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grest heart expanded, and  bis great sonl
grew greater for the glorions fature that
awaited bim. Hefled! From bondage,
this great Apostle, shivering through the
hills of Scotland and England, sought
1be ténder fave, the sweet smile and the
burhing Yove of his dear mother far away
in Armorican Gaul. But eer bé reached
ber, "ere ber loving embrace ecaught the
darling, long lost child to her bosom ; ere
he heard the gentle acornts of a mother's
voice in gladness, he caught floating on

the wings of slomber the wailing of & na- |

cried out ; ““we bavescience tosell” The' Irishmen, now"
inkabitants struck by this very pecaliarasd drama of your cot
Dot ke toe .p.u. O pntieg
ut of the gentiles
#peak the words of truth snd soberness I
They were at once taken before the :
Clnlle-‘uh b-:.ﬁo ‘t‘:‘ “Rhe
monarch canght the wi éirspeech,
and they at once found a market for their
science, as the fruit of the universities
bave mentioned so well attested.
Ladies and gevtlemen, it was said

tions be not marked on the advertisement, it | tion, and in a dream he heard the voice the inspired Milton . - % fantaild !
. will be I"Nl:du-lﬂl;forbid, and charged " wam—) : S Al illipics ~Greeee; and
il & mes- Oft sceks to pweet retired solitude, . Cicero ad g truth h
) se by e year . g L was adorning truth with the charms
mieations of a po{wnnl character | METIC Y E"“'D"'d_'“l idolatry, b‘tmd’ { !In l‘u::? :: ";:m‘m::'h."ﬂlﬂo.. of his eloquence, and showing his coun-
be charged, at the same ratez as adver-| 10 recoive the plastic touch of Divive in- |~ "'ms._.. it | trymen how invineible is justice when

spiratiorr!
Returning then to his home, Le imme-
B ssspsilcaitons iy pabitsation indet | diately prepared ln'iln.-c-lf to earry out the
be acecmpanicd with the real name of the| 2reat purpose of bisli'e.  After his conse-
author, or no attention will be paid tothem. | eration at lome he returned to the land
The real name of the anthor will not be pub-| of Lis bondage, to the ancient *‘Isle of
lished nnless desired, but we cannot consent| . oo » and in the layruage of the clo-
o insert communications unles: we know | £ = S
e weiter. quent Father Burke, **O, golden hour
amongst the hours, when the sands of the
[rish shore first embraeed snftly and lov-|
ingly the beautiful footprints of him who
preached peace and good things.”  When
Le landed he found no barbarous herd of
half naked wretches, wallowing in the
slongh and mire of vice; no unlettered
heathens worshipping beasts and  reptiles
ss the Egyptians and other aneicnt nations |
tdid before the influenee of Christianity was
made krown to them ; buta people versed
in governmeut, ruled by kings, and are- |
ligion wrapped in music looking heaven-
Xadies ard Gentlemen @ ward for 2 God from the Round Towers
Fifteen Lundred years ago when impe- | and the hill of Tara! Hardly had he
rial Rone was shaking in the sgonies of | landed before Ireland felt the influenee of
dirsolution ; when bor majestie form was | his presence. The monarch Laogare was
gracually lesing its Luge proportions by |in the habit of caliing an assembly of the |
the attrition of forees such as have mnever | privees, druids and pagan-priests in the
been bicught to bear upon any ccuntry balls of Tara. St. Patrick found this out
Yefore or when overy treasure of | and immediately procecded with Lis re- |
ert and litcrature, that kad been earvercd | tinue of assistance to this renowncd as-
frem the schools of Greece and Reme in sembly. It was a custom among the )l""
unison with the doctiives of Chiistianity, | lesians that when this assembly met, to
were puarded by the valour and iron-hand erecta large fire upon the hills ot Tara, |
of the Enperor Valentivian; when Con-|and an edict of the druids proclaimed that |
no other fire should be lighted within the
territory  of DBreah. Ignorant of this
superstitions practice, or uumindfu! of it, !
the great oy wtle ;.i?«'!u d his tent within {
full vicw of Tara, and the blazing fagots |
shot their rays throuzh the darkness of
the night, as the barning truths he after-
wards preached dispelled the shadows of |
idolatry, and shed a ray of glory around
that island, which hangs t r--l:l'\' as a bea-

con that guides Ler exiled sons ou their

ts; obituaries over tenlines in length
willbe charged at the rate of 50 cents per
square. |
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tinental Eurcje was heavicg and  tremb-
ling with the tread of the Northern bar-
barian ; there was borna cLil! of noble pa-
ventage, who was destined to be the nu-
cleus arvund which all this art, all this
literature and all this Christianity would
one day gather, when nearly extinguished
elsewhere, and send the penetrating rays |
of their salutary influence into the Crime- |
merian darkness in which the human race
would be enveloped.  This ehild was the

wcenturies, metlinks I see down the long

{ shores of Erin, it was a signal of lood;

