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MY FAITH.

By WiLLrast COLLINS,

1f'tls a erime to tove the land
Whereln my futhers rest,

Where tirst my mother's hand
My infunt forin caresned,

Then donlly dyed in gullt am I,
And tralter to the coru,

For deep within iy Irish henrt
1lovemy native shore,

1 hold it ns 0 precept true,
And strong as gaspel light,

Anad munk 18, suffering brothers, you
Wha strugile for the right,

That e is a sonlless clad,
By enrth and heaven bauned,

And falde to justice, truth and (‘ud
Wha's false (o mmhul.um

—{rish World.

KESH EELAN °

. THE OLD PLAGE AND T‘{E NEW PLOPLE,
A ‘?Ou.AHGE OF TIPPERARY.

*#The gilded haly h(.\ Lr(nu rmmd deeny,n
—Byuon.—The Giaonr.,
CHAI"J‘ER XXXV
MR, JER MURPIIY MAKES A MISFAKE,

The unsuspacting. victim - dashed into : the
Pass; the' bailitf o few: yards. behind “him
with his hand on his pistols.
fear there will be murderin the Pass of Caha ?

Now behind the thicket the blunderbus is
levelled: at the advancing. horseman—tliere iy
no quiver now in- the murderer's nerves—his
aim is deadly. Now the baronet is within a
few yards of :him—now abreast of hllll——hlg
hand is on the trigger— : :

+Hark ! There was a flash—a nharp hl\ort. re-
port—a smothered cry—and - horeseman and:
horse voll together to the ground, .+ "

But it was not Tude Ryan that fired ! His trig-

“ger. has-not fullen—he starts hack paralyzed

with astonishment—murder: has: been done;
but he is nst the murderer ‘

Does the bailift

Mr. Jer Murphy flings from him a pistol (hat
has been discharged, and grasping the other,
springs from his horse, and rushes towards the
murdered masn,  Rider nnd horse lie* rolling
and struggling together Ly the diteh: but only
the horse has been wounded—the rider- hag
only Leen stunned by the fall—and now disen~
gaging himself from the suddle by a supreme
effort, Bir Albin Artslade staggers to his fect,

# Murderer and-villinn ! he shricks, rushing
with blind fury towards the bailiff.

But Mr Jer Murphy's othor pistol is: levelled
—is fired pitilessly—nnd ere the report. dies
nway, SirAlbin - Arvtslade totters; reels, fallg
heavily to the ground, 'l'his time the work is
done. R

The assassin stands for a. momcnb rooted to
the spot with the coward's {error; then. glan-

ces shudderingly around, and-catching: cournge:.

from the utter solitude of.-the place, grius a
hideous grin of triumpl.

¢« Dead n¥ o doore muil 1 he cxclmms, raising
the head of the murdered man; and | letting 1t
fall agnin heavily, ' Now tor the goold!”

Then for the first {ime . was the mystery - of
Mr. Jer Murphy's action explained o the stun-
ned watcher behind the thicket, for he saw him
spring across with all the mizer’s lust-to
where the struggling horse lay, and detach
from the ‘saddle-the bulxy ‘leathern suck, and.
tear it open-and gloat upon its heaps -of gllttu‘-
ing gold,  The miserable mﬂ\.m foiled in the.
attempt o profit by the hctru_\ul of Gerald,
0'Dwyer, saw his master receive -this.golden
treasure in'Clonmel, and -into his crafty’ mind:
there came a diabolical plan for possessing him-
self of it., T'here *was a rumor that Sir Albin:
Artslade’s life was to be taken j.that was -why.
he was cquipped and armed- as his cescortyif
hLis life were: taken, who .could ever “tell by
whom ? ~And nowit. ked been taken, Mr, Jer

Murphy: would. put: the: tressure -where: no
| human eye wonld ever follow it-ti)] Je wished,
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and would carry to Ashentielda cunning tale of
Sir Albin Artslade’s murder anil his own hair- |

breadth eseape, and would. point to his cmph’.
plstols in proof that, if his master fell, 3t was 5

for dio lack of stout dqfcnsd on }u':_'i part, .

And now the plot progressed gloriously, and
in 'the VCI} cst:xcy of success the assassin
hugged hls b]oody gains w hen, with the spring
ofa pd.nthcr the waicher bebind the . thicket
way over the ditch, and grappling with the

“ You mane thieviw, villian'l” ‘he ‘eried,
with indignant passion, ¢ Surrinder ‘this
minnit, sy you don't want a brace o' slugs smL
tbrough yer: divvil’s-carcase!”

He, who a minute before would have imbrued
his hands in >ir Albin Artslade's 1fe blood, now
revolted as impetiously against the crime of
his murderous plunderer. The would-be mur-
derer forrevenge rose up to wreak justice on
the murderer for gain, in the \t.r_', punt} of
unselfish indignation !

With a cry . of surprise, the wretch dropped
on his .knees in abject terror: trc.mblm" in

- every Hmb,

#Merey ! Merey ! bnwled

pitifully.
But when glancing txmxdl) up, he saw it was

\[(.rcy " he

- Tade Ryan ‘who represented Ju:tlce & new re-

source suggested itself,

“Tade Ryan, are you mad 7'’ he askcd as
the other seized him - violently by the collar.
“You - wouldn't play the thraitor on
that’s done yer owniwork for you 2! -

4 Notmine, you false-hearted viltian. I*d eut

‘wan

“my right hand oft afore doin® sich a job as this”

- #.Uo lein I how tindher-hearted you are alt of
Which of us; Iliketo know, hag
the best rayson to hurrvo over ould Orshlade’s
corpise 7.
dher for you." "

o4 AviT wanted to murdher hnn " said Ryan,
with cont@mpt 4T do it myself like a man;
an’ not be depindin’ on a thremblin’ engichore
like yerself, . But you ate his bread, you double-
dyed thraithor. ~You sowlt body an’ sowl to

him to do his dirty work, an' pocket his dirty-

goold ;:an’ now'you turn about-like the- black:
reprobate you are, to murdhér him like a -dog
whin you should :be the ‘fusht to:save. him—
an'all for robbery, Misther 'Jur Murphy for
filthy skulkin":robbery 1 * :
S Ple assassin was' white as & sheet. KA
1 Don't:be an oishiuck, Tade Ryan”’ he urged,
insinuatingly’..” «/Cheré’s lashin's lin 'this bag".
—und ‘he tapped the bulk) treasure—¢ fo make’

Ceadate il iR

and digust,

“Corp on dhoul, man, ’lls a lucky mur-}

-f matther how soon, 1t
| cowld—Dbut Il spile your litile  game,

li»f‘»

mm of both of us av we onl) have the sinse to
{make a pxopu use of it. We have it all to
ourselves, ' Nobidy on earth can tell who done
this job. W'l slip away to France as aisy as
winkin', aw thin’ our fortune’s med for iver
more.” : :

“\Why, tlnn you limb .¢' the div\‘il, is it
timptin® me ‘you are. wid , yer -plundherin’
schaumes 77 ericd Ryan, boiling with indignation
“ Not another syllable out o' yer
gob, or be the "tarnal ‘frosht ! you wont live to
sec 1 sighth o Clonmel gaol itself, an’ that
you'lt see soon an’ suddint, av you've no fancy
for jinin' yer masther be the side o the ditch
beyant.

Desperntion was working miracles in ﬂu
coward’s face,

“Wan word more,

Tade Ryan,'’ he cried,
with t hideous grin,

AV you're a maniac
enough to give up rviches that there’s no coun-
tin’, and betray me whin no wan c¢lse on earth
could bLetray either of us—remimber this—
thers's only your word agin mine, mo bouchul,
an' I know purty well who'll be believed, the
thrusted servant or the noted rebel 17

Tade Ryun relaxed his hold. 1t
first time he thought of that.

The assassin saw his a(l\uutu"c, and follow
ed it up. :

Yol have to confess too, my fine officer
of justice,” he went on, +f You'll have to con-
fess you wor here yerself—inside the diteh, too
—waitin’ for Sir Albin Orshlade, e¢h? mo bou-
chal.” An' may be vou'd he afther c.\'b]nnin’
what little gnme you were afther in the Pass of
Caha wid that innocent lookin' blunderbus. o
yours?- Eh? my par-tikler frind of law and
ordher?”

Ryan saw thc force of the threat—saw the
probabilities weighed overwhelmingly against
bis bare assertion of the fact,

e Ncw, praps yowd be thinkin® betiher of
vour. vertuous indignation? . P'raps. now youwd
liave no objection to pocketin' half the -cash’ an
biddin! me & civil‘good e¢venin’? Eh "

uNiver, be my sowl, niver!” cried:Ryan,
bursting with indignant rage. « Whativer thia
blandlierbus cem here far, *twill stay till it sces
you in'the body o' Clonmel gaol—that I promise
you! They may hang me if they like~they’d
hang me in any case; an’ it don’t: make-dhy
now that ke’s out o' -the
“you

was the

thievin' enward; if I wor to swing for it.”’-
t\We'll-see |” shouted, the - assagsin, - ow:
nerved todesperation ;and with the springof a”

get
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tiger, he Teaped on his caplor and sought to
wreneh the blunderbus from his hand,  In the
collision ‘the . shot went off, the
everiing echoes far and wide,
The men were locked in o
struggle.  With all the force
coward was transformed into
machine ; overand over again

startling

life ‘and denth
.of despair, the
a blind furious
‘he sought. with
supreme cfiort to fling his antagonist hodily to
the ground ; his strength way trebled, but he
had to deal with aginnt of iron nevve, unshak-
able as a rock. The conflict could not last long,
Murphy's feeble cournge was goon - exhausted,
and was pressed heavily to the ground, strug-
gling obstinutely still, .

Then, us he fonnd his chances growing more
and more desperate, the ruftiun filled the Tass
with shrieks of «Murder . and“  Helpt”
bellowed agnin and again at the top of his voice
titl the whole couniry throvgh the caln
evening air secmed to be ringing with the cry
of # Murder!”

Ryan knew what his ohject was, bhut made

no effort to stifle his cries: only, a8 he contin-
ued to struggle with might and. main, pressed
him down more securely,
- But suddenty therecame: & response. to tln.
assassin’s cry for help, and the noise of horses'
hoofs ¢clattering along the road from Clonmel at
a gallop, came faintly-at first, then louder and
londer. Help was at band.- - Who' could they
be? ;

.Then the bailiff mdoul\lc(l his shouts of
“¥Murder " and Ryan tightened his hold on
the erptive, a3 two. horsemen at full gallop
clattered into the Pass, and reined in their
steeds with a sudden shock as they came . upon
the dreadfll seene, where on one side lay. the
murdered baronet, on the other two armed
men locked in dcndly _encounter ;. one. horse
Iying lifeless Veside its master, the other gal-
loping away in wild terror.

L4Good Heavens! what. is this?? cxclmmcd
one of the new-comers—a frightenvd. white
haired old gentleinnn, whom his_Dbest: friends
would barely recognise as Mr Sackwell, M P.,

so muich had the rash courage that would: have,

Jed Monnard Fencibles.to death ;or. glory long
ago, shrunk into ity boots ai sight of .the

slanghterous scene j and as for the great Smile.

ot Universal Benevolence,
similitude, which would have passed muster
in any school of small boys as the overlure. to
ta big ory. . ¢ Good Feavens. What is this??
exclaimed Mr. Sackwell agnin, rubbing his
eyes incrediously,

S Murder! Murder U Murder!? bellowed the
bniliff: then, as Ryan released him, e leaped
to his feet and rushed towards Mr, Sackwell, «
who backed away nervously before himn.; (4.0hl,
Misther Sackwell! *twas an angel that Mlll.)(:
The wasther has been murdhered '—

“Sir Albin Artslade murdered |, Oh ! l\om- ;
ble! " exclaimud Mr. “Snekwell, #1:told him
to-day how 'twould be—bhe would not.have the
escort,. And, who—who—who—is—the—m— :
murderer 7

“Shure you see him -yerself, yer honor "
whined the hnilifl; pointing to Ryan. ' .#¢ 11(.(1
have med as short work o' me as of the poor
masther only for yer honour cem up-—1 was .
thryin' to howld him, an’ shure he has - the life .
a'most sthrangled out o' me, the cowld-blvod-
ed villinn ('

s¢Teis alie ns black as h(,ll " shouted Ryan .
at first awed by the ruflinns easy impudence,
AV you hear me, sir,”? he said. adyvancing -
towards Mr, Sackwelly more cooly, -4 1°1) show .
vou this is the rale wurdherer—an’ yobber \0
boot.”

“ P—please s——s—stand a 1—little  farther
back, my man,” sid Mr,
vous shudder,: then turning: to:-his- sony. who
aecompanied him, and who:was. surveying: the:
seene: with . philsophical - calmuess® ¢ Ch—
Charlie, 1—let you'speak to thosc men-—-) —\'ou '
have the pistols.' . N :

Sackwellywith a ner-

“\lr this is the mnr(lhcn.r 0" Sir Alhm Or-
\l\h\d\.” Ryan continued; vehemently, ¥ God'is *
my withessl. 1 see him ﬁr\. the shot -that Rilt »
.. He murdhered him for the goold in that ¢
bag there beyant, an’.he wanted me to share -
the plundher.- I'd sooner. dic fusht—I[ was going -
to, ‘carry him this minnit; to Clonmel’ Gnol, - ‘
whin you cem up an'. see me thrymg to ho\\ld
lnm " Sl

him

Ahem | that docsn'l——nh——:ecm very. like-
Iy,” said Mr, Sackyell, senior, tlmld]y
“A cnnnin’ tale;indeed, . yer: honour,” eried:
Murphy, spggungly,. WO sn't d vbclll\d) stors
commit murdher whin .there: was ainotorious
rebel in the neighborhood.

ame's ace o' sindin’ume afther the poor: masther -

—God;rest-his sowl this, mgbtl uv 1t th’t, sit- =
perstitivus to'say W o4k o
it had assumed af. .

“ Curse you for ddlm\'dmv h\pomm. v cmd
Ryan, in utter digust. . '
T thank God, humbly, you: c'm't call ‘me a -
murdherer nor rebel,” rotmtcd Mluphy wlth u
malicious leer, .~ ...

u“ (,rlecmm uuu ye b’hwc ﬂllb I)m' gomud?

Plazeiyer honour | <
shuve ye see him' yerselves, how he was- within -

i
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Look at his pistols—{hey are (hschnrgcd-—\\ hile
mine—~"

He paused, as- he remembered his' weapon,
$00, had been discharged in his collision witl
the bailift, and started mth dnmn"mg confu-
slon,

HOWell, whe t about yours 2" cried the other,
tauntingly. * Ha, ha, you know well I dis.
charged mine in definse o' my poor murdhered
masther; maybe you'd giveas good an account
of the bullet you sint to his poor heart? an’
pray who gev you lave to carry this purty blun-
dherbus you have, eh 7"

Ryan bit his lips with rage. Every circum.
stance convicted him. He remained doggedly
silent : ready to strangle the foul coward that
accused him ; but to what purpose? -

¢ This is horrible—most horrible I” exelaim-
ed Mr. Sackwell, glancing in terror from the
murdered baronet to his murderer, ‘and then
again to his accuser, and wiping away the big
beads of perspiration that gathered on his fore-
head.  # Asone of His Majesty's Justices of
the Peace, I—I:realy.don't-know what te
do.”

# Isin’t it casy 7" eaid the philosophieal Chat-
lie. ‘¢Ench of those men says the other is the
murderer.  If they're in earnest, let them keep
one another company till we get to Clonmel
and have the thing investignted, and if either
of them stirs a.peg to escape in-the -meantime
I'll shoot him dead. Thal's all.»

**Y—yes that's-most admirable,” cried Mr.
Sackwell, with great relief, © «For you it's
quite a stroke of genjus,  T—I think 1M go
away—ihis sort of thing doesn’t do you know
formy nerves.. I—1 sincerely trust the mur-
derer—whocver he may be—mind I'm- not pre-
judging the case=—not by any means l—whoever
he may Dbe I &incerely trust will be brought
Lo justice®

“1am r.ady to go," said Ryan, boldly. 4P
84y no more; but av the dead could spake—"

¢ Bah ¥ cried the bailiff loudly, but with some
show of trepidation in his manner;-for all his
braggaddocio, ¢ ¢ you wouldn't be 50 anxious to
bear him, only )uu know well “he's stone
dead.” : : :
% I'm not so sure of that " said Charlie Sack-
well, who had alighted From his horse and swas
engagcd c\:ummmg lln, body of the murdered
baronet, oo

“ What 12 cried Mr. ankv.cll who was still
within hearing.: and 7 What1” cried the other
two men simultaneously, the one in a voics of
{lcadl)' terror, the other of cager expectancy.

«He is yor quite dead," snid Charlie’ Sack-
well, calmly,
CHADPTER XXXV,
A WITNESS FLOM TUE DFAD,

# Not quite dead”

In an instant the four men were huddled
eagerly round Sir Albin Artslade’s body, Char-
les Sackwell, who, with all lis casy stupidity,
combined some practical resource upon ocension,
made a deliberate examination of the wound and
its conscquences, He laid his hand on the
wounded man's heart, and waited.  There was
1 feeble flicker of life, rare and dull, but grow-
ing quicker,

The nssassin’s cheeks were ashy pale: his
heart-bent furiously,  What if Sir Albin Art-
slade lived 7 )

But the wound was & mortal one, The bul-
let had entered below the left breast, and must
have lodged somewhere in-the region of the
heart.. But the worst sign ofall was that it left
but a faint bluish puncturé.in the skin,—there
was no . blood ﬂowing—-nonc but - what
flowed within, v

Young Sackwell \mtchul (hc ﬂlcl\crmg life
ag it struggled fitfully to assert itself, and assist-
ed.its struggle by every.means in’ his power.
By_dcgfccs he forced n draught of brandy down
the wouaded man’s throat, and and at last had
the . satisfuction” of seeing. the limbs "quiver
feebly, then move more frecly ; and then with a
convulsive shudder, Sir Albin Artslade woke to
vonciousness once hiore,

His eyes wandered- for’a moment heavily -
around asif to collect some sense’ of the situa-
tion, and closed again as ifin pain, Bul when
they opened a sceond  time - they fixed. them-
selves with unearthly steadiness on the murder-
er: who. stood routed ‘to. the spob in mortal
terror, -

# Hush! he is going to speak.”"

‘0f n sudden, a ficrce light was kindled in the
heavy eyes, which HOLde fo pierce “lL mur-
derer to tho soul. : :

t Murderer ! he eried; jerking himself - up
violently, and clenching his fist fiercely in the
very face of the bailiff. But the effort awoke
all the n"onits‘of his wound, and with a groan
he sank back, pressing his hnnd w unnl) ng'\mht
bis side.

““He is dead, " eried the bnmfx‘, with intense °
relief. ¢ He must have been ravin’

& e is not dead,” said Charlie Snckwell,

supporting the wounded man’s head as tend'crly'
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as nwoman might, ¢ lk is nnt (loml, anid we
witl see whether he has bheen- raving!”

Ano(herdumglwm‘hmnd) bronght the ]:ruon-
et bas¥ to painful conciousness,

“DId T not gee Mr Sackwell lere 77 he asl‘c(]
in weary gasps,

“Y-—yig, my—my dear friend,” responded
that \\orth\ gentleman, who had in\un to his
)mnrH\cl(hlnf “T—I'm’ s0 sorry—n-—never
got such a shock—n—never, indeed. 1 hope
you—nh—feel pretty well—ahem! ut - least
under the circumstances P .

