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THE COTTAGE BY THE STREAMS.

Dedicated to Miss GraY, Finiskill N.S. ; Miss Macors Gray,
Esiin N.S., Mohill ; and P. E. Grav, Loughrea,

THE AUTHeRZ APDRESS. et

There's a Cottage small I see in dreams,
An humble little place,

Around that spot-in bovhood’s days
My footprints I can trace;

"Tis the home where parents f.nd reside,
I see it in my dreams,

"Tis the dearest place on earth to me
The Cottage by the Streams.

LaDIES AND GENTLEMEN,

. At Finiskill, adjacent to Mohill, &
. in County ‘Leitrim, I frst saw the- light of a golden sun -

=" shining on a heavenly canopy. I love my parential home, B0

: “The Cottage by the Streams,” in all its humble surround-
| ings, as dearly as the Lord loves his magnificent Castle in all
its rich grandeur, and brilliancy,” and I prize my native
Innisfail in ail her tribulation and poverty, as highly as
England's King estimates the greatness of his glorious
4 Empire, on which the sun never sets. In presenting * Songs

i | There, mother fond taught-me to walk
0 - In childhood’s early hours,
] She took me by the hand to view
The brooks and shady bawers ;
" Where flowers fair do raise their heads

and Stories of Leitrim " to the public, I am influenced by o . - To greet the bright sunbeams,
that love, which is due to my native home and country., [ N - And.lambkins young do play around
{ am prompted by the undaunted bravery and patriotism of the ) ; . The Cottage by the Streams.
} Kings of Connaught, the O'Rourkes of Breffni, who suffered E C e boys'and giri
: imprisonment and death soomer than recognise the right of ﬁ OV?P‘;;mU;S eIa-'s S?ime ]0}'5 and giris,
| Foreign Rule in Ireland, and I am encouraged by the self- . B 5 ith w 0“; I“S& ta piay,
‘ ® sacrificing devotion of Ireland’s noble Martyrs, who freely 7 Bl Oinednow, alas ! are in c:c?]d graves,
h gave their precious lives to redeem a suffering land. Lovers B I Il’ fso}ll'ne a.lre far away ’
of Seng will find, I hope, some charming flowers which grew - N V;‘- edt that EaCF, but still each thought
i in my garden of Poetry during the past few years, excepting i . F 111\ eep adeCthH teer_ns
four beautiful gems appearing in “ Gray’s Correspondence ST | Back to my dear parential home—
with the Bards,” which are signed by their respective authors B N The Cottage by the Streams.
—my esteemed correspondents. The Sketches of the Towns ¢ e ol Th ool [
and County of Leitrim are brief, but I presume they will be % 5 ne rovers.path I now may say
interesting to the Irish People, and especially to Erin’s exiled! =« ;8 I I've often trod upon, .
Children in other lands beyond the waves. The Irish Party;, o mourn those days, bright joyful days
| under the able-leadership of Mr John E. Redmond, ae . That are forever gone ; =
working vigorously for National Freedom, and though much - Ther_ha.ppzesr time in all my years,
remains to be done, let us hope before this Child. of £ _ Without a doubt it Seems, )
! Literature attains its second birthday that the silvery moon i g Were hours I spent with friends beside
: will shed its radiant beams on a free and independent ¥l The Cottage by the Streams,
‘f s : # - o o ' This homestead dear I'll still revere
I remain, L - _ Where my fond hopes abide,
3 In Leitrim South, near Mohill town,

Your Humble Servant,  § - ‘Some miles from Shannon’s sfde ;
i . Goodbye dear home of childhaad’s bliss, ;,
; o May heaven’s kindly beams : i
° BERR‘HR& GR.H Y. o - Tllume each scene that lies around i
Carrick-on-Shannon, o The Cottage by the Streams

June, rgog,
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“Drum, signifying gray ridge.

