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I cried out; “w*have aeienee to sdlT* TW
t inhabitants struck by this peculiar and

, novel remark proclaimed them •• mad !”

> But like the great apoatle of As gentiles
t they exclaimed, “we are out mad. hot

• speak tbe words of truth aud soberness f*
r They were at once taken before the great

i Charlemagn* and tbe quick mind of The
> monarch caught the wisdom of their speech,

: and they at oneo found a market for their
i science, as the fruit of tbe universities I
i have mentioned ao well attested.
> j Ladies and gentlemen, it wan mid by

the inspired MHton
s ‘That wisdom’s self 1

Oft seeks to sweet retired solitude,
Where, with her best nurse, contemplation,
£he pliimts her leathers and lets grow her

wings.”
' And so it was with those men of Ire-

land in the retirement of the manasteries;
they “plumed their feathers and let grow
their wings,” and swept over Europe—-

. the harbingers of joy and gladness to the
human race Oh! those were the days
of thy joy, Lnn ! How majestic were your
hills! How verdant were your valleys ! |
Flow pellucid were your streams ! Stand-

' iug here to-day. at this end of the aisle of
¦centuries, metbinks I see down the long
vista, marching in grand and solemn pro-
cession, y>ur saints, your scholars, your ,
warriors, your Druids, in harmony aud
peaee, up to the verdant slopes of Hreah 1
to the Halls of Tara, and with one voice
proclaiming to future ages the glories of,
your race ! Hut alas ! alas ! the bright- j
cst day m old Ireland’s history was fast .
drawing to a close. Those Corsairs of)
the North, the bluc-cyed, flaxen-haired
worshippers of O liu; those fierce and
ruthless pirates of the Baltic, the Danes, j

1 turned the prows of their ships toward
happy Ireland, slumbering iu quietude

1 and sanctity.
They were an enemy worthy of the steel

'of ilie Celtic Gael ! They were the hosts
¦ that checked the iron-crowncd Charlc-
J magne in his attempts to conquer the Sax-
ions, and when their feet first touched (he

shore* of Krin, it was a signal of Wood;
the Shamrock. that had never yet been
pressed but by the dew* of heaven, had

. its emerald form incarnadined with the
i blood of the brave !

I I’or two hundred years tbe (ng of war
! went on. In that time the dauntless in-

vader was again and again hurled hack—-
¦ but, like the fabled hydra, when one was

j struck down a hundred appeared in his
1 stcad—until there nro*e a Hercules in the

' gr- at and glorious Brian Boru, who struck
the fatal, final blow on Clontarf's bloody
fiJJ !

Why should I dwell longer here ! Why
not hurry on to other days, and drop the
veil on this eventful scone ?

Oh ! it is sweet to linger around this
glorious epoch of Ireland's greatness, and

I feast tin* mind on deeds of valor known to
no other race or no other time! ’Tis

I pleasant, yea. inspiring to the soul to
j sound the name of Brian Born; to recall
the daring exploits of Malachi and the
Qollar of gold; to stand awe-struck and
spell-bound. when contemplating the death
plunge that Fionall. the commander of
the L isli fleet, made with Sitriek the Dan-
ish King, when ho saw, or thought ho
saw, that the death of the Dane was the
life of his coun’ry. These and snch like
deeds, grasp the mind and hold it bound
in “rosy fetters fast,” especially when the
m-xt scene is the beginning of a tragedy,
bloody, foul and treacherous. Ireland
though freed from the invader was left in
such a state that her own sons had for-
gotten that harmony. h*ve which St.
I‘atriek had planted in their hearts. We
now behold her Thyestcan banquet; and
England as the Atreus standing by to
point out tbe horror to her. and when she
arose from the inhuman meat tbe chains
of her slavery were riretted in links of
steel.

A very interesting and at the same time
a verv strange hi-toric coincidence occurs j
about llius period. Roderick O'Conner 1
was the last of Ireland's kings; and it was |
during his reign that Dermott, King of
Leinster, stole the Princess of Brefney

! ami carried her off to his castle at Kerns, j
! The infidelity of this woman in conjunc-

tion with tho perfidy of her treacherous
{lover seemed to open the door to all the

miseries of Ireland in the future.. Not
i yet had all of that nobleness of soul and
1 love of purity and chastity died out in the
heart- uf her people, thank God ! They

j turned their faces against the horrid act,

/and Dermott fled the country to escape
‘ : the wrath of his subjects and the vengeance
jofRoderick O'Conner. Now we present

‘ , the parallel: About tbe close of the eighth
1 century Roderick wa* King of Spain.

| and committed an act similar to that of
Dermutt, the names of the females were
the md:L Count Julicn. the injured

| father, fled with revenge burning in Lis
heart, sought a-sistanee from the Moors.