“Fam dying fast)" gasped the wounded
man, his land still pressed to his &ide,
thnu"h to stnunch the pain,
come closertome. ‘There,
my dying deposition,

ns

 Re quick and
I'want you to take
Fwant you  to have
him—my murde rer—hanged, hinge d, hangad—
tortured, if he can be tortur. (l—un\llnn;_r 50 he
dies like n dog 1

»Do not exert yourself §0," urged Charlie
Sackwell, appalled” at the veneful
even within reach of deatl),
more  calmly,
death

ST will) S:r Albin .v\rtk.lrulc said.’

“Sorra thz, much raviy' whout. him no“, st-
ther Jur Murph) A \\]mpcrod ]hnn collaring
the 'trembling nssnssing ns he glnncul des-
perately aronid for kome means of eseape;

In a few words Sir Albin Artslnde told the
H(nn of his murder and identified the murderer
Mr. Sackwell took down his wordy with )ur]u‘n]
care, though searcely with judical serenily, and
Charlie nnd Ryan were the witnesses of Hu, de-
position.  Mr. Jer Murphy had clearly made =
mistake—clutched at fox(\mc and-only cuu,;hl
the gallows |

¢ On this information,” praneunced My, Sack-
well, the dignity of his oflice gradunlly emboid-
ening him, «T will have no hesitation—ahem {
—in committing. this man, Mlnphv to Clonmel
Gaol for wilful II)lll(lLr——\\llflll mmdcr is no
name for it—most wilful, wilful murder! Ryan,
you will take élmrgc of the prisoner!”?

Rynn answered only by giving his shiv ering
caplive a'shake that told eloquuntl) how con-
geninl the charge was,

passion
tt8peak lowerand

Remember  you ‘nre  near

The dying man récovered again from a spnsm
of puin, this time more faint,

‘Do you wish nnvthmg to be done for you—
anything to be snid to—Llo your dnnghtcr " whis-
pered Charlie roftly.. :

The question seemed (o recall thoughts that
were, vanishing -like shadows in. his- chaotic
Drain, '

“1f 1 ¢ould be tnken home fo Arhenfield {6
die."—He murmured, almost plaintively. )

Charli¢ thought r:moval would be fatil, but
wag lookiny round for some .menns to gratify
the desire, when with another great” groan of
agony the dying man whispered
" “No—no—itistoo lale. T am dying—dying
fast, Itix getting dark,dark as 1) grave

*¢ Remember, you havé a dnnghtu——mll
You not send hu vour hléssing 7

H Danghtor—daughter I' exclaimed the dying
man wildiy. ¢ Yes, yes—iell hér this—tell
Rose Marton—" )

“ Rose Marton t" ‘

¢ Yes,—~tell her—tell {he ‘world—ske is ‘my
lawful child—the proofs—Oh God, 1 am forget-
ing—the proofsi—it is too late! Tell he I'——nb.
no, tell her nothing more,” and he sank bad\
agnin fainterand feinter.

‘1 there nothing clse you have to say 72—
nathing to G " «aid Charle” Sackwell solemny .

“ Nothing 1" S .

The pain was over.  “Nothing I"—that awful
word—secined to cc_ludth'roi‘:gh ‘clernity,  \Fith
 Nothing? on his Tips, © Nothing! in his
henrt, "Sir” Albin ~Artslnde” went * from this

sir,

world. - P'edce i m Power at last ! S
“God l)lvsa us l”> = n ar}'cd Mr %ck ell,
piously,

This wisall lns t'uneml :ong

CHAPTER x’xxvn. :
; LIGHT IN THE PRISON.

It is iime we should return to the fortunes
of Gerald O'Dwyer, who has been a1l this time,
while the plot against Sir Albin Artdade’s
life hurried to its strange issue, an inmate of the
Prison:of Climmel, awaiting the inevitable
doom of the rebel.

Waiting for death! It is a gloomy lnsiness,
all the gloomier when one is shut up with his
own thoughts within four narrow walls:'said -
four walls setting their faces hopelesnly agninst
hope ; staring coldly on their unhappy tenimts
misery, snd denying all shadow of conxolation,
even sunlight; and every impish minute of the
twenty-four hours knocking at the cell-doer,
pecping grinningly in, to sce if the tenat is
awake, awake. to his own miserable {houghts,
And Death must be the end of Qerald O'Dwyer's
incarceration. - Sowme despatehes from Franco
found wupon his person formed, of themselves,
sufliciently strong. presumpticn of his guilt to .
pass for proof in times when thero e lifﬂ,o
nicety in the law of evidenco. DBut all doubt
on this subject was set at rest by the annetnce-
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ment, carefully conveyed to him, that a cen-
spicious member of the Revolutionary Diree-
tory in Dublin had {urmed King's evidence to
save himself, and had put the government in
possession of all the detnils of the conspivacy,
in which, of course, Gerald O'Dwyer's name:
figured as that of & prominent.culprit. He was
informed, * furthermore, that even in  Kil-
sheelan the authorities were embarrassed with
offers of information about his plans and move-
ments since his arrival - Indeed it was hinted
broadly, with refined cruelty, that the informa-
tion which led to his capture came of the sor-
did treachery of his lieutenant and favorite,
Tade Ryan.  And this was the cruelest blow of
all to one wha reckoned trenchery among erimes
the \'ci-y foulest, and who could only fret help-
lessly under the suspicion,

But Gerald O’'Dwyer was growing accustomed
ta the thought of Death, The nearer it came,
the fairer it seemed, s was . an ignominious
death, indeed, that awaited him ; but no carth-
Iy humiliation had any terrors for him, and
Nanging was no more than doing spitefully
what bullets would do bravely, or age linger-
ingly.  He remembered no erime which should
unnerve him before the Accusing Angel.  His
mind was of that tranqﬁi]', spiritund, ambition-
less texture which glides softly into thonght of
higher things. Inthis world what had he' to
Teave hehind but'a sad story ? whatto regret at
the leaving? The nett result of his life was—
Failure! Tt tracked him from his childhood
when - his princely’ eminence was crumbling
away under his feet, to this' moment when he
lay at Dentl’s doors, like a forsnken child inits
ruins.  There wis no more Kilsheelan—only

- Ashenfield.. ‘Strangers everywhere, but in the
old churchyard at Killeary, where the old pco-
ple slept in peace. - The very name of O Dwyer
Gurv-was atradition in his own country; ns
void of life as the bare walls of his Castle. A
new order of things had sprung up by Fortune's
ordininee, and there was nothing for the: old
Lut to'decuy and die. - True he had drenmed of
building old-and new inta ene fair edifice of
happiness—the sanctity of ‘the old with the
vigour of the new—he nevér ceased to hear his
father's dying words; ¢ Restore - Kilsheelun '

ringing in his éars Tike an .muqm Mission—it
had Vicen! hln mission’—he had striven asa man’
mlght lo 'brmrr 1t 'to pqss-—-hc k ul succccdcu

succeas hkc"l frail 103 mtn un ocenn
—hut now m thdt’ \ms ovcr nnd ]xc slood like

he built alife-scheme, waiting for the tide that
wits to carry him nway,

But there was one unspivitual thought in his
musings, which was only a little unspiritnal
after all, inthat it roninded Gernld O'Dwyer
there was still in the world nmagnet-mountain
!\\hl(,h wrenched from thoughts of denth and
drew toits own bosom one lulf the total pow-
er of his Dbeing, His love for Rose Marton
knew no law: burned the brighter
with every dash’of hoplessness, - He knew how
silly it was for him to think of love, when he
tshould be thinking of God alone;
lind no right o expeet ever agnin to see her,

and fiercer

he knew he

but stillher image fifled his cheerless cell with
light + the last soft pressure of her hand turit-
led him with pleasure ever knew: her last
spoken words, & T shall never forget you!*’
sounded like music always in his ears, wooing

[ . .
Phim from the prison to a rosy world which was

neither enrth nor heaven, though perfumed by
the of both, Of course he had
nothing of Rose Martun since his caplure; bat
some unknown fricnd supplied his food, snch
delicacies a5 he had nat tasted for many o day,

airs heard

and once on opening the package of his good
angel there dropped out 'a seroll ‘on which in
female handwriting was written the single word
“«Hope ¥ “And be kissed the fair inscription
many and many, a time, he asked delightedly.of
his'own heart who else could have written it
éxcept she? Who ¢lse cotld care for him ¢
Who else bid hitn hope?  He never thought of
Miss Cressy Artslade, in whose heart Turked the
timid explanation. anv' He looked af the
thick: walls, at [lu. iron bars—thought of his -
ruthless cncmv—-ur his “ruined  house—of his
rehellion ngainst Bnglish Jaw—of thogn]]owc—-—
~—and sought in vain for hope, in vain till he
\oo\xcdbu'ond the gallows, just a step. bu"ond
and felt th(,u. his hope was, and no ]ougur
here. ) '
‘Tt was the sccond c\-eniﬁg ol his incarceration,
e speck of sunshine which the ifon bars left
in was growing dim. The cell was hathed in
that sombre twilight which -harmonizes best -
with the prisoner’s thoughts. ~ 1Te was thinking
the old thoughts ‘over again, ‘perhaps for the
thousandth time within these two rief days;
sitting at his little table, with bis-hands sup-
porting his head, his ¢yes travelled to the little
épcpk of'sun.shmc‘ \\utchm" it fade shade hy
shade till he judged the sun’ mukt have fallén
below the hills; comparing wilh his owh’ bth ;
day of life in"Which The thhgl.t was ilréady
(lusk- and w uidering, “not ﬂ]togcthcr mdl),'
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how soon ihe mght \\ould come, when he too
like the fabled sun, would dl.hL.(/hkl inlo ﬂn.
Lternal ocean to rest,

From these peaceful - speenlations he was
aronsed by the unwonted areival, with much
cracking of whips and clatleving  of horses,
of o travelling cnrvinge drawn by four teavel-
stained greys, which dashed into the court-yard
of the prikon amid all the ohsequious flourishes
thut attend the movements of great person-
nges.

Gernld O’D\\vm climed up {o the narrow
window of his cell to seek the explanation of
but his only
reached a blank wall opposite, - Presently, how-
ever, he heard acommotion in the Prison itself,
Usually atsuch an honr there was pence in
the stormy heart of the place, nothing sounding
but the groler's footfall once.in n way in the
vaunlted pnssages. There must be something
uncommon in the wind that caused this brrever-
ent breach of the wmonotony.

Hark! 'The footfalls came into the corridor
which led to Gerald O'Dwyer's cell—not- the
measured tread of the oflicials,
unofticial tramp;

view

but a hurried
of feet, and voices —two or
three voices—talking aloud—even laughing.,
Gerald- thought -in: wonder,” as- 'the  unnsual
sounds. cclioed through the strong solitudes,

Now they stopped before the door of Gernld’s
cell,and he heard the gnoler's well-known voice,
us he jangled the keys, exclaim obscquiously :

“ 'Phisis the place, my lord."

Gerald's - heart beal furiously—he could not
tell why. -~ Perhaps it was a warrant for his re-
moval : perhaps an order for his denth (for such
things there were without. the intervention of
Jjudge or jury)... What then? -Ie did not fenr:
yel there was a strnngc llu'ohbing in - his
breast,

The hcm'y I\C\ tul ned in the loch The door
rolled back, and the gaoler, making .o reveren-
tial salaam, bowed two visitors into the cell,
with :

“There's the gcntlcmnn my ]ord "

And then obsequiously withdrew. :

% Hallo, Gerald, my :boy ‘tisn’t preparing - for
death -you arc in that davk . corner? - They
haven’t quite knocked the breath out of)ou yet
Thope? Ha, ha, that's right?

Anda big warm hand clutched Gu‘uld’s mlh
a grip of life and safety.

“Father Johm ¥ - . :

- That's me, if yow'll excuse the grammar,"
ciied the rich voice: of  Futher 0'Meara, 4 and
here'sa very much more distinguished visitor,

Gerald, if you haven't got so grand with high
frenson fhat you won't know Mis Majesty's
Chief Sceretary for Ireland.”

#Lord Atholston ¥ eried Gerndd ODwyer,
almost specehless with amazement, as & prim
old Bnglish gentlemnn, whose air of s{iff sever-
ity n cerinin homely kindliness of features
belied, stepped into more distinet light.  'The
old gentlemnn, who keenly enjoyed a little sen-
ention, witnessed Gerald s dmuzement through
his speetncles with o mild delight.
Atholston,”

¢ Unele Tom, if you please, Gemh\—] like
the name better.”’

“ But, my lord, yonr visil astounds me. 1 had
no right to expectit.”

“1 hope it does not displease you my boy.”

¢tNo, my loid, 1 have no words to express my
sense of your kindness in thinking of me at
all,” gaid Gerald carnestly ; ¢ but—"

« But what, my boy? I don't bring awarrant
to see you hunged, drawn, and quarleved,” said
the old gentleman with & genial smile,

# Loved

Geruld coloured in some confusion.

ST is not that, my lord,
member—" )

i Rcmcmhcr!»l’i]n not likely to forget that
T've been for the last three years hunting the
world for a young lunatic who ran away to the
wars for fear of leing the heir of Atholston,
and beenuse he thought the world would be-
lieve what none in their right senses would
ever dream of, that he bug:in at restoring Kil-
sheelan by burning it down to the ground.” '

4 A thousand thanks, my lord; you at least
do justice to my folly. - But yon must be aware
why T am here? :You must know—"

# My dear boy, Tknow all” cried Lord Athol- ‘
stor gaily, - #Father “O'Meara has told” me
everything, everything that could satisfy e you'
are the most romantic rebel out of tlu story-
Looks "

¢t Flis must have heen too kind apicture, I'm
afraid; of one whom'you find within four bare

but you must re-

~walls, muceh like any shcep -stealer of eminence
w mlmg to b hanged.

it sumusly, my lord,
I trust Father O'Mearn has not led you'to le-

lieve that between the vebel and the.Cabinct

Minister there can be ‘to glound for com-"
promise i :
“ Gaints above 1” cried Father John. © ¢'he

boy i8 actually thinking I’ve been and sold the
whole conspiracy to your Torship, and engaged
in consideration of getting'Gerald 0'Dwyer four
bones out of the surgical treatiment of the lmn &
muai, Hetivould then and there give such mfox-
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mation as .would hang n few Dbaronies, and
swear {hen and for evermore upon the bones of
Cromwell to be a loyal, true and pious Sasse-
nach,” o o

t An oath that P'm.afraid you yourself would
wingce nt, good father,” smiled the old noble-
man, ¢ though, of course, you are a loyval
man”

« I‘nrdon me if I have wronr'ed yYou even in
thoUWht Father John,”? ericd Gerald carnestly.
“God knows, I ought not. DBut perhaps those
in my position have need to be snsl)itions of
kindness—"

¢¢And turn a cold shoulder to their nearest
and dearest friends,” remarked. the Larl,
proachfully.

£ My lord, if you had not been. C'\meL \hn-
ister, and this had not been a traitor’s cell, 1
ask you to believe | would have known how to
welcome you, though perhaps T cin never know
how to thank you as I ought. Butitis o con-
dition of the fate I have carned for myself that
there should be no grumbling, ne begging for
favours, no ncqn’mg tl;up when they offend
our poor pri'n‘ciplua, such as they are,”

“ But,” rejoined the old good
humouredly, ¢suppose that, having travelled
preity much at lightning speed all the way
from Dublin, \\'jtll our good friend here, Father
John, on pixrpose to do. you good stcrvice;
suppose, afterall my break-neck hurry, o way-
ward boy gets into sublime sulks and says he'll
have none of my goed service ; and suppose 1,
like the stubborn old man I am, say T won't go
Lack to Dublin \\jith a fool's cap for wy pains,
but will make myself at home whether you like
it or xxo; and force my favours like good physic
down your throat—what will you say to that,
: sxr"—suppnsm" one of these favours is your
hben) m .

i My liberty | Then, my lord, Ishould think
of the conditions.”

# Bnt suppose I say I will have no conditions.
Suppose I turn yon outside this prison door,
and lock it forever in your face ?”

#Phen—then—Oh my ! lord, you do not, can-
not mean it?”

¢ Gerald,. 1 do !’ cried the old nobleman,
embracing the youth with childish enthusiasm.

« Your free pardon is. in my pocket. You
are a'free man this moment! -

nobleman,

“CHAPTER XXXVIII.
RATIONAL REBEL.

. Whether Lord Atholston eried more hchmd
his spectacleg than Father John did behind. bis

red pocket” handkerchief, or which of tham
made the bravest show..of utter and un-chris-
tian indifference, we will not pretemd to decide,
but that both one and the other were 50 happy
they were prepaved fo stand on their heads or
give any other cqually convineing proof of
hilurious. blessedness, no right-minded histor-
ian would dare concenl. As for Gernld O'Dwyer
the anhouncement of his freedom was for some
moments a dizzy ravishment of sense, such ng
ong might feel who had been suspended iy a
thread over a fathomless abyss and was sud-
denty sate, It Frecdom ?7—the  heing
snatehed from the genve intoatmosphereof lify
—to feel the youny Waod of sors throb in veing
almost frozen with Despair!

The cold walls staredd in white wonder at the

was

irreverent seene of happin=ss they were foreed
to witness, Phe vats in their dack burrows
agreed it was a seandulous deseeration of the
place,  But such scenes should be unviolated,

For s space Gerndd hung on his uncle’s neck
without speaking a word,. His hieart was - too
full. Atlast he could say :

w1 did not deserve this from you,
Atholstont

“You will never deserve it ns long as you
persist in-enlling me “Lord- Atholston and’
talking as if- 'tweré quite an heroic achiceves
ment to save only my nephew's life by a pen-
stroke, If thére are any compliments in the
way, why thank Father O'Meara, my boy, and
say all the nice things you can of him, for, if
Father O'Meara had  not travelled te Dublin
and told me your whole story, you might have
died, my poor boy, and [, who could save you
by only stretching out' my band, would most -
probably have never heard: of your danger tiil
it was too late.”

“1t is not ‘my first obligntion to  Father
O'Mearn,” said’ the young man, gripping the
privst's hand fondly. ‘

“ And if Father O'Meara is to have o wonl at
all,” - broke in the priest, good humouredly,
« he'd say he's repaid eent per cent by know-
ing there's one Cabinet Minister at last under
the sun who has a heart inside his vest, and
that there’s one dear old rebel who has & head
on his shonlders and is likely to keep it. ~ The
only thing I want now before I sing my Nune
dimittis is to see the roof on” Kilsheelan Castle,
and to finish just one tumbler of punch in the
old dinning-room with 0'Dwyer Garv” :

Gerald smiled sadly, The aspiration recatled
to his memory that he wag only free to be once
more & homeless. wanderer on'the carth; for

Lord
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dvpcndenco even on lns uncle, hml lts old
horrors,

“t By the bye, my Tord,'? he asked hurriedly,
“] presunic my pardon leaves me at liherly to
return to France ?”

