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GLORY TO GOD, PIACE TO MEN
OF GOOD WILL.

"NEeArLY ninteen hundred years have
elapsed since over an humble stable in
the villuge of Bothichem a chorus of
blessed spirits” sang from on high the
above divine canticle: A new st had
arisen ‘in’ the éast ;. fis
Messrau, thedeliverer of Tseael, had come
into'the world, The King of Kings, the
Baviourof mankind was born, Ile, whose
coming had been so long foretold by the
prophets, and whose advent on earth had
been so ‘unxiously expected, came not
as a mighty princo or ruler.. 1o was
ot born in a palace, swaddled in purple
and fine linen, but in an humble abode
. of indigence and cranled in o manger.
His coming had not” been horalded
forth to the great and mighty, and'kings
and.princes did not erowd to-bow in hom-
ago before him; but angels proclaimed
the tidings to men of low estate; and by
Jdhis first act in his earthly career. pro-
“claimed Him the friend, the brother, the
‘Baviour of the suffering, tho .poor.and
lowly. SR R
‘From the carliest agos' kings, heroes,
and.illustrious ‘men had beecoma the gods
-of natigns, but; their . glovy soon .pussed
" awayto: be,replaced, by more fuvored
.idols, "How, ditferont. with the babo- of
‘Bothlehern, | e was the reputed soft of
a'poor carpenter of Judea, born,in sor-

row..and “indigence, reared in poverty |.

+and ;surrounded by (the;: poorest: snd

humblest, yot he tunght and. inculeated
.&. moral " philosophy that, by its purity
“and sublimity, shamed the wisdom  oft

Romo and Greoce. Tho Jowish theology,

the “long-p:omised |,

-othor "

| but shortiat bost, and if ;

though one of abnegation, was sadly do-
void of true charity. 1t was the Phil-
osophy of “religion and. humanity com-

bined. Though it worshipped: God. in

prayers and sucrifice; it -exacted an-eye

for an eye, & tooth for a tooth..: Cunisr,

on the other hand, selected his disciples

from the lowest ; he preached a religion

of charity, mortification and self-denial,

He instituted new relitions among men,

apurer code of morality and public faith.

His religion was one of'love, of faith, of
charity, and soon the”dark codes and
false superstitions of Paganism fell bie-
fore it,-and the light of Christianity
illuminated by its checring iruys 'tho
whole world. : T

- IIis characler was as spotless‘as his
teachings wore pure and’ virtuous, and
even the bitterest Pagans never daved to
agperse His unblemished life.

. "Puré and sanctificd, ho vl)l"ealh'éd’ no-
thing - but love of "God-—of unbounded
charity, as the ovangelist says—"*Ho

went abiout doing good.” o )
o was the man of sorrows ; nursed in
griofs, his heart melted at the sufferings

‘of -othersy,while to . poor humanity His

constant exhoitation was “Jove.one:an-

.How consoling are the precepts.of his
beatitudes, to..the poor, the afilicted and:
tho unfortunate—:* Blessed aroithey that- .
mouin ; blessed-are thoy,that hunger and .

thirst, ote:” o

How: cheering aro.these wordsof hope

‘and. peace,and, comfort to tha poor, even

in these,.sad Christmas

mes. ., Lifo,is
i o but bear,
trials; and afflictions.with, Chiisti
signation,.ave are assured,of aTewal
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eternal -happiness, while, on the other
hand, e tells us that it is harder for a
rich man to enter into the kingdom of
heaven then for a camel to pass through
the eye of a ncedle.

Cunisr's life, as we havesaid, was one
of charity and love, and e lays it down
as one of the essential duties of 2 Chris-
tian to follow in his footsteps. Charity
inculeates the great truth that we ought
to love each other in God, for charity

~means love and joy, and is the daughier
- of Christ himself.

This is, of all others, theseason forchar-
ity ; the times and the oceasion imposes
on the rich ' the duty of relieving their
Aellow-creature from want and suffering.
" Christian and timely assistance from
every one who can sparo it may bring
joy and gladness to many a cheerless,
fireless hearth, und may shed a ray of
Christmas hope and gladness around
many a desolate home. . We would say
to those to whom God has given viches,

_these are Christmas times when all
should rejoice and be happy. At night
when you return to. your. comfortable
homes, and  sit before a cheering fire,

~with your happy wife and children
around you; when you hear the pleasant
prattle. of the latter, as they tell you
their Christmas stories:and show you
their Christmas toys, and laugh in their
youthful glee and happiness, and when
you cast your eyes upon the sparkling

" Christmas tree and upon the sumptuous
table spread before you, open your hearts
and your purses with love and charity
towards. all, and recollect, that in this
city ‘alone, there are many who have

neither clothes to cover them, nor fire |-
to warm them, or'the coarsest food (o’

“ keep ' them from starving, Picture to
* yourselves their misery and privations;
" fancy their poor, hungry, helpless child-
ren,. shivering with cold, around the
empty stoves.
! no toys or Christnas tree to cheer them,
no food to' keep them from perishing.
Ahlit is a'sad picture, and one. thata
- truly charitable "heart cannot contem-
plate without yearning toalleviate; your
" neighbor is suffering, he-is"poor, he is
“ afflicted ‘and in want; his wife and in-
“nocent -children - dre cold, bungry and
‘naked ; go, if you can, afford-it, and re-
“lieve them, and bring back the light of

* & joyful Christmas to their hearts.

No fire to warm them, ||

Do this and heaven will bless you hero
and heroafter, and "your own hoart will
foetlightorand bobtor,and yourChristmas
dinner will taste a thousand times moro
savory when you roflect that you havo
made others happy these blessed Christ-
mas times, when all should bhe made to
realize theblessings of n Mrrny Cunist-
MAS AND A Ilarry NEW YEAR!

A CHRISTMAS CAROL.

Tur following rarely beautiful and spiritual
Christams Ode, was written by the Rev. A, J.
Ryax, and was published in the Banner of
the South ten years ago. It is too fine a
poem to let rest, so we give it to our readers,
confident that they will appreciate it atits

great worth.

They ask me to singa Christmas song,
That with musical mirthshall ring;-
How Junow L that the.world’s great throng -

Will care for the wordsI sing'?

Let the young and the gay chant the Christ-
mas lay ;

“For their ‘voice's and hearts are glad ;

But I—I'am old, and my locks are grey,

" And they tell me my voiceis sad.

Ah ! once I could sing, when my heart beat

warm.
" With hopes, bright as Life’s . bright
Spring; . i ‘ .
But the spring. hath fled, and the golden
charm )

Hath gone from the songs I sing.

T have lost the apell that my verse could
weave. ; N .
O’er the souls of the old and young;'
And never again—how it makes me grieve—
Shall I sing ss I once sung i

Whyaskasong? ah! perchance you believe,
Since my days are so nearly past, ‘
Tjat the song you'll hear this Christmas

Eve, o
Is the old man’s best and last.

Doyou want thejingle of rythme and rhyme ?

"+ Art's sweet but meaningless notes,

.Or the music of Thought? that, like the
- ¢hime. . Lo e

" Of a grand Cathedral floats..
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Out of each. word, and along each line,
Into the spirit's ear,

Lifting it up, and making it pine
For a somcthing far from Here.

Bearing the wings of the soul aloft
From enrth and its shadows dim |
Soothing the breast with a sound as soft

As a dream or a Seraph's hymn;

Bvoking the rolemnest hopes and fears
From our being’s higher part,

Dimming the eyes with radient tears
That EOW from o spell-bound heart.

.

Do they wanta song that is only a song,
With no mvsticnf;mcnnings rife;

Or a music that golemnly moves along—
The undertone of life?

Well, then, 1'll sing;" though I know not
art, '
Nor the Poet's rhymes nor rules—
A melody moves through my aged heart
Not learned from bouks or schools;

A music I Jearned in the days long gone—
T'cannot tell where or how— B

Butno matter where, it still sounds on—
Back of this wrinkled brow; =

And down in my heart T hear it still,
Like the echoes of far-off bells

Like the dreamy sound of a summer rill
Flowing through fairy dells.

But, what.shall T sing for the world’s gay
throng. - - ‘
And what the word’s of the old man's song?

The world, they tell me, is so giddy grown,
That thought is rare; S
And thoughtless minds and shallow hearts
alone ‘ : :
Hold empire there:

That fools have*
and fame—
Can it be true?
That wisdom is a scorn,
And the wise are few ?

prestige, place, and power
a hissing shame,

They tell{me, too, that all is venal; and vain
With high and low;

That' truth and Honor are the slaves of gain :
,Can it be so? '

-

That lofty Principle hath long been dead
Andin’a shroud ; ;

Tlmti Vigtue walks ashamed, with down-cast

rend : o :

- Amid tlie crowd. A

They 'tell‘ me, too, that few are they who
own: , . )

_'God’s Laws and Love; ' oo .

That thousands, living for this earth'nlone,
Look not above; ' o :

| With' its meaning manifold—

That daily, hourly, from bad to worse,
Men tread the path,

Blaspheming God, and carcless of the curae
of His dread wrath.,

And must I sing for slaves of gordid gain?
Or to the Few.

Shall I not dedicate this Christmas strain,
Who still are true?

No, not for the False shall I strike the S
strings v

Of the lyre that was mute 8o long;

If [ sing at all—the grey bard sings
For the Few and the Truc his song,

And ah) there is many a changeful mood - BT
That o’er my spirits steal ; |

Beneath their spell, and in verses rude, ) :
Whatever hedreams or feels; :

Whatever the fancies, this Christinas Bve,
Are haunting the lonely man—

Whether they gladden or whether  they
" grieve—
He’ll sing them as best he can.

Though some: of the sirings of hislyre are
broke.
This holiest night of the year, BT
Who knows how.its melody may evoke
A Christmas smile and tear!
S0 on with the mystic song,

Two tones in every tone; ’ .
In the measured: words that move along
One meaning shall be heard,.
- One thought to ali be told—
But under it all, to all unknown—
. As safe as under a coffinlid,
" Deep menning shall be hid—.
Find them out who can! .
The thoughts concealed and unrevealed
In the cong of the lonely man. -

b e e 4

. e . ] . .
I'm sitting alone in ny silent room
This long December night, :
Watching the fire-flamne fill the gloom .
With many = picture bright.
*_ - Ah| howthe fire can paint! -
His magic ekill how strangel
How every spark
On the canvas dark - ST
Draws figures and forms 80 quaint!:-
. And how the pictures changel =
One momént Liow they semile! . .
.- And in less than a little while, .
" In the twinkling of an eye,. | =
Like the gleam of a summer sky,
The beaming smiles. all die.

b
|

From. gay to grave—from -grave 10 .gay
The faces change in the shadows grey,
And just as I wonder who are they,

Over them all, :, R S
Like o funeral pall . R
The folds of. the shadows drop and fall, -
“And the charm is gone, . e

And every one: . .
Of the pictures fade away.

La et
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Al the fire within my grate - I played beneath their golden glow;

Hath more than Raphel’s power, And T remember yet, ‘

=+ Is more than Ruplhel’e peer— T often eried with strange regrot,
More than he ina year; When in the WestIsaw them sct.

And the pictures hanging round me here And therethey are againg

“This holy Christimas Eve, - The suns, the skies, the very days

No Artist’s pencil could create, Of childhocd, just beyond that blaze?

No painter’s art conceive, : But ali! such visions almost’craze
Ah! those cheerful faces The old man's puzzled brainl
Wearing youthful graces I Thought the past was past!

T gaze on them untfl I seem

Half awake.and half in a dream. - But no, it cannot he;

There are brows witliout a marl, "T'is here to-night with me!
FFeatures without a shade ; Howis it, then? The Past of Men
There are eves without a tear; Iy part of one Eternity==' + .

There are lips unused to sigh, The days of yore we so (fcploro,

Ah! never mind—you soon shall die. They nre not dead—they are notfled, .
All those faces soon shall fude, They live, and live forevermore.
Fade into the dreary dark, And thus my Past cones buck to e,
Like their pictureshanging here, With allits visions fair, .

—— Lo! those tearlul faces, 5 Oh, Past! could T go back to thee,

Bearing Age's tracest ’ And live forever there)

gaze on them, and they on me, But, no! there’s {rost. upon my hair

—Uuntil I feel asorrow steal My feet have trod. o path of care;

Through my heart so drearily ;— And-worn and wenried here I sit,

There arefaces furrowed deep s I am too tired to go toit.

There are eyes that used to weep;

There are brows beneath acloud ; And thus with visions only,
There are liearts that want to sleep, And the fancies they unweave.
Never mind! the shadows ereep - Alone, and yet not lonely, "7

“From the death Jand ; and ashroud, - . ) T keep my Clhristinas Bve.

Tenderly asa mother’s arm,

Soon shall shield the old (vow liarm; | I sitting alone in my fire-lit room ;

Soon shall wrap its robe of Rest But no! the fire is dying, ’

Round each sorrow-hannted breast And the weary-Voice winds in the Jouter-

—Ah! that face of Mother's gloom e
Sister's too, and Brother’s— " Are sad, and T hear them sighing

And so many others, The wind has & voice to pine—
Dear in every name— o Plaintive, and pensive and low—
- And, wherever they ave to-night, Iknow Hath it a heart, like mine or'thine?
#.:They look the very snme i ‘

" Knoweth it 'weal or woe?

A in their picture hanging here | How it wails, in a ghost-like strain,
This night, to memory dear, Just agaist that window pane!
And painted by the flames, Agif it were tired of its long, cold flight,
With tomb-stones.in the back-ground, | 'And wanted to'rest with e to-night.” -
Aud shadow for their frames. Ce:}?)e, nighb1 \ivinds,bcenstlz i :
. s 1 .~ Why should you be sad?
And thus, with my plcturc's only, _This,_ii o night{)l joy and peace,
A.‘gnd "‘i‘nedf;:,’f'eg:}‘:y]u"‘.‘ cave ~ And Hedven'an fﬂni‘th are'glad!
LIOnE, nauloniey, - But still the wind's voice grievei!
i Lkeep my Chrlstn‘ms Eve. . Perchance o’er the l'u]leﬁ leaves, .
T'm sitting alone in my pictured room— Which, in tlieir Summer’lloom,
But,nol they have vanished all— Danced to the music of 'bird and breeze,
T watching the fire-glow fide into gloom, | But, torn from the arms of the parent tress;:
- Py watehing-the' ashes falls ! Trilie wow in their wintry tomb, 1t
And, far away ‘back of tlie cheerful blaze, .| Mute {ypes of man’s own doom. =
The beautiful visions of by.gone days B T T TR o
Are rising before ‘my raptured gize. . ) And thus with the night-winda only,
~Ah') Christmas fire, so bright'and warm, And the fancies they unweave,
Hagt'thon'a'wizard's magic charm—_ "Aldne; dnd yet not'lgnely,! e
- Tobring.those far-off scenes eo near “ T'keep my Christimas live.
And ake my pastdaysnieet'né here? i I I T S
Tell'nie=-tellme-=liow ig it 14" " | How long have I been dreaming here
The past:is past,-and here'] sit, Or have I'dreamed at a]l 9 530
And there, lo! there before me rise, My five is dend—my pictures fled— - |
Beyoud yon glowing ‘flame, 1 % ‘There’s ndtlii,ng:l(-,f{'bl'lt.féhfl.dd'{frs drear—
- The Suinmer ‘suns”ofchildhood’s skies, "] . Shadows on' the wall : i
Yesy—yes—thé very 'saniel’ wfid .. Shifting, flitting™s = s

I saw them rise, long, long ago; “Réurid-me, sitting. . .
SRUTEL SESR ST Rraytats) . . :
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In my old arm, chmr— Is it Ll\e Lo!l ol‘ a br'xdal belﬁ ’ _ !
Rising—sinking Or ig it a spirit’s’ wail?; )
Round me Lhnﬁnng, RUER Solemnly— o f " g ’
Till, in the maze of many a drcum, 0 emnly—mourniully,
I’'m not myself; and I almost seem Sad—and how Jornfully ! -
Like one ot the shadows there. Ding, dong, delll.
Well, let the shadows stay | Whence is it? whoean tell? = ¢ )
I wonder who are they ? And the marvellous notes, they sink and i
I cannot say; but I almost believe awell : !
They know to—nwht ia Christnms Eve!| Sadder, and sadder, and sadder atilll- A
And W"“O”O‘V is Christmas Day. | How the sounds tremble! how they L]mll ;
] ‘ © Lvery tone :
A there’s nothing |

To ghange. Lite’s bitter gall to sweet,
And dmnuc the sweet to gull ngaing
To take the thorus from out our {eet—
The thorns aud all their dreary pain,
()nly to put them back again.

"To take old s.:tings from out our heurt,

-Old stings that made them bleed and smart,
‘Onlyv to slmrpcn them the more,

And pl(.eS them bacl to the heart’s own core.

Ah! noeve is like, the Chrigtmas E\'c?
Fears and hopes, and hopes nnd fears,
Tears and smiles; and similes and tears;
Cheers amd righe, and sighs and clicers,
‘Sweetand bitter , bitter and sweet,

Bright and davle, and dark and bmght-—
All these mingle, all these meet, .

In this great and solemn nwht

Ab 1 there’s nothing likea Chnqtmas LEve!
“To melt, with a l\mdlv glowing beat,
From oft our souls the sum\ 'md sleet,
“The dreary drifv of wintry ycnrs, )

Only to make the cold winds blow,

Ounly to make a'colder snow ;
And make it drift, and dritt and drift,
dIn flakes so icy cold and awilt,

Until the heart that lies below ',

Is cold, and coldcr than the snow.

And thns with the Fﬂmr\ows only

» And the dreamings.they un\scnve,
Alon(,, and yet not onely. P
I kcep ny Chnstnms Lve.

Tis pnsamw 'faat ! e ey

My fireless, tamplesa’ room. .

Ts'a mass of moveless "loom :
And without a darkness vnst., :

Solemn—starless-—still,

Heaven and’ earthy doth ﬁll I

. Bt Yisr ! there soundeth a bell,
With a mysterious ding;’ dong’ dell
Is it, suy 18 it s funeral knell?

Solenin and slow, . ."

Now, loud-—now low ISR
Peulmv the notes of human! woe,
Overthe graves lying under thic snow'

AbLthat pitiless (Tmrv, dong dell}

Trambling along the, gﬂle. 1
Under the smrsmuu oventhe snow,
Why ig:it? whence is it sounding su ?

| Then, for the deid Pl meet no more

As if the strangé bell’s strunver clang
Throbbed with a terrible human pmw.
Ding, dong, dell!
Dlsm.xll)—drcunly—
Ever g0 wearily, /
Faroff and faint a3 o chmcm plmutp
F)o'zlts “Lhc deep-toned vuxcc ol the myatlo
e
Plercmﬂv—thrx]hnvly,
Teily—chillingly :
Near—and more near,
Drear, and more drear, -
Sounded the’ wild, weird ding, dong dc“
Now, =1nknw lowu',
1t tolleth slower ! :
Ilist, and I hearit sound no more, .
And now, me thinks, I know that bell
Know it well—know its knell— ’
For I often heard it sonnd before.
It is a bell—yet not a bell
Whose sound:may reach theear!
Tt tolls a knell—yet not a leuell .
Which earthly senge may hear.
i every soul a bell of dole
Hangs ready .to be tolled ;
And from that bell a hmeml knell
I« often, often rolled ; i
And Mcmorv is the bc\ton grey
Who tollsthe dreary kuell;
And nights like thishe loves to sway.
And swing his mystic bell.

::{
)
A
:
=
i
ot
2

AT

‘Twas that T hcnrd and -nothing more,
This lonely Christmas Evegi - o

At Chiristmas, let me grieve. 1500 aon®
Night, bea Priesti—put your. dark st.olc on

And murmer: a holy prayér:
Over each grave, and for every one.

Liying down lifeless there! i
‘An

PR ‘.L( |
over, the dead stdnds the lugh-pnut
Nightv
Robed in his’ sh'\dowv sbolc~ O
And beside him I kneel, ag his Aco\yto
To respoud tolis prayer of dole. i
And list ! he beging - P
.'That pealm:for-ging; 55 . 70 ok
The ﬁrst ot.the monrnful. seven, - BRI
Plaintive and soft . ;
Coaddiltrides aloft, o et SRR
Begmlw the mervy of Heaven '
i Toipity and forgive, i
i " For the sake of those who wc, B
Tl\c dead who'haveidied:nnshriven.. ./
. Miserere ! Miserere!

i N,b *
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Still your heart and hush your breath!
The voices of Despuir and Death
Are shuddering through the psaln!
Miserere! Miserere!

" Lift your hearts! The Terror dies!
Upin )'onder sinless skies
The psalms sound sweet and calm |
Miserere ! Misererel

Very low, in tender tones,
The music pleads, the music moans:
«J forgive and have forgiven,
The dead who died unshriven!”
De profundis! Deprofundis!

Psalm of the dead and disconsolate!
Thou hast sounded through a thousand
years, i .
And pealed above ten thousand biers;
Aud still, sad Psalin, you mourn the fate
Of sinners and just,
When their souls are going up to God,
Their bodies down to dust.
Dread hymn! you wring the saddest tears
From mortal eyes that fall,
And vour notes wake thedarkest fears
That human hesrts-appal!
You sound o’er the good, you sound o’er the
bad, - - .
And ever your music is sad, is sad.
We seem to hear murmured, in every tone,
For the saintly, a blessing; for sinners, a
curse. : ‘
Psalm, sad Psalm! you must pray and grieve
Over our Dead on this Chiismas Eve.
De profundist De profundis!

