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YOUR MISSION.

If you cannot on the ocean sail among the
swiftest fleet,

Rocking on the mighty billows, Jaughing at
the storms you mecet,

You can stand among the sailors anchored
yet within the bay,

You can lend o hand to help them as they
launch their boats away. o

If you are too weak to journey up the moun-
tain steep and high,

You can stand within the valley as the mul-
titndes go by —

You can .chant in happy measures as they
slowly pnss nl_on[i;,

Though thoy may forget the singer, they
will not torget the'song, :

If you cannot in the conflict prove yourself
a warrior {rue, :

It, when fire and sinoke are thickest, there’s
no work for you to do— :

When the baitle-field is silent, you can go
with gentle tread, @ )

You can bear away the wounded, you can

“.cover up the.dend. )

If you ‘cannot in the harvest garner up the
richest'sheaves, = ' i
Many's grain ‘both.ripe: and golden, which
the careless reaper leaves, ‘
You can glean among the briars growing

rank against the wall,. -
And it may be that the shadows hide the
heaviest wheat of all.” """

1f you have not gold and silver ever ready at
command, ' T
If you cannot toward the needy reach an
ever-open hand, - - .0 Ty
You can visit .the!aflicted—o’er" the’ erring
you can weep—. .0 a0 ]
You can' be a. true disciple. sitting .at the.
Master's feet, - o oy

Do not, then, stand idly waiting for some
nobler work to do, EERN

For your Heavenly Father’s glory, ever earn-
estever true, N

Goandtoilin My vineyard—work in patience
and in prayer,

If you want a field of labor you ean find it
anywhere, :

THE D’ALTONS OF CRAG,
AN IRISIE STORY OF 48 AND '49.
5 , 4
BY VERY REV. R. B..0’BRIE¥, D. D.,
DEAN- OF LIMERICK,

Author of < Alley Moore,” “ Juck Hazlill,” &c..

CHAPTER XX.—(Continued.) -

Anovur two o’clock there was some nbate-
ment though not much; and he started

on his nefarious jowrney. He was not

personally a wicked man. He was not
a crucl man cither. ~But the spirit of
revenge had taken hold on him; and
woe to the man whom such' a gpirit
seizes. Such a man has-no will but one:
reason has no light to see unless the
glare of his revenge; and death- and
shame and oven  damnation are defied
or ignored in the presence of thatdeity'!
Such people aro possessed of a'devil.” '

It still rained, as wo have been saying = ;

and still the lightning “gave. notice ‘of
the power; as it often does, of the jus-

tice of God. ~ But on went the murderer,.
growing mote - excited, at every:slep,

and his heart hardening more in" hate.
He is within a'quarter of ‘a mile of ‘the
Crag, when he hears a” step rapidly ap-

proaching behind ‘him, The first idea’

was that he had ‘been - discovered—the
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next was to fire: “dead men . tell no
talos.” ' ‘ -

e stopped !

“Who's that ?”

“IWho's that? What a hurry you're
in! “Wasn’'t T to meet you on theroad?
and 'tis hunting you T am.”

Quirk was now reassured. Itwas the
decroed com panion.

They arrived at the court-yard. Sure

enough a light steals through a window,
looking towards the south. A ladder
lies by tho wall. ~ All things have been
arranged with dinbolical aceuracy. 1t
looks like doom.
" The house dog commences to bark,
and from a bark commences a dismal
howl—that ery so like the “keene” of
a mute beast, who wants 1o wail out
his sorrow by a grave,

“Cateh that dog and cholke him, or
Tl fire!” '

# Hush! do you want to send.for the
Peclers 7.

* The dog, somehow, seems to get care-
less. "The ladder is. laid o the wall
heside the window. Steadily thé mue-
derer mounts, step by step. e thinks,
in spite of himself, of tho many men he
saw ascending the steps of the gallows.
He thinks of his uncle in the pauper’s
garb; and the cabin in  ruins; and the
family scatfered over the world, Death
is trodden out of view. o

At last he has roached his vantage
ground.  All is still. e looks in at
;the window and plainly sees the bed and
its oceupier, - Gittard D’Alton is on his
left side. His head is turned somewhat
downward and towards his piliow. The
assassin has a plain and perfect mark,
as well as a perfect aim!. e collocts

- himself for the deadly assault, and stands
like a marble pillar. . e seems to move
the pieee by hair-breaths.  The. rifle
went off, but the ball glanced off the eve
of the house.. ' ‘

At the moment of firing, a-shot is
heard. Quirk is struck by a ball from
some one nearly in front of him, as he

_stood turned half round on the Indder;
and he dropped to .the ground a lifeless
“corpse ! -

;Giffaed D'Alton’s hour had not yet
come! . ‘ I

One second after the fall of the unfor-

" Junate man his.companion appeared by

_his side; but ‘only to snatch™ the riffe

from tho stiffening grasp of Quirk, and
then to take the ladder quiotly from the
window, and lay it flab on - the opposite
side of the yard. The man was thon oft
in the thicik darknoss.

IHuving sccrcted  the rifle, the same
fellow made his way to the “right-hand
man "’ and gave him tho full particulis
of the failure. ‘

“ Mg no failure after all” replied the
able coadjutor of Mr. Charles Buring.
“We'll hang the man that killed onr
brother! We will "

In half-an-hour afterwards the police
were at the Ceag, and in possession of
the dead body.  Quirk was well known
to them; but why he came there, or
who fired the fatal shot was a mystery.

CHAPTER XXI.
HOW THE POLICE DISCUSSED TIE DEATH
OF QUIRK—THE WITCHES OF THE QLEN
ONCE MORE.

Tug . morning  broke upon the whole
country-side in a state of feverish excite-
ment. - As we have said the murder-
ed man was well known to the police,
and not at all of unblomislied charactor.
What brought him to Mr. Giftard DAl
ton’s house? Why did he seek access
to- D'Alton’s . yard; and why was he
shot ‘down on tho premises? - These
were all questions which could only be
answered by conjecture.  Butone thing
was clear—a foul deed bad been dong,
and justice should energetically pursuc
the assassin, , '

We may say, without disparaging the
officials of the day, that the “enorgy”
was sometimes  stimulated by motives
hardly akin to justice, and - that many
an honest man_suffered by such zeal.
“IWe have obtained five-and-twenty con-
victions,” might be the boast of a Crown
Solicitor or even of Mr. Attorney-Gen-
eral himself’; and it would really appear
that the administrution, and: even the
bench, from time to time, measured the
success of juslice by the number found
“guilty ” more, thun by the merits of
their trinls; ‘and every one who knows
the history of the last: half’ century is
aware that hundreds fell vielims to the
activitywhich pursued its singular ends
by questionable means—and enjoyed the
rewards of public ‘servants while thoy
were a persccution and a' plague.
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There was one who s:emed to feel
the whole thing keenly ; and on whom
the ultimate effect was likoly to be ter-
rible.” Giffard D'Alton came to his
court-yard before the policomen had
removed the body; and he recognised
the man swhose life ho had poisoned. 1t
wag_ strange that the day before the
murder he had sent a messenger to the
uncle of Quirk informing the old man
that he, Giffard D'Alton, was inclined
to ‘“consider him.” And,in fact, M.
D’Alton had been speaking to Father
Aylmer and Father Ned :%Olll} Quirk
and othors to whom he intended to do
gome justice. The unfortunate man
was now tempted to conclude that all

things were too late—eoven the time of g

doing justice hud passed. e sighed
deeply as ho contemplated the pale face
of the dead man; and then returned to
his room without addressing a word to
to any onc. '

But Giffard D’ Alton saw the ladder
in the yard; and be had a dreamy
memory of a figure outlined on his win-
dow panes while he dozed ; and-he came
to the conclusion that the unfortunate
man came to his death while secking
1o kill another; and went to judgment a
red-handed -and hopeless  murderor.
Giffard D’Alton did not paunse to ex-
amine much who it was. that shot his
assailant, but he could not help fecling
that - the deed had been. done in his
defence. "Anothor ‘fecling, and a sad
one, began to lie heavily upon the old
man’s goul-—he saw that hewasdestined
hy some one or by some number to end
his days by violence, and, perhaps,
without preparation. ' :

The two clergymen and “James the
Pilgrim met on tho same road and same
errand.  The priest were going to con-
sole and support poor old D’Alton, and
James the Pilgrim was on “his. rounds
among -the  neighbors, but’ specially
bound, in present circumstancos to visit
the Crag. ~ He began recently to have’
a few words with™ old Giffard D'Alton,
too ; and he was a man likely to be very
useful ‘in" any conlingency like the
present. Lo

Father' Aylmer  greoted - James with
his genial “ D hia ghuith 1" and’ James
added, as usual; the name of “ Mary ” in
his voply, “ Dhie agus Mivire ghuith.”

We believe' that we. have mentioned

already how onr people, in reply, always
increase the number of sotrces from
which the prayed-for blessings are be-
sought, “God and Mary to you!” ans-
wered James,

“We are glad to mect you, James,
We jiist spoke of you.”

 (rod bless you, sir,” answered James;
but this time in the English langunage.

“You have heard of the doings at the
Crag?”

“Qchone! sad, sad doings, Father!”

“3Woll, James, what is your view?’

* Bad members, sir, bad members.”

“MTrue,” Father Ned interposed ; ¢ but
James, what brought Quirk on tho
rround 77 ‘
“Well, Father,” James replied, “one
would rather not say anything just now,
you know.”

“Quite right, James; but what of Mr.
Meldon and Amy 7

“Mr. Seymour, sir, has been good
onough to write to me, and has given
me an account of all' that has gone on.”
. ¢ Come,. James, who is Mr. Leyton
Seymour? Who is he 7" asked Father
Ned. =~ . ' ‘

“Mr. Seymour, Father? He is the
son of the greatest friend I have met in
life. Tis father was the man who set
me {ree.” ‘ ‘

“Do you mean the poor scholar ?”

“Qh; no, sir. The Hon. John Leyton

Seymour was the governor; and it was .

he that went to all the trouble when he
had been told my story, and ordered a
good store oub of his own money to
Lring me home.” ‘ :
“He is
then ?”
“Yes, Father”
“ And now, “James, regarding the
murder?” . ; -
«“Tdon't know.” ) '
“Don’t know? Ts it not-a fact that
Quirk was one of Baring’s - followers ?’
“Mauny say so.” :

Leyton: Seymow's father,

« And Quirk was shotin old Mr, D'AL-

ton's courtyard ?”
“ Yos, Father.™ o
“IWhat brought him there?” 3
“That will dome out, father, T sup-
pose; but your question is still the real
ong, you know-—who shot him ?”" '
“\Well 27 R
“37ell, I cannob now guess’; but the
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man who did not shoot him will soon be
in gaol.”

CWhat!” Father Aylmer impetuously
‘exelaimed.

“T mean, sir,” Jamesagain answered,
“the man who didn't shoot Quirk will
soon he in gaol.” ,

“ Come " cried Father Ned,
I know.”

“Father ?” answered the Pilgrim,

“ Crichawn will be arrested,” cried
Father Ned.

“You have it, sir. The man most
hated by Charles Baring—except, may
be, Mr. Seymour—is the man for the
gallows, and

“ Dead men tell
curate.

“You have it, again,” answered the
Pilgrim.

- Father Ned Power now assumed look
and tone of great solemnity. e took
James the Pilgrim by the hand:

“James Feehan,” said Iather Ned,
‘fyou ean:-solve . this mystery. Stop,”
he continued, sceing James the Pilgrim
putting up his hands in a kind of depre-

Come,

no tales?" said the

cation. " The good and the bad trust you
James. The good value you, and the

had themselves trust you—because they
believe you will never betray a man,
and can nearly always give him good
~advice. Come; you can solve the mys-
tery.” ‘
“James 1" Father Aylmer said, while
the  tears flowed down his checks;
* James, Crichawn is good—oh, so good
—oh, so- good!—to be sure, poor Mr.
D’Alton was hard upon Paddy Hayes;
and Crichawn loved his brother; but,
you know, James [”

¢ Oh, sir, 1 believe Crichawn to beas
innocent as you are; and with the help
of God and holy Mary he'll put down
his enemies; but there is not a hand’s
turn of Charles’ Baring. for years that
Crichawn doesn’t kuow; and Charles
Baring's - life is no life until Crichawn
is out of the way.” ‘

By this time the party had arrived at
the Crag, and John the builer, and
Nelly Nurse, and Maureen Bour a deaf
girl, and the coachman, all came to bid
them welcome. - They were all in dread-
ful excitement ; and Nelly Nurse wrung
her hands; and moaned, and declared
the poor master would mnever got over

the whole thing, and thanked God that
dear Miss Amy was out of tho way.

“Woll, John 7" Father Aylmer aslked,
“are'we to see your master?”

“ Qh, his honor is waiting for you.
He expocled you.”

They turned towards the stairease.

Nelly touched Father Ned on the
shouldor,

Ifaving got a cornor where Father
Ned saw hie was expeceted to present
himself, Nelly Nurse, in awfully grave
aceonts, wuarned him. “Sce, Fathor
Ned, sco! Mind that Aaureen Bour.
She is Master Charles’s servant. She
spent half the morning in his room ; an’
she’s not half so deaf as sho pretends to
be. Ifyousce her near yo up stairs
remember what 1 said.” ]

“ All right, Nelly,” answered Father
Ned.

Mr. Gittard D'Alton was in his bed-
room. e was unable to go down stairs.
But even the old man’s room had under-
gone wonderful changes—it looked fresh
and refined, if not rich and magnificent;
and the clergyman saw at once the
memory and Jove of his daughter, in the.
changes and surroundings of old D'Al-
ton, of Crag. :

The old man rose from the char as
the clergymen ontered the. room, and
walked as quickly as he could towards
Father Aylmer.,  Evidently ho Iabored
under intense feeling:  He placed his
hands on the old pastor’s shoulders, look-
ed into his eyes, und for onc: moment
seemed petrified—or stunned. e then
gave a loud groan, - 7

“'QOh, Father Aylmer!—Father Ayl
msr!—L told you that God would not
forgive me in this world, and that I
should give: life for life. . I must die—
must die!” . :

«“ Oh, Mr. D'Alton! think better of
God's mercy, even in this world. Tas
he not sent me—your old friend, and
Father Ned here ? and James——-"

“Is James heroe ?” anxiously inquired
the old man. L

“MHe is sitting in the hall,” answered
Father Ned., " But, Mr. D'Alton, what
is your view? Why——" v

Old. Giffard  D’Alton’s - senses. were.
quick, .He turned towards the door
which opened on his room and pointing
to it by signs, bade Father Ned examine
the apartmeént. Iather Ned was not
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slow, and there; shure enough, he found
Maureen Bour most suspiciously crouch-
ing near the door. The girl did not
await complaint or interrogatory, but
ran headlong down staivs, leaving Father
Ned master of the field. <
‘On his raturn ha found Father Aylmerin
whispering convorsation endeavoring
toallny the 0ldraan’s foars and to tranquil-
ize hisconseience. Butuvawgnd over the
old man cried “ oo Iate ! (00 luwe 1 the
cup of iniquity has flown over!”

“Woll, [ am astonished—astonish-
CL]-—.""—” i )

“ Father Aylmer, I am not despairing
of God’s moerey in cternity. Ilbelievo
e will accept my deop contrition, and,
when I offer my life for my hardness
of heart, God will have pity ! Oh, 1o
will. But temporal roward 1 cannol
expect, ['do not expeet—why should 17
Amy I have lost; Uenry 1 have lost,
lost!” hio “said, bitterly, “and I have
grined tho curse of tho people and a
hundred thousand, pounds! Nay, do
not stop me, sir. I am todie.”

“In- God’s holy nume change this
frame of mind. We shall immediately
have our Amy, and maybe oven Henry."”

“That is not kind now, old friond!

“That is not kind—to speak of such hones!

Hush " he said. “ic most damning
temporal judgment of all is that ; hush—
liston! 'he man who hired an assassin
to murder me will possoss all' 1 have!
May it——" - ‘

““'Phe Inspector of police; siv!” said

John, at the door.

“Show the gentleman up, Jehn” -

And there came a man of' very sharp
visage, dark 'hair, thin long nose, and
small, durk cyos flanking the same.

“The Inspector made a stift but not-un-
P

graceful bow. "

“Welecome, Mr. Sibthorpe. I have
expecled you.” ‘ ;
& Mr. Sibthorpe looked at the two cler-
gymen. N

“ Make yourself easy regarding my
friends, the clergymen,” conlinued old
Giftard. D'Alton, “They are deeply in-

“terested in all that congerns my family,

aud will give you all the assistance in
their powor.” ‘ '
Mr. Sibthorpe bowed again. ‘
“You received the- Coroner's sum-
mons; siv " o -
“Yos; Mr, Sibthorpe.”

# Are thore any witnesses whom you
would suggest as likely to give informa-.
tion 77

“ Do you know James. Fechan, called

James the Pilgrim ?”
. f=]

“Certainly.,” - .- o

“Well, he knows everything and.
everyone, and heis an honest Irishman.
Do you know Orichawn—-I mean.
Thomuns Hayes, Mr, Meldon’s man ?"

“Perfectly well.”

“Summon him by all means. Tlave
YOou not sugpicions, Mr. Sibthorpe? Is
it fuir Lo asK yau 9

“T am quite ready to reply thai I
have suspicions; but o police oflicer can-
not at some stage of a case veveal his
impressions even o worthy peoplo like
you and the elergy. You saw unothing,
Mr. D’Alton.  Of course, what you say
to me is confidential, and you depend
upon the clergymen, you say.”

“7 trust your professional zeal and
honor, Mr. Inspector.”

“Give him your impressions,” said
Father Aylmer.  After all, they are
only impressions, and. have no use un- -
less. the single one of opening to the
Inspector a possible road.”

“ Phen M Tnepantar Sihiharpp,”? s
swered old D'Alton, L will suggest to
you to find by every means whethor the
dead man had had any arms ?”

¢ Avrms, siv ?

« Ayms. My impression is that he
was on these promises prepared to com-
mit murder—to murder me. I think I
saw the form of & man and & gun ob my.
window panes. I-was asking myself
whether 1 was dreaming, when the form
disappeared, and -immediately a report
of a gun followed.” »

“Ofa gun ~

¢ Certainly—not of a pistol.”

«Phe man, aceording to” your view,
was on the ladder taking aim?” - :

«T think so.”” o |

«Thon comes the mystery. Who
fired the shot which in this supposition
saved your life ?” ‘ :

« That T dare not say: though I feel
cortain—thab to save my life the deed

I'hag beon done.”

o

“ You havo had some differences with
tho Hayeses.” ; BT

« A long time ago. They bave been.
more than amicably setaside.” -~ .-~
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““You have no suspicion that they
would league with the assassin.”

“They would not—impossible.”

“Would any of them be found to de-
fend you?”

“ Ah,” said TFather Ned, “one sces
where such question asthat lead; and I
think Mr. D'Alton is hardly prepared
to answer them.”

“Your nephew has some evidence of
importance,” remarked the Inspector.

“He was not on the premises st
all.” : :

“ Qh, nevertheless—hnt I beg your
pardon. I wuant to further the ends of
justice by bringing g}nlt to condign
punishment; and nothing sh:}ll be left
undone to explain the mysterious death
of Quirk.”

« The police Inspector withdrew, and
the clergymen and old Mr. D'Alton
closed areund a small table.

Father Ned was the first of the little
group in Giffard D'Alton’s room to break
tihe silence.

“This inquest will end in" nothing,”
was his remark. “They are making
up a case, and will say. nothing till the

‘whole plan has been completed.

ot Dlan 77 aslrad Tathor A :y]mcy,

“Plan,” repeated I'ather Ned. « mia
you remark the observation about
Charles Baring

“ Yes—certainly.”

“ And the question about the Hayeses
and their feelings ?”

“Yes.”

“ And that although Mr. Baring was
1ot on the premises that night, he had
¢ important information’ ?”

“True,” said D’Alton.

- “You have Baring and the Hayeses,
and - Maureen Bour brought into this

. thing by some one, and oceupying the

Inspector's mind; that is the shadow of
a plan.”’ . . :

Old D'Alton seemed to awaken. e
struck his thigh with his right hand,
and commenced to say and vepeat, [
see.”, , ‘

“ The verdict,” continued Father Ned,
“will be an open one.  The vietim will
be put off his guard, and when they
have the whole conspiracy shaped and
coberent, they will try to hang an inno-
cent man.” - : : o

“Crichawn!” cried Father Aylmer,

“Crichawn!” echoed Giflard D'Alton;
“ gurely—-~" '

“Woll, we shall see; wo shall sce.”

Asrogards © tho open verdict,” Father
Ned was right. The patent facls, and
only the patent . facts, cnme out at the
inquest,  The mystery was wrappod up
in the following finding :—

“ Vo find that James Quirk came by
his death {rom « gun-shot wound, inflict-
ed by some person unknown, but who
was on tho premises of Mr. D'Alton of
Crag, on the morning of the 30th of
October, 1848,”

That same night Crichawn found
himself in the familiar quarters of Shi-
vawn na Chomhairle, quietly sitting by
the peat fire, and indulging in what
O’Connell used to call the poor man's
luxury—a ‘smoke of the pipe. The
younger of the femalo occupants was
busily engaged at the flax wheel, while
the clder - kept industriously knitting,
and the company was completed by a
man whom  they ecalled Tliam (or
William.) , S

They had been talking of the inquest,
and of'the attack upon-old Mr. D'Alton,

“Well, bhean a tigh, who killed Quirk?”
asked Crichawn addressing Shivawn.

Tha nld woman was true to the Celtic
tongue, and allowed all” around her to
indulge. the had iaste of- speaking the
Saxon. She answered:—

“ Oh, you know too much to come
for knowledge to Shivawn na Chomhairle,
and I am certain the knowledgo is
bctw’een yourself and Lijam there, at any
rate.” ' : :

“Maybe,” Lliam replied, *“it was the
man that got the pison from Shivawn.”

“Pison " exclaimed the young Pith-
oness; “ my mother never had an ounce
of pison in her life.”

“And what did that man gel that
made his way straight to the Crag some
time ago in'the dark of the morning?”