“To France!” exclaimed Father OMearn,
HThe boy iIs mad ‘

«o France ! exclaimed Tord Atholston,
and his voice trembled, and the colour lefi his
cheeks, ¥ Gernld, you are nol serious. My
boy, you are not,” )

« My Lord, T am,” snid Gerald, quictly. 1
am a soldier of France. My duty lics there”

1 But—hmt 1 thought yonrduly was here—
here in Kilsheelan., T thought your father left
you nmission~uare you surely going to abandon
it 2

Gerald's heart answered he was: no million-
aire, but n penniless’ ontenst—why think of
restoring Kilsheelan? - But he only held down
his hend, as he said quietly

“That was a dream, my lord—a youthful
Jtisall over now,” '

¥ A dream?? exclaimed the old nobleman,
with sudden energy, @ Why bless the hoy ! it
isa renhtv as hllh\llll\tml as flesh and blood

“A lulhh' ,my Jord? . 1 donot undcrshmd.‘

“w Don'l undua(und "

o Upon my honour, m) Imd " cried I' nllu.r
o Muml #1 believe we've fm'roltcn all about
that, -Actually, we've only told him half the
good news, und left out the best half,”

#EN? Lord bless us, so we did 1 cried {he
old nobleman, the eyes bebind the spectacies
d.muug maost un-Ministerinlly.  «"This whele
business has so upset me, 1 lcnlly half doubt
whether I'm in .my right, senses, - We didn't
tell you all about the prize-money 77

“The. prize-moncy, my lord 7'

# Bless the boyt you don't forget it? I'hai
they seized with you off Cornwall, when you
were invading us ere-last year?” |

# Yes, yes, my.lord? You do not mean? m_

I will be restored to you, my boy—-mcl)
penny of it1 There now, no words about il—
thank Father O'Meara again, if you must {hank
any onet . Itwill be. o pious fraud, T'm afraid,
to sct 50\\ down as- a. peaceful Buhsh suh)t.ct
waylajd:by anest of Cornish puntcs but it shall
be done.?, .

“The Clncf’ Secret 'xxy’% c]uul\ will cover a
muliitude of sins,” said:Father John.!
tEspecially with a parish priest for particeps
criminis,” Taughed the Seeretary.

Gerald O'Dwyer's brain was swimming . with

joy. * He could think of nothing—aonly fuel.

dream,

Lord Athalston would not have

G Oh 1 this is too much ¥ he ecried in be-
wilderment. ¢ Lord Atholston—?*

# Uncle—uncle Tom,” the old nobleman put
in obstinately,

“ifyou lul”) wish 1L my lord—"

“\Wish it, you “1H'ul boy ! Why will you
think me always anold ogre? Think I have
noone else on earth to eall me wnele—no one,
else to remind me I am not altogether alone in
the world,”

“Then uncle be it—my dear, good uncle, no
words of mine can ever thank you as 1 ought,
If there be any way of repaying you cver-so.
nm\mllnl\ belicve me T will never negleel it

There were tears behind the spectaclies; but
admitted it for
all the world, o

t¢ Nonsense, my dear hoy, nonsense—the hap-
piness is all mine to have been able to save you,
But now that you nre rich and think you
have something to be grateful for, premise me
you will never frighten me again,
had so much tronble in finding you, by talking.
of flying -away to France the moment you're
found, and Io\lng your life to malke a great mili-
tary mountebank a greater curse to humanity.,”

“But  promise instead® | finished

who have

Father

S 1O Meara, © thatlike a good Trishinan that you'll

give your heart and life to Ireland—that vow'll
make the old people flourish once more in the
old place—that you'll be & true O’Dwyer Garv
of Kilsheelan—and that you'll give the tum-
bler of punch Tm waiting for in the old dining-
hall before T die. Promise me that, and, please
iad, if all the evils ofJob come upon my. head,

I'fl live as happy asa king  till - that  day
comes.” - » S
THe young man held down his head in

thought.

t Gernld, you do not answer,” cried the old
nobleman in dismay.

¢ will do my father's will,” said Gcmld,
calmly. “If I.live I will restore Kilshee-
lan—' '

#You will ??

# And as far as T can, I will put the old. peo- |
ple, such of them as are lefty in the old
place—""

“And my tumhlcr of punch ?”’

¢t That, too, Thope, we will discuss some day ;
but \\llux 1 lm\'<, done that- much 1 fear I .can-
not stay in Treland 1

»Liken bombshell came the ddnbcnuo an-
nouncement, and acuttucd their. gathering }ov
to the four winds. :

tt Cannot stay in- Ireland ! m )
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« Cannot?"

£ Yus, uncle, it may be ungrateful to you,
but my life in Ireland should he a lie.. T have
been a rebel—a rational one, I hope, but still
a rebel—and T'm afraid even my pardon has
not converted me."

#1 do believe he wants to be hanged after
all,” interjected father John, in great disgust,

“Gerald, T am eneof hisMajesty's Ministers,”
said Lord Atholston, gravely, ¢ and should not
hear this”

« Better hear it now, my lord, then when the
object of your clemency might disgrace your
loyalty. To accept a pardon, and to stay in
Irelund in enjoyment of English rights would
be to make a treaty of honour with English
wrongs, which my heart will not let me make
or violate hereafter. If there cannot bhe a
bridge between loyalty and rebellion, such as
an honest Irishman can cross, T will remain to
the end on the more desperate side.”

Lord Atholston dumb  with
ment.

#* And is that all?" cried Father O'Meara.
HYou can’t stay in Ireland ‘Decause you are
arebel? Why, if everyrebel in Treland was to
say the same; we might as well emigrate en

- masse~—at least I'mnot sure that there would not
be a vacancey for parish priest in Kilskeclan, if
there wonldn't bc o \"lc'm(,} too for a congre-
gation.”

4 Tf 1 believed our poor people could ever bn
better than hellots under the existing order of
things T would be in carnest in my loyilty to
jt—TI have no love for ;cvohition-—-but, as I do
not Lelivve that, T cannot pretend fo.”

» And because you can't work out loyalty
like a quadratic equation you - go pmclnimﬁlg
from the housstops thut you are a blood-antl-
thunder rebel, and get votir head transferred from
-your shoulders toone of the spikesover Clonmel
Gaol! You may call that rational rebetlion’;
but 'tisn't my sorl,” said the priest.”?

#Xo, no” cricd Lord Atholston, #1 think I
understand your scruples, my boy. It may be
becanse Taman Eaglishman that I don’t sec
much sense in them ; but then they're like all
your other Irish ideas—lovable with all their
faults. Gerald, T pride myself that'T shall turn
over a new leaf in the Gox ernment of your

was amaze-

Ireland. I shall look for honest\' ) “hercvcr T

find it, andhcherish it.” N
SPhag will be indeed turning over:a - new
Tenf laughed Father Jobn. : :
7 think T know something of this m'xttcr”
procecded the Chicf  Sccrctary, self com-

placently, ¢¢There are the two classes in
Ireland that have renson (as the French ‘su.v)
and are in earnest—those who ace loyal by
tradition, and those who are rebels by—every-
thing. We English scldom or ever get at
cither of these classes in theiv purity. Officinl
life is, so to speak, still a sort of Tnglish Pale
in Ireland, filled with a lot of homeless politi-
cal acratuits, whoiwe loyal for pay, or afraid to
be disloyal. 'These rascals turn red, orange,
and green in the most perplexing way, nud we go
away with the conviction that nohady can un-
derstand them, and that they can understand
nothing but brate force. If T wish to get at
the men who dre in earnest—and T honestly do
—whatever their opinions may he—if T wish to
bring them together like men and let them see
for themselves whether we are really bomn to
hate and strangle one another—and if you and
our good frieml here can uniock th: popular
heart to me, won't all sense, all patriotism, all
affection for me, tell you it's your duty to give
me, at least, a fairchance of making you and
your people loyal 7

“ You do, indeed, put my duty in a new
light, my lord,”" Gerald thoughtfuly.
¢ Perhaps it is the novelty of such sentiments in
the wotth of an’ BEaglish Minister that mikes
them sound—pardon me, dear \mﬂc ‘-—Lh]mcx-
ical,”

% Of course you will cnll them chimerical—
as you do, no doubt, betieve 'tis sober common
sense to set about pulhnr' down ‘the Empire—
but I am older than you, (vcmld and, if yon
are only a rational vebel (ns 1 believe. you are)
T for one am’ quite’ easy “about your loyalty,
if you give me onh the chance of mul\mg you
Toyal :

,1¢'Che chance will be w very ‘poor retarn in-
deed my - lord, for all 1 owe you," laughed
Gernld § ¢« but if you wish you shallhaveit, -I
will gladly =tny'in Ireland to ‘test the ex-
periment, and this mueh, at least, I can prom-
ise you, my lord, with my best r:mtltudt, to
yourself, that I mll b(. loyat n‘ Tean;a rebel if
I must.” : '

#Upon my conscience, T con]d not pronmc
that same,” muttered Father John. ! '

At all ew,nts whether I pacify Ireland:or
no, we'll hear no more of la belle Francel—[
(.nll her lu belle sauvage ' -

“«Phat, my 1, at least, uncle," stnmmcrcd
Gerald, ¢ thab df.ps,nds upon——upon-—Do not
ask chnst now for & final auswer. Pulmps— -
perhaps—"’

s Whew ! cried Falher John, coming to his

said,
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relief with a prolonged whistle, “ Why T was
forgelting there’s somebody else to be consull-
ed ’bout that burgnin, o most essentinl party to
the continet, too, Come, Gerald, you ncedn't
forswear yoursélf—your cheeks are telling the
plain truth, ! :

# Somebody - else?” ‘queried  Lord  Athol-
ston. ’

# Nonsense, uncle, there's no one else on
earth who feels the slightest interest in my
movements,” ,

& Baythershin, Gerald—1 can keep a secret—
but T won’t have any penitent of wmine commit-
ting manslanghter, if I can help it”

And despite all Geralds protestations, there
was light in his cyesand ascarlet colour on his
cheeks, which told Lord Atholston, plain ak
words could ftell, that there was something
Gerald O'Dwyer longed for more than life—
prized more than pardon and Kilsheelan ; and
Lord Atholston, having dim menwories himself
of one whose treason in fur-off purple youth
doomed hinrto alonely life of old-ba¢helorhood
was not shocked at the discovery, but shook his
nephew’s hand, and said younyg men would be
young men to the end of the ¢hupter,

The old nubleman was by no means satisfied

“that the nephew he had’ 5o 1\10\:duxi(xx\ll\'

found ml'rht hE1ist still slip through his fingers
in some Quixotic’ humoux, but he saw there
was no use in pressing him into further engage-
ments just now, and the'trio were preparing to
leave the Prison together, when they were de-
layed by another commiotion in'the. court- \md
and white they wure “amduln" what was Lhc
cause, the guoler burst in on Lhcmﬁvith fright-
ened face, to announce that Sir Albin' Artsinde
of Asllcnﬁuld had been just murdered on the
rond to Kilsheelan.

“ Murdered!” % Killed outright?” . The
gaoler shook his head —The Lody was below,

It bad just been broughtin, there being no one to

remove it to Ashenfield.’ :

¢ And ‘the ‘murderer M l‘ortlmntd) he: had
been canghtin the act—case clear as hghl——he
was that momént in the prison-yard.

““Gerald looked at thé pucst und e\chnngcd‘

glances of' dismay. -

# Let me see tlus mxsoner M the young man
cried, and rushed after ﬂ;c gt}olel, hLis compnn-
ions following him, till they renched the prison-
yard, and there sure  enough, {é\if)in‘g his
worst forcbodmfrb, 'L‘udc l{) an w as the hnt Hmt
met his eye,

24 Tade, Tnde thlb is tclnblc l” he crxcd m .

dxsmu y.

¢ Hush, Masther Gerald," replied. Tade with
a significant wink, ¢Tisn't half as bud as it
might be.” '

1 But its murder—how could it be worse?

“Av twas my nick was in the haltheran' not
Jur  Murphy, the rinegade’s,’” whispered
Ryuan,

Then for the first time, looking around,
Gerald O'D\\')'cr'suw ‘the miserable murderer
being pinioned by a few warders | and beside
him Charlie Sackwell with.a loaded pistol to
his ear ; and old Mr, Sackwell, now secure from
all his terrors, looking the very impersonation
of the outmgul majesty of the taw, and farther

off, where & few peasants hud J\lst laid down-

llu.u lifeless burden, his eyes full on ihe white
face, harsh and unbending even in death, of the
old enemy of his house, the bold adventurer
who had levelled for the time the pride of Kil-
sheelan, Sir Albin Artslade, first ‘and last bar-
onet of Ashenficld.

And then to his unutterable relief, he learn-
ed Tade Ryan was not the murderer, but the
deliverer to- Justice of the wretch whe had
futtened in his victim's pay.

The prisoner was 1c(v1‘ away to his cell, and
the corpse in the white sheet despatehed under
suitable escort to the mourning houschold at
Ashenfield, and Charlie put up his pistol, and
Father Johu nsed the red pocket-handkerchief,
and Lord Atholston reflected with a  quict shud-
der what a tuub]c thln'( a renl Irish murder
was ; w hul Mr. S:'x‘cl\\\d] no donbt thinking
suﬂluu]t gravity had sho“ n Citsell Con his
penevolent face for the last few. hours to do
ample honour to the memory ‘of his m\udued
l’neu(l and to- the poigant indignation. \\'lnch
outzhhcnd the mx\frhte\ml breast in pusencc_

‘1of s0 heinious nn afiront to the Jaw, at length

diffused the Immortal smile once mow over his
placid countenance, with A4 mourning - tear still

respectably Iml\lng in a corner of bis eye, and N

burst into congratulations - divected towards
Getnld O'Dwyer on his escape from the Philis-
tines (as he unmagisterially termed it). .
¢ And so you are 1enll3 {free, » he e\chm\ed‘
ina giish of bem\'olcuu_. “ J\\\d thLy are not,
going to luu\g )ou after .\H —und ])OOI Su‘
Albin Arislade (not a bad f«.llow by uny mcan\,v
thougha very little belf-c.oncutcd) is murdered !
and you will build up the old place’s nml be Tord,

again in Kilsheelan | My dear )oun" friend—

youwill permit me to call’ you so——I ul\\ uys
suid so-—n]\m)s (B ' X
And Mr, Sackwell tuumplmutly tulm.(l to

| Ataster Charlie for \\xtm.ss “but as that’ youngv

|

|

it
.
ol
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gentleman’s fuce {hreatened to say  bluntly,
No, youdidn't 1" Mr, Sackwell turned to Lord
Atholston,and repeated “always ' courageous-
1y in the twth of His ’\Iujcat\ s Chief Seerctary
tm Treland,

A Loneless man 1" reflected Lord Atholston

Sinwardly,

“ Gerald,” pursued Mr. Sackwell, affectionute-
1y, ¥ you and your friends are not engaged for
the night? Say you are not ??

i Not here, at all events—thank Heaven !
laughed O'Dwyer, glancing round with =
pleasant shudder at the hard prison walls.

¢ Then come to Monard—a quict family
party—>Mrs. Sackwell and the girls will be de-
lighted tosee yon—delighted

¢ T thank you, sir,” said O'Dwyer, quictly,
s But I fear I would be hardly equat to visiting
strangers to night, If Father O Mear  will
allow me, 'l invite myself and the whole of
you to his dear old cottage, where 1'll warrant
youa caedh mille fuilts and—"

“ A brimming Cruiskien Lawn, my hoy,” tin-
ished Father John, with & chuckle of delight.
“ If there's & good drop iu Tipperary, you'll
lm\ it and welcome to-night ! #

CHAPTER xxxvm
S THE DAWNING.

On the night of the murder of Sir Albin Arts
slade, when - the clay wrapped in the white
shroud was brought to Ashenfield, and the wail
of affliction rose through the manor-house, the
Marchioness of. Babulington kept her own voom,
Doubtless in real grief, she paced the apartment
up and down as if a life dependedon her speed
paced it far into the ‘night, with an unlovely
cloud on her mmiable brow which made her son
(who sat watehing her mutely, having nothing
consoling to say) shiver and start every tinie it
travelled in his direction,

Early next morning, while the weary watclh-
ers still l\o\'crul around the coffin, a travelling
carriage ‘came to the postern door, nnd.n number
of black "trunks and: Lindboxes were hmnedh
bestowed into it, and the Marchioness of Bub-
blington, heavily veiled and cloaked, was ready
to follow, while the slender young man at her
side still paused and seemed to hesitate.

D Get m—-qmck ! " comnmudcd th \[un.]no-
ness, imperiously. .

“ But think, 'ma ? expostulated’ the slender
young man, tnmdlv “ Mighto't £ ]m\c some
chance stiil with Cressy 7"

CHYou?? cxclmmcd hcr Indyslup, mth mﬁmtc
georn.

f0Ma, 1 tove her—indead T do? plended the
youth, mildly. ¢ Perhups—perhaps she does
not quite dislike we.”

# Fool ! she despises you, the little minx, and
30 witl 1,” suid his mother, rudely, « if you don't
get into the curvinge this moment,  Come! this
place sickens ine.”

And one of the astonished domestics, sceing
the earringe roll away, and finding the March-
ioness' room empty, whisperad Miss Cressy that
the Marchioness of Babblinglon wis gone——
gone without one loek at the dead, one word of
compassion to the living.,  And Miss Cressy
vaising her strenming eyes to Heaven, only said,
“ Thank God! " }

Time plodded on at hisl own impartial pace,
and Sir Albin Artslade’s dark ambitions were
buried with himself, and became dust and ashes,
even like his mortal past, and fided into o tradi-
tion, The autumn leaves fell in the \nllu) the
wintry frosts came and went, and a new spring
was bornin flowers and sunshine, A magician’s
change wrought those months in Kilsheelan,

True to' his promise, the Jarl of Atholston
managed {o procure the restitution of the litile
treasure, won by the good fortune—lost by the
ill-fortune—of war, by Gerald O'Dwyer. On &
lawyer's examination. of the mortgages under
which Kllsheelan had passed awsy from the
O'Dwyer's Gary, it was found (hat this sum
covered them amply ; and, accordingly, no time
was lost, under the clauses of redemption in the
mor(gngu-dceds; about discharging the debis
and’ procuring the reconveyance of Kilsheelan
Castle, with all ‘its princely appanage, to Ger.
ald O'Dwyer.  Sir Albin Artslade bhaving died
intestate, and without u.ppointinn any legal re-,
pu.scnmll\c Mr. Sackwell of \Iomml insisted
on becoming guardian of his chlldrm as being
the eldest and most. intimate friend of the
family ; and he, of course, m.tm" on the wishes
of his wards, oncrc.d no obstuclc {o the recon-
veyance of the estates, lm( on the contrary, had
it spudll; complctcd xmd so all the old place
(except the. Ashenfield property, which, having
been mortgnged l)) O'Dwyer Gary lon'r before
the security of his whole estate wag nnp(.ullcd
was not made subject to, u.dcmptlon) passed
back in peace into the lmnds of the old people.

“T'he mission of his llﬂ, set thus unexpectedly
and fulrly on the rm(l to nccomp]nhmcnt Cier-
ald eutued on the w otk of restoration with en-,
thusinsm, The fire had left ulmost unnmncd,_
the solid masonwork of the Castle walls; ils
wmassive outlings still fronted the \'ulle\ nobl\'

{ Symbolical of his. purpose, the young lord
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founded hig new Castle in the solid framework
of the old, retaining all its veneruble strength,
all its ancient traditions, but allying to these
the modern grace and light-ful beauty which
smoothed nught that age produced of vice or
Jurshness, And so the mussive towers began to
rise again in beauty, as if in their ruined age
they had found the immortal elixir ot last, and
its fresh- enrrent of life was coursing joyously
throngh their old veins, smoothing out the deep
wrinkles of trinlyand time, and flushing their fuir
€ront with the bright colours of beautiful youth,

He procecded on n similinr scheme in rescu-
ing the remnants of the old people from the
ruins of heart and lope that had almost over-
whelmed them,  He restored them not to the
barbarons indolence which had made them an
ensy prey to the first stroke of misfortune—not
to the squallid happiness, which had supped
their energy and left them only capuable of being
faithiful slaves—but to a solid footing of inde-
pendence, where, not mutilating the loyal fubric
of frunily unity und love, but elevating it on a
higher principle, only industry und manly self-
reliance wers the instruments of happiness.
Nor did he reject the worth and industry ef the
new people, nor pull down the neat white cott-
ages beenuse they weve white, but built more of
them full as white, and brought old people and
new to dwell together in community of pence
ond plenty. -And so the dream of his youth
was coming literally to puss—he was building
the old and the new into one fniredifice of hap-
piness, wedding in eternal bonds the sanctity of
the old with the vigour of the new.