And the Night chants the Psalm o’er the
mortal clay,

And the spirits immortal from far away,

To the music of Hope sings this sweet-toned

lay;
You think of the Dead on Christmas Eve,
Wherever the Dead are sleeping;
And we, from a Land where we may not
grieve,
Look tenderly down on' you weeping,.
You think us far, we are very near,

From youand the Barth Lillegh parted :
We sing to-night to console and cheer
- The hearts of the broken-hearted.

The Earth watches over the lifeless clay
Of each of its countless sleepers;
And the sleepless Spirite that passed away

Watch over all Earth’s weepers,

We shall meet again . in a brighter Land,
Where !’areweﬁ is never spoken ;

We shall clasp each othér hand in hand,
And the clasp shall not be broken.

 We shall meet aFuih in a bright, calm clime, |

‘Where we will never know a sadness;
And our lives shall be filled, like a Christmas
chime,' . :
‘With rapture and with gladness.

The snows shall pass from our graves away,
And you from the Earth, remember;

And the flowers of a bright, eternal May,
Shall follow Earth’s December.

When you think of us, think not of the tomb
Where you laid us down in sorrow;

But look sloft, and beyond Earth’s gloom.
And wait for the great To-morrow.

And the Pontiff, Night, with his dark stole

on, )
Whispereth soft and low;
Requiescat! Requiescat!
Peace! Peace! to every one
For whom we gricve this Christmas Eve,
In their graves beneath the snow.

The stars in the far-ofl’ Heaven
Have long since struck eleven !

And hark! from Temple and Tower.
Soundeth Thine’'s grandest midnight hour,

Blessed by the Saviour’s birth.

And Night putteth oft’ its sable stole,
Symbol of sorrow and sign of dole,

For one with many a starry gem,
T'o honor the Babe of Bethlehem,

Who comes to men the King of them,
Yet comes without robe or diadem,

And all turn toward.the holy Kast,
To hear the Song of the Cliristmas Feast.

Four thousand years Barth waited,
Four thousand years men prayed,:
Four thousund years the Nations sighed

That their King so long delayed.

The prophets told His coming,
The saintly for Him sighed ;

And-the Star of the Babe of Bethlehem
Shone o’er them when they died.

Their faces toward the Future—
They longed to hail the light™
That, in after centuries,
Would rise on Christmas night.

But still the Saviour tarried
In His Father’s home;

And the Nations wept and wondered why
The Promised had not come.

At last, Earth’s hope was granted
And God was a Child of Earth;

And a thousand angels chanted
‘The lowly midnight birth.

Ah! Bethlehem was grander

. That hour than Paradise; it

And the light of Earth that night eclipsed _
The splendors of the skies.

Then let us sing the Anthem

The angels once did sing; i
United with the music of;fqv'e and praise,
The whole wide world will ring,
Gloria in excelsis!. . -
Sound the thrilling song
In excelsis Deo ! "¢

Roll the hyma along,
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. Gloria in excelsis
Let the Heavens sing
In excelsis Deo!
Welcome, new-bom King.

Gloria in cxcelsis !
Over the sea and fand
In cxcelsis Deot
Chant the Anthem grand.

Gloria in excelsis!
Let us all rejoice ;
In excelsis Deol
Lift each heart and voice.

Gloria in excelsis
Swell the hymn on high;
In excelsis Deot .
Sound it to the sky.
Gloria in excelsis !
Sing it, sinful Earth ;
In excelsis Deo |
For the Saviour's birth,

‘Thus joyful and victoriously,

Glad and ever so gloriously ;

High as the Heavens—wide ns the Earth—
‘Swelleth the hymn of the 8aviour’s birth.

Lo! the day is waking
In the East afar .+

Dawn is fairly breaking—
Bunk is every Star.

Christmas evo has vanished
With its shadows grey$

Al its griefs are banished
By bright Chiistmas Day.

Joyful chimes are ringing,
Q’or the land and seay,

And there comes glad singing
Borne on every brecze.

_ Little ones somerry
Bed-clothes coyly lift,
And, in sucha hurry, Ry
Prattle ** Christmas gift 1

Little headsso cusly,
Knowing Christmas laws,
Peep out very earl{)
For old ** Santa Claus.”

Little eyes are laughing
Q’cr their Christmas toys ,

Older ones are quaffing
Cups of Christmas joys.

Hearts arc joyous, cheerful,
Faces allare gay:

‘None are sad and tearful
On bright Christmas Day.

Hearts arc light and bounding
All from care are free’;
, Homes are all resounding
With a happy glee,

* Feet with foct ave meeting, -
Bent on pleasure's way ;

Souls to souls give greeting

Warm on Christmas Day,

Gifts are kept a-going
Fast from hand to hand

Blessings are a-flowing
Over every land,

One vast wave of gladness
Sweeps its world-wide way,
"+ Drowning every sadness
On this Christmas Day.

.. Merry, merry Christmas, " -
Haste ar:'?nd the Earth,
Merry, merry Christmas,
Scatter smiles and minkh,

Merry, merry Christmas,
Betooneand all. ]

Merry, merry Christmas,
Enter hut and hall,

Merry, merry Christmas,
Be'totichand poor !
Merry, merry Christmas

Stop at every door,

Merry, merry Christmas,
Fill each heart with joy ;

Menry, merry Christmas,
“T'o each girl and boy.,

Merry, menry Christman,
Better gifts than gold ;
M erry, merry Christinas,
‘T'a the young and old.

Merry, merry Christmas!
May the coming year

Bring as merry d Christmas
And as bright a cheer !

IRISH FAITH AND IRISH PA-
TRIOTISM.

THERE are {wo sentiments, or principles
indelibly imprinted upon an [rishman's
heart, namely, love of . country and de-

votion to his religious belief and convic--

tions. These are the twonoblestsenti-
ments of the human heart, and cven
among the Pagans the love of country
scarcely ranked second o their homage
to the gods. How much purer and holier
must these combined emotions be in the
heart: of the Christin. He adores a

living . God of goodness, of mercy and.

justice, and he feels that any sacrifice
he makes, even to losing his life, for
his country, is & welcome offering to
Him. o )
Where religion is the purest in the

heart, there will the noblest patriotism

be found to abound also. Most of the
saints and Christian warriors were ‘as
patriotic in their love of country as
they were devoted to the honor and wor-
ship of God. ;' This has been peeuliarly

the case in Ireland. We find, in her his-
tory, thatin her wars the Sunburst and.

Cross floated in front of her armies "as
the emblems of grace and liberty. This

was peculiarly the case in her wars with
the })

before the Crucifix.” Wo find' the Irish
chieftains, in thoir struggles against the
English invader, from the  days of the

immortal St. Laurenck : O'T'ooLE down:

to the exccution of Bishop Q'BRrIENof
Limerick, in-all cases and undor all ¢ir-
cumstances, fighting - under: the sacred

emblem of 'the Cross. In penal days

e e e e A i 3 A o YR N A

anes, and ab Clontarf BRIAN was -
smote down -in hig tent while  praying
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.
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100, whilo the hunted priost and his per-
sccuted flock fled to somo mountain thst-
ness to otfer up the Ioly Suerifice, the
Cross was protectod by the willing
hearts and strong arms of' the outlawed
sons of the Gael.” So'it has been in the
most stormy period of Ireland’s history
for the cmblems of Christianity and of
nationulity have been blended together,
Both banned and persecuted, both shar-
ing the same hurd fate, is it any wonder
that Dboth-beeame entwined with the
vory principles of life’ in the hearts of
the Irish peasantry,
You cannot deprive an Irishman of his
nationality and patriotic devotion to
amother-land, neither. ¢an you rob him
of . the religion of his home, of his heart.
They are interwoven and inseparable,
and any attempt to violate the sanctity
of oncor theother is sureto end in
fuilure and disaster.  On this account
we are sorry to find somo modern Nu-
tionalists making absurd attempts to
divoree patriotism and religion, and to
impress .upon - the minds of "the Irish
people.-the notion - that the Catholic
clergy are.opposed to the National cause.
This iswrong in principle, and is founded
“upon facts. Many eminent priests in
Ireland are not opposed to the national
movement; but are strongly vpposed to
" the teachings and doctrines of' ‘certain
leadets, who would try to enthrone:the
Goddess of: Liberty on the altar of Gon,
ay the communists had impiously done
in France. As ministers of Gop- they
could:mot tolerate the spread of infidelity,
and . cousequently were' constrained : to
oppose - its disciples, though ‘appearing
before them in the garb of patriots.

.. There is komo iruth -in" this: truth
that” it might be well  for leaders” of

- Irish national sentiment to weigh well,

There are . thousands of good Irishmen
who would sooner see [relavd the veri-
-est slave at.the foot of : England than to
find: hor even a free nation. with the red
flag-of Communism  and -infidelity un-
furled as her national emblems. A peo-
ple without religion are unfit to ‘enjoy
the blessings ofliberty, and  one thing
isi .certain, namely, that the leaders  of
the National movement .must ho in ac-
cord; religionsly. as well as..politically,
with. ‘the masses of. the people: if-.they
mean to suceced.: . ‘When Ireland flour-
ishod. as the Insula Sanctorum, she. was

Ch

then a free country, and pure Christian-
ity, liken seaof glory, covored the land,
while happiness and prosperity blo.sed
hier people. Ireland was then free—I{reo
as the wind that sweep over her noble
hills—free as the wifd waves that dashos
upon her shores. o

The invasion of tho fierco Northman
had subsided when the ruthless Saxon sot
foot upon her'soil. These days of pill-
age, rupine and plunder reeall sad me-
mories, forr the despoilers overran tho
fair plains of holy lreland.  The sttug-
gle between the oppressed and oppros-
sors continued. The Reformation came
to embitter the strife-by seotarian hate.
The death throes of defenceless men, tho
massacre of women and children, Ll;‘o
shrigks, the groans and the tortures of
the victims'of English hate andreligious
rancor still cry to us for vengeance on
their Saxon murderers. The Saxons.
spared neither age nor sex; neithor.
strong manhood nor prattiing innocence,.
in their efforts to root-out the pearl of
her faith and the pride of her national
life. o '

But though terrible the persccution
suffered by our fathers, and " though
their blood fertilized every footof lrish
carth, there arc proud memories con-
nected with their sterling “patriolism
and unflinching” attachment to the pro-

cious old faith; for which they had with-

stood the rack and sword, the-knife and
halter. Such were the timesof our futhois
They died leaving to us anoble legacy
ot loyalty to our .country—fidelity to
our fuith, i : .
Ah, truly, Ireland is but the grave of
religious and political martyrs, and hor
soil is" sacred with their.dust and their
bones. I ‘
e knows little of the Irish heart and
of Irish human nature who imaginoes
that the Irish-of to-day is not actuated
by the same feelings'in  this respect as
were our forefathers, and ' the soonor
this spirit is recognized the better. Ono
thing is certain, namely, the leaders of
the Nutionrl movement in’ Ireland can .
never succeed unless'they convinee hor
people thut in lifting up-that oppressed
country they respect the religious opin-
ions of all “classes, and” reverence. tho

cross to “which the-peasantry kneel !in

homage and devotion. ‘In aword, they
must remove injurious impréssions that
! WYt ST .o C

i
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have heen loft by tho impioty of some,
and convinee all aliko—both pmests
and people—thut the religion of their
fathors is sacred in- their-cycs, and that
thicir motto is, while c\:tcndmg politicu
toleration to all creeds and  classes, rev-
-erence, devotion and respeet to the faith
of their fathers, combined with undying
fidelity and (levomon to the sacred eauso
of Treland's independence.

IRELAND AND ROME.

BULL OF ADRIAN THE FOURTH.

BY RIGHT REV. P. F. MORAN, D. D., BISHOP
B or OSSORY Hlls.LAND

L . ‘

I xow como to the second and main
argument of those who seek to (lefcn(l
the authenticity of Pope’ Adrian's Bull.
We have Giraldus Cambrerisis, they. say
A contemporary- withess, whos(. testi-
mony is unguestionable. ‘Ho inserts in
full this letter of Adrian IV., and he
nowhere betrays the slightest ‘doubt in
regard to ilg genuinenoss.

Some years ago we might per 1mp<x
lnv ¢ uceepted this- flattering character
of Griraldus Caml)xcnsls, Dut at ‘the
present day, and since tho ublication of
an aceurate  edition Fls historical
works, it is 1mposalblc f'or us to do so.

It was not till many years afler the
dedth of Pope Adrian that Gerald de
Barry, betler -known by the name of
Gna](lus Cumbrensis, entered on the
stage of Trish history. Twico'he visited
Irelund after the year 1183, and on both
occiisions “he discharged  those duties
which, at the present day, would merit
for him. the ‘title’ of special court cor:
lcspondcnt with  the invading army.
The L:cpugnatzo Hibernica, in which he
inserts Adrian’s Bull, may Justly bo snid
to have been wntten to order.” Henco,
as a matter of-course, Giraldus’ ndoptcd
in it as geriiiné overy documont sct forth
as such - by his royal: muster, and iany
. statements that! strongthened the elaim
or promoted the interests of ‘his brother
Wolsh adven turcrs were surenot to be'too
nicely welghed inithe scnlosof . criticism;
by such ‘an hlstormn. The"edifor of the

‘text” is. mainly proved;;:

works of Giraldus, just-now. publishdd
undet the direction of the ‘Mastor of tho
Rolls, havo fully reognized this speéial
foature of thc historical writings, of
Giraldus. The -official catalogue de-
scribing the Exzpugnatio Hibernica, of
which we treat, exprossly says: “ 1t may
be regarded rather as o great epic, than
a sober relation of facls occurring in his
own days. No one can peruse it without
coming to the conclusion that it is rathon
a poctical fiction than a prosaic trughful
history.

In the preface to tho fifth volume: of
the Historical Treatises of Giraldus, the
learned editor, Rev. James F. Dxmock
enters at considornble length-into tho
inquiry, whether the ]J'xpugnatw Hiber-
nica was to be accepted as genuine and
authentic history. I nced do no moroe
than state the conclualons which ho
enunciates :

«I think T'have sud enough tOJustlfy
me in refusing "to accept Giraldas' his-
tory of the Irish and of their Lnghsh
invaders . as sober, - truthful history.”
And again he writes:. ¢ My good fricnd

and ple -laborer in etlxtm«rtheu(, volumes °

of Giraldus’ works (1\11 Brewer) snys

of the Eapugnatio, that-Giraldus would -

seem to have regarded his subject rather
as a great epic, swhich undoubtedly. it
w '19, than a sober. Jelauon of - 111(,ts
occurring in his own:days. .o

This is'a most true and : chan acter lsuc‘

description cof - Geraldus' treatment. of
his subject; the treatise certainly is, .in
gréat measuie, rather. o poetical fiction
Lhan a prosaic truthful history. - s
I must:further  remark. as another
result from Rev. My, Dinlock’s researches
that the old 1e\t of Giraldus inreference
to Pope Adrian’s ‘Bull, from which M,
O'Callaghan’s ClmLIOnS 2ré made,. is now

proved “to be singularly - defective. . I

will give the pithy words of thatlearned

‘editor, which are strongér ‘than any‘L
-would. wish-to use:

A No more . absurd,
nonsen.szcal a ‘muddle: was -ever . bluridered
nto” by the most stupid -of abbreviators.”

‘Itis of course from tho ancient MSS: of "

.the worlk that this:corr uptlon of:the old:
but’ it shounld.
iindeed - be*'apparent: fronizan’ attentivo.
studyof the very printed toxt'itself,:
ifor, as .M. Dimock  remarks,. bemg.
ﬂccumtoly translated it words ;¢ mars
vc,loualy contrive. to mako Henr y, in




54

THE . HARP.

1172, apply for and procure this privilege
from Pope Adrian, who died in 1159,
and with equally marvellous confusion
they represent John of Salisbury, who
had been MHenry's agent in procuring
this privilege in 1155, as sent, not to
Ircland, but to Rome, for the purposeof
publishing the Bullat Waterford in 1174
or 11%5.

1 will only add, regarding the testi-
mony of Giraldus Cambrensis, that in
the genuine text -of the Kapugnatio
Hibernica he places on thesame level the

. Bullof Adrian1V. and that of Alexander
III.. Nevertheless, as we will just now
see, he elsewhere admits that there were
many and grave suspicions that the
supposed Ball of Alexander had never
been granted by the Holy See.

The other names mentioned together
with Giraldus will not detain us long.
They are all writers who only in-
cidentally. make - reference to  Irish
matters, and in these 'they naturally
enough take Giraldus for their guide .

. Ralph de Diceto wrote about 1210, and
like Giraldus, received his honors at the
hands of Henry the Second. Irish histo-
rians have not yet sccepted him as a
guide in reference to matters connected
with our country. For instance, the
Synod of Cashel of 1172, which was one
of the most important events of that
period of our hittory, is deseribed by him
as held in Lismore. -

Roger de Wendover was a monk of
St. ‘Alban’s, who died 6th of  May, 1237.
His “Flores Historiarum”: begin with
the creation of the world, and end two
years before his death, in 1235. He
merely compendiates other sourcesdown
to .the beginning ~of the thirteenth
‘century. It is only the subsequent
portion- of . his work which is held'in
estcem by our annalists.

Mathew Paris was a brotherreligious
of Roger de Wendover, in St. Alban's,
where be died in "1259. Mz, Coxe, who
edited a portion of the “ Flores Histor-
iarum”  for the Inglish- liistorical
Society (1841-1844), has proved that
down to the year 1235 Mathew Paris
only compendiates the work of Wen-

dover. At all events: his .« Historia
Major" is of wvery little weight. A
distinguished - German. historian of the
present.day, Scrhodl, thus conveys. his
strictures on its.merits : . : T

“So trompo -a c¢haquo instant, of,
entraine parson evaugle ragedocritique,
donne. pour des faits historigues dos
ancedotes pignantes qui n'ontnucuno
authenticite, des legendes deraisonnables
et loutes sortes de dotails suspacts,
exngeres calomnieux.”

To the testimony of such writors wo
muy well oppose thesilence of Poter do
Blois, Scerotavy of Ienry the Second,
though chronicling the chief events of
Henry's reign, and the silence of allour
native annalists, not onc of whom evor
mentions the Bull of Adrian,

But it is time to pass on'lo the third
argument which is advanced by our
opponents. It is quite truo that wo
have some letters or Bulls of IPopo
Alexander I1].,, connected with the Irish
invasion, Three of these, written® in
1172, are certainly authontic. Thoy aro
preserved in the ““ Liber Niger Sacear-
rii " from which they were edited by
Hearne, and in later times they have
been accurately- printed by Mr. O'Cal-
laghan and Rev.br. Kelly. They are
addressed  respectfully ‘to the = Lrish
bishops, King Henry and the Irish
yrinces.  So {ur, however, are these
etters from corroborating the genu-
ineness of Pope Adrian’s Bull, thal they
furnish an unanswerable argument for
wholly setting itaside as groundless and
untuthentic. - They arc ontirely dovoted
to the circumstances of the invasion of
our island and its results, and yet the
only title that they recognizeis‘“thatmon-
arch's power and the submission of the
Irish chicftains.”.- They simply ignore -
any Bull of ' Adrinn, and any irivestiture

{ from the Holy See.

There is however, another Bull of
Alexander III. preserved by Giraldus
Cambrensis, which he supposed to have
been granted at the request of King
Henry in 1172, and is-confirmatory of
the gift and investiture made by Pope
Adrain. M. O’Callaghan holds that this
Bull ‘of Alexander IIl. sets at 'rest
forever all doubt as to the genuinenoess

‘of the grant made by Adrian LV.

The question at once suggoests itself:
Ts "this Bull of Alexander III. to be
admitted as genuine and authentic? If -
its own authority be doubtful, surely it
cannot suffice to prop - up .the tottering -
cause of Adrian’s Bull. Now, its style
is entirely different from- that of. the.
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three nuthentic letters of which wehave
justspoken. Quite in.opposition to theso
letters, ‘“the only authority alleged in
it for Henry’s nghl, to Ireland is the
Bull of Adrian,” ws Dr. Lanigan allows,
The genuine letters aro dated froni
Tusculum, where, as we know from
other sources, Alexunder actually. re-
sided in 1172, On the other hand, this
confirmatory Bull though snpposed to
Lhave been obtained in 1172, is dated
from Rome, thus clearly betraying the
hand of the imposter. = Such was the
disturbed condition of Rome at that
perjod that it was impossible for Llis
Holiness. to reside there ; and hence we
find him sometimes holding his Courtin
Tusculum, at other times in Segni,
Anagni, or Fevrrara. It was only when
these disturbances . wers quclled that
Alexander 1I1. was able, in 1178, lo
return in triumph to his (::l])il.:ll.
But . there is still another reason why
we must doubt of the authority of this
confirmatory Bull.  The researches of
Rev. Mr. Dimock have proved what
Ussher long ago remarked, that this
Bull of  Alexander originally formed
part of the work of Giraldus Cambrensis,
although later copyists, and tho fivst,
cditors, includmg the learned Camden,
recognizing its spuriousness, excluded
it from Girnldus text. The matter is
now set at rest, for the ancient MMS.
cloarly prove that it originally formed
part of the “Expugnatio Hibernica.”
Phanks, however, to the zeal and
industry of Mr, Brewer,' we ' are at
present acquainted with: another work
of Giiraldus, written at a later period
than his. Historical Tracts on Ireland.
1t 15 mtxtlcd “De Principis Instruct-
ione,” and was edited in' 1846 for the
“Anglm Christiana” Society. - Now, in
this treatise, Giraldus refers to the Bull
of Alexander IIL, of which we treat,
but he prefixes Lhc following remar kable
words : “ Some assert or imagine that this
- Bull was: obtained from the Pope; but
others -deny {hat it was ever obtained from-
the Pontiff."  “ Sicuta quibusdam impe-
tratum “asseritur - aut  confingitur; ab
alias nutcm unquam_impetratum fuisse
negatur.” Suarely -these words” should
suffice -to convince the most-skeptieal
that'the fact ‘of the Bull of Ale\'mden
bemg “rocited:’ by--Giraldus © in: . his
Bxpugnatio - Hibernica” is"'a’ very:

unsatisfaetory ground on which to rest
the argument for its genuineness.

