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The Apostle of Ireland.

SONS OF OLD IRELAND.

We are sons of dear oid Ireland,
No matter where we be,

We folks that coax the sofl to life
Or you that sail the sea.

Don‘t matter where they place us
Don't matter where we roam

Old Ireland, for all its trials,
Is stlll out native home.

{ mean, while we are living here,
Oun the stars and stripes side,
To ever think of old Ireland,
And her bouchals far and wide

And also her dear Colleans
Because, whene'er we roam
0Old Ireland unti! we reach the next,
Is still our native home.
—Patsey Brickley.

A STORY OF NINETY-EIGHT

The cruel execution of William Orr
gave an impetus to the insurrectionary
movement in the North. The ring of
the hammer might be heard in every
forge as the plkes were made by day
and night. Men spoke to one another
in whiapers. A calm that betokened a
coming storm spread over the land,
and Pitt becams sad. He feared that
in spite of al his machinations, his
sples and bloodthirsty emissaries, in
spite of all the dark deeds of the sol-
diery and the outrages of the militla,
Ireland might stil remain in a quies-
cont state until aid from France should
isnd on her shores. The number of
sples and informers was, therefore
doubled. They were as regularly drii-
led as were Grattan’s volunteers. They
were also regularly and fully pald at
the Castle. The spy systemm under
Pitt, Camden and Castlersagh was the
most ifmportant branch of the Civil
Service. It was nut a question of
great moment whether or not the apfes
furnished truth or -falsehood to their
masters. They were expected to pre-
sont information against some influen-
tial men in the United Society, and
on this information the Government
would act. This means of making a
Jiving is the only industry that Eng-
land has ever established {in Ireland.

Yet in spite of this system the peo-
ple refused to revolt. The leaders of
the United Soclety kept drumming into
the ears of the county representatives
the necessity of preserving peace under
every provocation. They were trying
to unite the people under a common
banner for a common cause. They
wished to heal the sores of centuries
and to make Catholic, Protestant and
Presbyterian stand shoulder to shoul-
der to face the foe, and to strike one
deadly stroke for the grand old land
they loved. The other side of the med-
al reveals a different group of men.
Here we flnd Pitt, Clare and Castle-
reagh united also, not for a good cause
but in disseminating lies and in try-
ing by fair and foul means to engen-
der distrust, jealousy and hatred
among the Catholics and Protestants.
At one time went forth through the
sples, the worthy organs of Dublin Cas.
tle, the aslarming news that within a
few days the Catholics were about to
rise and murder every Protestant in
the land. The worthies who presided
over this “buresu de renseignement”
went still further. They gave betimes
the names and addresses of the intend-
ed victims. At another time the Cath.
olics: were warned by circulars from
the Castle thst their throats would all
be cut on a certain night by their Prot-
estant neighbors. The very date and
heur of this interesting operation wers
given with scrupvlous exactitude. Ng¢
wonder that in a short time the Presby-
terians of the North began to secede
from the movement, and the Catholic:
in many counties assembled and de
nounced the United Irishmen,

The diabolical schemes of Pitt seem:
ed for a moment to have fafled. There
was no indication to show that the
people would rige in rebellion, and this
pressed heavily on the mind of the
English statesman. Then came to the
front Lord Castlereagh as Chief Secre-
tary, and, consequently, chief ruler of
Ireland. Apart from Pitt, Castlereagh
was the cleverest rufflan of these times
“Senatuys consultum’” he f{ssued 8 de-
cree that the soldiers ghould have “free
quarters.” They were free to enter any
home in the land, to thieve, commit
. unmeéentionabdle outrages, to torture and
niurder men, womer and children. The
stalwart men were aksent. They woare
hidden in the copse or heather of the

hills and glens, sleeping under the can | fast

opy of heaven with pikes for their pil-
lows. It is not possible to describe the
conduct of the goldiers in the various
homes of Erin. To let loose a pack of
hungry bloodhounds on 2 poultry yard
is but a faint fllustration o what hap
pened when a horde of licentions sol-
dlers were let loose on any homesteal
in Ireland.
And yet the soclety. was mobre thap
gaining in the south what it kad losi
" in the noxid. In the early part of '9§
 ul} the caustries in the south and east