But there was one void in Gurald O'Dwyer's
heart which no wealth of prosperity could fill—
one greedy longing which not all the revered
lustre of his house, not the thought that his
father rested happily at lastin Killeary, not all
the blandishments of worldly fricnds (who had
thronged round him again in prosperity) not all
the jubilant happiness of the good ‘vld people,
could gatisfy, All human happiness seemed to
him now to be an emply shadow without one
loved being to substantiate it, and that one
came no nearer, rather retired farther and further
away, for his brightening fortunes.. )

In Ashenfield, when the Angel of Sorrow first
lifted his wings ‘and stole softly away, there
bloomed a tranquil happiness too,  The history
of Rose Marton's birth' was “not' fully authenti-
cated; and the sisterslived in one another's love,
‘When their father's vast riches had been realisc
ed they were both mistresses of an ample fortune,
and ivere, of course, beset with the adorations of

many.u proud and titled suitor, . Mr. Sackwell
of Monard executed so faithfully hisself-impos-
ed guardianship, that:he victually transferred
the whole Sackwell - family—3Mrs, Charlie, the
girls and all—to Ashenfield, where they main-
tained perpetual watch. and ward over their
precious trust: especinlly Charlie, who, it was
observed, frequently kept his Invge earnest eyes
fixed on Miss Cressy’s face for & whole hour (o-
gether, without a word of explanation.  Gerald
O'Dwyer was of course n frequent visitor at
Ashenfield : but he was mortified to find that,
warm and tender as were always Cressy’s wel-
comes, and assiduously as the Sackwell girls
and their dear mammailaid siege to his yood
opinions, she whose smiles e coveled ‘most
treated his carnest advances: assuredly without
encouragement ; with studied indifference, as
in the bitterness of his heart he thought, - Rose
wlways spoke kindly to him, thanked him many
and many a time with enchenting fervor for his
services the night old Richard Marton died ;
but never saw him alone, never would speak of
love unless with melancholy.  He.might have
seen that she treated other suitors as - coldly,
und if hie bad studied closely he might have
seen still more; but what could a lover see but
that he loved, and that his love was rejected?
In this temper he grew moody; the work of
vestoration went on, but he was losing his in-
{erest in it ! he began to thirst once more for the
adventurous wars, in which to quench his dis-
appointed love. * Day Dy day the thirst grew,
Till one morning in Spring, when the violets
and primroses were flowering by myriadsin their
okl nooks in the Wood, nnd a glad atmosphere of
life.and hope overspread .all the happy valley,
Gerald O’Dwyer went with heavy heart to pay
his farewell visit to Ashenfield;
fo France:

He was going
As usuzl he was making a short
cut through the gardens, when the flutter of a
lndy’s dress drew him 10 a'sequestered arbour,
where his abrupt entrance surprised Rose Art-
slade.  She started up, erimson a1l over, and
would have fled but that he recalled her, ‘She
turned to greet him—her eyes were red with
weeping, snd there was a sadness in her face
which wis unutterable, - There and then, by an
impulse he could nit control, O'Dwyer fell at
her feet, and poured forth the confession of his
love in Love's owni passionate tongue,

She listened and trembled. “Her hand was'in
bis and he felt it tremble like nn antumn leaf:
But when he implored her passionately to- be
his wife, ghe withdrew her hund suddenily; as if.

stung, and cried passionately : = = 07
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“Oh! no, no, Mr. O'Dwyer, anything but
that! Ifyou love me, vou will never again
speak of love to me. I cannot hear it!” and
she burst into a torrent of tears,

“Cannot! Say will not, Miss Artstade, and 1
promise you shall never again hear of my
love.”

“In pity do not press me. Indeed, indeed, 1
can not!  Mr, O'Dwyer, I do not deserve such
love as yours,'”” she went on, more calmly. #1
have fixed on another fate in life and ought not
listen to it. Ouce poor Cressy is happy,u Con-
vent will be my home.”

A pang of melancholy pleasure struck
O'Dwyer’s heart. At least she would not be
another's,

# Is the world all so cold and cruel, Miss Art-
slade, that its brightest angels must desert it?
Is there no truth in human love ?"

# Perhaps,” she answered, with averted head.
# But it is my will.”

Gerald bowed to his rebuke.

. Pardon me, Miss Artslade,’” he said sadly.
¢ Drowning, men do not casily relinquish their
last plank of safety.”

“ Nonsense! Mr. O'Dwyer!" she cried, trying
hard to scem gay, “ young men like you are not
used to drown for want of saviors. © There are
others—there is one I couli! name who will be
worthier of your love than I am;and will re-

- quite it. If you would let me plead for her—"

¢ Now you.mock my love—mock it cruelly

¢ Ohl believe me, 1 do not {7 she cried, ear-
nestly. " ¢¢1 speak of one as lovely and good as
an angel. ~ She deserves your love—may I tel]
her she will have it when my. poor image fades
as it must fade from your heart? If once I
could see(ybu {wo happy together—"

# You would wish it??’

40T would wish it,” she said bravely.

O'Dwyer shurrwrcd against the arbour-door as
if he were shot.. But as his eyes full on Rose
Artslade again she scemed to totter,  She might
have fallen, but that he caught her fainting in
his arms, and, with new hope in his h(.urt whis-
pered pass:onutch in her ear:

# Rose—darling Rose~—you do.not mean this!
Oh! say you do not!"”

But she startled like a fnghtencd fawn from
hlb embrace; and, confronting him, ﬁrml), said
with v'ondenul composure :

HMr, Q'Dwyer, T domean it—Dbefore IIc'wcn
I do' I'shall ever think Lindly, of you—if you
wish, T will be. your fricnd—happicristill. to.be
your. slster—-—but in  mercy. never talk to me
again ‘of love.”

#1t is enough, Miss Artslude,” the young man
said : a fixed light of despaiv now settling in his
deep eyes. . 1t would be cruel to prolong a
scene, which must be painful to you, and to me
is—death! [ ask you only to dismiss the cruel
thought that any other being can ever fill the
place you have leftlonely in my heart. Heuven
bless youl Iarewelll”

“TFarewell? - Wo are not going to part for
ever? - Ohtdo not say so!"

¢t For ever, yes. 1 leavefor France to-night.
Farewellt

He took hier hand and kissed it once : then
rushed blindly from her presence ; rushed us
into chaos,

She sank in uiter angnish on the seat; and
the long pent floodgates of her heart were burst
by torrents. :

tGone!—for ever!? she monned, wringing
her white hands helplessly.” * Lost o Cressy-—
poor Cressy l—lost to me. O Heaven!all, all
lost and shattered !

She started in dismay as her bright ln.tlo Kig-
ter, Cressy, glided into the arbour, her golden
curls dancing langhingly around her.

# Dear Rose, 1 have been hunting for you
everywhere ! shie cried, in her own impulsive
way. % Whatever could have -happened poor
Geraldd T passed him just now, looking so ter-
rible!  He never saw me—his eyes scemed to
be worlds away. Al cruel sis, you must havg
been teazing him; poor Gerald! ‘Why; Rosie,
you have been crying!. What has occured ?
You positively frighten me1” and she shrank
back with instinctive terror,.as now for thefirst
time, she'saw her sister's distress, -

Rose strove dcspcmtcl\ {o -calm' herself, but
it was to no purpose... Shecould only fall help-
lessly weeping on hér sister’s uu.k ‘and ‘mur~"
mur: . : el

#0h ! Cressy, he is gomg—nwny to France—
going for ever! " i

tGoing !—to France!—for cvcrl v rcpcn(ell
Cressy, in blank dismay : then suddenly alight
came - into" her:mind; and :she cried cagerly ;
# Now, Isee it all! : Fool, that T did not see it
before'! Gerald O'Dwyerlo'.'e.éyau, not poor silly.
me, and you love llill)f—llll)',;(lo not start, Rose
-1 know it—who would avoid loving Gerald ?
He has asked you lo be his wife, and you have
refused him in.tenderness to my foolish . love,
and he has gone away.. wilh a’ breaking heart,
and ‘your. heart: is Lreaking too! Oh! Rose,
Rose, what‘have you done? But it is: not-too
late)?. -5 '

Rosc made a lu.st faint.effort to xcslmm her.
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but Cressy broke from her arms impetuously,
and before many minutes overtook Gernld
O'Dwyer with news that made. his breaking
heart bound again for joy : and in that arbour
halfan hour afterwards, hand-in-hand, sat the
two happiest lovers under the sun, and onc
othier near mortal forgot her aching heart in joy
for the blessedness of those she loved better
than hersclf,
CHAPTER XXXX.
¥ULL NOON

And now our work is done. We have seen a
vicious, albeit a luring Conservation pass into
natural decay : we have seen it flourish again
when at its lowest, flonrish in new strength and
beauty, with-a nobler principle of life and pro-
gress to muke its bloom perennial,  We might
linger under its now happy shade, and see it
shed from nll its growing branches fresh flowers
snd peaceful perfumes as the procession of the
seasons moves over all the happy land ; but we
cannot,

The only task that vemains, nccording to re-
vered example, is to satis{y (or dissatisfy) the
kind reader as to the fate of some’of those they
knew in these pages, after the old people and
the new struck o happy alliance in Kilsheelan,

To begin with the unpleasantest topics,  Mr,
Jer Murphy, cobbler, politician, rebel, renegade,
apy, thief and murderer, closed the varied oc-
cupations of his career with a short apprentice-
ship to the gallows, and was 50 enchanted with
the conncction that he forsook all further
wrorldly concerns for evermore. )

The aminbie Marchioness of Babblington was
not heard of agnin in the Kilsheelan neighbor-
hood : but it is not doing her ladyship any vio-
lent injustice to suppose she knew something
of & certain Marchioness, well known in faghion-
able society, who, the papers hinted a few years
after, was about to bestow her hand and—well,
never mind l—upon an aged dry silter who, bc-
side “being ‘rich, had a’ peculiar affection for
t¢ natural” people. - And, as the drysalter, being
n widower, had an antique daughter (rich, too),
who possessed the true drysalling strengthi of
mind, such as boyish ninnyhammers will Tuxu-
rinte in, it is more than likely that Adolphus
didn't dic in single wretchedness, either.

- Of the new people, some deserted Irish Kil-

sheelen, in despnir of the fate of cleanlingss’

and Godlmcss Mrs. Byles, the hou-:cl\m.pcr
‘went off to her ancestral halls (St. Giles, Crip-
plegate) and cventually,we believe, to Heaven,
of an affection of the liver, aggravated by dis-

gust and beer: but, as there was a new liltle
house-keeper by {his time at Ashenfield, Mrs,
Byles' nwful departure divd not produce an earth-
quake, Mr, Langton, the vald, also took the
carlivst opportunity of intimating that, like
many other illustrious gentlemen of hig country,
he conldn't understand Ireland nohcew; nnd
with the hundred ponnds he had extorted from
Sir Albin Artslude for his betrayal of Gerald
O'Dwyer's whereabouts, he nid Saraly Jane be-
took thewselves ance wmore {o the happy Arabia
of the Squures, where, it is to be duvont!ly hipd,
the moustuachioed gent in the llnes ceosed f om
troubling, and the wanderers were a rest.
Others of the new people were not so relent-
less, Mr. McLaren, who Lad never been wick-
ed except under protest to his consciener, now
settled himself down to be agood con amore,and
was in ashort titne an execllent farmer of filty
good ncres, and did maore by ndvice and ex-
ample to improve the enltivation of the Kil-
sheelan estate than ever he had done befor: to
improve the tenanis off the face of it. The
new public-house, too, flourished npoce; and,
lhou;,h the young lndy in ringlets thought pro-
per to unite her fortunes with those of a_heavy
dragoon (as young Indies sometimes wnll), the
drams and half-drams lost none of thelr bwl,ct-
ness; and in the long winter mghts » hen the red
green and blue brandy-bottles in the, window
were glittering, and the big fire in the kitchen
roaring pleasantly, the new pnh]xchousu did.n
more prosperous trade than the most charitabie
housewife in Kilsheclan could wish it, " As for
the drngoons themselves, they grew ‘into fam-
ous friendship with the natives, and were very
idols to the sham-battling young heroes of the
village, Their officer, toa, Captain Bollh:r,’is‘il
frequent and welcome visitor atthe Castle, and-
there is renson to believe, is not' wholly insen-
sible to the charms ofMlss Araminta Snckwcll
indeed that young lady’s excellent mamma lms
been seeing about a wedding troussean of late,
wherein young ladies may see some m‘cnning;"
And the dear old people—they” who had
drained the dregs of sorrow, and lad now nt
their Ilp‘i a gold goblet of joy's own nectarl’ Tt
was 1ot without o pang thatthey saw the black
mud hovels which were the lonies of their
'.we{chedm,ss go down, and the neat ';vhité
couchs rise up instead, hl\e washed "childran,
But they got used to it: they loved the white
cottages better then even the old reeking ‘hute,
The oldest mlmblt:mt did not go to Killeary
till he could carry & my(mq tale to the slccperu
there, * Jacky the fiddler found plenty of 'work
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once more for the revived glaries of his lute, for
the givls had learned to dance again and llu.
boys to say wicked things in their poor foolish
ears ; aml the happy era came to pass anuw, so
Tong deplored in the village council, when
“Jacky, the fiddler, needn’t want for a bite nor
& sup in the three buronies.”  As for our res-
pected acquaintance, the knowledgeable wo-
man, there came soon to Kilsheclanu diplomatd
gentleman, who has rather taken the shine out
of her therapeuntic renown ; but in the washer-
woman business she trivmphantly bids defiance
to all the diplomas from Bannagher ta Baltina-
gloe (if, in that classic region, any such be
found).

With all his faults, may we hope there is
some one longing to know what became of Tade
Ryan? The charitable Christian will at least
be glad to know that ever since (thirough Lord
Atholston’s favonr) he recvived ‘a inll acquitt-
ance for all past transgressions against British
sovereignty, he has been faithfully engaged in
performing the most tremendous pinaness in
Father John's repertoire, and is so cminently
alive to the enormity of his iniquitivs, that be
has been heard to say he would take treble the
penance again for the same cnuse, At al)
events, seitled down on his comfortable farm,
in hig cozy little home, with old Mrs. Ryan
aging placidly by the hob, and his arm around
young AMrs. Ryan's waist, and Tadeen and a
variety of smaller editions romping about, it is
~more than likely he will not ihink of shooting
his landlord any more. “Indeed when they
say the Rosary of winter nights there is one
prayer that is never forgotten—it is a {hanks.
giving that that trigger did not fall {oo soon in
the Pass of Caha, )

. Not without many * Bagthershins) » did Mat
Hannigen consent to have the crumbling old
forge replaced by a new one, in which confory
and whiteness were for a long time grievous
 eyesores. | As years went on, howey er, he had

the satisfaction of seeing the walls blacken once
more till every stain of whithwash was vir,
tually eflaced ; and a storm havlng carried] away
half the roof one dark night compl(.t(,d his hap-
piness. He stillstic sto « Bay thcrshm“, as the
best of political creeds; but there is a general
xmpresslon that in the silence of his own
stomach he sometimes laughs a jovial laugh, as
who should say, % I'm a happy old'fellow for all
that,” and the iron cap, now solid as adsmani
is frequcnﬂ) and cntlxusxahtxca]ly brought into
zeqmsntlon to eke out Mr. Hanniganw's aufli-
exentl‘y strik mg emphﬂna) and ‘as the " hair

under the iron ceap grows greyer, theugh the
treasure of the Castle vanlts still waits {0 he
disentombed, the blacksmith is beginning to
think there may be something for it after all he-
side the pike.

(inod old Father John! We sce him sfill
quafling the promised tumbler in the Castle
dining-hall, and we clasp his big warm hand,
for he scems happiness personified,  Ile has
grawn white, but it is with unselfish joy : he has
the same big heart as ever, the same big tum-
bler, the same little cottage, but garnished once
more fit for the visitation of an Archbishop at
least, And, wherever the money eame from, cer-
tain it is that not the little altar of his dreams
alone, but a bran new chapel in all its Gothic
glory, has risen on the mountain-side, just as
nm)cdxculh as if Father John had nevercut up
his big cont to make blankets for the Kiltys, And
the prophetic Biddy, telling her beads by the
kitchen fire, with a world of flitches of bacon
hanging up around her, and a sky-high rick of
turf piled against the kitehen window, and o
smatl Exhibition of poultry mnking music in
the vard, bas gone out of the prophet-hmsiness,
and declared it'is the wonderlfullest world ever
she came across  (which, as she has never
travelled out of the I\I]ahculﬂll world, is quite
an impregnable truth).

Lord Athloston is a hale old bachelor for his
vears. Whenever he is not engaged in sustain-
ing the \\'cfgixt of empire, he is sure to be found
ut Kilsheclan, une of the cheeriest and happiest
of the village cirele.  Me has made his will
long ago, and many a time chuckles {o himself
when he thinks that he can put his hand on
the happy heir of Athloston; and on those oc-
casions he nh\n)q shakes Gerald O'Dwyer's
lnndwtcrm‘mtmﬂ!) : whatever they may mean,
At latest nccoums, his famous plan for the
pacifiention of the rebels was not altogether a
success ; but he does not despair, - He is greatly
consoled by a suQ{.;cstiou of Father John, that
he does better at fspoilt five

And our dear little Cressy, whom mayhap we
love best afteralt!  She bore it like a litile
hero, while. she-sacrificed: ber heart's youngest
love to make two dear ones hnppy Butb. when
all was over, and Rose and Gerald reaped their
blissful harvest, her woman's courage gave way,
and the bright cheeks began to grow pale, and
the bright blue eyes to look dim, and the dear
little heart to ache itself away in silence. And
people were geiting anxious about the sivect
flower that was fading, when one fing morning
(it must have beon a blessed one) after Charlio
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Sackwell had been staring into her eyes un-
vaunlly long and earnestly, all of n sudden he
asked her bluntly to be his wife!  Charlie's!
She had never thought of being stupid Charlie’s
wife before—mmd H scemed soabsurd she lnugh-
cd—Dbut'as she caume to think of it again it did
nol' seem so strange, and as she thought of it
“oftener and oftener, there enme the nicmory of
Charlic’s fong and faithful love, and it pleased
her to think what a world of truth and tender-
ness there was behind those big blue eyes of
hig, and how cozy s place his broad strong
chest would be for.a weak little fuiry like her
to nestle in, If any one thinks she had reason
fo change that opinion, let him look in at
Ashenfield Manor-house which' Charlie Sack-
well and his wife have made their residence.
That is Snoozer, on the hearth, now arrived at
venerable doghood, and looking well.  That is
Charlie bending rapturously over Cressy's
chnir; and that is sweet Cressy herself, with a
little treasure at her bosom, which Cressy and
Charlie would not give for all this world beside.
This happy union, added ta the prospective
bliss of the affaire Bolder (ns the French would
say) sweetened {o cternal sugar Mrs. Sackwell’s
motherly (mnpcr; and Mr. Sackwell, senior,
now at the summit of carthly content (with the
“exceptidn of & very few of the girls), hoisted
the perenninl Smile of his benevolent fuce
never to be lowered again, till it was lower-
ed into the grave with its benign owner, Thence
to be clevated in due ‘course among the highest
of the angels of the Sackiwell order,

Of Rose and Gerzld need we say ought 7 - In
their union was conseerntéd the highest biendi-
ture-of old and new.. Many a blissful year
passed over Kilsheelan Castle; nnd ever with
fresh nceess of happiness, till within the walls
of the new old Castle there graned no sound but
that of children’s glee—no echo but the praise
of happy hearts. .

