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" the giris meck, he tied it to the end

ERIN’S EMBLEMS.

C_: wanld’st thou know ——the emblems

- of :oe is.e of Destiny,

That dat.owea land where the turrets
. nd ace rhe beautiful mountaans

UG.

~3¢- .e the symbols proud of a race
ncowed, beir-tcoms eof a nativn
oid,

A s'amrocs-plant and 3 flag of green
snd a ..ownless harp.of go!d.

Or. » b'~ssirg en the shamrock: 'tis
: re e gb.em of a faith
“ba* -.:x the thrust of & myriac

¢~ a:d, and laughed in the face of
¢cath;
2. it ae @ its own on the hillside alone,
- eway mid the verdant leas,
Witn a bkeart unbent and 3 martyr's
strepgth through the gore-stained
canluries.

O = biecsing on her banner, there is
tope in “he em'rald green
t+ e tor tre s'ave and bope for the

prave in its folds of a lustrous
sneen :
The bhannmer that soared o'er Benhaur,
4 trirmpt beyond the foam.
' flutter and soar in pride once
more o'er battlefields at home.

w

And the 'yre of her soul, that harp of"

setd,
~ast,

“'e ‘rod red years and the sacre:
"sa~s pnd the fight where the die
wag rast

At the tor ch of its cords flashed fiery
swords where far o'er the moun-
'alns brown,

With the setting sun the clansmen won
and the foreign flag went down.

doth tell of her chequered

Oh stranger. such are the emblems of
*he ta'e of Destiny
A triplet guard to watch and ward that
‘st1d by a western sea,
Theyre the symbols proud of a racs
unrcowed, heir-looms of a nation
old,
-tamrock-plant and a flag of green,
and a crownless harp of gold.

ANNE DEVLIN.

THE FAITHFUL SERVANT OF ROBERT

A

EMMETT,

Anne Devlin, who will be forever * ..
n ‘ered in Ireland as the faithful
¢ +aut of Robert Emmet, was oo'n
Fern 14, 1778 8Bhe was in Emme¢ s

gervi ¢ at his residence in Butterfieiu
Lsne Ruthfornham County Dub =n,
erd swisted him In hls plans. After
L ture an July 23, 1803, and wnan
he w.s in hiding in the Dublin moun-
t- .- vhe was the messgnger between
him and bis friends in Dublin. When
61 sttd she absolutely refused to 1n-
form ‘he millitary as to hls whereal'ots
sl'hough subjected to torture and 1n-
cignity She suffered more than iweo
years' imprisonment.

Frum a great and valuable book,
“The Emmet Famlily,” recently printed
for limited private circulation by Dr.
Thomas Addis Emmet, of New York
city. we quote the followlng passages
containing interesting matter relating
to the herole and falthful woman:

“In October. 1802, Robert Emmet re-
turned to lIreland from Paris. We
have seen from hls mother’s last let-
ter to her son Thomas that Robert re-
mained for a short time at Caslno and
was there in December. at the tim: of
his father's death. Shortly after this
event Mrs. Emmet closed Casino and
changed her 1esidence, as we have
seen, to Bloomfield, where she died »
few months later. After Mrs. Emmet- s
change of residence to Bloomfleld, an-
other suburd of Dublin, Casino seemed
deserted. At this time it i8 likely that
Robert Emmet began his operations ‘n
town, but he often used this place as
a refuge after a price was put on ais
head.

In the bagement room to the left »f
the entrance and at the front of the
shouse he had constructed an under~
ground passage running to s« summer
house some fifty yards distanf, and by
this tunnel he frequently succeeded in
avoiding arrest and making his escape,
The sides of this room were waln-

scoated with narrow planks, and on

Anne Devlin.

one side he had a secret door carefully
concealed by the joining of the .3
One morning, just at dawn, Major Sirr,
“the town major,” and terror of Dub
Ain, with his men, surrounded the
house and effected an enirance so sud-
denly that Mr. Emmsat had a very nur-1
TOow egcape. Major Sirr had acecurate
information of Mr. Emmet’s presencs
in the bouse, and, finding the bed
avarm, he resorted fo intimidation to
discover his place of concealment. But
he failed to get any information from
Anne Deviin, the young woman in
charge of the house. Finally Sirr re-
moved the oxen from a tipcart that
wag passing and placing a rope arouhd

of the tongue or pole. Then his body-

guard got into the back of the <¢art,

as from 2 a&ﬂoﬂ 8o

diately strung up again. At length,

had been adjusted by an unskiliful

afterward.
Anpe Devlin has justly been rendered
to Robert Emmet and to his family

versity, when friends wers few in-
deed.”