“He got pounded starch,” was the:
answer. ‘ : '

“ Arrah, didn’t Tom here go to Nolly
up at the house, and nearly frighten her
to death by telling her to watch Charles
—that he bought a lot ‘of pison from
Shivawn na Chomhairle to kil the old
master, Didn’t you?” he demanded
twrning to Crichawn. = :

“TI did,” was Crichawn’s answer,

“And did you think I gave pison to
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that scapegrace, or {o any one olse?”’
half shrieked Shivawn,

“No, indeed,” aswered Crichawn; “1
only wanled soma one to be able to prove
the murdhering heart he had in 'im, an’
that made me put Nelly on tho watch.
She ean -now prove that ho wished to
murder the poor old uncle.”

All their eyos opened” wide as they
suw the prudence and forecast of Crich-
awn,

“You'll be taken,” said Liliam,

“] know that.”

u Buu.er get out of the way for a
while.”

“Not for a minit. I promised Mr.
Jleldon to keep near ould  Mr. D'Alton,
and Tl never quit him if I was to dic
by his side.”

“Does'nt that look like shooting
Quirk ?"

Crichawn smiled o knowing smile, and
Lliam fully returned it.

“The Dball that killed .Quirk was
found P asked Crichawn,

“The polico haveit,” answered Lliam:
“It kem from a small bore—a very
small bore—an’ 'tis a rifle ball.”

“Does any wan know anything o’ the
gun conbmued Crichawn.

“The gun,” answered Lliam, was
taken by force from the man that fired
the shot. No wan knows who tul it.”

Crichawn gazed at the speaker with
a look of admiration and affection.
“Gonnies,” continued ‘Lliam, “’twas a
‘rreﬂ(, mfrht for stenling guns, entirely.

Quirk had n gun in his hands when e
was brought down, and that gun got off
some way, too™

The old woman ﬂmm down the l\nlt-
ting and the young woman stoppcd her
spinning wheel.

“ Lamh Dhe 1" she oxcl'umed u 'i‘he
hand of God !”

“You know the owner of the guns 27 said
the young woman, emp hatnca.lly

“"Phey both bclonrr to wan man,” was
“the answer.

‘ CHAPTER ' XXII. )
TIE MYSTERY - OF THE Two ‘‘ HENRY
DALTONS"—TIE ARREST OF GRICHAWN,

Me. Murnpoy was kept perfectly well

Ainformed of: everything: going on at the

Crag,’and everything ‘going on at: his
Own home, and we may surmlse that his

mind was much disturbed by the facts
and rumors which had recently reached
him from Tipperary. Mr. Leyton Sey-
mour shared : his - knowledge, and of
course sympathized with his feelings;
but both gentlemen determined to he
strictly reticent on the subject until ne-
cessity compelled them to reveal what
had happened ;. and hence Amy and
Alice were quite igmorant of what, had
ha{)pencd

Yhen events had devclopud them-
selves as we have read them in the last
chapter, Mr. Meldon beeame for the first
time really agitated, and he determined
on going over fo Ireland atonce. It
would make great complieations, and go
far to mar some expectations and p]'ms
but whatever the consequences, he mado
up his mind he would and should exer-
cise all his power to save Crichawn, and

to comfort the old man at the
Crag..  Cortainly he had  lctters
constantly from ~Crichawn and the

two clergymon, and all were: of
opinion-that Mr. Meldon could do noth- -
ing at Slieve-na-mon equal to the injury
to be inflicted, and the impetus his arri-

val would give to the hostility of Baring
and his associates. But no arguments
would have vetained him if  Father
Power had not given him a surprise one
day by a most enigmatical letter, which
was as follows:—

 FETHARD, Tuesday.

“My Dear’ Sir,—An extraordinary
man came. here from Kilkenny a few
days ago. He secems to have a kind .of
socond sight, for his ability in discover-
ing things is like magic.  He says his
name is Mc\“\urrhton but itis evidently -
assumed, and I am sure he is a detective.
sent to work up the case of Quirk's mur-
der; he evidently docs not. trust the
pollce. The old man at the Crag is much

.| improved, - quite out -of d'mn‘er now-

and Father Aylmer is as stronrr as. over.

It wag a great merey that Miss D'Alton
was not at home, and it is n great mercy
that she remains away and in ignorance. :
Her father, she will find a changed man,’
in fact au old saint. The, auu'ouudmcrs
now would be too much for any. wom'm.
We expoct Father John Hayes homs in

ten -days, and, he brings. with him & RO

namesake of Miss. DAlton . regarding
which namesako . there is a great
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romance. Praying remembrance to all
around you, I am, dear sir, yours faith-
fully, :
s “TEpwarp Power.”
Heve were surprises -enough for one
day certain. Mr. Seymour had also
that morning received a letter from
Father Hayes; but had not returned to
Brompton up to the time which found
his friend perusing the morning’s cor-
respondence. On his return, both gen-
tlemen agreed that the communication
of the news from Ireland would be yet
premature; and therefore the ladies con-
linved to be kept in ignorance. We
ought to have said that by a happy coin-
cidence the old Count D’Alton had sig-
nifled his intention of coming to London,
about the very time the American clergy-
man and his charge were now appavent-
ly due, and in eight or nine days more

-ab the farthest the interesling reunion

of Count D'Alton and his grand-dangh-

ter; and the no less interesting meeting

of Father Jobn Hayes and his sister
“Ally might be expected to take place.
‘The time did not'seem so long as gener-
“ally such time scems to be, when wait-

‘ing the look of what we love; because

every one had engagements which filled
the heart or the mind, or both, .Oune
change of programme had, however,
‘been adopted. Mr, Seymour made up
his mind that Father John Huyes should
be his godfather, and the day of his re-
ceplion into the Church was. therefore
made to await the priest's coming.

" The gentlemen camsin one day about

-one o’clock in the afternoon to proceed

with the ladies to the British Museum,
where some new works of art and some
curiosities had lately arrived and creat-
ed a sensation. :They were notastonish-
ed to find engaging the ladiesin conver-
sation a gentleman between seventy and

*“eighty years of age, and of ‘most digni-

fied dppearance. His hair was quite
white, and it fell nearly to his shoulders.
His brow was heavy and of the same
color as his hair; while he had a clear

“gray eye and firmly set'mouth and chin,
“He was rather under' the middle sizo,
‘but was so refined and symmetrical that |.

he looked above it. - The'company were

‘conversing in French. -

“Mr. Meldon advanced to the group

“who sat'in’a circular recess which con-

tained a ‘largé window. . Tmmediately

after bowing to the strangor, Count
D’ Alton, for it was he, rose and with &
grace which was perfetly nobie, thanked
both the gentlemen for .the wonderful
benevolence which bad induced them to
take s0 much pains in his case, and the
wonderful blessing they were likely to
confor on his childless old age.

“You must have sutlered much, M. lo
Comte,” remarked Mr. Meldon, “and I
hope God is going to reward you much.”

“Only the justice ofZleaven which
punished me can evorgknow what
I have endured. Ah, young lady,”
he continued, secing tears:flowing down
Clara’s cheek, “you pityifin old man,
and pity is divine,” i

“Alas!sir, Iwish T could make you
happy and tranquil ¥’ Clara said.

“Well, tranquil 1 may become; but
memory will always come” to crush out
happiness. Do you know that T was.
hard, eruel, and unjust?”’ -

 But you were acting according to-
your opinion,” said Mr. Seymour. ,

. “My opinion! Yes, I was, but the
opinion was one . begotten of pride, and
pride blinded me to the .examination of
the case.: I have--been ~cruel. You
know,” said he turning to the two gen-
tlemen, “I turned my son away beeause
he married beneath him ?” :
+™Yes,"” answerered both together.

“Well, had I waited to examine I
might have found that, in birth and con-
neetions, his wife, Buphrasia..St. Lau-
rence was. his equal, though sho-had
little fortune at the time of her marriage.
She has fallen in for a large estale with-

in.the last half score years, ‘and her

daughter will be wealthy.”:

“Things will yet grow bright, sir,”
observed%\ﬂr. 'Melgl,o,n.g e :
" “Hardly,” the Count replied with a
sad smile. ‘' The day that brought the-
letter from the clergyman who prepared
him—a letter. containing the authenti--
cation' of Henry D'Alton’s death as a.
private soldier, I felt my heart crushed.
and no joy can.grow there!”

“ My God, sir, what was the regi-
ment ?” cried Amy D'Alton. o

“The -30th, my fuir ‘child;” angwered.
the Count. . )

“ Ok, sir| oh, sir)"—and Amy for a

.moment lost.consciousness.

' «What is the matter 7 demanded the-
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Count, greatly moved by “the L H
“ywhat g tho matter P

Mr, Meldon turned to Amy greatly
moved himself; and Lo the astonishment
of Clara, her father's eyes wero filled
with tears, and he touched Amy’s fore-
head with his lips.

“he fact is, M. lc Comie, this is a
namesike of yours.'

Amy had suddenly brightened, and
was trying to lnugh at her own weak-
ness. She turned. imploringly to M
Meldon,

“ Do not disturb  yourself, Amy. The
Count will soon understand that thereis
some pleasure as well a8 pain in- yom
excitement just now. M. le Comte,” he
suid, tnening to the. Count, “it is curi-
ous that Miss D'Alton had o b\‘other,
‘Huny D'Alton;” too; still more singu-
lar that ho was 10])01 tod to be a pnvatc
soldier in thedt same le«rlment, and most
singular of all that the cértificate of his
de: 1(h taken from the regimental records
came to his father's h.mds, and L’l“)OS
exactly “ with- the -date of your. son’s
domise. These facts have ail been as-
certained. by Fatheér HMayes, in: the
course of his enqitiries ; but that there
must have been some confusion of iden-
tity in" the .case’ is' evident froin " the
tenor of the letters contained in a packet
given to him by an old Indian who had
Deen tho protector ‘of the young - girl
whom he” is ‘now bringing home. \nLh
him. She wué known as the adopted
daughter of an” Indian; and was called
Noemi ; ; but the letlers ~and -cértain
memoranda, which the Indian had re-
ceived from the dying mother of the
girl—then a mere intant—disclosed the
fact that her Christian name was B
phrasia, that she was the daughter of
IIenry D'Allon and his wife Enphrasia
St. Laurence, and that the family of her
father was moble  and: wealthy, but
esuanged from her parents up to the
time of their deaths.”

Count D'Alton vchemont.ly ‘clasped
hig hands, -

“Stop sir! stop sirl Oh, T beg your
pardon! : Surely. you will not consure
me,—I know you will not; but have
you the ‘originals of all the 1ettcls) of
which you senL me copies?” -

They saw at once the avony ploduced
“by a possibility. ‘

“ Alas! sir, 1 do not blame you in' the

loast,” said Meldon, and unlocking a
(lesL he placed a packet before the
old man. © There, M. le' Comte, there
they are; open the p;lc]\et M Ie Comte,
no ceromony.’ ‘

The old man. opened the pncket and
the very first letter which he encounter-
ed was in his own hand-writing—the
loiter disinheriting his son, Henry D'Al
ton. Count I’Alfon gavo a shrielk.

“ All hope gone!™ fie cricd ; ; no- hope
remaining |”

Fora momoent—bhut only for a moment
—-ho had forgotten that the fact of his
son's 1<lan|L) had been perfeetly fixed ;
and the poor old mind had heen carvied
away. by the mere possibility that all
the documents might not be ougumls
Tt was only for Ny ‘moment.  The old
man, in o few minutes, rose from his
chair; and, gracefally moving across to
Amy, he took her by the hand. -,

C“Pardon me, my child,” he said:
“common sense forsook me for a monient
I ought to be thankful- for the hope of
havmg near my- pillow, id my-dying
day, some onelike you. For a moment
Tlost my senses. " Ah! Miss' D’Alton’|
——stop,” ke said suddenly. “If my
soft be not alive, may not your. br oﬂze) be
alive ?”

. Oh, M. le Comte, God bless you fm
that word ! I longed -to hear somecone
say it I have never seon’ my brother
Henry ;- and I have had no sister, and,
until late]y, no friend ; but the old peo—
ple say that Henry was very noble and
vory wise;and  that ‘papa had never
been so hard-hearted hqd he not been
deceived.. —

“4We must try then: to trace - the
sccond Henry D'Allon,” the old Count
said, enthusiastically:  We must" tiy -
mmc, and, I do deelare, I shall rejoice
in d\scovelmrr your Hemy ne'uly as
much as if I found my own alive ! W¢
shall try I\h Meldon RUZRE wo’rth
while.” ‘
“ Certmn]y, M. le Comte, 1[; nmst be
worth while.” - ‘
C AR Mr \Ie](lonl Mr. Seymom l”
the poor girl wept out.: &
& Amy, my child,” Mr. Me]don an-
swered, *“is there anythmg I would: no(.
do to make you happy?. Is thele?” i
“Ah no, sir, pardon me.” .

e Wel] " Ml Seymour said; somewhat
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quizzically, “think you I ean be indif-
ferent ?”

- Amy smiled a sweet smile that spoke
a volumse of confidence.

- “The Times, sir,” said the waiter,
entering and approaching the group.
My, Seymour glanced over the paper,
and saw that the Hibernia in which
Father Hayes had taken passage, had
been telegraphed, and was expocted the
next day at Liverpool.

Novw, indeed, Count D'Alton’s heart
beat, and his countenance Dbegan to
burn; and Ally Hayes began to pray;
and all and everyone of those in the
hotel had as much exciting expectation
as engrosses most people, in a fairly
long life. ~ But each of them endeavored
to assure and console the other; and by
the time they retived for the night the
anticipations of all were dreams of bliss
worth enjoying and being thankful for.

Next day found all our friends on the
way to Liverpool; and nearly all their
hearts were “beating, or, at all events,
very much under the influence of an ex-
citement seldom felt even during a life-
time. Conversation was not active; in-
deed, it never can be active where an
engrossing anticipation fills up the soul.
The heart masters the  imagination
then, and the volatile dreamer is obliged
to rest tranquil or go in the direction of

" the affections.

Count D'Alton, on the arrival of the
party in Liverpool, at once proposed to
charter a river steamer and to meet the
inward botnd vessel some miles away.
The cenfusion of landing would be great,
he remarked, and the delicious moment
of meeting. their friends would be half
sEoiled ‘in the mnoise and bustle when
they touched shore. My, Seymour quite
agreed ; but he thought the Hibernia
was a very fast vessel and one that
would not be induced to engage a stop-
page in mid-river, particulurly at that
time of the year and in such dangerous
water. Having tried at the proper
office, they found Mr. Seymour was
right, and were obliged to take their
chances at the docks, ‘ o
-+ No ship ever came in fast enough for
expectancy; and Clara and Ally Hayes
were . quite sure “something’ . must
have happened. . Even Amy, generally
80 philosophical, manifested in her bril-

liant eyes and heightened color that hor
heart and hopes were very busy.

“I seo her,” cried a gentleman.

“See the Iliberma, sir?” demanded
Mr. Meldon. .

“ Yes, sir,”

“ My glass is an excellent one, and L
think the build of that vessel is different
from that of the Hibernia. 1 know that
gallant vessel well.”

“You are right, sir. By-the-bye there
is a vessel furthor away in the ofling
and gaining fast upon the one mistaken
by me.”

“That is the ¢ Hibernin,” sie.”

“You await some passengers, sir;
may I inquire?” :

“We do; two friends.”

“QOur firm -claims a small enclosure
near the ship—at her hall in fact, and I
will chcerfu}ly givo your party the pos-
session of it, 1f yon will except.”

“Thankfully,” replied Mr. Meldon;
and all the party joined him in return-
ing  thanks for such an ~unexpested
favor, "Mr. Meldon - said - that likely
Father John Hayes and his charge
would be on the quarter deck and there-
fore would at once become visible tothe
watchers. . : ‘

Evorything has its end, ploasure and
anxiety, just alike. In fact, every state
and frame of mind is a littlo life of birth,
growth, and departure. The nobleship
soon began to show her majestic poop
and to spread her yards like arms of
weleome or of Wooing, as she swept up
tho river. Soon the masts and funnel
became more defined. She then pre-
sented herself in all hor life and -beauty
and seemed to bow to ‘the capital of
commercial England and to the crowd.
She is up nearly abreast of Birkenhead.
She seems to feel her way, to the right,
as if treading for the deep water. She
pauses-~proceeds--—ap{)ronches and snugs
herself and stands still amid enthusiastic
cheers. B .

The “Hibernia” has arvived,

Sure ¢nough our friends have a full
view of the quarter-deck.. Not there,
however, but up high on'the poop, the
captain stands giving ordets, and be:
side him' is a beautiful stranger attired
in a travelling dress of drab, and at her
left hand side is a clergyman some
thirty years of age. S ‘

The Count. D'Alton sprang off the

\
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ground. - His breast heaved convulsive-
Iy ; and ho really had been in great
dunger only for the watchfulness of Mr,
Moldon aund Mr. Seymour, which was
incessunt,

“There she is!” he cried ; “ thero she
is!" but Lthe cry was n smothered one.

“They are coming down!” said Mr,
Seymour.. “Upon 'my honor, Count,”
he said, ““ tho Iady’s eyes are fixed upon
you. Look! look how she glides! Why,
the priest cannot keep up with her 1"

And Mr. Seymour was quite correet;
Straight—straight towards the group
the fair girl made ; turning hither and
thither for a moment, as she might, and
Father Iayes followed her amazed, and
not much minded.  She sueceeded, hav-
ing got down the gangway to the land-
ing-stage; tho direction she took showed
Father John Iayes his sister Ally, and
his best friends.  The ¢ Indian queen ”
made straightfor the Count.  She stood
before him, and -kneeling at his feet,
she . pronounced in her low, sweet, lov-
ing tones, “My fadey, my fader | hore is
your Noemi,” and she embraced Count
IYAlton’s knees. ;

Nor was the mesting between Father
Iayes and his sister and friends less
warm and affectionate, though differing
in some. of the emotions it evoked. ‘And
when, that evening, the whole party re-
turnod to London, the joy of all-was as
unalloyed as can'be hoped for in this
uncertain world.

‘We .may feel sure that
“great day of Mr. Soymour’s
into the Church came as soon as practi-
eable, the day of a new life and new
hopes to him, and, indeed, we may say
1o all. : ‘ '

Tho officiating clergyman awaited the
large and happy circle of “worshippers,
and met them so.early as cight o'clock
a.m. Tho church in which ‘the cere-
mony took place was much frequented ;
and henge a private chapel was selected
for the ceremonial. . Thither they were
led from the gate by the sexton,.and the
seven—thatis Mr. Seymour, Mr. Moldon
the - Count, - Amy, Clara, Noemi, -and
Ally Hayos—were convenicently scated
on priedieus _around; the altar, The
Sacrament of Baptism so impressive in
the casd of a convert—was.so onconfery-
od ;. and .the joyous .party returned to
Lheir hotel. . (Concluded in our next.)

now . the
reception

CANADIAN ESSAYS.
EDUGATION.—(Continwed.)

BY JOSEPI K. TORAN.

Uxpxr the title of Education we have
a wide field helore us—and owing to
the existing state of affairs in certain of
the Buropean countries and owing to
the influence, move or. less, such state
may have upon our country—in this
essay we will, aparently, leave aside the
question of education in Canada, and
speak of it from n certain stand-point
in its application to the world at large.
We know already what education is,—
we have seen the distinction between
education and nstructiol,—we havo re-
ferredd to it in the home ecircle; in
spenking of home influence,—we have
reforred to it in colleges, both mental
and  physical cducation,—we have
spokon of* divers sources of education,
for oxample of libraries and of fectures,
—now we desire to speak of ‘a cerlain
political fact which, at this moment is
taking place in Burope, and we wish to
treat of it from the Iducation point of
view. Truly, it does not directly refer
to Canada; but certainly it does vefer .
to the world, to Christianity at large,
and Canada, being a Christian country,
it-necessarily is applicable here.

Without further preface—we refer to
tho expulsion of  the Jesnits from
Franco. And Defore ' beginning we..
would have it understood that we are
not asked or authorized by that Order
or any member of it {o speak of them,
or to defend - thom. Neither do we do.
80 because they are Jesuits, but because
they form an Order—portion of whose -
duties is—to ecdueate and to instruct.
Upon the principle we laid down in our
first. Bssay. on HEducation—that cvery
one in Canada is free to express hisown
ideas and sentimeonts upon any subject
of such amature—wenow proceed to the
dovelopement of the argument which
we desire to lay before the public.

As is generally known,  the- Jesuits
aro. expelled  by. the French. Govern-
ment from. France,—they are: obliged
to close theirhouses of education, con-
sequently forced to seek elsewhere for

- source of livelihood.: Our. proposi-
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tion is: that the forcing of the Jesuits
(or any other Ovder of mon or women)
to close their houses of education, is an
act of simple tyranny, and an infringe-
ment on the rights of the subject. This
we hold, wo can prove, not from a

* religious point—for such people as the-

loaders to-day in TFrance “believo not in
religions argument,—but from a worldly
point of view. Aund we will here add,
that if our arguments and conclusions
are not just, we alone are to be blamed,
for we take them from mno other source,
than from that, which appears to us,
the one of common sense.

A Protestant Irish orator—Charles
Phillips—once said—that © France’s re-
volutions -and irreligions inaugurations
sprung from an impure source—they
did all in the sacred name of Liberty,
though in their deluge of human hlood,
they left not one mountain-top for the
ark of Liberty to rest upon.”

Evon so0 is it in the present case. -In
the'name of freedom they ovder such,
-and sunch schools to close, such and such
men to separate and to leave 'the soil.
¢But it matters not,if for a moment
their impiety seems to prosper, that
victory pants after their insanguined
banners, that their insatiate eagle, as he
soars ‘against the sun, seems but to re-
plume “his- strength and renew his
-vision,~'tis but for a moment, and in
the very banquet-of their triumph the
Almighty's vengeance will blaze upon
the wall and the diadem fall from the
brow of the idolator.”

Not only does the French Govern-
ment strike at the Order of - the Jesuits
-and - the liberty of education, -but it
strilkes hard and - deep at the liberty of
every French subject. The question
may, from a religious stand-point, be
-called one of the State versus the
Church; but it is trnly a question of
the State versus the Subject. It is the
State infringing on the liberties of the
parent, of the father, of the mother, of
the son, of the daughter, of the man.