’ whom he introd need into Spain, where
1 they remained for centuries masters of

the country. Dermott brought with him
the English into Ireland, and there thry
have been over since, and there they are

j to-day. Roderick, King of Spain, lost
his life, bis crow# and his country a* a
punishment for his crimes. Roderick.
King of Ireland, lost his crown in attemp-
ting to punish crime. Does it not now
tecm that when Roderick O’Conner was
seeking retirement in the quiet retreats of

1 the monasterirt, flying as be was from the
cares of empire, wc can almost iatagia*

0 that be heard coming to him from away
‘

op here in this nineteenth century the
voice of Ireland** child of song, and tens-
ing to bis stricken country he cried out in

’*

a voice of lamentation :

| “Weep on, weep, vour hour is past;
“

* Your tfpride are o'er;
d The la’ti chain is round vea cast,
o And von are men ao more.
~ In rain the brro's lust! hutb tkd:

1 he sage's torgne ti**h named in vara—-r* 0, Freedom once tbv flame haih fled,
“ ' U never h,at- again '¦ ”
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Fifteen hundred tears ago when impe-
rial 1!one was shaking in t!io agonies of.
diasoluMMi ; win it h> r majestic form was
gradually Ksirg it? I ugc proportions by
the attritiin of frns such as have never j
Ufn lintjlil in har upon any ci unity
left re or s.ice ; when cviry treasure of
art and literature, ll.nt had been carncred j
fi< tit the ?! '>.<• of Greece und It•'•me in
unison wi;b tl c docii it cs of Chii.-tianitv.
were pnaidtd l>j the valour am! iron-hand
of lle L*n |ir< r \ alenliniau ; w hen Con- 1
litM-nial Fun ; c was lu avii g and tremb-
ling with the tread of tlio N rthc.ru bar-
barian ; there was I oin a chi I! of noble pa-
rentage. who wa destined to he the nu-

cleus around which all this art, ail this
literature and a!! this Christianity w u!d
one day gather, when nearly cstingui-hed
elsewhere, and send the penetrating rays
of their salutary influence into the Crim-
Bictiati daikmss in which the htiman race.
Would he etivelej oil. This child was the (
great St. I‘atriek. the patron saint of Ire-
land. the man at whose n; mo every son
of Krin lift- hi* v< ice in piaise an ! b"ws
Lis htad with n-p <t, love and gr.titude.
It is not a!, no h re in the city of Augu-ta
that tl>i a -c ti l dug of lii.shtncn gie. t>
the eve ot. this 17 h day of March, hut
•verjwlure where- a son of II:id is to he
found, or I nay my. wh-re civilization
has stietclyed its arn s You find them
gracing the courts ofKurope—thuudciing
(heir (Sequence* in the halls of the A mer-
le*ft Corgresr—striking for liberty where
liberty is in linger and braving the
atom s of | olitical nr d re ligi.* u* p< rseeu-
tion on tht sunny fields of historic Italy.
In the language of the gn at Homan poet,
when sp. aking <f the Tr jans after the
tint ruction of I'rov, *'Qunt rnjio in fern’s
apgi ini’s f'< nu Aih.ri* /" To-day you
¦re asMn.hUd not only to reverence and
honor your great J-t. Patrick, but also,

veur dearly loved, fondly cheriahed Green
Isle of the Ocean. To-day you bring
fresh i ffirings an i lay them upon the al-
tar ef patriotism, bedew them with a tear
cf sorrow and seal them with a common
bond of hope that the future is not far
diatant when this turning ral will melt
the chains that hind your native land and
her harp will again re>* und with joy di-
vine. and her shamrock shake the tear of
Borrow from its emerald form as in the
days of Drain Horu !

To eotiJT.*e ii-to one speech all that is
Interesting in the history of Ireland would
be bey end the finite power of man ; and
when I attempt to interest you on this oc-
casion by ti cuing s, me of the salient fea-
tures iii liisl. I.isliry, and speak to you
of Ireland's great heroes, I feel as if 1 were
touching U[on sacred ground. I feel.

„ when my memory recalls those in whose
footstep* 1 am treading, that my theme
has already received the impress of n as-

ter tt inds. and bal’oued hy the inspira-
tions cf genius. The task is mine to-
day, and I can truthfully say it has my
whole sod. for American though I am.
that dar old Island is the rpetfrem which
yancestors sprung.