Further very interesfing particunlars
relating to Anne Devlin appeared in
the Dublin Nation of Sept. 27, 1851,
shortly after the brave womas"s death.
We quote from the very full aceount as
follows:

Died, on Thursday of laa week, after
a long life of hard drudgery and many
trials and privations, in a wretched
; bovel in the Liberties, one of the most
+ heroic and true-hearted women known

to Irish history—Anne Deviin, who
was Robert Emmet’'s servant in the
house at Butterfield Lane eight and
forty years ago.

This was the woman who bore to be
- pricked with yeoman bayonets. to be
half-hanged, to be imprisoned for yeara
"in a solitary cell of Kilmainham, to
see all her kith dnd kin prison bound,
and her young brother foully done to
death by her side: who resisted bribes,
threats, torture and death itself with
courage that mever for a second falter-
ed, sooner than utter one treacherous
word of her master. And from a
squalid alley off the Coombe, after her
long struggles and sufferings, this he-
rolc life has at length flown before the
"throne of God. This day week they
"carried 1ts mortal remalins in a charity
coffin to Glasnevin.

+ The old house still stands tn Butter-
fleld Lane, Rathfarnham, which was
occupled by Emmet and his chief
comrades for five months previous to
their abortive insurrectjon. They were !
8 goodly comphny who plotted togeth-
er through the summer time in the old
house there. There were Thomas Rus-

sell, mild, melancholy, and thoughtful ,

as an ascetic; his nephew, gay Henry
Hamilton, of Enniskillen, singlng the
day long like a lark; Dowdasll, the nat-
ural son of Hussey Burgh, and protege
of Henry Grattan: “Mr. Robert him-
gelf, the bdest and kindest hearted” of
them all, with his fancles often and
often straying away from rockets and
trapdoors and his grand plan of city
tactics to sweet Barah Curran, and the
bappy love that dawned with freedom
and glory from the future. And to
and fro came a host of others, of
whom some passed from the gaol Yo
the gibbet in a few months; and some
escaped and won guerdon and glory
under the Imperial Eagles; and othera
suffered for years the abominable
tyranny of the gaoler Trevor, him they
called “Pedro Zenono, the inquisitor of
Kilmainham.”

The summer wore away fn active
preparations. and at last the_ night of
the outbreak, the 23d of July, came—
with its miserable failure and ignom-
iny. At 11 o'clock of the night, Anne
Devlin was dispatching a man on
horseback with a sack of cartridges
and some flasks of gunpowder when
Emmet, accompanied by a number of
the Kildare men, rushed into the
yard. In an hour’s confusion the or-
ganization of months had been dissi-
pated. ‘“Who's there?' shouted Anue,
challenging them. “It’s I. Anne!" 'sald
Emmet. “Oh. bad welcome to you,”
she exclaimed bitterly; “is the world
lost by you, you cowards that you are,
to lead the people to destruction, and
then to leave them.”
me,” answered Emmet ir his gentle
way, “the fault is not mine, indeed.” -
They remained at Butterfield Lane
that night and the following day, and
tben fled to the mountairs, Anne's
father supplylng them with horses and
accompanying them.

We give the tale of Anne’s heavy
sufferings in Dr. Madden's words, and
in detall:

‘“The day after Emmet and his com-
panions went away frcm Butterfield
Lane a troop of yeomen came with a
magistrate, and searched the house.
Every place was ransacked from top to

wqral timiek ahnli
was thus holstsd into'the air, these
men jumping cut of the cart and let-
ting the body fall to the ground wnen
they thought her desd. Each time,
however, 88 spon as she revived, and
with the first breath freely expressed
her opinion of them, she¢ was imme-

thinking she was dead, they marched
off, but fortunately for her the noose

hand. She recovered, and it is a re-
markable circumstance that this poor
woman was again subjected to a simi-
lar hanging after Robert Emmet's ar-
rest, but for all she lived many years