-~ The father has a son, and over that
son he'has full control, a- right coming
from -God Himself, a right that no
‘human organization is free to destroy.
The tather, necessarily loves that son,
" far more than ever -the State canlove
‘him. The - father hag at heart the in-
‘terests and welfare of that son, farmore

deeply and truly than can ever have the
State. The {ather desiros tho oducation
of that son, far more sincerely than can
the State desire it. And the father
believes that by sending his son to such
and such a school he will learn the
more and come out a better man.  Ile
has a perfect right, a true and undis-
puted right to send his son to that
school ; to chose for his wson the in-
structor or instructors he sees fit. The
father says to himself—if ‘I send my
son to the Jesuits he will be well in-
structed, well educated, and will be
made o good and useful man.”  Acting
upon that idea, he consequently sends
hig son to the Jesuits. The State steps
in and says: ‘“we do mnot like the
Jesuits, consequently you shall unot
send your son to them—und if yousend
him, and they attempt to instruct him,
we will break their Order, we will
exile them, we will force you to take
your son from. under -their care by
forcing them to fly the country and we
will, thus, oblige you to have your son
educated as we desire and as. we think
fit.' . Thus speaks the . State.” The
father continues to send his son -lo the
Jesuite :—They continue to instruct
him. The State is exasperated and
orders the Jesuils to. leave, and thus
commands the son to go home, and
orders the father fo seck another means
of education for his child. ‘
At first glance, we can see that it is
an act. of injustice and wickedness to-
wards the order .of men, who devote
their daysand nights to the greal cause
of eduecation. - But, on second thought,
we also see it 8 an act: of ‘real tyranny
with regard to father and son. Conse-
quently an act of ‘tyranny against the
subject—consequently there arises the
question of, not only the Staie and
Church, but also of the State ngainst
‘the individual—the subject.. St. Jobn
Chrysostom suys- that “ God seems to
have associated man to Himself in the

‘work of creation.” Thereby the great

saint refers to the parent, to tho duties
of ‘the father with regard to tho -child.
The education -of the youth, the culti-
vating and preparing the mind of the
child is a species’ of continued ereation,

‘It-is the moulding of the mind into one

shape or the other. It is:the making,

for society, & ‘good and useful 'or n
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dangerous and hurtful member. That
is o mighty work. Tt muy seem, at
first, of little importance whether such
and such a child is well educated and
well instructed or not. But consider
that the child of to-day will bo the man
of Lo-morrow, and the generaticn of to-
day is slowly making way for the gon-
eration of to-morrow. . 1T the child is
poorly and badly cdueated he will turn
out a useless aud dead branch of the
greal tree of socioty; if, on the other
hand, he is properly .trained he will be-
come a source of life'to the socinl circle
in which he moves. :

It is so for the aggrogate of ‘young
persons, ift they are well” educated and
sent to good and proper schools where
that edueation is to he had, they will
come forth anew and glorious gencra-
tion.  While, if' their eurlier days ave
-neglected, the coming generation must
bea feeble copy of the present one. It
is the nation that.is on the bomd, It is
the country’s Inture that is ab stake.

1 the next generation is an educated,
religious, good one, the country wili be
happy and its prosperity and honor and
glory will” be secured. If the next
generation is un-educated, un-instruct-
ed, wild, careless:and irreligious, the
country’s future will be of small ac-
count. . . ‘

The parent is, therefore, not only
making a man of his child, creating in
him good, and noble principles, bul is
doing more; heis building up his por-
Lion of the country’s future, contribut-
ing his quota to the coming nationality.

And when the State steps in and pre-
vents the freo action of the parent with’
regard to his child's education, it be-
comes a question of the Siate against
the State, the vepresentatives of the
Nation cutting the Nation’s throat.

Again, says St. John Chrysostom—
“You have as many accounis to render
as-you have souls to carve for; and yon
have as many souls to care for as you
have children,” That is a vesponsibility
to which the'father must look, and for
which the State cares but little. Tt isa
greuat load upon the. shoulders of the
man, and the injustice .is the greater,
the heavier: that ‘weight.is rendored.
Above all this. action -of the. Fronch
Government involves 'a question of
State against the Churceh’; but it also

comprises a question of the State against
the subject, and of the State against the
State itself. And the spring and origin
of all this is the fact that the source,
the means and the end of all education,
of all prosperity, of all good is ignored.
Upon the present and upon human
potency they rely, and the foundation
1s unsafe,

One Saturday evening, in a churelr
situated in one of the suburbs of Paris,
a large number of daily laborers were

collectel. They had come there to-

listen to addresses delivered by Iay
men upon the questions of religion.
This kind of rcunion of the workmen
was almost a custom there. Unneces-
sary to mention, that as little respect
was paid to the temple of God, as would
be had for a common public hall.  Por-
tion of them kept on their hats, others
were chewing and talking, and often
cursing. Such was the aundience, inat-
tentive, quarrelsome,communistic, when
a layman named Remond Bruygére,
stepped forward to address them. At
first his voice could not be heard above

the  tumult., - But his exordium was a .

masler-picce. e began : * Gentlemen,
in Paris the workman is not respeect:

ed!" A pause ensued and a little. more -
silence was. obtained. e continued—

“in france the workman isdespised, is
scofted at, is hated.” By this time all
were still. The words touched them
home.  Again he begins:—“ Why have
we 80 - many -misfortunes, so many
troubles, -so many reverses?.  Because
the workman is cut off from our society
—he is'not foved, he is not respected ! ”
These words, seemingly communistic,
raised their spirits, and soon every hat
was off and every sound hushed.  Once
more continued the orator: “If we
would be happy, if we would see France
glorious, . if we would see our people
happy, and our nation tree, let us ve-
speet, honor ‘and serve the workman !’
At these words they began to cheer.

¢ Stop,” cried the speaker—* do not ap-:

pland me. . T speak not of you, I speak
of the workman,—the One who created
all and still sustaing all,—ihe One who
drow from chaotic confusion our great
carth, the One who spanned the firma-
ment with a galaxy of stars,—the One
who - commanded -the - light to come

forth and the sun to rise and sink. .He |
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is despised, hated, derided, now as of
old in Judea, If we would be happy
and successful as a people, as a nation,
as a race, we must love, respeet and
serve the Workman !

Such was the oxordium of thal ad-
dress.  And many, when it was over,
“who came to scoff, remained to pray.”
Such were the sentimeonts of one, whose
name is not destined (o rank with those
of France's orators, but whose reward
must certainly be proportioned thereto,
in the world beyond.” We have given,
in a few words this extract, for two
purposes—Hhuvstly to shew that the mis-
sing link in the nation's glory is the
want of respect and love for the Great
Workman—secondly to have occusion
to mention a nume which descrves
more fame than it can ever receive.

The ignoring of God, is the stumb-
ling-block. 1t i5 the source of these
troubles, now tuking place. It is the
origin of the expulsion of the Jesuits
from Frange. 1t is the spring of that
injustice of the Stute towards the sub-
ject. Tt is the cause of that suicidal con-
duet of the State itself. It is the first and
greatest of all the nation’s misforiuncs.
It has already been the catse of manya
dark and bloody day for France—let
her beware that it does not become the
cause of future troubles and sorrows.

We see with regrot, in the pages of her ;-

history and in-the columns of her pre-
sent press, the results, the dire eftects
of this aweful cause. Xnowing them,
it behooves us to look arcund and see
that every avenue to our own Canadian
country may be strongly elosed against

‘them. From this source arose the
“spivit of Burope’s Iilumini.

The Car-
bonari of "Italy, the Communist of
France, the Socialist of Germany, the
Nihijllist of Russia, one and all work
upon that evil principle. - We do notre-
quire them here. We necd no off-shoot
of Illuminism in this fair country, We
are too happy. and too fortunate - to
degire a change so radical in owr so-
ciety.. It is the duty of every well-
meaning citizen to labor all he can to
prevent the march of such ideas and
prineciples in Canada.

Then to return to the subject, glanced
at in our last essay, we.would repeat
that no more powerful:teans conld be
procured . to #.abroad moble,

spread:

“tra

patriotic sentiments and ideas than the
onconrngement- of lecture-rooms, and
good lecturers, .

1t is full timo that Canada should
commence to establish a literature of
her own, She is large enough now, to
have a literary name and a litorary
rank amongst the peoples.  And if the
iden is evil and false which desires to
chuse God from sociotly, so is the one
injurious which, earrying people to the
other extreme, lead them to imuagine
that  they have only to be pious and
devoted and all will go woll, even with-
out any exertion on thoir part. - Lruer
than some may, at first, think is the
old saying, thal Crofton Croker has
woven into a ballad,— Put your trust
in God, my boys, but keep your powder
dry.” ;

Canada has been the homoe of the.
exile, the refuge of the porsccuted.
Let us sec that-she may mevor change
her role, and’ from the friend become
the enemy of the good and noble! - Tiet
it never be said of her, in fulure years,
that she expelled any Ordor of faithful
and devoted subjects from her: shores.
Let it never be said . that she expelled
Crod from her saciety ! ’

_THOMAS IYARCY McGERB.

Haviye determined to publish'a series
of short biographies of eminent Irish-
men, sons of Irish emigrants who have
figured conspicuously in old Canada or
thie New Dominion we thoughi it ap-
propriate to place amongst the foremost
one of the most brilliantand versatile, one
whose sad and tragic end coniribntes to
male his career all the more memorable,
the late “lamented -Thomas D'Arcy
MceGee. To have héen inthmate with
the subject of this short slketch, was to
have enjoyed the society of one of those
rare children of genius, whose name
and works belong to -all- time and the
effect of whose labors mark, not only
the days inwhich they lived, but eon-
stitute a rich . and valuable inheritance
for posterity.” MecGee, orator, :poet,
statesman and . historian, has identified
the Trish name, with the new Canadian
Nationality as Carroll of Carrollton iden-
tified it with the declaration of Amervican
independence.. iy glowing oratory



THE HARP. 337

THOMAS D’ARCY MGEE.

flashing into 'futurity, first made the
people of Canada dream of what was
seon o be realized, a grand confeder-
ation, extending from the Atlantic to
the Pucific, the happy home of a brave
and free people, to be: counted - by mil-
lions. The carcer of D'Arcy McGee
was a most chequered nnd  ceventful
one; his biography has alveady been
written by the graceful and fortile pen
of AMurs. Sadlier, accompanying her pub-
lieation of his poems; we shall therefore
merely touch on'the important points
of his life. o was born at.Carlingford,

County Louth, Ireland, on the 13th of

April, 1825, "Ie first omigrated to

America in 1842 anil gave -cvidence of

hig great powers as an orator and writer,
at the carly ago of 17 -years. Having
sebtled in tho City of Boston, he became

aggociated with that staunch friend of

the Irish race, the Boston' Pilot, whore
hig contributions attracted so much at-
lention, that he was offered and accept-

ed the chief Editorship of the Dublin

Lreeman’s Journal. His next step was
to become associated with Dufty, Davis,
Mitchel and Reilly in editing the Dublin

Nation, the organ of the Young Iveland -

party. Dufty’s appreciation of McGee's
abilities.was exceedingly high, he said,
“he counld do more things like a master
than the  best amongst us sinee Davis

this was ' certainly enviable -testimony, .

considering the galaxy of talent by
which Dufly was surrounded. After
thecollapse of the '48 movement MeGee
eseaped to America. | AsaJownalist-on
this continent his success was natb very
marked ; great as’ his literary abilities
were, he knew  nothing of business
management, and . from this cause' as
well as certain editorial imprudences, his

various newspaper ventures, the 'New

Yorls  Nation, _the . American” Celt,
and the "New Era had brilliant but

brief existences. ‘As a publiclecturer on .
literary . or historical subjects, McGec:: .
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was probably unrivalled in the New
World and it is much to, be regrotted
‘that no complete edition’ of his great
-offorts has as yet been offered to the
public. His career in Canada may be
briefly told. Ife sat for many years as
representative of Montreal West 'in the
parliament of the United  Canadas and
for ono Session under the MeDonald-
Dorion administration he held the oftice
of President of the Council; and subse-
quontly that of Minister of Immigration,
Agriculture and Statistics in the MceDon-
ald-Cartier eubinet, in the parliament of
the Dominion. In our legislative Halls
the eloquonce of the most gifted states-
man paled before that of the great Irish
representative. When it becameo whis-
pered about that MeGee was to address
the house on any important topic of
debate, no seat was vacant in the cham-
ber, and eager crowds elbowed them-
selves into the galleries. When he arose
1o speak no sound interrupted his usual-
Iy unostentatious opening sentences, but
as he warmed to his'subject cheer after
choer would rend theair, his bitterest po-
litical foes bowing down with the multi-

_tude before his commanding genius, Iis

hunior was contagious, his wit sparkling,
his invective terrible; but - the spirit of
patriotism he seemed to infuse into his
every utterance was the  most effective
of higweapons, and won the hearts, after
he had convineed the reason, of his
heavers,.  Apart from DMcGee's great
Confederation. speeches, his lectures,
poems, his principal works are bis “ ILis-
tory of Irelund” pronounced by the

. Rev. Dr. Tabaret president of the Ottaiva

University as the most interesting work
on that subject yet written,  Gallery
of Irish writers in the 17th century,”
¢ History of the Irish settlers in North
Amerien,” «Life and Times of -O'Con-
nell”-and “Life of Dy, Magin,”

© .MeGee's popularity amongst his fol-

low-countrymen in Canada was unbound-
ed, until the breaking out of the Fenian
movement. . Having himself in the
mournful daysof '48, passed through the
fiery ordeal; he felt compelled to warn

‘his fellow-countrymen ' against, lending

an attentive ear to those who twould
seduce them from: their allegiance, The
unmeasured. tefs, in which he inveigh-
<d against Fonianism and its promoters
geoused against bim a feeling which cul-

W«.{,

minated in his ussassination. Al the
still lhour of midnight on the Tth of
April, 1868, he foll at the door of his
hotel, his mighty brain shattered, by the
bullet of an assassin, ‘he  Dominion
authoritics ordered & public funcral for
the murdered statesman, and generously
ymﬂded for his widow and orphans. The
Bar of Lower Canada of which he was a
member met and passed appropriate re-
solutions of condolence. T'he Rev, M.
J. O'Farrell delivored his funeral oration
in St. Patrick’s Church, Montreal, &
master-picce of Jrish ologuence, and the
late Archbishop Connolly oftered up ro-
quiem serviees in the cathedeal of Hali-
fax. DPoor McGee lies intorred in the
family vault on the mountain side, in
the Catholic Cemetory of Cite des Neiges
on the outskirty of the ¢ity whose inhab-
itants his ‘silvery tongue had so often
charmed. 1le had his faults, but the
greateat of them he had conquered long
before hissad end. Ie was a true Ivish-
man, a true and loyal citizen of Canada,
his adopted  country; “but ubove and
beyond -all ‘a true sonof the Catholic
Church. His admirers to-day are logion
the enemies of his memory few. - The

propheticwordsof a gifted writer, Mr. P,

J. Malone, in the /rish National Maga-
zine of 1873, are now almost verified.
¢« His works-and ideas have in them the
‘power 1o propagale themselves, and
“ when the apparent inconsistence of
 his course shall have been forgotton
“and explained away, our children will
“huild monuments to the prophel whom
‘ their fathors assisted to stone,” K

| CLTe
: . CHIT-CHAT.

—Mogre rore!~—>Mr. Firaday in his
“ Hssay on the Mind of Fishes' asks us
to belicvo that fishes are gréat admirers
of female beauty (he means womanly
beauty not fish beauty) because a . flock
of blennies in his aquarium once follow-
ed the motions of some young school-
girls whom he was shewing roind, and
stared through the glass partition with
“such interest and unmistakable admi-
ration and amazement, that sone of niy
fair companions actually blushed ”{II

This is melancholy stuft; ‘and in the
interests of trus science is most deeply
to: be deplored. Have ‘our educated
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men (save the mark 1) gone cloan dc-
monted in their sensoloss desire toover-
throw revelation, that they must thus
throw overboard all’ mental decency,
and give {o the world ay science such
miscrable trash?  Where has the Eng.
lishman’s world-renowned common sense
gone to that he will buy and read auch
1()1]) Better; far botier no science at
all than such scienco us this!  Belter—
far better no books at-all, than such
Losh ! But we perhaps Olwhb not to be
angry at these men. Unconuonsb
they are doing God’s work., A litile
more rope and they will have hangoed
themselves. A little' more such bOsh
and tho world will begin (o sce the hoof
honeath the lion's sl\m and theti—well
then we pity his nﬂs—s}nps hide. John Bull
when roused is not an amiable animal.
We suspect, that even though an angel
were Lo tickle his nose duri nw the p]u 1s-
ant dreams of “his post ])I‘llldll] nap,
he would resent i, But when at tengtl
his erass brain discovers that his plc.xa-
ant and flattering dreams of “advanced
science” ¢ model nprogress” “intellec-
tunl activity " have been only so .much
ass br'lymg we dread the oxplosion.
The worst is—that true sciciice will
suffer by all this, Falso science will
bring true science into- disreptte. A
veaction will sot in, and the world be
thrown back conturies. Science . may
well pray Save me from My f ucnda

—Listen to this from one of ouz- Lon-~

don Socieky papers:

“1shall not live to see. it, but ﬁ{L_y
years will not clapse before smol\mtr is
permitled “everywhere. Smoking car-
riages will ho no more needed on rail-
roads than realling carriages. A person,
whethor in' chureh, or in 2 law court, or
ina dl‘anl]"‘lOOm, will no more ask
pcvmlsswn to_smoke than to breathe,
No one accustomed io the smell of
tobaceo objects 10 it, for it hecomes im-
pereeptible. .~ Evaryone, conseqnently,
should bring wp their children in.an at-
mosphere of tobaceco smoke, s6 as to
accustom them to it from their earliest
c]nldhood If I ‘weio “blessed with

‘dqutrhtors I should” seek out: an: Irish

mu'sc for thom .and msnsb upon het
smoking’ cvery. d‘ly in_-tho nursery. a
cortain mnount of the strontrest tobflcco
from a ghort clfly plpe. In aftor yem-s,

the odour of & cigar or

my daughters would not render them-
sclves objectionable to the ‘male’ sex in
genoral, .\nd their father in particular,
by declaring that they could not endure
a oigarette.”
We liope, on the contr: ary, fifty years
will not elapse before smoking will be
reckoned wmongst the things that are
not. " If we ave to level up towards the
angels and not down  towadrds the pigs,
it will be s0. We cannot understand
this tobucco crave. “It is an amuse-
ment.”  We cannot thinlk so. To our
mind nothmrr can be an amusement
which earries Cwith it a “erave” Gam-
bling is not'an amusement. As soon as
it bccomca a desire of gain it beginsg to
be a noccssn}, and all necessitics aro
tyrannies, "But even: supposing it a
amusement, it i3 surcly an amusement
of a very doubtful character. Society
sces this in the ease of oplum (God only
knows “how long). 'We despise the
Chinese opium ealer as no better than
a brute. Why then not thesmoker also.
His ¢rime . is only different i in degree,
nat in'kind.  *Tobacco crave” is only
a deluted form of “ opium’ crave.” Both
ave cravés and ther efore tymnmes. Nov

‘need we go as far as opinm to shew the

folly of’ smokmn Most” men despise
the tobaceo chcwcr'{ And yet tobacco
chewmcr is only anothier form of the
tobacco erive. “But tobacco chcwmnr
is filthy—tobacco smoking is not.” Soft,-
ly friend ! 'is not this bcrmmg the ques-
tion ? To you tobacco chewing i§ filtby.
To most men tobacco - smolung is".as
filthy as tobacco chewing to )ou. To

the tobacco chewer his' Imbxt is as little
filthy as yours; and the pigs only know
how  long you will be content with
smoking and will not turn to chewing.
Bosides  the samo Arguments drawn
from expediency in favour of smol\mg
hold good for chewing, since chewmg i8
only a quickor mode of arriving at the
tobadco effects. You cannot Lherefor

blame the chower whilst yourself &
smolkor, ~ Tiet him who™ iy guiltless’ cast
the fitst stone.

‘Wo cannot understand any | intelligent -
nian, deliberately, putting himself under
the " tyvanny . of tobacco. ~ We, have
alwnys thought that slasery of s any kind
‘wn dxswmceful So much so is-£his tho
ease, “that Ahmghtv ‘God gaveé us frdo

will lest we sliould be’ slaves to Him,
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Only brutes ave slaves. “But Iam no
“glave to tobacco—I ecan give it up at
“ any moment.” You canj; can you?
Then you are one in a thousand ; for the
millions of dollars speut every day in
the world in the indulgence of this ridi-
culous habit prove you such, But can
you give it up without an effort ? for if
you cannot, then are you a slave to the
extent of that ctfort; and though it may
be a noble act to make that cflort, it is
bardly a rational one to make yoursolf
a slave in order to fight for freedom.
No; we cannot understand any rational
man hugging these tobacco chains.  Of
course from a Protestant stand point we
see no objection to smoking in chureh,
any more than in any other place. A
Protestant church is merely a meoting
house. Where it is looked upon as any-
thing higher, it is by virtue of some
lingering sentiment of Popery in the
Protestant breast that it is there not by
virtue of Protestant principles. Why
not smoke’ there then as well as any
where else. But then this desire to
smoke in church proves the crave, and
the crave proves the slavery, and: the
slavery proves a levelling down not up.

—Ourschool children are being over-
worked.  Professor Treichler lecturing
before the German Association of Natu-

ralists and Physicians sounds the warn--

ing note that headuche in schools is de-
cidedly increasing; so much so indeed,
that in some schools, and notably in
those of Nuremburg, one third: of the
scholars suffer from it. This he believes
to. be the result of over-brain-work,
caused, as well by the study of too many
subjects; as by the tendency to demand
night-work. “The brain is taxed when
its cells are exhausted. The same com-
laint is beginning to be heard from the
English schools, and should be looked
toin time. ¢ All work™ suys the old
proverb, “and no play, makes Jack a
dull boy.” This over-brain-work will
result in making dunces of one half of
our -men and women. . It does not of
course hurt the guicl, whose brains are
equal to any exertion ; it does not hurt
the dull, whose brains will not be exort-.
ed, but'it does hurt those boys and girls,
whose boundless  ambition urges: them

~ to fulfil demands beyond their strength.

Methodism with its ¥ emotional drunk-

enness ” is  fust doteriorating the phy-
sique of Anglo-Saxondom ; it will be to
be regretted if State Schoolism steps in
Lo perfect the work. ~

—Tho student of Irench history
hears much of the courage and soldierly
qualities of Bertrand du Guoselin,
Though brave and fearfess ho was no
boauty. If we arc to believe the picture
drawn of him by his contemporary-Cuve-
lier, (doubtless an ancester of our La
Salle) nature had certainly not made
the inost of his physique. “I bolicve
says Cuvelier, “that there was not a
ehild so ugly from Renunes to Dinant.
e was flat nosed, and dark skinned,
unmannerly and slovenly; for which
his father and mother hated him. s0
much, that they were often wishing in
their hearts that he were dend or drown-
ed in the running waters; they called
him = “lad,” ‘“elown” and “braw-
for.” ‘

Here is the original French—

Maisl ]’ctnf‘ant, d*ont je-di et dont je vois- par-

an .