It was sa;d hy the great j'bakespcarc,
that “there is a divinity that shapes our
ends, reugb bew them how wemav,”aitd
•ever was there a letter illustration of this
tturii than in (he ease of St, Patrick
Niall the Great, then n.onarrh of Ireland,
fo oar of his expeditions to the North of
Fratce. captured this boy that 1 have men-
tioned. who had tvached his sixteenth

and rartied him off from his parents
into slavery. Delicately and tenderly
rrairtl ly jelidid. tifinded and redignus
parents, he was as little suited to act in
the capacity of a menial as ary cne pos-
sibly re-old he ; InL fortunately he Mlinto
the bands of a people whose nobility and
greatness of foul needed only that which
ttis boy slave afterwards brought them,
t* stau p tic highest type of nolility on
tbsir bn>w. They, his masters, were no-
ble* col by letter* patent; not by th<
weight of gold, lat nobles made o by
wublcmi'hed characters, reaching back
through the avenues of lime, and of whose
ancestors arc recorded a long succession
•f virtuous actions which attract the at-
tcution of wiankind. Into the hards ol
tb<M pei'p’e ho Ml, and tended the herd:
fa kind master through the burning sum
f Summer, and biting, searching cold o

i even Winters. It tu there that hu

| great heart expanded, and bis great soul
grew greater for the gWions future that
awaited him. lie fied I From bondage,
this great Apoatle, shivering through the
hills of Scotland and Kxgland, sought

d lie Under fare, tha sweet smile and the
*- hurtling love of his dear mother far away
" in Arniorican Gaul. Hut e'er b£ reached

her. ’ere her loving embrace caught the
darling, long lost child to her bosom ; ’ere

t he heard the gentle accents of a mother's
*¦ voice in gladness, he caught floating on
•

the wings of slumber (he wailing of a na-
I lion, aid in a dream he heard the voice
I of Ireland in her sorrow, and saw her.

lwWU’lflilfrrrm lanunishTne under (lie mes-

r meric spell of Druidieai idolatry, but ready
. to receive the plastic touch of Diviue in-

i spirslinir!
r Rf turning then to his home, he imme-

t di;fely p.npared himself to carry out the
. i great purpose of his lie. After his consc-

. erntion at Koine he returned to the laud
•I of his bondage, to the ancient “I-Ie of

! Destiny,” and in fhe laipguage of the elo-
quent Father Burke, *•(). golden hour
amongst the hours, when the sand* of the
1 1 tel> shore first embraced softly and iov-.
ingly the beautiful footprints of him who
preached peace and gimd things.” When '
he landed he found no barbarous herd of
half naked wretches, wallowing in the
slough and mire of vice ; no unlettered
heathens wor-liijping bt asts and reptiles
as the Egyptians and o'.her ancient nations
did before the influence of Christianity was
made known to them ; hut a p.ooj Io versed
in government, ruled by kings, and a re- i
Hgion wrapped in tnu-ic looking heaven- |
ward for a God from the Round Towers
and the hill of Tara! Hardly had he
lai.dtd Li fore Ireland fell the influence of t
his presence. The monarch Laogare was
in the habit of calling an assembly of (lie {

: princes, druids and pagan-priests in the |
halls of Tara. St. Tutrick found this out j
and immediately proceeded with Lis rc-

I tinue i,f assistance to this renowned ns-j
geinhly. It was a custom among the Me- j
h sinns that wlien tliis assembly met, to *
erect a large tire upon the hills ot Tara, i
and an edict of the druids proclaimed that 1
no other fire should bo lighted within the I
territory of Hrcnh. Ignorant of (his
superstition practice, or unmindful of it, j
the groat epostle pitched his tent within j
fall v‘n w of Tara, and the blazing fagots I
shot their rays through the darkness of
ti e night, n- the burning truths he after- |
wards preach* d dispelled the shadows of j

' idolatry, and shed a ray of glory around |
that island, which hangs to-day as a bea-
con that guides her exiled tons on their
rueged paths of duty !

lie came, he saw, he conquered ; but
the victoiies of this Christian t'aj-ar were
achieved without one diop of blood—a
c nqnest without a parallel in the history
o f thi< wot Id I How wa* it accomplished "/ j
With the divine sword ofTruth lie struck, I
in tiie balls of Tara, the foremost man of
Ireland ; the Druids hung their heads in '
admiration, swept a-ide their flowing j
boards and raised their voices, as they
were wont to do under their gnarled oaks,
ami proclaimed to the awe-struck assem-
bly the G"d of the Cktibtiaiis. The Lards
tuned their harps in praise of a higher
king, and ilie voices of her maidens swe led
in giatcful notes the triumph of redemp-
tion.

When St. Patrick and his bishop* took
their seats in Tara, wiiat then was done?
The Register of Tara was expunged by

i three kings, three bi-hops and three an-
tiquaries. The Saw- were remodelled, and
perfect harmony reigned throughout the
land. Ireland became the granary of lit-
erature, art and sconce. Religion th*ur-
i-hed as it never has done since in any
land; the valleys bloomed with Verdure
and groaned with the weight of harvests ;

in fart, the age of St, Patrick, an 1 that
immediately succeeding, until the long

r and bloody incursions of the Danes, is al-
most beyond conception, says the able hia-

