Lrother, no
aephew, no otie nearer than o first cousin resid-
ingTaway in Westmeath—Mr. James Arthur
Dease, of Turbotstown, who had been rejected
Ly his own constitueney quite recently when he
offered himself as a*Catholic Whig Imperialist.
1t was decided by the Kerry tervitorialists that
the spirit of the Hebert-Kenmare” compact en-
titled Lord Keumare to give away his family-
seat to any relative or nominee; and so Alr:
Dease was announced as the new member on
the ‘Kenmare family side, for’ Kerry county.

Popular indignation was, o{ coursc,mtensc, but
it was ns ittlelregarded by “ the high contract-
ing parties” in Keumare House and Mueross ns
would be the murmurs of a human ¢argo in o
slave dhow. Suddenly, however, there appear-
ed upon the scene an opposition candidate with
the banner of Home Rule unfurled, = He was
hailed with a cry of rapture from the Shannon
to the Roughty. How deep and passionate was
the love of the national cause in the hearts of
the priests and people of Kerry was goon seen
by the welcome given to the youthful champion
of Home Rule. And who was he? Scurcely
morc_thun a boy in years, though truely a man
in brain and heart, and in brillinnt intellect ; a
#ward of Chancery” indeed, barely a few
months past his majority ; n young Kerrynjnn,
born and cradled on the? wild shores of Cahir-
civen, now a student in Oxford University,
where, by his gentle and zmiable character as
much as by his attainments as » scholar, he had
won the warm friendship of his fellows, and the
marked estcem of his superiors. Such was
Rolund Ponsonby~Blennerhassett, the - young
Protestant Home Raler, -who, with a quiet
modesty and dignity, yet o resolute fearlesshess,

came forward {o tear to picces the “ family com-
pact” that yoked his country in mean thral-
dom, and to praclaim to the world that in Kerry
the might of the people—the people alone, un-
friended, nay, deserted, or betrayed by those
who should have helped and led them, but who
only confederated to ussail them—would win a
victory for national flu.dom worthy to live in
Irish history. -

For a'long time the confederated - territorial-
ists gnly daughed at'this ¢ mad” attempt. - But
it bz.g,nn to be clear that not only the people
but the Catholic cltrgy were ‘dead againat the

L [annly compact” and in fivourjef Home Rule.
" Phen was' cast mto the scalé against the people

an influence whl(,h it wes ‘cttiel 80 to use. . The

" Catholic Bishop of hcrry Most Rev, Dr, Moria-

try; fushod into the politionl sremm with an elve-

tioneering address in favour of ‘the: Kenmare-:

family-nominee, and against the Mome Ruler;
and his lordship soon made it plain that be

meant to fight along with his confederated ter-
The people were
not for a moment disheartened ; no doubt being -

ritorialist allies a 'outrance.

sustained by the knowledge that at least fours

fifths of of the clergy were at direct issue with
Dr, Moriarty as to his Whig-Imperialism,

The Kerey struggle now began to attract the
attention of the Three Ningdoms, Iere was
great Catholic counsy called to choose between,
on the one hand,
backed by the Catholic bishop and some priests,
and by all, or uearly all the landlords of the
county, both Catholic and Protestant; and by
Dublin Castle with all the power and influence
of the Government through magistrates and
placemen and ofticials, great and small—with
all its power to terrorise by bayonets and jails,
and fines and arrests and prosecutions’; and alt
its power to corrupt by places and gifts and
sitaations.  And, on the other hand, Mr. Blen-
nerbassett, a young Protestant, unkuown to
fume, backed by no territorial magnates, but
relying solely on the peoples devotion to the
national cause,

# Now," said all men, friends and foes, . here
is a réal trial of the hold which Home Rule hus
on the Irish mind;” and, accordingly, the
Kerry contest grew to be the event of the duy,

In this eritical juncture of aflnirs the Home
Government Association decided to throw its
strength into the struggle ; and o depuiation,
consisting of Rev.J, A. Galbrajth, F/1.C.D,,
Mr. A, M. Sullivan, and Mr. John Overington
Blunden, B.L., were sent down from Dublin to
aid Mr, Blmncrlmssctt’ candidature, - Before
the day ofthc election arrived Kerry county was
in a stale onl} to be paralleled by that of Clare
on the eve of O°Connell’s election. The shout
of # Blennerhassett and Home Rule!” became
the watchword on the highway, she salutation
ot foir and ‘market, the grecting of friend to
friend ; in the . silent watches of the night, in'

the wildest.and most remote glens and valleys’

of that wild region, it might be heard like the
distsnt signal of the chamois: hunter on’ the
It was then, too, thab the personnl chug<-:

Alps.
cter of Mr, Blennerhassett iturned out to be,
voung us he was, a familiar story.

“God bless you, Mr. Hasselt,” said a pwsant
woman who rushed out of her w'lysxdc cottage,
holding up her little! child to'see. him, * God -
bless you; sir |

Mr. Dease, s devout Catholic, :

Lveryone
loved him for his pure, gentle, kindly nature.-

"1 have no-vote to give' you,
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ir; but I give you every night my prayers
to God and . His Blessed Mother to bring you
success i
Such a spirit could not he defeated.  In the
- teeth of & confederncy such as has been describ-
ed—in despite of lnndlord threats and curses and
vengeance—in the face of Dr. Moriarty’s ulmost
-exertions—on the morning of the poll the voters
of Kerry, in many instances headed by their
- parachial clergy, marched to the booths with
defiant enthusiasm, and before two o'clock in
the afternoon the telegraph wires flashed the
news that there was vietory for Home Ruleftal)
along the line”  TIn truth North- Kefiy alone
proved itself able to settle the whole battle,