{ the fatal, final blow on Clontarf’s bloody
ficld !

| :
And 50 it was with those men of Ire. | Properly supported. Civilize a
lend in the retirement of the manasteries; | who ‘“‘! drank dee ""f“‘ the fountains
they *‘plumed their feathers and let grow |Of learning. when the minds of the &necs-
their wings,” and swept over Euro tors of Henry and his gng‘o-No'rmsn civ-
the barbingers of joy and gladuess to the | ilizers were congealed like the ice-bound
Binan race. . b1l those mees itk d.’s!eo-su of their native Scandinavia. Ifra-
of thy joy, Erin! How majestic were your iR e : 4 A
hills ! ~ How verdant were your valleys ! -‘of emhuuon_.. t.lnen.. my Irish friends, did
How pellucid were your strcams ! Stand-  the Great King civilize! They came;
iug here to-day. at this end of the aisle of these Normans with their King to con-
i quor, rob, to exterminate, and when they
vista, marching in grand and solemn pro- fbe,’"d"d che Celt, in his Green Isle of the
cession, your saints, gour scholars, your | West, they found no eringing Saxon ready
warriors, your Druids, in harmony and | lick the hand that smote him, but iron
peaee, up to the verdant slopes of Breah  hearts, impelling stalwart arms that flashed
to the Halls of Tara, and with one voice (1 their faces the trenchant blade stained
roclaiming to future ages the glories of g .
Eour race :l; But alas ! alas! l.heg bright- [““l wreathed with the memories of Clon-
est day m old Ireland’s history was fast tarf and a hundred minor glories !
drawing to a close. Those Corsairs of :
the North, the blue-cyed, flaxen-haired ' Present period we find the eharzcter of the

worshippers of Odin; those fierce and | Irish people developed and presented ‘°:

ruthless pirates of the Baltie, the Danes, ithc world by a series of ineideuts that have

[turned the prows of their ships towar] D0 parallel in history; for treachery, ma-  said before ; many of you will hear it again,

$a T aleae o oo { lignity and spoliation upon the part of|
nnsizmltri(t;.ld. i e their encmics, and virtue, valor apnd in- |
They were an enemy worthy of the steel | {C8Tity on the part of the Irish. I would |
of the Celtic Gael ! They were the hosts | U0t barrow up your Learts aud inflame |
that cheeked the iron-crowned Charle. [YOUr resentment by narrating the scencs
magne in his attempts to conquer the Sax- | Of horror under the Tudors. I would not
ons, and when their feet first touched the | *tif up your warm sod impulsive blood by
depicting the massacres of Drogheda, |
Carrickfurgus and Wexford; nor would I|
allude to these terrible agonics through |
which your beautiful country passed, only
that I wish to present & contrast, and
show Low grand and magnificent are the
people who have borne all this, and more,
and emerged from their desolation, pure
and unsuliied by a single act that would
cause a shadow of shame on their brow.
She necds no defense from my hands;
the panegyries of Macauley, in defense of
William and Mary, have b ilenced by
a Mitchell, and the imputy "

the Shamroek, that had never yet been
pressed but by the dews of heaven, had
its cmerald form incarnadined with the
blood of the Lrave !