\ toriati MacUeoghegan. so distinguished j
i had it become both in religion and knowl-

edge of the sciences.
During all this period of Ireland’s glo-

ry. Rome was falling to pieces like an ill- j
constructed, disproportioned edifice, from

i its own weight. During this period, from
41*0. A. D., to the beginning of the ninth
ecntnry, Scythia was pouring forth her
bands, or hordes of mounted marauder*,
from the barren, bleak and inhospitable

• I I'tepp* s of Asia, and the snowgirted slopes
. of the I'ral Mountains And the pines

. jofScandinavia and the North, lashed by
| the Arctic wind*, marshalled the beats of

. 1 Alsrie and Attila. and moaned the dirge
j of the Mistress of the World. All that

i polished lore from the Grecian and Homan
,' civilization was entombed iu the mountain
¦ caves, those vaults cf nature, to escape

1 destruction. IMigiun. wrapped in a cloak
i of sadness. Lid its face and wept again iu
. silence. The storm subsided. At once

poured forth the sages and scholars of Irc-
f land to reclaim the lost spirit of uan, from
. the southern shores of Italy to the rock-
) Lu'.J coasts of Bntainy.
- Amidst the ruins of continental civilixa-

i tion there arose a great and wise king.
„ who caught Religion in one hand and
i Learning in the other, and led them up
. ! the ruggid path, to place them upon that
0 1 eminence from which the wrath of the
1 Barbarirn had burled tlum, and in their
ti 1 place Lad stated mutky Ignorance, with
,¦! her handmaid. Vice. Hut did he achieve

n -this alem?—unaided except by tbe reacur-
>- c 8 of bis grtal empire ? Where wctc the
e seats of learning from which all hi* na-
j lien drawk the refreshing draughts of wis-

k dom? Were they not Paris and Ticino ml
< How estne these great Universities estah-
Q li-iod, and who founded them? There
i> Undi d on the shores of France two men—-
>f two Irish men—named Claude Clement awd
Is Albinas, having accompanied them some
i* merchants, who were traflicing their warei
?f and n crcboodisc. These two meu hav-
u ing exiled themselves for the human race,

mm— Kaeaaa ¦ . a .. =

Alasanza. la 1707, H was the elite ofßer-
wWraaad the Irak that seated Philip an

throae of Spaia. When the battal-
ions of Albemarle melted before the mad>
deaed fary of Villars at Detrain, the IrisV
wore in the van. I eoold go on reciting
a succession of exploits until I would wea-
ry the padenae of the meat acetous and
attentive Utteaer, hat eaoagh has been
said termaiad you that yoar paopla are
grand enough la Ihemaelves. and that
yoar eoaatty is a nation ia spite of tyran-
¦f 7- .

¦ khttei ftwai onlyla the field T
Where n her Flood, her Correa, her
Grattan, her immortal—her great O’Con-
nell ? These are names that carry with
them eloquence, statesmanship, patriot-
ism and philanthropy. These were her
modern giants in council. ’Twas Grattan
with his volunteers who broke the com-
mercial tyranny of England, and with his
declaration of right gave Ireland her free- j
dam. Though temporary, it was sweet :
to a people that had beeu slaves for cen-
turies. It was her great O’Connell who (
thundered at the doors of the English
Parliament until he was admitted ; and
when he entered be sent his burning fo-
cures of thought, careering on the wings
of eloquence, frescoing on tbc scared j
minds of his country’s enemies, the jus- j
tice of his country's demand—melting the
heart of even tho Iron-Duke, and wreneh- j
ing from the relentless grasp of the King
rights that have been Lis people’s ever
since!

My friends is it necessary, for me to say
more cf your country aud her heroes, to
stimulate you to greater love aud patriot-
ism? You have heard all that I have ‘

said before ; many ofyou willhear it again,
and it is proper that you should. Wc
have feebly and imperfectly reviewed
your nation’s history—lives there a son
of Erin, who is afraid to turn and look
antiquity in the face?

O, ye spirits of Grattan and O’Connell
and your grand compeers, you still hover
around your green isle of the ocean—the
inspiration of your genius fills the souls of
its people! O, Ireland you arc guarded by
the spirits of your patriots, of your poets,
your warriors, year saints. The insatia-
ble vulture of tyranny and oppression
may feed upon your beautiful form and
think you are dead ; you have the clixcr
of life in the undying patriotism of youri
children. By every wound there is new
life imparted. For every rent that is
made in yoor stainless garment but expose*
the loveliness ofyoiur form, and its shreds i
mr "ovuaJyr end >
hand of humanity into JlrTnga for yoor '
harp that will one day swell forth in mel-
odious strains the anthem of your freedom, j
‘•For ererr tear roar martyrs shed—
For every sigh that rend* your breast—
For every wai' above the dead—
For every heart by aupnish prest—
For every pardon done for God—
For every patient prayer in woe—
For every kisshi); of the rod—
Ewers of tyrant Hood shall dote.

Fill p, proud Albion ! fill the bowl ?

Yonr mighty pride still haughty nurse !