Such were the events that lend such interest. |-

to the quict and thoughtful young man sitting
so silently in- his chair next Mr. Ronayne
throughout the sccond day of the Confcruncél'
Roland Ponsonby Blennerhasgett is the only
child of the late Richard Blennerhassett, Isq.,
of Cahirciveen, county Kersy, who died while
the former was an infant.- T'he Kerry clection
was his first entrance into public life, he hav-
ing, in fact, only on that occasion quilted his
University. He isa polished speaker, a man of
great culture and of deep thought.  In the Ton-
don Times, soon after. his clucuon a corrcspon-
dent says of his family :— :
“ Members' of this {mml) were t\vcnu six
times clected torepresent Kerry or its boroughs;:
betweon 1613 ond 1795, Two of them sat in
the parliament of 1661, two,in 1727, three in
1743, and two in'1760. ~ Others of them repre-
sented the county in the imperial parlinment,
and sixteen of them were high sheriffs between
1622and 1857, Colonel J. Blcnncrlinss;lt, being
clected “ in his infancy,” survived to be termed
* {he Father of the House of Commons—having
~gab there for sixty years, to 1769, including the
reigns of - four ‘sov vereigns.  Thomas Blenvier-
_hassett, was. M.P. for I\crr), from 1775 to
1781
Mr; Blenner]mqlctt is cousin to Sir Rowland

- Blennerhasseit, Bart.,, member of Parliament for
Galway city. .

IO LOVES THE DRUNKARD.

'Rev, Father Damen, the great Jesuit Mis-
sionary preacher, in the course of a.sermon re-
cently delivered by hnn thus depicts the
drunkard.’ e

You, drunknrd, who, for the sake of the gra-
tifieation of an unnatural appetite for intoxicat-
ing drinks, for that litile exhileration which
lasts only for a.moment, will sacrifice your

character, your  repufation, your. - fortune,
your wife, your children, your own life,
and constitution, and your name, besides yonr
God, and your licaven, and your cternity | Ohl
what will you gain by your infoxication, by
your drunkenness 7 What do you gain 7 - A hell
upon earth, and a hell hereafter. A hell upon
earth, for is not the house of a drunkard—is
not it a hell? - Is there -in the house of a
drunkard aught but wreichedness—that mis-
ery, that disgrace, that quarrelling and fighting,
and poverty, and shame,—every one of the
catalogue of evils and miseries of this life are
all, all assembled in the houscof the drunkard,

The drunkard s in reality in hell here upon
carth. A life of misery, a life of wretchedness,
alife of disgrace, alife of remorse, a life o1
poverty, a life of sickness, a life of quarrels, a
life of disunion in aliving soul, and that life
is adrunkard’s;, A man that has no one to
love is a wretched and miscrable man ; 2 man
that feels that he is disowned by all and every
one of his friends, even by his own biood rela-
tiong—is disowned by all and every onc—is a
a wretched ‘and miserable man.  For, my
fricnds, man has been created to love and to be
loved, and without love or being loved there is
na real happiness.  Now, WiHo LOVES THE DRUNK-

anpn?  Isithis nmghbors? Why, thcv look upon
him as the peﬂbofthc ncxghborhood as the curse

af :ouety Who 10\c4 the drunkard? - Is it
his wife? Ahlshe curses the day when she
first ‘got acquainted ‘with that brutal man,
Who loves the drunkard?” Is it his offspring—
his own flesh and: bloed ? Why, his children
arc ashiamed of him § his children disown him,

his children dread lhe hour when the drunken -

father will come home to the family. - Who
loves the drunkard?  Ts'ib the parish priest of
God? " Why, the priest ‘of God, the parish
pncst would be a happy man ifonly every drunk-
ard would moveout of thc parish-and go to
Jerico.” Who loves the ‘drunkard? is it the
liquor scller 7—Is 1t the whiskey ‘dealer?” No,

he does noblove him. « But " you say, © sce how
he shakes hands with him ; how he says ¢ Wel-
come, welcome, my- friend, how rare you this
fine morning ? " He shakes hands with him ;
hie has a smile for him § he'has'a kind word. for
him, -~ Does not the lquor”seller love ‘the
drunkard ?  No, he loves- his ‘money, but he
does not love the man , ~And the moment  the
whiskey seller sees that his pocket book is flat,

it is enongh, and he turns him out of his house,’
nnd he sends for s policeman and he says unto

him, “Take care of that unfortunate man.” That
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. is the love be has for him, . He.hands him over
_ to a policeman, and he desires that he should
be sent to prison.. Oh! yes, as long as he
has money: #Good morning, gentlemen™
tt How are you this morning, sir?” and so on.
- He has a thousand smiles upon his lips, just as
long as he has money, but the mement it is
gone he has only acurse for him, and he kicks
him out of his house. Who then loves the
drunkard? Is it God ? God abuses the drunk-
. ard ; says He, #Ite shall never enter the king-
dom of God.” Who loves the drunkard? T
Devil, that is the only one that loves the

kingdom. It occupics the site of the humble
patnce of MacMorogh; and riso, it is said, that
of a fortress erected by Strongbow, but destroyed
by the Trish. Theauthor of # A Tour in Ireland
in 1748 relates the following legand of the
‘1t once belonged te Cathervine de
Clare, who for many years committed horrible
murders there, under the countenance of friend-
ship, hospitality and good nature. She would
invite severaloof the rvich inhabitants in order
ta entertain them, and when they were in their
mirth and jollity, push them through a teap-
door and cut their throats.”” ¢ 1t is certain,”

castle,”

» WICKLOW.

drunkard, And the Devil ‘only loves him so
that he can broil.him well, and toast him and
torture him for allvcterriity. Now, that man is
. an unhappy man, there is not asoul that loves
him, and therefore he is wretched and miserable
_in this world; he isin hell here upon ecarth,
and he has waiting for him a worsc hell in
Eternity. :

WICKLOW CASTLE.
The “eity” of Ferns, in the county of Wexford,
consists of a few. poor houses, containing little
more than five hundred inhabitanis; it is built
. on the kide of a hill, at. the summit of which
_stands the ruins of an ancient castle, which

formerly ranked among the most famous .in
" Ircland; and may still be classed nmong the
. more -.interesting | military edifices of - the

CASTLE,

adds the  tourist, **we saw & convenience of
that kind that opened into a large cavern,
which might give risc to such a tale.”