Je croi qu’il n’ot i lait de Resnes a Disnant
Camus- estoit, ed noire, malotru, et massant;
Li pére et In mére si le hevient tant -

Que souvent en leurs cuers aloient desirant
Que fust mors, ou noiex en une eave corant
Gargon, nisce et coquart laloient appelant.

! ~(Cuvier, voh Irj p- b

—The Tudor doctrine of ““ the divine
right of Kings"” was unknown to the
Catholic Ages of Taith. When the
populace of Paris 'in 1380 rosc up
against the regal exactions which press-
ed 8o heavily on France and indeed upon
all Burope about the time of the acces-
sion of Charles VI, the young king
sent the duke of Anjou, and his new
chancellor, Miles de Dormans, Bishop
of Beauvais to promise that their griov-
ances should be redressed. = The chan-
cellor’s speoch on the occasion, contains
doctrines, which under Elizabeth of
Englard and the Protestant reformation /
would have lost him his head,  “The
peacoful excreise of government,” says
the chancellor, “has always been tho
¢ best' security for the prosperity of a
¢ country, and I believe that no one is
ignorant how grateful and acceptable to
God 'is the power, which  is devoid of
pride, and which raises not its head

with ariogance over the people; while
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all the strongth of a government con-
sists in the regular obedience of the
subjects.  Jor though kings may deny it
« hundred times, it is nevertheless by the
will of the people that they reign, and it
is the strength of their people which
makes them formidable; and as the
sweat of the subjeet gives royalty its
clory, so tho vigilance of kings ought
to provide for the welfare of the sub-
jeets, ete.”

These are brave words; and from a
Catholic Bishop withall Had a reform-
ed Bishop dared o utter them within a
Tudor's hearing, Tudor blood would have
run hot and ™ heavy, and if that Tudor
had h:lp%)cucd to be Elizabeth of Ing-
land—(she who like Yankee Butler
stole the spoons) we should have had
oaths and threats - of “unfrocking”
enough and (o spave.

—“Tho Church of Rome is the ene-
my of civil liberty " says your modern
liberal, ‘ . ‘

“I'he first principles of popular gov-
ernment were firat *“ enunciated in Eng-
land by the Mendicant Friars’ - says
];Aistoriun Green in ‘his history ot the
English people, (p: 265. :

glish people, ( ) B

DANGERS OF THE NON-CATIO-
LIC PRESS.

Tur editors of magazines, yeviews and
olher periodicals, says the London Tad-
let, seldom ~allow religious considera-
tions to hamper them much, either in
the selection or the treatment of the
subjects they are accustomed to handle
s0 flippantly. On the contrary, they in-
vite and ecncourage what they ave
pleased to call free discussion, and offer
their pages as a public arena for every
comer who has any pretensions to skill
or dexterity in the use of his pen ; and,
‘what is more, flattor themselves that
they ave thus adopting the wisest means
‘of moulding and forming, clevating and
ennobling the national mind and char-
acter. The consequence is aslament-
able as it is natural. * Great and funda-
mental truths  which - have been long
since incontrovertibly sottled, and mo-
menious facts upon- which the whole

world hag sat ‘in"judgmont and passed

of religious discussion.

sentenco are again and again brought in-
to court, made to submit to a fresh trial
andto undorgo another cross-examina-
tion. -~ Xven the primary dogmas of our
fuith, which Christ, directly or through
the mouth of the Church, hay placed,
once aud forever, beyond all contro-
versy, and which therefere enjoy a more
than methomatical certainty, are again
made the plaything of finite minds, and
the target for unskillod pigmies to aim
their harmless bolts at. These poriodi-
eals, filled as they are with erroncous
opinions, false doctrine and fallacious
arguments, are calculated to do an im-
mense deal of harm unless groat caution
and determination be observed in their
nse. If all those who perused them
were theologians, logicians and men
well versed in the teaching of the
schools, it would matter little. Such
as these are accusiomed to the wiles
and  foibles: of ‘crror; they can, as
with a~ single = glance of  the
eye, detect the misstatement and ex-
pose the fallacy; they can tear the
miserable rags off' the most skillfully-
dreased scarecrow, at once make known
the deception. But such readers are
the exception. The majority are made
up of those who have little leisure, and
far less .inclination, to range through
the vast - fields of theological and pat-
riotic lore, or to acquaint themselves
with even as much of it as would rendor
them competent- to  discuss, argue
and hold their own against the specious,
insidious and misleading, though covert,
attacks of the unscrupulous, the in-
credulous and the skeptieal.

Men of the world, even such as pass
for fair scholavs, are soldom theologians.
However much they may feol: at home
on matters: of worldly interest, they
soon find themselves out of their depths
whon plunged into the turbulent ocean
When this is
truo.of the highly educated, of the
doctor, the lawyer and the politician,
what shall we say of the ignorant, the
superficial " and the  ill-insteucied ? of
those who are more impressed by man-
ner and style than by argument, who
lend & readier ear to the sweet cadence
of ronnded" periods and to harmonious
phraseology  than to  the truths they
should adorn ;  who proefer what is new
to what is truo; and, in' a word, are
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more easily captivated by the over vary-
ing kaleidososops of ecrror than the
changoless sun of justice? The dangor
to such minds is unquestionably great
in the extreme. Their faith runs risksof
being, if not utterly quenched, at loast
shalon and weakened, by arguments
which they fail to rccognize as more
sophisms, and proofs which their un-
practiced oyos cannot see have nothing
but an imaginary basis to stand upon.
Such reading also engenders a spirit of
criticism, which is one of the great
characteristics of the day, and unfits
one for the exercise of that ready
obedicnce to, and mnatural dependence
on, ecclesiastical authority commanded
by God, which is our highest glory,and
it is our only roal security. - We are in-
fluenced, in spite of ourselves, by the
example and opinions of others, whe-
ther they reach us through books or no.
We cannot mark the light, easy way in

~which the most momentous subjects are
~treated, nor listen to the erude off hand.

judgments passed npon - them, without
being somewhat affected. And if month
after month we continue to familiarize
oureelves with such views and: judg-
ments, and grow’ up in such a vitiated
atmosphere, we shall naturally.imbibe
something.of their spirit, and find our
faith gradually growing dull.  The
general tone of our minds, the tenor of
our thoughts, our very mode of looking
at things, -will all- be tinged with the
same spirit. A great responsibility in-
deed falis upon those who receive such
journals hoth in regard to themselves
and toward those in whose hands they
may allow them to fall. They con-
stitute one of the greatest, because one
of the least appreciated, dangers of the
age. A roaring lion in the first ages

; of the Church, the devil now assumes

the form of* an insidious scrpent, cor-
rupting with its poison all the, wells of
knowledge, that those who drink may

‘perish: . “Serpent. qui veneno suo cor-

rumpit aquas terre ut bibentes homines
moriantur.” ’

Tar Rigar Parm—Bring back into
the right way him who has. gono. astray.
Correct - the errors of mankind where
you can, and inspire them with s love
of virtue.. Restore the lost sheep to the
fold. - T ’

NANO NAGLE.
BY FRANCIS J. SULLIVAN,

HEeroisy has always in the past com-
manded, and will forever command,
the admiration of mankind, Tts in-
fluence is appreciated long aftor the
noble heart, which throbbed with heroie
fecling, has coased to beat.  With
justice and  right was it born; with
justice and vight will it die. Tyranny
is its cons{unt foe, amelioration of the
condition of men its cherished hope,
patviotism its firm ally. Tt knows no

Jdimit of tinie, or race, or sex. In the

hour of a nation’s peril, the fire of
heroism burns with redonbled Tusire,
At such a time woman exporiences this
feeling more than man.: More impas.
sioned by nature, and superior in soul,
hieroism with her becomos in fact super-
natuval, is intensified by onthusiasm,
and softened by pity. ;

“History rocords, on her bright pages,
miracles of patrolism performod by wo-
man, when iuspired by roligious fervor.
When desperation compels the most
valiant to yicld, then, oh! thon, do we
bohold in her the . brightest example of
Christian horoism. “"What is necessary
to' constitute Christian heroism ? i
unites all the elements of hereism, con-
tempt of danger, devotion to & noble
cause, confidence 'in overcoming ob
stacles, but crowns all these with a con-
stant and overwhelming charity.

The battle of Christian heroism is not
confined to tho “tented field,” and to
the scenes of human misery. Its
greatest trophies have been won in the
cause of education. The genius of
Burke has immortalized the name of
Howard; . nation’s gratitude hasen
cireled the brow of Florence Nightin-
gale with a crown of unfading glory.
These heroic souls, imbued with the
spirit of true Christian philanthropy,
braved danger and diseaso {o soothe the
pangs of suffering humanity. Shall no
chaplet of unfading flowers bo wreathed
for the champions of - civilization, who
ministered to the mind ofa poople, and
thereby saved its “mental ‘and moral
life? - Happy, oh! happy is the nation
that can ‘claim one of ~ these apostles of
education as hor ‘own. ‘Among those
fortunate nations we may rank Ireland.
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She can point with pride to ono
of her children, as & bright exemplar
of Christian heroism.

In a small cometery nenr Douglas
street, in the city of* Cork, may be seen
a green grave. Tho sun shinos on it
with a calm and mellew light. The
hreoze toys with the flowers that
bloom arowdd. A memorial slab near
by records the acts and vivtues of a
Christian “heroine. Tt is the grave of
Nano Nagle.  Spirit of Nano Nagle! 1
call on thoe for aid, Assist me in the
task that I hove undertaken. . Grant
that my  words may not fadoe away as
prramids of summer clouds, driven
along tho face of heaven by tho wind;
or be forgotion like the withered leaves
that {all unnoticed to the ground, but
vouchsafe that they may descend upon
my hearers’ hearts, and be appreciated
as are the rofreshing dews by the
‘thirsly and grateful ficlds of earth.

It has boen said ¢ the path of glory
lead but to the grave.” [This, alas! is

“truesof Luman glory; ‘but: the divine
glory of a Christian heroine can novor
die. Time, which has buried in oblivion
the deeds of others, has presorved Nano
Nagle's for the admivation of posterity.
She needs no statues to commemorate,
with their “white ologuence,her career.
Day by day, living monuments to het
memory are continually erected in the
hoarts of every pupil of the Presenta-
tion Schools. ' L

The Keltic, cross near the grave of
Nano Nagle, is a beautiful emblem of
the destiny in her ordor.
present ihe faith of her children; ils
cirele the diffusion of her ideas through-
out the globe. - That - she maerited. the
great title of - Christian heroine is evi-
dent from a briet consideration of her
life, character and: works.

Born near Mallow, in Ireland, in the
year of 1728, of wealthy parents, sho
received; in France, an education that
made her an ornament to the highest
classes of society. She -entercd with
great zest into fashionable: life, and
quafled with delight the cup of enjoy-
mont, uniil an incident gccutred, which,
slight in itself, was franght with great
consequencos - to hersell and to her
country. ~"Returning one morning from
a scene of Parisian fostivity, she beheld

at that early hour & number of poor peo- | '

-sensitivo nature.

OwWs,

Its arms re-.

ple standing on the steps of a church
waiting for the doors to be opened. This
sight mado a deep impression upon her
Tho gay thoughts of
fashion disappeared as, in the beautiful
words of my gifted friend, « Marie,"”

¢ Shie saw the lowly band that knelt beside
the Temple’s gate—

She aaw the meelk and humble ones ¢ their
matin feast awaity’

And lo! the Master gcetned amid His chosen
flock to stand, .

With dust upon His  battered robe, and
biood drops on His hand.

¢ Behold * He ¢ried, ¢ the picture pure, the
lesson traced for thee!?

Thus only eeek thou Wisdom’s gate, thus
curly wait for Mel” .

Tho misery of her unfortunate country
vividly preseuted itself, Stripped of
nationality and of edueation, she beheld
the noble Keltic race clinging with des-
peration {o faith and fatherland. She
perceived that unless a Deborah or a
Judith, or-a Joan of Are, drew the con-
secrated sword and defended the honor
of “her native 'land, the people would
sink beneath the weight of their sor-
Knowing that it was a crime to
teach a Catholic child his duty to God
and man; undevstanding that -an at-
tempt to educato the Irish people would
expose her to tho full penalty of Ing-
lish law, she nevertheless decided to be-
come the Ddothor of Irish education.
Iler heroic determination is clearly
shown by considering that two paths
lay beforo her. The first would lead to
fushionable ease and all the enjoyments
of the world., The second would bring
hor face to face with despotism, with -
penal laws, and with the horrid forms
of poverty, ignorance aud disease. Cast-
ing off all thoughts of eomfort,: she
made choice “of the latter, which con-
ducted hor into the midst of -the sufler-
ings of the most patient and  oppréssed
of all peoples—the Irish race. What
grandeur and breadth of soul! The
world was abandoned by her to its
galoty, its doceit, and its delusive
glory, for the thorny path that leads to
Paradise. She in truth realized that,

¢ Thig world is all a'flecting show
For man’s illusion given; o
The sinilds of joy, tghc tears of woe;
Deceitful shine, deceitful flow—,
There’s nothing true but Heaven !«
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And false the light on glory’s plume
As fading hues of even;

And love and hope and beauty’s bloom,
Are blossoms gathered frow the tomb,
There’s nothing bright but Heaven !

Poor wanderers of a stormy day !
From wave to wave we're driven;
And fancy’s flush, and reason’s ray,
Serve but to light the troubled way,
There’s nothing enlm but Heaven 1%

Having chosen her mode of life, she
entered zecalously into all its duties.
The education of the poor was her
dearest wish, To gather their little
children together, to instruct them, and
to watch the budding of their intel-
lectual growth, became her daily avoca-
tion. The anger and interference of
friends, and the threuts of a hosiile gov-
ernment, did not deter her from this
great work. To the accomplishment
of her Christian undertaking she de-
voted her brilliant intelloct, her physical
-energy, and her great wealth.

Let us pause again to admire this
heroine’s unflinching zeal for the educa-
tion of the poor and lowly. She first
established and endowed the Ursuline
Order in Ireland. Finding .that the
crying want of her country still re-
mained, she, in the year 1776, in honor
of ' the Presentation of the Saviour in
the Temple, founded the Presentation
Order, the object of which is to educate
the poor. She consecrated herself and
her disciples to the noblest of  all the
works of charity. Nobly have her
daughters performed their task, -~ Stavt-
ing in the obscurity of a small city of
Ireland, the Prosentation Nuc has be-
come known wherever tho langnage of
man is heard. - Her very mname is
synonynious with charity. Ob, charity !
friend of the fatherless, comforter of
the afflicted! On thy starry brow is
stamped the sign-manual of the Omni-
potent; on thy cheek is the smile of
Heaven ; inthy hand is the balsam of
life.  Child. of = Christianity!in the
quivering light that gleams in . thy
glowing features are seen the emblems

of Peace, Joy and Hope! Thy soflten-|

ing and refining influence is divinely

swecter on the greal ocean of life, as it|

ebbs and flows and beats upon the
shores of time, than the silvery notés of

“music which, rippling o’er the ‘moon-

light swvaves, vavish ‘the delighted sonl

of man. Angelic Charity ! What plea-
sant memories dost thou not bring with
thee! What delicate flowors dost thou
not plant in our hearts! What poems,
filled with jeweled thoughts, dost thou
not whisper in our ears! Alas! how
can I do thee justice? To speal of thee
1 should possess the tongue of a seraph!
To paint thy beauties, my pencils
should be tipped with the unfading
hues of Meavon!

The character of Nano Nagle ex-
plains the wonderful success that at
tended her eflorts. Among hor noble
qualities she possessed a perseverance
unexampled, and an enthusiasm uncon-
querable, a humility and - self-denial
equalled by few. The light of wisdom
dawned upon her path and every ob
staclo was overcome. The pen of the
poet; alone can truly depict her traits
of character. 1In her we behold— -

¢ A countenance in which did meet

Sweet records, promises as sweet;

The reason firm, the temperate will,
Endurance; foresight, strength and skill;
A perfect, woman, nobly planned

To warm, to comfort, and command ;
And yeta spirit, still and bright,

With something of an angel light.”

Her character seems to have been in-
herited by her daughters. Who ' has
not observed | the unspeakable charm of
their manner ?  Who hus not contrast-
ed the cares and anxieties of the people
of the world with the calmnoss and
swootness of the nun? Her presence
is sunlight ; her absence gloom; when
she spenks the buds of refined sentiment
spring forth and blossom in' our heart;
as she departs from our sight, a twilight
of noble aspirations. lingors round, and
kisses, with its golden lips, the hills
and valleys of our souls.  Delighted
with the good, the true, and the beauti-
ful, we exclaim:

# Oh, what a pure and sacred thing
Is beanty curtained from thesight
Of the gross world, ilumining
One only mansion with her light?
Unseen by man’s disturbing eye,
The flower that blooms beneath the sea,
Too deep for sunbeams, doth not lie
Hid in more chaste obscurity.

‘A soul, too, more than half divine,
“Where, through some shades of earthly
feeling, S .

Religion’s softened glances shine,
Like light through summer foliage sleal-
ing;
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Shedding a glow of such mild hue,
So warm, and yet go shadowy too,
As malkes the very darkness there
More benutiful than light elsewhere.”

The labsrs of Nano Nagle to-day ox-
cite our surprise and admiration. Her
work in the cause of education will
scarcely be appreciated unless we re-
call the peculiar gircumstances in which
the [rish people were placed. Catholic
emancipation was not granted until the
13th of April, 1829. Prior to that great
event, cducation could only be pur-
chased by apostasy. The Irish race,
loving their faith befere all things, re-
jected this vile condition. The result
was that the people grew up ignorant
of popular learning.. Nano Nagle de-
livered them out of this house of hond-
age by her educational system., What
was the education she taught 7 Tt was
the development of all the freulties of
the mind—intellectnal, eftective and
moral, " The intellect vecoived know-
ledgre, the heart and will religion and
grace. - Fach faculty was polished to
the brillinney “of a ‘gem. "No moral
Frankenstein threw a dark shadow on
her schools.  Tor thirty years had she
devoted herself to her great task., At
length, wearied by her burthen, she
laid down . by the wayside of life, and
her pure spirit winged its way to
heaven.  Hor cloak fell on worthy suc-
cessors; her daughters have made her
name co-extonsive with the world.

It may be asked why was such are-
volution created by her teaching? Why
did the Irish people grasp so easily the
truths she  indicated?  "Pis true "the
Irish nation was plunged 'in the depths
of cnforced misery and ignorance, but
it still possessed, as its redceming
virtue, a civilization that is repudinted
to-day—the civilization of principle, of
unbending honor, and inflexible in-
tegrity. Immortal civilization!  How
often. hast thou  been spat upon; thy
noble brow crowned with thorns; thy
glorious form scourged at the pillar,
crucified ‘on Calvary, and finally laid in
the tomb of ignominy; but, thank
God! thou type -of ' the Almighty
Power! amid the trembling of tyrants,
again and again- has-thou cast off the
cerements of - the - grave -and. flashed
forth in all the splendors of a magni-
ficent resurrcction ! ‘ o

Iler labors wore not .exclusively con-
fined to education. She ministered to
the wants of old ago; tho sick and the
hunger-stricken wero soothed in their
distross. Neithor the inclementy of
the weather, nor the latenoss of the
hour, deterred her from ihe path of
duty. Profanity and impurity fled at
her approach. Hor fallen ‘sister, how-
evor, reccived from her sweet words of
consolation. Tho last hours of the
dying were cheered by her tender and
hopeful . expressions.. No  frightful
malady, no danger checked this Christ-
ian heroine in her heroic undertaking.
Her religious life was, in belief, one
continuous act of charity. Perchance
to many “a mute, inglorious” Dante
she was a Beatrice, whose vision lifted
his soul from the abyss of hell, along
tho terraces of purgatory, even unto the
jzls:[)er pavements of Paradise.

Finally, when we reflect on the time
in which sho lived, tho obstacles she en-
countered,; and the great rosulis of her
labors, it must be conceded  that her

raises will forever be sounded in the -
itany of Christian hovoines.

Thus lived a Christian Heroine. Oh!
may her spirit inspire us to follow in
the same noble path- of - philanthropy ;
may the undimmed glory of her career
shine brightly from age to age, until
time shall be no more. '

ARCHBISHOP VAUGHAN ON THE
IRISH FAMINE.

