
prosperity. The chief secret of the success of our countrymen 
in Elgin is in three words — Temperance, Energy and 
Application. 

I shall visit the “ Barrows,” a settlement of Irish farmers, 
before I return to Chicago, and give you some items. I have 
no doubt that the gentlemen here who have interested them- 
selves in the cause of the Republic will, in less than two 

weeks, run this club up to one hundred and fifty members. 
I forgot to mention that General Lynch has recently 

received a Captain’s commission in the regular army. He is 
now at home, on furlough, suffering from one of the wounds 
received in the late war. He is in ceaseless pain, but his 

energy and spirit are still as strong as ever. 

If your city folks knew the comfort of rusticating on these 
bluffs that overhang the Fox, and the coolness of the thou- 
sand springs that trickle down their sides, they would avail 
themselves of the first opportunity and come out. 

I give the names of the Elgin club: 
Daniel Gahan, Bernard Lynn, Cornelius Lyons, James Cas- 

sidy, Thomas Mann, Patrick Knowles, John Larkin, John 
Meehan, W. F. Lynch, James Sheehan, John Hayes, P. 
O’Flaherty, James Cannon, Richard Keogh, A. B. T. Lynch, 
Edward McCormack, Brian Kenney, John Costello, Wm. 
McNamara, L. McOsker, James Barrett, John Meehan, jr., 
Robert Gillick, Patrick Dailey, E. S. Joslyn, E. Dougherty, 
Christopher Roden, James Ryan, Thomas Fahan, John Dooley, 
C. H. Hawkins, Matthew Hopkin, P. Gaffney, Daniel Flynn, 
Bryan Moloney, John Whalon, D. J. Lynch, Anthony Mc- 
Briarty, John Meenagh, James McElroy, T. Lynch, J. 
Spillard. 

Yours truly, Fitz. 

THE OMNIBUS. 

They Know Best.—Lady Mary Wortley Montague says, 
“ the only objection I have to be a man is that I should then 
have to marry a woman.” 

Bigotry in the Ascendant.—Mr. Bradlaugh has re- 

signed his position as one of the vice-presidents of the 
(English) Reform League and member of the council and 
executive. He does so, he states, in order that the League 
may not any lohger be taunted with its irreligion, and that 
some of its friends may not be pained by having their names 
associated with his own. He will always, however, be friendly 
to the society, and if ever his “ 

poor support” should again 
be of any value, he will be ready to give it. 

Emigration to New York.—The New York Commis- 
sioners of Emigration state in their report to the Legislature, 
as we find by tlie Times, that in the course of the year 1866, 
294,357 passengers landed from foreign countries at that 

port, being 37,066 more than in the year preceding. 60,939 
were citizens of the United States ; of the other, 233,418 it is 
stated that 106,716 were from Germany, 104,233, from Ire- 
land, and 22,469 from other countries. 97,607 reported their 
intended destination to be the State of New York, 32,751 
Pennsylvania and New Jersey, 18,743 New England, 71,485 
Western States, 5,333 Southern States, 2,932 Kansas, Ne- 
braska, Canada, etc. The commissioners state that 12,487 
were temporarily relieved with board and lodgment, and 
10,771 were provided with situations. The very large sum 
of $132,495 were received by the commissioners in the year 
from relatives and friends of immigrants to aid in forwarding 
them to their destination. 6,829 cases, including 438 births, 
were under medical treatment; the percentage of mortality 
among them was 8:13. In the medical hospital alone the 
mortality was 11:54 per cent, on the cases treated, or 14:41 
on the discharges. The average number of patients in the 
hospital was 648 ; the deaths were 788. The average number 
of inmates in all the institutions—refuge, hospital, etc.—was 
1,081. The total number in the year, 10,306, including the 
438 births; the deaths were 781. The cost of the support of 
the institutions was $142,749. The commissioners desired to 
express their thanks to the Sisters of Charity for their invalu- 
able services in the dangerous duty of attending the cholera 
cases. 

Prussia and France.—Fredericks the great dream the 
night after the birth of Napoleon. Frederic was at Breslau. 
Now the morning of the 16th of August, 1769, on waking, he 
thus addressed one of his aids-de-camps : Can you,” said he 
to him, “ explain a dream by which I am much preoccupied ? 
I saw the star of my kingdom and genius shining 
luminous and resplendent in the heavens. 1 was admiring 
its splendor and pride when there appeared above mine ano- 
ther star which eclipsed it, plunging down upon it. There 
was a struggle; I saw their rays for an instant mingle toge- 
ther, and my star obscured, enveloped by the orbit of the 
other, descended to the earth, as if weighed down by a force 
which seemed about to extinguish and annihilate it. The 
struggle was long and obstinate. At last my star disengaged 
itself, but with much difficulty ; it regained'its place, and it 
continued to shine in the firmament, while the other faded 
away.” 