As regards the .Syno(l of Waterford
in 1175, and the statement that the
Bulls of Adrian and Alexander were
published therein for the first time, all
these matters rest on the very doubtful
authority of Giraldus Cambrensis. - Wo
have no record in the Irish Annals that
any general meeting  of the Irish
Bishops was held in Walerford in 1175,
The circumstances of  the country
vendered such a Synod impossible; for

war and dissensions raged throughout -

the length and breadth of our island.
Lt was in that year, however, that the
first Bishop was .1ppomted by King
Henry to the Secoft Waterford, as Ware
informs us; and, perhaps, we wouldnot
err were we to suppose that the Synod
so pompously set forth by Giraldus was
a convention of the Anglo-Norman

clergy of Waterford under their newly

appointed Prelate, all of whom would,
no doubt, joyfully saccept the official
documents presented in the name of the
King by Nicholas of Wallingford.
Leland supposes that this Synod of
Waterford wus not held till 1177. The

disturbed state of the kingdom, how-

ever. rendered a Synod equally imposs-
ible in that ycar, and all our ancient:
authorities utterly 1gnox ¢ such a:Synod.

Siuext SurrERING.—These things are
often unknown to the world; for there
is much pain that is quite noiseless,

and vibrations that make human agonies- :

are often. mere “whispers: in the roar of
hurrying existence. . There are glances
of hatred -that slab, and raise no cry of
murder; robberics that leave man and
womin f'o1 ever beggared of peace and
joy, yet are l\cptsccn et by the sufferer—
committed to mo sound, except of low
moans in the nigh t—seen in no writing,
except that made on the face by the slow

months of supressed ‘anguish and early

morning . tears. Mm\y an_ inherited

SOTTOW - th\t has married o hfe has been )

bx eathcd into no human ear.

Politeness is a social mssport all over

the world, and ‘good socicty is the best

school” in which it 1§ 1o be'learned.

Neithor falent, wit, nor genius can- ¢on-
cenl tho posxtwe de{‘ormxby of 1mpohte-‘

ness.
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THE VOYAGE OF ST.BRENDAIN.

Continued from page 25.

Axnr the beauties that can. arvise from
sunshine, clear blue skies, mountanins
green to their summits, slmdy woods,
green sloping meadows, clear Inkes, and
b])lll kling streams wore there. Flowers
ot-tho most brilliant colours waved on
shrubs, and sprung from the short thick
herbage; they huntrmlcstoons between
the tr ccs, or depended from thic branches, | v
gladdening the sight, and giving pro-
mise of sweet and refreshing firuit;
while birds of the most bc'umf'ul .md
varied plumage entranced the souls of
the voyagers by their melody. This
melody was of ‘s snered character; and
the natural notes of the little choiristers
that produced it were as varied as those
_ of the strings of the finest harp.

St. Bxg,ndnm Jjudging from the style
of, the music that there was something
supernatural about the heautiful little

creatures, adjured them in God's name,

to,explain the mystery. Thé branches
of -the' tree next him were full of the
charming songsters; and as he spoke,
they ceased their song, and one of‘ them
returned thisanswer:

“Holy man, we were all glorious an-
nelﬂ at’ the time now long past, when
pride and disobedience éntered the heart
of the unhappy Lucifer;and though we

did not sympathise” with his r ebe\hons-

feelings, we dallied with the tcmpt.ltlon
and.were flung from heaven in his com-
pany. . While the- arch-eneiny and his
troopswere piercing through the sulphu-
rous waves of hell in their he‘\d]onrr fall,

our. descent was mercifully stayul b).

this island, which, br ight and Leautiful
as ]tdp])Oﬂl'S to you, is dreat . and : de-
so]ate to us, who remember heaven. We
still perceive the swift passage of . our
formerglorious companions in their way

to far-off . worlds, to execute.the will of |

the All-Mighty and 'All-incrciful we see
the shmmg traces left where they pass.
Such- hftppmess is now lost lo 'us; but
we do what is mercifully Joft in. our
powm,. We cease, not, night ‘and ddy,
joining,our voices to: thoso’ of thicheaven-

1y .choirs above ; and when,gn the' lapqe'
the |-

- of syears; th1s island bccomes
ubode of human’ béings, “and 'their

pmyels and hymns begm to ascend’

“heaven, we will be permitted to"
uso with- Lhem and- regain that hap
piness- which 1t is not in- our power
to explain, nor'in yours to compro-:
hend.”*

As they were leaving: the happy is-
Innd they were told that they would bo*
altowed to return,and spend the next’
Paschal tide on its shore; and so 'they”
resumed their westward course again.

But as thoy hoped to be nearing the
desired Iand, they met astrong current,
which coming with a mighty ush from’”
the southw csb swept them before it for
several days. They began to feel an”
unwelcome degree of cold : n disagreo-*
able wind eame on them from the north-:
west, a fog enveloped them, and they>
had no means of judging in what diree:
tion they were drifting.. While ‘they "
were thus tossed about at'the merey of-
the winds and waves, they: ql)x)xo'mhed
what seemed alow rushy island.. They
were weiried by the narrow limits: of”
their little vesse!l; and four of the num-*
ber went on ‘shore, for the " pleasure of -
walking dbout at liber ty, taking n%mnll

cauldron and some fuel ‘with thom’ 10"
prepare a meal.

While one of ‘the party blew - up his”
fire, the others walked about’ to strét¢h”’
theirlimbs. They were rathor,surprised
at the slimy elastic surface of the gr ound, |
and the hard sharp sort of grass—if grass’
it could be c'xlled—w]n(,h it )xoduccd
but their surprise’ was soon c\mwred to!
terror; for, as'they returncd tmv'uds
Lhc fire-place, they found thesoil heav:!
ing, the caldron tumbling over; and’the'
fire seattering on every ‘side. Thero
was no’ time to be lost: they hastened’
to the. brink of 'the treacherous-island,’.
and scrambled-into’ their galley. - 'l‘ll‘oy'
wero scarcely in 'safety-on ‘the hospit-
ablé’ deelk, when ' they.beheld the sup-
posed isle move: rnpndly away,'and ‘the’
remnants of the firé fling on every side’
with the convulsive heavingsof the spot’
‘on which’ it ‘had " boeen llghtcd"‘"l‘hey B
nowjudged that''they had intruded on
the repose of gome’ sea-monstor; ‘and im:’
imedmtely falling on'_thir' kneos."they
‘returned - fervent' thanks “for “their pro—
VBGIV'ltIOD. L

'If the Ieland ofthc Birdsbé' nllowed a lo-
cahty in modern maps, jt.may be marked-on
'the site of the Bermudas.
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_8uill the fog surrounded them, ‘and

still the vessel kept on its confused and
uncerlain course ) and at times thoey
wire swept .1Ion'r by furious gusts of
wind ; now dar lm«r down the ntocp side
of u mountuin- like wave, and then shoot:
ing up the ascent of' t,ho next, with a
foree * -cemingly sufficient to lunnch the
ghip into clotds. At last thoy pereeiv-
ed o urid light t,hlou'rh the thiclk gray
veil that s:unoundul them, and fright
ful yells “and explosions {rom The
gamo quarters burst on their torrified
ears.

The ship'was. nnp(,lled by the waves
in the direction of the noises ; and they
were soon able to distinguish a conical
islet, volumes of - firo and  blaclk smoke
issuing from ils &.ummxb, and a band of
yelling demons hovering round thie base
of the hill.  As soon as:they beeame
visible, they flurig about their limbs-in
the wildest manner, yelled torritically,
and’ roared out theso words from their
~ brazen throats: “Welcome, brothcr! we

have long wailted for: you. . Your place
Is.p. epar o come, come 1" St. Brendain
was no more - moved by tho appulling
spectaclo than if ho was-looking on's
group of dolphins gambolling on the
quiet waves ;- but tho words ol tho. evil
spirits toolc him by surprise.. He looked
- round.on-his pious companjons -the fices
of . eleven.were: e\pxosaxvo of “awe, but
an.awe . overruled by the calm " courage
inspired by confidence in, their heavenly:
Master. ' But, ah’l the - horror 'and: des-
pair that distorted:the countenance of
the. twelfth I e flung: -up his ~arms
roared. aloud-in the O\tl emity of “his
anguish, and cursed the honr ofhis birth:
*Oh, my poor brothor!" cried the
saint, as he looked with ‘pity ion -the
wratehed. man, “auni away your cyes
from’ the hellishrsight: fall on - your
knees; ery to our Lord for forgiveness
of: your sins; call on the Mothor: of |
Morey: for. hot - intercossion': sho" will |,
stand between you .\nd these motsters
of hell. = i
“Too. late, too Inlc" cncd oub ‘the .
unfortunate, - *While 't lonie, I lived
an unholy.and hypocritical “life.” T'sin-
ned secretly ;and wheniI: ;omed your
company, itiwas only to find o pleasn‘nb
Jand;: trensuresi’ of - gold: - and’ - silve

lu\unous hvm and: unholy compan-
long™ 0 i P

“ Dear blothor your &ins cannot
over power God's moréy. Make an act
of contrition, detest your past il deeds,
.m(l fling younsel( on tho merey of)our

1lhu'

“1 c’lnnot, there are my mstlgltors
and gompamona for ctornity.” -

e sprung from the side of the vessel
with hands clenched at the' hoxuble
spectres, the dark waves, “closed over
the lost creafure, and the voleano and
the fiends vanished from  the sight of
theawed servants of God. For the next
twenty-hours they little heeded the
movements, of ' their vessél, nor “in
what direction it wus duvm by wind
and wave. ‘ : :

They had now been: for several weaks
wandering ~at. random in. the . great
waters, fur to.the. . northwards of’ the.
blessed iste'of . hirds: their stock of fuol
was nearly exhausted ; snow was falling.
in abundance, and: thuy were,! euﬂelm«r
intenso cold,
had arvived, and the holy men were de-

fo;t\al in: the best. way that their cips
cumstances allowed. It, was: about,.an,
hour -after noon; and while they were,
expecting, theimmediate withdrawal; of,
the fecble light that was abroad, :the,
thjck lozd: (.olomod -air began to bn"htcn
towards the ‘south-west, Tt scemcd as,
if denso veils were w:thdmwmg one by,
one from betwoen them and the sun;,
and in o short time they began to enjoy
‘his_light and* warmth, o
‘had bcon deprived for. weeks.,  They
found . themselves mear a, roc,l\y island,;
and their joy was'much ineroased by,
‘the sight.of a man, vory roughly clad,

t‘\ndmw on nho shore and making signs;
‘to them ¢ p)csmve of the! mo:t‘, Joyiul
‘wileome.

. Following . the. directions. ‘which he
m'\do thcm,,thoy ‘guided. theit.' vossel,
‘round apoint, intg a-harbour; natumlly
: f'01 med,  where thcy wore. enabled; 'to.
statton it nlong side, of a led«ro of smooth,
‘locl\, which served as.a rudo +but; ser-,
iviceable quay. - The, unl\nown gave hls
‘a,:.smmnce, and as- boon as St... Brondnm

The Lve of the N.lthty

vising how ihey might. celebrate, the,

of Which they.-

inr s e
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was on the land, he threw himself at his
feet and embraced his knees with the
decpest love and reverence.  The saint
raised and embraced him; but as if he
felt uneasy under the honour conferred
on him, he passed to every one of the
erew and embraced and weleomed them.
“ Holy Father and most dear brother,”
said ‘he, as soon as he had welcomed
-each, “let me assist you in bringing the
most necessary articles in the vessel to
my cavern, which, thank God, is pretty-
comfortable, and large enough for all.
For seven years I have not seen formor
face of a brother, nor enjoyed the. hap-
piness of being present at Mass, [praise
Thee, O my Saviour, with all my powers
for that great benefit which I shall, with
Thy divine permission, obtain on this
festival of Thy Nativity."”

They collected whatever was- most
needful, and followed their guide and
host to his cavern, which, though un-
promising enough in’ gutward appear-
ance, was tolerably commodious within,
and now rendered cheerful - by the pre-
sence of a good fire. The hermit’s:pro-
visions consisted of some dried fish and
pure spring water. The ship's stock of

- hard cakes wasnot yet all consumed, and
apicce of the hard bread wasas accept-
able to the recluse as the pure water was
to his guests. So, aftera couple of hours
occupted in the appropriate devotions
of the festival-eve, they all sat. down,
and for the first time that day tasted
food. ; " C
~ The vigil was appropriately kept ; but
few of those who assist once a week at
the Holy Sacrifice, with minds "and
hearts only slightly affected; could con-
ceive the heavenly joy and rapture which
took possession of the.soul of the recluse
as he assisted at the midnight Mass cele-
brated by St. Brendain. "The saint himself
as more rapt than usual; and the rest
seemed  after-the sactifice wag ended
as 'if  awaking from a -blissful dream,
in which they had been enjoying Para-
dise. . T

So they kept up, ag'well as they could
the twelve: days’ ‘festivities, being  as
huppy as: brotherly love, a lively sense
of ‘the immediate protection of Provi:

dence, and an all-absorbing love of God-

- could make them. " - S
o be Qontinuéd.

L
3

SOLEMN WORDS ON CURSING.

Tuere is nothing in heaven, nothing
on earth, for which the Almighty God
has so great a regard as for Iis own
Namo.  When ho speaks of the poople
of Isracl, hosays: “1 will bo their God;
I will bein the midst of them. 1 will

ive them every grace and every gift,"”
gnd Ho tells us )t,h?m He will (:1'03:'1% His
graces by R}xtting His name upon them-
“and ey Name shall be among them.”
When the inspired Evangelist wants to
describe to us the glory of heaven and
the brightness of God's saints, he tells
upon our foreheads. “ For I beheld an
hundred and forty-four thousand, and
they followed the Lamb, for they wero
the first fruits of the Lumband they had
His Name and Iis Father's Name writ-
ten upon their forcheads.” And this is
the Nume that the Hebrews of old were
not permitted to mention, even in pray-
cr; yet thisis the namo that the half

-drunlen wretch; the man who is neithor

drunk nor sober—the -man whose flush-
ed face and. blood-shot eyc and shaking
hand easily show him to bo a drunkard,
though he. is not drunk—will take upon
every occasion. It is nothing but © God"”
here and “God” there; and- perhaps
that awful habit of cursing, in which tho
Almighty God is called upon to exccuto
vengeance, as, for instance, whon a man
suys, ‘ Damn - you " * Blast youl!”: or
when-a man  tells another in anger 1o
“go to helll” or -any of .thosoe things..
Consider the. insult that man offers to
Almighty God. -~ Listen i T will put it

‘before you in three words as clearly as

possible. . The greatest insult. that a
man can offer to God is'to pass sentonco
upon his fellow man and then call upon
God to .exccuteit. . According to -the
laws of the land, if a man is found guilty
—if he is tried fori any ecrime and
brought before a judge and jury—when
his trial is over, and the jury find . him
guilty, the judge sentences him. For

instance, after. a: trial for murder, tho
judge passes sentence upon him, and it

is that “ on sucha day, at such an houy;.
you are to be put to death.”” Who -ex-

ecutes tho sentence 7. Will the Judge-do-
it? Ak, noj; he is too high and dignified:
apersonage. - Willthe sheriff do it ?-Wo..
Will the humblest peagantdo - it ?-Noj;:
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but when the day of exceution comes, &
wrotched creaturo who was never seon
before, who arrives in the night timoe,
and has & mask upon his face, in order
that no man may know who he is—the
common hangman comes with a mask
upon his face, and puts the rope around
the man’s neck, and launches, him into
eternity.  Now the man who curses his
fellow man, and says to him, “ Damn
you,” “Blast you,” “To hell with you,”
that man puts God into the position of
the common hangman. Ho says, “You

have offended mo; T am not able to damn
you; I cannot send you to hell; but'L
ask Almighty God to do it—to carry
out my sentence.” Actually the man
puts himself in the position of the judge
of his fellow-man, and with the impu-
dence and audacity past all believing he
calls upon the Bternzl and Omnipotent
God to éxccute his sentence, and damn
his follow creature! The greatest in-
sult that can be offored to our Lord and
God. And this comes from drink.-~Futher
Burke.

GLENDALOUGH.

TuE lone and singularly wild valley of
Glendalough, in the county of Wicllow,
lying at a distance of about twenty-four
miles from Dublin, presents a scene
which, for stern and desolate grandeur,
is in many respects unsurpassed.  Huge,
gloomy mountains, upon which clouds
almost continually rest, encompass, and
in somo places overhang, the silent and
almost uninhabited glen. Tho two little
lakes, now appéaring in the deepest sha-
dow, now reflecting the blue vault, ac-
cording as the clouds above them come
or’ go,—u winding stream, and grey
rocks jutting he¥d and there from out
" the heath,—from its natural foatures. A
noble ' monastic * establishmont, round
which a city subsequently rose, flourish-
ed and decnyed, was founded here in the
early part ‘of ‘the sixth century by St.
Keovin, Theruins of many ecclesiastical
structures yet remain, and ‘“the long,
continnous shadow of the lofty and slen-
der Round Tower moves slowly, from
morn' till: eve, over wasted churches,
crumbling oxatories, shattered ~crosses,

scathed yow-trees, and tombs, now undis-
tinguishable, of bishops, abbots, and an- -
chorites.” How few of the gay tourists by
whom the glen is yearly visited, view
these ruins with any other feeling of idle
and ignorant curiosity | They wander un; -
moved among shrines which, nearly thir-
teen centurics ago, were raised in honour
of their God, by men joyous and thankful
in the feeling of certain immortality,—
men whose fathers in their youth had
reverenced the Druid as a more -than

human counsellor. .

ComrassioN.—There never was any.
heart truly great.and generous that was
nof also tender and compassionate. It
i this noble quality that makes all mon
to.be of one kind; for every man would
be a distinet species - to himself, were"
there no.sympathy among individuals..

Miéfofﬁunqs -are tljoub]eséme_._ at, first,
but when there is no remedy but patience -
custom makes - them easy. to .us, and.

necessity gives us courage. * .
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HOW M. GAMBEITA TRIES TO umlox\lnn(l mtlon.tl bem«m submlttmrr
IHOODWINIK T PFRENCH ] to. No(hmw but “bt\mlmﬂ' armios”

PIEASANTRY.

M. GansrrTa, the leader of the French
republicans, apell\inu ovidently for the
car of the French peasantey, has héen
denouncing the Priesthood, At first
sight this_ would appert a cangeraus
™ u(,cc(hn“ on the part of Gambetta
geeing, thal tho French clergy as a
boc l\' cume (rom the peasanteluzs. Bat
Gambotta knows the ground he stands
upon, and is not hl\cl) to do anything,
that would hurt the feeling= of n eluss M
men, whom he sees and the world scos
bl()\\'l) but surely drifting into his be-
loved republicanism.  Why then de-
nounce the Priesthood to the peasants
whose sons the Priests are? = Herdlo
hangs o tail, and for the matter of that
two tails, -In . the first place, although;
Gambetta’s fizures mean to- hoowinle.
the IFrench peasantry, scem.to prove the.
coutrary, the real fact.is the -French:
peasantry is ceasing to supply France,
with Priests. ~Tho pc.).:anls are heeom:,
ing more prosperous, and u>n~cqnently
the ridiculous income of $200 2 year:
doled out by the government, is-no
longer. aprizo to bo desired even for a
third or fourth son. As undoubtedly
the English Elizabethian apostrey owedl
its” success to the degradation “of the
clergy aupennduccd by Lhe” isgrace-
fully Tow incomes thay had received for
years, so if the Roman curialook not to
itlin time, France will: undoubtedl) sce
her Priesthood” become, extinet, or if
not oxtinct,. s0 thorou«rhly demoralized
that a mnational apostacy . will ‘be the
new:squ ‘result. i"Arve wWeinventing this
deticitin the vanks of tho Ifrench cIer«ry’
We have figures for it; and figures given
on very reverend adthor ity. The Vicar
General of Orleans shows thit thore
are in France at the plcwnt, moment,
2,881 vacant cures and 3,000 "!.d(htlondl
punshcs without! a pricst or ‘charch!
Gambetta may well -then denounce” the
Priesthood to the French peasant. =~ Ts
the ‘second place. thei- French peasant |
hates the conscription, “and’-we com-
mend him'fer it That overy young
man should besent to barracks for three
years, ‘and’ at ‘- time " wheii his younu;
lnbor is: of *miost valie to" h;s father, 15
a pu,ce of t)mnny tlmL 1t 1s dliﬁcult to’

and “ the divino right of lmw~4 " whi-h
came in with the Reformation! conld
have engendered such athing. . We aro
no .ulmuu' ol Gambetta, becauso ho
hatestheChureh, l)llt\\OLlHlll\llhlL'\'hll\L
tighting against (he Chreh he is flfrhtm«r
far her, That kings and mouarchies wxll
eventnally go h_) the board is cortain.
When mpubhc.ms hold ‘the day, tho
Church will be able to identify herselt
maore and more with the people. And nftor
all it is the peaple that are Gad’s Church
not kingsandprinces. The French peasant
then hates the conseription and (by an
.lpp arent non-seguitur) atl not liable to
But the clergy are exempt.  Hero
then is the clue to Gambetta's denvnein-
tion of the clergy to the French peasant.
But why should Gambetta wish to de-
nounce the Priesthood 7 Franco hag
wiversal sufterage and Gambetta knows
‘full well that umlor universul suftrago,
Power must ulways rest with the petsant
class’;"this class he sces swaying towsrds
xepnbh anism’; and he is astute enough

“to seo that the clergy is the only countor-

influence " ‘to -ho -feared. . * Hinc ill
Iacxym '—tenrs of anger as well as
arief)

But M. Gambetta's denunciation of
‘the evil is unsor upulous, hecauso : false.
There are 150,000 priests, in France, he
tell us, 1llo\empb from military. duty.
Now 150,000 dr :nvnjc(lrU from the ranks

of the Treneh army, would indced bo &
large, in fact too lurge o pmpontxon i€
~tundmrr armies h.wo to be, © Bub are

there 150,000 drawn g Jearly from ' tho
yanks? By no meuns; fur from, it;

though M. Gambetta wxshcs the con-
scnpllon ~hating " French poasnnt to
think so. . ¥ Oncc n pnc% always. a
])ll(.stv" is an old .lphonsm. Now t lm-t;y
yoars average priestly. life, is' a; vory,
=mall '1\'u-'ure for aj cat, i3, a8, gen:.
cral thing a lonrr-hvul' owing: to. his
compar atl\'c “lemperance and, “vow: of
(ehba‘cy, i t,hat no cripplo,i ig,
admiited | thic. Px'mathood ’l‘lus
150,000 thcn must e, &pxoa(l ) '_thuty
yeirs at le'lal wlpch léayos. onl_) 5,000,
e\cmpt.s ])cr )om-; not; a very,, hmo
annil’ exgmption.: after’ all.- And Ll\us
it is that M. Gdmbotla tho tr 1bune of tho,
peoplo woull h'oodwmk tho copl,g.,
I‘_l _ M bgg@u,ll_ ]I ’
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THE IRISH LANGUAGE AND
MUSIC.