Kilkenny and Wextora wvere
enrolled, and thege two counties soon
followed the national movement. In
Merch, martial law was svoclaimed, al-
though in practies it had Yeen the law
of the land for three years before that
date. Slow torture was recommend-
ed as a means of conciliating Irishmen
to the blessing of English rule. Piguet-
ing was a torture so abominably crus)
that it has been forbidden &n the
army. At this time it was considered
{8 mild form of persgasion te extract
| recrets even from those who had none.
The maglstrates—many of ‘'whem had
been spies—had full power to trans.
pon{ any man saspected of sediticus in
tentions. Theze WOrthy CIsponsers oF
justice used to imsue forth with all the
pride and pemp of the anclent Romans
Before them marched with merry
i laughter the executioner, who display-
ed his rope and cat-o’-nine talls. They
, sometimes varied the amusument, of
| the day by tying to a tres amy young
, stripling they met on the road. They
‘then discharged, {in heroic fashion,
their carbines into his body amd left
him swinging on his frall wrists to the
tree.

1 regret to say, but truth compels me
to say it, that the most cruel magis-
trates who outraged every instinct of
!hnmanlty were Protestant clergymen.
To mention Coffee and Owens is»
epough to make Christianity weil lis
face for a time. The meost atroclous
of all these gange of murderers was the
“Black mob,” a Qetachment of villains
under the command of a heirling brute
oalled Hunter Gowan. It was the cus-
tom with thass “‘capaille” to ewmll wo-
men and children to the door, and
shoot them down. The doings of these
men have never been surpassed by
Turk or Saracen. At Carnew in one
Tday, under the amiable regime of the
Rev. Mr. Cope, twenty-eight fathers of
families who were guilty of no corime,
and who had had no trial, were shot.
and left weltering In their blood as 8
gpecimen of what these vallant war-
riors could effect. In County Wicklow
too, in one day thirty-four young men
sgainst whom there was not one tittle
of evidence, were slaughtered to make
a British holiday.

The Curfew eo hated dy the Saxon ip
the times when the Normans ruled
them with an {ron hand was now in-
troduced into Ireland. No fire tor
light was allowed in the land after sun-
down. A fond mother who lighted a
candle to attend to her sick daughter
narrowly escaped execution. And etill
the people remained passive, and had
their hearts eatem up tn an agony of
suffering and persecution to which the
pages of history can never furniish a
parallel. That the paople so treated
did not earlier rise In insurrection I
one of those pureles that no man can
unravel.

In the narrative 1 have carefully
avoided all reference to the most de-
grading forms of torture that were
practiced on an innocent people. The
ancient Britons paraded the land, leav-
ing aftee them ruin and desolation
They could easily be traced from one
county to another; for the blood-
stained roads gave evidence that the
Britons had passed. And yet these
Britons were gentle and merciful com-
pared with the two reglments of hun-
gry Germans who halled from Hesse
Darmstadt. These soldiers of fortune
were wont to enter houses in the early
dawn and to maim or murder the peo-
ple in their beds. The militia were
scarcely less feroclous. They fre-
quently stabbed mortally youths of ten-
der years who were on their knees be-
seeching mercy. °‘The mlilitia used to
enter the inns and bayonet indiscrim-
inately every man found on the prem-
ises.

Ireland has seen dark days but none
more gloomy than *“Ninety-Eight"
The flelds remained fallow. There was
no man daring enough to attempt the
cultivation of his farm. From sunset
darkness spread its wings from sea to
sea. The flight of a night bird was the
only sound to be heard, except per-
haps the rustling of the wind through
the trees or the murmur of the waters
sy they rushed onwards to the gea. At
times however the silence was brokerd
by the tramp of horgsemen intent on
finding arms, or by the wild scream of
a mother who saw her boy transfixed
by a bayonet for no other reason than
this, as the soldiers expressed it, that
he had an “eternal Irish soul.” The
press newspaper was now suppressed,
and the people had no mews of what
was happening abroad or in other parts
of the country. They had still hope
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Dean Swift and His Servant

Dean Swift, while on & journey, and
stoping gt a tavern, desired his gervant
John—who, by the way, was as eccen-
tric as his master—to brping him his
boots. John bro't up the boots in the
same state as they were taken off the
evening previous.