The story is somewhat borne out by. the fact,
that Catherine Clare was the wife of Sir Thomas
Masterson, constable of the castle under Elizn-
heth, and it is well-known that such treacher-
ous outrages were frequently practised on the
native Irish by the English scttlers during the
reign of ¢ Good Queen Bess.” These dangerous
holes ure common to nearly all the old castles.
A story is related of o robber-chief, of Kilbarron
Castle, whose atrocities were discovered ina
very singular manner,  His last victim was the
wife of a . noighboring. chicftainj he had flung
her body down the hole into the sea, that roared
and Jashed far below ;-but as she was nursing nt
the time, she could not sink, and -floated even
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to the walls of her own hushand’s tower, Tere

she was suflicieutly. alive to make known the
~oubrage-that had been- perpetrated ; her lord

-raised the country, and effcetunlly  destroyed
the rullian ~who had infested it.  Until very
- Intely, the holenight have been ¢ looked into

by any visitor to the wild vicinity ; bul as some
_sheep had fallen down it, the peasantry - con-

trived to cover it over, Gimidus Cambrensis
informs us, that Willinm de Burgh gave Ferns
to the sons of Mauricé Fitzgerald in exchange
for Wicklow Castle, #which abbeit it were in
the middle of their enemies, yet, like lustie
and courngious gentlemen, they builded there
a strong castell, which they kept and inhabited
miugre all their enemies,’”  Other historians,
however, assert the gift to have been. that of
the lion, who dictates the laml's share of the
fenst, Tt was o royal. garrison for a'very long
period 5 its.constables being appointed by letters
patent, and ruting the adjncent country, which
was inhabited by septs of # the {urbulent Trish,

One of the towers is still perfect, and with
. other portions of the building, has much archi.

tectural beanty. TL contains a chapel of )ugh)v

ornamental - workmanship.
e e @ P e
THE I’Ol’Uln\’l‘l()\ or 'I‘HE W ORLI)
A reporL fmm the Burean of Stamtxcs nl

Washington, just issued, contains an interesting
. table of the popul.ltlon of .the earth. The

aggregate population of the earth is-given at

1,391,032,000, Asin_being the most populous
section and .- containing -798,000,000,. while

Furope has 300,500,000, Africa . 203,000,000,

Amerien $ 84,500,000, - and - Australin.  and
_Tolynesin 4,500,000, In Lurope the leading
-.portions are credited with the following num-

bers ;- Russin 71,000,000 ; the German Empire

41,000,000 ; France ,36,000.000; Austro-Hun-

gary 36,000,000; Great Britan and Ireland 33,

000,000 ; [taly . nearly. 27,000,000; Spain 16,
..500,000; and Turkey nearly 16,000,000,

. The other countries do not exceed 5,000,000.
In Asia, Ching,.which is by far the most popu-
" lous nation of the earth, is crcdltcd avith 425
: 000,000 ;- Hindoostan, 240,000, 000 .]upun 33,
. 000,000, ; the East lndm lslnn(ls 30,500,000
_Burmah, Siam, and Father India, nearly; 26,
:000,000 ; Turkey,:13,500,000; and Russm, near-
Jdy 11 ooo 000. :'I'he. Australian population is
cgiven at 1,674,300, anc the Polynesian Islands
_(\t. 273,500, \'e\\ Guines and New Auxl_(m(l being

“included:in the latter, ‘

In Afrien  the chief (11\19l0ll$ (irc:\\’cst

Sowdan and tha Central Africn region, 89,000,
000 the Centrl Soudun region, 39,000,000 ;
South Africa, 20250,000 ; the Galla Country and
the region cast of the White Nile, 15,000,000
Saauli, 8,000,000 Egypt, 8,500,000, and
Moroceo, 6,000,000, : :

In America two-thirds of the. popnlation are
north of the Tsthmug; where the United States
has nearly 39,000,000, Mexico over 9,000,000,
and the Btitish Provinees 4,000,000, The total
populntion of North America is given-at nearly
62,000,000, and.of South America 25,500,000, of
which Brazil contains 10,000,000, The West
Indin Islands have over 4,000,000, and the
Central Awmerican States not quite 3,000,000,

According io these tables, London, wilh
3,254,260 inhabitants, is’ the most populous
city in the world, while Philadelphia, with 674,~
022 inhabitants in (1870), is the eighteenth city
in point of of population. These eighteen
cities,in their order nre the following: London,
8,254,260 5 Sutchan (China), 2,000,000 ; Paris,
1,8.'1,192,; Pukin, 3,300,000 ; Tschantschau-fu,
1,000,000 ; Hangtchau-fu; 1,000,000 ; Siangtan,
1,000,000 ; Ningnan-fu, 1,100,000; Canton, 1,-
000,000 5 New York, 12,29 Tientsin, 900,-
0005 Vicnna, 834,284 ; Derlin, 826,341 Han-
kau, 800,000+ "T'chingtu-fu, 800,000 ; C‘nlculin,
794,643 5 Lokio (Yeddo), 674,447, /and Philadel-
phin;-674,022, - Of cities smaller than Philadel-
phia, the feading onees : St Petersburg, 667,-
9633 Bombay, 644,405; Moscow, 611,970;
Constantinople; 600,000 ; Glasgow, - 547,538 ;
Liverpool, 493,405, and Tio de Janeiro; 420,000.