THERE is no bottor criterion of the nature
and distinguished characteristics of a
people, than the study of its language
and music. ¥ In' comparing:the ancierit
Greelc and Hobrow languages, Chateau-
briand remarks: ¢ The Hebrew, concise,
energebic, with senreely any inflection
in its verbs, oxpressing twenty shades
of thought by tho mere opposition of a
letter proelaims the idiom of the people,
who, by a remarkable * combination
unite primitive simplicity with a "pros
found knowledgo of mankind. The
Greel displays; in jts' intrieato conjuga-
tions, in ity ondloess inflections; in'its
diffuse cloquonce, a nation :of an- nn;\
itative and social - geniug, a nation, cls
egant-und  vain, -fond - of ‘melody-angd
plodlgnl of  words.” Again he says:
“The Greel’ implios' merely’ a political
and local idea, whoro tho Hobrew [im-
plies] a moral and univérsal sentimont.”

Iero wo havo the charnctoristics of
these two nations bes autifully portrayed
in’their langungo, and this on“principle,
ean bo nﬁ‘irmod of*all others; for :1s\thc
streani‘carries'along with'ic the proper:
ties~of tho" fountxm, as does language
bear the improssof the sol from which
nﬂows. Tho ‘langhage of the Prench-
man “is ‘the’ mirror which® refldcts his
politeness; vivacity and fickléncss, while
the phle(rnmtm but “vigorous nature of
the I'euton; shines for (h from the broad.
slow- pzlccd and “sténtorianhurshness of
his “viinagnl: “Germin.t Tho stately
Spanish proclaims- itsell “to  bo * the
language “of 8 “high-toried - people;- the'
Ttilian sbows & peopleof sentiment, ‘and’
the! homely ‘Anglo-Sixon’ be~pe.llxs the'
blunt, stxmghtfor waid; and m.\tter of-
fnct 15 nglishman. :

It:‘_ls o this way. tho ])]11]010"‘ISL
natarally” andors back from’the study
of ' langling s to this “habit any peeili-
aritios oF the" pcoplo who spol\e it, de-'
clphenng 'tho “religioily) pursuits’ and"
(,hm-acl;e ich ¢ tions whxch] 'stony

tich ‘ot
haa‘lcng bmco‘ lost sight 'of,“ and ¢oiio b

"dén

orating its nm'umon lcfrmdmg thoso
that have not yat p‘xs&ed away. 1t is;in’
this way, we are onabled to read a re-
liable, sodial and' moral hlstmy of Tre-
land, from tho construction and peenliar
trnits of her language. In its polished:

finish and regularity, we beliold apeople
of refinement and edue ation, long before
most other nations of ]mu'ope had had
arisen from ‘their state of semi-barbar-

ism. = In its expressiveness and volubil-
ity. we see the ready-witted and com-
municative Trishman, and on every page
of its literature’ we find - those aspira-"
tions and- sentiments which® con: only’
belong™ to a people naturally endowed
with a religions’ pnopcnslty The Irish-,
man's s'xlutatlon is: “God bless you!”
If ‘he entets’the “house of his neighbors’
itiscithdiy “The blessing of God- bo
here;or, - God save all helc and he'is’
giteetetl in' tuin by a’ 1epetmon of ‘his’
()\vn saltithtion,’or the: well-kiown and

beantiful' Cead mille’ f(ulthc—“you are’a
hindred thou~ wd times welcome.'”” ’l‘he
idiom ‘of ‘the. Il'hhm'm shows' that e is”
neither selhsh nor egotistical, and hemo
tliGf¢ is'not in the whole langtiage,

a Single--word: that implies- absoluts’
possession. In the words of the Rev.

Ulic Bourke, “ It would seem as if the
native Irishman’wwere cither too poor or
too high-minded,” to" proclaim’ boldly”
that he has - ‘property. e cannot say ™
it; his lankuage’ does mot ‘supply the!
oppo\lte vcrb' he rrcntly states that'it
is ‘with'him,'" ta d@gram.” It is ‘theest’
pro habes.” Now, " this pebu]mnty must’
have’ some ‘eausg, and - that'cause, we e’
lieve, is’ to be’found’ in the’ unselﬁsh
(hepomtwn of the Irish! We'éan never’
understand’ Trish charneter'and hxstoryj
wlthout some 'knowlédge ‘of the’ Trish’
tongue.” The' Trighman 1s ‘the' inct ’
Llon of tlie” Tnsh langaage, and the Irish"
Tangdags i the’ vocmhzatxon of ' the”.
Trighaman. ‘

What' we lmve $aid ‘of’ lzmﬂu'wo can
‘e alSo’ ,m‘T’rmed of music. " In the'
iational” music” of Trelad’ we’ Bco tho
soal;’ thc life~ ‘and” dlsposmon of “her!
)eople. Itisnow ]oyous ‘and ‘sotil-stiir:!
mg,"thon sad L atid” pl'unt.we,l ot "oft
With both qunhtleq ‘beautifolly b\en ed;
‘thie‘siine st am wﬂl e\lnlm ate ind

leavmg you enrnptured beb\veeﬁ’hn'
ingkpressive tivolfolt feelmn-‘ lilce'a chlld
‘smiling throufrh its tem
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Itis to this which Moore has beauti
fully given expression in his far-famed
melody :

¢« Krin, the tear and the smile in thine

_eyes,
Blend like the rainbow that hangs in thy
skies! .

Shining thro’ sorrow’s stream,
Saddening thro’ pleasure’s beam,
Tny suns with doubtful gleam,
Weep wiule they rise.”

Music is the language of the heart,
and its strains arc expressive of the
feelings by which they are-awakened.
The lively and soul-stirring strainsof the

Irish Bards breathes forth the natural

joyousness of a people ‘carcless and
happy, and side by side we find the
mournful and pathetic melody—the out-
pourings of a-heart overburdened with
oppression and sorrow. Let us hope
that the day is not. far distant when
Ireland's music will again be all joy and
gladness, as it was in the day when
she -was free and happy, before her
brightness had  been overshadowed by
the dark clouds of oppression and

thraldom.
M. W. C

. Pnases or Lire.—There are in exist-
ence two periods when we shrink from
any great vicissitude— early youth and
old uge. In the middle of life, we are
indifierent to chonge; for we have
discovered that nothing is, in the end,
g0 good or so bad as it first appeared.
We know, moreover, how to accomodate
ourselves to circumstanées; and enough
of exertion is still leftin us to cope with
the event.  But age is heart-wearied and
tempest torn; .t is the crumbling
cenotaph of fear and hope! Wherefore
‘should there be turmoil for the new and
evening hours, when all that covet is
repose 7 They sce: their shadow fall
upon the grave, and need but to be at
rest beneath! Youth is no Jess averse
from change; but that is from cxagger-
ation of its. consequences, for all seems
to the young so impo: tant, and so fatal.
They are timid, because. they know. not

what they' fear; hopeful, becausé they.
- kuow, not what they expect. Despite.

~ their gaiety of confidence, they yetdread
“the first plunge into life’s uninthormed
deep. o ' '

 MEMORIES.

They come, as the breeze comes over the foam,
Waking the waves that are singing to sleep,

‘The fairest of memonics from far-away home,
‘T'he dims dreams of faces beyond the dark deep.

They come as the stars come out in the sky,
‘That shimmer wherever the shadows may sweep ;
And their steps are as soft as the sound of a sigh,
And I welcome them all while | wearily weep.

They come as a song conies Out of the Past—

A'loved mother murmured in days that are dead—
Whose 1ones spirit-thrilling live on 'to the last,

Where the gloom of the heart wraps its gray o‘er the head.

They come like the ghosts from the grass.shrouded graves,
* And they follow our footseps on life’s ‘winding way:

And they murmur around us as murmur the waves
Thatsigh on the shore at the dyiug of day.

They come, sad as tears to the eyes that are bright,
‘t ))my come, sweet a8 smiles to the lips that are pale,
They come, dim ax dreams in the depths of the night,
"They come, fair as flowers, in the lone, lovely vale.

‘There is not a heart that is not haunted so,

‘I'hough far we may stray from the scenes of the Past.
Its memories follow wherever we go, :

And the days thag were first sway the days that are last.

NED RUSHEEN ;
OR,
Who Fired The First Shot?

BY SISTER MARY FRANCIS CLARE.

Author of the * [Hustrated Life of St. Patrick,” * Hlustrated
* History of Ireland,” ** History of the Kingdom
of Kermry," &e., &e.

CHAPTER 1V.
WHAT HAPPENED AT DAYBREAK.

TuEeRE is nothing so galling to a proud,
bad man as defeat, and when that defeat
is accompanied by humiliation, woo to
those who have crossed his evil designs.

Elmsdale retired to his room only to
meditate on plans of revenge: rovengo
on Rllie for having refused what ho way
pleased to consider an ‘amazing act of
condescension on his part; revenge on
Ned Rusheen fer having inflicted tho
correction he, so richly deserved. Thoe
thrashing and the fright had sobered him,
but it did not suit his present mood to
remain sober. Thereare few who drink
from the pure love of drink, in compar-
ison with the millions who drink becauso:
they wish to forget themselves, or. to
stimulate themselves to. commit some
foul crime. o -

. Kimsdale took care tohave the meansof
gratifying his passion.always within hia
reach. He bad: a very large dressing:
case, of which he always' kept the koy.
If any stranger had opened it; they would
havebeen vather surprised atitscontents,
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unless, indeed, they knew something of

the habits and muanner of life of its
owner. Ho now opened this dressing-
wase, and supplied himself” with all he
requived.  There- was method in his
madress, or his wickedness, whichever
you may like to call it.. He did not
want 1o lose possession of his faculties
altogether, and that evil spirit to whom
he had deliberately given power over
his body and soul helped him in the
accomplishment of “his evil purposes.
Excited by the intoxicating drink, and
yeu sufliciently master of himself to plot
and: plan, he began to think over his
imaginary wrongs, until he had persua-
ded himself that they were real. This
once accomplished, he could find many
excuses for n crucl revenge.

He had flattered, or tried to flatter,
Lllie again and again, by telling her she
was. like a lady; he denounced her now
to himself as-a Jow-born girl. What
right had sho to refuse him, when he
had stooped s0 low as to offer her
marriage; as if he would not have
degraded himself still move if he had
succeeded in depriving her of the fair
name of maiden, without giving her the
honored name of wife.

And Ned, his foster-brother—who had
once been - his companion, his friend,
his “playmate, his protector—he too
must be sacrificed at the shrine of a base
and miserable passion.

Several hours passed by, tho fire had
nearly died out on the hearth, but he
made no effort to replenish it. - Theday
was coming on, the morning dawn was
already breaking, stars still shone out
clear and keen in the fiosty skies.

The moon’ was setling on a distant
hill; - the sun had not yot risen, but faint
streals of light showed that the bright
harbinger of morning was at hand.
Anothor space of human life was granted
to living men; another day was granted
in which. they might win heaven or
deservo hell. " But no grand thoughts of
his future destiny enkindled' the poor,
degraded soulof the young heir torank
and wealth, Oh, noj; . his desires, his
thoughts, his plans were low and base,
and unworthy -of the dignity of his
munhood-—and he had his reward.: How
to. -bo : revenged—this - was his. one
absorbing ‘idéa: he siw, at. last) the
hopelessness of persecuting Ellie further.

If only he could take Ned TRusheen
red-handed in" 2 erime, or provoke him
to ang, the evil spirit suggested. "And
then he persuaded himself that Ned had
committed a erime; and that if'he could
be brought to justice on any pretence,
true or false, it could only be fair—Dhut
hie could not aceuse him of the events
of the pastnight. Hllic had been thore;
she would witness to the frets ; she could
declare taat if' Ned had acted the part of’
ahousebreaker, it wasonly when he saw o
revolver in his young master’s hand, and
believed that he was in the vory act of”
perpetrating some deadly erime.  Tho’
revolver t—suddenly. it flashed on his
mind that he had left it after him. Just
thevery thing which he wusmostanxious:
to avoid, seemed most likely to happen..
Mad it been seen, or, if seen, had it been:
recognized, when the shots had brought
his father to the dining-room ? Had the
expected visitors arrived ?  The snow
lay so thick upon the ground it was
impossible to hear thesound of carriage-
wheels. IHad the servants gone to
arrange the room? The tower clock
struck seven; a musical clock in the
corridor chimed a few bars of Christmas
carol. e started to his fect, brushed
the dust hastily from his clothes, threw
some cold water over his face, and went
quickly down the stairs. - He oPencd
the dining-room doorecautiously. There
wasno occasion for caution, for there was
no one there. It was hardly light yet,
but after a little he could see any object
distinctly. He had been afraid to bring
a light with him, but he bad cigar lights
in his pocket, and he struck one now:.
He secarched the room carefully: the
revolver was not to be found. A second
search, and 2 third, enly increascd his
anger. He cursed, and . swore black,
ugly oaths, and placed him self still more
and more in the power of the demon:
Then, with one dash of rage and pleasure,
he seized something which had caught
his eye, the sight of which gave him-
fiendish - satisfaction. © He had Ned
Rusheen in his power. The whole plot
of villainy stood out plainly before him. .
Still, there was Bllie: how could she be
got-out of the way ? R
It often seems as if the wicked desires’
of the wicked *were accomplished “for
them : cven whils Elmsdale formed'the-
wigsh to bo. free from:Ellie, or rather:
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from the evidento whith ho knew she
could give if he brorght a charge against
Ned, Sho was .\(‘.Lu.llly proparing to
leave the castle forever.

The parish church was quito close to
the lodge gates, and in summer and
winter, in heat and cold, it wus open all
day long, from early morning to dewy
cve, for “all who dosived to enter there
'md offer their supplications to the hid-
den king, who wauited for them upon his
altar-throne. Three Masves ore said
there every day by Fathor Cavanagh,
and his faithful curates. If any one
wanted advice, or help, or wished to ob-
tain pardon of his sins in the way ap-
pointed by God himself, he had only to
go to the door of a nc.lt small house,
which adjoined the chu:ch and ask for
a priest.

1t would be neceesary to return to the
times when priests ‘were -hunted, and

asses were forbidden by men, though

ordained to be said by God, before. thh

plescnt generation could apmeuate as’
they should their many {)nwlen'cc illie
seldom- mhscd ‘hearing the cight o'clock
mass. She rose en]y, and «rot. forwar
with her morning duties, and thus h'ul‘

.an hour to spare bef‘ox'e she was required

again. ;

She had gone to bed after the events
of .the night; sleep was hopeless; but
she considered her position Very care-
fully.. -~ She did not koow that My,
Tlmad'\les feelings of love, if they had
ever deserved 80 sacred - 4 name, had
been turned- to lcven«re, and  thougl’
she  was. by ‘no . meins a model’ “of
perfection (whois?), she wasguite goold
criough, and just wise enough to distrust
her own powers of lcs1stan(,e if pressed
too hard. Tt must be ndmmed also thrit
her v anlty was a little touched by the
idea of a_great. gentlcmnn offering to
shoot hlmself’ dead  at her foet; and if

.she ever had had : qsp ark of .lﬁ'ecmon for

Néd Rusheen it wasall gone now, since
he had presumed to lay vmlent ‘bands
on her admirer. -

A little taint of vamby is_ lnkc a httle
drop ‘of "poison: " it 'works
throufrh ‘the whole moral atur e, a.n(l it
a. remcdy is . not. pt'omptly qpplled
it.discolors ‘and, dlston {5 every ob_;ect 80
that, th mlr’n i

9
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Ellie’s vanity was £ouched it ‘was bidt

then one little Lomplauon which’ the
devil contrived to work ‘into her mind,

She did notico it, and, therefore, shodid’
not resist it. Sho would have shranle’
back with horror from 4 great tempta-
tion; but this little one escaped observ-
ation froi its very insigniticance, and
yot we know that n very, very small
leale will sometintes causo the destruction
of'.a large vessel.

She puLon her walking-dress mechan-
ieally, and sot out for Mass. If sho had
met Me. Blmsdale in hor then stito of
mind, and if he had spoken kindly to
her, it is impossible to suy what tho
result might have been.  Bat Ellie was
a truly curnest, fitithtul Christian, and
\\'hon she did not put herself in the’

way of temptation she might expeet
help, however tried. anplly for her,
she met Father Cavanagh, just as sho
was about to enter the chapel.” I
would, in any case, huve noticed her
extremo’ paleness, and the evident sign
which her awollcn cyes gave . that bho,
had:spent the night'in tears, but heivad
already infor med by Ned: ‘of what had
‘happened  at” the’ Cxlatlc during tho
mlrllt : . ‘

Ned had met the priest an hour beforo
on Ll\c road, ag he wus returning {roms
sick call,” dnd told his story not omltlnw
hisown~hare in the transaction, I athor
Cavanagh tried to'suppress a smile, even
as he rated him soundly for his v1olunc0
and suspcctcd what was thé trugh, that
he would never have heard & word of the
‘atfair out of the Confessional from Ned,
it hisanxiety about 1Blie had noLplompL-
ed ‘him to give the information. “ And
i’ your Reveronce thinkswellof it, Lam
sure Bilic M¢Carthy would bo bther oub
of. that; for there's ‘neithér peace nor
saﬁ,ty for a poor girl like her when a
fine gentleman’s w.umng her company.!

But Father Cavanagh' had - ‘not quite
made’ up his mind on’ t,he subjeet, and as
‘he expresied no opinion, and Ned could
not c\acﬂy venture’ to ask for one, he!
was left’in ‘a, by no means onvmble or
amiable fiame of ‘mind.’ g

"« Crying, Bllie;’ eh? Wlnt.s amxss
how ",

A burst of tears W'\S the' only 1'ep1y
I‘Al.hcr‘Cn.v' nafrh saW she “ivas very
much” distressed, and’ ‘chanzéd  his’ tond
for: ong. -of kmdl) symputhy."  Ho
motionéd her«to fulluw him to his’ house,
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andd then when he had soated her in' the
roam which served hini for pavior, and
study, and deawing-room- all in one, he
quiotly. drew from her tho accountot’ ’(he
night’s procecdings, o wus -anxious
for hor own veresion of the affair, partly
becauso ho did not wish her to know that
he had heard anything fLom Rusheen,
and partly beeause hie knew he could
better advise her how 1o act when he
heard what she had o say.

“And so you think Ned might have
spared his blows?”

“Indeed, your Reverence, he beat him
hard, poor z,umlem:m, and after: 1ll——"
& \\'dl Ellig.” :

u A\tlu all, sir "

Anothor pausc. ' She had a half-sus-
picion that the priest would not quite
subscribe 1o her opinion of the affuir;
but she wis in honest girl, and hel\ncw
it.

“Now, Ellie, if Tam to help you, and
if you want h(\lp, which Lam quitesuie
youdo, you must really toll me the tiuth
outhon(htly about the whole aftair. You
know you are not’obliged to do so, but
it* you will trust me, and’ tell me every-
thing, I will promise you to keep every
word you say as sccret, as if you were
telling in " the - coniomonul and “you
I\now .my ‘child, a° priest, would lay
down his’ life, and priests have laid down
their lives, sooner than reveul the niost
trifling matter-told to themn thore.”

He: poused ~and. waiited 'to gee what
effect  his ' words' hiid, and he obseried
that Bilio” grew qlueter ~and -her sobs
ceased by (Ieglees ‘

“If you had aify ono ¢lso to help you,
or who would’ give you" ‘goodvadvise, 1
would not bo' o anxious.” But you are
an orphan, dand,: thoreforo, doubly my
care, and “you “told "me once you had
never mentioned this natter to your
aunt. " Hasshe any idea of what h.v pen-
ed last night 9 '

% No, sn-"

“Now Ellie, T\\‘ﬂntflstxmrrhlfonvm d,
truthful ansyer fo o snnplo quostion ”
—and Tatlier Cnvanagh spoke in a’tone

ll).lt. shewed he! intondad to bo: obc} ed—

“Dd you wish “to many M Lhm-
dale 2%~

“lillie’s ]mle faco bec'lme r cd as a rose

ind moment, hutshe knjewshe daiod not
réluse 1o tnswer, and’ she wiis too good
a gnl to- plwnncatc——she woul ‘nob’sny '

yos, Cand bho took l'(‘.(\\“‘b in mdousxow
and lopllcd

« I don’t know; your Ru orence.”