-forms the beundary.between Leitrim.and Fermanagh, the stream flowing

.forms the boundary between Leitrim and Donegal. This.little.River is
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LEITRIM. &=

COUNTY -

5 »
-

Leitrim County takes its nime from the Village of Leitri
‘ ; 1trim, fo
miles from Carnick-on-Shannoon. The Gaelic forin ofs the name Li:tlk]:
There farty- 1
P are farty-one places in Ireland of the -
The County consists of two parts, almost se |
. : H parated from each .
other by Lougi} Allen. The North-west par: touches the sea. hav'mgcg
Coast of 24 miles on Donegal Bay, The greatest length of the County 7|
from Donegal Bay to the Southern extremity near Drumlish, in Longtord
t]

s 51 miles ; breath of the No:th-west part from near Ballintogher, «in ||
i ; ) r er, ¢

Sligo, to Upper Lough Macnean, 17 miles. Breath of the Sc;guth-’ea!sr: o
part from Lough Boderg to Killygar, t8 miles ; area, 613 square miles: | -

population, go372, -

_ SurracE—~The Northern portion of the County is mountai '
or hilly. except a2 narrow belt extending from Donegal}{ Bay 1o I::Sutsz
.glelvm, and 1;h<: part East of Lough Allen is also mountainocus, 'Tge
uoutherg portlloni, v:i.—'-l-)'l"he Baronies of Mohill, Leitrim, and Carrigalien
are ‘moderately level, but in many places the plains i
gentle rising hills and ridges, y P E e

) The highest ‘mountain in the County is Slieve Anierin

situated 24 miles from Lough Allen, a little North-east is Ben é:c?yzzrg?;,
Slievnakilia, 1793, is on the boundary with Cavan. In the Noréh-wesé
part of the county there is a succession of various heights ranging up to
1700 feet. Two miles from Manorhamilton is the conspicious mountain
of Benbo, 1365 feet. A pleasing feature of these mountains is that the I
aa.nij clottl'ttled w:bt‘h t\lrerdurei up to their summits, affording pasturage for sheeg
and c:ttle, which greatly helped to sustain the B i lers i
oL y D n the Breffnian soldiers in the
: R1vErs.—The Shannen coming from Cavan form ,

ERS s the b

between Leitrim and Cavan for 1} miles, and enters Lough AIle‘::,mf(:ig
which it fiows to . point below Rooskey, a distance of 35 miles; it also’

from Upper Lough Macnean to Lough Melvin. The River.Drowse :has

a course of 4 miles from Lough Melvin to Donegal Bay, and for 3 ‘miles

mentioned in..Gaelic.records as baving from ancient times Separated

Connaught from Ulster, and it still marks the boundary between thertwo |

&

provinces.  The Kilco River receives the Latone from the Leitrim side,
and the Ballagh and Glenariffi flow into Lough Melvin. The Bradogue
forms for 2 miles the-boundary between Leitrim and Donegal. ‘The Duff
rises in the North-west and flows into Donegal Bay; and the Differan
runs into Glencar Lake. The Bonet rises in Glenade Lake, in the
Barony of Rosclogher, and flows through Gienade, one of the most
beautiful valleys in the district, passes by Drumahair and flows into Lough
Gill. The Oranmore fisws through Manorhamitton and fails into the
Bonet. The Owenayle forms the boundary between Leitiim and Cavan.
The Vello River rises in the glens of Bencroy and flows into Lough
Allen. The ‘Stoney River runs down Slieve Anierin and falls into the
same Lake.

Lough Allen receives the united waters of the Rivers Owengar
and Diffaber, and it also receives the Arigna, which passes through
Roscommon, and forms for severai miles the boundary between Leitrim
and Sligo. The Aghacushlaun flows down Bencroy Mountain, and enters
Lough Scur. #The Gellow River flows by Ballinamere into Garadice
Lough. § _ ‘

