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I•lowing lsantiful lines, written by
SF r,. harl a melancholy interest at

'ps soimea ea Rome is in posses-
S•-Spoilr." They were written

•• qpe's exile at Gaeta. The last
Ip th fourth stansza alludes to his prepa-

then making, for his definition of th8e
to Conception.-Ede. Morning Star.

. PHILIP'S HbME.

Mother Mary! eur tear are sowing fast,
mighty Bete, f. lhilips home, is desolate and

beasts aherpalaces far ierer and more

tlhat lek'd the martyrs' feet in heathen days

SMothe Mar y tthat dear city was thine own,
ty esea thr'sn lamps before thine altars

crners of the asteises thy Child's sweet face and

:wont of many hearts, and daleknes out of
.mzeb. ,
Peter's eoresand Paul's sharp sword, dear Mother

I a y-ez a deep where thy St. Luke in weary

_ lahurch thou know'st so well,ialde the

-the loe o John, dear Mother! stay the haplesscity's fete.,

the sailed Patifts sake, oun Fatiae: Ln our Lord.seothe!I bid the Angel she&the his keen arvenging
sword
the Vicar of thy Sa, poor sails though he be,

with thins hoparpow by that sweet southern

the joy thou hadst in Rome, when every

Swith the eof•ely love that Philip kindled

tha t nib hLeat of his which thou didst
keP at Reee,

spe pele wats liar satheL Philip's home I

Isad b•silies, the p 'ilrims' Ratd to heaven,
the .ehu and elics tod to Ubrsllan Rmem

ties AveMarins that have rang from Out
iseldq ~thet! save t Allgrime place

1peace and power, that from St.

angry world so oft, this gloriops oity

lewlisnes of him whose gentle-hearted sway
lands are blemesig now, dear Mother Mary !

t bright whose golden light hath flashed
street and square.
long procsesons that have borne thy Jesus

lof the Saints, by tle honors that were

esiralp God hath got from many a blazing

deed of Saints that Rome hath ever seen,
is her multitudes have crown'd thee for

God hath ga•n'd from out that wondrous

or Mary! pray thy strongest prayer for

Mother Mary ! thou wilt plead for Philip's

turn the heart of Bim who turn'd St. Peter
to Rome;

wilt praythy prayer, and the battle will be won,
Lviour's sinless Mother save the City of her
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. (Continued.)
CHAPTER b EXIIU.

myold boy," said the pedlar, after
• -- partture, either wishing to derive

t from the old man, as apprehension
be had none, or desirous to keep up
i- of his companions by his liveliness,

a no use in being either sad or
_ald we can't venture to sing to raise

what would you think of another

no story teller," said Ned, "but yeou
an illigant one there beside yon" (point-
Martin).

Well, I'm sorry to bear yourself say that,"
debnny, "for it was only last week that I

tradieted Dan Heraghty, when he
youanew no more than a horse how to

s gory. He said something, too, about
writing being now but an old, shaking
that you were a botch at 'fractions, and
F r kcow how to pronounce the dative
of Mo, •eo •oec. But young fellows will

ng, and I didn't mind much what be
theugh there were others by (friends of

ppoie), that seemed to believe it all."
e band- fragtions and dative hu-

e spalpeen that I taught myself the
_ knows."

" A_ I forgot that bh said, too, thbdiyon
no more build the bridge in Caesar (I for-

- at book he mentioned) than you could
English."

the big bosthoon, that has no more
a than a goat; I'd make a bridge of his

body, the disciple-I would by-
forgive me for cursin';" the old man

S ed-his withered hand and looked, if not
s , at least not very pugnaciously in-

, my old boy, don't vex yourself about
,ie's but a young whelp, and will give
t4 and surely its no-t-r-e one day ye

spoken of. I never believe the lalf
e says, though (as I said beTore) he

do that believe it all."
f of what such an ignoramus as him

0 sy."
,choke the dog, he's not worth wast-

more words about, particularly as,
b he has certainly the gift of the gab, he
a line of the poetry in him like you or

-. l Xa' Johnny-poethry " -eRclaimed Ned
gomlderable asperity,'as he had relished
-. the matter nor manner of the pedlar's

t lusions to Dan Heraghty.
eai e , old boy; surely I've a knaek for

"Why, Johnny, rejoined Ned, rather con-contemptuously, "you can rhyme doggrel
fair enough in the way of your business, but
what do you know about the classics or the
Haithen MyIthology-about Jupiter or the
Bybile, Diana or HectoS••Venus or the Styx, or
any o' th' other ould gods or goddesses; and
how could you make a line o' rale poethry
without allusions and similys about them 1"

"A fi for goddesses and gods.
A beg I'l make, and give youen odds-
This bottle to your dhudeen black."