“From this we see that the name of
historieal by her devotion and integrity

during these days of sorrow and ad-

“Don’t blame ,

‘ Anne Devlin,

gallows; she wan placed under it, and
the end of the rope was passed over
the backband. The question was then
pat to ber for the Inst time, “Will Yo
confess where Mr. Kllis ia?
wer was, ‘You may muorder me, you
villales; but not ope word abom him
will you ever get from me’ She nal
just tirne t0 say “The Lord Jesus have
merey upon my soul” when a tremenao-
ous shout was raised by the yeomen;
the rope was pulled by all of them, ex-
cept those who held down the back
part of the car. and In an instant she
was suspended by the neck. After she
had been thus suspended for two O
three minutes. her feet touched the
ground. and a savage yell of laughter
recalled her to her senses. The rope
round her neck was looseped and ner
life was spared—she was let off with
half hanging. She was them senmt to
town and broughi before Major Sirr.
*No sooner was ghe brought beforp

“r\v k\" AJL
Grave of Anne Deviin.
Major Sirr than be, in the mast civll

and cosxing manner, endeavored to
prevail on her to give information -e-
specting Robert Emmet's place of con-
cealment. The question continually
put to her was, ‘Well, Anne, all weo
want to know {a where did he go w
from Butterfield Lane? He sai e
Iwould undertake to obtain for her the
sum (he did not call it reward) of
| £600 which, he added, ‘was a fine for-
tune for a young woman,’ oniy to tell
against persons who were not her re
lations: that all the others of them
;had confessed the truth (which was
jnot true), and that they were sedt
bhome liberated (which was also a se).

‘“The author sald to her with ne-
:oming gravity: 'You took the monaeyv,
of course? The logok the woman gave
was one that would have made an fd-
mirable subject for a palnter—a regard
in which wonder, indignation and mis-
giving of the serlousmess of the perzon
who addressed her were blended: ‘Me!
take the money—the price of Mr. Rob-
ert’s blood! No. 1 spurned the ras-
eal’'s offer.’
I *“She was In Kilmainham a close
prisonor when Robert Emmet was exe-
cuted. She was kept locked up In a
solitary cell, and indeed always, with
s few exceptions, was kept 8o during
her confinement the first year. The
day after his execution she was taken
from juil to the castie to be examined,
through Thomas street. The jaller has
given orders to stop the coach at the
scaffold where Robert Emmet was exe-
cuted. It was stopped there, and she
was forced to look at his blood, which
was still plaln enough to be seen sprin-
-kled over the deal boards.”

In Kilmainham she remasined for
years—she, her father and all their
‘tam1ily, except two young children. Her
brother died of fall fever, tervibly ig-
gravated by the horrible eruelties of
Trevor., She herself well nigh driven
to madness by him. The memorial of
the state prisoners says: *“He drives,
Ithrough exasperation, the mind to
madness, of which instances have oc-
curred. His treatment of all, but es
pecially of one unfortunate state pris-
oner, a female, is shocking to human-
ity and execeeds credibllity.” This was

She was at last released, crippled in
her limbs, weakened in her intellect,
hardly able to live. without a home and
with but few friends in the world. A
subscription of £10. which was col-
lected for her at the time, enabled her
‘o subsist until she had recovered some
strength—-and shortly afterward she
married a decent poor man, named
Zampbell, a drayman we belleve. Years
passed, years of privation and strug-

bottom. As for Anne Devlin, she was
seized on when they first rushed in.
She was kept below by three or four of
the yeomen with their flxed bayonets
pointed at her, and so close to her
body that she could feel their pointa.
When the others came down she was
oxamined. She sald she knew noth-
ing in the world about the gentlemen,
except that she was a servant maid.
Where they came from, and where
they went to, she knew nothing about,
and so long as her wages were paid she
cared to know nothing else about them.

“The magistrate pressed her to tell
the truth, he threatened her with death
it she did not tell; she persisted in as-
gserting her total ignorance of Mr. El-
1is* acts and movements, and of those
of all the other gentlemen. At length
the magistrate gave the word to hang
her, and she was dragged into the
courtyard to be executed. There was a
common car there, they tilted wp the
shafts, and fixed a rope irom the back-
band that goes across the shafts, and
while these preparations were making
for her execution, the yeomen kept her
standing against the wall of the house,
prodding her with their bayonets in
the arms and shoulders till she wag gl
over with blood (a young woman then
about twenty-six years of age), and
eaying to Her at every thrust of fhe
bayoust, ‘Wil you confess nows will

you toll nw mmre ls Mt Elﬂn? Her 2

'other time came, when a gensraticn
Ihates of the United Irishmen—and so
'sufferings had been dispelled, when

| Dr.
"his lite of Emmet some years ago, dis-

gles and hard labor; and there was a
time them in which it was dangerous
to speak of ‘““the troubles;” and an-

had grown over the old hopes and
all memory of her courage and her
Madden, exploring materials for.

covered her eéarning her bread as a
common washerwoman. in a miserable
cabin in a stable yard oft John’s Lane.
To him Ireland owes all {ts knowledge
of one of the truest and bravest hearts
that ever throbbed in & woman's
breast.