For two hundred years the tug of war
went on. JIn that time the dauntless in-
vader was again and again hurled back—
but, like the fabled hydra, when one was |
struck down a hLundred appeared in his
stead-—until there arose a Hercules in the
ereat and glorious Brian Boru, who struck

'|ism and philanthropy. These were her!

pine, fire and sword are the instraments

{ with the blood of the invincible Dane, |
L ri

From the rcign of Heury VIII to the I'
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Where is her Flood, her Curren. her
Grattan, ber immortal—her great O'Con-
nell? These are names that carry with
them eloquence, statesmanship, patriot-

| 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-
dom. Though temporary, it was sweet
| to a people that had been slaves for cen-
itnries. It was her great O'Connell who
| thundered at the doors of the English
{ Parliament until he was admitted ; and
| when be entcred he sent his burning fo-
‘lcnpea of thought, careering on the wings
of eloquence, frescoing on the seared
minds of his country’s enemies, the jus-
tice of his country’s demand—melting the
heart of even the Iron-Duke, and wrench-
ing from the relentless grasp of the King

e!

ine

My friends is it necessary_for me to say
more cf your country nud her heroes, to
stimulate you to greater love and patriot-
ism? You have heard all that [ have

and itis proper that you should. We
have fecbly and imperfectly revie wed
your nation’s history—lives there a son
of Erin, who is afraid to turn and look
autiquity 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
iuspiration of your genius fills the souls of
its people! O, Ireland you are guarded by
the spirits of your patriots, of your poets,
your warriors, your saints. The insatia-
ble vulture of tyranny and oppression
may feed upon your beautiful form and
think you are dead ; you have the clixer
of life in the undying patriotism of your
children. By every wound there is new
lifo imparted. For every rent that is
made in your stainless garment but exposcs

little iun parlor.

*Can you furnish me with a conveyance
to Moreton Graage?® she asked of the
landlady, who bustled forward to meet
her.

‘To-vight, Mise?

*Yes, to-night.’

‘Then you must be the young lady that |
is coming as a companion to Mrs. More- |
ton? asked the hostess, with a spice of the
curiosity inkerited from Mother Eve.

‘L am,’ said Marian, as indopendently
as if she were an heiress.

*It’s a long drive, Miss,” said Mrs. Du-
cey, ‘and you'd better take a bit of
supper while Tom’s harnessing the horses. |

So Marian sat down to wait; and
Mrs. Ducey eyed her in a sidewise fish- |
ion as she spread the table.

*She’s a nice looking gal,’ thought Mrs. |
Ducey; and Mrs. Ducey was right. Mar- |

her sober black dress, with the coronal |
of her jetty locks wreathed about her
marble-fair brow.

Marian Ashley was thinking too. She
was wondering how this new experiment |
of hers, to carn her own living, would end.
She was sick at heart of the bread of de-
pendence ; yet, just now, she felt bewil-
dered and strange, liko a child lost in the
woods. The only clue she had to follow was
a brief advertisement in the newspapers’
and that had led her hither.

She turned suddenly to Mrs. Ducey, as
that thrifty dame entered with a cold fowl,
ham and so forth.

‘Is Moreton Grange very far away ?’

‘Four milcs, Miss.’

‘Jt must be very lonely.’

Mrs. Ducey shook her head.

‘I would not like to live there—that's
all I've got to say !’

A thrill of apprchension ran through
Marian's nerves.
‘Why not ¥

‘Well Miss—tliere’s no accounting for
such lbingl.-—b_ul do  tell

Th—

great St. Patrick, the patron saint of Ire-
land, the man at whose uzme every son

! rugged paths of duty !

He came, he saw, he econquered ; but

charucter™®f tier plopie by *

Why should T dwell longer here ! Why been dissipatsd Oy "5 50

not hurry ou to other days, and drop the

-

the loyeliness of your form, and its shreds
hand of nity into strings for your | &

harp that will one day swell forth in mel-| ‘Haunted " Morian’s clear bell-like

the victories of this Christian Ca<ar were

of Erin lift< Lis voice in praise and bows
achieved without one diop of blood—a |

Lie Lead with respeet, love and gratitude.

1t is not alone Yore in the city of Auzusta ¢ nguest without a parallel in the lli:‘!ar";’
that this o scnbling of Liishmen giects of thisworld!  How was it accomplished t
the eyve on this 17:h day of March, but With the divine sword of Truth Le struck, |

in the Lalls of Tara, the foremost man of
Ireland ; the Druids hung their heads in
admiration, swept aside their flowing |
beards and raised their voices, as they |
were wont to do under their gnarled oaks, {
and proclaimed to the awe-struck n~ﬁcm-|
bly the God of the Christians.  The bards |
tuned their barps in praise of a  Ligher |
king, and the voices of her maidens swe led |
in grateful wotes the triumph of rcd\'m!v-|

everywlhcre where a son of Eiin is to be
found, er | way ey, where civilization
bas sticteled its arms You find them
gracing the courts of Eurepe—thundering
their ¢loquence in the balls of the Amer-
fean Corgress—stiking for Liberty where
liberty is in donger and braving the
storns of politienl and religious porsecu-
tion on the sunny ficlds of Listorie ltaly
In the lsnguage of the great Roman poet,
when speaking of the Tr jans after the
destruction of T'rov, © Qua: regio
noslr i non ,'- na Gdoris?” 'rmdn.\' you
are asscnbled not only to revercnee and
homor your great St. Patrick, but also)
i our de II:_\ love .L ft'h-”_\ cherished Green
{n’e of the Occan. To-day you bring
fresh «fferings aud lay thew upon the al-

tion.

