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The following heantiful lines, written by
her Faber, have a melancholy interest at
present moment, when Rome is in posses-
“of the *Bpoiler.” They were written

ng the Pope’s exile at Gaeta. The last
3¢ in the fourth stanza slludes to his prepa-
ns, then making, for his definition of the
culate Conception.—Eds. Morning Star.

‘§T. PHILIFS HOME.

! Mother Mary ! our tears ave flowlng fast,
'-:.ght:vm Bt. Phulip's bome, is desolate snd

s +rild beasts in | -
hi?‘ in her palaces far florcer and mors

. t:inrm Hok'd the martyre’ feet in hoathen days

fary! Mother I' that dear city was thine own,

brightly once & d lamps before thine altars
3

cerners of the streets thy Child's sweot face and

Barmed evil out of meny hearts, and darkness out of
mina. -

by Peter's cross and Paul's sharp sword, dear Mother
E"i | pray—
the dungeon deep where thy Bt. Luke in weary
durgace lay,
by the Ehmh ihen know'st so weil, beside the
Latin Gate, :
, dear Mother! stay the hapless

the love of John
olty's fate.

or the sxtled Pontifi"s sake, onr Father dnd onr Lord.
Mother! bid the Angel sheathe his keom aveuging
| sword

3
the Vicar of thy Bom, xile though he be,
waled with thjn: :.mﬂ"..':n,"
Bos.

square
re'd wlm: the fire of bely love that Philip kindled
by that thro Beart of
Jp“mm:bina rt of his which thou didst
% not the spoiler waste dear Father Philip's home |
b by the dread basilicas, the plmuu‘ to beaven,
all ﬂ: shrines and relics to Christian Rome
/ ven f
ounniless Ave-Mariss that have rung from out
18 LOWETR, _ e
Peter's threahold; Mother ! save this pilgrims’ place
ﬁ' dury)

'dghair 1“
dﬂ.ll'd. the angry world so oft, this glorious city

)

' peace and power, that from &t

i ’ 1 : wllnm of him whose gentle-hearted swiy
7 i usand lande are blessing now, desr Mother Mary !
; wy s

i prants bright whose golden light hath flashed

l street sguare,
long prnoua?un. that have borne thy Jesua
‘of the Saints, by the honors that were

worship God hath got from many a blazing
‘shrine,

‘herolo deeds of Saiots that Rome hath ever seen,
the fimes her maltitudes have crown'i thee fur

'ﬁj”GDﬂ- hath gain'd from out that wond 'rous

% !iul'.her Mary ! pray thy strongest prayer for

4 Mother Mary ! thou wilt plead for Philip's
‘home,
wilt turn the heart of Him who turn'd Bt Peter

B me
1 wilt pray thy prayer, and the battle will be won,
1 our's smless Mother save the City of her

THE PRIEST HUNTER,
Irish Tale ome Penal Times.

BY M. ARCHDEACON, E8.

fiin {Continved.)
‘ CHAPTER XXXIIT.
‘Now, my old boy,” said the pedlar, after
‘departure, either wishing to derive
sment from the old man, as apprebension
i ¢ Pel‘ he bad none, or desirous to keep up
he %liu of his eompanions by bis liveliness,
‘1' ere’s mo muse in being either sad or
o1l {, and we can’t venture tosing to raise
hearts, what would you thiok of another

"U
: n no story teller,” said Ned, “but you
mve an illigant one there beside you” (point-
Etn Martin). 3
B - “Well, I'm sorry to hear yourself say that,”
aid Jobnny, “for it was only last week that I
Hflatly contradicted Dan Heraghty, when he
lenid that yon knew no more thau a horse how to
ell & story. He said something, too, about
Fyour writing being now but an old, shaking
fhand; that you were a botch at fractions, and
dn't know how to promounce the dative
of hic, heee, hoe. But young fellows will
) talking, and Idido’t mind much what he
d, thongh there were others by (friends of
? ’I.npiose}, that seemed to believe it all”
A shakeu’ band— fragtiozs and dative hu-
4o/ The spalpeen that I tanght myself the
[Btlo lr knows.” i
"#And I forgot that hé eaid, too, thst ‘you
14 1o more build the bridge in Ciesar (I for-
what book he mentioned) than you conld
ood English” .
MOh, the big bosthoon, that has no more
brisins than a goat; I'd make a bridgeof his
orooked Lody, the disciple—I would by
Ggd forgive me for cursin’;” the old man
clanphed his withered hand and looked, if not
_m.él:!, at leaat not very pugnaciously in-
E . oh, my old boy, don't vex yourself abont
him. He's but a young whelp, and will give
ngues and surely its noi the one day ye
opld be spoken of. I mncver believe &]m half
of w tie says, though (ae I said belore) he