(Johnny drew forth from his bundle a bottle
as ample in its girth as that before produced 1

by Fergus, and full to the brim, and placing it a

before him, he continued his rhyme)-
"Without their help, that I've the knack

To spin a verse, and faster, too,
Than you. with all their aid, can do. .
The stuff-prime stuf, as I'm a sinner,
To be divided by the winner
'Mong all friends here. So now, old Bed,
Do yon a•rpese. or hang your ead,
And own yonself a beaten man,As many did. by Jack M'Csnn,
The roing blade that rhymes at pleasure,
As easy just as cloth he'l measure •I"

"Rhymes, indeed I you call them rhymes t"
said Ned, with much contempt. "Johnny,
you might measure a yard of linen or dimity
ready enough, but you don't know the first
principle o' versifyin'. Sure you have eight
yllabes in one line and nine in another, so

at it seems you didn't know how even to
reckon them on your fingers, not to talk of
your knowin' nothing at all about the feet in
a line accordin' to the measure."

"Is it that I don't know how to, measure,
you're sayila. I"

"Oh, I don't allude to the measure o' wares,
but to the measure o' poethry. But there's an
onld Latin proverb that sea-

"No Latin, Ned."
"I wont coat (quote) it, as, of coorse, you

couldn't undhersand it but it means, 'let the
cobbler not go beyond his last;' so do you,
Johnny, stick to your pack, and lave feet and
syllables, and invocations to thim that un-
dbheritand the poethry. .. a

"Invocations and syllables, and feet I oh,
murther in Irish !"

-For feet this m~Ute what eare It
'Ti. wings ws ysh wla'*r. ts ,.

So as we ersethem fhcitalto w8t,
Let us your own bould verses get,
Andv en tho' gaods and puep help 7ou,
Upon my soul think I skelp you.'

There was a burst of low laughter at this
effusion, and Ned looked, if we must tell the
truth, a little stupid after Johuny had closed,
and as if undecided whether he should accept
the challeuge or not. Theni after a moment's
pause, he wispertd into Martin Greban's ear,
"did you ever hear mny verses about the rose-
bud of Ballintubler, Martin I"

"Did I hear the winds blowin' I But don't
repate thin verses, for all that, befear that
dhroll rogue, Johnny, ud say you wor like the
piper that had but the wan tune."

"Come, Nedl, ms onlti buck, where's your
heathen gods now, and hbat value are they, if
you can't draw on them for a verse or two
when there's a demand in the market "'

"Johnny's right," said Martin, "an' now,
Ned, let's see what you can do for the honor ov
ould Ballintubber."

Ned looked up to the roof of the cavern.
then down on its floor, then to the right and
left, then simpered and looked foolish, then
turned up his eyes again, as if to catch the in-
spiration,and chaunted forth, with a serious,
though ludicrous emphasis,

"Minerva, Wisdom's goddess, shine,
And aid me. too. ~Se tuneful nine;
Bleght Phoebus also, god of day.
Incline thine aid to we, I pray.
Diana chaste, and Jun'o grand,
It's you I beg my friends to stand.
Onld Homer. blind, sung wai of Throy.
Caused by thle amorous TbrJan boy;
And Virgil. in hibs neid bould,
Of Iido and E2ueas tould:
lint if to me you will incline,
Ye gods and goddesses so imb.
Brlghbt'*ents. Jupiter, and Mars,

.,aiellons, too. that rules o'er wars,
With th' otber gods, f ye'll combine,
In junction with the tuneful nine,
To sanction nmy poor humble verse,
I will oan Irish ryme rehearse.
That shall ould home and Greecesnrpasl
As does a racer a lame ass-

'"That's a vulgar simile," said Ned, balking
in his rhyme.

"Ned's fairly beat when he's obliged.to des-
cend as low as his brother for a rhyme," ex-
claimed Jdhnny, chuckling, "isn't he, boys and
girls I"

"Why be gev up himself, sure enough,"
said Martin, the some of his rhymes
must be very grand, as mysel' couldn't und-
herstand only an' odd word in them. But,
may be if you'd let him thry agin, an' mind
his bad-"

"No! no second offers; he's as beat as ever a
badger was after a hard day's fighting. I
knew all along, with all his stuff about heathen
gods and blind poets, and the muses, that he
couldn't do it; and I only wonder he wasn't
stuck in the mud before the.third'line.