Flaunt to the world yonr crimson soul!
Rut tremble ! whoa God's children carse !

ftons of fair Erin ! stricken one!
See ye that dawn ! 'Tis freedom's light !

The battle ofTruth's already won
By those who bravely keep the Right !”

Mr. Carroll was repeatedly interrupted
with storms of applause.

Skipping Elephants -A Calcutta news-
paper says: The hoisting into tbc air
atd lowering elephants into the hold of.
a ship is not only an unusual sight to'
most men but a strange experience to I
most elephants. They were lashed with :
strong ropes, slung as far as practicable i
in siiugs, hoisted up with cranes with
three-foot tackle, and lowered into the
steamer's hold like a bale cf cotton. When
in the bold, they arc placed in pens built i
of strong teak timber baulks, bolted to the j
ship’s side to prevent them from breaking
lose. The fear the animals suffered was
the only pain they underwent, and by'
watching the eyes of tho poor beasts their
terror was very manifest. Tears trickled
down their mild countenances, and they
roared with dread, more especially when
being lowered into the hold, the bottom;
of which was sanded for them to stand
upon. We arc told that one female el-|
epbaut actually fainted, and was brought

j too with a fan and many gallons of water.

¦ At sea it appears that they got into a
! curious habit of occasionally—evidently
j with a preconcerted signal—setting to;
work rocking the ship from side to side,

' by giving rhemsclvcs simultaneously, a
{ swing motion they stoed athwart ship.
; the vessel rolling heavily, as if in a sea-
way. This they would do for a spell
of an hour or more, and then desist for

| several hours until the strange freak took
j them again. When they reached port
they were hoisted out ofthe bold and swam

;on shore, thirty-five being thus safely
' landed without any accident whatever.—
I When they were released from the clings
it was a supreme moment for (he mahout,
who vaa always on the elephant,* neck

' from the time it loaches the water to

I lettieg go. As the word waa given to
* let go. each of the elephants, either from

the lightness of hia heart at being freed
; from hia floating prison, or from his own
' weight, we are not sure which—lightness
of heart, like lightness of Lead, cause elc-

' phants and men to play pranks—plunged
. down deep into the water, the mahout on

bis neck. The anxiety on the face of tba
. mabont joat one second before the plunge
f was a study; so. too, was it when elephant

, and man rose to the surface again, the
i former blowing water from bis trunk, and
f and the latter from hia non*,

i i ¦ ¦ *•- -
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( A great L;rdsbij—An iron sle:
lit.
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Irishmen, no# the great
> drama of your The p-

fidy of DiNimt is Unlike
i mst performance* comes Ant
! Henri 11. then vitk a

' forced boll to one sword¦ in the other, and n hungry fo).

> lovers at his back. patMMtea to the world
that be goes to eivlligMii christianise
yoor eoontrj I people whoee
civilisation marched siwliy side with er>

1ery nation then on eaiiPvA people who
jboasted sf their IN iktjrßkllanil nmirint i

1 of
TWllftM Thiiuplc* over Greece; and
| Cicero was adorning troth with the charms
of his eloquence, and showing his conn*
try men how invincible is justice when
properly supported. Civilise a people
who had drank deep from the fountains
of learning, when the minds of the ances-
tors of Henry and his anglo-Norman civ-

i iliters were congealed like the ice-bound i
coasts of their native Scandinavia. I fra- ,
pine, fire and sword are the instruments i
of civilization, then, my Irish friends, did I
the Great King civilise! They came; i
these Normans with their King to con-
quer. rob, to exterminate, and when they <
bearded (he Celt, in his Green Isle of the <
West, they found no cringing Saxon ready . ,
to lick the hand that smote him. but iron | i
hearts, impelling stalwart arms that flashed 1 1
in their faces the trenchant blade stained |
with the blood of the invincible Dane, j
and wreathed with the memories of Cion- i
tarf and a hundred minor glories ! 1 .

From the nign of Henry VIIIto the*
present period we find the character of the ' (
Irish people developed and presented (to ,
the world by a series of incidents that have j
no parallel in history; for treachery, ma- ' j
lignity and spoliation upon the part of ,
their enemies, and virtue, valor and in- |
tegrity on the part of the Irish. I would ,
not harrow up your hearts and inflame ' [
your resentment by narrating thj scenes ,
of horror under the Tudors. I would not j
stir up your warm and impulsive blood by ,
depicting the massacres of Dngheda. ,
Carrickfurgus and Wexford; nor would I j
allude to these terrible agonies through \
which your beautiful country passed, only i t
that I wi>b to present a contrast, and i ,
show how grand and magnificent are the \
people who have borne all this, and more, ,
and emerged from their desolation, pure t

! and unu!lied by a single act that would t
cause a shadow of shame on their brow. (

She needs no defense from my hands; )
the panegyrics ol Macauley, in defense of |
William and Mary, have by t
a Mitchell, and the iinputf ’dSp upon ,
chamcteFfif tier p£npie hj\, '

hnva |
been dissipated by the of her |
Burke, and the tradnoer sent cowering (
hack to his paymasters at Exeter Hall.