1.AKES. —Leitrim, like'Cavan and Fermanagh, 15 dotted over with
lakes. Lough Allen, in the centre of the County, is 8} miles Jongand 3
broad. Lough Melvin and Upper Lough Macnean, Derrycassan Lake,
and Glasshouse Lough, are all on the boundary with Cavan. Lough
Boderg and Lough Boffin on the South-west boundary. Lough Gill,
Glencar Lake and Cloony Lake on the boundary with Sligo. Gienade
Lake is an expansion of the River Bonnet ; the small Lake of Munakill,
near Manorhamilton, and Belhavel Lake, near Tyrumahair, In the
Southern part of the County, Garadice Lough, near Ballinamore, a beauti-
ful sheet of water 2} miles Jung, Lough Rynn, near Mohill, 3 miles long ;
Lough Scur, Carrickport Lough, and St. John’s Lough lie from 4 to 6 miles
east of Drumshanbo. Lough Alien is noted for the number of ecclesiastical
ruins around its margin. Shaun na Caun’s Castle (John Reynolds, an
apostate Lrishman) is ajacent to Lough Scur.
the Island of Inis Turk, where Miles the Slasher’s sister was born. Near
Garadice Lough, on the Cavan boundary, is the town of Ballymagovern ;

the plain beside it was the ancient Moyslecht, where the Pagan Irish-

worshipped their idol Com-Cruach.  Here Tiernamas and three-fourths of
the Irish were killed in some supernatural way while worshipping Com-
Cruach, which was a colossal, brazen image, set on a lofty pedestal of
stones, with twelve inferior gods beneath him, St Patrick, standing on
one of the adjacent hills, raised his band and making a sign of the cross
Com-Cruach fell down in a thousand pieces, and his sub-gods were also
buried deep in the earth.

DruMKEERIN.—The little town of Drumkeerin, in the Parish' of
Inis Magrath (population 300), is notable as being for a time the residence

«of the Rev Tom Maguire, P.P. A gentleman named Pope, not professing-

any religion, issued a challenge to any Catholic in England, Ireland, or
Scotland to hold & discussion with him on religion. Mr Pope was con-
sidered the best learned man in Europe. Father Maguire accepted the
challenge, and the discussion took place in Dublin, lasting for six days,

Garadice Lough contains
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-coal, as well as Iron and other minerals.

and resulted in the total defeat of Mr Pope.

injuring his character and prejudicing his future. Father Maguire was
defended by Counsellors O’'Connell and Shiel, and although false'witnesses
and forged letters were produced against him, he secured a complere
vindication of character and defeated bis would-be defamers. Soon after
the trial a protestant clergyman, named Cregg, issued a challenge to Father
Maguire, for another religious discussion, thinking he could win where Mr
"Pope failed, but the result was utter defeat. The only difference was that

"Mr Pope showed a great amount of _learning and refinement, whereas Mr
.Cregg showed a great amount of ignorance and vulgarity. Soon after

these incidents he removed to Ballinamore, where he-met an untimely
death under painful and tragic circumstances. Leitrim people stil} relate
with pride some touching reminiscences of the illustrious Father Maguire,
who will be known in history as the pride of Innisfail and bright Star

of Innis Magrath,

Drumkeerin was alse prominently identified with the great
Election Contest in 1go8 when the principal issues before the electorate
-were Sinn Fein and Parliamentarianism. Mr John Redmond, Chairman
of the Irish Party, and some other M.P’s attended a meeting in
Drumkeerin to oppose the Sinn Fein Policy, which Mr Doian, M.P.
had launched in North Leitrim. Mr Redmond’s speech was principally
on the over-taxation of Ireland, and he simply referred to Mr Dolan in

this way—-* I have nothing to say to Mr Dolan, who is a very able young-

man, it is for his constituents to state whether he is justified in the attitude
he has taken regarding the Party and its Policy. ” Miss Anna Parnell,
Mr Griffith, and others addressed meetings on behalf of Mr Dolan, Miss
Pamel! repudiated the statement that the Parliamentary Party were ad-
vocating Parnell’s Policy, and urged the electors to vote for Mr Dolan.
Many royal battles took place between the rival parties, the advocates of
Sinn Fein got their own share of rough handling bat in all cases they de-
clined to prosecute, giving as a reason that they recognised no English
Constituted Court of Justfce in Ireland. The electors, by a considerable
majority, decided in favour of the Parliamentary Party and its Policy.