"Right well I knew the tuuefhl rhyming nine
Would not to help out eed's had verse incline.
His heathen gods too, left him on hisback.
Because they were no match for rhyming Jack.
And for his Idle hussy goddesses'
I'd cage them up in iron boddices.
Where every othr azy. esaty slut.
That turns poor silly orains should still be put;
Instead of wasting every foolish phrase,
To smear ihem thick with fatter, and praise,
Hoping they'd help nim with a drawlinag chime
Whom nature never gave the power to rhyme.

'"Do you mane-have you the assurance to
say, Johnny M'Cann, that I can't versify I"
asked Ned, in high wrath.

"I mean," rejoined the pedlar, winking at
his other comrades, "if you had any ]knack at
all, would you be obliged to fall on a lame
jack ase for a rhyme t Oh, Ned, Ned, I wouldn't
wisli for a baloon, poor as I am, that Dan
Heraghty was listeniug to you a while ago,
when you were so completely floored."

"Why, Johnny, you're almost as big an ig-
noramus as that spalpeen himself, to think
you could sack me in rhyming, because I
stumbled in one line."

"Come, Ned, own yourself well thrashed,
like a man, or we must put it to the vote. For
the matter of that, I don't doubt but I can flog

,on to day in Latin as well as in the rhym-

TYoe speak Latin I" exclaimed Ned, opening
his eyes wide with astonishment, "wy, you

couldn't talk-a uyllable o'that grand an uget
if you were to get all Ireland for it. 111 bet'
you this ancient silver snuff-box that I got a
from Sir Edmund-regaiescat in pace, that is,
'may be rest in pace'-to your scissors and tape a
(for measuring), that you can't talk a word of t
even bog-Latin."n a

"Done, Ned-it's a bet; and mind I'll keep a
you to it; boys and girls be witnesses. Now, |
Ned, isn't whiskey good Latin for goose I" And a
he uncorked the -mple bottle. a

"Ned's lost his bet fairly," wasresoed round.
"Well then, as I'm the conqLor. _IP11 be a

generous and leave Ned his owfstakes. But f
surely I've a right to divide the liquor " "

"Sure enough-sure enough."
Johnny now produced also from his wallet a b

small tin measure, and the liquor was again a
passed round, Ned now completely restored to t
good humor, taking his share as willingly and I
as merrily es the rest. t

"Never mind Johnny, afther all,Ned aric."
whispered Martin, "some o' your rhymes was s
grander than anything he could give." --- I

"No shame for them either," whispered Ned, I
"seein' they were composed long ago as the a
openin' ov a grand poem about Roderic O'Con- I
nor and Brefune. But between ourselves, that J
Johnny is theiivel himself at ready rhymnin'."

The pedlar had now completely succeeded in
his ain,, namely to banish despondency for the t
present, from the mindspf the fugitives, and a
cheer for a while, at least, their spirits. Even s
the children had enjoyed the heea encounter
of words, though they could compreheod, of a
course, only a p on of them. For Johnny e
himself, though e was, as we have seen, un-
der provocation, deeply stained with one of
the characteristic pasesions f his countrymen,
revenge he was, in other respects, of that en- I
viable dispositioti, that neither too much fears a
the future, thar regret the past. 1

He was flinging out an additional jest at I
Ned's expense, when they were all startled by
a rustling noise ahovg them. But the next
moment a fbx's head showed itself, peeritig
through a crevice in the roof of the cave,
which had been previously concealed from
their view by tangled briars and furse and
thr. Reynd, ever t n r yin ther

add to thb occJ ets. d-wltb-
tween hisdleg, sneake quietly off to a near
hedge, to await their departure.

" Well, Ned," observed Johnny, " Reynard
sneaking away with his tail between his legs,
'11 make a better sinile for you again than t.ie
lame ass, when you're hard set."

" Joke away, masther Johnny, as you sacked
me in the Latin, I give up intirely to you."

"Well, we'll all keep the secret from Dan
Heraghty, at all events."

Leave we now the occupants of the cave to
passe as they may the next two hours-the I
they were ever to slend on Irish ground-to
look after other characters of our tale.