The Irish and the Danes.—A volume has lately been 
published under the title of “ The War of the Gaedhil with 
the Gaill; or The Invasions of Ireland by the Danes, and 
other Norsemen.” The Original Irish Text, edited, with 
Translation and Introduction, by J. H. Todd, D.D., of Dub- 
lin. It is a historical work, and is printed from MSS. of 
the 11th and 14th centuries. In it we have an account of the 
many battles fought between the ancient Irish (Gaedhil) and 
the foreigners (Gaill.) It is truly a record of heroes, whose 
conduct Irishmen of the present day would do well to study 
and imitate. 

Strange to say this book presents to us a somewhat un- 

flattering picture of one whom we have been accustomed to 
consider the greatest of all our country’s patriot Kings. We 
allude to Brian Boroimhe, from whom so many would-be 
“ chiefs” have claimed descent. The renown of this warlike 
monarch has hitherto chiefly rested on his success and death 
at the battle of Clontarf, after he is said to have defeated the 
Danes in five-and-twenty previous engagements. The battle 
was fought on Good Friday, 1039. The popular idea is, that 
throughout the day the royal hero was leading his warriors, 

any laying about him in the very thickest of the fight. Ac- 
cording to these early chronicles, however, the soldier-king 
remained, as long as the bloody struggle lasted, quietly in his 
tent. Brian seems to have thought fighting on Good Friday 
an impious matter for him, but a very proper thing for his 
soldiery. These were sent forward to butcher or be butchered, 
while the King continued on his knees in his tent, which was 
surrounded by a shield-burgh, or guard of men with their 
shields locked and overlapped, so as to form a wall of iron 
between him and harm. While on his knees, he repeated 
half-a-hundred prayers, and then asked how the field was 

going. After receiving a reply, he repeated half-a-hundred 
psalms, and then demanded, What news of the battle ? On 
hearing the report, Brian went again on his knees, and 
psalms, prayers and paternosters were repeated in successions 
of fifties, with the usual interludes of asking news and re- 

ceiving intelligence from the field of Clontarf. Brian Boru 
was praying instead of fighting or controling the field, when 
Brodir and his Danes crashed through the shield-burgh, and 
came upon the monarch as he was ijnpetuously charging 
Heaven with orisons. On the cry of the Danes that the 
kneeling man was the King, Broctir disdainfully remarked 
that he must be a priest, and not King Brian. The joke so 

exasperated the Irish monarch that, to show its inapplicability, 
he made a sudden sweep with his sword, which deprived the 
Dane of both his legs ; but Brodir, as he felt them going, stove 
in the head of Brian with his battle-axe, and thus made an 
end of the King, though the final victory did not rest with 
the Danes. 

A long way off.—A French professor casts this lugubri- 
ous horoscope of earth : “ Our earth will become a moon. 
Once earth was a soft and diflused substance; it then became 
an incandesent and luminous sphere, next a very solid globe, 
liquid within ; it is now an obscure planet, thick and gradual- 
ly cooling, with fire in its bosom, but bathed on its surface 
by water and ambient vapors. One of these days its inner 
fires will be extinguished, its atmospheres and oceans will 
have evaporated, and earth will revolve through space an 
inert and icy mass. It will then be like the moon, where 
organic life is extinguished, where silence reigns supreme, 
where extraordinary cold weather is followed without transi- 
tion by excessively hot weather. The moon once had its 
atmosphere, its volcanos, its inner fires, and its humid belt. 
The same law governs the destinies of all the sun’s satellites. 
Each of them upon breaking from the common mass com- 
mence to cool so much the more rapidly as its volume was 
smaller. The earth being forty times larger than the moon, 
cools forty times slower than it; but like it, does cool. Al- 
ready the oceans have lost the fiftieth part of their original 
volume, and they will have entirely disappeared before the 
solid crust of the earth is seventy-five miles thick. When 
this day comes there will be no animated creatures, no trace 
of animal or vegetable life on this globe. Icy nights will 
follow torrid days. In the course of time this will be the fate of 
the sun and all the solar system. But it will be thousands 
of millions of years before the earth reaches this state.” 