Father C.w.m.urh knewvery well \\'lmt
(he words meant,

‘ Jilie,” he continued, with somo
sternness in his voice and manner,
“when did yod change your mind 7

With sobs and teurs, it all came ont:
“Well, your Reverence, lust night whon
[ saw bim on his kices hdmc me, and
he just going to shoot himself, and
swmw he'd die sooner than live \\'lt,hout,
me—"" she stopped a moment, and looked
up almost defiuntly—*and he a real
gentleman,’ ‘ .

“ T understand now, Bllic.”

The priest looked very grave and was
silent for a few moments,  Bllie felt hor
heart beating wildly—the whole story
was oul’ now—~hc was afraid, as sho
said afterwards, that Father Cavanagh
woul. be very angry, but he knew poor
human nature too well for that. e
rung a little “hand-bell; which stood on,
the L.Lble and us§ the hou\«.l\cepcr came:
to the door lie rose; so as to preventher
from cntemw the room: = ¢ Tell Father
Kelly T would be obliged if he would
sty Mags now-in- my pl.lcc, it is _]ubt
half-past seven, and I will say” Mabs
after him——" "~

Elic' knew then that the priest \\'ou]d

stay somg ‘time” with ‘her, and she was

touched and softenod by’ his' km(lness.
N6 one had over ‘héard of his omitt
his Mass, “at the usual houg, for nny
bukincss \vh‘lteouvcr‘ exeept’ to attond
the'sick who whero dying. But hero
was & poor soul in-danger of death, who'
needed all his care, md 110 WAS 1'eady to
give'it, e

e closed tho door and sat down,

“ Bllie, this. is the first time I have
ever defunod my daily Mass forany oug,
or any- busindss,’ 0\cepb to attend’ the
dying.” T tell you this that you' may seo,
how very, very important T consider thlb
matter. I want you'to listen qmct]y
and” thoughtfully to what T shall'say to
you;, and to listen with’ the 1'ospect due
to the ‘words of” a; priest.,” Remember, .
Bllie, that.you ‘u(, bound to obey your"
pnstm\ and to mndn,d by ‘their ‘advice
and take ‘care how' you turn' ‘from “the -
warning I'am bound 19 give 3’ou Ev cu

if I belleve(l lh«}t )ou ‘0\ el his” gen(le-

man in"tho’ way m whu,hh the holy

AN Y PRI
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sacrament of matrimony requives a wife
to love her husband, I would oppose
your marriage. I am old now. I have
had years of experience of human life,

- and that kind of experience which only

a priest can have, and I tell you that so
far from being happy, or enjoying even
this world, if raised to far above your
rank, you would be perfectly miserable,
and you would peril the salvation of your
immortal soul.

“Poor foolish child, in a fow weeks
your husband would weary of you—in
all probability, would ill-treat you: He
may admire . you now for your beauty,
but when he came to sec you every day
and converse with you constantly, your
want of education would disgust him,
and all the money in this wide world
would not make a lady of you. But I
believe the truth to be, that you do not
care for this gentleman, but that your
vanity is flattered ; and, Bllie, is it worth
your, while to purchase a lifetime of
misery by the gratification of a little
pride? I do not waut you to answor
me, but ask yourself, like a good honest
girl, is this not true? It is not that
you ave flattered by what has happened,
and that your vanity is roused?”

Poor Ellie’s head sank down lower and
lower, until she laid it on the table, which
shook again and again with her sobs.

‘The priest waited quictly. - e knew
that it was very painful to poor human
nature- to have its faults exposed, and
none the fess so when they were really
seen by the person reproved, as he hoped
was now the case. A wound had been

-made; it was still raw and sore, and like
a good physician, he waited till the shock

was over before he attempted to touch

it again,

In a few minutes Bllie looked up:

¢ Oh, 8ir! what must I do ?"

Hey tone was gentle, her voice hum-

. ble, and full of peace, as. theira will be

who are faithful and true. - f
“T think, Ellie, you had better leave
the Castle, and, what is more, I would
advise you mnot even to return there
again.” . : ;
. Not to return, sir ?" ‘
“Not. to return, Bllie. I have my
reasons, . I do not think it necessary or

wise to explain them to you fully, and

you " must: trust me. Thers are times

when .a priest must exercise all his

R

authority to save souls, and this is one
of thom.” s

“ But my aunt, and the family. Oh,
sir! what shall I do?" ) :

“Do God's will, Kllie, and lenve the
rest to Him. You know the story of
St. Joseph, and how. an angel- told him
to fly by night, and how ho got up at
once, and set out on his journey without
asking n single question. Ahl BEllje,
child—if we could all be like Saint
Joseph." :

By this time the few people who
attended the carly Masses on work-days
were coming out of the church: there
were but fow. To Father Cavanagh this
was all the more reason why Mass should
be said. Those who do come, he used to
say, deserve the privilege; those who
remain - away need the T)lcssing\which
tlic Adorable Sacrifice alono can obtain
for them.

It was time now that he should “go
to the Altar of God "—to the God who
indeed had given joy to his youth, the joy
of being all his-own, who had given
honor to his manhood, and a crown of
virtue to his old age. :

“ Bat as you are not St. Joseph, Ellie,”
he continued after a pause, “it will bo
quite necessary that something definite
should be arranged for you.. Have you
friends anywhere ? I think you told
me.once of another aunt.”

Yes,. Blliec had nanother aunt: she
lived in the County Wicklow, in'a lovely
little village near the world-famous
Meeting of the Waters.  She was sure
her aunt would receive her kindly, and
she conld remain there for the present.

“ Good, Bllic; and now, my child, you
must go. I will give you the:money
necessary. to pay yor expenses.  Your
aunt in Wicklow, you say, is comfortably
circumstanced, so 1 suppose she can
provide you with neccessaries for the
present; and youmust write a few lines
now to-the housckeoper at theCastle,
saying you have left the place, by my
advice, for good and important reasons;
that I wish her, if possible, not to men-
tion: my name - in connection. with
your leaving, as circumstances cannot at
present be explained, and might, there-
fore,. be misunderstood. - I. will take
care to send yournote to her by a care-
ful messenger, but. 1 must see - you off in; -
a car, first.” SRR

y




THE HARP.

67’

Tllie had been well cducated, and
wrote a plain hand. This was her letter
—we shall hear of it again:—

“Desr AUNT:

“The priest has adviséd me to leave the
Castle at once, for particular reasons which 1
cannot tell, Dear aunt, I am very gratefug
for all your kindnese, and to all the family,
and hope you will believe me; that T have
done nothing wrong,

Your affectionate niece’

“Brire MoCanrray.”

“Dear Aunt, the priest (here she had
begun to write Father C——, nnd got so far,
when she remembered, and blotted it over)
says for you not to mention that he advised
me to leave.”

“Now, Ellie, I will leave you in charge
of my housckeeper; sho will give you
a cup of’ teaat onee, and sec you quictly
down the lane on a car, as [ am very
anxious that no one should know where
you are gone, and- I can depeund on her
silence. I .will spare you a few minutes
morg, if you like;to go into the Sacristy
for confession.” ' :

Ellie was very thankful. Tt was just
what she wished, but she did not like
“to make bold " toask, and she dreaded
the idea of going .o a strange Priest
down at hor aunt’s place, though a little
more experience of the world would
have told her how truly kind and good
Priests urc everywhore o those who are
in trouble. , o

She came ¢utof the Confessional with
her own bright, sweet look on her face
once more; and well shemight. Cleans-
ed, purified, and forgiven, she was
strong ‘again, and ready {o do battle
valiantly with tho foe, and to strive
fervently for the crown of eternal life.

Tho good housckeeper saw her off as
the priest had desired, and fortunately
secured a return car, so that the news of
Ellie’s fight could not boe brought back
by a thoughtless driver. - g

The priest said ‘his Mass, 'thankful
that one of his flock was out of danger,
as far ag-any. one can be inthis world of
tomptation,  He' little suspected-what
the consequence of his pastoral solicitude
would be to himself; and even'if -he had
suspected, he.would have done hisduty
all the same. - S T

had - called

CHAPTER V.
FATHER AND SON.
“Ts Mr. Blmsdale within ?”
“Te was, my Lord, half an hour

: ago.n

“Say that I wish to speak to him
here; and, Mr. Barus, sco that T am not
interrupted. You had better, perhaps,
remain near the door.” '

“Yes, my Lord.”

Barns went on his errand with a heavy
heart. Ile knew there was likely to be
high words between father and son.

He had ventured respectfully to hint
to Mr. Elmsdale, once or twice, that
Lord Blimsdale was getting old, and that
he might be sorry if he said hard words
now which could not be recalled ; but he
soon saw that expostulation was uscless.

“He was a man with very. clear ideas of

his duty in the state of' lite to which God
him; because he had -no
schemes of his own to prevent him from
seeing what was right. - e knew that-
if he had attempted: to pass beyond tho-
sphere in  which Providende - had: -
appointed -his lot, that he would prob-,
ably do harm, and certainly do no real”
good. So when he found that the
word which he could say reepectfully as =
a servant -was of no avail, he held his-
peace, as far as his earthly superiors
were concerned, but he redoubled his’
prayers for the master whom he sincere- -
ly loved and respected. o
Good old Barns! I believe it .is -
fashionable to tell about the flunkeyism
of modern servants, but I don't believe”
init. Givethem good mastersand youare..
sure, with some rare exceptions, to have'
good sorvants. Lord - Elmsdale was a
good master—a better master than ho .
was a father. A sonrequires morelove '
than a.servant, and more manifestation .
of “affection. Barns knew ‘that Tord
Elmsdale respected him and relied on”
him: "Edward BElmsdale, in his young.
days, saw that his father did not love:
him—he loved his estate, his ‘worldly ~ .
advancement, his birthright, but he did "
not love Atm. The boy was ‘too young |
to veason all this out, but he felt it. Aht '
when ~will parents - learn -that. their™

children ‘feel what they never show; . g

that there are wonderful, deep, unsus- "
pected instincts® of comprehension’ in
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childhood utterly ignored when they
are not manifested opcnly

“Edward Lilmsdale. walked into the
lib ary with a sullen, defiant look. . Lovd
Elmsdale simply indicatod tho revolver
which lay on the table. There wasa
deadly, horriblesilence. Lord Elmsdale
would have given one half of his estate
willingly, cheerfully, much as he loved

it, if' his son had spoken one word of

.1d\nowlcd:rnmntof‘ his fault—had given
even the faintest intimation that he
wished to amend. .

Edward Ilmsdale .would have done,
or at least promised, all his fathor could
desire, it one kind word. had been said
to open the sealed fountain of his attec-
tion. Iow foolish people are. Why will
they not try the force of kinduness when
the foree ot violence so often fails?

- There was' a deadly, horrible silence,
Two guardian-angels (they where both
bapm/ed father and son,) stood by, their
beautiful faces shronded with their white,
ghstening wings. - They where praying:
could nothing be done? Alas, no! God
will not force o the human will. o moves
it gently at times, but if men refuse to
obey Iis touchl. The angels looked
up to Heaven, and in the light of God's
great throne they saw the futur c—they
saw what would happen if father and
son should qu'mel ‘

.There was a~“ roaring lion” in the
room; the angels saw. him—no - one
else; the anfrels being pure spints, can
sco spmts good or evil. . We being flesh
and . blood ¢annot sée them, but’ they
influence us none the less.

_The angels were moving: away, the
devﬂs wexe,Lommg ncmcr _ The two
men had, ‘free will and. thLY willed the
devils to come nearer to them,. The
.'ln"e]s ‘could not reach their will, for God
haj left them froe to, choose, .

‘The angéls had ple'xded S0 fcn'enuy
V‘xth thefathex © Oh:say one kind wmd

0 him'! Tell hlm you will foxngo him’

1f‘ he even’ now will bemn a’. new hfe

Point out to him quletly genl]), 4s a
fa(her ‘shonld, the shume—tl.c dwgmce

of hig conduct Ask him to’ tell you the
trith” about last night. It may not be'

as, b'ld a8 you thml\ Y
The an(rel et ngw' th'xt tlho mg:ht, § \vork

bad a3 ity }vas hnd not ‘been, quite’so, bad',
ther f'cax ed But,,.the. anm.ls‘

as the
could'not tel] h1m bew.use if Gocf allowed

us to ]\now ovoxyt.hm«r 1S tho b])llltﬂ
know it, our freo will would bo unduly
mﬂuence(l and wo  would not havo the
BAMO mMeY 11

Tho son’s :mgol pleaded with him. Ir
ho would only toll his fathor all; tell
oxsctly what had happoned.: Iis futhor
had a right to know the truth; had o
right to demand an nccount of his
condet,

e would not listen.

The angel folded:his silver wm«rs ho
had done all that God wished him to do.
The devils clashed the glittoring scales
of thelr wings, onco o l»(,.u\u(ul HOW 80 .
horrible. ’l‘hcy wore . sure of their
prey. They hud only to wait and look
on.

“Yours " , .

Lord Llmsdale pomtcd to the re-
volver.

TEdward vouchsafed no answer.
SoeGuilt s silcnb I did not think a
son of minc ' He 1).111501 Was ho
going to relent? Was he going to say
one kind word? - The angels camo
forward a little——* would dcﬂ‘l.ldo lho
name of Elmsdale as you have done.”

“l am thc best * judge  of m_) own
actions, sir.’

« And T am tho bost judge of t]m dis-,
posal of my property. The estateis not’
entniled, 1 you are aws are, and if——"

Edward was blind, mad wuh rage-—ho’
seized thé revolve 1—-10\ cléd it at his"
father! At this very moment Imdy
Elmsdale entered.

Barus had kept his wateh faithfully,
but he thought it would be safo to
allow her in. .~ 1o had -his:doubts as to
the result.of the interview.

The mother lopked from the father to
son, -ard {rom the son to the fathor

.lpplly she had not the: .very slightest”
suspicion of the truth. She fearcd thit
there was, somo grave, lerrible ‘broach.
between them. There was ;_,lmsmnosa
of 'despair in both their faces..

« Bdward, what i the malter? I)lm-
sdale, what lms happened ?”.

Tt is doubtful it Lord It.lms.d'lle hnd_

~scon the action of his, son, o, if he. hud'

seen if had not known what he mtended

At lenst it can mever; be Jknown, no\\'
DPerhaps, even if, the mother had : hot,

entered, the unhappy young, man, might,.

"not huvo finally” cau'led out " his 1utal
purpan ;
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Lord B lmbdalo 1cphod in a (,old dis-
tant {one:
““Your son ig dofying his father!”
“Surcly, lidward, this is not true!” -
“1 am old onou«rh to be my own mas-
tor, and to ‘]lldL,O of “my own ac-
tlons !

“Yes; but never too old to honor and
respect your parents.  But what has
caused” this disturbaneo 2
“Lam in utter ignorance. My father
does not condeseend to explain—-"

#The explanation should come from
you, sir!” replied Tord Tlmsdale, in a
tone of bitter and indignant contempt.
“ No son of mine shall alarm this house
after midnight, and try to tempt an
innocent servant to her destruction. I
have told you,” he continued, “what I
shall do——"

" And T defy you, sirl “exclaimed

Elmsdale, leaving the room; and shutting
the door with a erish which resounded
through the’ building.

l’nuns was. &till i the hall. e had
heard the voices in the Iibrary becoming
louder and louder; and more and more
angry in’their tonc He heard these
last. words. ’ ’

CHAPITER VI.

. WHO FIRED ‘THE FIRST SHOT?
Dranl Lo

But how was it done?

No onc knows. * He. was f‘ound just
as he lics now?

But. why do they not _removeo. the
body ?

Barns will not ullow it to be touchcd
until the police come..

<Yeos: the true-hearted old man wis
haif mttmg, half kneeling by ‘tho dead
‘body “of his’ nmaten" No word did he

spouls, but if finy one ﬂttemptcd to'come’

"near the corpse. he motloneu them away

'thh a gosture. whlch o .one d"

gainsay,

T4 How did it hnppcn ™,
Every ono was asking tho samo quos-

‘hon, ‘except the few, who' were too awed

“and fy l(,htcnod to sy a single word! "'1f

“hegould only bpe.lk Ahlif thedead could

bpoak how many things thoy would'tall

Ifwas’ thourrht once ‘that a p}mlo-

g .ﬂDh of. q\o m,urdox'or could ‘B! tul\m)
it

red to |

o

Lhen (,ould Lho u'lmmal havo beon
discovered. ut God loaves man to
work out his own plans and ends, and,
except in gome miost rare and’ e\Llor
dinary cases, human justice is obliged to
have recourse to ordinary means to
discover the ‘guilty., How few would
commit this dreadful, this mostdiabolical
crime of taking the life of a fellow
creature, if' they weresure of being at
once detected by the eyo of their vietim ;
and yet there is an' Kye which: has
beheld the commission of the crime—an
Bye \\'hoac detection they cannot escapo.

Barns’ face expressed more than sor-
row; it told of hovror and dread. 1lle
knew what had happened some” hours

earlier—no one clse did—and he could
not aveid having terrible suspicions.

Lord J*lmscl‘llc had left the castle to
walk to o distant farm about noon. To
often took long, lonely walks, There was
no reason why he should not doso.” A
good landlord isalways safe amongst his
tenantry—a man must have done sonio
open, deliberate act of injustice to bo
unsafe in Treland.

](lwnd Eimsdale had left ‘the lnouso
some time before— in fuct, nmncdmic)y
after the quarrel.  barns had’ scen him
leave, and noliced the way he went. o

did not go down the broad, elmhnod,

avenie, but. had “turned to the n(rht
down a narrower drive, which wis hu urlw
over in summer time, with hagx anb
blossoms. Ifwas called the lime wall\.
Gentlcmen mcd to go theie Lo smolde’] >in
the evening, the l‘l(hes used to walk' up
dnd down under the plm\sqn{ sheltcr in
the Mot summer nouns :

Lady - Tlmsdale’ hiad mot known m)y

thing " of what had- happened . in’ “the -

night. She hiad gone to bed very, Wwonr-
led, and slept soundly. Her husband had
told, hor” what 'Le suql)c(,tcd, aftor t})o

seene in tho library, but ho did’ not know
the'real f‘uct,s of the ¢ sc—no one (.ould N
‘0\ccpt tho' thr ed porqons cone

had‘not tho Jeast xdeu. {hat NLd Rubhcen
‘had been in tho hauie.
‘The vmtor hud arn rwcd ﬂbout five

{
0 clocl\ in the mprnmg, and- we nt‘to
,thexr looms,‘ ‘after

.1kin;f"’son1e,“slight

tor ) 1oom l)u

\i'dill'd not dlqtm d hor
Bivdgnn ot ()(' N

( y' Elmsdalo ' had” not:
5 sho' went to he Qdau"'h-
ound hery slecpmg, aud
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TRUE LOVE

A maid reclined beside a stream,
At full of summer day,

And half awake, and half a-dream,
She watched the ripples play;

She marked the water fall and gu::wc,
The deepening shadows throng, 5

And heard, as darkened down the eve,
The river's bubbling song ;

And thus it sung, with tinkling tongue,
“Fhat rippliug shadowy river—

“ Youth's grighlcsx day will fade away,

Foreverand forever!”

The wwilight past, the -moon at last
Rose hroadly o’er the night,

Each ripple gleams beneath her beams,
As wrought in silver bright,

The heaving waters glide along,
But mingling with their voice,

The nightingale now pours his song,
And makes the shades rejoice;

And thus he sung with tuneful tongue,
“Fhat bird beside the river—

*“ When youth is gone, true loye shines on,
Forever and {orever 2

CHRISTMAS WITH THE
BARON,

A RATHER REMAREABLE TALE.