CHAI'TEt XXXIV.

At about half a league's distance from the
point of Kilglass, the main road ceased, and a
rocky borens succeeded, which, for some dis-
tance, was in winter the bed of a torrent.

' Aylmner, I think your f rlows had beotter
dismounht here," said Sir John, addressingit the
caeptain; "yourself and myself, with lin rke
and Dixon, can keep the saddle till we meet
thmore obstruction than those stone ditches."

The men diismounted at the word of com-
niand, each leading his horse, advanced slowly
along the borceat, according to orders.

"Now, siroah," exclasimed the baronet to the
forced guide, "lead us on btiskly, and at your
peril, by the shortest direction to the point."

Butl, your honor," said the frigbtened
pealsant, " I told you afore I don't know those
parts well at all."

" We'll soon make you know them, rascal,
with a touch of the steel-Ayluier, your glass
for a moment; have youn perceived anything

-in the little ofling 1"
"No, Sir John," replied Aylmer, reaching

over the glass. The wind had risen consider-
ably, and the clouds and vapor from the ocean
had thickened and extended, and now hung,
like a dense curtain, between earth and sky,
shutting out all objects to seaward, except
that they were occasionally swayed to and f-o
by the wind, like the waving of drapery,'when
a momentary glimpse of the sea beyond might
be caught for a short reach.

After looking intently for a moment or two,
Sir John reached back the glass to the captain,
exclaiming eagerly: "Yes, she's there still,
and we're all right. I see what I conceive to
be her mash above the hilly point. Now, ras-
cal, can we reach Kilglass without doubling
round that cursed strand-eh t"

" Mysel' knows nothin' at all at all, about
the say or the strand-'here, yer honor, if you
wor to kill me out an' out, barrin' to take the
road afore our eyes round the point."

"rThe omadhawn is tellin the truth to yer
honor; what d the like orv him know about
the shore t" said a voice from behind a near
hedge. The speaker, a tall young than, was
standing with his arms resting on a spade with
which he had been apparently ditching, and
looking over the hedge at the party, though
he had not been perceived before by Sir John
or his comrades, in their eagerness to observe
the appearances about the point.

" Hal then you, I presume, know those in-
lets well-eh 1" said Sir John, dashing up to
the point of the hedge over which the speaker's
head appeared.

"As well as I know my right hand, yer hon-
or."

"Then you'r our man-can we reach the
point beyond withont rounding the strand '"

"The point o' Kilglass, yer honor?"
" The same."
"Why there is a place the strand can lie

crassed aisily, thonugh the bottom is only mid
everywhere else; but it's not many knows that
place, ni' it's only in.very dhry weather like
this it could be crassed at all ?"

" And can we reach the strand and cross it
without quitting our horses, sirrab-eb 1"

"1Faix, yer honor, by takin' a few bould leps

an' tumnblin' an oid wall, )e'll alsy enoughget to the sthrand, an' the place I knows whole
ridgmeut o' horse could crass it together. But
what am.I to get, yer honor, for briugin' ye
acrass an' lavin' my work ?"

"Your reward shall be a bullet-through the
body, or to be ahortened of your head b

broad-sword ouqt. If you waste any more time I
'In asking qiastions. So out and forward at
once.a

Sbemus Fadbl for he it was, either was, or
affected to be'fe tHSed for an insta t. The t
next, however,.ll jumped across thi edge,
and calling euahIs comrade, a younger d
slighter map-la fact, no other than our
quaintance, Tony Grehan-to ling by his spade
and follow him, he pushed boldly forward
alongside i8r John and bhis three companions.

" Now, then," said Sir John "as I see you
are a illing and fabrlessrasa'i, you shall have
five giness if yon pilot us smoothly and
quietly.n

The troopers were directed to lead their
horses still and dear away, as rapidly as pos-
sible, any bsataea• that might intervene be-
tween them and the loint of the strand, to-
wards which 81 John and the captain, with I
their two comp•nionshbould precede them- a

"" Well I'm s're'I saw that 'ere feller wot's
with i8r John gnd the captain afore," asaid I
Heavisides, addressing Donald Fraser, and 1
pointing to Sh ~- 'Aint he like the lad
as was shot last atunm comin' hout o' the
Mas-placef" tontisned the troop-serjeant-ma-
jqr, after. havin• •again elosely regarded the
person of the y

"Wesel," reJmi P&us, whose eye had
taken theesame ion "I winna say ye're
a' the glther.ep g. dertes the lad has an

nuco likenest pee ehobiel, wha met wi the ac-
cident in the s-place. But, gin it's the
same men, he at ha' tbrav weel since, as
yen's a s sppln'-eummer ago."