On the whole globe, at! least ‘ninety. millions
people spealk- the English: language; about
seventy-five millions German, fifty-five millions
spenk Spanish and - only forty-five millions
speak the French language. : ;

""T'o 2 Christian, ta defend and love his country
is not only to defend and love territories; goods,
and temporal intcr:,st% it is still more—it is to
love and defend n whole past, a whole inherit-
ance of’ mh'rlous glories and grealness, works
consecraled to the defence of the faith, strug-
glcs sustained for Chust and for thc Chmch

.SU\DA\ lnbor is nottothcmtclcst o('an3 one. )
Tt is not to the intevest of the laborer: for it l\x]_lq
his body, materinlize his sonl, and, all things con-
sidered, does not enrich him one farthing. It is
not to the interest of the magter; for, if he.en-
viches himself for a moment, sooner or later the
the justice, of God will sweep away-that fortune
.u,qum,d by thc \1olatlou of his lnws,
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“banishing your daughter from society.

. tvpc -setter as one of themselves.

- rent, you know.
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Selections.
A STORY OF A WOMAN’S LIFE.

# Good morning, Mrs. Morton, I have run
in a moment to inquire ifa bit of news I have
heard be “true.. It is too  incredible for me te
believe, for with all your practical idedas of
life, I cannot think you would carry your pecu-
linv notions to such a length as this.”

¢ Pray, what have I been doing now, Mrs-
Ellis?" eaid Mrs. Morton, as she quictly arosc
and offered her visitor a chair,  #*Your words
and looks are ominus. Have I committed such
a breach of propricty that Madam Grundy has
found it necessary to hurl her thunders of ex-
communication against me 7 Come, silent

my suspense quickly ;" and with a pleasan
smile the lady awaited hor visitor's revelation

“Why, X am told that you have actually ap-
prenticed Belle 10 a publisher, in: order tha
she may become a compositor,  Every one was
talking about it last evening at Mrs. Wilson

jarty, snd all thought it a. great pity that so,
beautiful and accomplished a girl as Isabcl

Morton should be withdrawn from that society
sheis so well fitted to adorn, and immured
within the walls of a dingy, old publishing
house, simply because her mother: chooses to

. gacrifice her “child to that Moloch of her's—
- work.
. blind to your only daughter's interests.”

‘As for me, I cannot think you are 50

#Yes, it is true,” said Mrs. Morton, glancing
up from her work, for her fingers were ever busy

~with something.

" +¢+But I see nothing in this to create such a
profound sensation. Belle is not lost to society;
she will have many hours for recreation, and
will thus be enabled to mect any responsx\)\e
demands socicty may make upon her.”

.« Xo doubt she will.  Is it possible, Mrs
Morton, you do not know that you are effectually

course much as I deplore such a state of affairs,
« our set " could nmever recognize an humblc
This is all
wrong I admit, but public. opinion rcgulntcs
these matters, and one must drift with the cur-
Belle has just graduated with
the highest honors, and with her lovely man-

" ners and fresh young face, might command ihe

most eligible match in the city. - It is abso-

“lutely cruel to sacrifice the 5w eet girl in this

wayl”
“Well, \Irs EI]]B, I'takeup the gauntlet so-
cletyhas thrown down and I shall feurlessly

‘perform what I conceive to be my duty, though

[am never again recognized by one of these
whom I am accustomed toassociate, Out upon
these aristocratic notions -about work, imported
from lands where despotism grinds with itsirdn
heel the laborer and his offspring,  What bos.
iness have Americans havboring such ideas?
It is my nim to make Belle an independent,
self-reliant woman, - As to marriage, I am not
atall concerned about that, The man who
wonld scorn her hand bhecanse that hand is able
to earn its fair possussor's support, I would
scorn to receive into my family, Itis my “de-
sire that she may grow up anoble, useful woman
fitted to reign a'very queen in the hearts of hus-
band and children, should heaven bestow these
Jriceless giftsupon her. At the same time 1
want her charncter to. be 5o ‘symmetrival that
should she never meet one who appreciates her,
she may cheerfully fitl up this great void in
fer 1ife by devoting herselt to some noble pur-
suit, I think parents commit a grave error in
not practically educating their danghters as
well as their sons,  In i, and not in legisla-

‘lion, may be found the salution to the vexed

question that is now agitating our sex all over
the land, and brenking outin discontented mur-
murings -everywhere.'?

“ 0,1t is all very well for people to “ork
whose necessitics requires it,” said Mrs, Ellis,
# but Belle is your only child, and will inherit
your large fortune. ~ What need ,}ms she to
work 7" '

t¢ Because she will be happier if she is use-
fully employed . - Besides, the wheel of fortunc .
is & revolving one,and though to-day we may
be rolling in' luxury, to-morrow may find ‘us
crushed beneath the Juggernaut of ‘misfortune.
Listen while I briefly relate the story of my
early womanhood. I would I might write it as