Oxce upon'a time there lived in a fine
old castle on the Rhine, a certain Baron
von Schrochslofsleschshofiinger, You
won't find it an casy name to pronounce;
in fact the baron never tried it himself
but once, and then he was laid up for
two days afterward; so in future we'll
only call him ¢ the baron,* forshoriness,
particularly as he was rather a dumpy
man. After: having heard his name,
you won’t be surprised whenI tell you
thathe wasan exceedingly bad charucter.
For a German baron, hewas considered
enormously vich ;' a hundred and fifty
pounds a year wouldn't be thought
much over here, but still it will buy a
good deal of sausage; with wine grown
on the estate, formed the  chief susten:
ance of the baron and his family. Now,
you'll hardly believe that notwithstand-
ing he was the possessor of this princely

" revenue, the baron was not-satisfied,

but  oppressed -and ground :down his

‘unfortunute tenants to the: very last

penny he could possibly squeeze out of
them.  Ir all his exactions he ‘was
seconded ‘and . encouraged by his stow-

* ard, Klootz, an old rascal who took'a

“malicious - pleasure. in _his” master’s

" eruelty, and who chuckled “and rubbed

his hands with ‘the greatest apparent
enjoyment -when any of the poor land-

“holders . conldn't pay 'their rent, or af-

forded him any opportunity for op-
pression, . Not content with making
the poor tenants pay double for the land
they rented, tho baron was.in the habit
of going romnd every now and then to
their houses and ordering anything ho
toolk a fancy to, from a fat pig toa
pretty daughter, lo bo sent up to the
castle.  The pretty daughter was made
parlor-maid, but as she had nothing a
year, and had to find herself, it wasn't
what would be considered by careful
mothers an eligible situation.. The fat
pig became sausage, of course. Things
went on from bad to worse, till ai, tho
timeof our story, between the alternate
squeezings of the baron and his steward,
the poor tenants had very little to
squeeze out of them. . The fat pigs and
the pretty daughters had nearly all
found there way up to the eastle, and
there was little else to take. . Theonly
help the poor fetlows had was the
baron's daughter, Tiady Bertha, who
always-had a kind word, and frequently
something . more substantial, for them,
when her fagher ‘was not in the way.
Now, I'm not going to describe Bertha,
for the simple reason that if I did, you
would -imagine that she was the fairy
I'm going to tell you about, and she
isn’t. However, I don’t mind giving
you a few outlines. In the first place,
she was oxceedingly liny—the nicest
girls, the real lovable little pets, always
are tiny—and she had long silken black
hair, and’ a’ dear, dimpled little faco,
full of love and mischief.” Now then,
fill up the outline with tha details of the

-nicest and prettiest girl you know, and

you'll have a slight idea of her.. On
second thought, Tdon't believe yonwill;
for your portrait wouldn't be half good
enough ; however it'll be near enough

for you. Well, the baron’s daughter,

being all your faney painted her, and a
trifle more, was naturally mach dis-
tressed at the goings on of hor unami-
able pavent, and tried her best to make
amends for her father’s harshness. . She

gencrally managed that a good many

pounds of the snusages should find their
way back to the owners of the original
pig; and when thebaron tried to squecze
the hand of tho pietly parloi-maid,
which he oceasionally did after dinnor,
Bertha had only 'to say, in a tone of
mild ‘remonstrance  “Pal"  and " pa
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dropped the hand like a hot potato, and
gtared very hard the other way, instant-
ly. Bad as the disreputable old baron
was, ho had respect for the goodness
and purity of his child,  Tilse the lion,
tamed by the eharm of Una's innocence,
the rough old rascal seemed to lose in
ber presence half his rudeness, and
though he used awful language to her
sometimes (I dare sy even Una's lion
roared oceassionally) he was more tract-
able with her than with anywother living
being.” Ier presence operated as a
moral restraint upon him, which possib-
Ty was the reason that he never stayed
down stairs after dinner, but always re-
tired to a fuvorite turret, where he could
get comfortably tipsy, which 1 regret
to say, he had got so in the way of
doing every afternoon, that I believe he
would have felt unwell without.

The hour ‘of the baron’s afternoon
symposim was tho time sclected by
Bertha for her orrands of charity. Once
he was fairly scttied down to his second
bottle, oft 'went Bertha with heit maid
beside her carrying a busket to bostow
ameal on some of the poor tenants,
among whom she was always receiving
blessings. - At first these oxcursions had
been undertaken solely from charitable
motives, and Bertha felt herself plenti-
fully repaid in the love. and thunlks of
her grateful pensioners. Of lato, how-

- ever, another cause led - her to tale

oven stronger interests in her . walks,
and occasionally come in with brighter
eyes and rosier cheelis than the grati-
tude of tho poor tenants had been'wont
to produce.  The fact is, some months
betore the time of our story, Bertha had
noticed 'in. her walks an artist, who
seemed to be tated to be invariably
sketching points of .interestin the road
she had to take. There was one par-
ticular tree, exactly, in . the path which
led “from. the castle gate, which he
had-sketehed from at least four points
of view, and  Bertha' began to wonder
what there could be so particular about
it. At last, just as Carl von Sepach had
begun to consider. where on earth he
could sketch tho tico from next, and to
ponder seriously upon the feasibility of
olimbing up. into™it; and taking it from
that point of view, s trifling accident
occurred, which gave -him the oppor-
tunity of making Bertha's " accquaint-

[ N

ance, which, I don’t mind stating con-
fidently was the very thing he had been
waiting for. It also. chanced, that on
one particular afternoon the maid, either
through awkwardness, or possibly
through looking at the handsome paint-
e more than -tho ground she was walk-
ing on, stumbled and fell. "Of course
the basket fell too, and equally of course,
Carl, as a gentleman, couldn't do less
than offer his assistance in picking up
the dumsel and the dinner. :
The . acquaintance thus commence

was not suftered to drop; and handsome
Carl and our good little Bertha were
fairly over head and ears in love, and had
begun ‘to have serious thoughts of a
cottage in a wood, cbcretern, when their
felicity was disturbed by heir being ac-
cidentally mel, in one of their walks, by
the baron. - Of course the baron, being

himself so thorough an aristocrat, had

higher * views for his danghter than
marrying her to a beggarly artist, and
accordingly he stamped and swore, and

threatened Carl with summary punish-

ment with all sorts. of weapons, from
heavy loots  to Dblunderbusses, if ever
he ventured near the premises again.
This was unpleasant; but Ifearit didn't
quite put a stop to the young people’s
interviews, thought it made them less
frequent and more sccret than before.
Now, I'm quite aware this wasn't ut all

proper, and that no proporly regulated
young lady would ever have had meet-

ings with a young man papa didn’t ap-

‘prove of. But then it's just possible

Bertha mighten’t have been a properly
regulated young lady; I only know she

was a dear little pet, worth twenty

model young ladies, and that she loved
Carl very dearly. And then consider

what a dreadful old tyrant. of a papa

she ‘had! My dear girl, it's not the
slightest use of your looking so provok-

ingly correet; it's my deliberate beliof -

that-if you had been in her shoes (they'd
have been at least three sizes too small

for you, but that doesn't matter) you

would have done precisely the same..
Such was tho state of things'on Christ-
mas Bvein the year——stay | fairy tales

‘never havo.a year to. them; so onm -
second thought I wouldn't tell the date
if T kuewé—%ut I don't.  Such was the

state of things, however, on the particu- .

lar 24th of Decomber to which our story
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‘ing in an e\ccodmtrl) bud tcmper; and
thoso about him had felt its etficets all
“througli theday. Iis two favorite wolf-
]1ound.~, Lutzow and Teutel, had receivad
80 many kicks from the b.u-ou heavy
“boots that they hardly kilew at which
cud their tails were; and even Klootz
-himself scarcely dared to approach his
master. In tlic middle of the day two
“of the principal tenants came to say
‘that they were unprepared with their
rent, and to beg for a little delay.  The
poor fetlows 1c]n esented:  that . their
tamilies were starving, and entreated for
mercy; but the buon was only too’glad
that he had at last found so fair an ex-
cuse for venting his ill-humor, Ie
loaded the unh.lppy defaulters with
‘every abusive epithet he could devise
(and being ealled names in German isno
joke, I (..m tell you); and lastly, he
swore by everything he could think of
that if' their rent was not paid on the
‘morrow, themselves and their fumilies
“should be turned out of doors to :h,e])
on the snow, which was then many in-
ches deep on the ground. They still
continued to beg ior merey, “till the
baron became so exasperated that he
determined to kick them out of the
castle himself.” He pursued them for
that purpose as fur as the outer door,
when fresh fuel was added to his anger,
‘Carl;who, as I have hinted, still m'm'wcd
notwithstanding " the pdlct'm\l p\oh\ln-
tion, to sce fair Ber tha oceasionally, and
‘had -come to wish her a merry Christ-
‘mas, chanced at this identical moment
to be snying g good-by at the door, above
whlch in iI(.COlddnLc with immemovial
usuge, a huge bush of mistlotoe " was
‘suspended. \Vhat. they were d¥ing un-
der it at the moment of‘the bw.xon 3 ap-
earance, I never’ khew o\n(,t.l), but
is wrath wag tlemendoua Lregret to
sqy that his language was unpar liment-
ary.in the oxtra eme. He swore till he
was mauve'in, the face; and i ho h.ul
Tot prov 1dentmlly been seized with a fit
of coughing, and sat down in the coal-
's'cuntle m takmg it for'a 'thy ce-legred:
Etool—it ' is imposgihle’ to say'to wlmt
lengths his feclings might have carried

him. "Cavl and Berthn 1)1(.le(1 him up,;
behind; but Othel'WIbG nobll

rn ther. bl
_ m ch th(: vopse of hxs acclden .
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| l'c{‘u'&— only, if '\nythmn- 1thu- more Lhe dl\'Cl‘ﬂlO(\ of his thoughts cocmcd to
'80. The baron had got up in the morn-| have done him good, for, h.wmg sworn

alittle more, aﬁul Carl lmvm«r left tho
castlo he .\ppc aved rathor better.- Aftor
having endured so0 ‘many and variod
cmomon it is hde) to be wondered at
that the' baron required some ¢nnsola-
tion; 50, after having changed  his
tr—svs, ho took himselt” off to his
favorite turret, to allay by copious po-
tations the nlllatlon of liis mind. Bottlo
after bottle was emptlied, and plpc aftor
pipe was flled - and bnl()l\cd Tho fino
old Burgnndy was gradually getting
in the old buron’s head ; and .xIw'rcLhor
he was beginning to fieel more couﬂm-t-
able. The shudes of the winter after-
noon had deepenel into the evening
twilight, made ‘dimmer - still ~ by tho
aromattic eloud that came, with dignified
deliberation, from the bavon's hp~ and
curved and floated up the cuved coiling
ol the turret, where they spread them.
zclves into o dim canopy, whieh every
suceessive ‘cloud  brought ' lower and
lower. - The - fire. which had been piled
up mountain-fire earlier”in the aftor-
noon, and had flamed and roareid toits
heart’s content ever sinee, had now got
to let; state—the perfection of a firo
to a lazy man—when it 1cqnnua no
poking or attention of any kind, but
Just burns itself hollow, and then
tumbles in, and blazes )ovmlly for o
little time, and then scttles ‘down to'n
geninl glow, and gots Thollow and tumbles -
M 'w\m. The baron's hm was just in
this delightful “de capo™ condition,
‘most fav ox'lble of all tu the cn|o§ ment of'
the “doce far niente.?  For a littlo
swhile it would glow and kindle quletly
al\m(r stre m"'e flccs to itself, and build-
g f‘amt,t.stlc ‘castles in the depths of itg
red rece sses, and thon the castle would
come down thh a erash, and the fucos
disappear, and a bright flame _spring up-
and lick lovingly the old chimpey 5 and
‘the carved heads of improbable men and
impossible women,  hewen 50, aof'tly
round ‘the panels of ‘tha -old’ o'Ll\ ward-
robe _opposite, in which the “baron's
chmcest vintages, wors. dcpoqted wore
it up. with the Mflickering  light,” and
seemed . to” nod’ nnd \vnnl\ at the ﬁxe m
refurn, with . tho fu.mlh rl'ty ot o)’(l, ac-
quamt'mce: i
Some such. faney s as tlns wag dwpm £
gltself m tbo buron. brum hp:

"8 "y Y ‘rn"'»
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Wis giwing ab Lho old’ 0'11\ carving ac-
cordlngly Cind einitting huge volumes of
smolke with reflective x~lmvno s8, when a
.clitfor imong the bottlcs on tho table
-cansed him to Lurn his head to agcertain
the ¢ause. The baron was by no means
.o nervous man; hoivever the sight that
met-his ejos 'wlién ho turned round did
fake away his presonce of mind a little;
and he was obliged to take four distinct
siafls before ho biid sufﬁcwnlly regained
]\m cquilibrium to inquire. *“Who the
—Pickiwick—ure you I'" (the baron said,
“ Dickens," but s that'is a n.xu'rhty
word wo will substitute * Piclkwiclk,”
-which is equally expressive, and not so
wrong. Letme see? where was 12 Oh!
_yes. 4 Who the Piclwick : are you ?"
Now, before T allow the baron's
visitor to answer (he question, perhaps
1 had better give a shght description of
his personal appenarance. If this wasn't
a true story, L should have liked to
have made  him  a model of manly
beauty ;' but o vegard for veracily com-
-pels me tu confess thatho was not what
“would he gcnorﬂl\' considered  hand-
some ; that is; not in firare, for his fice
was b_) no means unpleu:mg His body
was 10 size nnd shape nol very unlike a
huge plum-pudding, and was clothied in
a bn«rhb green hrrhll_) fitting " doublet,
“with ved holly berrios for biittons. IIls
limbs were long and slender in propor-
-tion to his stutmc which was not inore
than threo feet or'so.  His hend wis on-
-circled by acrown of holly and misteltoe.
The'round rod berries sparkled amid his
hair, which'was silver white and shone
out'in eheerful hmmony with his rosy
_jovial face. . And’ thit face would have
dene ono good to look at it. In spite of
of the “silver "hair, and &n: océasional
wrinklo benoath’ ‘the meérry Luwhmp;
c_)res it seemed brimming: over with
L youth. ‘Mho  moith  well
mumahcd With' teoth, white and sound,
which éomiod as if thoy could do’ amplo
_]uatlco to’ hnlulav ¢heer, was ever open
with d beai
" ing now ‘dud then into hcmty jovial
6luurrhter TFun . and  good-fellowship
werg i evoxy feature, - The owiir of
the face, was, the mometit when,the
Biron fu'st perceived him, Gomfor tubly
scated upon the: top of th "14 &6 tobadeo
jAr, ‘60 the tablo, nirsing his left leg.
ity burons somewhntz ubrupt 1nquny"

mmg genml sinile, e\pund-’

did hot_appoar to irritate him; on tho
contrary, he seemed rather amusod than
otherwise.

4 Yon don't ask proitily, old gentle-
man,” ho replied; “but I don't mind
telling you for all that, I'm King
Christmas.”

«Th 2" said the baron, ,

‘Ah I snid- tho goblin,  Of course
youv'e guessed he a was goblin.

“And pray what is your businéss
here ?” said the baron.

“Don’t be crusty with a fellow,” re-
plied the goblin,  “T merely looked in
to wish yon the compliments of the
season.  Talking of crust, by the way,
what rortof a L\p isityou e dr inking 7"
So saying, he took up a flask of Tho
biron's best and poured out about half
dulass, Having held the glass first {o one
side and then o the ol.her winked at it
twice, snifted it, and gone through the
lun.undcx- of the p'mtomlmc in which
connoisseurs indulge, he drank it with’
arent deliberation, and smacked his. lips
wrmhc antly. ¢ Hum'! Joh.mmshcl i3
and not so \'cly had—for you.. But [ .
tetl you what it is, baron, vou 'l h.lvo to
‘ring’out better stuft than. this waen I
‘put my legs on your m.\h(w'my '

“Well, you are a_cool fish,” said tho
baron, i [Towevcr you mmther ajolo,
so now. you're here we may as well en-
joy ourselves. Smmc'" .

u \Tot anything you're likely to offer
me.’ .

“Confound jour impudence 1" -o'u-cd
the Bavon, with'a horribly complicated.
oath. ,“Tlmt tobacco'’s as good as any”
in Rhineland." .
“That's' a nasty cough. you've got
baron. “Don’t exeite yom'self' my'de r,
boy i I dare say you.speak according:
to your lights." Tdon’ t mean Vesuivans,:
you know, but your oppoxtumtxes for
knowing - anyb]nng about it. . Try.a.
weed out of my case, aud I expeet.”.

you'll alter your opinion.”, .

The baron took thoproffered case, and
selected & cigar, Notaword ~~pol\en il
it was ‘half consumed, when the barg
took it for the first’ timo from his lips,,
and said gomly with " the air of 'n man|
commumcatmg ai nnpont‘mt.dl%o ery,,
in. the' stmctest conﬁdence, “ Das 1st
gut!" ,

i ’l‘houghb voud sny so

|$\)M( :

qmd ‘tho;

vxsltor" w And now, as you liko' the'
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éig ar, Ishould liko you to try a thimble-
full of what T call wine.” I must warn
you, thongh-that it is vather potent, and
may ploduce cffects you are not ac-
customed to.”
© “Bother that, if it's as good as the
weed,” said the baron; I haven't taken
my usual guantity by. four bottles yet.”
LWell, don't.sny [ didn’t warn you,
that's all. I don't think you'll find it
unplmszmt though it is rather strong
when you'ré not Acciistomed to it.” So
‘saying, the. goblin-produced from some
mysterious - pocl\et, a* black, big-bellied

bottle, crusted: appar enLl) with t])e dust,
of ages.. It ‘did.strilke the baron ds
| ‘that’. the bottle, whcnj

peared nearly.as big
mund ‘as'thie! goblm himsef, but he was
not the man fo stick at tnﬂes and he
pushed toward his glass to be filled just
as.‘ecomposedly as Sif the portion” had
Been shipped by Sandeman, and paid
duty in the niost commonplace way.

* The glass was fllled and “emptied, but
’ghe barron uttered not his opinion. -Not
inwords, ab-least, but he- pushied for-
W'nd his’ glass “to be filled again in'a
manner that Sllﬁl(d@l]t]) bespol\c hls ap-
provals '

- % Aha, you smile!” said ~the. goblm

And :it" was a positive-fact; the baron.

was' qmllmrr a thing he. had not* been

known to, do in the “memory of ‘iheold:.
est_inhabitant. ~“That is the stuff to

make Four Kair carlj isn't it '

I believe you, my b-0-0-0y !” de

baron br ought out this earnest express:
ion of- 1mplxclb conﬁdence thh tluo

- Paul Bedtord unctmg “ It wmms one,

- —here!”
" Knowing the '¢haracter of the m'm

one would have expected him to put, his |

hand upon his stomach. - “Bat he dldn 65
he laid it upon his heart., - * i
The spell’ begms ‘to opemte 1 see

‘gaid’ the goblin.”" '« H'we anothel

. glass"-

) _o'th‘el after that, The smile' on "his face
- yexpanded. into an expression ‘of ’ siich
. géniility that, the whole character of’

cotinténante was changed, and 'his'ow

‘doubt"myse]f—’—maamuch ‘as she" died
jeri’he waf “éxXactly a year and thr e

h1m under 8y | cir cumstan-

i ;[t’s queer, though, Ifeel’

The baron had anothet glass, and ans|’

other ‘wouldn’t have known him, T

fon‘ths old—-—whethex: ‘she, would have |} ¥

ces; but I merely wish to O\pl oss that
he was changed almost boyond recog-
nition.’

Upon my word,” said Lho bmon, nt
fength, “T feel so h«rhb that 1 ‘almest
think I could dance hornpipe. T
used to once, I know.  Shall I try, ™

“Well, 1(‘) ou ask my advice,” replied,
the goblm “I should "say decidedly,
don't. ¢Buark ls willing, I dare say,
but thllsela are wcul\, und you nught
split 'em.”

“ Hang it all,” said’ ihe bmon, weo T

might; Q[ dldnt. think of that. . Buat
stlll 1 fcel as if I musL do somethmg
juvenile oo

T AR thatsthe offect of your chnngo
of nature,” ‘sdid the" goblin.. “Nevet
mind, I'll give you pl(,nty to. do pws—
an\y

« Chango of nature! what do you
mean, old contndrum ?” said the baton.

“ Your another,” said “'the goblin

“ But never mind, What I mean is just
this., "What )ou ‘are now feeling is tho
‘natural conscqucmc ‘of my magic wino,
-which has“changed "you mto a fairy.
| That’s what’s tlu, matter, sir.’

T A fairy ! me!” oxclaimed the bmon

“ Getout; I'm too fat.” -
o Patl ol thai’s nothing, -We shall
‘put you'in regular traiiing, gnd you'll'

soon be slim’ cnoutrh to get inito a lady's.
stockings. ‘Not that you ll be called u )on
to do ‘mthmg of the sort; but
‘merely glvmrr you an 1dea o[‘ youl
future figure.”

“ «No! no,” said the bar on, « me thml
that'stoo xdxculous Why, that's worse,
than being afairy, ' You" don't mozm it
Lhourrh do you? I do feel 1athe1 pc»
culnu B

. “1do, mdeed " smd the{v' tor, "« You'
don’t (hshke it} ‘4% you Tl v

-~ Well; no, Toear't say Td
vory fx 1end-

ly. I foel as if I ‘should”
hands, or pat §émebody on the baclg
Fre AR said the goblin, “Iknow HowW it

* Rum.fecling; when you're, notag:
stomed to it But come; finish thnt,

St

glass, for we must, be off; We ve got &,

cxous de'tl fodo-'beforemorning, " T
"~ Are you! e
“All ught "'said the;baron!” “I’ j
m' hq humor 6 'make'a, mﬁht of 1t."'_. ]
Come along then,” 8di the goblm

They proceeded for 'ashox b tlme m sllencle

/
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along the corridors: of the old castle.
They carried no candle, but the baron
noticed that everything scemed perfoct-
Iy light wherever they  stood, but re-
Inpsed “into” darkness as soon -as they
passed by Che gablin spoke fiest.

“ I say baron, you have been an un-
common old brute in your time, now
hiven't you ¢”

SH'm,” said the - baron, reflectively,
T don't know. *Well, yes, L rather
think you have.

#How jolly miscrable you've been
making those two young people, you
old sinner. ~ You know who I mean.”

“I3h, what? You know thattoo?”
said the baron.

“Know it; of course T do. Why,
bless your heart, L know everything,
my dear boy.  Butyou have made your-
self an old pig -in that quarter, con-
siderably.  Ar'n’t you blughing, you
havd-hearted old monster ?”

“ Don't know, I'm sure,"” said the baron,

scratching  his. nose, us if that was

whore he expeeted to feel it. “1Lholiove I

have ‘treated” them' badly, though, now-

I come to think of it.” ) )

At this moment thoy reached the door

f Bortha's chamber.” 'Lhe dooropened

t itzelf at their approach.