" Pen s " sada TI* Murphy, Fraser's
comr. oubt at all but yoursel'

and the t b,serjeant, though
if it's t 0i"Jut as no other, he must
surely the of thosand to git over
his sh olL' I helped to carry

him *p patient he was,
with s a' , nsee nopos akin,

(tha'Q ), a not grown a

whethet she was papistical, prelal ei SO-
venanted."

Sir John and Almyer dashed gallantly over
the obstructing walls and hedges. Charley,
too by the aid of a gelding, that pushed him-
elf through the stone fences, or clambered,

cat-like, over the, earthen ones, kept nearly
parallel with them, with the trifling mishap of
a few insignificant falls. But what between
having a wayward animal that shied at every
little obstacle, and his own bad horsemanship,

obliged him to search for gaps when-
ever he met a fence, and even to dismount
when he found none, the curate was consider-
ably behind when his companions reached the
strand; even the dismounted dragoons was
there somue minutes before-him.

"Now, Aylmer," iaid Sir John, as the dra-
goons came up to the beach, "order your fel-
lows to mount."

" The curate is not near nus," observed Ayl-
mer.

"N , nmatter. We can't lose time and he can
follow ua-Ayltuer, your glass again for an in-
nttant."

The glass was again handed to him; but af-
ter applyinig it to his eye for a mpment, the
baronet dtung it back exclaiming, "there is no
use of tryiing to see anything through those
cursed clods--they are growing as black as
itk. But he can't have stirred since weaaw
her before. Hallo, sirrah (to the guide) Ilad
the way and-ihark you, Aylmer, are your fel-
lows' arms in good condition i'

"They have been just examined, Sir John,
and are in prime order."

"Then let a .bullet be sent through that fol-
low or let him be cloven to the chin, if you
perceive the shadow of anything suspicious
about his movements-you hear what I say:
dlow on, sirrah."

" By eais are wide awake, yer honor; an' I
suppose you wish me to bring you to that

mmnugglin' vessel behind the point."
" Never mind yoursuppositions, for fear your

ears should be shortened, but lead on."
"Why, I only mintioned it, yer honor, be-

kase if that's wjhat you wanted, after crassin'
the sthrand, I could take ye a shorter cut than
goin' round by the shore; and sure enougli;it's
glad we'd be hereabouts, if yer honor was
goin' to banish the impident vagabones, that
there's no livin' with since they kem to theSpoint, with their dhrinkin' an' impidence, an'

haulin' about poor peoples' wives and sweet-
hearts."

"No more words, but push on."
(To be continued.)

The London Tinen publishes the following portion of
the report of an Enaglish 9urgeon to Chinas, as to the
cruelties there inflled on converts to the Cathollo
Sfaith. About 'rotestant converts the Chinese do not
I seem to bother themselves: "At the request of the
French Minister, four Roman Catholic converts have
been removed from the yamen to the foreign settlement.
One is an old man over sixty years Of age. They have
all been more or less tortured in various ways, and pre-
sent a perfectly horrible appearance, their bodies fear-
fully emaciated, and covered with gangrenous sores
filled with maggots. One man has been placed on a
-rack, and all his oints cracked. Anotherhas beenbeat-
en so severely on the hands and feet that the tendons
are exposed. There are still in the yamen three men
anld six women, converts, but these are in such a deplor-
able state that the authorities dare not move them. One

of these women has had needles driven underneath her

finger nails, and her body eprlnkled over with drops of
t boiling oil. Another, a y~e'n g girl ared 16 years, has

had all her fingers chopped off b) o, as piece. Ii is re.

ported that they have suffered other tue,,n hies to. her
t rible for publication.

AaCumatsnor S mnno -The latest news that bma

reached tbhis oeu of the movemdite of the Arche
biasbp of Baltimore, represent him as prdsadlng over a
convseetlon of the BiLhops of Swierla•nd, met together
at Geneva, er the purpeseof prtotstiLag agelss the •-
esiptll ee ofRa by t!he Up of the iubsterag Vi-Str amma l.

False Sympathy.