‘with-a pen of-fire upon the brain of every
‘mother in‘the land |
TFor of {

Oh T cannot tell you what
an intense interest I feel in the young givls
growing uparoundme. My heart yearns to urge
them to anc a specinlity of whatever the in-
clinations prompt them most to do, 'and ‘then
concentrate every effort upon that' one pursuit
until they excel in it.” But to my story: I was
the daughter of wealthy parents, the: youngest
child by several years, and of course a great pet.
Of-an extremely delicate organization, my kind
and indulgent mother shiclded me from every
hardship, and I grew into womanhood & novice
in the art' of housckéeping. Froms child I
was passionntely fond of reading, and st _school
excelled in all my studies; Pleased with -the
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progress T made and proud of my attainments.
parents and teacher urged me forward, stimulat-
ing my ambition with words of encouragement,
until, at the immature age of cighteen, T gro-
duated the most brillant girl in Madam B—0

school, and carrying off amid the plaudits o
friends and acquaintances, the honors of ms
clags. Butalas! I was superficial in many things,
for while it had been easy for me to commit my
lessons, I found it equally easy to forget them.
Keenly did T feel this defect, and in order to
perfect myself, I wishied, after leaving school
to teach, but so biucr]y did my parents oppos
this, that T yielded to their wishes, and returned
home. - I plunged into a round of gayety anc
amusement, and from this whirl of excitement
I emerged the bride of one whom my friend:
did not ook upon with favor, The young marn
was an employee in o wholesale house in the
city of N. Tle was poor but possessed ofa well
cultivated mind.. Unfortunately, however, he
had no chosen trade or avocation, TIdlencs
had made me a dreamy, visionary being, and
there was a sorb of a charm about beginning
life in poverty. It would besodelightful to toil
with and for him I lovedso fondly, This.is all
wery benutiful in theory, and in practice also,
where there are four s'trongvhn.nds to perform
the Iabor; but close application to the desk,
and breathing the unwholsome city air, had
seriously impaired my husband’s health.

. We had married at a time when neither
wag strong cnough to Dbattle with the stern
realitics of life, Dependence upon the salary
of a clerk or book-keeper in a large city is very
precarious for o family. It was a year of un-
precedented hard times, nccessitating great
cconomy in business. . Hundreds lost their
situations, and my husband among the rcsi.
Al then began that vain search for.. employ-
ment. . For cvery vacancy there were ascore of
applicants, and you invariably - received the
answer—* Persons of experience wanted.”: Oh)
I can never for"ct that weary tramp, tramp, up
and down the streets, jostled by n crowd s cold
and henartless as thevery stones under one’s feet,
I envied even the sery ant girls; but alas! the
mystcncs of the consine were ns Greek to me,
and 1 dm‘o not apply for so menial a smmhon
as theirs, My poor husband was in ‘wretched
" “health, and almost frenzied at thought of the
_ miseryand dcgl adation he had brought upon me.
For his sake Ihid my acling heart behind o
smiling face. One night after he had retived
in hanging up his cont, a vial dropped from
the pocket. Picking it up, I found it Tabelled

smedmmm’ and then I knew that he was be-
«t with the terrible temptation to {ake his own

e Flinging the vile drug into the sireet, T
sank on my knees, and ¢ O my God! lead him

ot into temptation, but deliver him  from

vil; was the prayer that went up from my ’

wgonized heart, ow desolate T felt.  In the
nidst of a great city, friendless, well nigh pen-

ailess. and, worst. of all, haunted with the

(readful fear that my husband would commit
wicide, From the time we would sepurate in
‘he morning uniil we met again at night I
ived in a stale of absolute torture. At length
lespriring of finding wuything in the city to
lo, we tnrned our faces - conntry-ward, feeling

hat our slender stock of money would Iast lon-

zer than in fown, . After many weceks of painful
anxiety, my husband found a situation in a
imall village, with just salavy enough {0 keep
he wolf from the door. How I longd to do

womething to better our condition; hut alast

vhat could I do? T might have had & fine wu-
iic class in the village, but while T played and
sang very well, I was not proficient cnough in
music to teach it successfully. = Oh, how I

wished T had given the time T had spent on -
French and Latin.  Many an hour of hard
study had T given-to-ihese branches, and of
what practical advantage had they been {o me?, i

Unever mct any French people with whom 1
could conv erse, and hiad never been able lo se-.

sure & class in either language, while all ‘the '

while my knowledge was becoming rusty by

none use. Tt is painful to recur to this period |
of my life: I was \inhnppy, I expected every 'v
day would be the last my husband would be .
1ble to attend to business, ' Finally driven to
despcyntion by our misfortune, T resolved to 'do

something or die in the attempt.

““tt Attached to the:house we occupied, was n‘_
large lot for gardening purposes, and I made )
up my mind that out of that bitof carth I
would dig our fortunes, or at ]c'lst, a h\mg'.«
With my own hands I made horticuliure and .
fioriculture a study, and brushed up my know-

ledge of chemistry. It was hard work 'md

small profits the first year ; but ]nvxnrr once .
put my hand to the plow, Tnever {urned back.
Our table was hountifully supphcd \nth fresh

vegelnbles and fraits, and Wwas bc(tu- ‘my step
had grown ('lﬂstlc, my eye brxght and - my

cheek rounded with health, My hushund 1 too, |

found many a spare moment from business to

assist me, and in doing 50 found himself grow-
ing x-.honr: and well. again; 011 how happy we .
werel” Burely there is i dlgmtv in lahor unq“
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known to ease! How proud I felt when 1 re-
ceived the returns from my first; shipment o
vegetables to.thé nearest market! 1 counted
it over and over, it seemed to possess a valu
that I had never attached to money in the old
days shen father had lavished it so frecly upon
me, Then Iwould have thought nothing of
spending such a paltry sum upon the trim-
mings of a:single dress; now every penny was
hoarded with miserly care, for we had resolved
upon having a home of our own.- Well, to be
brief, each year T attempted something more—
first a poultry yard, then the culture of bees,
and so on—until before we we were hardly
aware of it our home was paid for, and we wen
in casy circumstances.

t I had earefully concealed every trace of
our adversity -from my parents, I think 1
would have died rather than gone home——u
beggar. . Now that the dawn of prosperity had
set in, 1 wrote asking them to come and see
the little silken-haired girl that, like a sun-
beam, danced through our home. They came.
Father, accustomed to his broad acres, was
astonished at the products of my small plot
of ground. He declared I was the best farmer
he knew of, and should have greater scope for
my powers. He bought a fing large tract of
land adjoining our grounds, that happened to be
for sale just then, and mademe a deed for it.
This is the origin of the country-seat you visit-
ed last summer and admired so much. Belle
isa fine horticulturist and an accomplished
housckeeper. Should she ever be thrown upon
her uwn resources in - the country, she could
make a living, and I wish her to be equally as
independent in town.  We came to town o
superintend her education, She thinks her forte
is journalism, and desires, in addition to this,
to becomen practical printer,  And now can you
wonder, Mrs, Ellis, after my experience, that 1
am trying to have her avoid the errors that
well nigh made my young life a failure, ;

"4 No, indeed, Mrs. Morton, and I hoor you

o for it. I have bcen greatly benefitted by the

narration of your early troubles, and I think
you will see the result of it in the future train-
ing of my own daughters.”