Ar a meeting held in Australia to raise
money for the relief of the suﬁ'eving in
Ireland, the Most Rev. Dr. Vaughan,
Archbishop of Sydney, said :—

‘We are all made of the same paste—-
human nature is much the same-all the
world over. Such being the case, it
crosses my mind that those thoughts
which had the effect of urging me to
double my subscription, might not be
without their influence with others, and
that, possibly, I'might speak cffectually
10 ‘my resolution’ by simply, and. with
all simplicity, bringing out. before you
as briefly as I can, what those thoughts
were. The first image that presented
itself 'before my mind in thinking of
Ireland ‘was that. of tho great Daniel
O'Connoll; Those two thoughts are in-
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separable. T saw before me that King
of men and tribune of tho people stand-
ing in all the majesty of his manly
strength and beauty ; his very physique
bearing witness to the vigor of his brain
and the. power of his large and tender
heart. 1 could see him standing bofore
me, strong as a tower that “stands four
square to every wind that blows.” I
asked myself, How did that strong man
come to die? I found that he died of
a broken heart. e was struck down
by the great Irish faminc of 18-46-47.
¢ His enpierced breast

Sharp sorrowe didin thousand pieces rive ”
at the sight of the people he loved with
such fierce tenderness wasting away in
thousands through starvationand disease.
I thought it a wonderful thing to con-
template so sturdy @ man, one so foar-
less, ~ being prostrated, and wholly
broken down Uy the sorrows of his poo-
ple. Then I asked myself how came it
that O’Connell was so overcome by the
great.calamity of the famine of 1846-7?
And T angwered myself: because he had
an intimate knowledge of the peasaniry
of Irveland, and therefore he loved them
passionately; ‘and because he had wit-
nessed with his eyes the appalling suffor-
ings of those heloved. Couldl, 1 thought,
only get some knowledge of that people,
something like what he had, could 1
but fix. my eyes on their distress, then
I should be able 16 weep with him, and
love them and agsist them all I could.
I then thought over in my mind ail 1
knew of that wonderful people, especial-
ly of the peasantry. I remember their
singular ‘generosity of character, their
courage, their humanity. I remember
what Curran said: “The hospitality of
other countries is a matter of necessity
or convenience-—in savage nations of the
first, in polished of the latter—but the
hospitality of an Irishman’ is not tho
running account of the posted and ledg-
ered courtesies as in other countries; it
springs like all® his qualities, his faults,
his virtues directly from the héart, The
heart of the Irishman is by natird bold,
and he cénfides; it is tender, and he
Jloves; it.is generous, and he gives; it is
social, and he is hospitable.” ~ So much.
for Trishmeon in general, and from long
personal experience, L can vouch for its
truth. . But what about. the peasant
~ class in particular? - I remembera pas-

sage from Gilos, who had an intimale
knowledge of this romarkable class. e
says: “''he poasant in Lroland exercisoes
a poculiar and sacred order of hospitality
strange Lo the nobility and wealthy,
Such hospitality is mentioned in the
Gospel—hospitality, ~which recounts
amongst its gaests, tho poor, the maim-
ed, the lame, the blind, and which has
its reward in heaven. These classos in
Treland had not mevely a share in the
Lhumble man's feast ; they had also their
pittance out of his scarcity. Daily he
divided with some of them his food, and
nightly he shared with somoe of them his
roof. None more than the humble Trish
seemed to keep constantly in mind that
Christ was supplicant in each porson of
the destitute; and well did their {roat-
ment of the destitute anticipate that
last address: “Lwas hungered, and ye
gave me meat; I was thirsly and ye
gave me drink; Twas sick and yo visit-
ed me; 1 was in prison and ye came
unto me.” " Iow benutiful, how surpuss-
ingly.touching, T thought within myself -
is not all this! And then 1 remembered
reading in some speech of John Bright's
that the Irish in America alone, during
the space of sixteen short years, I think
it was 1848 and. 18G4, sent back over
the waters to their friends and relativos
at homa thirteen million pounds sterl:
ing!  Their bravery and humanity ave
equal to their genarosity. I am sgpoal-
ing still principally of the peasant class.
L chanced, only two days ago, to look
into the history of the Siego of Isimer
icle; and I came across one fact of gal-
lantry, humanity, and daring whichido
not think could be cqualled in the annals
of military warfave.. A, broach had
been burst in the walls of the city. An
attack was made. Bub:the garrison re-
pulsed the attack with such impetuosity
that the enemy retreated. and were fol-
lowed to thoir camp. . In the melee the
English hospital was set on fire.. What
did these Trish soldiers do, these soldiers
who had boon drawn . from the peasant
elass of their country ?. They forgot the
enemy ; they rushed in among. .the
flames, and did . not desist_till every
woundéd Bnglishman: and Brandenbur-
ger had been carried away from danger,
and had :been put in. a place of’, safely
until they had effectually  extinguishod

the flames which were raging in the
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building. Having done that, they
fought their way back iuto their strong-
hold. When I had - thought over all
these I bogan to realize how it was that
Q'Connell loved his people with such
pussionate altashment.  Their generos
ity, self-forgetfulness, courage, human-
ity, their love of poolry, of song; the
dark shadow thrown across their history,
the beauly of their fatherland, brought
to my mind the words of the poet:
“ What fload reflects a shore so sweet
As Shannon great or pust’ral Ban'?
Or who afriend or foc could meet
So generous'sg an Irishman 7”

Now, surely, it is but natural to fee
very keenly when gneh a raco as this
is suffering acutolyifor no fault of their
own.  Ono's very love and admiration
makes one feol all the more vehemently
for them. T will nobt weary-or saddon
you, ladies and gentlemen, by a long
account of the sorrows-of the Irish peo-
ple, but the effect would not be complote
if' I did not ask ‘you to bear with me
whilst I tell you some other: thoughts
that passed through my mind. I will
seloct threeof them. Iromembered thon,
instudying the poet Spencer one passago
in his prose works which I havo never
forgotten. - e had been presented with
3000 acres of land, part of the Desmond
property, which had been confiscated.
This was in the sixteenth century.
Spencer, who himself, if we may beliove
Ben Jonson, died from lack of bread,
visited his ostato, and . describes the
peasants thus: © Out of every corner of
the woods and glynnis they came cregp-
ing forth upon their hands, for ' their
legs could not bear them:. They looked
like anatomies of death—they spake
like ghosts crying out of their gravos—
they ato the dend carrvion’;’ happy when
they conid find them ; yea, and one an-

other soon after; insomuch the very
carcasses they spared not 1o scrape out’
What could possibly

of their graves.”
be morve. frightfal than that pietnre? I
turned from it. I remembeired the fam-

ine of 1739, 1741 and 1742, of which his-'
tory says-little.  In 1744, 400,000 Irish-:

men are ‘said to have  perished -from

want. One- small village buried- 500,
For a time:they subsisted on grass,docks;
and nettles,: “I have seen;” says an’
eycwitness, “ the:laboror endeavoring to.

work at his spade,. but fainting for want

of food, and forced to quit it. I have
seen the aged father eating grass like a
beast, and in the anguish of his soul
wishing for hig dissolution. T havescen
the holpless orphan exposed on the
dunghill, and none to {ake him in for
foar of infectionr; and I have scen the
hungry infant sucking at the broast of
tho already expired parent. The famine
of 1847 afforded mo similar pictures of
heart-ronding distress, I recalled the
offorts of the people in 1846 to make
good the losses of the previous year. I
remembered the fierce energy with
which they worked. I rocollect the
blasting of their hopes, when in one
single night the green crop over hill
and in the fertile valley was shrivelled
and blackened by the universal blight.
The population weroe literally driven in-
to their graves. Their former energy
had turned to a stolid, silent dospair.. 1t
was a common sight {o sce the cotter
and his family sitting on the fence of
their little holding, looking silently and
with & vacant stare upon the black crop
of bliglited promise, which they had
worleed hard to plant; but which was.
rotten in the earl}), You might address
them, and they would not speak to you.
You might try to cheor them, but it
was too late. They felt their hour had
come, and that they had to follow others
to the grave. One might crawl away
ab night; and rest in some doorway out
of the moonlight; on opening the door
in the morning the servant, or master
of the house, found a corpse. The spirit
had departed to its-everlasting ' rest.
Othiers would ‘lie down ‘to a dream.of
feasting and fulness, and wake up to-

starve and to:die.” It seemed as if the
peasant world of Ireland, that noble.

race was absolutelly coming to an.end.”
These were some of thethoughts which

passed through my mind, some of the
pictures which presented themselves..

at what have thoy to do with the

present distress ? I found they had much

o do with it. For I remembered, first,
that all famines are much the same in

their aspects of distress, and that, when

I .thought how mueh’ the Irish peaple-
had . suffered. in.the past, T feel all tho
more moved to -assist them in . their

present necessity. Secondly I conld in

some way measure the present sxigen-

ey by the oxigoncies‘.of former times ;.
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and I came to the conclusion that the
present position of the Irish people at
home calls more loudly than cver for
our prompt assistance. Thank God, we
do not know what famine is here; but
wo do know what flood is.. Add ourown
floods to that of Irish famine—to star-
vation from hunger and starvation from
cold, wet and exposure, and you have a
picture of the present disiress. Add
what you know yourselves to what T
have described, and - you will then be
able, in part at least, to grasp the neces-
sities, the crying wants of the present
case. Your worship, ladies and gentle-
men, let not n great peasantry porish;
no one can replace - them; or,in the
sweet words of one of Trelund’s sweetost
poets :—
¢ 11 fares the Jand to hastening ills a prey,
Where wealth accumulates and men decay ;
Princes and lords may flourish or may fade,
A breath can make them, as a breath has
made,
Buta bold peasantry, thetr country's pride,

When once destroyed  ¢an never be sup-
plied.”

THE SIGN OF THE CROSS.

OXNcE, not many years ago, two officers
of the army were travelling :through
the beantiful valley of the Colville River
-among the Spokans and Cour D’Alencs,
some two days journey from the mission
of St. Tgnatius, | C

One of these officers was a Protestant
and a Mason, the other a Catholic.
The ties of a common profession and

service had long since, spite the diversity
of faith, made them friends, and often
the Protestant had dwelt upon’ the beau-
ties of masonry, the great social power
of the order, and the usefulness of being
able in any moment of danger to call,
by an unseen sign, a friend to your aid.
_ One day, after travelling till nearly
the day’s journey was completed, it was
discoverd by the Protestant officer that
he had left his coat hehind at the house
at which they stopped the night before,
and his loss annoyed him greatly:
" Partienlarly did he inveigh against the
wild" and uneivilized ‘country through
which' they were passing, where noman
could understand English, and by whom
a essage could be sent back for the
lost garment, o0 oo

“At this junction’ onr Catholic friend

remarked thal any Indianwe might megt
could do, as they were mostly Christians,
But, though the Mason Inid but litte
stress upon their Christianity, his puzzle
was how 1o know the Christian from
the pagan.

To this the Catholic replied, that if
the Mason had a grip and pass-word so
did he, the Catholic, have s infallible
sign by which, even in this wild land,
he could detect the Christian, and in
fino, he would take upon himself the
task of recovering the coat.

In a short time there came to the
stream where the party were resting
three or four mounted Indians, who,
with the stolidity of their character,
surveyed them without emotion.

Ou Catholic friend, at length, in a

Toud tone, called one of the Iudians to

him, who approached slowly and with
evident reluctance. Asking his friend
{o watch the countenance of the Tndian,
the Catholic made the sign of the cross
upon his forechead and breast. At once
the impassibility of the Indian vunished
and, with a ery of surprise to his com-
panions, he advanced rapidly, signing
himself also with the sign of the cruei-
fied One. - ;

Extending his hand, he assumed a
seat by the side of his {riends, and then,
opening his buckskin shirt, exposed the
scapular and miraculous medal he woro.
Our Catholic did the same, and, without
knowing a wordof each othor's language
these two Catholics were able, by signs
and the universal brotherhood of the
Chureh, to know and feel cagh other
friends.

''To write a note to the man st whose
house the travellers had stopped the
night before was short work. To explain
by ‘signs what was wanted was not
50 easy, but finally the Indian uuder
stood and accepled the errand. :

Tt was then past noon, the distance
thirty miles, yot this® Catholic Indian
reached again the party before setling
out the noxt morning, and with the
coat. o S :

This incident, trifling as it is, is the
index of all such meetings in these West-
ern wilds, wherever a- Catholic may be
teavelling. -If he desires to find afriend
even among those who are not converted

‘the sign of” the cross is-the surest pass-

port. .
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(Written for Tue Hanr)
A SAILOR’S YARN.

You mny tell me what you like
Never man with- marlinepike
Ever did a braver thing for dear old France
Than that Croisic sailor lad
Who wo sounding title had
Though he snved the Frenchman’s fleet upon
the Rance.

Youw’ve scen oft upon the blue
A shoal of sharks pursue
A’frighted school of ll)orpoise—c’cstsa vogue,
So’twas with the ships of France
Off St. Malo on the Rance
When the English beat the Frenchmen at
La Hogue.

The Frenchmen fled apace,
With the victors in full chase,
First 5;1}1(] foremost in his flag-ship Damfre-
ville,
Then came both great and small,
Twenty-two good ships in all,
And gixlcy followed  helter-skelter  with a
wiil, . . .

“T'was a brave and even race
As each good ship kept its place :
A-shaking out each stern-sail to the breeze:
He that fights and runs away;
Lives to fight another day )
You may call it a defeat, mate ! if you please.

Then from off his highest stick
The brave Damfre’ signal’d quick
Senl us pilots—eaveihe honor of old France,
Send us pilots skilled—und quick,
Men who know to play the trick
Ofgllndi-g ships amidst the shallows of the
ance, : -

Then the pilots of the place
No braver hardier race!
Put them out from off the shore and leapt
abonrd -
¢ The shoals can scace be past
When the tide is running fast -

At the ebb tide every shoal becomes a ford.”

Damfre’ heard ;-and spake he low;
“ Thig will be.a heavy blow :
To lose these brave old ships of gallant
France; ) ’ )
But France must meet her fate!
Signal each man not to wait o
Butio ground and burn his ship upon the
ance.”” .

Then spake Hervé Riel,

“I know the channel well

What mockery and treason have we here ?
Talk to mie of being shoaled ?
Are ye bought with English gold ?-

Tean lead you safe, my ﬁasters, never fear.

severest ordeals. may be borne with

‘than circumstances, and is- able, if in~

¢ Morn and evening, night and day
I have piloted your bay
And tho’ youw're {)mve and stirling men, my
Malomns !
I, n simple Croisickese
Will lead you in with ease
If Ido not, cut me oft then in my teens.

‘¢ Burn the flect and ruin France!
Why, you’re speaking in a trance.
That were worse by far than fifty hapless
Hogues -
I will lead you safe and sound
Not a keel shall touch the ground
IfI fail you, call Les Riels arrant rogunes—

¢ Only let me lead the line,
Make the others follow mine,

No keel need touch the botiom as I gaid,
Give the biggest ship to steer,
Get that biggest one all clear,

The others wﬁ[f have nothing then todread.”

¢ Not a minute then to wait
Steer us in hoth small and ;}rent,
Take the helm, lead the van,” cries Damfre-
ville,
“ Capt'ns give the sailor place,
He is admiral for a space,
Follow Capt’ns one and all with a will.,”

Sce that honest Breton face, .
As Hervé Riel takes his place -
Wntch‘ilng keenly every trembling of the
sails, - :
Bee the big ship gives a bound,
Clears the entry like a hound,
Breton eye and hand at rudder never_fails.

Safely through each shoal and rock
The French vessels like a flock
Of wild geese through the bracken of the
brooks ‘
Follow every turn and twist
- Of the Bretons skilful wrist
“ You may let go now your sturdy anchor
flukes. i ’ :

The port is lost and won

E’er the setting of the sun, '
Won so bravely for the vessels of old France,

‘For though the Bnglish tars '

Ave tougfx as Norway spars S
They dare not enter *neath the guns upon the

Rance. .
H. B,

»

Prearns.—The sorest - trinls and the

equanimity, and even beget a noble de-
termination to. triumph over obstacles.
that at the first blush appear, insur-:
mountable, For, after all, man is greater

spired by right principles, and prompted
to the exerciso of zealous endeavours, to -
mould theni at will. . ‘ : .
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THE POPLE IN FICTION.

Waex political fictions are going the
round of the Press, and when hasty fore-
casts of the future are being hinted on
all sides, it is quite natural that a large
share of the ftictions and the forocasts
should contre round the most exalted
and most important personago in I
rope; and by all evidence that person-
age is no other than the Pontitt at the
Vatican—the one man whose words and
acts  are watched by the unbolieving
world, as {f they were the words of an
oracle and tho acts of some superbu-
man power that can aflord to appoar
weak while it is biding its time. Among
all the crooked views and false reports
with which the special correspondents
are wont to create for their readers a
fictional Leo XIII., there is one view,
says the London Register, which desery-
es special notice because it is being
put forward in our own daily Pressina
most plansible manner; and by constant
repetition, as. we. all. know, .the most
glavingly false theory begins to insin-
uate itself as a truth. - We are not
going to dwell upon -the  fallacy—Ilong
ago acknowledged as such even by the
enemies of the Church—that Leo the
Thirteanth does not follow "in" the foot-
steps of Pins the Ninth. When the-fury
of the storm has exhausted itself in somg
of the countries.of Kurope, the present
Pontift makes use of diplomatic' moans
to bring about peace, just as Pius the

Ninth did. before tho porsccution had-

.risen to its height, rendering negoti-
ation impossible; but had there been for
one moment or in one word a changeof
front towards the Quirinal thére would
be no need to seek for the act of surren-
der; it would have been the byword of
the world. long ago. Tho friends of
Ttalian Unity know but too well that
“ Non Possumus” was not the word of
one man, but of an . immortal dynasty.
‘They: may - reagon plausibly to prove
that but for the ever meddling Intransi-
genti Cardinals, Rome would: have ere
now sought conciliation in every quar-
tel at all'costs; but in the same broath
-the truth leaks- out, and ' they -acknow-
ledge that the Papacy is‘the :most per-
matently important slement to be'rock-
-oned‘with in forecasting - the' future- of
Ttaly, perhaps of Burope. = -«

‘kingdom,

But the grand fiction of the day does
not rogard.the policy of the Popes. It
is the old fiction brought Lo light first
in the Turin Parliamont yeurs hafore
the taking of Romo—tho fiction that the
spiritual power of tho Pope would be
greater ifhis tomporal power wereswept
away, “‘avour himself made use of this
falsoh od; it was the argument of the
men who wanted Rome for the eapital
of the new kingdom, and yet know that
[taly had a consoience that might rebel
agains( the sacriloge.  Again and again
it'is repeated, and in the Bnglish Press
it is brought forward fron time'to time,
and every possiblo change is rung upon
the unsound theory. There was never
any thing more obviously untrue, or
more elearly framed to suit a purpose.
But this constant reiteration may pos.
sibly at last imperil the common sense
of some amongst us. A man may de-
ceive himself, and, by persistent repe-
tition, come to beliove that his own
fancies ave incts, just as old George the
Fourth eame at last to beliove that he
had been at Waterloo and lod a cavalry
charge.’ Much more may the hold asser-
tions of other men delude us unleas wo
assume theattitude of porpetually being
on our guard against believing because
the multitude spesk. Lt is our fate o
bo always told that the world knows

‘more of the affairs of the Church  than

doas tho Church horself; yot the mul-
titude are but the outside strangers; and
we, the few; are of the houschold know-
ing alone its secrets and its neods.

We are told; then, that the spiritual
power of the Pope was novor so groeat,
and that the reason is' because his in-
fluence over souls is not hampered and.
debased by the cares.of a temporal
Thore is somo - truth - here
as well as the falsshood. The fact is
true; the reason given is false. Never,
indeod, was the empire. over souls: so
wide; never, perhaps, in all the hie
tory of the nineteen centurios was. the
loyalty 10 Rome so- close, or, ag one
might say, so individual, an allegiance.

The well-kuown = prophecy  regarding

Pius the Ninth was undoubtedly {ulfill-

‘ed—he livod to soc the oxaltation of tho
‘Church. But, let it be remembered, it
.is the oxaltation of suffering} it iy the

loyalty of martyrdom ; it is the strength
that has risen. to endure persocution
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When men say the influence of thie Pope
is grentor, ho is more rovered, hecuuse
he 18 not & temporal prince, we answor
—the greatness and the influence are
the resultof the suiterings of tlie Church
not of the work of those who have made
her suffer. It is only a proof of her
vitality that wholesale robbery of her
temporal goods has enviched her spiri-
wal kingdom ; but who can ‘tell how
multiplied herstrength and glory would
have been ify from 1870 lo 1879, Pius
the Ninth and Leo the Thirteenth had
been free to govern, and FEternal Rome,
the ventre of Christendom, free to dis-
pense her treasures of wisdom and of
blessing umong the nations?  This is a
side of the picture that is forgotten.
Both the last and ‘the present Pontiii,
however they may - be represented in
the fiction of the Protestant Press; iave
had bt one voice to ‘declare that the
temporal power is necessary to the free
governmont of the Church. ‘Therofore,
i the spivitual powor has grown strong
and fruitfal -under persecution, it does
not pallinte the ¢rime of the persecutor;
but it suggests what would La‘ve been
the fruitfulness of those nine years had
the Christian ‘world been ruled with
that safeguanrd of freedom which suec-
cessive Popos have declared to be “ne-
cossary.’” : :

IRELAND'S MILITARY = GLORY.

Sz RoBERT. STEwART in one of his
leetures on Irish musie, baving stated
that Ireland had “no military history,”
Mr, James Burke, Barvistor, in a letter
to a Dublin newspaper, combats Sir

Rolert’s dssertion. We oxtract some’

passages of Mr. Burlo's lettor:

No military history ? Does our distin:
ruished fellow-countryman, Sir Robert
Slewart, . forget Cloutarf, the ¢ Mara:
thon of Ireland,” wliere the Danes were
gallantly repulsed by the nrmy of Brian

Boroihme,. and received a blow  from

which, in Treland, they never recovar-
ed, though about the same’ time the
Danes held, by successful invasion, the
throne of England.?” "Does Sir Robert

forget Beal-an-atha-Buie (lhe famous’

“Yellow Ford”), where glorious Red
Hugh O’Neill overthrew Blizabeth's
bost genoral ?  Does Sir Robert forget
magnificont Benburb, where - the truly
historic Owen RRoe O'Neill shivered to
splinlers the wrmy of Munroc? - Does
Sir Robert forget the Boyne, where
Irish valor was well proved on both
sides, and Derry (for, like my political
master, O'Counell, whose . praises of
George Walker often I heard, I writo
in no parly or seclarian spirit), and
Athlone, and Aughrim, and last (and
greatost of' all), Limerick, from whose
historie walls” the brave men of that
famous city (and brave women, too),
hurled the myrmidons of the Duleh
usurper?  Some of these battles were,
I frecly admit, Irish defeats. But even
the defeat of a'brave army is “military
history.” - Greece honored the memory
of Leonidas, though Thermopylic was,
afier a gallant struggle, a- defeat; as
much ag she honored those .who con-
guered at Marathon and Salamis. Rome
paid public honors to the man who,
after hard fighting, lost Canng; because
“ he did not_despuir of the Republie.”
The Saxons of Lngland treasured the
momory. of those who were bealon ot
IHastings. Scotland. honors those who
were defeated at Flodden; Killiecrankie
and Culloden, as much as she does those
who drove the “Sassenach” before
them at Bannockburn and at Preston-
pans; and she has erected a statutoat
Stirling to Wallace, who (though a pri-

soner of war) was' brutally murdered”

in cold blood.in Tondon by an English”
king, whom Scott truly called a “felon.™
But Sir Robert Stowart was right in’
one thing, We ought to honor the
memory of our great men more than we.
do.Itis no excuse that Bngland has not’
honored her greatest men. There is:
not in‘any street in all Tondon a statue
to Shalspare, Milton, Newton, Dry-
den, Pope or Byron. Scotland gives us!
abatter example. . Stand on tho Calton’
Hill and "you'can survey memorials of
‘Burns, Scott and a glorious array of in-
tellectiial giants.  We have improved,
it is'true. - Grattan, Burke, Goldsmith,
Moors (in 4 sort of ‘a’way), O'Brien,
O'Connell (Royal Txchange and Glas-~

neyin) are before us. But where' is .
that great Dublin man, the most" bril-

liant genius that Ireland; or perhaps,’
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any other country, ever produced—
Richard Brinsley Sheridan—
The orator, dramatist, minstrel whoran -

Through each mode of' the lyre, and was
master of all ?