@ be,
that sweet sonthern |,

, by the joy thon hadst in Roms, when évery stredt]

“Why, Jobnny,” rejoined Ned, rather con-
contemptnonsly, * you can rhyme doggrel
foir enough in the way of your {ruaineas, 11t
what do yoa know about the classics or the
Haithen Mythology—abont Jupiter or the
8ybils, Diava or Hector, Venus or the Styx, or
any o' th’ other ould gods or goddesses; and
how could you make s line o' rale poethry
withoot allnsions and similys aboot them
A Aig for goddesses and gods,

A bet 1'll make, and give yon odds—

This bottle 1o your dhudeen black."

drew forth from his bundle a botile
as ample in its girth as that before produced
by Fergus, and full to the brim, and placing it
before him, be continuned his rhyme)—

HWithont thelr help, that I've sbe knaclk

To apin & versa, and faster,

Than yoit, with all their aid, ran do. .

The einff—prime stuff, oé 1'm a sinner,

To be divided by the winner

'Moug sll friends here- So now, old Ned,

Do yuu agree, or hang your head,

Ana own yoursell s beaten man,

Ap many did, by Jack M'Cann,

The m{ng hlm{o that rl:?'men at pleasure,

Ay eany just aa cloth he'd messure ™ *
“Rhyme!. indeed ! you call them rhymes?”
said Ned, with much contempt. ‘“Johuny,
vyou might weasure a yard of linen or dimicty
ready enongh, bnt you don’t know the first
prineiple o versifyin’. BSure you have eight
gyllables in one line and nine in another, so
that it seems you diln’t know how even to
reckon them on your fingers, not to talk of
your knowln’ nothing at all about the fees in
a line accordin’ to the measure.”

“Ty it that I doo’t kuow Low to. measure,
you're saying 1

a0h, I dou't allade to the measure o' wares,
but to the messure o' poethry. But there’s an
onld Latin proverb that ses —

“No Latin, Ned.”

“] wont coat (quote) it, as, of coorse, you
couldn't updherstand i, bat it means, ‘let the
cobbler not go beyond his lasty sode you,
Johnny, stick to your (;aek, and lave feet and
gyllables, and invoestions te thim that on-
erstand the poethry.”

“Invocations, and e¥llables, and feet!
murther in Irish 3

“For fect this minnts what care X1

"Tis u‘f’i‘::n wa wint whon we wonld ¥,:0 )

Andwenths we oss when we ars digy:

8o an we're them inclived to wet,

Let us your own bould verses gut,

Amnd ev'nthe’ gnds sud s})ﬂlﬂ"l Lelp you,

Upon my sonl I thiek I'l skelp you.
There was a burst of low laughter ot this
effusion, and Ned looked, if we wuat tell the
truth, alittle stupid after Jobuny had clesed,
aud as if nndecided whether he should accept
the challenge or not. Then after a moment's
pause, he wispered into Martin Grehan's ear,
“qdid yon ever Lear my verses about the rose-
bud of Ballintuliber, Martin 17

“Did I bear the winds blowin’? DBut don’t
repate thim verses, for all that, befear thot
dhroll rogue, Jobnuy, nd say yon wor like the
piper that had but the wan tone.”