And now we take farewell of Kilsheelan, It
is o calm evening in May. The sun's radinnce
lingers fondly over all the voyal valley, 'Ihe
dew is. falling on the ULlue Galtees,  the
birds sing . their ‘evening songs in the wide-
reaching woods that encircle the old Castle,
The evening sun.makes the Castle windows
flnme with gold, makes the Castle towers smile
like hoary men. By the calm rviver,andin the
rich fields, there is the lowing of cattle. Al
the air is scented with fragrance.  On the vil-
lage common the dance goes' merrily on; with
the old people round the forge-door laoking on,

- and the young people learning to know the use

of lips and eyes. At the broad bay-window of
the old drawing-room at the Casile Gerald
O'Dwyer Garv sits, his arm around the neck of
his beautiful wife, her thick black hair resting
in-a litthe ocean on his shoulder ; her deep eav-
enly eyes opening their wonder-world {o his,
and they lovk out over the royal vailey, as an-
other O’ Dwyer Garv did ence hefore wheds the
sun was going down on Kilsheelan  and they
drink in the joyous mirth of children—their
children l—at play in the Park below rand the
soft evening nir brings on its Yosom the sutinds
of joy in the village, the sights of joy in the
fiedds and in the skies: and far on the eastern
horizun where an evening star iembles in peace
and Jove, they fancy they can sce Killeary, and
think how calm must be the sleep of the slecp-
ers there {o-night, And so the sun setsand the
stars come out aver Kilsheelan,
THE EXD.

——————e

WAITING,

Reader, have you ever sat watching, waiting,
for some one, perhaps far awny, but ofitimes
nenr—too near to be absent from the loved ones
who gather around the home circle? How sad
it is-to haveone chair vacant; when evening
comes, and we gather avound the cheerful grale
firg, the lamps all aglow, shedding a subdued
light over ali, the {oils and cares of the day
pussed | - How contented we feel if our home
cirele is completet But, ahl if one js absent,
how changed the feelings! A brother or per-
haps & father is missed ; how one heart is cloud-
ed over with grief ! 'I'n¢ younger ones can en-
Jjoy themselves, for youth does not indulge in
grim forebodings: but the mother, the wife—
who can betray her anguish ns she sits, night
after night, watching in vain? Hours have
passed since the younger ones said their pleas-
ant « good-night” and now ‘have forgotten the
petty cares of the day in quiet siumbcr;bnt
still the wife is waiting for him who. promised
to cherish and protect her. )

Where is the protection! - Instead, she is

left alone, when she needs sympathy. the most,
In the evening, after keeping the domestic
machinery in motion all day,:never ‘ﬂngging,
but keeping on to-the last, satisfied if sho can
spend but an hour with the one she loves, her
hopes are dashed to the ground by an unthink-
ing. hand.  So ‘little will satisfy an aching
heact, that it is hard to have that refused.
After waiting until daylight streaks the eastern
horizon, her lord comes home, and she is met
with rebuffe, curses, beertse she is still up,
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This number of Tue Ware closes our first
volume, and we take this opportunity of thank-
ing our numerous friends throughout the Do-
minion, as well as those across the border, for
the active interest they have taken in the suc-
cess of the Mazazine. In publishing a magazine
such as Tur Hanp is, we knew that we were
meeting a long-felt want., We were convineed
that Moutreal, the metropolitan city of the
Dominiou, was the place where an Irish Mag-
azine ought to come from; therefore we deter-
mined on giving the Irish people of this and
the neighboring continent a welcome monthly
visitor at a low price, which would be interest-
inz, instructive, and racy of the soil. 1

We have spared no cost to produce the best
Trish reading, Irish -poetry. and Irish music,
with natienal and Catholic cditorials, Believing
that nationality and religicn should go hand in
hand, we have always defended Catholic as welt
national interests, and will continue to do so
in the future ; but biogtry ofany kind shall not
appear in our pages.

e have made several improvements in Tue
Harp during its short existence ; among others
we have succeeded in obtaining a very beauti-
fully ‘illustrated title page, upon which the
Press of the Dominion and the States have be-
stowed the highest praise.. Speaking. of the
Press we cannot go further without returning

© our several newspaper friends our mast gincere
thanks for their continued kindness towards
us, :

In the first number of our second volume we
will give the opening chapters of a serial story,
5. The 0'Donnells of Glen Cottage,” a tale of
the famine years in Ireland, by D. P. Conyn},;-

~ham, LL.D. This ig a well written story, full
of tragic interest, toned down by a sympathetic
and touching pathos. The scene sclected ly
Mr, Conyngham will be highly- interesting to
oyr readers, 'The -trinl and hanging. of the

Cormack brofliers at Nenagh for the mureder of
the land agent, Kilis, form excellent muterials
for an interesting story ; and when « The
O'Donnells of Glen Cottage” will have been
perused by the renders of Tup Hane, we are
convinced that they will be of opinion that
Mr, Conyngham handled the matier well, We
will also give biographies of Trish Bishops at
homo and abroad, commencing in our next
number with that of Archbishop Lynch, of
Toronto.

We will continue our sketches of public men,
and illustrations of several places of interest,
and Irish poctry and music will
find a place in our columns,

ifaving {hus given afew of the featurces of
our secomd volume, we would ask the Irish
people of the Dominion and the United States
to do their purt. 1t is not casy now to geta
magazine suitable for the Irish Catholic home,
and therefore Catholic families would do well
not only to subseribe themselves, but get their
{riends fo subseribe for a magazine which can-
nat fail {o prove interesting to them. Desides
having amusing reading and good illustrations,
they will find Irish affairs shown in their true
light, and while not atfacking any sect, they

ns usunl

will always find Tug Hare o warm defender of

Catholic interests. .

. If our friends put.forth a little increased
encrgy, we have not the slightest hesitation in
announcing that we will be in a shorttime able
to enlarge Tite Hare beyond its present sizey
and add some new features. The matiter lies
in a great part in theiv hands, and if they assist
we are ready to do our duty.

THE LATE JOHN MITCHEL. -

Another of the bravest souls that cver trod
on the green sod of Ireland. has: passed away ;
a man who fought {o the Jast agninst bad gaov-
ernment ; a mau who in '48 was sent manacled
from Ireland, has breathed his last at his home
in Newry—we refer to John Mitchel.

The public are perfectly familinr with the
state of Mr. Mitchel's health for a long time.
He had been for & considerable time complain-
ing, and left New York Jnst year for Treland for
the purpose of . recruiting ‘his health in the
pleasant air of his nativeland. - After remain-
ing a short time in the old country, he relurned
to New Yorl, where he delivered nis cetebrated '
lecture,  Ireland Revisited,” in which he trented
the flome Rule movement rather severely, but
still gave the leaders cvedit for the starting of
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an Trish party and breaking down the old purty
eries of the Xnglish Government.  He had no
faith whatever in the suceess of the movement ;
his only motto was opposition fo the lnglish
Govcx'ximcnl, and continual opposition till in-
dependence was gained. - Mr. Mitehel subse-
quently delivered several lectures through the
States, amd was to have been presented with
the freedom of the cily of Baltimere vn a visit
to that city, hut o telegram having arrived from
Tipperary annonneing the retirement of Col,
White, one of the county representatives, Mr.
Mitchel at once left by steamer, and before he
arrived in Cork he was clected by acelumation
to represent the gallunt people of Tipperary in
the Imperial Parlinment.  We cannot say
whether Mr, Mitche! intended to take his seat
or not; we-are of opinion that he would not
have taken the oath of alleginnee, but however
that may be, the leader of the government, Me,
Disracli,. didd not give any timg to see whai
course Mr, Mitchel was gouing to pursue, for; on
the very night his clection was telegraphed to
London, e, Dismueli gave notice of motion
that Mr, Mitehel being a “eonvicted felon,” he
should not be allowed to take his
of the Home dude members happened by chanee
to hear that. Mr, Disracli was speeking on the
subject, and having turned into the lHouse of
Commouns, they attacked the government . in
strong language.  The fullowing Thursday a
debate took place on the motion, in'whicl the
Toms Rulers stood well fur Mitchel; some ol
the Liberal members, such as Gladstone, the
Marquis of Hartington, &e., nlso voted with the
Tome: Rulers, but on a division Mitchel was
expelled by o large mmjority; and o new writ

e, Some

issued. , . :
Again there was excitement in Pipperavy
the people’s wrathat the act of the Government
was rised to its highest pitch, and they deter-
mined to again elect Mitehel whatever the con-
sequences might be.. Nomination day aguin
camg, and at the last houra Mr. Moore, of Barne,
# Conservative, was nominated, also Mr, Mitehel.
As. was expected, Mr, Mitchel was clected
secondly Ly nearly three thousand majority. .,
Jvents. passed on since, with, newspapers
criticising the ¢ trouble” it would eause, &c.,
until Suturday morning, the 20th uli,, when the
painfal news of Mr, Mitcliel's: death was an-

. .nounced -

“Pipperary, - however, ‘deserves . everlasting

“honor for the undying spivit it showed in twice

elecking Mitehel, who fought to the last in the

“Press and on the Platform for the rights of bhow

Irish people, The lenglish Government thought
to make capital out of Milchel's clection, and
wanted to goad the Home Rulers into puiding
forward a candidute, by saying, ¢“this is the sort
of Home Rule-you want; you clect ditchel, o
man who s a direct encmny of the English Gov-
ernment and in favor of separation ;! but the
Home Rule League knew better, and allowed
the unanimous voice of Lipperary to be heard
and assisted by placing John Mitchel at the
head of the poll, simply because he was ¢ Juhn
Mitchel of +48.7

Now that Mitchel has gone Lo his long home;
that his brave spirited heart is laid low forever,
we hope that a suitable representative will be
placed in his stead, and we nlso hope that the
nationalists of Jreland will join in crecting a
suitnble monument to the memory of John
Mitchel, the %18 hero.

WISE COUNSELS.

T'en years ago, or thereabouts, an Irishman
who loved his cuuntry wisely and well, and
who was ever solicitous for the welfare of her
exiled sons inevery land, came over to Amerien,
for the purpose of seeing with his own eyes,
and judging with his own min‘d, how 1rishmen
were situnted, nnd what they were doing in the
United States and Canada. -John Francis Ma-
guire—rest his soul in peace l—nmde no hurried
visit nor pleasure tour, At every step he col-
tected useful and interesting information, not-
ing with the.minuteness and impartiality of a
judge everything he saw and heard connected
with the objeet of his presence down in ‘our
mines, on our wild prairies, iu our busy streets,
aud deep in our “woods, so far away from his
own beautiful, loved city of Cork.. His experi-
enee was, on his return home, published in a

book entitled - The Irish in America,” which

appearance was most fuvorably noticed by the
sensible Trish. press at home and abroad, and
which. has since gone through several large
editions,

The pages of this valuable work teem with
wise counsels to the Ivish settler, which, if fol-
lowed to the letter, would in very short time
raise Trishmen in Ameriea to o far-higher
grade on the social Indder than. they, as a class,
at present occupy.  For instance, if these who
are not artisans—and ., their. name is legion—
would avoid the cities, and take to the l"_lll'i\l
districts, as the author nd\'iscs,,wcH\\‘o‘u'ld not
find s0 many -of our ccuntrymen \)'0111'{inlg‘\\'itlx
pickaxes and spados on our- streets, or Lodding
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brick and mortar, or breaking stonus, wearing
out their scanty wardrobe in thankless and un-
remunerative labor, and exposing themselvesto
the temptations of the gin shops and slums
which abound on every side, to the fines of the
police court, and the disgraceful confinement
of the prison,

On this subject, Mr. Maguire says (p. 214):
# Ireland, whence a great tide of human life
has been pouring across the Atlantic for more
than half a century, is rightly described as fan
agricultural country ;' by which is meant that
the far larger portion of its population are devo-
ted to the cultivation of the soil. In no coun-
try have the peasantry exhibited a stronger or
more passionate attachment to the land than in
that country from which such myriads have
gone and are still going forth. And yet the
strange fact, indeed the serious evil, i that
notwithstanding the vast majority of those who
emigrate from Ireland to Americs have been
exclusively engaged in the cultivation of the
s0il—as farmers, farm-servants, or out-door
laborers——so many of this class remain in the
citivs and towns, for which they are not best
suited ; rather than go to the country, for which
they are specially suited, and where they would
be certain to secure for themselves: and . their
families, not merely a home, but comfortable
independence, I deliberately assert thatit is not
within the power of language to deséribe nde-
quately, much less exaggerate, the evil conse-
quences of this unhappy tendeney of the Irish
to congregate in the - large towns of America.”
Elsewhere he continues, ¢ It is easy enough to
explain why and how those who should not
have remained in the great cities did so; but
it is not so.easy to. depict the evils which have
flowed, which daily flow, which unhapypily for
the race must continue to flow, from the perni-
.cious tendency of the Ivish peasant to adopt a
‘mode of livelihood for which he is not suited
Dy previous knowledge or training, and {fo place
himself in a position dangerous to his morals,
if not fatal to his independence. These evils
may be indicated, though théy cannot be ade-
quately described .”
~ The hereditary enemies of the Irish race
have frequently predicted that it shall always
be our lot to be their “hewers of wood and
drawers of water.” It is time that we should
begin te give the lic to these vaunting prophuts’
at least ag far ‘d@s Canada is concerned: 'There
are millions of acres of waste lands in this
'Dominién; and on them every Irishman who is
now a mere drudge in some great city, who

wishes to carn an honest and honornble liveli-
hood, and to whom Almighty God has given the
assistance of two stoutaring should settle while
the opportunity offers, ‘Lhe fertitity of the
soil and the favor of - Heaven would, in few
yeavs, reward his toil with a comfortable home-
stead and bright prospects for his children, who
would not be compelled to hew wood and druw
water fur the black stranger.

A project was lately set on foot by a few
wealthy Trishmen to advance monies to the
Irish Farm Laborers whom Mr, O'Leary proposcs
to send on in bands or colonies to Manitoba,
so that they may on their arvival favorably
compete with the Mennonites and others, A
very good and wise movement; but we hope
that the days of wholesale emigration from
Treland have gone, never to return, and that
Mr. O'Leary's threatened exodus will never
take place. At the same time, we are far from
thinking that .the project referred to ought, in
the main, to beabandoned. There are hundreds
of Irishmen in ditterent parts of the Dominion
who ean hardly keep the wolf from their door,
and who would gladly avail themselves of such
pecuniary assistance to sccure farming lands in
the north-west; and it scems fo. us that our
Irish Canadian capitalists and: philanthropists,
instead of incouraging more emigration from
Ircland, should lend a helping hand to: their
less fortunate countrymen, who would gladly
eseape from the bondage they are compelled to
endure in crowded cities, to follow the pursuit
for which they were by nature adapted. . Let
us by all means try to help those who find it
impossible to help themselves,

So much for the question of land.

But one more counsel, or warning, will we
cull on the present oceasion from the admirable
pages -of “The Irish in Amerien” 1t is ex-
pressed by Mr. Maguireinthe following earnest
and forcible langunge : * Fascinaled by the
coarse sirens—Drink and  Politics—many an
Irishman, fitted by. nature for better things, hus
first become a tool, then a slave,then a vietim;
helping to build up the fortunes of some worth-
less fellow on his own ruin, and sacrificing the
legitimale gain of honest industry for the ex-
pectation of ‘some paltry office, which, miserable
at least, ever cludes his desperate clutch. Tt
requires no little moral-.courage on the part of
the eagerand impulsive Irishman to avoid being

‘entangled in the fatal meshes of the pothouse

and its ppli.ties ; yet if he has the good fortune
to resist the temptation, or the energy to break
through the toils, he is amply rewarded in his
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sufety and indépumlcncc. An enlightened in-
terest in public aflairs becomes the freeman;
thankless drudgery and inevitable debasenment
are only worlliy of the willing slave

We nre not going o inflict a temperance
leeture on onr readers, but we will invite them
to consider the |art Irish Canadians have tnken
in the polities of the country, 1lave they, as
becomes freemen, taken an enlightened interest
in public aflnirs 7 Or, ruther, have they suffered
themselves 1o be the tools and willing slaves of
demagogues and wire-pullers 7 Have they ul-
lowed their religious nnd their nations! fuith to
be sncrilegiously dragged info every petty con-
test, und wsed to build up the fortunes of worth-’
lessadventurers 2 Have they, for party purposes,
tried lo lower the Irish Catholic body to the
same level with the Orange Association, and
make of it a mere political machine? We do
not suy thatthey have done any of these things,
but we do suy that the abuse of Politics, inde-
pendent altogether of Drink, has brought ruin
and dishonor into many an Irish Cunadian
fumily,  We may return to this subject again,
For the present, we strongly. urge our readers
o think well on it,

[V
IRELAND IN €ANADA T ATRIOTIC AND
CATHOL {3

If there is one thing more . than another
which comes prominently before other national-
ities different from their own, 1L:is the staunch
Cutholicity of the Catholic Irishman, - We have
often heard it remarked, and have known it to
ve the ense, that you may be associating for a
long time with a . Catholic Englishman or a
Catholic Scotchman and you would never know
what religion. he belonged to.. Tt is entirely
dificrent with the Irishman, If you go' in
company with a Catliolic Irishman a few times,
you are sure {o know in what way his sympa-
thies ran. . You will not be. long in the dark
mth 1cgmd to his religion.

In remarking thus, we do not want it 1o be
understood. that it is wrong in.the Catholic
Luglishman or the Catholic Scotchman to keep
their minds to themselves more than the Catho-
lie Irishman, but we believe that there must Le
some reason why it is that the Catholic Trishman
is so cutspoken. There must be something
at the bottom of it, . There must be some good
reason for it. ‘
~ Everyone knows that for many ycars Irish
Catholics al home were hunted down like dogs.
Javeryone ihai knows anything with regud to

freland, is familiar with the manner in which
the priests had to-concen) themselves in fences
avound the country to offer up the Holy Sacrifice
of the Muss, It is well known how the Trish
Catholics, hunted down and tyrannized over as
they were, would go a distance of several miles
to attend at this mass. We do not say the
rising generation know anything personally
about this, but from their infancy they have
heen accustomed to hear it spoken of by their
parents ab the fireside. Tas this anything to
do with the strong Catholic fecling in the
brenst of every Irishman?  IHas this anything
to do in preserving the faith so strong in the
Irish people, no matter where they go?

We believe that it has,  We believe that the
manner in which the Irish Catholics were
nounded down some time ago in their native
country, taken in connection with the strong
fith which they inherited from their ancestors
<ince the time of the glorious Saint Patrick, has
plunted that fuith so firmly in their hearts, as
that no cocrcion, no terrorism of any kind can
make them concenl it from friends or enemies,
ot to spenk of abandoning it.