I shall not oceupy your spaco by
dwelling on the military. history of
Irishmen abroad, though that is part of
the military history of every nation. I
shall not take you to Sarsticld at Lan-
den, to Montgomery at Quebec, to Fon-
tenoy, to Wellington at the Peninsula
and Waterloo, or to the countless fields
in every quarter of the globe whero Ire-
land has written splendid chapters of
military history.

AN ENGLISH VIEW OF THE IRISH
QUESTION.

* JRELAND IS TO-DAY ENGLAND'S HUMILI-
ATION, BECAUSE  IT 11AS BEEN
THE SPHERE OF ENGLAND'S
GREATEST SINS.”

Tre London Freeman, the principal or-

gan of the Baptist denomination in Eng-
land, says of the Irish question :

The land agitation, has onee more
brought Ireland to the front and re-
minds us that we have a Western
question fully'as eomplicated and diffi-
cult of solution as the Kastern, and press-
ing more urgently for settlement, be-

- cause it touches matters nearer home
and affects a people who for five centu-
ries have been hone of our bone, flesh of
our flesh, and married to us for better
or worse-—generally, alas! for worse.

Charles Dickens, in his story of “Bleak
HBouse,” has held up to ridicule the
philanthropic women who spend - all
their time in ‘collecting blankets and
shoes for the aborigines of Africa while
their own children are tumbling about
half-clothed in gutters and squalling for

bread ; and a wiser man has satirized.

the same folly in the sententious pro-
verb; “The fool’s eyes are in the ends of
the earth.”  OQur rulers, during the last
five years, have been furnishing afresh
illustyation of the proverb. Their eyes
have been wandering over the whole
earth in search of adventures, while the
exigencies of homehave been forgotten.

It is well,  perhaps, that somothing
should happen to recall their scatlored
onorgics to the care of their own chil-
dren. Continental nations are some-
what amused by our anxioly lo reform
corrupt governments and setile unruly
peoples while we have Ireland on our
hands quite as discontented, more dis-
loyal, and almost as miserable as the
Turks themselves. Thoy forget that it
is the natural tendoncy of nations, as
well as individuals, to © see the mote in
their brother’s eye, while they have no
suspicion of the beam that i3 in their
own eye.”When conscience is disturbed
by our own ill-doings it finds relief in
protesiing  against the ill-doings of
others. ‘ )

But it is not the present Government
alone [this article was written immedia
tely preceding the late clections in Greal
Britain] thatis answerable for the neg-
lectof Ireland. Thewhole Knglish nation

will sogner or later have to plead guilty

to the charge. The truth iy we have
grown weary ¢f the Irvish quesiion. -For
three hundred years it has been-the
nightmare of Parlinments, the anguish
of philanthropists, and the despair of
statesmen, and we have como to regard
it ‘as insoluble.” “When you ecannot
solve a problem,” says Dr. Carpenter in
his “Mental Physiology,” “the Dbest
thing is to sleep over it.” The English
nation has-obeyed this recipe, concern-
ing Ireland, too literally. We have heen
too content to sloep over it, only now
and then stirred to spasmodie action
when some fiercor agitation or more
piercing’ cries _have compelled us to
wakefulness, TPhysicists tells us that
the same monotonous sound vepeated in
our ears for a cortain. length of time
would produce no more, effect uPon us
than silence, | So it has happened with
the story of the “wrongsof Ireland.”
We have become: familiarized with it
that we have ceased to notice, or,if we
notice, it is to regard it as a siale joke,
or to stop our ears from it as from the
cries of a contentious woman. We have
come to the “conclusion -that we shall
never be able to satisfy the Irish, - Wo
have disestablished the Irish Church
without disendowing 1it, we have given
them an infinitesimal instalment of land-
law reform, and we are surprised. that
they are not overwhelmed with grali-
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wde.  Wostand aghast like the well-fed
Mr, Bumble when  the halfstarved
Oliver Twist daved Lo ask for move. Ire-
land is a sori of Cerberus with fifty
mouths, and when we have thrown asop
to one {here are forty-nine still hissing
and clamoring Lo be supplied. We are
quite suro that the people are incorrigi-
Wy thanlkless, that their discontent is a
chrenic disease, that the grievances of
Ireland are like the peat of its own bogs,
rising o the surface again almost as (ust
as the upper layers are removed, that
the Irish patriot is a rabid demagogue
frading on imaginary wrongs, that
priests und jesuits ave the sceret con-
wivers.of disaflection, that the Celt is
natwvally an unruly and  pugnacious
animal which no reasonable Govern-
ment can controd, and that Trelnmd must
be held down with a strong hand and
the first sparks of sedition trampled ont
with iron heel.  So we settle the diffi-
cully, or rather dismiss it {rom- our
minds,

Has our reader gone through. tho
terrible indictment of Bnglish misgov-
ernment and nglish cruelty contained
in Fronde’s history of “ The English in
Ireland 7" IIas ho considered the eftect
which denturies of julleving arelikely to
huave produced on a susceptible people’s
mind 7 . Hag he tried to make allowance
lor that inheritance of hatred which is
the only possession that {hieir English
masters have never been. -able to wrest
from the Irish peasantry 7 Ias he tried
to realize the feelings of a nation whose
memory is laden with stories of infoler-
able wrong? Does he think that'a few
homeeopathic doses of just dealing will
suddenly heal this long accumulation of
disease ? - Ireland is to-day England's hu-
miliation, because it has_ been the sphere
of England's greaiest sins. And swift,
spasmodic maods of repentance and par-
tial ucts of long delayed * justice are not
able suddenly to undo life long wrongs.

It is the one grent moral Tosson which
Georgo Bliot has sct herself to teach this
generation, that the worst conseqiience
of wrong-doing is that it puls insuper-

cable difffeultios “in'the way" of doing
right, and that Nemises follows on  for
years, ‘though -a changed heart has re-
- moved the ground of offence and’ bittor
repentande has' hesonght. its favor with
tears, We are proving this with regard

to the Irish, and, if we could keep it
more constantly in mind, it would, per-
hips, make us more lenient and ebharit-
able in-our view. of their discontent.
But let us not flatter ourselves that we
have at length done justice 1o Ireland,
and that its present complaints arise.
only from the memory  of anciong
wrongs. Letl our reader visil the west-
ern parts of the island, where the pros-
ent agitation has its centre, and he will
speedily be disabused of that funcy. He
will find hundreds of square miles ot
fertile land lying almost barren, towns
like Galway and Westport literally tum-
bling to picces, able-bodied Iaborers
stunding idle all day with miserable rags
on their backs and gaunt famine in their
faces, erowds of women and children on
the vorge of starvation, unroofed cabins
hardly fit for pigs, where human beings
are cowering for shelter, with the rain
and sunow drifting and filtering down
upon them, and general beggary and
squalor and wretchedness the like of
which no.other country in Burope,not .
even excepling Turkey, can show—and
my lords and gentlemen the natural
protuctors of these people, the owners
of the land, the drainers of its produce,
unseen for years on their estales, and
spending all that ‘{hey ean squeeze out
of the soil in the shape of reunt on the
luxurious and often riotous living of for-
cign cities. Tsitsurprisingthat theIrish
peasantry should bo a little sceptical
about the rights of property, and should
fail to understand the- grace of meek
submission? Is it surprising that they
cannot realize the beneficence of the law
which proteets these gentlomen'in the
mneglect of every duty, and can do noth-
ing for the crowd except to lkeep aposse
of armed constables in every village to
overawe thom ? o

We do not hint at any interference
with the rights of properly, for we know
that in the long run such intorforence.
would produce more miseries than if
wounld remove, but we demand that our
statesmen shall - take up the Trish land
question, not with ~tender and gingerly
hands as heretofore, but with “a “deter-
‘lination to make some radical change
and' to rocognize tenants” rights as well
as landlords’ privileges.” And we plead
still’ more. for the uprising of a moral
sentiment which shall inflict its scorpion
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lashes upon the dainty gentlemen who
are draining the life-blood of Ireland to
supply their own luxuries, who have
retained all the privileges of the ancient
feudalism and abandoned all its duties,
whose only calling in life is to receive
rent, whose only notion of law is that
‘it shall protect thom in their merciless
exactions, who are alions in race, in re-
ligion, and in sympathy from the people
by whose toil they live, and who never
try to compensate for these drawbacks
by a single act of justice, beneficenco, or
charity. :

. Wo plead for a partial transfer of our
indignation from misguided Irish agita-
tors to the self-indulgent, God-forgetting
men whose greed and ill-gained luxu-
ries and heedlessness of human sufferings
have made the agitation possible and
almost necessary.  We rejoice to think
that the spirit of the ago is protesting
more and more loudly against the men
who have inherited weaith and leisure,
and yet do so little good to the world
that the best service they could render
it would be torelieve it of their pres-
ence as quickly as possible. This grow-
ing moralsentiment will eventually do
more. for Ireland than any change of
laws, et there go forth from Parlia-
mont and press and pulpit an indignant
outcry against the aristocratic —troes
which simply consume the produce of
the soil to deck themselves in ornamen-
tal leaves, and bring forth no fruit.
They have cumbered ~the ground long
enough, If were well if they could be
shamed into fruit-bearing. We are will-
ing to protect their. rights, but we de-
mand.of them a remembrance of their
duties. In-the growing urgency of this
demand, in the uprising of an indignant
sentiment that will ipsist upon it, we
find the hope of Ireland and slso tho
hope .of sufferers nearer home.

A LITERARY CURIOSITY.

DEDICATED TO THE FRENGH GANADIAN
MISSIONARY ‘SOCIETY.

Tr1s instrument, of religious - discord
will soon be without the power of doing
mischief. - The “sadints” have quarrel-
led among. themselves; -the cloven foot
has not . been : sufficiently congealed
under the role of external sanctity;

and though the deficiency in the an-
nual subscription does not this yoar ex-
ceed a couplo of thousand dollars, ive
shall have a much greater falling off by
and by, Some of our -city papors con-
tained not long since, a protty full ex-
posé of the “holy- humbug,” and said
onough, heuven knows, to fill Christians
with horror at the moustrous blas-
phemies sanctioned by this socioty—by
men who are perpetually railing’ at
Popery, yot who prove, ‘in their own
ease, that the very means vesorted tojin
the Catholic Church, for preserving the
fidelity of thesacred toxt, are absolutely
neeessary and essential.” A writer in
the Quarierly which has fallen into our
hands said much about translations:
As his sense of smell was keen, and that
of hearing and seeing acute, I wondor
how he could overlook the observations
of the Abbé Dubois, who exposed the
doings of the “holy ones” in the Iust.
ITe has conelusively domonstrated that
Protestant Missionaries have prevented
the spread of Christianity in Asia, that
they have rendered it problematical
whethet there be any chance of con-
verting the natives under present cir-
cumslances; and this melancholy siate
of things isin a great measure owing to
the mis-lranslations of | the Bible cir-
culated in Hindostan, In fact, the Bible
Societies’ versions serve (as will be
shown heréafter,) the Bramans as jost-
books, when they want litorary amuse-
ment. Speaking of the Canada transla-
tion, the first “chapter "of which he
translates, the Abbésays, I have heen
so thoroughly disgusted in ‘going
through  the translation of the first
chapter, that I beg you will excuse me
the ‘trouble” of - translating ‘the three
others; for I cannot disguise to you,
that, as a sincere believer in the divine
origin_of our Holy Seriptures, I cannot
help exporiencing the most distrossing
feclings of indignation, when I sce
thoso sublime books, the sacred veice of
God himself, so basely, so shamefully,
so sacrilegiously defaced, .debased, and
porverted, and held out, under such a
shape, to the very cnemies of our holy’

religion, as the pure woid of Grod.

“Tf.one of the many proofs of owr
holy" books being of divine origin he
derived from their intrinsic worth, from
their mnoble, 'inimitable, and .majestic



THE HARP.

355

simplicity, thore is, ulagl on the other
hand, but too mueh reason to feur that
the Iindoos will form a directly  op-
posite judgment on the subject, when
they behold the ludicrons, vulgar, and
almost  unintelligible style of the ver-
sions at present civeulated among them ;
and thal even the most reasonable and
best disposed, in beholding our Holy
Scriptures under such a contemptible
shupe, so fur from looking upon them
as the Woird of Ged, will, on the con-
trary, be strongly impelled to consider
them us forgerics. of some obscure,
ignorant, and ifliterate individuad, and
of' course a downright imposture.”

THE CANADA TRANSLATION OF THE BIBLY.
The above extract from the Abhé

Dubois, respects this - translation. [
now subjoin a specimen, as given

literally, by this Qriental Scholar, for
the benefit and instruction of tho dis-
tinguished pillars of “the French Can-
adian Missionury Society, to whose mem-
bers' I have dedicated  the following
translation as o S ‘

LITERARY CURIOSITY.

1 shall select a few verses from the
Translation of the Book of Genesis:

“1. In. the beginning God ‘created
the carth and the air* ‘ ‘

“2, But - the carth was wneven and
empty, and. there was darkness over
water ; hut God's soul T was roaming
with delight T on water. o ‘

“3. Next God said, Lot brightness §
be made! Then brightness wus made,

4. ‘God - seoing that brightness was
good, - he ~ separated. - brightnsss from
obseurity. ]| - S

“5. God gave to brightness thoname of
day, and to obscurity the name of night;
and whereas in this manner the evening
and the morning came to pass, it was the
fivst day.. ' R :

#.6. Noxt God said, Lei the ord of
space 9] be made in the midst of water,
and let it be sopavated from this waier,
and from that water.,” * % :

#* # ERE 3 £ ES R

25, Noxt God said, Lot us crente a
man similar to us, and having our form!
Lot him command the aquatic insects of
the sen; the birds that fy in tho air;
the beasts-having life; all earth and the
insects that'move on the earth.. -+

“2G, In ‘this manner God created a
man-having his form. 1le created him
having the figure of God. T+ Moreover,
hie ereated him male and temale”

“ J9x uno disce omnes," suys the Abbé.
“The other chapters are equally incor-
rect, and abundant in errors, DBesides
that, the styleis quite lndierous; and 7
there is no 1lindoo scholar who can
keep a serious countenmiice in perus-
ing such o performance. The words
in ifalics are those whose meaning
materially  differs {from that of the
toxt.”

W. Mel,

* ¢ Airis the literal meaning of the word
accossa, and conveys to the mind a quite
different idea from that of the heaven
(coelum) of Scripture, which ought to be
transtated by the word para-loca.”

t ¢ This expresdon, Deacer-atlma, literally,
God’s - soul, is different from the spiril
(spiritus) of Scripture, and must convey to
a man, unacquainted with the Seriptural
style, the idea of a cors)orenl being, com-
posed of a soul and a body.” :

14 Such is the literal meaning of the com-
pound_verb, lol-akdvovadoo, to roam or
wander. with delight (as a spirited horse
would when let loose.)” .

§¢The literal meaning’ of the word
bilakoo ts brighiness, in French clarté, dif-
ferent from the light (lux) of Scripture,
which should be translated by the word
pracassaq.”’ :

Il ¢ Kattlia litérally means obscurify, and
differs from the darkness (tenebrae) of
Scripture, which ought to be translated by
the word. anfacara’’ o

T« Such is the meaning of the .word
rissalamandala, different from the . firma-
ment of Seripture, which ought to be trans-
lated by the word gagana.”. ‘

** < The meaning of the text is entirely
changed in this phrase®

11 ¢ Blasphemous expressions.”

Goop Actions.—If a man has a right |
to be proud of anything it is a good ac-
tion done as it ought to be, withont any
cold suggestions of intorest lurking at
the bottom of it. . ' :

Soctery AND SoLITUDE.—One ought
to love society if ho wishes to enjoy soli-
tude. . It is o social nature that solitude
works upon with the most various pow-
er. If ono is misanthropic, and betakes
him-to loneliness that he may ges away
from hateful things, solitude is a_silent
emptiness to him,~—Zimmerman.

°
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ANGELUS DOMINL

BY LAYINIA BATHURST.

Author of ¥ Forty Hours' Devotion,” &e.

Wavelets of harmony,
Circlets of sound,
Vibrations of melody
Liguid and round;
Ripplets so holy,
Beautitul chimes,
Angelus Domini
Matin bell rhymes.

Seraphic intonings,
Breathing of praver,
Rustle of Angels’ wings
Filling the air,—
Puarer than Inllaby
Right from the sea,
Angelus Domini

Ave to Thee!

Ave Maria,

Maiden so true!
Listen, dear sinner,
She's pleading for you !
A-zad Miserere,

The bells ‘scem'to wail,
Angelus Domini .
Her prayers must avail.

¢ Gratia plena ”

Seems floating thro’ space,
Fit Alleluia

To virginal grace;

“ Tower of Ivory,”

¢ Mystical Rose,”
Angelus Domini,

Pray for our woes !

Back thra' dim ages

The mem’ry sweeps,

Sin and death rages,
BMortality weeps ;

No Angel of beauty,

No ““mother most chaste,”
Angelus Domini, |

The world was a waste !

No Gloria Patri,
No star in the East,
No Mother of pity
Tor even the least ;
' No stable so holy,
No manger of straw,
Angelus Domini
Man an outlaw!

No Christ-in agon
No oruel thorn ,,y’
No lone Gethsemani
No Saviour born, :
No blood on Calvary,
No crucified Lord,” -

_ Angelus Domiuni-
Nor Incarnate Word.

No five sacred wounds
8o willing to bleed,
Strict justice abounds,
No Jesus to plead—
No Mater Do,

No way of the Cross,
Angelus Dowmini
Think of the loss!

Then peal out your tragedy

All the year round!

Angelus Domini,

A Redeemer is found !

fippelets so holy,

Beauntiful chimes

Angelus Domini

Vesper bell rhymes.
Richmond, Va.

SELF-PRAISE.
Coxcerren people may be divided inte
two classes—the otfensive and the non-
offensive. There are people who have
a very good opinion of themselves, but
they manifest it in such a way as is far
from making them disagreeable.  Per
haps they talk a little too muely about
themselves and: their wonderful-perfor-
mances, andstill the listenor is interest-
ed and - attracted rather than repelled.
The man who has done nothing that is
worth doing becomes tedious when he
talks of himself, but if' one has made a
greal invention, or discovered anything
wonderful, or explored any rare line of
study, or accomplished a grand succoss
in the line of practical business, we like
to hear all about the matter, und just
how he did it, and what personal resulls
it has brought to him. a

What looks like self-conceit may be
after all, only the :overflow of animal
spirits. -One who is perfectly sound in
mind and body may be expected to
carry his head a little higher than other
people, and walk with a somewhat more
pretentious tread. Sidney -Smith has
said that he thought Christians in. gen-
eral were not as grateful as they ought

“I.10 be for the gift of personal vanity.  We

presume that he had in mind the natu-
ral- oxuberance which makes a man
satisfied with himself and everything
about him, Who does not prefer the
socioty of . such persons rather than
those who show-their conceit :by never
seeming to be satisfied with anything?
~There-are forms of counceit of which
we' havo nothing extenualing to say. -

.| The worst of these appears in the habit
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of habitually depreciating others. In
doing this the detractor is all the while
proclaiming lo the world, ¥ 1 am not as
othormen are. Just look -at me! I
have never fallen as those people have.”
Perhaps not outwardly. Some people
are never content to hear any allusion
to the good deeds or the bright sayings
of others without calling attention to
sonme corrosponding oxploit of their own.
Conceited people will also manage by a
cortain adroitness,.fo give such a twist
to conversation as will enable them to
bring in someo reminder of their own
prowess,—oblivious of the fact that
they have told the same story to the
same people a dozen times before.

One of the most trivial ways in which
people show their -conceit, is by con-
stantly alluding to the high and mighty
people they have mot, and repeating
what “ My Lord " this and ¢ My Lord "
that said on the oceasion. This trying
to shine by reflected light is poor busi-
ness.  Nobody whese opinion is of -any
conserquence thinks any the more highly
of a man becnuse he happens to be ac-
quainted with -men higher up in the
social ladder than himself. The conceit
of office is something very annoying to
the friends of the ofticial.. If you forget
1o address the man by his' title, he is
offendled. . 1is foclings are also fiable to
he wounded if* you fail at’ proper inter-
vals fo. indicate your consciousness of
heing in the presence of an official. A
small man in a big place makes a great
deal of noiso because ho rattles about
awfully, and if he tries to fill the big
place’ by .inflating -himself, the conse-
quence may be disastrous. . ‘

We have already alluded to that form

-of conceit which shows itself in the

habit of depreciating others,  The same
weakness ‘is  sometimes manifestod
amongst professional men, and authors,
who fall into the . hahit of speaking
slightingly of others in the same line as
themselves, . Asa genoral rule the very
ablest thinkers and writers are most
lenient to their inforiors. If they know
themselves to be superior, they make
no show of .it.. It is not likely that
Shakspere lorded it over' his fellow
playors, or that Newton cver set him.
self up as an objoect of adoration. .

_Concoit does not always exhibit itsolf
in-the form of garrulity,—a vain person

may be very reticent, and expect a
corrosponding reserve on the part of
others, on the ground that ho is too
snered a person to be talked about like
the man who always lifted his hat when
he heard hisown name mentioned. This
to be sure, is rather the conceit of pride
than of vanity; the French monarch
who once said *“ [ am the State,” proba-
bly cared very little for the good opinion
of his subjects.

The conceit of humility is always re-
pulsive and disgusting, When a man
ostentatiously proclaims himself to be a
worm, you may be vory surc that he
will- turnif he happens to be trodden
upon;-and when one depreciates himself
it is usually with the expectation of bo-
ing praised in veturn. This is what is
called “fishing for a compliment.” It
is not well for a man to affect to be any
better than he is, neither -is it well for
him to pretend to be any worso than he
is
« And the devil did grin, for his darling sin
- Is pride that apes humility.” P

We are likely to be judged according
{0 our merit, and’ not according to our
pretensions, whether they assume the
form of self-praise or self:blame.”

Lot us all try to be as good and as
groat as we can, and thon forget all
about ourselves in helping others to be
good and great,

LITERARY MISCELLANY.