Amidst all their reverses and crucifix- j
ions of the sou!, did the sons of old Ire- |
land ever forget the valor and the glories I
of their race ? Let the Confederation of j I
Kilkenny, in 1042, and the straggle that j
followed for eight attest; let the j j
glories of Oweu Hoe O’Neill, when he j
gorged the waters at the ford of Beubstb !
with the blood of the I’uritan, attest; let ¦
the intrepid, the high-toned, chivalrous |
Sarsfield, in the breach at Limerick, at- ¦:
test; let the fidelity and unswerving ad- ; ;
hercnco to his promise, in juxtaposition to |
a faithless infraction of a solemn treaty by
his enemies at Limerick, attest. Can wc
wc not, at this moment, transport our- 1
selvesln imagination to that memorable
day ? Cap wo not see the gallant Sars-
field, standing with the treaty in one
hand, to which he had affixed Lis name, j|
and his trusty sword in the other, when i i
it is announced to him that the French 1i
fleet was already in the Shannon, and if i
he would only run his sword through the 11
instrument and send back the negotiators, i i
victory would once more crown the slan-1 i
dards of his little army, and the shamrock
of Ireland bo entwined with tbc lilies of

j France. There was a struggle to test the
I steel of a patriot! Then passed before
1 him the panorama of his country’s woes I.

He saw the starving, squallid poor in the
bogs of Connaught; be saw the defeat of

jhis fora and the probable freedom of his
country —yea —more, ambition whispered

i its sweets in his ear and he almost felt tbc
burning crown of royalty on his brow.—
Hut like a true Irishman be knew his

! country would rather wear her chains
, 1 than gain her freedom by the dishonor of ;

! her sons I He handed the instrument to ¦
i his enemies, laid down his arms and j

, marched out to be cheated by a corrupt
j parliament. The following year. IG'J3.
on the Ifhh day of July SarsfielJ and his j

, jfollowers in Exile met the English at

I Neerwindcn where be had the oppor-.
f.tunity to cross swords again with the,
. people who had defrauded him and his j

| country; he further beheld the standards ;
, of England trailed in the dust and their

scarlet ranks riven and rent before his in- ,
, ; trepid charge, and he sent pealing after ;

f ¦ them the vengeful shout “remember Lim-
, crick.” Here was glory enough for Sars-

. j field—a shot of the em my marshalled his
, gallant soul with the spirits of the brave, j
t He fought for bis country in a foreign
i land, be fell for liberty and those he loved.

• “Oh, if there he on this earthly sphere,
• A boon, an (String beaten holds dear,

t j Ti# the last libation liberty draws
, From the heart that bleeds and breaks in her

fj cause.’

e • From this time on to the present day
• I the valor of the sons of Erin is eiublaxed

j ' on the annals of nearly every civilised na-
e tioo. Go to the classic banks of the
. Rhine, the battles of Freidkgea and
a Spires, in 1702. At the latter place Nu-

gt tit’s Irish cavalry saved the fortunes of
the day. At Blenheim. when Marlboro’s
star was nearly fixed. the charge ofClare’s
dragoons shook the trembling balance of
hia fortune, and when he saw tbc famous
cavalry of Prince Eugene swept away by
the resistless charge of the Irish be, the
great Pike, trembled for his fame. At

——¦, .. -
, . -
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ed hia mfxprawHj to the solitary girl.
f*he began te feel that vbe bad found a
refuge. Rut it m not defined to en-
dure fur long.

She fee sitting at bar window
moonlight night la July. kmg after
family had retired to rest, when a#*|®j
thing white mod spectral glided aeraiSHp
luminous span* on the lawn-t*J|£#
a tall wan, not wulMs Aidvbg|jkgp>ntnu

She start* lfhk and
buried her (net in tbedraparienln the vkl-

•The gteHb* gasped, aTmoetlnaaJ-
ibly; ‘the ghost I*

Nor did the rest until the had taken re-

fuge in Mrs Moreton's room.
The old lady listened to her tale in

trembling silence.
•My desr.’ said she. ‘you are mistaken.

The dwellers of another world are never

allowed to come back to haunt this. T>ui
were asleep—you dreamed unconsciously. *

•Dear Mr*. Moreton.* persisted Marian.
*1 was as wide awake as lam now. I tell
you I saw it with my open eyes. It wae

tall and and white, and oh, how ghostly f
She shuddered as she spoke. Mr*.

Moreton soothed, explained, coaxed, but
in rain. Marian would not even go back
to her own room alone, so complete had
boon the shook

‘1 will go with you, my dear,’ said the
old lady at length.