“Come, Ned, my onld bne
heathen gods now, and what va
you cau't draw on them for a verse
when there's a demand in the market T

“Johnny’s right,' eaid Martin, “aun’ now,
Ned, let's see what you eaudo for the hounor ov
ould Ballintubles”

Ned looked up to the roof of the cavern.
theu down omn its floor, then to the right and
left, then simpered and looked foolish, then
turned up Lis eyes again, as if to cateh the in-
spiration, . and channted forth, with a serous,
tgmmh ludicrous emphasis,

“Minerva, Wisdom's goddess, shine,
i too, ye tuneful nine;
us also, god of duy,

{Jolnn

oh

where's yonr
e are they, if
or two
N

Incline th ald 10 e, 1 pray.
Diana chaste, oo grand,
Iu's you I beg friemda to stand.

Ould Homer, blind, sung was of Throy,
Caaged by the smorons Threjan boy;
And Virgil, in bis Eneid boukd,

Of Dide and Aueas tould,

Ttut if vo me you will o

Yo gods and goddesses so fide,

Bright & enus. Jupiter, and Mara,
_Bellona. too, that rules o'er wars,

With th' other gads, i ye'll combine,

In junetion with the tunefol nine,

To sanction my poer humble verse,

1 will an Irish ryme rebearso,

That shall ould Beme and Greecs snrpass

An dops a racer & lame ass—

“That's a valgar simile,” said Ned, balking
in his rhyme.

“Neid's fairly beat when he's obliged to des-
cend as low as his brother for a rhyme,” ex-
claimed Jduinny, chuekling, “isn’t e, boys and
girls 17
“Why he gev up himself, sure enough,”
said gi'nrt-irl, tho' some of his rhymes
must be very grand, as mysel' eouldo’t und-
herstand only an' odd word in them. But,
may be if you'd let him thry agin, an’ mind
his hand ”

“No! no second offers; he's na beat ns ever a
badger was after a hard day’s fighting. I
knew all along, withall bisstuff about heathen
gods, and blind poots, and the muses, that he
couldu’t do it; and I only wonder he wasn't
stueck in the mud before the third Tine.

“Right well T knew the tuneful thyming nine
Would not to help ont Ned's bad verse incline.
His heatben geds too, left him on his bacik,
TBecause they were no match for rhyming Jack,
And for his f-l!o huray goddesacs’

1'd cage them up iuiron boddices,

Where every other lazy, cmasy siut, -~
That turns poor silly brains should still be put;
Instead of wasting every foolish phrase,

To smear them thick with fiatters and prajso,
Hoping they im with s drawling chime
Whom nanture pever gave the power to rthyme.

“Do yon mane—have you the assurance to

hns ds thint believe it all.”
y o half of what such an ignoramus as him

would aay.”
“Phe’, choke the d}np;, he's not worth wast-
fngany more words abont, particalarly as,
thokg

I

b he has certainly the gift of the gab, he
a line of the poetry in bhim like you or

me, ald boy.” o
You, Johnny—poethry!” - exclaimed Ned
with considerable asperity,‘as he had relished
pither the matter nor manner of the pedlar's

ireoent alinsions to Dan Heraghty.

aay, Johnoy M’Canpn, that I can't veraify 1"
nsked Ned, inbhigh wrath.

“[ mean,” 1ejoined the pedlar, winking at
his other eomrades, “if you had any knack at
all, wonld you be obliged to fall ona Inme
jack ass for a rhyme? Ob, Ned, Ned, I wouldu't
wishi for a Dbaloon, poor as I am, that Dan
| Heraghty was listening to yon a while ago,

when you were so eompletely foored.”

“Why, Jobnny, you're almost as big an ig-

||1ur:m|n.~| as that spalpeen himself, to think
you could sack we in  rhyming, because 1
| stumbled in one line.”

“Come, Ned, own yourself well thrashed,
like s man, or we wast put it to the vole. For
the matter of that, I don't doubt but I can flog
you to day in Latin as well asin the rbym-

L
mﬁ}—w speak Latin I" exclaimed Ned, opening

“Yu.nmn, old boy; surely I've s knack for
PO W

bis eyes wide with astonishment, “why, yon

conldn’t talk asyllable o that grand lmlgu
it you were to get all Ireland for it. 1"l
you this aucient silver snuff-box that I got
from Bir Edmuud—yequicscat in_pace, that is,
‘may he rest in pree’—to your scissors and tape
{for measaring), that you can’t talk a word of
even bog-Latin”

“Done, Ned—it's a bet: and mind 111 keep
yon to it; boys and girls be witnesses. Now,

Ned, jsn't whiskey good Lasin for geose!” And
Le uncorked the smple bottle.