SELF-AsSERTING  GENTUS.—A  great
writor ‘has said that “a child should be
treated ng alive troe, and helped to grow,
not as dry, doad timber, which is to be
carved into this or that shape, and-to
have cortain molding grooved upon it.”
This is true enough, but the difficulty
is to find out what.is thekind of troe. . It
ig said that when Dr. 'Wabts was a child
he was oxceedingly ‘fond of verse-
making.: His father, a stern and rather
straight-laced schoolmaster, was very
much annoyed at this, and did all in his
power to keep the boy from indulging
his.taste. According to the well-known
story, on one-occasion he threatened. to
flog him severely. next' time he found
him making rhymes, upon :which little
Isaac foll upon-his knees exclaiming: -

«Q, father, do some pity take,
And I will no verses make.”

1
.
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Yet tho son followed his bent, and has
come to be regarded now as one of the
first of English hymn-writers. Num-
berless instances might be given of the
same sort of thing—{fathersand mothers
failing utterly to discover their children's
peculiar bent.  XKepler, the astronomer,
was brought up as a waiter in a German
public house; Shakspere is  supposed
10 have been a wool-comber or a scrive-
ner’s elerk; Ben Jonson was & mason
and worked at the building of Lincoln’s
Inn; Lord Clive, one of the greaiest
warriors and stalesmen- that Iingland
can boast, was a clerk; Inigo Jones, the
architect, was a carpenter; Turner, the
greatest of English  landscape painters,
was a barber; Huagh Miller, the geolo-
gist, was o bricklayer; Captain Cool,
the celebrated navigator, was apprentic-
ed to a haberdasher; Bewick, the father of
wood-engraving, was a coal miner; Sir
“William Herschel, the astronomer, was
educated especially for a musician;
Faraday, the philosopher, was appren-
ticed to a bookbinder; Jeremy Taylor,
the poetical divine, was a barber, as was
also Richard Arvkwright, the inventor
of the spining-jenny, and Cowper, the
poet, was brought up to the law, but
hated the professson with a perfect ha-
tred, and never, when he could help it
opencd a book that bore upen’ it. “

Tpe Weavtn oF Jon.—“ This man
was greatest ofall the men of the Last.”
Job 1:2. At this distance of time,sup-
posed o be 3.000 years since he existed,
it is difficult to estimate Job's wealth;
assome ifems are given it may be at-
tempted, although the relative value of
money at the extromes of 3.000 years
leaves us at a loss to caleulate the pre-
cise amount.

1. The extent of land he owned may
be found from the support his stock
needed: 7.000 sheep would require a
range of as many acres ; 3.000° camels
would need five acres each ;- 1.000 yoke
of oxen an equal range of five acres with
the camels; 500 usses about two acres
each ; -and his household, ‘which: was
“very greal,” 2.000 ; in all 30.000 acres.
The' value of this amount, “ut- 85 per
acre; .$150.000. : » o

2..The - cost "of Job's cattle—7.000
sheep at 32 each; 3.000 camels at prob-

ably $50; 1.000 oxen at $10 cach, and

500 asses at tho same price. This
would equal about §175.000.

3. To tend sneh vast herds, according
to the customs of the ISast, the numbers
must have been large.  Abraham, con-
temporary with Job, conld muster in his
own fumily vetinte 318 trained men in
arms. As many more must have re
mained 2t home toattend hix flocks, ote,,
when the patriareh went in pursuit of
the invaders ol Lot's tervitory. ob
may have had 300; - the pay and sup-
port, $20.000.

4. The necessary houses for living
and shelter and the fold could not be lexs
than §25.000

The whole value of the above would

be §370.000.
" Tuk Missioy or  Suakspere.—Most
surcly Shakspere is the poct of human-
ity The value of his influence vests
on the entirencss of his power; on the
enlargement of soul to be gained from
his aptitude; on the judgment to he
learned from the diversities of expe-
rience into which he'enrries us; on the
candor of opinion to be drawn from his
equity ; on the tolerance of thought to
be cultivated in his calmess; on the char
ity of heart to be imbibed. from the
fullness of his humanity.

We are told that there are those who
read Shakspere, who are yet small of
soul, rash in judgment and poor in all
the charities—those who laugh at his
comedy, and weep at his “tragedy, who
are, notwithstanding, grim "in. their fa-
milies and insensible to the misery
which they cause. We canonly ob-
serve, that Shakspere did not make
these people’so, that it isapower greater
than Shakspere’s which can make them
otherwise.

For all such, we will not wish a little
more taste; butsimply “a little more
grace >

Binurons aNp TrivLions.—The ocean
(say tho Cyclopiedia Brittannicd ) con-
tains '290.000,000 cubic miles . of water.
Tach cubic mile contains 5,431,776,000
cubic yards, Therefore,in round num-
bers; the ocean contains 5,400x300 bill-
ion or. ‘1,620,000 billion ' cubic -yards.
Thérefore 1,620,000 cubic yards - is
one-billionth part’ of ‘the-ocean. Now,
162,000x10 yards vepresents ‘a pond
30" feet deop and about -33  acres
supoerficial area, or to putit another way,

i
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a pond 1,629 yards long and 100 yards
wide. Roughly, if the Serpertine, were 30
feol “deep, 1t would be aboat a billionth
part of the ocean,  The Cyclopudia
Brittanniea - also tells  me that a milli-
metre enbe containg 5,000,000 blood-cor-
puscles,  If 8o, 0 square metre of the
thickness of one millimelre must con-
tain  H,000,000x1,000,000 or tive hillion
Iood corpuscles; and a cubic motre
would contain 5,000 hiltions of them.
Neglecting ~the difference  between
metres and  yards, the ocean would
contain 1,620,000 billionxh,000 billion,
or 8,100,000,000 billion billion, or
cight  thousand one hundred wmillion
trillions of blood corpuscles. How much
blood there isin an average man 1 do
not know, but certainly mueh more than
would cover asquare metre to the depth
of a millimetre, so there must be in each
of our veins o good many billions of
blood corpusclos, ‘
Tue Size or rae GLove.—Its size has
been determined within a very few miles,
in what appears fo us now a very
simple manner.  In ~the frst place,
every section of the earth bounded ap-
proximately by a cirele, and mathema-
ticians divide all eircles into 360 degraes.
Ilenee, ifiwe can measure aceurately
the 1.360th part of this great circle, and
if, when we have got measure ‘out into
mifeg, we multiply it by 860, weget the
civcumference of the earth, that is {o
say, the whole distance around it. Then
by dividing this vesult by something
little over 3 (3.1416, the ratio of the
circumference of the circle to his dia-
meter), we find out how far it is from
one side of the carth to the other. This
gives n3 the diameter of the earth,  As
aresult of a long series of observations,
it has been found thata degree measures
as near as possible on the average 60}
miles. I can be'stated in inches, but
it is near cnough for mo to give as a
first statement of result that it is about
69% miles: and if you take the trouble
to multiply 694 miles, the average
longth of one . degree, by 360 degrecs,
the number of degrees that there are
all avound the entth,  you will find
that the cirenmference is something liko
25,000 miles, and therefore that the dia-
_meter of the earth is:something like 8,-
000 miles. Mark well the words “on
the average.” 'In “truth, the oarth is

flatlened at the poles, so that the length
of Lthe degree varies from the pole to
the equator; and hence the diameter in
the equatorial plane is in oxcess of the
diameter from pole to pole.  These two
dinmeters, expressed in feet, are as fol-
lows: Rquatorial, 41,848,380; solar, 41,
708,710. ‘

Lstgrann Isne.—When,and by whom,
wits the epithet first applied fo Lreland?
It wus long since applied to the isle of
St. Helena, ALpna.

This copithel, as applied to Jreland,
was used first by Drr William Drennan
author of Gendalloch aud other poems,
who was born in Belfast on the 23rd of
May, 1954, and died in the same lown
on the 5th of Febuary, 1820, It oceurs
in his delightful poem, entitled ¢ Brin "
commencing

“When Erin first rose from the dark-swell-
ing flood,

God bless'd the green island, He saw it was °

good ;
The Emerald of Burope, it sparkied, it shone,
In the ringof this world the most precious
stone ?

¢ In her sun, in her soil, in her station,
thrice blest

With back turn’d to Britain, her face to  the
Wesl, )

Erin- proudly stands insular, ou the steep
shore,

And strikes her high harp to the ocean’s.

deep roar.

. . - . - - - - -

“Arm of Brin! prove atrong; be as gentle as”

brave, . ]
And uplifted to strike, be still ready tosave:
Nor one feeling of vengeance presume to
detile .
The cause of the men of the Emerald Isle.

“Their bosoms heave high - for ‘the wqrthy
and brave, .

But no coward shall reston that soft-swelling
wave EEEN

Men of Trinl awake, make haste to be blest!

Rise, Arch of the ocean, rise, Queen of the
r l! .

West ‘ ]
To the words, the Timerald  TIsle, Dr.
Drennan has added tho following note :

“It may appear puerile fo lay. claim

to a priority of application in the use of

an epithet, but posts, like . bees, have a
very strong sense of propriety, and:
hoth ave of that irritable kind as to. be’
extremely jealous of any one who. robs

them of their hoarded sweets. - The sub-

limoe epithet which Milton used in his,
poom of the Nativity, written at fifteen .

yoars . of age . (‘his thunder clasping

e e e 5 i it
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hands’), would have been claimod by
him as his own, even after ho had tin-
ished the Parudise Lost. And Gray
would prosecute as a literary poacher
ihe hand that would presume to break
into his orchard and appropriate a sin-
gle epithet in that line, the most beauti-
fully descriptivewhich ever was written
“The breezy-call ofincense breathing morn!”
On such authority, a poetaster re-
claims the original use of an epithet—
The Emeral lsle—is a party song
written without the rancour of purty,
in the yoar 179-. From the frequent use
made of the term since that time, he
fondly hopes that it would gradually
become associated with the name of his
country, as descriptive of its natural
beauty aud its inestimable value.
William Drennan was a member of
the Speculating Socicty of Edinburgh,
and Dr. Drummond furnished the follow-
ing biographical notice of him for 77
History of the Sveicty, 4to. 1815, p, 123:
* “Drennan was one of the first and most
zealous promoters. of the Society  of
United Trizhmen, and author of the
well-known Test of the Tnion. His
music also poured forth straing which
extorted for their poetry” the praises
even of those who dissented from theijr
political sentiments. Thesongof * Krin
to Her Own Tune” was on its first publi-
cation sung and resung in every corner’
of'the land, and it still continues to enjoy

the admiration of its readers. e had
the glory of first designating his coun-

try as the Emerald Isle—an appellation
which will be permanent as it is beuu-
tiful and appropriate! e wrote some
hymns of such excellence asto cause a
regret that they are not more numerous;
and in some lighter kinds of pootry
showed much of the playful wit and in-
genuity of Goldsmith. Though deeply
engaged in the political transactions of
Ireland, he did not neglect the more
tranguil and elegant studies of polite
literature. © He took & prominent part
in the establishment of the Belfast Aca-
demical Institution, and published a vo-
Tume of Fugitive Pleces in 1815, and in
1817 a translation of the Flections of
Sophocles, ‘ )

Dr. Drennan’s epithet will probably
remind some of our readers of the clever
lines in the Rejected Address, in ‘imi-

tation of Tom Moore's gallant verses.

« Bloom, ‘Theatre, bloom, in the roseate

blushes .
Of beauty illumined by a love breathing
gmile :
And flourish, ye pillars, az green as the
rushes
That l})illow the’ nymphs of the Hwmeral
ste!

“For dear is the Hmeral Isle.of the ocean,
Whose daughters are fair ag the foum of the
wave,
Whose sons unacenston’d o rebel conunotion,

Tho' joyous are sober, tho' peaceinl are

brave.”

INTeRESTING  STATISTICS  OF  THE
Grose~—There are on the globe 1.
285,000,000 souls, of which 360,000,000
are the Cavcasian race, 552,000,000 are
of the Mongolinn race, 180,000,000 are of
the Ethiopian race, 176,000,000 are of
the Malay race, and. 1,000,000 are of
the Indo-Amévican race.” Thore are
2,642 languages spoken, and 1,000 dif-
ferent veligions.  The yearly mortality
ot"the globe is 83,383,338 persons, Lhis ix
at the rate ot 01,554 por day, 3,730 per
hour, 62 per minute, S0 each pul-
sation ~ of the heart marks the de-
cease of some human erenture. The
average of  human life i3 33 years
One-fourth of the population dies at or
before (the ago of seven years.  One-
half at or'beforo 17 years. Among 10,-
000 persons one arrives at the age of
100 years; one in 500 attains the age
of 90; and one in 100 lives to the age
of 60. Alarried men live longer than
single ounes:~ In 1,000 persons 98
marry, and more marriages ocenr in
June and December, than in any other
month of tho year. One-eighth of the
whole population is military, Profes-
sions oxercise o great influence on
longevity. In 4,000 individuals who
arrive at the age of 70 years, 43 are
priests, orators. or public speakers, 30
are agriculturists, 33 are’ workmen, 32
are soldiers or military omployes, 29
arc advocates or . engineors, 27 are pro-
fessors; and 24 are doctors. Those who
dovote their ‘lives to the prolongation
of that of others dic the soonest.

Most ‘persons’ who write ill; ‘do so-
because they aim of writing better than
they can, by which means they acquire
a formal and unnatural style, Whereas:
to write well, we must write easily and.

| naturally.
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IRISH KATHLEEN ;
o,
TRUSTED AND TRUR

Karnueey, is it possible that you are
crving again?  Did L not tell you that
would discharge you it 1 found you
indulging in thit foolish whimpering
any more

Poor Kathleen O'aAcil had been dust-
ing the clegantly  furnished drawing-
room, and she stood betore an exquisite
painting of one of - the blue, sparkling
frish lakes set in "()l(l-mwn shores—
with a sky heyond like hquul amber—
stood \\11]1 herapron to hereyesand her
r mh\\ checks deluged \\ilh Lu‘lh

“ 1 couldw't help i, ma'am,” she sobl-
ed, ““hut it puts me in wind of home,

“Home!” scornfully cchoed Mrs. A
nott. “Your home! A shany in n
bog,  1¢isn't tilkely you ever saw such
wspot us that.”

< Deed did T, then ma'am,” answerel
Kathleen, ‘and many a time.  Foe we
lived beyant them same green shores
when—"

“Ihere, that: will - do,” said Mres., Ar-

tott, L,Oldh ;4L don t care to hear about
any reminiseences,”
- ICathleen did not understand the five-
syliabled word, but her “quick nature
comprehonded the savcastic tone. The
tears were ‘dried ‘in their fount—the
scarlet spot glowed on her cheek.

“She looks down on me as if 1 was a
dog!”  Kathleen thonght to herself.
“An" sure it's the same flesh and blood
God has givon us both, Iow ‘would
she like i, 1 wonder, to be in a strange
land, and niver a kind word spoken t0?
Oh, but if I counld see mother, and litile
Honor'l, and Teddy, that's but a baby
vet; but it's the blue sea volls between
us, and it's all alone that Tam 1" ¢

Poor KKathleen [ the sénse of desola-
tion came upon her with sickening
power just then as she stood before the
sweet Irish lalke, with wet splashes on
her cheele; and Mrs. Arnott’s cold, hard
voice gounding in her cars.

“It’s a gront pity to be oblmcd to'do
with these wild, antutored T vish.”

Kathleon was jnst bringing up tho
tray, and Mys, Arnott’s words sounded
dlstmctly in her oars: asshe paused on
the top step for breath. '

“Of course, my dear,” said Mrs, And-
or sympathotienally, “they are bad,
thoronghly bad, the whole lot of them.
L'd send them all back to . their native
country if it lay in my power.”

“f wish they were at the hottom of
the sea,” said  Mps,  Arnott, “and then
perhaps we would have u chance to em-
ploy Swedes, or Chinese, or somebody
thatt wonld av least carn their bread. Ts
that you Kathleen? Why don't you
bring in  the icewater at once, instead
of standing there 27

Kathleen obeyed; but the dreary
homesick (\Lhn«r that thrilled thro' her
pulse ean h \ldl\ be deseribed:

“I1 L was at home again, she thought,
Hwhere the poorest and meanest have
a kind word for each other! They
scorn and hate here; amd sure, I have
tried to do.my hest, but: the lady has a
heart of  stone, and  even the liltle
childven in the  nuvsery, with their
French maid, make tun of Irish Kath-
leen.” :

And the lone exile wept herself to
sleep on her solitary pillow that night.
It was a mere closet of & room, thhoub
light or ventilation; that she occupled
Mrs. Avnott thought itwas good enough
for Kathleen! "The bed was hard, fn-
sufticiently provided with clothing, "but
as Mrs. “Arnott carclossly observed,
"twas no doubt n greatdeal better than
she was nccustomed to at home. And she
had just paid® a large sum. for draping
her diawing . room  windows with lace
and broceatelle—so, of course, there was
nothing left for such atrific as the com-
fort of her servants,

“1s  Kathleen “sick, mama?’ little
Tulin Arnott asked one day. “She eries
so much -and looks so white.”

Mr. Arnott, a stout built, good
natured man of forty or thereabouts,
glanced up from his papor.

“What does the child mean,Luctetin ?”
he asked. “I hope-you look a little after
your girls.”

“Qf course X do,” she said, shmply

“Kathleon is a silent, sullen Lhmq and T
shall discharge her next month. Natalia :

has a sister who wants the place.’
“Has she any friends in the country
—Kathleen I mean ?” ‘
«“Not that I know of.” i
“Seems to- me I wouldn't - dischargo
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her than, It would be rather hard; un-
less she is guilty of some fuanlt.”

Mus, Arnott bit hor lip.

“Gentlemen understand nothing of
the management of a household;” she
said tartly.  ‘These girls have not our
sensitive natures, either. They are
quite. nsed to lLknocking around the

world. Are you going down town
now ?”
“Yes.”

“I wish you'd stop and aslk Dr. Hart
to stop here this morning; litile Clar-
ence isfeverish.”

“Anything servious ?"

“1 hope not,” the mother answered,
‘but L always like to take these things
in time.’

Dr. Iart leaned over Clarence’s little
erib. . ile involuntarily utlered the
name of some malignant type of fever,
Jjust-shen raging in the city.

‘I wish that yon had sent for me be-
fore. T fear that ivis too late to secure
the exemption of your other little ones.
But with constant eave we may save
the little fellow. You 'have a  good
nurae ?’

“¢An excellent one.
alia as T would mysclf)

“You are fortunate,” said the doctor,
He had scarcely closed the door, when
Natalia came to her mistress,

“My month expires to-morrow, ma-
dam, will you pay me my wages, and
let me lake my departure at once ?”

“But, Natalia, the bady is sick,—"

“Once’s first duty is to one’s own; I
would not risk the infection for twice
what you pay me.”

And Nutalin packed. her trunk and
departed without coming to the nursery
to bid little Clarence good-bye.

The cook was next to give warning,
Matilda, the laundress, took herself oft
without any preliminary ceremony.

“I am going t00,” said the scamstress.
“Mrs. Arnott wouldn't have lifted her
finger if we'd been dying, and 1 believe
in doing to others as they do to me.”

And almost before she. knew it, the
stricken mother was left alone by the
hedside of her suffering baby, Neigh-
bors crogsed on” the other side of " the
street like the priests and levites of old ;
friends contented themselves by send-
ing in to inquire: even hired nurses
avoided the malignant fever,

T can trust Nat-

-Kathleen, T don’t deservo this.”

“Is there no one to help me?” she
mouned, wringing -her white jewelul
hands together. “Have all pity and
womanly sympathy died out of the
world ¥

A slight noise caused her (o Lurn, and
Kathleen O'Neil was at her side, busy
arrunging the table.

“L thought yonu,
Kati’een ! she said. ‘

“Sure, ma'am, whatshould T be going
for!" asked Kathleen, simply, “and the
bits of e¢hildren sick, and you in sore
(rouble? I nwrsed the little brothers
and sisters at home, and know just
what needs to bed one.”

And she took little Clarence in her
arms with a soft tenderness that went
to the mother's heart.

“Are you not afraid Kathleen 2

“What should 1 be afraid of, madam?
Tsn't God's sky over us all, whether
it's the green Danks of Jreland or the
church steeple of  this great confusing
city ? Oh, madam, Te'll not take that
bonny baby from us.”
© ALl Mrs. Arnott’s children had the
fever—Iast of all she was prostrated by
it—and Kathleen waiched over cvery
one, faithful; true and tender.

“I{athleen,” Mrs. Arrottsaid the first
day she sat up, the: Ivish givl arvanging
the pillows about lier wasted form, “ohy,

oo, huad gone,

“Sure, ma'am, if: we all had owr de-
serts in this world, it's a sorry place it
would be, I'm thinking, laughed Kath-
leen.” ‘

“But, Kathleen, T was cruel to you—
so perfectly heartless!”

“We.won't talk of it, ma’am, dear,”
said Kathleon evasively.

“But, say just once that you forgive
me ?” pleaded the lady once so haughty.

«1 forgive you, ma'am, as free as the
sunshine,” = Kathleen answered softly.

“And you'll stay with me always, and
be my friend, Kathleen ?” :

“If Grod wills it; ma’am.” .

And Mrs, Arnott put her lips to kiss
the fresh, cool . cheeks of Irish Kath-
leen. ; ,

The " years  thdt passed since then,
have made men and women of the little
people. that Kathleen nursed through
the fever, and strangers who visit Mrs.
Arnott scarcely know what to make of
the plump, comely; middie-aged woman
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who moves about the house spparently
as much ab home in it as the mistress
herself—who iy consulted about overy-
thing, that is trusted with all secrets.

“Is sho housckeeper, or & relation ?”
somo one onco aslked.

Mrs. Arnott replied, “She is my true
and trusted friend, Kathleen O'Neil.”

THE LAWYER AND TIE TIIEL,

SoMe  timo ago, while a lawyer
was - attending “ecourt in  an  inter
jor county, he was applied to by a sin-
gular speecimen of humanity, charged
with grand larceny, to defend him. The
lawyer very naturally inguired what
crime he was accused of. The party
accused replied that somebody had been
mein enough to charge him with steal-
ing 150 dollars in bills, and got him in-
dicted.

“Are you guilty ?” asked the lawyer.

“That’s none of your business,” re-
plied  the aceused. “'Lhey say that
mitkes no difference with you;: whethor
aman is guilty or not, you will contrive
to dig him out in .some way. S0 don’t
talk any movo about guilt till you hear
what the jury says."”

“Well, what about the pay?” says
the lawyor.