“Why didn’t you polish my boots?”
said the Dean.
“There’s no use in polishing them,”
replied the man, “for they would soon
be dirty again.”
“Very true,” sald the Dean, and he
put on the boots. Immediately after he
went dowa to the landjady and told her
on no account to give his servant any
breakfast. The Demn breakfasted, and
then ordered the horses out. As he
vwag ready to start, oJhn ran to him in
8 great hurry and sald: -

“Mr. ’Q.ean. I haven't had my break-
yei, ‘
“Oh! there’s mo usd. in your break-
fasting, for you would be hungry
again.” '
John finding his thoory thrown back
on himself, submitted to the privation
with the same stoletsm as (did his mase
ter with-the boots. - On they rode, the
Dean in front, regding his prayer book,
and the man behind at'a respectful dis-
tance, whén"they’ware met by a gen-
tieman who after eyeing the Desn
very closely, accosted the mervant thus:
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THE SHAYROCR,

1hr stmmier’s beeetr npu'erstirsthy teaves

Iushry deli ar gion .

For clowlv presnod to e arth*s  falr breast,

You si.ttg the grav of tnen;
" Yet op this day when hearts arogny,
Thy trofoll loaf is sonaght;
For spell thou hast, to apeak the past,
And spin the web of thought.

Thy triple crest, o'sr many & bresst,
In fondly pressed to-3ay:

For mem'ries dear to son and chesr,
Thy tiny loaves portray;

Thy hymwu ts suvg by ol and young,
Oa encl Pecarring yemr:

An { tales of uld again sre told,

Our hearti to Freedom'scaues
Wish thes bolomgs the tunetul songs,. -

Which storled legend draws: - -
Though £ar away onr thopghia to-day.

Qur prayerful Wishes riss. '

stroam, .
‘Neath Erin‘ssunny skies.

On onofrail stem, thisiittle gomn,
Uhulted grows, and fair! -k

Emblum of Hime, who seigus suprems, . |
O'ereky. and earth, andaier . -

Thy modeat sliesi of falrest kroen, -

o

[

Upon cur hearts, # hues joy ltparty '
A glory tothe view! *

Tuat make thy men'ry doar. s-.ﬂ‘tlonu M. i‘nrm | ‘
woum TO DS & SOOST DAIr; IMAY 1 a8k “Can I tell yoi a. story :bontth
where you are going!? Algle’s Nest?” said the old bostman l: '

‘“We are going to Heaven,” replied
John, “my master’s praylng and I'm
fasting.”

The gentleman looked again in won-
derment at the master and the man,
and then rode off! ’

Wl gL etmTeTN
In the Days of I8,

THE EAGLE'S NESI.

Shoot not the old Weir for the river 1
eep,
The stream it fs rapid, the rocks they

are steep,

The sky though unclouded, the 1and
scape though fair,

Trust not to the current, for death ma)
be there, —ARON.

The Island of Dinis isone of the
most delightful spots of Kilistney. Of
paising round its shores; Tarke Lake

tae Bay of Glena, and the rapid river

from the upper lake rushitg ia s tor.
rent under the old Weir Bridge, suc

cessivaly open to view. The tumuitu
ous motion of the Rtter among th

rocks, and its roaring sound echoed

througk the wooda of the island, 4dd to
the wild charms of the scens,-and gives
coolness and freshness to the shores,