Wlhen St. Patrick and his bishops took |
their seats in Tara, what then was done ?
The Register of Tara was  expunged by
three kings, three bishops and three an-
tiquaries. The laws were remodelled, and
perfeet harmony reigned throughout the
land. Ireland becawe the granary of lit-

in fterris

{ glorious epoch of Ireland’s greatness, and

veil on this eventful seene ?
OL ! it is sweet to linger around this

feast the wind on deeds of valor known to
no othicr race or wo other time! ’Tis
pleasaut, yea, inspiring to the soul to
sound the name of Brian Boru; to recall
the daring exploita of Malachi and the
¢ollar of gold; to stand awe-struck and
spell-bound, when contemplating the death
plunge that Fionall, the commander of
the Iiish fleet, made with Sitrick the Dan-
ish King, when he saw, or thought he
saw, that the death of the Dane was the
life of his coun'ry. These and such like
deeds, grasp the mind and hold it bound
in *‘rosy fetters fast,” especially wheu the
next scene is the beginning of a tragedy,
bloody, foul and treacherous. Ircland,
though freed from the invader was left in
such a state that her own sons had for-
gotten that harmony, a love which St.

Burke, and the traducer sen" eowering
back to his paymasters at Exeter Hall. vl i S Dt

foua of tho soul, did the soun of o4 Ire. | For Srry S (at ends yoar breat—
land ever forget the valor and the glories | For every heart by angnish prest—

of their race 7 Let the Confederation of | For every pardon doue for God—
Kiikenny, in 1642, and the straggle that :g: s ~osoug o et s
followed for eight yeurs. attest; let the| Rivers of lyr-unl*lloodl'mllﬁot.

glories of Owen Roe O'Neill, when he

gorged the waters at the ford of Benburb | Fill up, .”"‘.“"‘ Albion! il the bowl !
with the blood of the Puritan, attest; let| Hoa':m";'o' t‘h: L:glfl’:::':’::i‘;:;;:"":‘::f N
the intrepid, the bigh-toned, chivalrous | But tremble! when God's children curse !
Sarsficld, in the breack at Limerick, at- | Sons of fair Erin! #tricken one!

test; let the fidelity and unswerving ad- ;‘r"l'l" e that c;»grwn 'lT.; frecdom’s light !
herence to his promise, in juxtaposition to "‘.e“;;::l;‘;,o br,‘:‘.:,é.“kxgli‘h:}’;;‘..m "

a faithless infraction of a solemn treaty by | ~ il
Lis enewies at Limerick, attest. Can we

we uot, at this moment, transport our-
selvesfn imagination to that memorable
day ? Car we not see the gallant Sars-
field, stauding with the treaty in one
haud, to which he had affixed Lis namwe,

odious strains the anthem of your freedom.

Mr. Carroll was repeatedly interrupted
with storms of applause.

Surerive Everuants. —A Calcatta news-
paper says: The hoisting into the air

Patrick had planted in their hearts. We and his trusty sword in the other, when

atd lowering elephants into the hold of |

laugh ran through the room with an in-
describable accent of relicf. *What non-
sense ! As if any one in the possession of |
their scuses should eredit such an idea!

‘Supper is ready, Miss,’ said the land-
lady, primly.

The Grange, as Marian Ashley first
saw it by the light of a faint spring moon,
wae a glaring red brick house, its vorth-
ern gables entirely draped with ivy.—
Mrs. Morcton was on the steps to greet
the new comer—a fair, pallid old !ady, !
with silvery curls and a dress of pearl

gray silk.

{ am glad to sce yon, my decar,” she :
sail. *‘You maust have bkad a dreary
ride.”

And Marian Ashley knew that she
should love ber employer.