4 Come along,” suid the goblin, *you
won’t wile hor. - Now, old flinty-hoart,
look there.” o

The sight that met tho-baron’s view
was ona_that few futhers could have be-
hold withoutemation.: Under ordinary
circumstances,. howeve , . tho .baron
would ‘not have felt at-all sentimental
on tho subject, but to-night something
made him view things .in. quiten difter-
ent-tight to that he was aceustomed to.
1 shouldn’t liko to make affidavit of the
fict, but, it is my positive impression
that ho sighed. " ‘ ;

Now, my dear reader—partioniarly if
a gontleman—don’t imagine 'm going
to indulge - your. impertinont curosity
with "an - claborato -deseription of  the
sacrod detnils of o lady’s sloeping de-
pavtment, You're nota fairy, you know,
and L don’t. seo. that: it can. possibly
matter to, youw whether Bertha's dainty
little bottinos we: o tidily placed on the
chair by her. bedside, or thrown care-
lossly, ag’they-hnd-been taken off, upon
thehzarth-rugi whe: chorfavorito spaniel

repased, warming: his nose,in his.sleop.

before the last smouldering embers of

the decaying fire- or whether her-crin-

oline—buiif 'she did wear a crinoline,

what can that passibly mastter, sir,; {o

you? All I shall tell you is, that every--
thing looked snug and comfortuble; but.
somehow, any place got that look when

Bortha -was in it.- And now a word

about the jewel in the casket—pet -
Bertha herself.  Really, 1'm at a loss to

describe: her. Tlow do youlook when -
you're asleep? Well, it wasn't like

that ; not 2 bit; Fancy asweet girl's

face, the check faintly flushed with a soft -
warm tint, like the blush in-the heart

of" the opening rose, and mude brighter

by the contrast of the downy  pillow’
cn which it rested; dark, silken hair, -
curling and clustering lovingly overthe.:
tiniest of tiny ecurs, and tho, softest,
whitest necle that cver mortal maiden

was blessed with ; long silken eyelashes,.

tringing lids only less beautiful than the
dear earnest oyes they cover. Fancy all

this, and fancy, too,: if' you. cun, the ex-.
pression of perfect goodness and purity

that lit up the sweet features of the

slumbering maiden with -a becuty al-

most angelic, and you will see what the,
baron saw . that night.  Not quite.all,

however, for the baron's vision paused

not, at the bedside before him, but had:
passed on {rom the face of the sleeping .
maidon to another face as lovely, that

of the young wifo, Bertha's mother, who

had, years before, taken herangel beauty:
to the angels.

The goblin spoke to the baron’s thought.
“ Wonderfully like her, is' she not,
baron?"  The baron slowly inclined his
head. ; :

“You made her very happy, didn't.
you’ The tone in. which the goblin’
spoke wus harsh and mocking.  “A
faithful husband, tender and true! She
must have ‘been a  happy - wife, :eh,
baron ?"

Tho baron's head had sunk upon his .

bosom.” © Old recollections were throng-,
ing into his awakened memory.:Solemn
vows ‘to love and cherish, somcéwhat

strangely kept. . Memories of bitter, -

words and savage onths, showered ata.

qnict, uncomplaining : figure,, without:
one in reply.  And last,.the momory (£
- fie of ‘drunken passion, and a - hasty :
blow: steuck -with. a:heavy hand ; and: .-
then of ‘three months fudingaway,; and.
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last, of her last prayer—for her baby
and for him.

“A good husLand makes n good father,
baron. No wonder you are somewhat
“chary of rashly entrusting to = suitor
the happiness of a sweet flower like this.
Poor child ! it is hard, thongh, that she
must think no more of him she loves so
dearly. See! she is weeping even in
her dreams. But you have good reasons,
no doubt. Younyg Carl is wild, perhaps,
or drinks, or gambles, ch ! What! none
of these?  Perhaps he is wayward and
uncertain, and you fear that the honied
words of courtship might turn to bitter
sayings in matrimony, They do, some-
times, ch, baron 2° By all means guard
her from such a fate as that. Poorten-
der flower! Or who knows, worse
than that, baron! Mard words break
no bones, they say, but angry men are
quick, and the blow is soon struck, eh ?"

The. goblin had drawn mnearer and
nearer, and -laid his hand upon the
‘baron’s arm,; and the. last words were
litteraily hissed into his ear. The baron's
frame swayed to and fro under the viol-
encle of his emotions.. At last, with a
cry of agony, he dashed his hands upon
his forchead. - The veins were swollen
up like thick  cords, and . his voice was
almost -inarticulate in - its unnatural
hoarseness. - - o

“Torturer, : release me! Let me go,
let me go, and do something for the past,
or I shall go mad.and diet” :

He rushed out of the room and paced
wildly down the corridor, the goblin
following him..  Af last as they came
neur the outer door of the castle which
.opened of itself as they reached it, the
spirit spoke:

“This way, baron, this way; I told.
-you therc was - work for us to do before
morning you know.” :

“Work!” exclaimed the baron, ab-
sently passing his fingers through hig
tangled hair; “oh! yes, work! the
harder and. the rougher the better;
.anything to make me forget.”

The twostepped outinto the courtyard,
.and the barron shivered, though; as it
seemed, unconsciously at the breath of
the frosty midnight air. . The snow lay
deep ‘on the ground, and the baron’s
heavy boots ‘sank .into it with a crisp,
crushing sound at every tread. He wag
bareheaded, but secemed unconscious of

\

the fuct, and tramped on, as if utterly
indifferent to anything but his own
thoughts. At last, as a Dblast of tho
night wind, keener than ordinary, swept
over him, he scemed for the first time
to feel the chill.  ITis teeth chattered,
and he muttered, “ Cold, very cold.”

“Ay, bauvon,” said the goblin, “itiscold,
cven Lo us, who are healthy and strong,
and warmed with wine. Colder still,
though, to those who are hungry and
half naked, and have to sleep on the
snow."”

“Sleep! snow !” said the baron. “Who
steeps on the snow ? Why, I wouldn't -
th my dogs be onl on such amight as
this.” .

“ Your dogs, no 1" said the goblin; “I
spoke of meaner animals—your wretch-
ed tenants. - Did you not. order, yestor-
day, that Wilhelm and Friedrich, if they”
did not pay their rent to-morrow should
be turned out to sleep on the snow? A
snug bed for the little ones, and a nice
white coverlet, eh ?. Hal hal twenty
flovins or so is no great matter, is'it?
I'm afraid their chance is small; never-
theless. Come and see.” : :

The baron' hung his head. A fow
minutes brought them to the first of the
poor dwellings, which they entered:
noisclessly. The fireless. grate, the
carpetless - floor, the broken window-
punes, all'gave sufficient testimony to
the want and misery of the occupants.
In ‘one corner ‘lay sleeping a man, a
woman and three children, and nestling
to each other for the warmth which
their ragged coverlet could not afford.
In the man the baron recognized his
tenant, Wilhelm, one of those who had
been with him to beg for indulgenee on
the previous day.. The keen features,
and bones almost starting through the
pallid skin, showed how heavily the
hund of hunger had been laid upon all.
The cold night wind moaned and whist-.
led-through the many flaws in the ill-
glazed, ill-thatched tenement, and rust-
led over the sleepers, who shivered even
in their sleep.” ' »

" ““'Ha, baron,” said the goblin, “ death is
breathing in their faces even now, you
see ; it is hardly ‘worth while to lay
them asleep in- tho snow, is'it 2 They
would sleep a little sounder that's all.”

. The baron shuddered, and then hastily:
pulling the warm  coat: from his own
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shoulders, ho spread it over the sleepers.

“Oho!" said the goblin, “bravely done,
baron.. By all means keep them warm
to-night, they'll enjoy the snow more to-
morrow, you know."”

bu.lnwo to say, the baron, instead of
feeling chilled when he had removed his
cont, felt a strange glow of warmth
&plctd from the region of the heart
over his entiro I'r:unc. . The goblin’s
continunl allusions {o his former inten-
tion, which he had by this time totally
relinquished, hurt -him, and he said,
rather pathetically, ¢ Don't talle of. that
again, good goblin, I'd rather sleep on
the snow myself.”

“Ih ! what?”said the goblin,* you don’t
mean to say you're sorry? - Then what
do you say to making these poor poople
comfortable?"”

“With all my heart,”said the baron, “if
we had only anything to do it with.”

“You leave thatto me " said the goblin,
“ your br oLhex fairies .ucnot far-off, you
may be sure.’

As he. spoke he (,Llpped his_hands
thrice, and before the third clap had
died away the poor coltage was
swarming with tiny figures, whom the
baron nwhtly (.OnJC('LlHCd to: be the
fairies themselves. ; .

Now, you may not be aware (the
baron was not until that night) that
there are among the fairies-trades and
professions, JubL as with ordinary mor-
tals. - However, there they were, each
with the accompaniments of his or her
particular business, and to it they went
manfully. A fairy glazior put in'new
panes. to the shattered windows, fairy
carpenters replaced the doors upon their
]nnlrcs, and fhairy painters, with incon-
ceivable celerity; made cupboards and
closels. as, fresh as paint could: make
them; ono fairy housemaid laid and
lit a voaving' fire, while another dusted
and rubbed chairs and” tables to a mir-
aculous degree of brightness; a fairy
butler uncorlced bottles of fairy. wine,
and a fairy cook laid out a repast of
most tempting appc'uanco The baron
hearing.a. tapping above, him, c.Lst ‘his
cyes upward and beheld n fairy y slator
rapidly “repairing a hole in, the' roof;
andwhen: he bert them 'down again,
they foll on a'fairy doctor mixing a cor-
dial, for the :sleopers. Nay, there was
evon a fuu) parson, who, not. havmg

any presentemployment, contented him-
self with rubbing his hands and looking
pleasant, probably waiting till somebody
might want to be christened or married.
Lvory trade, every profession or occupa-
tion appeared, without exception, to ‘ho
represented my we beg pardon, with
one exception only, for the baron used
to say, when afterward relating his ex-
seriences to bachelor friends, “ You may
clieve me or not, sir, there was: every
mortal business undgr the sun, but devil
a bitof a lawyer,

The baron could not long remain in-
active. ITe was rapidly soized with a
violent desire to do something to help,
which manifested itself in ‘insano at-
tempts to assist every body at once. At
last, after having taken all the skin off
his knuckles in attempting to hummer
in nails in aid of the carpenters, and
then nearly tumbling over a fairy house-
maid, whose broom he was offering to

carry, he gave it up as a bad job, and

stood aside with his friend the goblin,

e was just about to inquire how it was
that the poor occupants "of  the house
were not awakened by so much dm, :
when a fairy Sam Slik who had beenex-
amining the cottager's old clock, with a
view to a thor ough repair, touched somo
spring within 1L and it mnde tho usual
purr preparatory to striking. - When lo
and behold, at the very firststroke, cott-
age, goblin, fairies andall had dlswppem ed.
into utter dar kness, and the baronfound .
himself in his tuuet-ch'lmber rubbing .
his toe, which he had just hit with - con-
siderable force against' the ferider. ' As
he:was only in his slippers ‘the concus-
sion was unple’ls'mt and the baron
rubbed his toe for a good while. After
he had finished with his. ‘toe he rubbed
his nose, and finally, with a countenance
of "deep reflection, scratched the ‘bump
of something ov other at the. top of his -
head. . The old clock on the stairs, was
striking three, and the fire had gone out.
The baron 1eﬂectcd for a shmt tinio
longer, and finally decided he had bettor
go to bed, which he'did accordingly.
The morning dawned upon tho very
ldo.ll as far'as weather was concerned,
of a Chnstmas day. ‘A brightwi nter. sun.
shone. yul just vividly, enouwh to make
overything look géenial and ple.lmnt, and-
yet not with- sufficient warmth to ' mar-

vt,ho pmo ‘unbroken surf‘uce of the crisp. .
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white snow, which lay like 2 never-ond-
ing white, Tawn upon the ground, and
lrhttcx ed in- 'myviad eilvor ﬂ.ll\cs upon
The leaves of " the sturdy evergreens.
I'm afraid the baron had not had» very
qootl night; at any rate, 1 know that he
ras wide awake at an hour long before
hls usual time of rising. e Iy Ptirst on
ono side, and ‘then on the other, and
then by way of variety, twrned on his
back, with his magenta nose pointing
penpendmul ]y toward the ceiling; bat
it was all cf'nouse. Do what he would.
ho couldn’t get to sleep, and at last, rot
long atter da aybreak, he tumbled aut of
hed, and proceeded. to drest, Bven after
he was out'of bed his” lidgetiness con-
tinued. It did not'stiilece him, until atter
hé had got one boot on, that it would be
a more natural procceding to put his
‘stockings on first; after which he
‘canght: lnnhclt in thc actof trying to
pat This trouserson over his head (wluch
I'may mention for the informution of
lady readers who, of ‘course; cannot: be
expecteil to know anylhmtr abont such
mittters, i8- not’ the modo gcncnll)
‘adopted.) ‘Ina word, the baron’s mind
was evidently pleoculpxed “his wlmlt,
“air was that of & man who folt astrong
impulse to do somethiig or other, but
could not quite make up  his mind to it.
‘At lass, however, the good impulse con-
quered, and” t}m wiclked  old “baron, in
the sLlIlnoss of the calm "bright Christ-
mas. morning,, went down upon’ his
knees ard prayed.  Stiff were his knees
“and slow his tongue, for. neither  hal
done_ Huch work for m: any - long day
"pd:.t but [ have read in the Book of
“the] ]m “of ‘theanuels ovora .repenting
sinwe- 'Chere needs not much cloguence
to pnay the publican’s prayer, and ‘who
“whall sy “but there was ;,l.l(lno~s in
‘ hc.lvun that Christinas morning.
“The buaron's” uppeardnee down staivg
at siich an c‘uly hour oceisioned: qnite
“n ‘comnintion. " Novrwere the dumestics
repssied when the bavon osde ed a "bu-
Jock tobe Tilled and: |mnlcd mst.lull),
Cand all'the’ av.lh.lh]c provis dons in the
Iaulcx"lmhulnnr sausapre, Lo be packed
.'_up in b kats, wn/th a-‘goodl *tore of lis
C oW pu,l ving. Om- 1nucnr,|ct.unc'-
Cwils b to; sl.nc with'mueli pathos,
Cthint’ he: fenred’ Mkt rh.ul p;nnc ¢ oft his
e I owever, “o‘T‘ Tiiw hedt” o1 not
“ihiy khew (he i on must be ol} cycd

and’ in an’ excecdingly shert spaco of
time, ho- sailed forth; nccompanied” by
three sorvants enrrying the baskets, and
wondering what in the name of fortuno
their master would do next. He ¢ stop-
ped at the cottage of Withelm which ho
visited with the 'robhn on the provious.
night. - The tabors of the fairies did not
seem to have produced much lasting
beuetit, for the appeurance of ovory-
thing .ummd was as wretched as could
be. The poor fumily thought that the
baron had ‘come himself {o turn them
out of house and home; and the poor
children ‘huddied up an(lly to their
mother for proleetion, while "the father
attempted some ‘words of entreaty for
mercy. ~The pale, pinched features of
the group, and ‘their look of dréad- and
wretchodness, were too much for the
baron. *Eh!'what! what do you mean,
confound you! Turn you out ! Of course
not: U've brought you some breakfast.
Here! J*ntz——Gul where are” tho
lknaves ? Now -then, unpuck, and “don't -
be a‘weelk aboat it.” Can’t you  sec the
people are hun«rly,)e villians ? Iere
lend melthé corkserew.” This last boing
a tool the baron waytolerally « ccustom-
et to, hehad bebtor success than with
those ot the fairy carpenters ;' and it was.
not long before the poor tennnts wero
seated before a - roar ing fire, and -doing
Justice’ with thie appetite of ‘starvation,.
to & xubstantinl breakfast. The bar on
felt n quger sensition in the throat it
‘the sight'of the poor people's enjoyment,.
and had passed the back of hix hznd
‘twice acrosshis eyes when he . thought
noone was looking; but his emotion
fairly rose” to l)onlmtr point when the
poor futher, erhclm with tewrs in his
eyes, and about a qu'n'tcr of ‘a pound of
el in hig mouth, sprang up from the
wble and threw himself at the biron's
kuaos, mvoluurr his. blessings on hiy
tor his' ‘romlncsa. Get up;, you andacious
scoundrel I roared the baron. What the
deuce do you mein by such conduet, ah'!
confound you AL thiy' moment the d()or
ojficnedF and in walked Mytineer Kloota,.
who' hid hc.trd nothing of thu baron’s
ehinge | of mlontlon, and “who, ‘sceing
Wilhelm al ‘thie basor.'s féet] ind lxewnxllg'
the sp(,.ll'mg as he Lhuwrht inannigry
rone, ationte |umpul at tho conelusion
that Wilhelin was ctitredting forlolinor
‘indiilgeince. Uc ritshed at tho anfor luutc-
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man, and collared him. “Notif wolknow
it,"exclaimed ho ; “ you'll have the wolves
for bedfellows to-night, [ reckon. Come
along, my fine follow.”  As hospnke he
turncd his back tdwards the baron, with
the intention of dragging hiz vietim to-
wards tho door, The baron's little. groy
.eyo twinkled, and his whole frame qui-
vered- with suppressed emaotion, which
after tho lapse of & moment, vented it
self into a kick, and such a 'kicl !
Not onc of your Varsoviana flourishes,
but a kick ‘that employed overy
muscle trom  hip to’ toe and drove
the worthy steward up agaiest, the
door, like & ball from a catapult.: Mis-
fortune never come ringly, and so Myn-
hoar Kloots found with regard fo the
kicle, for it was followed without loss of
time, by several dozen others, as like it
as possiblo, from the baron’s heavy boots.
Wounded lions proverbially come badly
off and Iritz and Curl, who had sufierad
from many an act of petly tyranny.on
the part of the steward, thought that
they could . not do better "than follow
their master’s example, which  they, did
to such. good purpose, that whon the
unfortunate Kootz did oscape from the
coltage at last, [ don’t bolieve he could
have had any 03 sacrum left. :
After having excented this little act
of poetical justice, the baron and his ser-
vants visited the othor .coltages, in all
of which they were received with dread,,
and dismissed awith blossings. Iaving
completed his toup of charity, the baron,
returned homos to breakfust, feeling more
reully contented, than he, had been .for,
many.a long year. e, fonnd’, Bertha,
who had nob rison when ho startad, in o
considerable state of anxigty as to: what
he could possibly have,been doing,;, In,
answor to her inquiries he.told hor. with,
a roughness he; was far from; feoling, 1o
mind her.own business, The gentle eyes
fitled swith toars at,tho harshnoss of the
reply;. perceiving, which, the:baron; was,
beyond, measure distressed; and chucled
hor.under.the chin in what swas meant.
to buof a'veryconciliatorymanney., Bh !
what, my,pretty? tears?. No, surely, . Ber-,
-tha must forgiveher old futher. .. T did’nt
mean i, .you: know, my.pet; and yot, on
second -thought, .yes I'did,;too. Bertha's
fuce. was ovoreastiagain. . My little,girl
thinks ,sho has, no; business;; anywhere,
oh.! ig that,.it?: Well, then; my pet, sup-

pose you make it yourbusiness o write
a.note to young Carl von Sempach, and
say ’m anaid Twvas rather rudo;to him
yosterday, but if he'll look over it, and
como and take asnug family dinner and
a slice of pudding with us to-day—Why
pa, you don’t mean—yes, I do really be-
lieve you ‘do—The baron’s cyes wore
winking ninteen to the dozen. Why, you
dear, dear, dear old pal And at the im-
minent risk of upseiting the breakfust
table, Bertha rushed at tho baron, and
flinging two soft white arms about his
neek ! kissed him—oh ! how she did iiias
him. I shouldn’t have thought, myzelf|
she could possibly have any left for Carl;
but I dare suy Bertha attended to his
interests in that respect somehow,
EX * B4 Y * ES £ . J:
Well, Carl came to dinner, and the
baron was, not. very many years - after,
promoted tothe dignity of a grandpa,
and & very jolly old grandpa  he made.
Is that all you want to know? ‘
Abous Klootz ? Well Klootzs got over:
the kicking, but ho was dismissed  from..
the baron’s service; and on examination
of . his accounts, 16 was - discovered that
he had been in the habit of robbing the
baron of nenrly « third of his  yearly
income, which he had to: refund ; and
with-the money he.was thus compelled
to disgorge, the baron built new.cottages
for his tenants, and stozke:! their farms.
Nor was he the pogrer in.the: end, for
his tenants workeg with the. enorgy.of
gratitude, and he was; soon many;times -
the richer than when;the "goblin;visited
him on thap Christings ove. ., e 7
- And_was the ,goblin over oxplained?
Certainly not., Hos dare:youwhave the:
impertinence to suppose.sucha thing?-
An empty bottle, covered,with cobwebs,
was found, the next morning in the tur-
ret-chambor, ;which \ the, baron at , first
imagined must be the bottle from which
the goblin produced his. magic wine; but
agfit;was found on:examination; to .be
labglled Old Jamaica Rum, of course that
could;not-have had anything to. do.with
it Howoveyr it;was,, the-baron never
thoroughly enjoyed any othen wine after
it; and as he:did not-henceforth :get

drunk, on . an-average - mote, than, two

-nights.aweok; or:swenrmore than. eight e

oathsa day,.I: thinle King. Christmas -
may be considored..to huve..mea
reformed;ihim,; "And -he. always imain:

ably,
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tained, 1o the day of his death, that he
was changed  into a faity, and became
exceedingly angry if (':o_n‘_ tradieted.

Who doesn't believe in fairies after
this ? [ only hope King Christmas may
make a few mora’ good fhivies this year,
to brighten. the homes of the poor with
the light of Christmas churity, Truly
we need not look far for almsmen. Cold
and hunger, disease and death, are
around us at all times; but at no time
do they press more heavily on the poor
than at this jovial Christmas season.
Shall we shut out, in our mirth and jol-
lity, the cry of the hungry poor? or
shall we not rather remember, in the
midst of our happy family circles, round
our well filled tables, and before our
blazing fires, that our brothers are starv-
ing out in the cold, and that the Christ-
mas song of the angels was, “ Good will
to.men ?