THE BRIDLEGROOM’S WAGER.

“BuL I'll bet you five hundxed pound.——I'

will i” aaid Paul Rylander, o

He looked round with a' lazy, sclf-sufficient
sparkle i his cyes, as he spoke the words—a
hnanomc, regular ﬁ.atun_d nmu of about

I

thirty, with silk-soft whiskers, delicately nrch-
s brows, and a rich red snd white and brown
Wlending of color in his complexion—one ‘of
the Adonises of real life, who scems fated to
bear their own way in love, war, and bus-
iness aflairs, while the three or four who wero’
stun(hng in the whist-room of "the club-house,
and heard the w ords, laughed in ¢horus,

“What is it upon which this imporfant
wager depends 27 asked Major Markland, who
had just entered. ‘¢ Just this," Hugh Maurice
answered. ¥ Paul is to marry an heiress, as wo
all know, if not exactly a beanty ; and Miss
Dotterell solemndy declares that her busband
in future shall never use tobacco in any of its
forms, While Rylander isn't himself, unless
you view him surrounded by a halo of smoke (!

# For all that,” said Me, Rylander, quietly.
fooking down at handsome filbert- shaped nails
that finished off his aristocratic hands, * I shall
smoke, as you will see” '

« Then we shall be edified with a divorce in
fashionable life,” said Mr. Maurice.

«Nothingof the sort. Jeannctte herself shall
extend the weed to my lips.”

"« T don't believe it.” ) ‘

"« 1 dare sav,” Rylander answered with a
shrug of his sboulders. ¢ But 5ceing is ‘be-
lieving 1! )

« Miss Dotterell is cclcbrntcd for hkmg her
own way,”

8o am 1. )

-« And a bride is always s privileged person.”
Mr Rylander smiled in that calm, provoking
sor{ of way that always implies, “You will
see.’’ . ‘ Y
@ Very well," Maurice laughingly responded;

¢« remernber the weger—five hundred.””

¢ Five hundred that you will see me smoking, -
unobjected to, in Jeanelte's very presence, with-
in a month of my marringe day'(” )

Mr., Maurice took out h)a mblct nnd n]rendy
registered the wager. )
# Now, there ean be no mistake about it1” he
said, calmly replacing the memorandum,’ o
Paul Rylander was duly married {o Mls Dot~

terell, the ;,rcm. heiress. :

There was o grnnd wedding—a bridal ‘arch )
of white japonicas and strongl) -sccnt«.d tube-
roses, & supurb reception, and a long "descrip- °
tion in the papers, ‘wherin the  fair Jcnm.l.to"
was described ‘as ¢ bewilderingly hcnuuful u
although she was marked by the small- pox,
bad a cast in one of lier ey es, and no com-
plexion to speak of—in fact, every thmg went off

exuctly as it should,.
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Money is the wheels on . which this world |

rolls, and Jeanette Dotterell had plenty & of

“ Dear, dear 1" she” thought, 1 hope there
isn't consumption, or anything of that sort, in

money, or she never could have purchased such i(luu' Paul's fumily He ceitainly looks very

a handsome commodity us Paul Rylandu by :
way of husband,
. . . e . .
#Of coursenot, darling, if you object to it 1"
Mr. Rylunder threw his cigarinto the grate,

on the brow of his bride.

“ I wont have it ?''said Jeanctie ; #so there!”

¢ I've'smoked all my life, dear,” said Mr,
Rylander, in accents of gentle, self-commissern-
tion, “ but 1'd give up life itself to save that
little heart n pang.*

Mrs, Rylander was somewhat molified.

# 1¢s such o horrid habit1” said she. -

“ Youshall have no further oceasion to com-
plain of it, denvest,” snid the amiable bride-
groom,

Mrs. Rylander's gracious . amiles came back
once more,  She had anticipated a regular cam-
paign battle with her Paul, knowing as she did,
how tenderly wedded he was to the noxious
Yirginiun weed—but here he was astonishing
her by yielding up the point withoul' so much
a8 n remonstrance,

# You're a duck, Paul{’” said she radiantly,

“«1 should -have supposed myselfl to . be
a good deal more like another: domestic bird!?
Paul answered, with the gravity which so often
puzzled his Lride as to whether he was in
earnest or not, :

S And you won't me‘\L any more? rcally,
truly 27
- wNot a whiff, if it dlsp]cnscs my darling
wife

Mrs. Rylander went away rejoicing, and Paul
siretched himself on the sofn to read a’ French
novel. L ’

The next'day Paullooked delighitfully pallid
and deelined to partake of the "broiled bones,
and stewed kidneys w hich L]n, cook lmd pro-
vided for breakfast. '

“Yowre not well, Paul” cried the bride
apprshensively. Bat Mr. R)ltmder \n\\'ul hls
bund with a depreeating air,

¢ Do not trouble yourself about me, Jeanctie!
said he mildly,**1 am well: enough; only 1
-feel 'no_appetite,”

«Lry a nuflin, dear1” conxed Mrs R)lundcr
s or one of ticse vysters,”

#T could not eat,love!” gnid Mr. Rylander;
+At'dinner his appetite was equally delieate;

‘ot ten he ate only o square inch of dry- toust,

Mrs, Rylander began to be seriously alarmed!