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

the echoing corridors, where wcird faces |

tar of patriotism, bedew them with atear
of sorrow and seal them with a common
bond of hope that the future is not far
distant when this burning zeal will melt
the chaina that bind your native land and
her barp will again resound with joy  di-
wine, and her shamrock shake the tear of
sorrew from its ewcrald form as in the
days of Braiu Boru!

To eondense itto one speech all that is
foteresting in the history of Ireland would |
be beyoud the finite power of man; and |
when | attempt to interest you on this oc- |
easion by rceiting some of the salicut fea-
tures in liisk Listery, aud  speak to you
of Irclaud’s great heroes, | feel asif 1 were
touching upon sacred ground. 1 feel,
when my memory recalls those in whose
footsteps | am treading, that my thewe

bas already reecived the impress of mas. | Steppes of Axis, and the snowgirted slopes
ter-winds, and ballowed by the inspira-|of the Ural Mountains
is mine to- |of Scandinavia and the North, lashed by | 'y hed to be cheated b

Y . . a , < Yermo od t count escape | Wwarched out to chea a corrupt
day, sud 1 can truthfully say it Las my | the Arctic winds, marshalled the hests of | and Dermott fied the eountry to escape ¥ P

tions of g nius. The task

erature, art and science.
ished as it never has done  since in any

and groaned with the weight of harvests ;

| torian MacGeoghegan, so distinguished

edge of the scicnces.

! construeted, disproportioned edifice, from |

Religion flour-

land ; the valleys bloomed with werdure

in fact, the age of St. Patrick, and that |
immeidiately succecding, unti! the long|
and bloody incursions of the Danes, is a!-‘
most beyond eonception, says the able his- |

- . . . |
had it become both ia religion aud knowl!-

During all this period of Treland’s glo-
ry. Rome was falling to pieces like anill-

its own weight.  During this period, from '
403, A. D, to the beginning of the ninth
century, Scythia was pouring forth her
bands, or hordes of mounted maranders,
from the barren, bleak and inhospitable

|

whole soul, for An.crican though I am, | Alaric and  Attila, and moaued the dirge

that dear old Island is the spot from which | of the Mistress of the World.
| polished lore from the Grecian and Roman

WYy apcestors sprung,

It was said by the great Shakespeare, |
that “‘there is a divivity that shapes our
ends, tough how them bow we miay,” and
pever was there a better illustration of this
maxim than in the case of St. Patrick —
Niall the Great, then movarch of Ircland,
o oue of his expeditions to the North of
Fravee, captured this boy that I have men-
tioned, who had reached his sixteenth

r, aud carried him off from his parents |
wto alavery.

All that

civilization was entombed iu the mountain

| caves, those vaults of vature, to eseape

destruction. KReligion, wrapped in a cloak
of saduess, Lid its face and wept again in
silence. The storm subsided. At onee
poured forth the sages and scholars of Ire-
land to reclaim the lost spirit of man, from
the southern shores of Italy to the rock-
bournd coasts of Britainy.

Amidst the ruins of continental ciriliza-

Delieately and tenderly | tion there arose a great and wise king,

reated by poltishad, refuded aud religicus| who caught Religion in ome hand amd
parents, Le was as little suited to act in | Learning in the other, and led them wp
the capacity of a menial as any one pos- | the rugged path, to place them wpon that

.'N{:\-uld be ; bar, fortunate
the

ly ke fell into | emivence from which the wrath of the
nda of a people whose nobility and | Barbarien bad burled them, and in their

of soul needed ounly thav wkhich i place had seated murky Ignorance, with

tvet : .
{love of purity and chastity died out in the | than gain her freedom by the dishonor of

And the pines|

it is announced to him that the French
fleet was already in the Shannon, and if
he would only run his sword through the
instrument and send back the negotiators,
victory would once more crown the stan-
dards of his little army, and the shamrock

A very interesting and at the same time | ©f Ireland be entwined with the lilies of
a very strange historic eoincidence occurs France. There b o struggle to test the
about thus period. Roderick O'Conner | steel of a patriot! Then pme(! before
was the last of Ireland’s kings; and it was | him the panorama of his country s woes !
during his reign that Dermott, King of | ile saw "h" starving, squailid poor in the
Leinster, stole the Princess of Brefuey | bogs of Connaught; he saw the defeat of
and earried her off to his castle at Ferns. | bis focs and the probable.f_mdo.u! of his
The infidelity of this woman in conjune- | cOUntry—yea—more, ambition whispered
tion with tho perfily of her treacherous | !ts sweets in Lis car and he almost felt the

now behold her Thyestean banquet; and
England as the Atreus standing by to
point out the horror to her, and when she
arose from the inhuman meal the chains
of her slavery were rivetted in links of

steel.