About New Orleans.—I think there is no country in the 
world so dreary and oppressive as the country round New 
Orleans. It is a vast swamp, below the level of the Missis- 
sippi, covered with cedars, not evergreens, but deciduous; 
and when I was there in the early spring, there was not a 

single leaf upon them. For miles these dreary forests ex- 

tend, with almost always the same aspect, except, perhaps, 
for a few miles the trees may be bathed in yellow slimy mud 
half-way up their trunks, where some lake or river has been 
swelled and risen for a time some ten or fifteen feet higher 
than usual. Natural scenery, untouched by man, has, almost 
everywhere in the world,*some beauty ; not always a lovely, 
graceful beauty, but a beautiful dreariness, or a beautiful 
wildneas, or a beautiful quaintness, or a beautiful luxuriance. 
Here, in this swampy, slimy Louisiana, there is ugly dreari- 
ness, ugly wildness, ugly quaintness, and the country often 
struck me as absolutely ugly, and, with its alligators basking 
in the rivers, as almost revolting, somewhat as if it were a 

country in a geological period not prepared for man’s 
appearance. We were in New Orleans in 1858, and the 
state of society was not more pleasant to contemplate than 
the natural scenery ; the moral atmosphere was as offensive 
as the swamp miasma. Every day we heard of murders and 
assassinations in the streeets, and crime ruled in society. The 
fear of vengeance from criminals very often prevented the 
injured from seeking the protection of the law—in fact, the 
state of the city was almost lawless. The aspect of the streets 
was quiet enough, perhaps, with the exception of a few 
drunken Irish and Germans, whom I saw sometimes abso- 
lutely rolling on the pavement; but it was impossible to 
speak to any person without hearing of recent crime, and 
the daily papers were crammed with revolting records. I 
detested New Orleans ; I detested the great Hotel St. Charles, 
with its 800 people sitting down to table together; and I de- 
tested the conversation I heard there at dinner, and in the 
immense drawing-room crowded with fine ladies. Fine gives 
no idea how fine these planters’ ladies were; indeed, much 
more extravagantly dressed than crowned heads in old 
countries, and some wore more jewels in the early morning 
than a princess would wear in any evening in England. 
Everything I saw in New Orleans disgusted me. I could 
not visit the slave auction or slave depots without suffering 
with horror for days after; and I could not look at the daily 
paper, with its little black running negroes heading in- 
numerable advertisements of runaways, without feeling sick 
with sympathy for the sufferings of these human beings so 
indicated. In fact, I never lost the feeling of the presence of 
slavery. It met me everywhere; its influence was felt 
everywhere. In the book-shops, by the glaring absence of 
certain books; in the pulpit, by the doctrines doctored to 
please the congregation ; in the cars, by the division of 
white and black ; in the schools, from the absence of every i 
child supposed to have a tinge of black blood; in the 
evening, by the gun to send all colored people home—every- 
where, at every time, the presence of slavery was heavy upon 
me. The conversation at that time, in almost all groups of 

people, were directly or indirectly about slavery and the 
infamy of the North; this infamy, all connected with the 
peculiar institution. One evening we went to the only 
scientific society in the city—a poor, struggling, ill-supported 
association—and the interest of the lecture I heard there 
turned, too, on slavery. It went to prove that the Egyptians 
had negro slaves, and that these African races from all time 
had been servants, and always ought to be, and always would 
be. There was quite enough in this city to make the heart 
of man sad; and though the country around was sad, too, 
there is always the sky when one is out of the narrow streets. 

So I often used to go by the railway to different points in the 
woods, or on the Lake Ponchartrian, to get the refreshment 
of the beautiful blue sky and the gorgeous setting sun.—Mac- 
millan’s Magazine. 

Forbidden Fruit.—An old merchant of Naples, named 
Morelli, who had realized a splendid fortune, formed a 
resolution never, on any occasion, to lose sight of the walla 
of the city that witnessed his growing prosperity. He was a 
man of great fixity of purpose, and, fully content with his 
means, was beyond the reach of temptation ; nevertheless the 
duke set himself the task of overcoming this fancy. With 
profound knowledge of human nature, he sent ‘Morelli 
an edict from the king, forbidding him, under the penalty of 
a thousand crowns, ever to cross the frontier of the kingdom. 
Morelli laughed heartily at an order that chimed har- 
moniously with his own inclination. The joke was not less 
relished by his friends, and many were the pleasant allusions 
to the superfluous severity of the duke. Somehow these 
jests at length lost their raciness, Morelli ceased to smile, and 
found himself perpetually recurring to conjecture. 

What could possibly be the object of the government in 
placing this singular restraint upon the movements of a 
peaceful and loyal citizen ? A thousand ideas haunted his 
mind. He began to loose sleep and health, and, in place of 
these, came a morbid desire to do the very thing that had 
been so strangely prohibited. He gave it way. Sending a 
thousand crowns to the duke, Morelli threw himself into his 
carriage, and travelled into the Papal States. He remained 
but one night, and then returned to Naples. Informed of his 
return, the duke sent five hundred crowns to the public 
hospital, and remitted the other half of the penalty to Morelli, 
with the words, “ Nitimur in vetitum” (opposition aug- 
ments desire”); adding, that the five hundred crowns had 
sufficed to teach the public how to deal with a madman. 