“Ned’s loat bis bet fairly,” was echoed round.

“Well then, as I'm the congueror. I'll be

generouns and leave Ned his own stakes. But
surely I've a right to divide the liquor 1"

“Bure enough—aure encugh.”

Johnny now produced also from his wallet a
small tin measure, and the liquor was sgain

passed round, Ned now completely restored to
good bumor, taking his share as willingly and
a8 merrily as the reat.

“Naver mind Juhnoy, afther sll, Ned aric.”
whiuimrcd Martin, “some o' your r[ryumu Was

grander than anything he conld give.”

*No shame for them either,” whispered Ned,
“geein’ they were composed long ago as the
openin’ ov o grand peem about Roderic O'Con-
nor and Brefoe; But between ourselves, that
Juhnuy is thesdivel himself at ready rbymin’.”
The pedlar bad now completely succeaded in
byis aim, namely to banish despondency for the
present, from the minds of the fagitives, and
cheer for a while, at least, their spirits, Even
tha children bad enjoyed the keen encounter
of words, thongh they conld comprehend, of
course, only & portion of them. For Johnny
himself, though he was, as we bave seen, un-
der provocation, deeply stained with one of
the charaeteristic passions of his conntrymen,
revenge, he was, iu other respects, of that en-
viable &i.apositimi, that neither too much fears
the future, nor regreta the past. -

He was flinging ont an additional jest st
Ned's expense, when they were all startied by
» rustling noise above them. But the next
moment a fox’s head showed iteelf, peering
throngh a crevice in the roof of the eave,
which bad been previonsly concealed from
their view by tangled briars avd furze and

fern, Reyuard, however, on perceiving the
upemm;latlﬁmugw v

i rapidly, ‘withount. farther secking to
add to the oecupants; snd with his e
tween his legs, sneaked quietly off to & near
bedge, to await their departure.

“’i\'el], Fed,” observed Johnny, * Reynard
snoaking away with bis tail between his legs,
‘Il make o better simile for you ngain thau tie
lame ass, when you're hard set.”

“ Joke away, masther Jalinny, as you sacked
me in the Latin, I give up intirely to yon.”

“3Well, we'll all keep the secret from Dan
Heraglity, at all events.”

Lénve we now thie occupants of the cave to
pnss as they may the next two bours—the last
they were ever to spend on Irish gronnd—to
louk after other characters of our tale.

CHAPTER XXXIV.

At about half a leagne’s distanee from the
point of Kilgluss, the main road ceascd, and a
rocky boreen succeeded, which, for some dis-
tanee, was in winter the bed of a torrent.

“ Aylmer, 1 think your fellows had better

age,
T

in nsking qn_estionn. 8o out and forward at
onca,!
Bhemuns Fadha, for be it was, either was, or
affected to be terrified for an iustant. The
next, however, e jumped scross the-hedge,
and calling en ‘his comrade, a younger-aud
elighter man—in faet, no other than our ac-
quaintance, Tony Grehao—to tling by his spade
and follow bim, he pushed bo'fdly forward
ah‘l'nzalde Sir John and bis three companions,
Nowi then,” said Sir Jobn, “as 1 see you
are a willing and fearless rum’l, you shiall have

five guiness if ilot
quietf;"’ son pilot us emoothly and
The troopers were directed to lesd their

horses atill and clear away, as rapidly as pos-
sible, any obstacle that might iutervene be-
tween them and the point of the strand to-
wards which Bir John and the captain, with
th.cir two_compnnions,shonld precede them-
" Well 'm sare I saw that ’ere feller wot's
with 8ir John and the captain afore,” said
Heavisides, addresaing Donald Frazer, and
pointing to Bhemms—**Aint bLe like the lad
as was shot last Hantum comin' hout o the |
- - }mhf" (iontinued ll.:i t\roup-aezjealui—mla-
ur, r hav again elosely regarded the
person of the o i

*Weel,” rejoined Frazer, whoss eye had
&?keu the same direction, 1 winnn say ye're
w' the gither wrong. Certes the lad bas an
nco likeness to yon chiel, wha met wi the ac-
cident in the place. But, gin it’s the
Aame mon, be maan ha’ throv weel since, as
yon's & steappin’ cummer noo.”