Another question comes to our mind in con-
nection with this, Has thelove of country, for

which Irishmen are remarkable, anything to do -

with religion?  We again answer, we believe
it has. . We are convineed that every true Trish
Catholic is & true and patriotic Irishman, We
lelieve it is: the manner ‘in which the faith is
vreserved in the old land, that . has made her
people so patriotic and nnpnrchasdb)c, Where
is the good Soggarth arcon athome that histlock
would not fight for till death? They will obey
his orders faithfully, Priest and people! There
is something in this conlition whicl defies at-
ek,  When priest and people go together,
where is the power that can defeat them 7
And this is what they have done in Ircland
for years. Religion and Patriotism go hand in
hand, and thus they have earned for themselves
in that noble country aname which sounds with
srandeur all over the world, Owr Irish mission-
aries are to be. found everywhere, in all climes,
turlliering the faith of their fatherland. Owr
lrish patriots, too, ean be found in all nations

uader the sun, and found they will be in hovor-

able positions, veflecting credit on their native
sod by their actions.

. Evén here, in Canadi, (he national ‘spirit is
alive, Took -t all our Trish pic-nics in summer
time, and our Irish concerts and balls in winter.,
[t is p]c asunt and checering to the native born
Lrishman to sce Irishmen and thy sons and
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daughters of Irishmen celebeuting these grand
re-unions,”  Uunlortunately at home there ure
not now many of the youth of either sex to be
sren ub such places, ss the bone and sinew of
the land are forced to emigrate, some through
misgovernment, others who have not actually
to leave through this cause leave to go to their
relatives who at an eaciicr period were com-
pelled to do so.

We have then at this side of the water a
second Ireland as it were, and we should do all
in our powcer to keep the nationsl spirit alive,
Irishmen should all join one or other of our
national socicties; enlavge their mnks; culti-
vate o taste fur Irish literature and everything
Irish; teach their children whoare growing up
what 8 grand and noble country their ancestors
belong to; teach them the history of Ireland
from their infuncy, and make them understand
that wherever they may turn their steps in after
life, they should always cherish a love for Ire-
land, and take pride in proclaiming that they
descended from Irishmen. )

Are we Catholic here? Yes, thank God, we
Irishmen are Catholic here, and staunch Catho-
lics. We care little for attacks of rabid news-
papers and Iving lecturers, We can afford to treat
them all with the most supreme contempt. Those
of us who were born in the old sod have the in-
structions which we reccived in our youth indel-
ibly written on our hearts, and those of us who
are born on Canadizn soil have not only the
benefit of instructions from our Irish parcnts,
but we also have been brought up under the
care of good Irish priests and teachers who are

- remarkable for the assiduity with which they
labor in the education of the Irish youth., We
point with i)i'idc to the two retreats which
have taken place in the city recently—one in
St. Apw's parish and the other in St, Patrick's,
that wilt show our traducers whether the Trish
youbg men of our city are staunch Catholics or
not. A short time previous there were similar
retreats conducted for young females in these
pari'shes. What a grand sight ! T'wo thousand
youn‘g men and an cqual number of females
attending. every morning and evening al the
exercises of their holy religion, and then the
grand close they brought it to by confession and
communion. It is cheering and conseling in
the extreme. It makesan Irishman lovk with
pride on his young countrymen and women. It
shows hosy™ Iretand preserves the faith of her
forefathers unflinchingly, no matter how other
nationalitics may waver. A fig for newspaper
attacks or mean, low, lying lecturérs ; we can

praclim to the denr old lund across the seas,

and to the whole world, that Treland in Canada

is patrivtie, and Ireland in Canada is Catholic.
——— O e

THE DOMINICAN FRIARY:
KILMALLOCK, CO. LIMERICE.

Kilmallock has been termed ¢“the Balbec of
Ireland;” it is o pluce of high antiquity, and
is said to have been a walled town before the
invasion of the Anglo-Normans. ‘The monas-
tery was founded here in the early part of the
seventh century by St. Mochelloc, who died
between the years 639 and 6536, The place is
now a mass of ruing ; miserable dwellings are
propped up by the walls of stately mansions,
and ‘“the ancient and loyal burgh »'—for so it
was styled so recently as 1783, when it retained
the privilege of sending two members fo Par-
linment—is & picture of fallen grandeur, we
regret to say, as humiliating as could be found
in any country in the world :—

“The peasant holds tha lordly pile,
And cattle fill the roofless aisle.”

The ancient houses, or: rather the remains of
them, are of hewn stone, and appear to have
been built on a uniform plan; they were gene-
rally of three stories, ornamented with an em-
battlement, and tasteful stone mouldings; the
limestone window-frames, stone mullions, and
capacious fire-places, are carved in o bold and
massive style, and retein nearly their original
sharpness. - Unfortunately, however, there is no
care for the preservation of these interesting
remaing ; much of the fine materials may be
found built up in the neighboring cabins, and
much more has been broken up to repair the
street, A few—very few—of the massive and
claborate residences of the ancient burghers
still endure; and the castellated 'gate houses
which guarded the entrances to the town
from the Limerick and Cork -sides, still. stand
in tolerable preservation. The walls, although
rather ruinous, still surround the town, har-
monising in their dilapidation with-its altered
fortunes. The abbey aud church being, of
course, held sacred by the peasantry, are ina
better siate of preservation than the houses.
The most remarkable of all the ruins, because
the most uncommon, arc the remains of a wide
street, with a range of houses on each side, the
wialls ‘of which, built of hewn limestone, are
us fresh: as the day they were finished. ‘The
plans of these houses are nearly all the same;
they present two or more gable ends to the
stréel, and are divided into three stories.” The
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entrances by spacious portals, with semi-circular
arches, open into small halls, which communi-
cate with broad passages, that probably con.
tained the stairs, whencee there are door-ways
leading to the principal apartments, The win-
dows, of a square:form, and small in proportion
to the size of the rooms, are divided into comn-
partments by one or more uprights, and some-
times by a crosg of stone.  The ehimney-picces
are largo and lofty, and the fire-places enlenlated
for containing huge piles of wood. All the
ornaments are of » very simple kind, Tradi-
tion relates # that when the commander of the
Parlinmentary army entered Xilmallock, he
was so struck with its uncommon beauty that,
contrary to the dictates of that cruel policy
which led to the destruction of every fortified
town, and every castle and habitation of the

Irish, heresolved tospare the place ; but having

A distinguished English antiquacy, the late Sir
Richard Houre, observed of this Trinvy, it
surpasses in decoration and good seulpture any
I have yet seen in Ireland, but does not,' he
udds, “fseem older than the wriign of King
Kdwaurd the Third ; the lust window is in chaste
and elegant style;” and there are many parts
of the building that merit notice, and (urnish
good subjects for the pencil in a variety of
points of view. A great part-of the cloister
still remains; but it was never of an orna-
mental character, the ambulocrum having Leen
formed only of timber. In the choir is o hand-
some canopied nichie, A (ragment of the tomb
of the White Knights also lies on the ground,
o small hollow in the middlie of whicl, it is
said by the peasantry, to be never without water,
This they cal) the Lraon skinsker, i e., the drop
of the old stock. We could sny a good deal

——
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afterwards learned that nearly the whole of the
inhabitants bore the same name, he judged it
imprudent to leave so- powerful a confederacy
in quiet possession of their property, and, adding
another o the numerous examples of vengeance
which had already been exereised {o strike terror
into the enemy, he gave orders to demolish the
city.” “An nuthor changes the name of Saint
Mochelloe into Malloch, who, he says, adopted
his name from the city of Malloch, that is, the
sun, or Apotlo; and this city was the Macolli-
cum of Ptolemy, hodie Kil-mallock.

The Dominican Triary, of which we givea
view, is situated at the north-east side of the
town..- It is subdivided into a chureh and con-
vent, the former is again separated into n choir,
nave, and transept,a tall steeple standing at their
intersection, the west wailof which, as well as
the south wull of the stecple has fullen down,

’

more of interest about Kilmallock, but we are
compelled to close from want of space.

SAMUEL LOYER, : o

Reviewing Mr. Bayle  Bernard’s “#Life - of
Samuel Lover,” the London, Eng.; Athenoum
bears the following kindly testimony to the late
[rish novelist’s abilities and geniality of dis-
position.  The writer says:—They who knew
this thoroughly lovable Irishman will look with

a melancholy : pleasure at ithe portrait which

serves as o frontispiece to Mr. Bayle Bernard’s
book.: - The pleasure will be derived from the
perfect presentation of that face when Lover
was in'middle age, high health, and abundant
spivits. T'he pleasure will be modified by re-
membering Liow, in latter years, aud indifferent

health, and under a sense of w career closing,
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the jocund features were shaded by a quaint
perplexed gravity., 'I'he once modestly-ussert.
ing face wore a half apologetic lovk. ILover
glided to the pinno. as if he were asking to be
excused for doing so, and he sang and necom-
panied himself with a meck playfulness, as
though it would be well if his (really touched
and delighted) audience were not rendeved con-
scious of the efforts of the minstrel.. Next to
Moore, and with smaller vocal powers than
Moore—small as they were—no singer could
send straight to the heart a phrase made up of
humor and sentiment so deliciously as Lover
did. 1t would Le an offence to common sense
to presume to explain—why. As an author of
stories, Tover was at his very Lest in “Rory
0'More.” On that subject he founded a triple
glory, and Lover’s % Rory O'More” in story,
song, and drama was the greatest suceess of the
day. Tt was altogether only a ‘¢ little day,”
but a bright *¢little day” all the same; and
Lover passed so softly and unassumingly along
the various paths of life trodden by him that
nobody was offended ; and as he trod on ue-
body’s heels, and no one¢ had especially to get
out of his wny, he created nojealousy. . He was
born in Dublin, in 1797, but the first work he
exhibited at the Royal Academy, London, was
the famous Paganini miniature, in 1833, Long
before that date this son of & Dublin stock-
broker had successfully practised as a miniature
portrait painter. in his. native city, where, in
1828, he -was made a member of the Royal
Hibernian Academy. . He had refused to stick
at a desk in his father's office,  He had started
in the world as a painter (marine and minia.
ture) self-taught, and he had made a name as ¢
song-writer in Ircland before he came and set
up his eascl and painted in London, Having,
moreover, to fight the Lattle of life, he married
in 1827, and did as weil thereby as in other
“things, for he was happy in all.  Lover, it ap-
pears, missed painting a miniature of the
Princess Victoria through temporary inability
to leave Ircland; and consequently, perhups,
as the wits remarked, the office of “ Minature
Painter in. Qrdinary to the Queen,” instead of
falling to a Lover, full to a Hayterl = Lover,
. after he settled in London, would have been an
artist rather than an author, ifhe had depended
on himself. . Lover, however, was tempted
away from his vocation; and we have all profit-
ed by hiy-yielding to the- temptation. For
years he was known and apprecinted as o writer
of Irish storivs, in which the Irish characters

wore not altoguther gross exaggerations, They

did not live ina condition of continunl drunken
revelry j and they were not monstrosilies such
as keep the stage in o voar, and were never
seen in Ireland or out of it. Their wit is the
wit that comes of simplicity, and which creates
by its simpleness o surprise, such as the re-
marks, the replivs, and the unintentionally
searching questions of children often do..

Artist, author, composer, Lover also became
o public  centerfainer he carried his
# Irish Evenings” from Lngland to America,
e amused the States from New York to New
Orleans, made some money and demaged his
health, as so many have done who have gone
the same course,  On his retwin, he again unit-
ed art with authorship, Ilis lust work, **The
Kerry Post on Vanentine's Day,” was exhibited
in 1862. 1f he will not be remembered as an
artist, despite undoubted mwerits, he will be
cherished in public memory as an author,
Some of his stories will always be readable;
some of his dramas will always be enjoyable;
and his songs will be heartily welcome,  His
¢« Angel's Whisper,? his ¢ Molly Carew,”” his
¢ Rory O'More,” his ¢ I'm not myself at all)?
his ¢« Pastoral Rhapsody,” and others equally
well known, will earry his name down the
strenm of Time, till it ceases to run.  Lover
was inimitable in his Irish ballads when he
put up « swein tpon argument. For instance,
in t* I'm not myself at all” i—

und

1'm not be inyself at all,
Molly dear, Molly dear!
Till you my own 1 call
Since a changs o'er mo there came,
Sure you might change your name,
Aud "twould just come to the same,
Molly dear, Molly dearl

Oh, 'twould just come to the same,
For, if youwand 1 were one,
Al confasion would be gone,
An'twould simplify the matter entirely.
Ant twould save ns much Lother,
1f we'd both be one another ! ”
So, listen now to raison, Molly Brierly,
Oh, 1'm not myself at all.

And aguin, the easy lover, in the ¢ Pastoral
Rliapsody,” tries to overcome the - prudent
scruples of his swectheart, by pointing. out to
her that—

The purty little sparrows

Have neither ploughs nor harrows §

Yet they live at ease and are contint,

Bekase, ye see, they pay uo rint!

They have no care nor flusterin?,

About diggin’ and industherin’,

'No foolish pride their comfort hurts,

Tor they ate the tlax, and they wear noshirta!

T'he truly gentle bard gently declined. ' A
pension-of £100 was granted to him—one of

the civil-list pensions, which, in this case, was
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nol grossly misapplicd.  Lover passed some
time at Seven Ouks,  Perbaps the last invita-
tion he ever received to dine out was sent to
him by a small club; members of the Society of
Antiquaries, who eall themselves ¢4 The Cocked
Hats,” and-who would have been delighted if
he had juined their joyous b ard at the Royal
Crown,  Lover's spirit was not joyous enough
for the oeension, sl he sent o charncteristic
note, full of u sud, sweet humor, which elicited
corresponding sympathy in those to whom it
was addressed.  In 1868 the writer died in Jer-
sey. His grave is at Kensal Green,

JOHN MITCHEL.
DEATH OF THE VETLERAN PATRIOT.

SKETCI OFF HIS LIIE.

John Mitehel died ut Dromalane, near Newry,
County Down, Ircland, March 20, 1875,

Denth has ended the stroggle between John
Mitehel and the English Government, His
strength did not prove equal to his enthugiasm,
and the excitement and fatigue consequent on
his contest with the London Parlinment wore
rapidly ‘out a constitution already repaired.
Among his'own people he will be revered as o
man who never flinched from any danger or
sucrifice he thought would serve the cause of
Irish independence, which found in him one of
its ablest and truest advocates, The return of
John Miichel to Irelund, in defiance of the
sentence pronounced against him by the law
ofticers of the Crown, restored him to a.com-
manding position among the leanders of the
Irish people. . ) )

John Mitchel was born in- the year 1814 at
Dungiven, in the county of Londonderry, with-
in the ancient domain of the O'Neils.  1e was
the-son of a Presbyterian clérg_vm.'m, who lind
himself been o member of the * United Trishe
men,” who struek for freedom in 1798, From
his futher he early inbibed idens hostile to the
English connection, and all his surroundings
were caleulnted to- deepen his dislike to the
foreign domination which. weighed so heavily
on-hig country. . Within sight of his . house
- O'Cuban’s ruined castle stood n monument of
- the subjugation of Ireland, and no doubt the
old ruin, with its crowding historic memories,

- exéreised on Mitehel’'s mind a strong influence;
Born.on the territory of the O'Neils, his first
.important literary: work was an intellectual
tributé. to the grealest prince of their house—
bis Life of Hugh O'Neil, who battled so long

against the power of Elizabeth, n-work remark-
able for its rescarch and the intimale knowl-
edge it dispinys of the men  who look part in
the events of which it treats, . In 1830 he was
eutered as student in Trinity College, and five
yenrs later, having completed his - colleginte
studies and legal apprenticeship, he married
the daughter of Sir Richard Verner, and estab-
lished himself as o solicitor in Newry,  When
O'Connell was arrested and Dinprisoned Joln
Mitchel eame from the North the benrer of an
wddress from the men of the county Down, one
of the most Protestant districts in Ireland,  His
first interview with O'Connell took place in the
prison, 1t was a strange scene.  In the midst
of the garden rose u hundsome tent, surmount-
ed Ly o green flag.  Here the liberator received
the thronging deputations arriving from all
parts of the country bearing nddresses of symn-
pathy.,  There was an infinite cavacity of
thought revenled by his broad brow and deep
brain, while the mobile features and brilliant
eye marked the man apt at repartee, gifted with
might to call u slave to manhood and the grent-
er power of allaying o passionate . people’s
wrath,  The rigid Novtherner's veserved man-
ner and suturnine humor were in stroug con-
trast with the geniul. bo. homie of the popular
tribune, . This was their first meeting.  Their
Jast differed in every circumstance, This visit

‘was o turning point in Mitchel’s life.: Tt drew

close the bonds of his acquaintance with Davis
until the warmn friendship and admiration thus
formed now shaped his existence. Conslant
counsel ineréased theirintimacy, and their feel-
ings went together, when, wearied - of parades,
Davis gave him the ® Artillerists’ Manuel,?
saying, % This is what they should begin to
study.” But suddenly, in 1845, Thomas Davis
died. - No man more than he seems to have
won the affection of his fellows, whether oppon-

ents or acquaintances.  The great tribune wept

for him among the mountain solitudes of Kerry
ns for a son, - Milehel in the North mourned
him as one: mourns an only and dear brother,
admired for his genius and loved for his kind-
ness of heart, - But the void should be filled in
the editorship of the Nution, and Mitchel was
chosen to succeed his departed friend, I the
journal lost in some qualitics, it lost nothing in
force. - Most young wrilers ot that day Lelieved
the cloak of Carlyle hnd fallen upon them, but
Mitchel was saved from any-undue influence
Ly originality of mind, intensity of purpose,
and a sarcastic humor . which whetted his in-
cisive style. The conscquence. of the change
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‘Mitchel, through the Nation, retorted that rail-

cause of clients whose principles he held. The
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soon became manifest.  'The Ulsterman, born
to rights not accorded to all, bred up in the
enjoyment of privileges from which the Catho-
lies had long been debarred, had wot been
trained to cautious rveticence and long waiting,
When an English writer denounced Treland he
retorted with a denuneiation of England. lis
spirit was as proud, his voice as free, as the
Lest of them, and he felt it intolerable that

their reckless vituperation of all things Irish

should be vassed over in silence. 'The London
ministerial journal, when thus expounding the
wickedness of Irishmen, advocated coercion,

army in Ireland was employed in seizing the
crops for rent, as it had been for tithes some
years hefore. ‘he coineidence led Mitehel to
advise the pensantrey to consider whether they
should not vepent (he anti-tithe - tactics and or-
ganize a general strike. against rent until they
had sceured a sufficiency of foord,  These views
he sugprested in the Nation; but finding that
Dufly, its proprictor, conld not endorse his pro-
ject of passive resistance with an oceasional
conflict, he left the journal in company with

“his friend Devin Reilly. . They advocated this

yragramme orally in club and committee, until
proy ) (]

JOHN MITCHEL.

and took trouble toshow that the railways then
being made would bring cvery part of the is-
land within a few hours’ drive of Dublin, and
make its -provinces of easy access to- troops,

roads could be made impassable, troops inter-
cepted on them, and that rails could be ham-
mered into pike heads. The governmenteould
not understand such a repartee. - Duffy was in.
dicted: Mitchel undertook to conduct the de-
fence, and retained the’ venerable Robert Tol-
mes, who he knew would not flinch from the