She arose, threw on alight flannel dress-
ing-gown. and opened the dVor of her
apartment. As they stepped out into the
wide hall. Marian uttered a piercing ory.
There, full before them, stood (he ghost!

Mrs. Moreton drew Marian back into
her room, shut and locked the door, and
sank trembling on tho sofa, clasping both
her hands before her eyes.

‘Did I not tell you 7’ faltered Marian,
•flow can you esplsin away thitf

Mr*. Mon*ton bad no word of answer;
she could only rock herself backward and
forward, moaning like one in mortal pain.

‘You must not go from this room to-

night. child.’ she said. ‘Lie down Ujon
my bed, and try to real.’

Towards morning. Marian awoke from
a brief, fevered slumber, and found her-
self alone; and when she next met Mrs.
Moreton it was si the breakfast table.

Aldebcrt entered tho room lator. lie
was pale and I angoly agitated, and bie
mother looked wistfully up in hia face as
bo entered. He nodded slightly.

•At isst,’ he added.
<Tl>ank God 1’Mrs. Moreton murmured.
And Marian noticed tint neither moth-

Marian went toMrs. Moreton. a* Al-
dehert had withdrawn, and falteringly im-
parted to her her resolve to leave More-
ton Grange. Their kindness had made
it very pleasant to her; she had been
treated more as an equal than a salaried
dependant; hut the shock her nervoua
ststeni had last nighr received rendered
it imposMblc for her to remain longer.

Mrs. Moreton listened in silence.
• Aldebert,’ she said to her son, who

had just entered, ‘Miss Ashley is going to

leave ns.’
•To leave ns ! And why 7*

Involuntarily Marian’s heart leaped up,
as she saw the sudden flush upon bis psifl
forehead.

•She nw—the ghost, last night!’ said
Mr* Moreton, speaking the words with an

effoit.
•She will never see it again.’ said Al-

debert Moreton, sadly, ‘Marian’—he bad
never called lu-r Marian before, and the
word sounded strangely sweet in her ear*

—•will you come with me?*
He led her to a darkened apartment in

the disused portion of the old Orange,
where, upon a canopied couch, a corpse
lay. robed in the gsrinents of the grave !

•There is the ghost y<o saw, Marian,*
ho said.

•Who is it ?’ she faltered.
•My brother Hugh, who has long dwell

concealed within these walls, that witnes-
sed his crime and hia daily atonement of
remorse, and who is at length sot free bv
tho great pardoner, death. Immured in
necessary retirement through thu day, ho
was in the habit of seeking air sod exer-

! cisc at night; and the common poop!*,
1 who had fancied him dead in France long

I ago, and who delight in aught savoring of
superstition, believed, from an occasional

j glimpse of him. that the Grange Was

haunted. We let tho story gain credence;
better anything than divulgcnce of tho
truth. The long deception is over at laet,

j and the poor prisoner, thank Heaven, ia
set free. Last bight he roamed out. half

I delirious, in the temporary absence of his
1 nurse, returning only to die.’

| He led Marian from the room ; she
breathed more freely in the fresh air of

. the portico without,
•Marian,’ pursued Aldebert, in t low

earnest voice, ‘you will not leave the
. Grange now ? With yon nil its sunshine

would depart I*
•I will stay.’ she answered.
•Hutnot as my mother's companion,

Marian ; that must be all over Dow. Yu*
must stay heie a* my wife !*

And from the wedding day nf the heif
' of Moreton Grange a newer, brighter Ufa
dawti-d upon (he old place. As the years
crept on. ami the sound of little children's
voice* made music around the gray walla,
the shadows fi d away, and no oca save

; Aldebert find hia wife ever knew where
the murderer was laid to re.-f, af or bi*
long penance of solitude aid remorse !

Mureton Grange was I'aui.loi no Lager.

(Voted eitig’o* of the South don’t nay
••Ihan-Ply." when an ineet troubles then*
nowadays —• Go dfumdab,*' is the Myste-
rious word.

The right side of*dr nk ng-saloon; lb*
outside.

THE HAUNTED HOUSE- (,
•Only one paaveneer by the o-pniboa.’ j

said the landlady of the Grata Dragon,
as she turned away from the window j
where she had been watching lbs vehicle i
that plied to end from the railroad, aia |
arilee off. |,

Only aaa paaasager—a mH, freeh took-' |
tag girl, with gioesy ameeae of rave a ,
dark hair, aad eye* ef a liquid haael. (
Marian Ahjey was pretty, in the teal \
blooming English style; and aha was aery <
wtfopomaaht d arithal, as aha entered the
little too parlor. |

‘Can you furnish me with a conveyance
to Moreton Grange?' she asked of the f
landlady, who bustled forward to meet !