Tiie Origin of Ritualistic Vestments.—They have 
not the slightest tincture of Flamen or priest in their whole 
descent. They are the dresses of the Syrian peasant or the 
Roman gentleman, retained by the clergy when they had been 
left off by the rest of society ; just as the bishops long pre- served the last relics of the flowing wigs of the time of 
Charles II., as the Bluecoat boys recall the common dress of 
children under Edward VI., as Quakers maintain the sober 
costume of the Commonwealth, as a clergyman’s bands, which 
have been regarded as symbolical of the cloven tongues, of 
the tw o Testaments, of the two tables of the law, are but the re- 
mains of the turned-down collars of the time of James I. 
Their very names bear witness to the fact that there was origi- 
nally no outward distinction whatever between clergy and 
laity. They thus strike, if they have any historical signifi- 
cance at all, at the root of the vast hierarchical system, of 
which they are now made the badges and ornaments. The 
“ alb” is but the white shirt or tunic, still kept up in the 
white dress of the Pope, which used to be worn by every 
peasant next his skin, and in southern countries was often 
his only garment. A variety of it, introduced by the Em- 
perors, Commodus and Heliogabalus, with long sleeves, was, 
from the country whence they brought it, called the Dalma- 
tica. The “ pall” is the pallium, the woolen cloak, generally 
the mark of philosophers, wrapped round the shirt like a 
plaid or shawl. The overcoat, in the days of the Roman 
empire as in ours, was constantly changing its fashion and its 
name; and the slang designations by which it was known 
have been perpetuated in the ecclesiastical vocabulary and 
are now used with bated breath, as if speaking of things too 
sacred to be mentioned. One such overcoat was the cape or 

cope, also called pluviale, the “ waterproof.” Another was the 
chasuble, or casula, “ the little house,” as the Roman laborer 
called the smock frock in which he shut himself up when out 
at work in bad weather. Another was the caracalla, or caraca, 
or casaca, 

“ the cassock,” brought by the Emperor, who de- 
rived his own surname from it when he introduced it from 
France. The “ surplice” is the barbarous garment, the over- 
fur (superpellicium), only used in the North, where it was 
drawn over the skins of beasts in which our German and 
Celtic ancestors were clothed. It was the common garb— “ the white coat” (cotta candens)—worn by the regular clergy 
not only in church, but in ordinary life. In the oldest Roman 
mosaic, that in the church of Sta. Pudentiana, of the fourth 
century, the Apostles are represented in the common classical 
costume of the age. No thought had entered the mind of the 
Church, even at that time, of investing even the most sacred 
personages with any other than ordinary dresses.—Edinburgh 
Review. 

Natives of Walrussia.—The savage tribes who are na- 
tives of the extreme northwestern coast of America, are com- 

prised under the generic name of Kaloches or Sitka, recognize 
as the founder of their race, a man wrhom they called Elkin, 
who dwelt under the especial favor and protection of the 
crow, a bird whom they worship as the first cause of all 
things. What created the crow, or what gave that 
interesting black bird such power, the Kaloches pro- 
fess ignorance, and they dispose of the question by the 
customary answer in such cases—i. e., that it was so 
ordained from the beginning. They have also the tradition 
of an universal deluge, from which their ancestors were 
saved by some escaping in boats to the tops of the 
highest mountains. The Kaloches believe that the soul exists 
after death, but without being subject either to reward or 

punishment. They have few religious observances, but human 
sacrifices form one of them. The victims are always slaves, 
and the only slaves in Russian America are captives taken in 
war. The master has plenary power of life and death over 
his slaves, and cruelty toward their enemies is a distinguish- 
ing feature of all these savage tribes. In the minds of most 
of them every stranger is regarded as an enemy. 

The whole education of these savages from birth is aimed 
at the sole end of fortifying their bodies to endure every 
species of hardship. If they feel cold they are stripped 
naked and seated in a tub of water. Sometimes the Kaloches 
are found in water, in the depth of the forest, sleeping 
around a fire, one side nearly roasted, while the other is 
covered with frost. They are of a phlegmatic temperament, 
despise death, and are brave to the verge of desperation in 
battle. In the ordinary affairs of life they are indolent and 
careless. They marry without priest or ceremony, and their 
rich men have as many as four or five wives apiece. The 
chief art practiced among them is the building of canoes, in 
which they are much skilled. They are great lovers of feasts, 
and this means among them eating a gluttonous quantity of 
food, and following it up with a dance. It is their custom to 
burn the bodies of their dead at a great funeral in the presence 
of the weeping relatives of the departed. 

More than a Match for Him.—The records of French 