Smith O'Brien; hastening to Dublin, introduced
certain resolutions into the Confederation disa-
vowing their views, and objecting to the use of
such language in the organization. John Mar-
tin presided, and the resolutions were passed
after two dags’debate, in which. all:the Young
Treland chicftains opposed the two friends, with
the exeeption of Eugene O'Reilly, afterward o
Turkish colonel. = Tn cunsequence of the deci-
sion Mitchel and his adherents, to the number
of 200, withdrew from the confederation. Thus,’
the sccession from the newspaper, which took
place in December, 1847, was followed two
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months luler by his secession from the Con-
federation, on the 5th of Februaby, 1848, Mil.
cliel resigned his oflice of lnspt:'ctnr of Clubs in
Ulster, where numerons repeal organizntions
had been formed anong both Protestants nnd
Catholics.  On the following Saturday appear-
od the first numbwer of the United frishman,  The
excitement it eaused wis extreme, the demand
for it enormous; for, as Lonl Stanley stated in
the Hause of Lovds, copies were cngerly pur-
chased for halla crown apiece,  Nor was the
stir unaccountable, for the opening article was
in the form of a letter ©'Po the Right Hon, the
Earl of Clarendon, Englishman, calling him-
self her Majesty's Lord Licufenant-Cieneral and
General Governer of Ireland,” 'Thai viceroy
had not increased his popularity Ly his employ-
ment of a notorious hack {o vituperte the
young Irelanders,  The seandal of the quarrel
between employer and employed noised the
secret fur and wide.  Mitehel challenged him
to open strife. e deelared he would mysLify
him by candid speech, confessed the creed of
ninety-vight in all things. e was willing to
admit any detective whom. the vieeroy should
send, provided the man was “soherand hon-
est.” . In fine, he declared he would make the
viceroy abanden the pretence of constitutional
form and pack a jury to try him, or:else he
would ‘have an acquitfal. ‘Tn cither case he
should olitain-n triumph, by chiraning(he last
shred - of *constitutional agitation,” ngainst
which he now resoluiely set his face and shot
his sharpest shafts. To eap the climax of ex-
citement, before the third number had appear-
cd, news came that the French had dethroned
their king, Louis Philippe, and soon the whole
continent of litrope caught the contagion, and
the fever flush of revolution quickened the
popular heart and set every eye astare with an-
ticipation..  Sicily had. risen, Lombardy lad
risen, the grave Teutons were going wild, . The
Austrinn kniser and the Prussian ‘king howed
from their brleonies, uncovered before their ex-
cited citizens, and nonecould tell what the end
might be.  In Ireland this intelligence brought
the Mitchel party and-the confuderation to-
O'Brien, in . the middle of March,
moved an address to the French Republic and
proposed  the. organization  of -n . Nutional
Guard.” Meagher snpported him, and for the
spocches then made they were indicted.  The
visit to France followed ; the Irish ivicolor of
green, white and orange was decrecd, martial
clubs were organized, and the talk was of pikes
and barricades. - Tt was a time of hot speech ;

for even the

staid Recorder of Dublin had de-
clared definnee toany government whieh should
wntilnte the Bible, and was ready to cry, ¢ To
vour tents, O Tsracl!™  The first (rial of
O'Brien and Meagher (for sedition). resulted in
divided juries, nnd as the trial of Mitchel ap-
proached  several journals openly urged the
wovernment to destroy the constitution in order
to conviet, There were rumors of an intention

to neeede to this plan, and the proceedings were
watched with jealous cave and sharp suspicion.
When it was found that the juries drawn were
even more fuvournble than the former, the two
prosecntions entered against him for sedition
were dropped on the 13th of May; but in the
evening he was arrested on the charge of having
committed the new offence known as ¢ treason
felony.”  This infamous act was passed at the
instigation of a hireling seribe, named Birch,
who was employed by the Castle to defame the
leaders  of  the popular movement,  Birch
wis a noted blackmailer, and his connection
with the gavernment was proved very conclu-
sively in an action which he took ngainst, Lord
Clarendon to recover the wages of his infamy.
The expeeted day at length had arrived,  Mit-
chel stood in the dock where Robert Emmet
had stood and spoken his meworable speech.,
His'counsel wus that patriotic youtl's brother-
in-law, Robert IHolmes, who had never entered
that court since the day when his relative was
borne thenee to the scaflfold.  Almost the first
words of his counsel was a comment on the
three indictments.  # The foreman of the Grand
Jury,” he said, # having bzen asked if the jury
had found bilis agaunst the prisoner, replied,
“Ohl yes; we find bim guilty of scdition.
¢ Gentlemen, said the officer of the court, “he
is ' not. indicted: for sedition. *Well suid
ihe foreman, ¢ we find him guilty of treason!
1 But, gentleman,’ again interrupted the
ofticer, ¢ the charge against Mr. Mitchel is for
felony.! ¢ Oh!no matter, said the foreman,
¢ sedition, treason or felony—it is all the same
to us)  Andso it would be with-the Attorney
General, provided only you find him guiliy.”
A vigorous speech followed, and the stern old
Roman rose after the trial to declare himself
responsible for every sentiment he bad uttered
as counsel, The verdict.of guilty, anticipated
from the jury, was pronounced amid yrofound
silence; but the sevore sentenco was followed
by murmurs that were stilled suddenly, as the
voice of the prisonuer was heard. ¢ The law
has done its part,” he said, @ and I mine; T
have challenged Lord Clarendon, and have
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conquered ; for I have shown that her Majesty's
Government sustained itself in Treland by pack-
ed juries, Ly partisan judges, by perjured sher-
iffs.” | Baron Lefroy interrupted him, He de-
clared he repented of nothing, - “The Roman
who saw his hand burning to ashes promised
that 300 should follow out his enterprise. Can
I not promise for one, for {wo, for three? he
asked, indieating his friends—Reilly, Martin,
and Meaghar, But a cry arose. ¢ Promise for
me~—and me—and me.”  Then gazing round
he exclaimed: * For one, for two, for three 7—
aye, for hundreds!®  Amid a scene of iniense
excitement the judges hastily withdrew, and
the prisoner was carried back to his cell.

He was a few days after conveyed in ironsto
the convict depot at Spike Island in Cork Har-
bor, where a Government order was received to
treat him ¢ as a person of education and a gen-
tleman.” - e was soon conveyed thence on
the sloop-of-war Scourye to Bermuda, and, after
ten months' passed there, re-transported to Aus-
tralia. In-Australia he encountered his asso-
ciates, Smith O'Brien, Meagher, O'Donoghue
and others who had been arrested in July, 1848,
sentenced in October of the same year at Clon-
mel, and sent out to the antipodes .in July
1849. ' : '

Mr. Mitchel remained six years in Anstralia,
In July, 1854, he resigned his paroleand effvct-
ed his escape, reaching New York at the end of
November, . :

Mr. Mitchel’s return to Ireland, and his recep-
tion by his countrymen,'as well as his ‘double
elections for Tipperary, are so fresh in the minds
of our readers that it is needless to repeat the
incidents here.  His health had been for a Jong
time failing ; but, true to the old cause, and to
the promise he had made his people, he started
across the ocean, in the most inclement period
of the winter season, to head a struggle against
English domination in the ¢! Premicr County?
of lreland, There is no doubt that the hard-
ships of such a voyage, and the excitement of a
political campaign, told on his constitution, al-
ready worn down by the toil and sufferings of
years. The spint that, as he said himself,
would “never give up” succumbed at last in
the hour of triumph ; and John Mitchel,— the
noblest Roman of them all'—fell in the front
of Irvland’s battle as truly as if he had died
upon & stricken field amid ‘the roar of cannon
and the crash of volleying rifies.. His name
will ever be enshrined awong those of her pat-
riots who struggled and perished in the effort to
make her o free nation, )

WEED HIM NOT!

BY WinL1a3 COLLINS.

Weep him not—1at the focman not gaze on our grief,
Nor hear from the bosom n kigh,

Shed 1o tear o'er the grave of our true-hearted chlef,
For he died as a freeman should die,

He diud with his face to the front of the foo,
Deflanee and scorn on his brow,

And thaugh from ot sauls (enrs of sorrow would flow
Yot shall wa not weep for him now,

Bat deep in our hearts let the red vengeanco o,
Nor brenthe we the patriot’s name,
1T hils wrongs are avenged and our hanneron high
Leaps upward to freedom and fame,
When our hines are arrayed on the hill-side, and when
The fueman shrinks back from cur blow,
Let our red hayanets weep for the patriot THeN,
And their tears be the blood of the fue,
—Irish World.

OF e
YERY REY. THOMAS N. BURKE.

The picturesque old town of Galway, which
makes so respectable a ficure in the past
history of Ireland, can proudly boast of being
the birth-place of the Very- Rev. Thomas N,
Burke, the remowned preacher of the Domin-
ican Friars,—u religious Order which has pro-
duced some of the greatest pulpit orators in the
world, Father Burke wans born in 1830 ; and
at a very carly age gave evidence of the ability
for which he has since been distinguished.
Even while yet a Loy his natural gifis-as a
speakier attracted attention; he was the “ora-
tor " of his schoolmates and. associates ;- and at
a time when the agitation of public affuirs in
[reland had brought ont a host of intellec-
tual giants, foremost among whom were - the
enthusiastic Nationalists, who in the name’of
t Young Ireland,” had sprung into the front
ranks of their coimtry’s‘strugglc.it was confident-
ly predicted that ¢ young "Lom Burke ' would, at
a not distant day, make a figure as prominent
as any of them in thé¢ political arena, But
providence had destined. him  for a - different
ficld of usefulness : and his own inclinations
led him to make choice of . the life of a reli-
sious, at a period when the ideas of most
youths have scarcely reccived the Dbias that
effects their after-course, - At the age of seven-
teen (in 1847); he went {o Rome, and from
thence to Perugia, where he entered the Order
of St. Dominic, commencing his novitate and
the study of philosophy. From thence he was
again sent to Rome, where he 'studied theology
at the Colleges of the Minerva and Sancta
Subina. - After having thus spent five years in
Italy, he was sent by the superiors of his Order
to England, where he was ordained, He spent
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four years on the English mission, .in Glouces-
tershire ; and was. then sent to Treland, to
found a novitiate and house of studies for his
Order,” b Tallaght, near Dublin,  This he
sucecessfully accomplished : and for the next
seven years hz was busily employed in the care
of the new estublishment,.and in giving mis-
sions-in the different parts of Trelnnd, the je-
sults of which foreshadowed the great and con-
stantly avgmenting success he was yet to

attain as one of the most effective preachers of
the Dominican community. »

" He was next sent to Rome as Superior of St.
Clement's—the oldest Basilica in the # Eternal
City,"—around which cluster so many glorious
reminiscences of the zeal, virtue, and learning
of the Irish Dominicans.  He was uot long
there when his services were put in requisition.
The late Cardinal Wiseman, while in Rome,
had been wont to deliver the customary Lenten

sermons in English, at the church of the Sancta
Maria del Popolo. When he was raised to
the dignity of Cardinal Archbishop of West-
minster, and had to proceed to England, his
place was taken by Dr. Manning, the present
Archbishop, The news of Cdrdinal Wiseman's
death reached Rome before the commencement
of the Lenten season; Dr. Manning was
obliged to leave suddenly for London; and
Fathe Burke was called upon, at short notice,

to supply his place; which he did, and con-
tinued to prench -the Lenten sermons for five
years after.. There ave few Americans \)'ho
have been in Rome that have not heard him ;
awd his fame ns n preacher is as. well, known
throughout this continent as it is in his .nnti\'c
land.! ; .

After his return to' Ireland, Father Burke
was attached to St. Saviour's, the Dominican
church - in Dublin, which replaced - the wells
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known old chapel in Denmark Strect; but his
time was' constantly occupied in  preaching
charity sermons in all parts of the three king-
doms, and in conducting retreats for the
clergy.

The visit of the cloquent Dominican to the
United States is too fresh in the minds of the
community to nced any extended comment.
During the twelve months which he spent in
this country he delivered over three hundred
discourses, and addressed a larger number of
hearers than probubly ever listened to any
preacher or lecturer in the world in the same
space of time. His speaking Dbefore an
audience of thirty-five thousand persons, in the
Boston Collosseum, on the 22nd of September,
1872, was a feat that few public chamcters
within the range of history can be said to have
performed.  But the crowning glory of his
carcer, which “will ‘ever endear him to the
hearts of Irish people all over the earth, was
the promptitude with which he stepped into

the arena of historical discussion to mezt and |
refute the slanders of the English ¢ historian,”

Froude, against hisrace and nation.. . The com-
plete triumph he then achieved, which was
acknowledgud by even hostile and indifferent
critics, did much to elevate the Irish national
clnnctcr in the estimation of the American
peoplc who during that now famous contro-
versy obtained a deeper insight into . the true
history of the relations bétween England and
TIreland than they could have got under any other
circumstances. The Eunglish' advocate had
cited the Irish nation before the bar of Amer-
ican public opinion, calculating upon obtaining
a verdict by default; but his charge was met
and hurled back upon his own clients by the
eloquent Dominican, and the-integrity of the
Irish people vindicated in the most triumphant
manner.

Since his rcturn to the Old World, Father
Burke has been engaged in preaching and con-
ducting missions almost as constantly as while
in America, and is ceverywhere listened to by
delighted thousands, Of his preaching and its
effect upon his auditors, a distinguished Amer-
ican writer says:

*What kind of a preacher is this Dominican
Father Burke? What is the power by which
he holds, hushed and breathless, each one in a
crowded congregation ; alike the most learncd
and critical, and rongh men with little. cither
of sentiment or educution? A natural gift of
oratory no one can mistake in him, He bas
the richness of voice and the persuaviness of

accent that God has Invished so largely on his
counirymen.  But these are ttricks of the
tongue,’ that the man of trnined intellect can arm
himsclf against, even while he admires them.
But Fra. Burke disarms this trained intellectual
listener, beenuse, in him, it is neither ¢rick nor
arl. It is thegift God has given him, and that
he has consecrated to God!  The honey-dew  that
drops from lhis lips is distilled (rom a soul con-
secrated to God, and an intellect satur-
ated and steped in the learning and piety of the
Saints and Doctors of the Chureh.”

HOW TUE GATES CAME AJAR.

AN ITALIAN LEGEND,

*Twus whispered one morning in Heaven,
How the Hittle ehild-angel May,

In the shade of the great white portal,
Sat gorrowing night and day;

W she said to the stately wardon—
e of the key aud bar—

#Oh, anwel, sweet angel, 1 pray you,
Lot the beautiful gates ajar,

1

g ajar.

1 can hear my mother weeping;
Sheislonely ;s she cannot soe

A wllmmer of Hight in tho darkneds
Where the gates shut afior ma,

Ohlturn me the key, sweet-angel,

. The splendor will shine so fart®

Dut the warden answeraed ; 1 dare not
Let the beautiful gates ajar!?

Spoke low.and answered; T dare not
Let the beautiful gates ajart®»

Then up roso Mary, the Blessed,

"Sweel Mary, the Mathor of Chirist;

Her hand on the hand of the angel
She latd, and the touch sufilced.

Turned was the key in the portal,
Fell ringlng {lie golden bar;

And lo! in the little child's fingers
Stond the beantiful gates ajar!

In the little child-angel's fingers
Stood tho beautiful gates njar|

¢Ana this koy for no futher using,

.To my blessed son shall be given,"

Satd Mary, Mothor of Jesus—
Tenderest hoart in Heaven,

Now, never a 8ad cyed mother
Butmay catch the glory afar;

Bince safe {n the Lord Christ's bosom
Arethe keys of the gatesnjar;

Close hitd in the dear Christ's bosom,
And the gates forever ajar!

Aceustox yourself, from your youth, to do
no ‘wrong to your ncighbour, neither to his
body, in ill-treating him, nor to his soul, in
cauising him to ccmmit sin through your words
or your example ; neither to his bonor, in say-
ing evil of him, nor in his goods, by causing
him to loose them unjustly, You would not
like others to do any of theso things to }ou,

thcn do not do thcm to others
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THE FATE OF THE APOSTLES.

Al the Apostles were insulted hy the ene-
mies of their Master,  They were called ta seal
their dactrines with theiv blood, and nobly did
they bear their trinls, - Schumacher says:

St Matthew suflered  martyrdom by being
slain with a sword, ata distanteity of Ethiopia.

B Mark expired at Alexandria, after having
been ernelly dragged through the streets of that
ity

St Luke was hanged upon an olive tree in
the classic ind of Grecee, }

StoJobn was pul in a canldron of boiling
oil, Lut eseaperd deatls in amirneulous manner,
and was afterwards binished to Patmos,

St Peter was crucificd at Rome with his
hend downward,

St Jumes the Greater was beheaded
Jernsalem, ‘

Stodumes (he Less was thrown from a lofty
pinnacle of the temple, and then beaten to
death with a fuller's ¢lub.

St Bartholomew was flayed alive,

SEoAndrew was bound (o u eross, whenes he
preched (o his persceutors until he died

St Thoaas was vun ivough - the body with o
lunce, ut Cgromlaluh‘zl, in the East Indies,

St Jude was shot to death with arrows,

St Mathins was first stoned aid then he-
hended. ‘

$t. Baurnabus of the Gentiles was stonod o
dunth by the Jews at Salonica.

St I'sul, affer varjous tortures and perse-
cutions, was at length beheaded at, Rone by
the Emperor Nevo.

Such was the Fate of the Apostles;according
to traditienal statements. »

MRS, PRIM ON SCANDAL

No, niy dvar—gootdness be thankedt no per-

son can say that |

andualize any one, not even
my  worst enemy, no matter what he or she
may do!  P've hnd chances®enough' to talk, if 1
hadwomind Lo, as every one in this town kuows
full well,  Of courde, living here right in the
“high street of the {own, 1 ean't help secing a
©grent many queer things; and whien our win-
" dows nre open and thie biinds in the smnmer
time, T can hear llujlin“,‘ tool But 1 never re-
" peat them’; T scorn'to matle mischiel. © I never
Aisp o word, exeept when Liget hold of some
safe person, like you, my dear, that T know 1
can trust.  Andif a body i§ never {o open-her
mouth among her own intimale fricnds, why,

the world isn't worth living in, is it?7 But that
ist’t seandal you know, | hate and abhor that
just s much as you dio, and § don't, think any
one
lite,

But then, as I suigd before, it isn’t for want of

an sy 1 owas ever gailty of itin all my

the chance,  Why, ouly last evening as ever
wis, who do you think [ saw walking np by
Bere, i the bright maontight, as brazen as youn
please, but Miss Lennox and Colonel Parke!
Fuet, as sure as you sit in that chair!  And
they walked close together, and tdking so con-
fidentinl,

I suppose you know all abont that disgrace-
ful aftde with the sehool givls? Nat My dear,
vormest oreadly Hve o the ark? Why, they
have heen writing i Toi of anonymous letters
to people L o town, und the pastimaster sus-

peeted wiat was g ar fost and hie just kept a

it Boolkout s ud vzt soie of them patting
the Teter g U don't know what AMiss Cluket

i
will de. 1o i wreat girls like

those {yav o

et
di

: I presume she
o fowl, orget ohalf
ot meat,  She's
; it wonld réull_\'
arsioan s ro b dhe way she

Anod fhere s her hns-

b, o e 0 e et o in the town, and
follis dosey hnt e o adecent meal of

Wonidu't you—

vietuais fn s e B

What! going?  as'e mon sty any - longér?
Well, do come agein very soon, 'won't you?
(i(uu]-h::u.