Dr. Thomas Addis Emmet also savs
in his book that Dr. Madden, at s
own expense, placed a monument over
this noble woman's grave in Glasnevin.
On it be had sculptured a most appro-
priate emblem in the figure of an Irish
wolf dog, mow extinet, but which in
the days of old was considered the
most noble of animals. The following
epitaph is inseribed wupon it:

“To the Momory of Anne Deviin
(Campbell),
The faitfhul servant of Robert Emmet,:
Who possessed some mre and noble
Who lived in obxcnriiy and poverw
axid so died .
The 16th Beptember, 1861

“Fhe rope, was at lenxtb put abont
her neck: she was dragzed 1o the place
wwhere the car was converted Into a

Her ans+

] may her early death be mmu%gmv

| “There was sometl

LON&LY maam&m
.. ;
Tha ma Bnﬁug Place of m mmm
s Onmarked. ‘
Fanny Parnell, the unself=sh, Nmn‘
and self-sacrificing sister &£ e of)8
Ireland’s greatest leaderg fnx this conr
tury, lies in an unmarked and noglet-
ed grave in peacetyl .and A rie
Mount Auburn, at Cambridse, 3
Attention to this fact, so sbaweful tal
the race for which she and hwer broth-|
tr lald down their lives, hes rscently
been drawn, and & mowement hng been
get on foot hy certaln patriotic
Irlshwomen in the emst, and in Chi.

And im raise hor hody
fisnde and. bepr- hewad

maim, :
¢ago to efther build a monuznent ovay AR
ber resting place or have hex remaing m”ihi;f g;: i’;sgmw_gé% %:a“i

transported to Dublin and laid by tie
side of her immortal brother, Charles
Stewart Parnell, in beantiful Glasnevin
cemetery. The project of themes wornen,
who loved Fanny Parnell for her gen-
ius and heroic efforts when alive, and
now revere her memory, has takem no
definite shape as yet, but the consum-
mation will probably be ttimt bex’ re-}
mains will be taken to Ireland. Short-
iy before her death she plaintively
sung “Shall Mine Eyes Bahold the
Glory of My Country?’ And as if
fealing that her longing womld not be
granted she saw in  vislon the tri-
umph of the land she loved:

Ab, the tramp of feet victorioms, £
should hear them, °~
*Mid the shamrocks and the mosses,
My heart should toss wwain theshroud
and quiver,
A3 the captive dreamer tomses;
I shonld turn and rend the care tlather
round me,
Glant sinews I ghould horrow,
Crying, “O. my brothers, I have als

Her home !n thn !;xm& Q
0. & xrave ammw ow

fair h;tr’u pnlow now
s the sacred clay of her mﬁm
the gky above her brow, - i
Is the same that smitled and wapt
her youth, and the grass tmuntx !!‘ '
deep,

With the cllnglng lapvés of tka lhn,m
rock that tover her pnceﬁﬁ’ #

wait in the tomb Ber mn ‘
Till she hears man's Rearts,

awake,

T4l she feels the murving nt mﬁpm
atrain tiil tha bandy m\md tlmn

loved her, break; . {
In her lowliness and sorrow. Axnd then, I thmk. m dn@ﬁptm M1
Xet me join with Xou the jubflant pro- amile and her eyes be -
cession, When the cry goes out to the mW
Lst me chant with you her story; that the tmm’: m«&m o

Then contented, I shall go back te tha,
Shamrocks,
Now mine eyes have seen her glory.”

And yet, for a soul 80 drave and he-
roic and poetic as Fanny Parnells,

scarce any more fitting "God’s aere™ ‘n could be wung.of her, as m& ﬁ!

than Mount Auburn could be found, for'gss garah Curr mmg
she sleeps in the midst of meny of' mt;ﬁ?’ tlae Roh“b : ‘&*’*‘ o
-yl ’ I

Amorica’s mightiest dead. And she
was of mighty stock herssif, for her O gx:ko bgrtl tmru whmm uq-x
Rms rest,

blood was that of “Old Irons¥des,” the
heroic and@ Admiral Stewart. Near| When they l!mmlfﬁ l lhm mﬁt‘*
vow,

and around the unadorned grave of .
this gentls revolutionist and passion- They shail smile oar hﬂ“ Mme, ~
ray from the wes

ate prtriot He the remains of men who }
have made thelr country famour. Not{ From her own loud’ Talamd