Tur ArioNa Mines.—The great Connaught coal district is bezide -

Lough Allen, a considerable portion of which belongs to Leitrim, what is

calied tHe Arigna Iron district belongs partly to Leitrim and partly to

Roscommon. Iliustrating the wealth of the mines, Geologists have
estimated that they contain between twenty and thirty million tons of
The output for 1go7 was
15,000 tons, and the weekly wages bill nearly £ 1oo sterling. The mines

are 3 miles from Drumshanbo Railway Station, and Mr Long, when Chief |

Secretary for Ireland, gave a Free Grant of £ 24,000 to connect the Mines
with Cavan and Leitrim, the consent of the County Council was necessary

for the project, and the County Council very properly rejected the grant,

because the Directors of the Railway on the Company’s side failed to givea
proper guarantee, to the effect that the extension of the Line would incur
no further liability on the Ratepayers of the Guaranteeing Area.

Shortly after the discussion’ . |
a ceftain action was instituted against Father Maguire, with the view.of .
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< BRIEF . HISTORY :

- OF — .

COUNTY: - LEITRIM.

AnciexT Namus,—Leitrim was formerly called Brefini O'Rourke,
it was the Principality of the' (’Rourkes, and from the same family

Drumahair was cailed Bally O’Rourke. Breffni O'Rourke also included
‘the North-west parf of Cavan. The Barony of Rosrlogher was formerly,
.and is still, knowh by the name of Dartry, and was possessed by the
‘family of MacGlaricy. The Southemn part of the County belonged to
MacRannalls or Reynolds, and was called Munster Elois.

“How LEITRIM WASs ProrLED.—The earliest inhabitants of Leitrim
were the Partholamans, who, coming from Greece, landed on Inis Samer,
-an‘Island at the mouth of the River Erne, and settled in North Leitrim,

_ The Firbolgs next arrived and settled in South Leitrim. The Tuatha-de-

Dannans being a manufacturing people, and knowing the value of precious
metals, which were abundant in Leitrim mountains, repaired thither. The
‘Firbolgs, on the arrival of the De Dannans, fied into Cuunty Shiygo and
were pursued by their rivals, a battle took place and lasted for three days.
The Firbolgs were defeated, their King was killed, and buried at Ballyso-
dare. The Milesians next arrived and conquered the whole Island.
Treland was subsequently divided into two parts by the descendants of
Heber and Ir, sons of Milesians, the South to the former, the North to
the latter. From Ir descended Conn of the Hundred Battles, and the
O’Rourke’s of Breffni. For many centuries the O'Rourke’s ruled over
" Leitrim and Cavan. Cavan was given to a branch of the famijly—the
O'Reilly’s—in the thirteenth century, and was called Brefini O'Reilly, or
East Breffni.- Leitrim was called Breffni O'Rourke, or West Breffni. The
O’Rourkes, owing to their geographical position, were seldom assailed by
the invaders, the Danes or Anglo-Normans ; but their love for justice and
freedom caused them take an active part in the various wars between the
Gael and the Gall, it being a settled conviction among. the Irish that

wherever O’Routke led his army, whether at Clontarf or Armagh, the

Yellow Ford or Clontibret, Charlemount or the Curlew Xills, victory for
the cause of Ireland was certain, no equal number of men were able to
stay for-a moment the headlongsweep-of their burnished battie-axes. The
head of -the: O’Rourke family was Ruarc, -son of Tighernan, the valiant

champien, who gave a long unbroken succession of noble warriors down -

‘to Brian of the'Mighty Blows—DBrian-na:Murtah. Owen O'Rourke, the

. last ruling Prince of Leitrim, after the disastrous battie of Kunsale, in 1602,

;_j.rf:tumed to his home in Leitrim, -where, during ‘the 'reigns of Elizabeth,
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SONGS AND STORIES OF LEITRIM.