a ship is not only an unusual sight to
most men but a strange experience to
most elephants. They were lashed with
strong ropes, slung as far as practicable | oricls, secming to bar the floors with scare
in slings, hoisted up with cranes with |Jet, gold, and deep, tremulous " violet ;
| three-foot tackle, and lowered into the | while all the dwellers in the roomy mau.
steamer’s hold likea bale cfcotton. When | sion, except the servants, were Mrs.
in the hold, they are placed in pens built | Moreton, her son Aldcbert, and herself.
| of strong teak timber baulks, bolted to the |  Aldebert Moreton! The name was like
| ship’s side to prevent them from breaking | a knight of romauce, and so was its own-
Ilou. The fear the animals suffered was er. Marian’s heart throbbed with a sin-
the only pain they undsrwent, and by’;nhr scnsation, as she ventured once or
watching the eyes of the poor beasts their | twice to glance elyly at him as he sat op-
terror was very manifest. Tears trickled posite to her at the table.

down their mild countenances, aud they *I hope you like your room, Miss,’ said

stared down at her from the canvass of
old family portraits; the light streaming
down through stained glass casements and

{ : 5 =
lover seemed to open the door to all the burning erown of royulty on his brow.—

miseries of Ireland in the fatare. Not Butlike a true Irichman be koew his

| hearts of her people, thauk God ! They {her sons! e Landed the instrument to
tarped their faces against the horrid act, | his enemies, laid down bis arms and

| the wrath of his subjects and the vengeance | parliament. The f"“?'i"s year, 1603,
{ of Roderiek O'Couner. Now we present | 08 the lgfh d"]_ of July Sarsficld and his
followers in Exile met the Englich at

| the parallel : About the close of the eighth | 19 !
| century a Roderick was Kizg of Spain.‘x““""de“ where be bad the oppor-

| and committed an act similar to that of [ tudity to cross swords again with the
| Dermott, the names of the females were | people who bad defrauded him and bis
the samé. Count Julien, the injured country; he fu{&hcr.bcheld the standards
father, flod with revenge burning in bis|of Ergland trailed in the dust and their
heart, sought assistance from the Moors, | #eariet ranks siven and rent before his in-

bad all of that noblemess of soul and | country would rather wear her chains|

roared with dread, more especially when | the old housckeeper, a8 she glanced around
being lowered into the hold, the bottom | the apartment to which she had conducted
of which was sanded for them to stand | Miss Ashley.

{upon. We are told that one female el-|
| ephant actually faiuted, and was brought
| too with a fan and many gallons of water.
At sea it appears that they got into a
curious habit of occasionally—evident!y | to the old woman, ‘what is it about this
with a preconcerted signal—setting to| house beinz haunted ¥’

work rocking the ship from side to side,| Mrs. Brett smiled.

| *but it is large enough for half a dozen.’
“The whole house is large, Miss.
*Tell me,’ said Marian, drawing elnser

*It is a beautiful room,” saic Marian ;|

ibly; ‘tke ghost I’
or did she rest until she bad taken re-
fage in Mrs. Moreton's room.

The old lady listened to her fale in
trembling silence.

*My dear,’ said she, ‘you are mistaken.
The dwellers of another world are never
allowed to come baock to haunt this. Yon
were aslecp—you dreamed uncoascionsly.’

‘Dear Mrs. Moreton,” persisted Marian.
T was as wide awake as [ am now. Ttell
you [ saw it with my opon cyes. [t waw
tall and and white, and oh, how ghostly I’

She shuddered as she spoke. Mre.
Moreton soothed, explained, eoaxed, but
io vain. Marian would not even go back
to her own room alone, so complcte had
been the shoek.

*I will go with you, my dear,’ said the
old lady ut length.

Stie arose, threw on a light fannel dress-

ghts that have been his people’'s ever |ian looked like a queen as she sat there in | ing-gown, and opened the dbor of her

apartment.  As they stepped out wto the
wide hall, Marian uttereé a piercing ory.
There, fu!l before them, stood the ghost !

Mrs. Moreton drew Marian back into
her room, shut and locked the door, and
sank trembling on the sofa, clasping buth
her hands befure her cyes.