It is belleved tht.t the moromn(txﬁ
now on foat wilk' in ' good’ tme teiuit”
1in having the honew of Faasy Pemsid
trausterred to Glasne vln; um&m
. gle with the’ ashes of her brothet, *I’h

o m

far away are the graves of Longfellow, row. B ;: Y m

Holmes and Lowell, singers greater iy w3 ,:'
than herself, but not rmore sweel nor

'THE SHAMROGK’S HSS‘IQRY.»

tender; and nearer still sre those of
Charles Bumner, Edwin Booth, LOU]I’
Agassiz, Charlotte Cushmam, Rufus HBow t;m‘!,'idl!t of Psmek w-i 1' mml gt
.Choste, end others of lagtimg fmmo. (et Xelak dleavds. o
When one thinks of thess amd bther. ‘When King Lerry, surioun W’s ’
names It has not unjustly been =aid lords, vamals, and, Drulds, was- Iﬁk
that Mount Auburn “is to thre Unlted brating at Tara, the uuclm H?SN

States what Westminster Abbey im to lrelaud, lt ha w

the haughty ones of Britein.” And
when 1ald to rest amid suoh surrovnd-

ne 1os, wl%mﬁmt 8
*of pmtanutton of the anolent -tm e
*1Tara. 'Who had to

sacred darkness
Whit bo‘mb'imhamer

the torch untll the:. flame - :
brought frora tHe alter of’ o godi
The wartlors graspsd £Held avous'
rushed ‘npthe. hill wm the-fxifidél-- on
to pieces, :

ted him down

lbrought 'bﬁfgrt

th‘ Apshm
‘raged’ mmo

or
m_ ,

Parncll's Lonely Grays,,

irigs, the most devoted admlrex‘ df
Panny Parnell can Hardly say that.she il
hss not found an appropnxntwreitanx ‘
place, the
Talim gx;:ge of the yotl)mg Irlstk hq;eigey ‘
tuat at the base of & Jargey
mound, on which stands a tower, with- °0 h‘ T"m’ H #
in which an ascent can be made to a the N‘”gm? 0 ’.';E.'o
belght of 200 feet, and from the top Yather, Son an B
of which s view can be had not only of 8, of the E““g T
the surrounding country, -but for miles l!meéfatm l‘:!ﬁhﬁé
out on the Atlantic. As has bamen said, Fards day N
the resting place of Fanny . Pamel ia :
unmarked, a fact which is a disgrace
and a lasting reproach to the Irigh
péople of Boston, and to the followers
of Parmell thréughout the country,
Some admirer of the patriot woman
sleeping bemeath has placed = li€tle -
flag, ornamented with the harp of ner
country, over the disappearing mound,
and with that exception tharehw,ag.
nothing else, a short time ago,, 3 1%53 ;
except a liftle granite stone om Whic
the number of the grave o} Is RV
to indicate who slegps be;leaf:h Ad
miral Stewart, “01d lronsides,” 18 uind apostle eaugh
buried in'the lot. What Davis sald o R b
the grave of Wolfe Tone., halff a cens’ aims !ﬁ s
tury ago, applies with quite equal foxrce %o & and then 1o
‘tO that Of F&nny P ameli' . ‘”hawe(a tha’ mp‘ .;.‘“'
A martyr for Ireland, her grave has ng growing from.a sngl
stone, CorpEt one: Fostantlys
Her name seldom named; and her ?ir-v peaple nderstood.
tues unknown, S rushed
Tanny Parnell dled in Bordentown,’ havg ¢
N. J., ont July 20, 1882, and her remam ~and Zrom tha
were taken fo Boston the !enowtgug was pin
Octobor. Parnell was then the arbl£éx§ faiﬂz

of Ireland’s destinies, and the ingraii
tuje which Has forgotten that ghéat]
chieftain has forgotten her. She %m"g
ong of the bravest, and pirest, anyg
truest of souls, and to her ceaselexd
efforts for the freedom of her -LounEry

lnbOr.

troified By men 4
no nseful work 10n¢
Yy t;ie wise dﬁ@

John Boyle O'Rellly wrote of ber whs
her rostless mpirit ‘burst itl“ Tion

b

A‘eﬂ 70 years.” !