Pon my oowlll.” said Tim Murply, Fruzer’s
comrade, * [ don’t doanbt at all but yoursel’
and Sandy’s in the right bex, serjeant, though
1” that's iu it an’ po other, he must

ve the luck of a thousand to get over
his sha 80 well. 1 helped fo carry
himy sn’;5f it’s himee?, & fine patient he was,
without & ﬁl}t or N, nee mogow dhin,
(that's no ), an’ he's mot grown a
sthrappin’ fellow af o he won't give
us the slip.an’ lav arch—I wondher
does Bir Jobm or

be was shet

broad-sword cut, if you waste any mors time|

False Sympathy.

There is, notwithstanding the pewgi'siby
of human natare, much that the species
may be proud of and thapkful for. Bat
unfortupately we are constanily called
‘npon  to deplore pitiable exhibitions of
human frailty and mental imbecility. The
execution of Margaret Waters, the baby-
farming murderess, in England, is a case
in point,

Great exertiona were made to have this
woman reprieved. DBecanse there were
persons who happen to have particalarly
sentimental views on the subject of capital
punisbment, they have not ceased to ring
the changes on the barbarity of executions.
One reason of commiseration urged was
that the culprit was a woman, and as snch,
should not be put to death on the scaffold.
The full force ot this is confined to those
who arged it. Another reason for leniency
was, that her victims, if indeed they were
her victims, were only children. That
such o notion should be held by any large
pumber, would seem to be hardly eredible.
They forget that thie commandment, “Thoa
shialt pot kill,” is binding on all, and at all
times, 'The delusion on this head can only
be uprooted by démonstrating what the
law of murder iz in the eight of the law,
if they are unwilling to learn what it is in
the sight of God. Yes; although there was

whether she wae papistical, prelatical or oo-
venanted.” :

Bir John snd Almyer dashed gallantly over
the vbstructing walls and bedges, Charley,
too, by the aid of a gelding, that pushed Lim-
self throngh the stvone fences, or clambered,
cat-like, over the, enrtben ones, kept mearly
parallel with them, with the trifling mishap of
a few insignificaunt falls. Bot what between
having & wayward animal that shied at every
little obetacle, and bis own bad borsemanship,
which obliged him to search for gaps when-
ever he met a feoce, and even to dismonnt
when he fonnd nooe, the curate was consider-
ably behiod when his companions reached the
strand ; even the dismounted dragoons was
there some minutes before him.

“ Now, Aylmer” gnid Bir John, as the dra-
goons came up to the beach, “order your fel-
lowa to mount.”

| wunt here,” suid Sir John addressing 1he
| captain; * yourself aud myself, with Horke
| apd Dixon, can keep the saddle till we weet
more ohatrietion than those stone ditehes.”

The men d mnted at the word of com-
manil, ench 1 ing bis horse, advanced slowly
along the boreen, according to orders.

“ Now, Eir 7 exelaimed the baronet to the
forced guide, " lead ns on bfiskly, and at yeor
peril, by the sbortess direction to the point.”

“ But, your honor,” said the frightened
peasant, 1 tonld you afore I don’t kuow those
parts well at all"”

“We'lll suon make you know them, raseal,
with atouch of the steel—Aylwer, your glass
for & moment; have you perceived anything
dn the little ofiing 1

“No, Sir John" m'['r]il:{l Aylmer, reaching
over the glass. The wind Ladr consider-
ally, and the clonds and vapor from the ocean

like a dense eurtain, between earth and sky,
shutting out all objects to eeaward, e;u;].t
that they were oceasionally swayed to and fgo
Ly the wind, like the waving of drapery,”when
a momentury glimpse of the sea beyoud might
be eanght for a short reach.