James the First, and Charles the First, O’Rourke presented a fighting
attitude swhen the other parts of lreland were subdued. :

St. CoLUuMCILLE —His PROPHFSY.~VALLEY OF THE BLACK Pic.—St.
Columcille was a prince of the royal race of Nial, and was born at Gartan,
in County Donegal, on the jth December, 32r. His real name was
Crievhan. From early youth he was endowed with the gift of prophesy.
Having been instrumental in causing a war, which was fought for the
possession of a book which he transcribed from the Four Gospels ; and,
being a high dignitary of the Church, his sorrow and remorse for 50 much
bloodshed was very desp, he visited his confessor St. Molaise (sometimes
called Lasserin, meaning the lesssr light, St. Patrick being the greater
Tight) in Inishmurray, County Donegal. = St. Molaise imposed on him the
penance of perpetual exile, never more to see Irelaind.  St. Columciile was
returning to his home in Derry, after receiving his penance, and when
travelling on the shore in Leitrim he wrote a prophesy of the invasions,
wars, and conquest of Ireland —the land he loved so well. He said that
Erin would bleed from every pore for centuries, and that no part of the
Island would suffer as -much as Leitrim, on account of her undying
devotion to Faith and Freedom. He wrote :—*A monster shall arise

in the North, and from Skreen in Sligo through the valleys of Breffni, on -

by Fenagh and South-west Cavan, till it touches Slane in Meath. The
monster shall gloat over his victims, and no person shall escape along the
track of the horse’s shoe.  Erin shall pine in twilight, but her famp shall
be replenished and . shall never be extinguished. ”  Ireland was subdued

in Elizabeth’s reigu, but O'Rourke would not surrender, and vowed that

he never would bend the knee to any earthly King or Queen. O’Neil and
O’Donnell had fled from Ireland previously, the other Irish Chiefs sub-.
mitting and taking titles. Queen Llizabeth abused her Generals for not
bringing her the head of O’Rourke, who sheltered O’Sullivan Beare, and
succoured and protected the survivors of the wrecked ships of the Spanish
Armada, in Donegal Bay, and refused to give up possession of them.
James 1. cams to the throne, but gallant O’Rourke was still defiant,
James gave grants of all the land in Ulster to a number of greedy Scotch
adventurers, so that O’'Rourke found himself in a net of fotifications—
Sir William Cole, at Enniskillen ; Sir Fred Hamilton, at Manorhamilion :

Sir Edward Villers, at Drumahaire ; Vesey, at Crevalea ; Birchell, at

“ Ballantra, near Drumshanbo ; Reynolds, in Lough Scur, 4} miles from

Drumshanbo ; Clements, near Mohill; and Frazer and Coote, on the
Western bouiidary of Siigoand Roscommon, Against these overwhelming
forces O’Rourke and his brave soldiers gave blow for blow and were able
to give invaluable help in the Civil War of 1642-1649, in the reigns of
Charles 1. and Cromwell, and not until the Williamite war of 16ge-16g71
were the brave soidiers of West Brefini completely subsued, the ablest
men of the O’Rourkes having given their lives whenever there was a good
day’s work to be done for Ireland. Brian na Murth C’Rourke was
captured in Elizabeth’s reign, taken to London and executed, because he
would not permit foreign garrisons enter his territory, and because he
Tefused tosalute the Queen. His successor, Brian Oge O’'Rourke, was
also captured and confined in the tower of London, because he refused to
bend the knee or recognise Foreign Power. Then came the long night

Io

SONGS AND STQORIES OF LEITRIAL

of suffering for the men who never bent the knee to foreign rulers while
they had & brave Chiettain to lead them. The prophesy was now being
fuifilled : To the mountains, to the bogs, to the woods, and away from
the track of the horse’s shoe—priests and bishops seeking protection—
were the hapless people of Leitrim to underzo the greatest persecution
known in the history of any county.