There is, notwithstanding the perversity I
of human nature, much that the species a
may be proud of and thankful for. But
unfortunately we are constantly called

pon to deplore pitiable exhibitions of
i man frailty and mental imbecility. The o
ex~e tion of Margaret Waters, the baby- iI
farming murderess, in England, is a case
in point.

Great exertions were made to have this o
woman reprieved. Because there were a
persons who ,happen to have particularly o
sentimental views on the subject of capital b
punishment, they have not ceased to ring b

the changes on the barbarity of executions.
One reason of commiseration urged was at
that the culprit was a woman, and as such, d
should not be put to death on the scaffold.
The full force of this is confined to those
who urged it. Another reason for lenienoy b
was, that her victims, if indeed they were a1
her victims, were only children. That r
each a notion should be held by any large ,
number, would seem to be hardly credible. ii
They forget that the commandment, "Thou P
shalt pot kill," is binding on all, and at all
times. The delusion on this head can only b
be uprooted by dimonstrating what the fS
law of murder is in the eight of the law, t
if they are unwilling to learn what it is in d
the sight of God. YeA, although there was n

sympathy is shownbotia s religion and
politips. Italy's sentimental grievance is b
fooled to the top of its bent, and English a
gold aids the Italians in making Italy one, '

whole and indivisible. But Ireland's real
ills are passed over, and her aspirations v
after freedom, her demands to be treated I
with at least simple justice, are ignored or
stamped out with an iron heel. An united a
Germany is hailed as the noblest idea of t
the day, but the notion of an India self- t
government by her native princes is scouted
as impious and sacrilegious. For starving s
Ireland, in her years of famine, money is I
tardily voted by the Government on strin-
gent conditions, and the deficiencies sup-

plied from English pockets only on the un-
derstanding that none but Protestants and i

"converts" from Romanism should be re- r
lieved. Nay, English public vessels could t
not be made available when generous I
hearts on this side of the Atlantic would
gladly freight them with breadstuff. Os-
tentation, therefore, and sentimentality, to
say nothing of inconsistency and injustice I
of the grossest, too often enter into British
anoLion of mercy. In the same way, mis- i
sionary societies and souper confraternities 1
nmanage to feather their nests well at the It expense of a credulous public, Which pre-

r fers to see the natives of Borrioboula-Gha I
supplied with red shirts and moral pocket- I
handkerchiefs, to doing anything towards
abolishing the festering, seething mass of
wickedness which every day discloses itself I
in every English town and the cottages of
laborers, and thinks that there is greater
glory in perverting one little Irish peasant I
boy from faith to infidelity than in evan-
gelising the courts of London or educating
the street Arabs. With regard to the senti-

r mentality in behalf of Margaret Waters, the
baby murderess, the Weekly Reqister says:

In any case, the last words of Margaret
Waters, that if there were no illegitimate

children, there would be no baby-farmers,
ought to be laid to heart, and some means I

e devised to put the system down forever, I
even if it should come to registering nurses
for the reception of the poor infants. A

, Catholic cannot but be at once prompted
to recommend a return to the old religious
system of the past, and would fain see, as
, of old, the basket hung outside the door,

and the bell handle close by the " turn," so
that at the sound of the bell the poor vic-
tinis of man's deceit and iniquity might be
r enabled to see the only trice-s of her fall
removed, and, taking heart of grace at her

, fresh chance of reformation, mighlt go off
.comfortoed to sin no more.
r She deserved her fate, but there were
those who ought to have swung with her-
those whom the Government, out of respect

, for the class from which its members are
SI taken, refused to expose, lest haply, one

a member suffering, the whole body shouldSsuffer with it. In the name of common
. justice, in the same of humanity and reli-
c. gl as Catholic sad jouroaliets, we sol-

proeaeslt aglasinst sanch astate of things,

and demand that the reproach as her a
longer be thrown in otr teeth that ii '.-s
land there is one laW fir the risk asPm-
other for the poor.

t ltaglish tbert in rauisadl.

It will be remembered that lmasedetptlr
on the collapse of the Fenian insamreeea.
in Ireland, in 1867, the Brtis•hgover -
suspended the Habeas Obrp•s, and the P- --
liament passed an set authorizing them-
rest of say person discovered In the set sa
of the proclaimed districts after dark. Ptb
along time this act resmained adead-ltest. "
owing to the orderly behavior of the -pea r.
but of late some Dogberry, who repsesai s-
Her Majesty in a town qalled Kells, gat 1kr

effect, and assured his unfortunate fea•a
subjects that the act, if it slept, wi set e
dead. On this piece of infamy tie Dubli•.
Irishman makes the followin .renmarts .-.