A GeNTLEMAN—W hen you have found
a man, you l ave ngt far to go to find a
gentleman, You' cannot make a gold
ring out of brass: You -cannot change
Cape May orystal toa diamond. You
cannot malke a gentleman till you first
find a man. To be a gentleman is not
sufficient to have had a grandfather.- Lo
be a gentleman does not  depend on the
tailor-or the toilet. Blood will degene-
rate. Good clothes are gnod habits.” The
Prince Liee Boo concluded that the hog
wag the'only gentleman in'Bugland, as
béing tliconly thing that did not labor,
A gentlemanis just a gentle-man; mno
more, no less; a:diamond  polished that
Jvas firsta diamond in the rough, Agen-
tleman is gentle. A:gentleman is modest,
A-genlleman is‘courtious. A gentleman
is'slow to take offence, a8 being one who
nover gives'it. A gentloman'is slow to
surmise “eyil, as beingone who never
thinks'it:* He subjects his “appelites. Al
gentleman rofines “his taste. A gentle:
. -man subdues his feelings. ‘A ‘gentleman
“eantroleshis speech. A gentleman deems
every otherbettor: than “himself.’ Sir
Philip Sidney wus never “so much of'a

" gentleman—mirror. though he was of

“English knighthood—aswhen, uponthe
Aield - of Zutphen; ay he - lay-in‘his’lown
~blood; he' waived -the ‘draught: of's cool
gpring=water; ‘that was to . quench . lis
“mortul thirst,in favor of a dying soldier!

‘of which, are yet visible.

St. Paul describes a gontleman when he
exhorted . the Philippian Christian s
“ Whatsoever things ave trre, whatso-
ever things are -hopest, whatsoovor
things arc just, whatsoever things aro
pure, whatsoever . things ave lovely,
whatsoever things are of good report,
if there be any virtue, and  if there bo
any - praige, think on- these things.”
Another writer pointly says:—

“ He should labor and study {o be a
leader unto virtue and 2 notable promo-
ter thereof, directing and exciting men
thereto by his exemplary conversation;
encouraging them by his authority ; re-
warding the goodness of meaner peoplo
by his bounty and favor; he should bo
such a gentleman as Noah, who presch-
ed righteousness by his works beforo a
profanc world.”

ROSS CASTLI, KILLARNEY,

Ty above is another of those remains of
antiquity which give interest and etiect
to the scenery of Killarney. 1t stands
on Ross Island, the largest island on the
lawer lake; about & mile in length, and
entirely covered with underwood, chiofly
gvergreens. A’ narrow gut, scarcoly
navigable for hoats, sepurates it from tho
shore.The castle stands upon a rock on
the land wide of the island; it isa fine
riin, consisting of a lofty square build-
ing, with embattled parapets, oviginally.
enclosed by a curtain wall, having roind
flankers at” cach corner, 8mall portions
In tho intor-
ior are soveral good apartmoents;-it was
formerly ‘a voyal“ residence, being tho
seav'of the lords of tho lake, who assum-’
ed the title of kings. © The family of
C’Donoghue was the lasu that bore this
title. - Thore are many interesting sto-
rigs recorded of the great'O'Donaghue,
the hero of*thisancient race, which well
accord with tho surrounding scenory,
~Intheyear 1652, the castle was valiantly
defend :d by Lord Muskerry, dgainst an
Bnglish- force of 4,000 foot and horso,
commanded by General : Ludlow.’ ‘
The shores of Ross Island, says Mr,
Wriglit-in: his guide "to the 'lakes, iro
beawiful and interesting in th'e ‘extreme,

‘being -deeply indented, and ‘possessing

endless varicty of commanding promons
tory, and rétiring ‘bay ; the rocks along
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itsmargin areworn into the most fanciful
ghapes, for every group of which, the
helms-man is supplied with an appropri-
ate appollation. 1lere lead and copper
are to be had in great abundance, and
though the working of' the mine is dis-
continued, yet it -is rather for wani of
eapital in the proprictors, than for a de-
fiency of ore. These mines were work-
ed at a very carly period, and some of
the rude implements used for breaking
down the ore, are to bo found on the is-
land ; they wre lurge oval stones, quite
smooth, and round the centre of cach is
a marl, evidently cauvsed by the fasten-
ing on of a convenient handle : they
are called by the country -people,
 Dane hammers,” a belief still existing
that thoy wore formerly used by those
invaders. ‘

CHILDREN'S CORNER.

LITTLE CONTRARY.

‘There was a little girl 1 knew,

Who often disobeyed, . :
And when her mother bade her wotk,
Bhe almost always played.

‘When she was told to go one way,
She wonld surely go the other ;-

If asked her sister to amuse,:
She'd entertain her brother, -

Or, when mamma said, *“ Come do this,"”
She'd cry, * Can't I do that 1" .
, . And when upon an crrand sent, -
: She'd play with dog orcat. .

Instead of doing what she should,

" Bhe did just what she shouldn't :

And if her mother wished she -would,
.. -She always said she conldn’t.

1.0 - And now; if there are any more
Such children here to-day,
I hope they " think it very wrong,
" Anditry thebetter. way, @
y .
i Like this young girl I've told you of,

..+ Determine to repent, Lo ) .

" Angd as you older grow cach'day, ’ o

Gruw more obedient. . R

ROSY'S GOOD VORTUNE.
A corpeN guinea rolled out of arich
man's pocket-book one "day into the
street, and rested- under a brown- leaf.
Just then alittle girl, with her school
books on har avm, hurried by. She was
very neatly, but very pooily dressed,
and her little face looked wan and sad.
She didn’t see the gold picco that peep-
ed so wistfully . out. from undor - tho -
brown cap at her—how it would have'
lightened her heartif'she had ! Butwhen

sho ‘had passed  on the ~guinen. was
gone. : ‘
As Rose-—she was a pale little rose—

Dalton entered the school house, one of
the girls said :— .

“There comes Rose, though its ex-
amination day,in the same old calico
cown, and 1 declaro I belicve sho
has worn “thoso shoes. for four months.
I say, Rose, why don't you have
now spring clothes - like the rest of
us?”, : ‘

“ Beeanse, Jennio, I havn't any father -
and mother like you, and grandmother is
old and sick, and has hard work .to get
along. By-and-by, when I know enough,
I:shall carn money for us both, and
thon I will havo shoes when I neced
thom.” AR :

Rosy answered pleasautly, but:thero
.was a quiot dignity in hor manner, that
repeliod rudoness. : S
-~ In a minute or two onc of -the girls
said :— ‘ , L

«1 beliove, Rose Dilton, thatif you
had fivo dollars this minute, you'd spend
it for your grandmothor before you'd
got yourself what you (really need.” .-

This timo Rosy said nothing,. but sho

thought:—“Yos, indeed T would ; grand- - ‘
I'mother should have & new.gown to:.go




e
ok

TIYSLET S

At

et it

=

82 "THE

HARP

to  church in, and a pair of casy low
shoes : and 1'd wait o little longer for
mine.” ,

If guineas over laugh, the ono that
had laid in the gutter half an hour bfore,
laughed. when the little girl said that,
and. it sald :—

“Well, well, who ever would have
thought that her shoe would have pick-
ed me up in-that fashion, and 1 am
as snug as possible between the insole
and the lining. T hope I shall not fall
out.”

The ecxaminalion was passed, and

-Rosy won the premiam for arithmetic,

which was a Lright new five dollur gold
picce.

Dear child, how she burried home
holding the precious treasure tight in
her hand, and when she entered the
dingy little room where her grand-
mother wos engaged in preparing the
supper, her happiness made” the.whole
room bright. ’ ‘

“See,. grandmother, you can go to
.church now; for here is the money that

Mr. Winslow " promised to  the best |

scholar in arithmetic, and now you
san- have a new dress and a paiv. of
shoes.” - ‘ :

“No, dearie you must spend that for
yourself. T am turning the old gown,
.and the shoes will do me for awhile yet.
See, your shoes aro. all worn ' out,
lassic.” ‘

# But if they are,I eannot get new
ones till ‘the dear old.granny is fixed,”
said Rosy. “See here, I guess I can

“fix these with some™ tacks.”~And as

she raised her foot to look "at her shoe,
out rolled tho old English.guines upon
-the floor. ‘ : :

“ O grandmother! What is this ?"
exclaimed the child. .

Grandmother toolk it in her hand, and
examined it. ‘ ‘

#*Why, Rosy,"” said she ** it is a guines,
and is worth just as much "as your five
dollar. gold :piece.”

“ And now,” said Rosy,; “ we can hoth
‘have new gowns and new shoes. I am
go glad I | : » S
- Uf,you had hedrd. those two ' gold
pieces - jingle togother'in " Roasy's pocket
you'd-have known that'they were laugh-
ing'for  vory happiness at. Rosy’s-good

fortune.: -

THE STRANGER.CHILD'S HOLY CHRIST.

Twas on the night the Lord was bon,
When, throneh the ghulsome town,

A siranger-child, and all forlorn,
Went wandering up and down,

At every house he stopped 1o gaze
Where, huug with stars of light,
The Christmas-tree shot furth its rays

Unutterably bright.

Then wept the child : ** Alas for me!
To-night vach other one

Wit} have his glittering Christmas-tree ;
But I, pior 1, have none,

1 Too have plng’cd round such at home,
With brothers Band in hand,

But all deserted vow | roam
Here in this strangerdand.

¢ Father nor mother have 1 now--
O holy Christ and dear?
. Except I'hon love me, ouly Thou
Iam forgotten here!™

e rubbed his little hands, all blue
And stiffened with the cold,

Aud 1ound him, cowering, closer drew
His garment's scanty fold:

When, lo! with wand of wavy light,

¥ And voice so heavenly sweel.

Another Child, all nobu(fin while,
Camau gliding up the street,

e said: * The hnly Chiist am I,
OUnce, oo, a child like thee ;

If all farget and pass thee by,
‘t hou'rt not furgot by Me.

* Myself for thee, dear child, will raise
AI'ree so full of light,

That those in yonder hali that blaze
Can scarcely shine so biight.”

He spoke, and straight from carth to sky
A T'ree betore them sprung,

And starg, in clisstering radianey,
Amid its branches hung.

How near and yet how far it scemed |
How bathed in floods of lights! o
Still stood the child, and thought he dreamed,
So rapturous was the sight.

But, hovering o'er him from_above,
Angels sweet welcome smiled,
And gently siretched their arms in love
© “Towards the stranger-child. :

They lift, they raisc him from the ground,
Up thr ugh the shining space ;

Aand now the blessed one has. found
Wath Christ a resting-place.

IN‘THE STREETS AT, NIOHT.,
« Hrs father don't allow him to be in
the streets at night,” said Will Carson,
in a mocking {onec; “ begter tie the baby
to the bedpost with his mother’s apron
strings.” ' _

"John Mellon’s: face flushed :at theso
taunts, No boy likes to be ridi¢uled, os-
pecially when a ¢rowd of his play.fellows
arc sianding by. - ...

“ r.e a'man and come:along with us,”
said .. Harry Jones.: - #-You- are man
enough to think and act for yourself."

- % Come, John, - come with "us,” said
another, . Wo.shall have agrapd timo,
It will' not hurt you'just for once, to have
alittlefun.” © 0
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“No,” said John, * T shull mind my
father: God ‘says, .« Honor thy father
and thy mother,” and:L shall dojt.”

“Come_on, boys,’ said Will, as he
started off) “and don't 'be sL.mdmg there
listening to his preaching.”

John~ went home, and in preparing
his fesson for the next day, and in join-
ing in the home pleasures ho had forgot-
ten all about the boys.

The next morning, on his way to
gchool, he heard that the boys had
beeu arrested and sent to juil for be-
ing drunk and disorderly. - Think
how anxious their parents must have
been all through that night, and then to
be told that they werein jnil I—Iow
it must  have surprised and pained
them. )

Do not be wundering in the streets at
night, boys.
thing but harm ¢an come of it.—Hun-
dreds of boys are ruined through being
in the streets at night.

John Mellon made a happy and pros-
perous man, and so will everybody who
fears God, stands up for the right, and
honors his father and mother.

MANNERS,

Mawxgers are more important than mo-
néy, a boy who is polite and pleasant in
his- manners, will always havo friends,

and all will not often make enemios,
Good behaviour is essential to prosperity:.

A boy feels well when he docs well. ~ Tf | ;
you wish to make everybody plensant

about you, and make friends: where- |

ever you go, cultivate good manners.
Many boys have . pleasant” manners
for company, and ‘ugly manners for
home. :

We visited a small railroad town, not
long - since. and.were mot at the de-
pot by a little boy of about .eleven or
twelve years of age who conducted us
to tho house of his - moLhcl', and cnter-
tained and cared for us in the-absence
-of hig father, with as much pollte atten-
tion and Lhoughtful carc- a8 .the most

cultivatod gentlemen could- have done.
We:said to hlS mother bef‘oxe “we lcf‘t
her home :— , :

“You are groatly blessed in your son,
ho.is s0 attontlvc and obligin

4 Yes, she. snid ;. %1 can:, %ways do:
peud on Obm'ley when his. fnthor is: nb—

Ttis a bad habit, and no-

‘no false light - to.-
‘promise it does not mean to fultill.

sent” Sho . éaid  Lhis. as iP it ‘did Wer

heart good to acknowledge. the (,lover
ness of her son.

The best manners cost 5o httlo and
are worth so much, that every boy can
have them.— Youth's Guide.

HELP MOTHER.

Children, I've a:secret for you. I
wish to tell you how to cure mamma,
and perhaps papa, too,of that unpleasant
habiv of scolding. Perhaps when your
mother was young. no one was more
amiable than she. Now, for the cure:
When tho momin" meal is over and
prayers are “said,"” “and mother, like all
good housewifes, wishes to huny‘uound
with the work, that time may be. found
for sewing, )‘C:Iding, ete, do you, if a
boy, sce that the wood is prepared or
the coal-bucket filled, the door-scraper in
order (my boy made onc. for me), and

clean your boots carcfully before enter--

ing the rzom.  When you bring wother
a bucket of water do not fill ‘the pail
fll, to avoid slops. + If you are a girly

run up stairs and put the beds nicely to-

airing, throwing open the windows, hur-

vy back to the dishes and sce how quickly

iand neatly they can be washed, and put a-

way. Thusanticipating mother's wishes ; -
and especially do not try her patience by'

waiting for her to give directions the
second” time, and mother will not only
forget the 'ut of scolding, but delight
in those sho would dic to serve.

. DIFFERENCE BETWEEN SINCERITY AND

Runeness.—If you do not take caro -

you will fall into one of the most dis-
agreenble errors in the world—which is
that of mistaking rudeness of mannor

for sincerity of ‘character; one the most’
valuable quality, the. other the most
-disagreeable that can be’

imagined.
Iwex)unnn‘ in tho human character is

beautiful or not; according to its useful-
‘ness.

Smcenty -of character. mey be
learned only by sorrow -and-adversity,

in their most bitter moments; it is tho.

personification of truth; it can lead to
no disappointment, because it holds out

But
awhat is the purpose:answered, or the.end
<to be nttamed by saymg rude thmvs ?

botx'ny——gwos no




84 THE HARP. .

OUR PUZZLE CORNER.

Edited by Davten J. Houtaxo, Montreal, to
whom all communications for this depart-
ment must be addressed,

Original contributions are respectfully so-
licited,

ANBWERS,
]l

Altisonant.

-.-6-_.
KELPEER
ERIELB A
LI'MEBEN
PRERANT
EDNALOSE
ENONORA
RANTEAK

e
BAKTI
ABEL
KEEL

ELLS -

-0 BdistO

S IllmanI -
o NigeR.
e Brie B

-0ee
Nuxericarn Exicya.

My whole.composed of ten letter is a bless-
ing to the tired.
My 1, 2, 3,4,is an act
e 5, 6, 7, is a pronoun
“ 5,0, 1T,8,is a plant
“ 8, 9, 10, is the bottom of a river..
S. W. Fraser.~
Montreal.
10—
Prize Diadoxp

_Aldetter; astick ;abase; a puzzlers name ;
right to prosecute; a letter
Walter

Montreal.
—11---
Prize Worn Squark.
A town in Bastern Ontario; someone that
you like; o religious.
Twenty-five ¢ents for the first solution.
M. E Grant.

.Ogdensburg N. Y.

—ee] Deee
Prize Diavoxn.

A consonant; the name of a river .in
America: a jewish habitjone who involves
intrusted ; checked ; to stop; a color;a con-
sonunt.

A packet of papers for the first solution.

- Nutmég
Danbury Conn. .

—13—

Cuarave. .

My first is part of an- clephant

My ‘second is a portion

My whole is part of an elephant

Qualshe.
Boston, Mass.
—14— )
Prize Wonp-Square REMAINDERS.

Behead and curtail words of the following:
meaning and get a perfect word-square.

Open; extinction of lite; decreed by fate.

A chromo for-the first” correct solution.

. My Dot. .
Dunkirk N. Y. ‘
—15—
TriPLE ACROSTIO.
(Back word conlains three letiers.)

A commercial abbreviation; a female-
name; a disease; united ; & Chincse musical-
instruiment; enst. | .
Primale—A form of syllogism.
Centrals—A genus of plants.
Finals—Concealed. c

. ¢ The Poser”

Pittsburgh Pa.

To CORRESPONDENTS.

In addition to. the above’ prizes kindly:
offered by our contributors we .will give a:
vear's subseription to-the Hare, to the one
gending us the firat complete list of answers

For the Lest-list if all are not solved wo-
will give.a six month's subscription to the

| same magazine.

\
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FACETIMR.

Inunean.—A punster challenged asiclk
man's vote at o city olection on the
ground that he was an ill-legal voter.

Way does a fall down a well so often

prove fatal 7—Because the one who fulls
is 50 apbto “lJrick the bucket.”

Purupexr.—Ovor at the Bxposition
they are laying up something for a
rainy day-—not an umbxcllu but a
Puaris-haul.

Goon Apvice.— Keep you patients

alive,” said an old doctor to a graduating
class of students.  © Dead men pay 1o
bills.”

Cryican.—Riches will take to them-
selves wings and fly away unless you
gprinkle the salt of cconomy on their
tail.

“IWnEN is a man a coward 2 asked a
teacher of mental philosophy.—“When
e runs wway from u cow,” answered a
pupil. '

Arrrur, Yourn.—A governess threat-
ened to keep an unruly boy fifteen
minutes atter school.—#* L wish you'd
make it half an hour,” said the apprecia-
tive youth, © for you're tho preLLlcsL
teacher in town.”

Tre ror Tar.—An ill-tempered and
pompous old man said Lo a noisy urchin,
“What aro you whistling and yelling so
for when I am riding by "—To wirich
tho . boy 1‘e~»pomicd “What -are you

~ridin’ by for when 1'm o whistlin’ and a
yellin'¢”

One Too MaNY FoR IM—A witty
lady, who had sovoral daughters, the
oldest of which was married, on being
provoked Dby her - son-in- law said,
“William, you neced'nt try to qumxel
with your mother-in-law.  Sho knows
what she is about, and -won’t quarre!
with a danghter's husband uritil all'her
girls aro married. Then look out,

Provoxing.—
in your wagon ?” 4 boy asiced a pedler
of that arlicle.—* Yos,said the expect-
ant man, stopping: hl: hotsos, and ‘get-
ting (lown from his soat.—i¢ That is
rlght" responded the. boy. 7% Always
tell tho truth and “peoplo will respect

1" IInvc_) ouany charcoal

you,” And ho hastened onward, while
the charcoal man vainly searched for a
brickbat. ‘

I

Provessionan ViEw.—A  celebrated
oculist oflered to operate on a blind
beggar's eyes, and said, “ I'll gnarantee
to restore  your sight.”—*What!”
exclaimed the beggar. ““ Restore my
sight, and so ruin my business! A pretty
notion | Do you want to deprive moe ot‘
iy tivelihood ?”

"IBar "Tar.—“Now, then,” said a teach-
or of elocution to his pupxl “whether
yougeb just the right shade of pronuncia-
tion or not depcndb a good derl on your
cars. But let no one feel discour aged if
he hasn’t much of an ear. For a person

with short cars stands just as good a

chance here ag » person with long

ones.”
Suianrny - Puzzning— Mr.  Pres-
ident, suid & German' alderman, “I

mzkes der motion as der new juil be build
on der samo spot as Jder old jail what's
now standing; ‘dat saves der money for
der land, and I makes der motion us der
old jnil shull not ‘be putl down till der.
new J.I.ll is built, so ve \ill not be widout
der juil.”

Lirree Tuoines—* What, my dear,
what “is the matler? What can you
mean ? You look so depressed. It can-
not be—and yet—oh, relieve this killing
susponse. Alexander, have you failed 7"
said his wife, with (.l.lspocl hands.—* No,
my dear, my credit is yot unimpaired,’
and business is - looking up."—* You

can’t mean to sny, dear, that your old
pain in tho he‘xd has come back 7'—No."

—“You hav'n’t had to pay the note for
yourbrother Joseph ?"—¢ No."—* Ilave
you—now tell me, Alexander Bidlack—
have you had an another atlack of ver-
tigo ?"—¢ No."—* Ixs your cashior
broken his Mur phy pledge 2"—* No.”

—“ Now I know—Lexpecled it—I knew
it all the lime-=1 felt sure it wounld be
50. Mrv. Debonajr has asked for Sora—
phina ?"'—¢ No, nothing of the kind."—
“ hon tell o without s waiting another
minute, what has happened. T can bear.
it. Lot me know the words.”"—* Well, .

‘that” button I told you about-has got

tired.of. ]mn"mg on by one thread, and
huo it is.”"
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‘mise a cha-rus'd song, boys, While bright the hal-ly gleams, To Jreland,grand old Treland, Dear
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Rouund {he fire to-night, boys, When every heart’s aglow, Though wintry winds be raving, Or
tound the fire to-night boys, When high the glasses fonm, And music's charm is floating A’
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