After looking intently for a moment or two,
Sir John rexcled back the glass to the captain,
exclaiming eagerly : “Yes, she's there still,
and we're all right. I ses what I conceive to
bLe ber mast above the hilly point. Now, ras-
eal, ean we reach Kilglass withont doubling
round that cursed strand—eh 17

# Mysel’ knows nothin' at all at all, about
the say or the strand here, yer honor, if yon
wor to kill me out an’ ont, barrin’ to take the
road afore our eyes round the point.”

4 The omadhawn is tellin the truth to yer
hovor ; what ud the like ov bim know about
the shore ¥ said a voice from behind a near
bedge. The speaker, a tall young man, was
standing with Lis arms resting on & spade with
which e had been apparently ditehing, and
looking over the hedge at the parly, thongh
be had not been perccived before by Sir John
or his comrades, in their eagerness to observe
the appearances about the puint.

“ Ha! then you, I presume, know those iu-
—eh 1 said Bir John, dashing up to
of the hedge over which the speaker’s
eared.
well as I know my right hand, yer bon-

or.

“4Then wou'r ont man—ean we reach the
point beyond without routidding the strand

4 The point o Kilglass, yer honor 17

“ The same.”

% Why there ja a place the strand ean he
crassed a 7, thongh the bottom is only mud

«Ixe; but it's not many knows that
, an’ it's only in very dhry weather like
s it could be cras at all I
“Apd can we r h the strand and cross it
tting o horses, sirrah—eh 7
yer honor, by takin’ a few bould leps
an’ tomblin' an odd wall, 3¢’ll aisy enoogh
get to the sthrand, an’ the place I knowa whole
ridgment o' horse could crass it together. But
what amsI to get, yer bhonor, for bringin® ye
acrass an’ lavin' my work 17

“Younr reward shall be s bullet-throngh the

body, or to be shoriened of your h by &

Liad thickened and extended, and now bung, |

“ The curate is not ncar us,” observed Ayl-
wer,
| “No matter. We can’t lose timo and he can
| fullow us—Aglmer, your gluss again for an in-
shant,”™

The glass was again handed to bim; bt af-
ter applying it to his eye for a mpment, the
barouet oug it back exclasiming, “there is no
use of trying to see auything through those
cursed elonds—they are growing as black as
ink. DBnt e can't bave stirred since wegaw
| her before,  Hallo, sirrah (to the guide) $ad
U the way aud—hark you, Aylmer, are your fel-

lows' arms in guod eondition

“ They bave been just examined, Sir Joln,

and #re in prime order.” .

“Then let s bullet be sent through that ful-
| low or let him be cloven to the chin, if you
| perceive the shadow of ungﬂliug suspicrons
| abont his movements—you hear what 1 say:

now on, sirral.”

“ My eats are wide nwake, yer honor; an’ I
snppose you wish me to bring you to that
smugglin® vessel behind the peint.”

“ Never minid your suppositions, for fear your
| ears shonld be shortened, but lead on.”

“Why, I nnly mintioned it, yer Lonor, be-
kase if that's what you wanted, after crassin’
the sthrand, I conld take ye a shorter ent than
goin’ round by the shore ; and sure enough, 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 the
point, with their dbrinkin’ an’ impidenee, an'
haulin’ about poor peoples’ wives and sweet-
hearta.”

“No more words, but push on.”

{To bo continued.)

The London Times publishea the following portlon of
the report ol an Epglish sargeon in China, asto the
cruslties thero infligied on couvertis to the Catbolic
faith. About Protestant converts the Chineso do not
seem to bother themselves: * At the request of the
French Minister, fonr Roman Catholie converts have
been removed from the yamen (o the foreign settlement.
One s un old man over sixty years of age. They have
!l been more or leas tortured In various ways, aul pre-
sent a perfectly horribls appearance, their bodies fear-
fully emaciated, and covered with geogrencus sorca

filled with maggots. One man has been placed on a
rack, anid all bis jointa eracked. Another has becn beat-
en e meverely on the hands and feet that the tendona

| are exposed. There are still in the yamen (hree men
and six women, converts, bot these are in such a deplor-

| Whle state that the authorities dare not move them, One |

| of thess women has had nectles driven undernesth Ler
finger nails, and ber body sprinkled over with drvps of
bolling ofl. Another, a you: g girl ared 16 years, has