Thank g e hus goned Toreally
thought she wis dues baostay all night, T
heard a nice sl v the way, last
v sl teeds all her serl

G

shoar hor

week—how shiun

aohinds dow't know it T
wigh o in her family) if

vants!  Suppose
might make misehiced

1 chwose.  Dnt tai
- PR . ,

Pag veally virtoons men Giliils his duties in

their order, and makes Hide dutics give place
to greater ones.

Oxe should Lring - to (his cxereise religion
(prayer) a pure heact, a sonl disengaged from
et closed to every feeling

worldly oceupation
of hate or revenge. When we pray with these
dispositions, the Son of Gol ‘prays with us, for
e is our Medintor, our Advouate with God, the
Pigh-Priest who receievs and - presents our
obligations, nor is" it ‘Cln'i:';t‘ alone who prays
with us, but the angels also, and the souls. of
the just. .
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Selettions.

THE BEGGFAR OF THE STEPS OF ST,
ROCHL

A TRUE STORY.

A young priest attached to the Church of St.
Roch, at Paris, in the year 18—, had been in the
habit of giving occasional alms to a beggar
whom e passed every day as he went into the
church.  This man used to sit on the steps of
the front entrance, and to solicit the charity of
the faithful as they passed to and fro. He was
old, and his countenunce stern andsad.  Ifany
one addressed him, he answered briefly and
abruptly; nor had his features ever been seen
to relax into a sinile. He was known as “old
Jucques of the steps of 8t. Rochi”” and none had
troubled themselvas to inquire into his history,
or ascertain his origin, "T'he good priest who
had frequently relieved him, remarked that he
was never seen within the Church, and en-
deavored at different times to find out from him
whether he indeed mneglected  his  religious
duties, or performed them at such times as had
escaped his observation; bui healways return-
ed evasive answers to his questions, and shut
himsell up in* the deepest reserve, Obce or
twice the Abbe had perceived that he
wore round his neck a black: string, to which
was attached a small enameled cross. When
his eye had fixed itself upon it, Jacques had
hastily hid it from sight, and since that day
had taken care to keep his poor ragged coat
buttoned over it. It so happened that the
priest was called away from his post-during the
winter that followed his first acquaintance with
Jacques, and remained absent for some weceks.
At his return he missed the beggar from his
accustomed place, and when after a few days
he still did not appear, his charity prompted
him to make inquiries about the poor man.
He found some difficulty in discovering his

“abode ; but it was at last pointed out to him,

his informant adding at the same time, that,
though Jacques was very ill, it was no use for
a priest to visit him, as he had absolutely re-
fused to send for ope, and secemed determined
to dic in sullen obstinate silemce. This
account only confirmed the Abbe —in his
resolution to seek him out; and as he bent his

. steps towards the narrow strect which had been

pointed out to him, he thought of the cross
which he had noticed on the old man’s bosom,
and wondered that one apparently so  poor
should wear so rich an ornament, or one so

irreligious  the symbol of our redemption.
After groping. up a narrow stairease in the
house to which he had been directed,: he
succeeded in finding the gavret in which
Jueques was lying. His worn and emaciated
appearance, heightened by the progress of
disease, had greatly increased since he had
last seen him; the dark lines nbout his cyes
and mouth, and the restless twitching of his
limbs, seemed to indicate that life was drawing
to a close. There was little furniture in that
miscrgble room ; the bed, if bed it could be
ealled, occupied one half of it; a picce of
stained, discolored silk hung against the wall in
the shape of o curtain,  There seemed no par-
ticular reason for this contrivance, which
scarcely harmonized with the squalid, neglected
aspect of that poor abode, Jacques lifted up
his eyes as the Abbe approached, and made a
sign of recognition. When the priest kindly
addressed him, he held out his hand and mur-
mured a few words of thanks; but when his
visitor, nfter alluding to his illness, und pro-
posing certain measures for his relief and com-
fort, proceeded to spenk of the preparation
every Christian should make for death, and to
express n hope that he would wvail _himself of
the means of grace which a merciful God wns
placing within his reach, the old man's face
darkened, the lines about his mouth grew hard-
cr, and he excliimed with impatience that it
was all of no use: that he had nothing to say
to a priest, and only wished ta Le left alone.

t You wre satisfied, then, to die in your
present state of mind, my dear friend,” the
Abhesaid with gentleness, ¢ You fucl easy at
the prospect of death

ttasy, easy as the damned,” murmured
Jacques, with an accent of such despair that it
startled his companion,

“ You are not an infidel, Jacques ; T know you
are not; then why will you not die as & Chris-
tian 72 I have observed that you ulways wear
& cross.” .

Jacques looked up wildly at these words, and
nnttered :

“ It scorches my breast”

The Abbe~ knelt down by the side of
the bed, and with earnest words that faith and
love suggest in such an hour; he argued with
thedying man, He implored him not to reject
his good oflices, and if he would not speuk to
him asa priest, to treat him atleast as a friend,
und disclose the secret that sealed his lips and
withiered his heart, )

My secret I said Jaeques, - ¢ Would you
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hear my secret? Tt will make your hair stand
on L:n(l, mnd cause you to fly from iy side with
scorn and Joathing., Weli, be it so; when you
know what o wretch you have heen pleading
with, you will give up the vain altempi o
You
will confess that there is no repentance possible
for sueh guilt as mine.  Remorse, indeed there
is, Lut no hope of pardon, Was Judns
doned 77

console him,-or bring him to repentance.

patr-

# 1w might have been pardoned iT he
not despaired,” said the Abbe, inn
voice,

$Well, T will tell you my story,” ¢xclaimed
Jneques ; and he Teant his head on his hand,
fixed his wild expressive oyes on the cabm,
earnest face of the preicst, and spoke as follows

lind
low

“ 1 was horn on the estate of & nableman whe |

had Treen for many years the protector of my
family. He took me into his service when |
was very young, and Ihnd lived some time i
his house when the Revolution broke ont. [ewa:
a kind, generons master, and his wife an angel
of goadness,
worshiped her.

1 used often to think, when
she knelt'in the village ‘churel, or visited the

sick, or gave alms ay the door of ithy castle,

that she was just as good as any of the saints
in the calendar, IHer twao daughters were as
good and as benutiful agtheir mother; and her
son, who was but a little fellow ab the time )
am'spenking of, the joy of their hearts,

£ Well, the Revolution came, and a strange
madness took possession of nten's minds.  We
were told that we were ull equal; that masters
were {yrants, and kings oppressors, We heard
nothing else from morning to night, {ill we
dreamt of riches and freedom, and doing our
own will and not that of others, and cursed in
silence every duty we had to perform as labor-
ers, or Ay servanls, My master was not very
cager about public affaivs, but lic hated new
notions, and spoke outin favor of the King and
of the Church, whenever an opj ortunity offered,
and-wenton much in his usual way, shooting
over his grounds, visiting his neighbors; and
little drenming of the storm that was ready to
Durst over his head. “His wife thought more
about it than he did, and we could see that she
was longer at her prayers than usual, and there
were often traces of tears on her sweet face,

“The young ladies, poor things, \\;cro a8
merry as if there had been no B thing ir the
world as the revolution, nnd ce p" ing my' (hs-
contented and restless hc'u‘l, therc wae pgac(. in
the old casile, till the day,’”

‘The rich respected, and the poor

gnire from Pavis took up hisabode in the neigh-
boring town, and drew up n list of persons
acensed of being | counter-revolutionists  amd
enemies of the prople,

H My miaster's name was foremost in the list,
and he received a friendly message that inform-
ed him of the fart, and enjoined him to seek a
place of conceahment for himself und his fnily.
The announcement took him by suprise; bhut
madame instantly suggested their retiring toa
cottuge amongst the hills, where an old maid-
servant of hers
to eseape observition as any spot in the neigh-

sided, and which was as likely
borhood, Thither they went by nighty T helped
T carried little Paunlin in my
O my God, if thatday, if
that hour, could but return! Could I but fuel
that  child's Vreath  on iy
us | aseended the steep mountain-path ; or

them to pnek up;
arms partof the way,

ain

cheek,
hear onee again the sweet voice of his mother,

15 she urged me to sit down and rest! - Rest!

“ There is norest for, the wicked.”  The curse

of Cainis upon me.  Ttis years since 1 mentiori-

ed their names; 1 had never thought to do fo
agin g but now that T havebegun; I will go ¢u

with my dreadful history’; Imt I cannot ling.r

overit. It must be short; s the time that'T
Bave. yeb to live, Well, I returned to the

Castle, and’ the Commissaire and Lis crew’ camie

oné day und took possession of it. Thuy broke
it the céllar, and they brought outwine and
dennk all night, and I drank with them. - They
talked of the grand doings of the people at
Paris, and sang wild songs till my Lrain was
confused, and I sang and vociferated louder then
any of them. They cheered and applanded;
ghiey called me n good patriot, and 1 feltasif o
new world was opening before me.  There was
aman amangst them who drew me aside, and
showed me o printed paper, in which the re-
volutignary cominitiee announced that they
would bestow the property of the. prescribad

nobles on any true patriot who would discover
their hiding-places. He assured me that by
revealing my master's abode, 1 should become’
entitled to the possession of his castle and of
his lands; and my Lrain maddencd at - the
notion. I forgot ull about the Revolution and
an equal division of property, which we had
bien talking about a moment before, and. T
saw myself at once the lord and master of that
house where I had spent my early years in ser-
v-tud(,, » I nslmd what they woul(l do to my mas-
son it 11'100 snould J\’tppm todiscover and arrest
‘him,’ "1‘?10 smne man told me that, in that case
to join the (‘\ued princes,

warm

to
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who would be sure- to provide handsomely for
their dear friends, the aristocrats. I had heard
my master speak of joining the emigration, and
said to myself, that there would be no hardship
in his being carriéd there by force where he had
wished himself to go.  Still [ could not resolve
to betray him, but drank again and again, and
talked boastfully af knowledge T could but
would not give. They beset me sercly, and
began to threathen also. They displared the
proclamation, aud described all I shounld gain
information to the committer.
They called me a cowardly slave, a miserable
hireling, who dared not stand up for the people
or denounce its enemies ; and when on the one
hand I saw imprisoment, and death perhaps,
staring me in the face, and on the other riches
and grandeur offering themselves to my. gmfp,
the evil spieit got possession of me, and in an
ill-fated honr I spoke the:words that sealed
the doom of my waster and of his family, 1
cannot dwell on the subsequent details; T can-
not speak of the agonics I endured. I saw
them hurried into the town, I saw their pale
faces; my master's gray head bowed in anguish
on his breast. I saw her, that gentle saint,
whom from my earliest childhood I' had revered,
hooted at and jeered by the mob, and her young
daughters weeping by her side.  The little Loy
too, rougher arms than mine were carrying him
row, and when he raw me standing amidst the
crovd (for aatrange fascination made me follow
them on their way to -the prison), he
called to Jacquesto come and take him. '"Tis
strange that a man lives through such a
moment. I need net tell you the rest. They
murdered them all—all but the boy Him they
" kept in prison a long while, and then sent him
away, Tknow not where, for T left my native
place soon after my old master's execution,
and became a wanderer on the face of the umth
a very Cain, with the stamp of rcprobntlon on
my Hrow.
ftAs mlght have been expected, T never
reaped any worIdI) a(lvmnlave from my crime,
The man who had lured me toicwot possession
of the count’s estates. I know not in whose
hands they bave remained.  Now can you won-
der thatI have never ventured since to put my
footintoa church ; tlmt 1 have lived an excom-
municated outcast' nd that I dic as 1 have
lived ?”
A fearful groan bursb from the breast of the
unhay )py man, n.nd turnmg ]lls hv e m‘qy f‘fr‘u.)

by giving

# The cross I Jacques exclaimed,  “ Shesent
She never knew that 1 had bhe-
trayed them.  She was grateful to me for
hn.ving‘{:u'oru(l their eseape. O, my Gad, it
has often seemed like an instrument of {orture,
thig cross, which she begged the jailer's wife
to give me, and with it her dying thanks and
hv.r\_\\c.'sing.—L(mk,100\{ ' he eried, as We con-
vulsively grasped the little cnameled  eross,
 there are her initals, 13 M.; and there,” he
continued with a stil]l more despairing accent,
and lifting up at the same time -the curtain
trom the wall near his bedside,—¢ there is her
[cture. I kknew where it was hanging in the
summer-house of the chateau, and one night I
stole it andcarried it away withme. ButTean-’
not Tiear to look at it, nor to part with it, and
‘\IC you

me this cross,

so I hung that curtain before it.
poing away, Monsicur FAbbe 2

"The pricsf]md gazed o moment at the cross
and then at the picture.  Jle had retired to the
opposite side of the room, and knelt down in
silence.  There he remained for a few minntes
with his face buried in his hanas, while Jacques
watched him with a secret uncasiness. At last
he rose from his knees ; his face was as pale as
dulth, but perfectly C'\lm Returning to ﬂlL
bcdsxde of his penitent, he spoke to him: with”
great mildness, but at the same time with an
irresistible energy of voice and manner.

# Jacques,” he said, “there is no sin which
the Precious Blood cannot wash away. It is
never too Inte to repent ; and if you repent, as
Lknow you do, | canabsolve you from this and
all yourother sins, [ charge you in the name
of the Lord Jesns Christ your God and mine,
instantly to make your confession, and to seek
that pardon shich 1 am authorized to bring
you/ ‘

There was somct}nnz in the pricest’s mmmt.r
which awed-and subdued the hitherto intract-
able sinner.. He m«.el\IV compllul with the
injunction, nn(l in a voice broken by sobs, he
made a general confession : and when he had
acensed himself of )mi‘ing, Judas-like, hetrayed
his master, for the first time his tears flowed
freely. "The Abbe———addressed to him a ‘
few touching words of exhortation, moved him
to a yet deeper and more tcndcr contrition;
and then, as he saw there was no time to lose,
he gave Inm absolution, The hlcsbcd words
were pronoun(,ed the d_ynw man forgiven;
dnd in l]mt narroy chamber angels rejoiced,
Peace stole ovu
.mr(luu.d by despair,

* gaid the Abbg——"pou
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have reconciled yon with God, it only remains
that T add to His pardon my. own: forgiveness,”

4 Yours, M, I'Abbe!” faltered the penitent;
“how have I offended you 7"

“Jnenques,” solemnly replied the priest, ¢¢it
wns my father, my mother, and my sisters that.
you sent to the seaffold, T am the little Paulin
that you once carried in your arms up that

“mountain-path ; our Blessed Lovd has forgiven
you, .and I, too, forgive you with all my
- heart,”?

Jacques fixed hiseyes on the priest's face,
grzed on him an instant in unulterable aston-
ishment, gave ane deep groan, fell back, and

*died, T'he son of his victims prayed fervent.
1y and long by his remains; closed his eyes
with pious care, and then went on his way re-
Jowing that God had sent him to attend the last
moments of one in such need of the absolntion
which as o priest he had given, and of the for-
giveness which none but himself could have
granted,

e e e

THE ANGELUS BELL,

Among all -the customs, of the Caiholic
Church which are calculated to inspire the
hearts of her.children with the spirit of prayer,
none are more potent than the sweet tones of
the. dfugelus bell, which recall us from the em-
ments of the world to turn ut morning, noon,
and eve, {o the {hrone of grace, and there ask
a blessing upon our lnbors,  Its origin is thus
described by a contemporary

In the fifteenth century at the first toll ot
the Angelus, there was not o Frenchiman, either
in the ficlds ‘orA in the streets, who did not
immediately fall upon” his knee, and invoke

- the name of Mary, This duty over, the travel-
ersand wayfarers arose and continued {heir jour-

" ney. Lous X1, in 1475, instituted the Angelus,
us it'is now practised among us, in honor of
our Lord’s incarnation, and expressed his
desire that, ‘besides the daily evening prayir
for peace and concord among all Christian
States, n specinl prayer "should ‘bé offered. at
noon for: the tranquility of the kingdom, It
was ordained that all. Trenchmen, kuights,
men-at-nrms, and civilians, shonld place them-
sclves on both knees at the'sound of the mid-
day-bell and bless themselves: devoutedly, and
offer up a prityer, :

B e e

SATURDAY NIGHT.

Iow many a kiss has been given, how many
&-gurse, ligw many a-care; -how  juany o look,

how many a kind word, how many a Joved ong
Towered into the narrow chamber, how many- o™

bibe has gone from earth to heaveny héw many -

acrib or eradle stands silent now which' st
Saturday night held the rarest treasure of the
heart. )

A week isalife, A week s n history. 1b. .
marks evenls of sorrow and gladuess, whicl
people never heand,  Go home to your family,
man of business! Go home to your family,
crring wanderer!  Go home to the chair that
awaits you, wronged waif of life’s breakers!
Go home to those you love, man of toil, and
give one night to the joys and comforts fust
fiying by.

Leave your books of complex figures—your
dingy office—your busy shop! Rest with
those vou love, for Heaven only knows what
the next Saturday night will bring you!  Ior-
get the warld of care and battles of life which
furrowed the week! Drmw close around the
family hearth! Saturday night has awaited .
your coming ‘in sndness, in. tears, and in~
silence. Go home to those you love, and as
you bask in the loved presence, and meet to
return the love embrace of your heart's pets,
strive to be a better mar; and bless Heaven
for giving his children so dear a stepping stone
in the river of the intermal, as Saturday
night.

- A (100D HQUSEWIFE,

A good housewife is one of the first blessings
in the cconomy of life,. Men put a great value |
upon the qualifications of their partners after |

marringe, however they may weigh with them .

before, and there is nothing which tends more:
to mar the felicitics of married life than reck-
lessness or want of knowledge of the new house-
%eeper of the duties which belong to her station.
Men admire beauty, order, and system in every-
thing, and men admire good fare. If these ave -
found in their dwellings, and are seasoned with
good nature and good sense, men will see their |
chicr’cnjoymcnt-zit, home—they. will'love their
home and their partners, and strive to recipro-
cate ‘the kind offices of duty and affection.
Mothers who study | the  welfare  of their
daughters, will not fuil to instrnct them in'the-
qualifications of married life, and daughters who -
appreciate the value of these qualifications, will
not fail to acquire them,
———e———— .

Proviorxor has, so to ‘speak, bound the fect
of every man {o his native soil by an invineible
altraction, ‘ - :




“DEAR HARP OF MY 00

ATR—NEW LANGOLEE.

It moderate time, with muck swarmik of expression.

UNTRY.”

"

THE FAREWELL TO MY HARP.

~(—% o~ —ty -
T
S
* Dear Jlarp  of my country! o darkness T found thee/The cold chaln ofsflence had hung o'er thee long,
Dear Ilarp  of my  country!  farewell to thy numbers/This siweet wreath of song is the last we shall twine,
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_oft hastthou echoed the deep sighof sadness,That ev'n In thy mirth jt will steal from thee still:
but  as-the wind, pass-ing heed-lessly o-ver, And all thewild sweetngss I wak'd was thine,own!
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*. [n that rebelllous, but beautiful song, * When Erin first arose,” there is, if T recoltect right, the followlng llne:—,

" % The dark chain of Silence was thrown o'er the deep.”

The |chaln of Bllence was

on for pr

a sort of practlcal fizure of rhetorle among the anclent Irish.

hetween Finn and Gaul, near Finn's palace, at Altahaim, where the attendlng

... possidble, to produce a cessation of hostilitics, shook the chaln of Silence, and fling themsel
; ODE TO GATL, TUE 80N OF MORNI, IX Miss Brooke's RKLIQUEY OF LnI15H POKTRYY

Whalker tells usof *a cclehrnlcd
Bards, nnxlous, if
yes wnong the ranks:" . See ulso the,