The miost remarkable object wulong

¢he river between the iakes is a lofty
cliff. calied thie Bsgle's Nest. It 1s a
steep, conical rock over fificerz hundred
feet fn height, the base being covered
with wood, and the upper part adorn-
ed with a few mountain shrubs, which
add greatly to ita heauty. The eyris,
‘from which the mountatn derives ite
natie, {8 sftuated on one of the profect- |
ing rocks near {he sunmit, and is curl-
ously marked a horizontal flesure
which resemblss a palr of Iaige,
tended wings. * It is scarcdly
power of language to chivey..an ade
gtua:; fden of the extraordinary effect
e
they repeat:the .dulest'notss of music
or the loud discordint report .of & can-

echd” under the e¢lff,’ whether

T eay, my men, you sn8 your master | juny,

mercy. :

gion was over, he tried to'wheagls®

posal to you thet will save your land
and keep the roof over your hesd, X

the| “‘Youwre.v K
Jerry, “tos Wing®

mo lienr your proposal.”
Fint ;u“ ‘you climb to the slgies st

he sat at the helm. “Mushe, then, 1.
can, sir, and s hundred o' them it you|;

listen to me, but a8 I'm not s bmd
judge of the human face, I think by].
your looks that one story will answar

you for the present, so I'tl rattls yon!
off one that happened to a next door|
lane. As tha story goes, Jerry Spil:
lane was as snug and cosy in his straw-|yn
thatched cabin a» any king could bsin{,

& goold-roofed palace, and he alwivs
looked upon his wife “as the -quedir o
bis home, an’ faix, no wondher! for.

her bright, blue eyes, and spread af
pleasaut ray around their chesiul fire.|.
side, and to add to their comfort, their
children proved s blessin’ to them. Ins-
deed, sir, *twas sald at the time that
there wasn’t & happler family in the

lanes. P
“Jerry rentef about nftie ' atres ot 8

land from Lord Doublediteh. - His lprd<

ship was & harum-scarum sportin’ owld]

horses than ho did about the stats of
his tenantry, but as bad a8 he was hix
rent collector and steward, Sylvester
Flint, was & hundred degrees worse,

brought his nine acres up fo such &
state o' perfoctiom i & very few yeurs,
that it tuck the eys of Sylvedter Fiint, |
80 much 10, indeed, that he coveted it
for himself, and “was sbout makin' up

and his family evicted from the Honie|

a single farthin’ ©' help from Iandlord | B
or agent. One sutimer’s mornin’ ‘i)w"l'a ¥
Flint called on Jerry an’ thrisd 10 chax
him to give up his land, and all hals
oftered in exchange wis to settle hime
and his family o & Yow barren uttek |
not worth & thramesn, ~: -« ot

up to his eyes at the d , g
o’ the owld rogue, an” he was goIn' {5,
pitch him neck an' crop through the{. .
door, when owld Flint piaded hnrd fox |

Wa

“Jerry then grew cool al} of m sudiss

wrong slde o' the door, so  that be] ",
might save himsel! the inconvaufence], '

o bein’ kicked out. But Flint wis &
hypocrite, and when Jerry's §it o', pis- |

into a wnare that he was settii”
hig, ~ L
"'mel""m

he, Il make & proe|

only waccsed.’ -« L s
re.-veey Kind, My, Flint}
‘m Cfearsd v

sweet intirely to-bs-palatabls, but |
Jeriy,

e -

1 15" this,

'y any mah
Wﬁ’,‘ oo it

Puka, T Teil Yo

you. . . ) . ' 1

CWhat? says Flipt o oo, f

"‘You're & darin‘owld man Tor yowr|
younger maR,’ says Flint, proudt of th
fattery, < U T R

And ] know you'd skl & Minttar

the ke of & {arthing’ mays Javk: . |

* | vemea ailitn
tars) 4 .

| ettt hasa kot
I you wa in

;. 3 S . - m »
by Ehe Yo
chly k WA A M

With thee are twined the linke ibatbind; | yoy

That Frosdom's boam o'er tise ity g

Fosal awd. Wb $3e ;
: Y R I
il babos al thas ot |

Engraven Is, wut true, S o fReR

have only time and patience to sit an'i s

neighbor o’ my father, one Jerry Hpifsy, !

W, A
the sunlight o' contentment kindled up [yhe
¥

However, sir, Jerry Spillane’s {ndustry | Jou'd
and his thorough knowledge of tum(r% .

b | y] conlan
his mind to sarve s writ and hays Jeorey | dwin

that codt him alt his hard saraih’s for | oV
years 0 bulid up and Improve witionz!yo

iy Blood it {E 41
daﬂgx" impudence .

snd politely axed Flint to_get on the |,