‘Did I not tell you' faltered Marian,
‘How can you explain away this I

Mrs. Moreton had no word of snswer;
she could only rock hersclf backward and
forward, moaning like one in mortal pain.

*You must not go from this room to-
night, child,’ she said. ‘Lie down ugon
my bed, and try to rest.’

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

Aldebert entered the room later. He
was pale and :4-angoly agitated, and his
mother looked wistfully up in_ his faco as
he cntered. He nodded slightly.

‘At lnt,“lslldﬁled.n o
“Thank God I’ Mrs. Moreton murmured,

y <

arian w a .
debert 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 3s an equal than a salaried
dependant; but the shock her mervous
svstem had last nigh? received rendered
it imposrible for her to remain longer.
Mrs. Moreton listened in silence.
+Aldebert,’ she said to her son, who
Lad just entered, *Miss Ashley is going to
leave us.’
“To leave us! And why ¥
Involuatarily Marian’s heart leaped up,
as thie saw the suddcn flush upou his pale
forchead.

+Slic saw—the ghost, last night " said

Mrs Moreton, speaking the words with an
effort.
‘She will never sec it agsin,’ said Al
debert Moreton, sadly, ‘Marian’—he had
aever called her Marian before, and the
word sounced strangely sweet in her ears
—*will you eome with me ?’

He led ber to a darkened apartmentin
the disused portion of the old Grange,
where, upon a eanopied couch, a corpse
lay, robed in the garments of the grave!

“There is the ghost you saw, Marian,’
he said.

*Who is it 7" she faltered.

My brother Hugh, who has long dwelt
concealed within these walls, that witnes-
sed his crime and his daily atonement of
remorse, and who is at length set free bv
the great pardoner, death. Immured in
necessary retirement through the day, he
was in the babit of seeking air sud exer-
cise at night; and the common people,
who had fancied him dead in France long
ago, and who delight in aught savoring of
superstition, believed, from sn oceasional
glimpse of bim, that the Grange was
haunted. We let the story gaio credence;
better anything than divulgence of the
trath. The long deception is over at lust,
and the poor prisoncr, thank ileaven, is

| by giving themselves simultsncously, a| +People will talk, Miss,” she said, ‘and
swing motion as they stocd athwart ship, |it’s no usc trying to stop ’em. And

the vessel rolling heavily, as if in a sea- ‘

way. This they would do for a spell!in this house, althoug
of an hour or more, and then desist for! nothing worse thau sad memories.

it's baunted by
When

several hours uotil the strange freak took | [ was in my prime, it was a differcnt place. '

trath is, strange things have happened |

set free. Last night ke roamed out, half
delirious, in the temporar; absence of bis
urse, returning ounly to die.’

fle led Marian from the room ; she
| breathed more freely in the fresh air of
the portico without,

*Marian,” pursued Aldcbert, in 8 low

| whom be introdueed into Spain, Ihrrc;"‘l‘id charge, and he sent pealing after | thew again. When they reached port| Master Aldebert is the last and youngest| oqrpest voice, ‘you will not leave the

| they remained for ccnturies masters of | them the vengeful shout “‘remember Lim- | they were hoisted out of the hold and swam | of three as noble boys as ever made an old | Grange now? With yousll its sunsbive

| the country. Dermott brought with bim {erick.” Here was glory evough for Sars-
! have been ever since, and there they are ! gallant soul with the spirits _ol' the brave.
to-day. Rederick, King of Spaiu, lost | He fought for bis country in a foreiga
his life, bis crown and his country as I:hndv be fell for liberty aud those he loved.
punishwent for his erimes. Roderick, | . ‘b, if i Bl
King of Ircland. lost his erown in attemp- | Atk",ﬁln“m :,?:: b::.nbo{ds'd-.r'
ting to punish erime. Does it not now | *Tis the last libation liberty draws
seem that when Reoderick O'Conmer was

secking retirement ip the quict retreats of |, e

!the English into Ireland, and there they | Beld—a shot of the encmy marshalled bis | landed without any accident whatever.— |

rom the heart that bieeds and breaks in her | the lightness of bis beart at being freed

oa shore, thirty-five being thus safcly place glad .’