' Rylander ate less and less, -
- pers and an easy chair; continued, in the pro-
" vess of time, to introduce & very effective look-
smoothing with s smile the indignant wrinkles

s delientent times.
Day after day went by, and apparently Mr.
He took to slip-

ing pillow at his back, and developed a sudden
tuste for composing - melancholy poetry, the
chief hurden of which was, “ When I am gon¢—
when T amgone " Mrs. Rylander—wheo found
these interesting effusions totally by accident
of course—seatlerred around: the house, grew

hysterieal,

¢ Dear Paul? she sobbed, ‘¢ you must oer-
teinly consult a phyéicinu "

“1 will die first,” Mr. Rylander asscrtcd

“ Why, dearest?' k

“] could not concientiously comply with his
prescriptions.”

¢ But why not ?”

That was a question that Mr, Rylander de-
clined to answer, :

Jones, a stout middle-nged friend, came to
call, He assumed a countenance of painful
solicitude, and came clear from the parlour on
tip-toe. . :

“ Abh—h," said Joneb, "I thuughtho\\ it would
b(' n

“r. Jones, what du you menn I"gusptd Ars,

Rylander,

- 41t's leaving off smoking,”’ suid Mr. Jones,
ina mysterious whisper. - ¢ Dilkins left oﬂ'_)ust
so—to prlease Mrs. Dilkins, . Dilkins died ¥ - .

“ My goodness gracious !" said Mrs. Rylander,

clusping her hands together. # I€T thought=-. -

but of course it can't Le! possille. It must

have been: something else that  was  the.

matter.’” ..

“'hat’s what's the matter,” said Jom.s, “de-
pend upon it, Mrs. Rylander.”

And Jones departed, . . 0

‘Robinson came in next, . Robinson shook
his head, and felt his chin solemnly.

“ Do you think its a decline?” said Mrs, Ry-
lander, when Robinson had bidden is " friend
adicu, .

# He'll never bc better" und Robinson,

“ Oh, Mr. Robinson” shricked Jeanetts,

- “You didn't-let' me finish my . sentence,
ma'am;,! said Robinson—+ Until he takes to his
cigars again.” : .

Cuaptain Parks came the snme ey mmg Jum-
ette sppealed wigtfully to him: - - R

# Qh, it often bappéus V' suid+ the cn,)tum.’?

‘
-
B
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“They go intoa sudden sort of a—a gnl]opmg
consumption, you see 7'’

“ But what is the cause?”

*Oh, leaving off smoking 1"

In & multitude of coursellors there is some-
times conviction, as well as wisdom,  Mrs, Ry-
Iander rushed into her husband's room, with
the cigar box that she cauglt down from the
rosewood secretaire,

¢ Dear Paul, here are your cigars—please,
please smoke 'em once again I

“Not for worlds, Jennette !

“ But Paul, for my sake !’ )

And Mr. Rylander gracefully and  graciously
succumed !

The next evening, just three weeks from . the
wedding day, Major Markland, Mr. Maurice,
and the faithful Jones eame round per specinl
invitation, for a ¢ smoke' in the library,  And
Mrs. Ry lxmdu herself lighted the cigars for
them.

‘I am so glad you've come,” she declared
raptourously. “ It will do dear Paul so much
good "

“ Dear Paul” recovered marvellously from
his decline—but he never told Jeanette about
the five hundred pounds he had won.

Husbands never do tell  their wives every-
thing.

et P S————

THE POOR SOLDIER Of FLENSBURG.

Some years ago, at a time of peace,a de tah _
ment of soldiers were quartered at Flensburg,
in Schleswiy. Somec of them had married, of
whomn & majority had large families, and were
very poor. Poverty ishard to bearwhena man
sees his little ones in rags, shivering from the
cold, and crying for bread,

- One of the soldivrs on a keen autumn night,
sent  with a dispatel, as an orderly, several
miles across the country. As he returned, he
passed, about midnight, & bleaching mill, and
perceived a quantity of linen placed upon a

‘hedge to bleach, but which the owner had for-

gotten to take in at nightfall.

He rode very'slowly. Theair was very still ;
no sound was heard :save the woodland stream
shimmering in the moonlight, and the measur-
ed tread of his horse’s feet,

He wus tempted. He said- to himself :
# Could it really be any harm to take out of
this great.quantity of linen a single piece to

" sell for my poor children ? *“he_owner would

scarcely feel the loss of it, and it would be a
great help to me in my poverty ;-the injustice
could not be very great” -

e stopped his horse and dismounted. But
when he came to the hedge, a voice withinhim
seemed to say @ ¢ It is a sin ; till now thou hast
never stolen @ trust in God und do nght and
thou shalt not starve.”

He left the hedge and quickly mounted his
borse.- - But he soon looked round again : the
temptation came upon him with grenter power ;
the sorrow of his lome and his hungry children
vose before his mind,  Heagain dismounted and
again stood before the hedge. . All was silent
save the erisp ‘leaves dropping in the shadows,
and the music of the stream silvered by .the
moon, Me was albout to put out his hand to
take th~ linen, when. his conscience  again
awoke.  I'he conflict was o hard one, but the
persuasive voice within again triumphed, and
without thouching the linen, he again mounted
his horse, He rode on, but presently drew reim
und looked back,

The temper now approached him on another
side. % I amin misery,” said the soldier, ¢ and
here is the opportunite to alleviateit. Ts itnot
my duty to do so? I would notstenl for the
mere purpose of gain.  God knows I am not at
heart o thief. Who can say that Providence
has not placed this menns of help in my way 79

He looked back again and saw the linen still -
unwatched, lying in the moon]ight.‘ He again
dismounted and climbed the hedge, - He put
forth his hand, but the good nngels had followed
him, and the inward monitor again asserted its
power, Tt.secemed to say, © What art thou do-
ing? Itisasin.”