! her. t
•To-night, Mow?*
•Yes, to-night.’ • •]
•Then you must be the young lady that a

:is coming as a companion to Mrs. More-
tonT asked the hostess, with a spice of the
curiosity inherited from Mother Eve. •

( *1 am,’ said Marian, as independently y
as ifshe were an heiress. j

•It’s a long drive. Miss,* said Mrs Du- '
'cey,‘and you’d better take a bit of J
¦upper while Tom's harnessing the horse*. |

So Marian sat down to wait ; and t

\ Mrs. Ducey eyed her in a sidewise f~sh- . I
l ion as she spread the tabic.

‘She’s a nice looking gal,* thought Mrs. | u
Ducey; and Mrs. Ducey was right. Mar-,
iau looked like a queen as she sat there in ;

her sober black dress, with the coronal *
of her jetty locks wreathed about her v
marble-fair brow. •]

Marian Ashley was thinking too. She
! was wondering how this new experiment I
of hers, to earn her own living, would end. *

She was sick at heart of the bread of de- b
pcndcnco ; yet, just now, she felt bewil-
dered and strange, like a child loat in the •
woods. The only clue she had to follow was
a brief advertisement in the newspapers' *

and that had led her hither. f
She turned suddenly to Mrs. Ducey, as

that thrifty dame entered with a cold fowl, r
ham and so forth. r

‘ls Moreton Grange very far away?’
‘Four miles. Miss.* a
•It must be very lonely.* ~
Mrs. Ducey shook her head. j
•I would not like to live there—that’s

all I’vo got to say !’ ,
A tinill of apprehension ran through t

Marian’s nerve*.

•Why not r
‘Well Miss—there’s no accounting for

such things— do tell strange

ff1* 1‘
Wt

j
•Haunted T Marian’s dear bell-like

laugh ran through the room with an in- <j

dcscribable accent ofrelief. ‘What non- j
sense ! As if any one in the possession of t
their senses should credit such an idea I* \

‘Supper is ready, Miss,’ said the laud- 1 1
ladv, primly. |j

The Grange, as Marian Ashley first t
•aw it by the light of a faint spring moon, |
was a glaring red brick house, its north-
ern gables entirely draped with ivy.—
Mrs. Moreton was on the steps to greet |
the new comer—a fair, pallid old lady, ! J
with silvery cutis and a dress of pearl j
gray silk.

•I am clad to see yon, my dear,’ she j
said. ‘You must have had a dreary f
ride.* I

And Marian Ashley knew that she ]
should love her employer. <

It was all so new and strange to her.—.
The wide hall, with narrow strip* of Per- (
sian carpeting laid along their centre in ' |

I the echoing corridors, where weird faces ,
stared down at her from the canvass of .

' old family portrait*; the light streaming
! down through stained glam casement* and (
i oriels, seeming to bar the floors with scar- <
, let. gold, and deep, tremulous violet; |
| while all the dwellers in the roomy man-

sion, except the servants, were Mrs. ]
! Moreton, her son Aldebert, and herself.

Aldebert Moreton I The name was like
a knight of romance, and so was its own- ,

( er. Marian’s heart throbbed with a sin- ,
gular sensation, as she ventured once or
twice to glance slyly at him as he sat op-
posite to her at the table.

•I hope you like your room. Mi**,’said
the old housekeeper, as she glanced around 1

, the apartment to which she had conducted !
Miss Ashley.

! *ltis a beautiful room,* said Marian ;

•but it is large enough fur half a dotcu.’ j
‘The whole house ia large. Miss.*
‘Tell me,’ said Marian, drawing clover |

to the old woman, ‘what U it about this
; house being haunted ?*

Mrs. Itrcll smiled.
•People will talk. Miss,* ahe said, ‘and

it’s no use trying to stop 'em. And the I
truth is. strange things have happened |
in this bouse, although it's lau itcJ by
nothing worse than aad memories. When

. I was in mv prime, it wa a diff r< nt place. |
Master Aldebert is the last and youeg—t
of three as noble b y* as ever made an old
place glad.’

•I ‘And what has become of the others?*
>¦ ‘The eldest is dead,’ Mr*. Brett an-1

! swer J, in a whisper. *He lies iu a bloo-
: Jy grave, stricken down by the hand of

> his own brother, in a sudden fit of pas-
• mou. Poor Mr. Hugh !ho fled the eoun- 1

1 try to escape from justice, and died in
France, linearly killed my mistress, 1
aud—Hush ! there's her bell now, and 1

i must go.’
And with a harried adieu, the old house-

I keeper hastened away.
> I So this waa the history of Moreton
I Grange. Marian Ashley shuddered as
i she sat alone by the fire, fancying the
l cry of a murdered mao iu every sigh of
e the wind, aad seeing the flutter of gboel-
i ly garments*in the shadows that lu.keJ ia

, the end of the huge ro-uu.
, Yet. as the days went by, the old

Grange assumed a home-like look to her. (
f- Mr*. Morton, was all gentle sweetness,

aad AMelerl’a cbivalric kiadocaa eu leV