*And what has becomo of the others

*“The eldest is dead,” Mrs. Brett an-

!ewercd, in a whisper. ‘He licsin a bloo-
dy grave, stricken down by the hand of
his own brother, in a sudden it of pas-
sion. Poor Mr. Hugh ! he fled the eoun-
try to escape from justice, and died in
Frasce. It mearly killed my mistress,
and—Hush ! there's her bell now, and 1

When they were released from the slings !
it was a supreme moment for the mahout,
! who was alwaye on the elepbaut,s neck
from the time it touches the water to
letticg go. Asthe word was given to
let g9, each of the elephaats, cither frowm

| from his floating prisou, or from Lis owa

s: boy slave afterwards brought them, | her baudmaid, Vice. But did he achieve
to stan p the bighest type of uobility on 4his alonc?—unaided except by the rescur-
their brow. They, bhis masters, were vo- | ces of bis greatempire? Where were the
blespot by letters patent; not by the! seats of learning from which all his pa-
ight of gold, Lut nolles made so by | tion draek the refreshing draughts of wis-
ished characters, reaching back | dom?
through the avenues of time, and of whose | Hlow came these great Universities estab-
spoestors are recorded a long succession | lished, and who founded them? There

of virtuous sctions which attraet the at- landed on the shores of Franee two men—!

tention of mankind. Juto the hands of twe Irishmen—named Clande Clementand
these people he fell, and tended the herds Albinus, baving accompanied there some

«f Sammer, aud biting, scarching cold of 3vd werchandice. These two men bav-
seven Winters. It was there that his ipg exiled themselves for the buman race,

Were they not Paris and Tieinum?; ing to bis stricken country be cried out in | Spires, in 1702, At the latter place Nu- | mahout just one second before the plunge she sat alone by the fire, fancying the

| geut’s Irish cavalry saved the fortunes of Was a study ; %0, too0, was it when elephant  ery of a murdered man in every sigh of
the day. At Blenheim, when Marlbore’s and man rose to the surface again, the the wind, and seeing the futter of ghost-
star was pearly fixed, the charge of Clare’s former blowing water from his trunk, and  ly

«f a kind master through the burning suns merchants, who were traflicing their wares

the monasteries, 8ying as be was from the
cares of empire, we can almost imagine
that be heard coming to him from away
up bere in this npiveteenth cemtury the
| voice of Ireland’s child of song, and tern-

| 8 voice of lamentation :
| “Weep on, weep, your hour is past;
Your dreams of pride are o'er;
The fatai chain is 1ound you cast,
And you are men no more.
In vain the bhero's heart bath bled;
The sage's torgne bath warsed in vain—
0, Frevdom once thy flame hath fled,

' It mever lights agaia!™

From this time on to the present day Weight, we are not sure which —lightuess

| the valor of the sons of Erin is emblazed of heart, like lightness of head, cause ele-|

'on the anvals of pearly every civilized na- ' phants and men to play pranks—planged
tion. Goto the classic banks of the down deep into the water, the mahout on
| Rbine, the battles of Freidlegea and ! his neck. The anxiety on the face of the

dragoous shook the trembling balance of and the latter from his nose.
| his fortune, and when he saw the famous |

| cavalry of Privee Eugene swept away b,’
the resistless charge of the Irish he, the

great Duke, trembled for bis fame. At T.

must go.’

And with a hurried adieu, the old house-
| keeper hasteuned away. .
| Sothis was the histery of Moreton
 Grange. Marian Ashley shuddered as

ts'in the shadows that lurked in
| the end of the huge room.

{ Yet, as the days went by, the old

| Grange assumed a home-like look to ber. :
A great birdship—An irom stezm- Mrs. Morton, was all gentle sweetness, |

and Aldebert's chivalric kiodoess eales-

would depart !’
*1 will stay,’ she answered.
| ‘Butnot as my mother's companion,
Marian ; that must be all overnow. You
must stay here as my wife !’
| And from the wedding day of the heir
of Moreton Grangs a newer, brighter life
dawned upon the old place. Asthe years
lenp( on, aud the sound of little children's
voices made music around the gray walls,
| the shadows fl«d away, and no one save
! Aldebert €nd his wife ever knew where
; the murderer was laid to rest, afer bis
long penance of solitade and remorse !
|  Moreton Grange was haat.ted no Lager.

)

Coored citizens of the South don't say

«Shon-Fly.” when an inseet troables them

i nowsdays—*"Gusrffamdah,” is the myste-
' rious word

The right side of a dr'nking-saloon; the
outside. &