Tt i 1o

had all her fingers chopped off by -1 all plece
ported that they have sufered other a0 ities fo « bor
rible for publication. e
——

Ancumsmor Braipixc —The latest news that has
| reached this c-onn.y of the movementa of the Arch.
ibi’llbpﬂf' 1 , TEp him as presidi
convecation of the Bishops of Switrerland, met together
st Geneva, for tho purpose of protesting aguinst the oo-
eapation of Roms by the troops of the Alibustering Vie-
tor Emmanuel.

over a

sympathy is shown both in religion an
politigs. Italy’s sentimental grievance is
fooled to the top of ite bent, and English |
gold aids the Italians in making Italy one,
whole and indivisible. - But Ireland’s teal
ills are pnssed over, aod her aspirations
after freedom, her demands to be treated

and demand that tbe reproach shall ne-
lunﬁer be thrown in our teeth that in Bag-
land there is one law for the rich and as—
other for the poor.

f
English Liberty in Irelandl. §

It will be remembered tllat.immdh”‘?}'
on the collapse of the Fenian insurcection.
in Ireland, in 1867, the British governmgnt-
suspended the Habeas Corpus, and the Far—
liament passed an act authorizing the az-
reat of any person discovered in the sizeebe.
of the proclaimed districts after dark. Foe
a long time thie act remained a dead lotber,
owing to the orderly behavior of the peeple;:
but of late some Dogberry, who represents-
Her Majesty in a town called Kells, gnwe i
effect, and assured his unfortunate fellaw:
subjects that the act, if it slept, was net
dead. On this piece of infamy the Publin.
Irishman makes the following remarks »—

Hitherto the tranquility of Ireland bas-
been, if we may use the expreasion, tocs
strong even for the provisions of the Alge—
rine Act. In their gnod ordek awd peace-
fulness the people hiave exhibited n pasasva-
resistance to ite deaspotism which has vandi:
it n dend letter. At Isst, Ruwever, thie
poelice have found an occasion for rewmingl
ing us of the amount of liberty we nosily
enjoy. BSeven young men havs Deen
brought ur before the' magistrates ot Cells.
for being in the streets thad toswnsaiter
twelve o'clock at night. The offenes. was
one whicli anbjected them in the nie
discretion of the magistrates to imspolsom~
ment for ni; lmthu. Bix ul'h;hﬂn were
strapgers who.! B QYR DY . & 2
Aty e

was 8 crfminal offeneerto be unt of. Hed
after twelve o'clock, they Nud wlddd tes
that criminality the forther anig mese.
beinous enormity of wandering, im. the-
streety of the town.  For this offonse thex
were seized by the police snd cacsind off
to prison. We iofer from the meagre Te—
port, which appears ia the pupers,, hay:
were detained there for sovessd days.
Finally, they were bronglt lafore- the-

with at least simple justice, are ignored or
stamped out with an iron heel. An united |
Germany is bailed na the noblest idea of |
the day, but thé notion of an India self-
government by her native princes is scouted
a8 impicus and sacrilegions. For starving
Ireland, in her years of famine, money is
tardily voted by the Government on strin-
gent conditions, and the deflciencies sup-
plied from English pockets only on the un-
derstanding that none but Protestants and
teonverts” from Romanism should be re-
lieved., Nay, Englich public vessels could
not be made awvailable when generous
hearts on this side of the Atlantic wonld |

say nothing of incoosistency and injustice
of the grossest, too often cuter into British
nocvions of mercy. In the same way, mis-
siopary socictics and souper coufraternities
manage to feather their pests well at the
expense of a credulons pablic, which pre-
fers to see the natives of Borrioboula-Gha
supplied with red shirts and moral pocket-
handkerchiefs, to doing anything towards
abolishing the festering, seething mass of
wickedness which every day discloses itself
in every English town and the cottages of
laborers, and thinke that there is greater
glory in perverting one little Irish peasant
boy from faith to infidelity tban in evan-
gelizing the courts of London or educating
the street Arabsa, With regard to the senti-
mentality in bebalf of Margaret Waters, the
baby murderess, the Weekly Kegister saya:

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 mcans
devised to pot the system down forever,
even if it should come to registering nurses

magistrates at Petty Sessicus; they wees.
put to their oath to give » satisfuslory
nccount of themselves, and having dene 80
to the perfect satisfaction of the negintates, .
they were discharged. i

1t is, perbaps, one of the wossh signe-el
the degradation of the country shas shie.
monstrous outrage upon our priusiple of
liberty is passed over as a mattes of edurme-
A weagre report of it is thrwss inte. .
| corner of the papers, headed, ‘Fisst Pros-
ceution under the Peace Pressrvntiom
Act,” and this M all. The first ringicg o
the carfew bell, in this free epuniry, s
really a matter of no note,

Yet, the Irish pation bitterly note it aw
the tirst fruifs of that infamows Coercivm
Bill which we vwe to the blessed Gladston s
Ministry, and their lay and clerical eoadi-
jutors in Irelaud. Itlis “the nsessenger o

| gladly freight them with breadstuffs. Os- | hence,” the forerunner of {10 e e iler
| tentation, therefore, and sentimentality, to | i

blessings of the snme pature as the lm—
prisonment of these invocent and blaoe—
lesa young wmen., Fostooately for them,.
there was no excitement of terror prevail-
ing among the magistrates on.the
Had the very same incidens eccurred a‘tﬁn
period when social alarm disturbad  &he
serenity of the higher classes of Kells; had
a gentleman’s baililf been beaten, or soma
hob-goblin story of Fenianism filled eldi
ladien with fright, every one of these
yuung men would, most assuredly, hawa
beon 1o jail for six months, for the heinons.
offerree of being out of their beds at  mid-
| night, when away from home.
And this is Irish liberty! This is tika-
law under which we Irishmen live L. Thaze-
is not oae of us, from the bighest to the-
lowest, who is not liable to be ¢ to-
prison by the police if he haggenl 0 TeR—
ture abroad after sumset. An hour afiax
sunset is the limit of the time fixed by the
Algerine Act, If he happens to be unpog-
ular with the stipendiary magistrate be-
fore whom he ia ga ht, it will fure wall
with him if he ia not locked up ia prsoa:
for six months. i + pp—i v
We have almost forgutien thas thess
was 8 seventh young man whose fats was.
somewhat different. It is, however, io-
structive to observe that this pour youdh.
was & townsman, He was sent to jpil for.

for the reception of the poor infants. A
Catholic capnot 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,

| comfortod to sin no more,
She deserved her fat
those who ought to have swung with her—
thiose whom the Government, out of respect
| for the class from which its members are
| taken, refused to expose, lest haply, one
member suffering, the whole body shouald
suffer with it {n the name of common
justice, in the pame of humanity and reli-
‘glon, as Cathelics and journalists, we sol-
emnly protest against such astate of things,

and the bell haodle close by the * turn,” so
that at the sonnd of the bell the poor vie- |
tims of man's deceit and iuiguity might be
| enabled to see the only traces of her fall
removed, and, taking heart of grace at her
fresh ehance of refurmation, might go off

but there were |

a fortnight!! The excuse was that he bad
8 smsll sione in his pocket. He astemptecs
| to account for it by saying thas be ko dee.
drinking in a publie Louse, avd stayiog 3
little too late made bis way ont over.a walls
qand thatin deing so he displuced some
stones, one of which fell into the poeket of.
| his coat. Thereupon the owner of the pab-
jie” house was brought before she beneh,
| ined “in the sum of ten ehillugs and
| thiroatened with the withdrawal of hes Li-
cense—we presume if ever agaiv any youbg:
man went from her home or bbuse aftes
sunset into the strects.
We must leave the picture as we find ib
Happy, happy, town of Kells, blessedr
with a Liberal ministry, a paterval Goyesm—
ment, and the fiecst Constitution on earbs_
Happy, bappy Ireland, blessed islands
to which the first notes of the carfew belld
bave ruug from your friendly rulers thee
latest “message of peace.”