Hitherto the tranquilityeof Ireland bee
been, if we may use the expres'io to•r
strong even for the provisions of the
rine Act. In their good oide~tra@ pea.--
fulness the people have exzhlbtedaesswer
resistance to its despotism whibclparmnade
it a dead letter. At last, Iuweverj, d
police have found an oocasion for seaiatd-
lug us of the amount of liberty we asallr
enjoy. Seven young men havws- bne
brought up before the' magistrates.a•k lls.
for being in the streets of abab teoanafle
twelve o'clock at night. The- od*a
one which subjected them in tihle t
discretion of the magistrates to Iupeil m-
I ment for six months. 8i o rf to••p -we-

after twelve ..o'elck, they t t
that criminality the forther aei sum
heinous enormity of wandering. L the-
I street4 of the town. Fdr this ntuaslethe
were seized by the police •adeaman4 d w
to prison. We infer from. the mePss- P-
port, which nppeare ia the papp~ tis•-
a were detained there for seveeake• -

I Finally, they were brought- efore e-
r magistrates at Petty Sessioaam tbl• were-
put to their oath to give a satishfdesok
account of themselves, and baviuag.luuo so-

f to the perfect satisfaction of the mhagietate,.
they were discharged.

It is, perhaps, one of the weot a~egsa.,e*
the degradation of the country the• this.

g monstrous outrage upon our pslie••pe o"*
a liberty is passed over as a mattes of odssare-
A meagre report of it is thrust into. as
corner of the papers, headed, "First Pros-
ecution under the Peace PreservatitaO
Act," and this it all. The frst rtging *•s
I the curfew bell, in this free country, Is
really a matter of no note.

Yet, the. Irish nation bitterly note it ass ..
the first fruits of that infamous Coerceiom

s Bill which we owe to the blessed Gladstone'
Mblinistry, and their lay and clericaL ieodl-
jutors in Ireland. It is "the mesmeeger- of

nce," the forerunner of innaumowei--
0 ablsings of the same nature as tbe ie-

primonment of these inuocet hnd dams- e-
less young men. Fortunately for thee,. sJ
there was no excitement of terror gftir - ,
t- lug among the magistrates on.tse bea ".

a Had the very same incident oecurred a
period when sociat alarm disturbed L ,•
serenity of the higher classes of KeTs; hid
a gentleman's bailiff been beaten, or soe.

a bob-goblin story of Fenianism file•d oit•
ladies with fright, every one of theme
young men would, most assure haven.
been io jail for six months, for the bemIuam

If offence of being out of their beds at gpal-If night, when away from home. -

And this is Irish liberty! This is.t-
law underawth we Irishmen live I. T.hesk

"r is not one of us, from the hg)est to- the-
at lowest, who is not liable to i ragged to.

prison by the pollee if 1e happes to 9*-
tare abroad after sunset.~ ; -hoar aA-

g sunset is the limit of the time fixed b tha
i- Algerine Act. If he hepps to be -
1e ular with the stipendiary magistrate ahe-

fore whom heis brought, it will fae-wailS
with him if he is not locked up in. p s3s

it for six months.
We have almost fortettum tiha the.-

was a seventh young man whose fate was.
s somewhat different. It is, however,, i•

r, structive to observe that this poor ye. -*.
is was a townsman. He was sent tli, j IS r
Aa fortnight ! The excuse was that hae dad a smwll ronue in his pocket. He atmnteds

is pto account for it by saying that baLihas•

as drinking in a public house, and s•aginga.
little too late wade his way out overa.w al

o and that in doing so he displaced some ! 
c- tones, one of which fell into the poske.of.

) his coat. Thereupon the owner of the pub-
I1 lic- house was brought before she beash f

r tined 'in the sum of ten shilinoga d
if threatened with the withdrawal of heam i
cease-we presume if ever again any yoems

re man went from her home or laUse atIea
sunset into the streets.

et We must leave the picture as we L•tik•
re Happy, happy, town of Kells, blessem
we with a Liberal ministry, a paternal Go•e -w

Id mot, and the freest Constitatiop on e eas~.
S Happy, bhappy lrelao, blessed iL

i to whchhe frst notes of the earfw baeM
.1 bars rang from your fredly raue thrs