“You just hold on" till the trial is
over; give I (the complainant) fits
on the cross-examination, and that other
fellow he has got to back him up, and
yowll have no. trouble about the pay.”

The trial commenced, and proved to
be a somewhat protracted and exciting
one.. The - District Attorney proved
that the money in gquestion was com-
posed of two. fifty-dollar bills on.a cer-
tain bank, and the remainder all in ten
dollar bills, all of which were wrapped
up ina picce of oil-silk.. The jury after
listening to the counsel in the case and
receiving the eharge of the judge, retir-
ad, and soon returned with a verdict of
not guilty. The aceused who was great-
ly elevated over the result of the trial
and the. efforis of ~his counsel, invited
the latter info onc of the vacant jury
rooms. As soon as they wore alone, he,
slapped his counsel on the shoulder,and
exclaimed: - . :

“Iree s water, ain’t I? - What's the
use of {rying a man for stealing -when

you're uround ? Now T suppose you
wunt your pay ?” ‘

“Yos, have you got anything to pay
with?” said the lawyer

“Tiend me your knife and we'll sce
about that.”

The lawyer slightly startled at such a
proposition, rather reluctantly complied.

The accused immediately commenced
ripping and cutiting away at the waist
band of his pantaloons, and soon . pro-
duced the roll of bills for the stealing of
which he had just been tried, wrapped
up in the identical picee of oil-silk des-
cribed by the witness for the prosecu-
tion, and throwing it down on'the table
before the astonished lawyer, exclaimed :

“There, take your pay out of that;
T zuess thore is enongh there to pay you
tolerably well.”

“Why, you villain! you stole that
money after all,” said the lawyer. “.Do
you expeet I can take any of that
money ?"

“Stole that money ! Why, what are
you taiking about? Didn't them {welve

‘men upstairs there just say [ didn’ steal

it? What's the use of your trying. to
raise a question of consecience, after
twelve respectable men have given their
opinion upon the subject? Take your
pay out of that, and ask no questions.
Don't be modest in taking; I got it
eagy enough, and you've worked hard
enough for it.” ‘

. The chap didn’t have much loft after -
the lawyer had satisfied = his * con-
scienee " in the premises.

FOR THE YOUNG FOLKS.
LIGHT AND DISTANCR.

Ciarrer 11

ILLUMINATION OF THE PLANETS BY TIE
: SUN. ' ,
It was demonstrated above, that it is,
impossiblo to illuminate large distances .
by a . single light.  Yet we must ac-
knowledge that nature herself does this,
and that the sun is the only light which
shines” throughout the solar system;:
for the light which is seen in the planets;
is but reeeived  and- refiected . from the
sun. , - e
This is sufiicient reason for us to: be-:

lieve, that there are noton every planet.
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creatures as we sec them on our earth;
but that, on the eontrary, each celestinl
body may be inhabited by creatures or-
ganized according to the distance of the
planet from the sun; that-is, adapied
to the dogree of light produced there
by the sun.

For the natural sciences teach us,

that solar light is subject to” the same
laws as our urtificial fight: it deerenses
as the distance increases. The planets
more remote flrom the sun are illumin-
ated less than those nearer to it. The
ratio in which this light decreases, is
precizely the same as that ot the ter-
restrial light iHustrated alove, viz,
according to the square of the distunee:
In other words, when the distance is
double, the intensity of the light is one-
fourth as great; when three times, one-
ninth as great; wheon four times more
remaote, one-sixteenth as strong, ete. in
short, at every distance ns much weaker
as the distance multiplied by itself.
. Presently we shall see that the plan.
ets are illuminated in inverse proportion
to their distance from the sun., ~ From
this alone we eome to the conclusion,
that on every planet the living beings
must necessarily be differently consti-
tuted.

The name of the planet nearest to the
sun is Mercury. It isabout iwo and a

half times necarer to the sun than our’

earth, therefore it receives nearly seven
times as much light, we can scarcely
conceive such an intensity of light and
all the consequences resulting from it.
If instead of one sun we should happen
to have three, there is no doubt that we
should go blind ; but seven suns, that is
seven times the light of our brightest
days, we could not endure, even if our
eyes were closed;  the more so, as our
eye-lids, when firmly closed, do not
protect us from the sun's light entirely.
This is a proof of our assertion, that the

living beings on the planct Mercury.

must be differently organised from us,
- Venus, the thivd 'planet, is one and a
third times neaver to the sun than we
are. Thelight of that planet, therefore,
_is'nearly twice as bright as owrs.” But
inasmuch as even this would be unbear-
able for us, the creatures on this planet
must likewise bo different from us.
The fourth planet is the carth we in-
habit. The intensity of the sunlight in

bright summeor days is woll known to ug
from experience, although noone has as
yot been successful in moeasuring its
degree s precisely us has been dono
with heat Uy the thermomoter, It is
true that in modern times a certain Mr,
Schell, in Bevlin, proposed to measurs
light accurately, in o way that clicited
the approbation of nuturalists, especially
of* Aexunder von Humboldt. Howoever,
the experiments proposed by Sehell, and
other scientists following in his wake
have not yet been proporly -carried out,
though they are useful to photographists,
Therefore we do not know, up to the
present time, whether there is any ditle-
rence in the light of two cloudless snm-
merdays ; just as little are we able to de-
termine how much the moon’s light is
weaker than thesun's,

Phe fourth planet’s name is Mars;
its distance from the sun is one and «
hult” times onr ‘distance from the sun,
Phere the sun's light is aboul half as
strong ws with us,  Now, althougl we
often have days which wre haltas hright
as others, iUig yet very doubtful whether
we could live on Mars;  for light does
not act upon.our e¢yes only, but on our
whole body and its health.” Tt is likely
that the very want of light there, would
prove fatal to us. o

The twenty-four newly discovored
planets haye: days that are nearly six
times darker than ours. Tho daylight
on these planels is probubly as it was
with the fohabitants of Barope during
the great eclipse of the sun in July, 1851.
This light was very interesting for a
few minutes, when contrasted with the
ordinary every day light, but if it wero
to continueit would certainly make us
melancholy,

Far worse yet fare the remotor pla-
nets. - On the planet of Jupiter it -is
as much as thirty times darker than
with us.  On Saturn, eighty times.. On
‘Uranus, even throe hundred times’; .and
upon the last of the ‘planets, Nepliing,
discovered in 1845, light is. nine . hun-
dred "times more feeble thar uponour
globe. ‘ ‘ :

Although it- is true that all of the re-
moter planets have many moons or sa-
tellites, yet it must not be: forgotten
that the moons themselves are but vory
feebly illuminated’; - that their light be-

nefits during the night only, ‘and cven
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then only lovors and night revellers.
Such is the plain but incoutravertible
statemont of the light and hoat aflecting
theuniverseand our existence; laid down
by philosophers, for our %c(,ptunce, and
for tho instruction and guidance of fu-
ture seientists,

Tue questions and problems proposed
in the Young TFolks Corner, must be
answered monthly as they uppear. Al
for this Corner,
must be addressed to the Lditor of Tne
Hane, propaid,

inquiries and answers

OUESTIONS,

1. Explain what is meant by a Roland
for an Oliver?

2. Give the
Cabnl ?

How much nearer are we to the
~un in winter than in summer?
Does the carth teavel faster in sum-
wer ovinwinter?  lxplain

3. What do you mean b} the hydro-
static pnradox ?

6. How am I to know whethor a sus-
pected $5.00 gold picce; be u counterfoit
or not ?

7. Who

derivation of the word

wrote under the following
nom de phone T Miles O’ Railly ; Father
Pront; Dr. Syntax; Tom Brown; Fan-
ny l*ern?

S. Whenee came the orwln.\l inhabi-
tunts of Treland ?

9. By whom' and in what year was
the Council of I{ells convened ?

10. What was the ancient form 01’
governmentin Treland ? )

11 Whowas the first Ard-riof Treland ?

What groat Lrishman wassurnamed

;Solwa(/us, and for what was he (llstm-
"lllShC(l ?

MUST DO MORE FOR MY MOTHER,

“Ts there any wvacant place in- this
bank which I could fill " was the on-
quiry of a boy, as with a glowing check
he stood before Lho president.

“here is none,” was the reply. Woro
you told that you might obtain a situ-
ation horo?  Who recommonded you ?”

“ No one recommended te,” was the
answor. “I 0nly Lhou(rhl, that T would
seo.”

There was ‘a slrmfrhtforw'udness in

;| everywhore !

the manner, and honest - dotormination
in the countenunse of the lnd which
pleased the man of business, and induced
him to continue the conversation. Ile
snid:

“You must have f{riends who could
aid you in obtaining a situation; have
you advised with them ?”

The quick fiash of the deop blue eyes
wig quenched in the overtaking wave
of sadness, as he said “it would be
uscless to try without friends.” Then
recollecting ‘himself, ho made an apo-
logy for the mtcmuptlon, and was about
to withdraw, when the gentloman de-
tained him |)) asking why e did not stay
at school for another yoear or two, and
then enter into business life.

“1 have no time,” was the instant
reply, ¢ but L study at homc and l\eep
up with the other Loys.”

“Phen you have had a place already,”
said the president. #Why did you leave
i‘ ')H

“f havenot left it,”
quietly. *

“Yes, but ‘you wish to leave 1[ What
is the mattor,

For an instant the child hesxt:\tcd,
then he replied.

“T must do more for my mother.”

Brave words! talisman of success
The sank into the: heart
of tho listener, rocalling to his memory
the radiant past. Grasping tho hand of
the astonished child, ho said, with a
quivering voice:

“My good boy, what is your name?
You shall fill the first vacancy for an
apprentice that oceurs in this bank. If,
in the meantime; you neced a friend,
come to me. But now give me your
evidence. Why do you wish to do more
for your mother 2"

Tears filled his eyes, as he replied:

“ My fathor is dead, my brothers and
sisters are dead, and mother and I are
left alone to holp each other; but sheis
not strong, and [ wang to take care of
her. . It will please her, sir, that you
have beon 50 kind, and I’ am much oblig-
ed to you.”

So saying, the boy left, little dream-
ing that his own noblenass of character
had been as a bright glance of sunshine
to the busy “world he had so trombhn o-
ly entered.

replied “the boy
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ONLY A BABY.
TO & LITTLE ONE JUST A WEEK OLD.
Onl‘v a baby,
"Thout any hair,
*Cept just a little
fPuz here and there.

Only a baby,
Nameyou have none,
Barefooted and dimpled,
Sweet little one.

Only a baby,
Teeth none at all;
What are vou good for,
Only to squall ?

Onlya baby,
Just a week oll—
What are vou here for,
You little scold ?
BABY'S REPLY.

Only a baby !
What should I be ?
Lots o big folks
Been little like me.

Ain’t dot any hair!
‘Ee, I have, oo

S'pus’n I hadn’t,
Dess it tood drow.

Not any teeth—
Wouldn't have one;

Doun’t dit my dinner
Gnawin’ s bone.

What am I bere for?
‘At’s pretty mean ;
Who's dot a better right
“Tever you've seen
What am I dood for,

Did you suy?
Bber g0 many sings
Ebery day.

*Tourse I squall zometimes,
Sometimes I bawl;

Zey dassn’tepant me,
*Taus I’'m so small.

Ounly o baby!
’Iis, sir, ‘at’s so;
‘N if you only tood,
You'd be one, too.
*Abs all I’ve to say;
You’re mos’ too old ;
Dess I'1l detinto bed,
Toes dittin’ told.

WONDERFUL CALCULATING BOY.

Waex Bidder was 10 years old he an-
swered .in two ' minutes the following
question’: - What is the. interest of
F,4dd for 4,444 days at 4} per cent. per
annum ? The answer is £2,434 165 5}d.
A few months later, when he was not

1L yeuars old, he was asked, how long
would « cistern 1 mile cube be filling
if receiving from a viver 120 gallons per
minute without intermission? Tn two
minutes he gave tho correct answer,
14,300 years, 285 days, 12 hours, and 16
minutes. A year later he divided cor-
vectly, in'less than a minute, 468,502,
413,563 by 6,076, This has been tried
with pen and paper, and, after getting
an incorrect resultl in one and a quarter
minutes, the mathematician  wend
through the sum again, with correct re-
sult (H1,620,838 and 5,875 over), in
about the same time. At 12 years of
age he answered, in less than o minute,
the guestion, If a distance of 93 inches
is passed over in 1 second of time, how
many inches will be passed over in 365
days b hours, 48 minutes, 55 scconds?
Much™ more surprising, however, was
his suecess, when 13 yoars old, in solv-
ing the question, What is the cube root
0f 897,339,273,974,002,153 ? 1fec obtained
the answer in two and one-hal{ minutes,
viz, 964,537, It is thought that wnot
ono arithmetician in a thougand would
get out this answor correctly, at a first
{rial, in less than a quarter of an hour.
No date is given to the following case:
“The question .was put by Bir William
Herschel, at Slough, near Windsor, Lo
Master Bidder, and answered in ong

{minute: Light teavels from the sun to

the carth in 8 minutes, and, the sun be-
ing 98,000,000 of miles off (of course
this is quite wrong, but sixty years ago
it was near cnough to the  accepied
value), if light would take 6§ years and 4
months, travelling at the same vate, from
the nearest fixed  star, how furis that
star from the carth,.reckoning 365 days
and 6 hours {o cach year,and 28 days to
each month ?" The correct angwer was
quickly given Lo this pleasing question,
viz., 40,633,740,000,000 miles. On one
oceasion, we learn, the proposer of a
question was nat satisfied with Bidder's
answer.. The boy said the answer was
correct, and requested the proposer to
work his sum over again.. During the
operation Bidder said he felt certain he
was right, for he had worked the ques-
tion in another way, and before the pro-
poser found that he was wrong and Bid-
der right the boy told the. company
tht he had caleulated tho question by a
a third method.

'
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FACEDI &

Never blow down a lamp chimney to
extinguish the flame, for it is quite
linble to return tho compliment and blow
you up, i

Nover tell asceret to n woman, Why?
Beeause if' you ean’t keep it to yourself,
why expeet that she will be uble to keep
it to herself?

Some one says you must always climb
stairs while inspiring or drawing in the
air, never while respiring.  In summer
one may sometimes he allowed to go up
perspiring.

A lady writes an indignant note to a
contemporary in which she exprosses a
heliel that editors never go Lo Lleaven.
We thought that everybody knew. that
journalists never went anywhere. They
don’t get the chance. They justsit up
nights thinking how to do good, until
the tops of their heads. wear holes
through: their hair. :

A company of scapegraces meoting a
pious old man named Samsoun, onc of
them exclaimed, * Ah, now we're safe.
We'll take Samson along with us, and
then, should we be set upon by a thou-
sand Philistines, he'll' slay then ull.”
“My young friend,” quietly responded
thie old man, “to do that, Ishould have
to borrow your jaw-boue!”

In adiscussion about the discovery of
the North and South Poles, a man who
had become disgusted with public tight-
rope performancos  burst in with the
exclamation, “When they do  discover
the long sought poles some lunatic will
be slinging a rope from one of them,to
the other and trundling a: wheelbarrow
over it. ” ‘ : B

The other day a young man from the
rural districts came to town with a load
of wood and a pair of oxeén, and in the
course of his wanderings he came across
a fire hydrant that had : been opened to
cloar out the pipes. :He stared at. the
gushing water 1n' dead: silence.. for a
moment, and then gave:the alarm by
shrieking: “Gosh all hemiock | - Hero’s
2 hitehing-post prung a leak worse than
a sugar-maple.” © » g

Jonos fonrs that the lexicographers,
Jolimson and Walker, owe the excellence
of their dictionary to the use of stimu-
lants,  Jonoes is so literal. * These views
came from seeing in (he title pagoof that
worl: “Johnson and Walker. Tm-
proved by Todd.”

Sonthern Lord (staying at Iighland
astle) —“Thank youso much. I—aw
—wveally enjoy your music. 1 think of
having a piper at my own place.”

Sandy the piper—% An’ fat kin’ o’ a
piper would your lordship be needin’?”

Lord—* Oh, certainly, a good piper
like yourself, Sandy.” ~Sandy (sniftling)
—Och lInteet! Ye michteasily fin”a
lord like your lordship, but it's nac sac
casy to fin’ a piper like me whatever I

And row oggs are being connterfeited
and the manufacture of the bogus fruit
carried on- extensively. In appearance
it resembles the natural egg, and defies
detection. - Thoe only way by which the
hens can protect themselves against this
infringement of their patent is for each
onc to have a private. trade mark; aund
label evory egg,  ““None gennine unless
bearing our stamp-and signature. ”

“Pa,” observed a boy to his father,
“what does Mr. Pitkins and Julia find to
talk about in the parlor by themselves, .
four hours a night cvery night in the
week ?" The old gentleman pulled a.
splint out of the broom, and slowly
prodding his teeth - with "if, replied:
“I got a hunk of meat yesterday, an’
we had it boiled for dinner, didn’twe ?”.

“Yes,” “An’ had it cold for supper ?”

“Yes" “An’ your ma hashed it np
for. breakfast this morning, didn’tshe ?”
“Yes” “An’to-day I gotanother hunk
which is on the same road, ain't it ?”
“Yes “ Well, thatis "tho way with
Pitkins an’ your sister Julia,”

A lawyer, who was sometimes forget-
ful, having been engaged to plead the
cause of an offender, began by saying:
“I know the prisoner at the bar, and he -
bears the character of being o most con--
summate and . impudent scouundrel.”
Here somebody whispered to- him” that
the prisoner was his_'client, when he
immediately “continued: ~“But. what

groat and good man ever lived who was
not- calumniated: by ‘many of his -con-
temporaries ?" B x o
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R Notable Enniversaties in June.
1{Tues . | Bauk of Ireland established, 1783, Newtownbarry taken by the msmgcuts,
1798, Electric telegraph laid down hetween Holyhead and Dublin, 1852
2Wed | Batte of Ridgeway : rout of the “Queen’s Own ™ Camudian Volunteers by the
American “1‘enmn~, 1866.
3| Thurs| St. Keviy.  Lord BEdward Fitzgerald died in Prison of his Wounds, 1798,
4Fri The battle of Castle Liyous, 1643. English under Colonel W alpole defented, and
the Colonel slain, by the We\lofi Insurgents, 1798, Monster Mcu.lng at
Drogheda, 1843,
5{8at Battle of New Hoss, 1798, Act for the endowment of Maynooth College passed,
1795.
6{Sun §r. J ARLATH, Patron of Tuam. Battle of Benburb; glorious victory of the Irish,
16-40.
T Mon | ST. Cor MaY, Patron or Dromore. The Battle of Antrim ; United Irish led by
| Henry JO\ MeCracken, 1798,
8 Tues |Rev. James’ Quigly e\t.cul(’d 1793. Monster meeting at Kilkenny, 300,000
i persons present, 1843,
9iWed S1. CorvmbrILLE died at Tona, 597. Battle of Arklow and death of Father
| Murphy, 1798,
10, Thurs| Return of the  Fenian ” expedition from Canada, 1866.
11|Fri A Synod of Irish Bishops Opuned in Dublin, 1660. Monster meeting at Mallow,
O’Connell’s ¢ Defiance,” 1843.
12|8at Gerald Griflin, died, 1840.
13{Sun - | Battle of Clones, IGH Dr. Esmonde hung on Carlisle Bndr'e, 1798.
14 Mon | King William III. landed at C'\rrlcl\fernnq 1690. Battle of Ballinahinch, 1798.
15|Tues ervht Rev. Dr. Dovle (“J {.L.77) died, ISJI Monster meeting at Clare, 1 Sl?
16{Wed l\\un) persons killed in the Four COUIL:, Dublin, by -the falling 0( n clnmnev
which had taken tire, 1721,
A7 Thurs] W 11181;;11111 Smith 0 Brien, the illustrious Irish patriot, died at Bangor, in Wales;
18/Fri The O’Sullivan’s Castle of Dunboy, in Bearhaven, afiera gallant defence, taken
. by the English and the garrison e\ecnted 1602. Battle of Athlone, 1690,

19 8at The City of Dublin Proelaimed under Crime and Outrage Act, 1848. ~ Second
. reading of Church Bill ‘earried in House of Lords; nﬂjonw 33. 169,
20{Sun ‘| Baltimore sacked by Corsairs, 1631, Wolfe Tone born, 1763. . Battle of Ifaok’s

1 Mill.  United Irizh victories, 1798.
21|Mon | Defeat of the Irish forces near Lough Swilly, under Heber MacMahon, 1650.
: Williamites beaten at Donegal | 1689. Battle of Vi inegar Hill, 1798.
* 22]Tues Mclxl\;%eau\ s « Case of Ireland ” ordered to be burnt by the common hangman,
: 695
23|Wed |SrT. RE\IOI,D martyred, 775. Smith O’Brien’s funeral processmn in Dublin,
24|Thurs| Nariviry or St. Joux tie Bartist. Henry VIIL. assumes the title * Lord of
: Ireland,” 1540. . . o ) )
25|k i - S) nod at Dublin dispersed by government, 1660.. Monster meeﬁng at Galway,
26|Sat \Iassucrn of the United Irishmen al Carnew, 1798.
27|Sun . | Bagenal Harvey, leader of the “United Inshmen,” hanged,~1798. Banquet in
uhlin to \\e\’come the Hon. ‘C. G. Duffy, 1865.-
28[Mon | Bridge of Athlone valiantly defended by ihe Irish '\gfumt an O\erwhelnnnf'
: foree of Williamites, 1691, John H. Colelough ]mn"cd 1798. .
291Tues | The Most Rev. Doctor Cullen enthroned” Archblshop ofDubhn, 1852.
30{Wed |Rev. Mr. Morgan hanged, drawn, and quartered at Tyburn, for being a pnesl,
and havm" come into Dnnl'md 1640. Athlone t'\ken 1691.

" Harrixess oF Marriace.—The hap-
~ piness of the married life depends upon
apower of making small sacrifices with
réadiness and cheerfulness. Few persons
are ever called wpon to make groat
sacrifices-or to confer great favours;
but affection is kept alive'and happmess
~.secured by keeping up a constant war-
fare against ht‘ole salﬁshnoss.

Love Nor . THE WORLD.—A’ strong
love to the world and- to'the things of
the world may: be ealled the, basest and
most sordid of passions. The minister,
or even the:man in whom you discover
it, you may. safely mark down as onc
who-loves neither God nor man. Neith-
er devotion nor ‘humanity can remde in .
the same breast with avarice. . T