Then he- beheld his poor clnl(lr(.n again,
whom in the previous winter- he had been un-
able to protect trom the fumine and frost. As
a father, he reflected that he should care for his
children,

He was now in a most pmnful state of excite-
ment ; the struggle was at its height.

He took off his hat, and knelt down with his
forchead bared to heaven, and gazed upward
for & moment on_ the caln moon’ and .golden
cluster of stars.  The sublimities of the celes-
tial scenery like a vision revealed to him the
greatness and the goodness of God. The good
angels were with him, and his trivmph was at
hand.

# O Lord " he prayed, « look do“n upon me,
help me in 1y extremity and control me.: For
the sake of Jesus Christ, Thy beloved Son, have
mercy upon me, a miserable, tempted sinner,
and save me. Be Thou my strength in this my
hour of wenkness, and be Thou my. guardian .in
life, my helper and my portion forever.”
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His prayer was heard, No soul cver perish-
ed praying. - The tempter fled, and the good
angels were glad,  With o joyous and free
spirit he mounted his horse, inwardly praising
Qod, who had helped him out of this tempta-
tion, which would have brought a curse and
destruction upon him,

As he came to the courtyard of the miller, he
stopped and knocked at the door. )

The miller opened the window and called |

out,

¢ Who is there ?"

“ An orderly from Flensburg, I want a
couple of words with you.”

“CWhat is it 7 asked the willer, opcnmg the
door.

« My dear miller,” said the sol(hcr, tCas I was
riding by, I perceived that you had forgotten
to take in your linen which was left on the hedge
tobleach. This is no business of mine, but I
will ccncenl nothing from: you, I am a very
poor soldier and havea wife and five small chil~
dren, who are nearly naked and starving. My
miserable condition induced me to stop when I
saw the linen, and I was tempted to approach it
toonearly. ‘Three times I dismounted my horse
under the influence of temptation,

assaulted on all sides, and it secemed. ns:if 1
" must submit. - Then I looked up to heaven
and prayed to the Almighty, He heard me,
and gave me- power to-resist. Iriend miller,
this is a high rond, along swhich others may
come after me, and be similarly témp(cd, and
perhaps fall. - This would be a bad thing;
therefore I came to -ask you to take in your
linen. And now Iwish you good night-'!

My good soldier,” said the miller, % come In
and take n litle rt,frcehxnent The air is ¢old
to-night.”

The offer-was a most ncccptublc one -to the
soldier, for he was hungry and thirsty, A
bountiful supper was placed before him, As
he enjoyed the good fare, he said to himself,
. %0 God, Thou hast hitherto helped me.  Thou

I was

helpest me now ngum sud Thou wxlt hclp me |,

to the end."

As he was nbout to depart, the miller brought
out n piece of linen and said, “ My good soldier
thisis the largest and best piecc of all' those
which were left out to bleach, ‘I'nke it ns a re-
membrance, take it in honor, because you sought
help from the Lord, in prayer, and steadfastly
registed sin, Ifever you are in great distress
again, do not fail to come and sée.me."”. .

“The heart of the bearded véteran was decply
tout.).u.d and the tears ,xgllud down l;lb sun-

burnt cheeks,  He could not speak, but he.took
the picce of linen, recunng it as a gift from -
the Lord.
* # Thou, O Lord, has saved me to-night,” he
said as he stood beneath the moon and the stars,
# 8o wilt Thou keep me always.”

"He rode away a happy man, It was the bat-
tle of his, life, and the viclory was, decisive,
“Phe good angels followed him to the end,

———r

AMBITION,

A love for activity, a desire to excel and to
gain & position in the world are’ commendable.
They who bless the race, elevate man, inspire
Lim with true’ courage, soften the -indurations
of our ‘being nnd increase mentul and moral
power, ure the true heroes and beroines. . They
are the benefactors of the world who leave it
better for having lived in it.  But he who en-
courages cruclity and delights in blood, cither
on the ficld of battle or on the way-side, is the
native and true ruffian.  He who kills, as
prompted by a love of glory (2),is not less-a
murderer than he who steals-stealthily on his
victim'to gratify an uncontrollable hate; while
the enormity of the: crime must “be graduated:
by the number of lives sacrificed—the injury
sustained. He who robs'a nation of its wealth-
destroys its material growth, abridges ils p ace;
happiness, prospen_t
by war, is-not less a rohbgr than he who takes
the prnntc purse and then kills. The more
guilty one is he whose dcplcduhous are’on the ;
most extensive scale.

Music, gay tinselry and dazzling accoutre-
ments, can never clmngn, the .real nature-.of
crime. To murder is to maliciously take life.
The more lives taken the greater the turpitude,
the deeper the criminality. To rob is to take
wealth—material, mental or. morsi—r nthless\v
while the more e).tcnslvc the smlc thc more
robbery. is committed.

ok ———————

Ln'r us love our country, such as it is, with
1Ls ‘past as with its prescnt let us love 1t with
its whole history; let us love its great men, its "
monumeits of all ages, its:beliefs, its traditions,

its g)ory; all that it has ‘bequeathed to s, all

that our ancestors transmitted to us from the
cradle -of -our history to our own-days; let us -

not despise, our fathers for what was wanting to - '

them, but let us Iow them {or what we have
reu.n(.d from them, and let us txy to’ keep it
cunfully and add to it whut is stxll \mnuug

mmd muscle and morals®
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