~Tue PewvaL Davs.—In the reigns of Elizabeth and James I
the Irish Catholics suffered most severely by the destrgcnon ot thetr
religous institutions, but no place suffered so much as the land of the
O’Rourkes, not a single place of worship having escaped destruction
from Donegal Bay to Johnstons Bridge. In the succeeding reigns of
Charles 1., Cromweil, Charles II., and James II. the Irish showed
indomitable pluck and undaunted bravery on many a hard contested
battle-field, the Leitrim men coming in at the critical moment
and  turning probable defeat mto  certain victory.
Ireland lost by her loyalty to British Sovereigns, but it was not until the
surrender of; Limerick, on 23rd September, 1691, that the long night of
datkest woefand suffering fell upon Ireland. On the gth August, 1690,
the Sieze of Limerick commeénced, and on October 3rd, 1691, after
fourtecp mouths sieze, during which time the Williamite army ha:d been
beaten off three times, the conditions of surrender were signed, coniprising
forty-two articles, giving to Catholics complete religious liberty and as

. perfect freedom as is enjoyed by any gitizens_, in any country, at the
present day. These conditions were the price of their bravery, a price-which
“they enforced. Three days after the ' Articles * were signed the French

ailed up the Shannon to help the Irish, but Ireland’s faith was
gll:c?;rescl :r?d I?ept. The Trish soldiers marched out of Limerick with ail
the honours of war, drums beating and colours flying. 19,023 Irish
soldiers sailed away with the French Fleet to fight under foreign flags.
Scarcely had the Irish soldiers landed in France when the treaty was
broken. The British soldiers, made up of diverse Nationalities, were let
loose upon the country, plundering and burping, and worse than all,
punishing and banging priests, and endeavouring to destroy the undying
and holy religion which 3t. Patrick brought to our Island from Pope
Celestine in the year A.D. 432. The Irish now, completely at the mercy
of theit persecutors, were compelled to abandon their houses and lands

on the fertile plains and seek safety in the mountains and bogs. The -

priests crept out of their hiding places by night to teach the Catechism,
and bring the consolations of religion to the sick and dying. The year
1777, in the reign of George I1I, the shout of liberty came booming on
the passing breeze across the Atlantic. The * Yankees ” would have no
more English Rule, they mean to be free. The French revolution was
on, and the Gullotine was busy with its bloody work, and many thrones
in Europe were trembling at their bases. The tyrant is an abject coward
when squarely met. The .tyrants paused in their work eof cruel perse-
cution. Then came a mandate from.England, “No more persecution
ience sake.” '

for Con%own from the mountains, out from the caves, and from the woods
and bogs—the catacombs of Ireland—came the starved and ragged
priests and people.
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ON LOUGH RYNN'S WOODED

*3 The sounds of the hatchet and the hammer were heard on the | CLAY'S COLD BED—A LOVER’S

- R e e

plains 'rer?ovat‘ing those ruined temples and holy shrines, which, in their
prestine simplicity, had done their work so well for the primitive Catholics
of Dieland, from which so many holy Saints issued forth to spread the
Faith of Christ in foreign lands, and ezrned for Ireland the proud name
of Jusula Sasctorum ef Doctoram—** The Island of Saints and Scholars.”

~ Tur Pasr anp PrespNT.—Standing on the summit of Slieve
Anierin on a clear day, with a magnifying glass, the beholders can get a
peep into eight counties of Ireland, namely, Leitrim, Donegal, Fermanagh
Cavan, Meath, Longford, Rescommon, and Slige.  An extensive view can
be had of the “ Valiey of the Black Pig,” so mentioned in St. Columecille’s
Prophesy, because the monster of bigotied cruelty was severest from
Skreen to Slane. The *“ Mass Rocks” and the ruined temples are now
replaced by beautiful Churches and Convents. How consoling to  hear
the Matin Bells calling for our morning devotions to God. " In the
evening, when the toiler is retiring from his daily avocations to seek a
well-earned night’s repose, we can hear the musical tones of seven bells
mingling their notes in harmony across the blue waters of Lough Allen
and, as the last peals reverberate and re-echo in solemn cadence amoné

| - LAMENT.

1

‘Now she rests her head on clay’s cold bed,
and sadly sleeps in the tomb, -
While the birds of spring again do sing,
and the flowers again do bloom,

And locks of hair, bright polden hair, still
clustered abont her heag,

[In vale and dell, I mourn the belle, who

| sleeps in ciay’s cold bed.

Ah! 1 mind the time, the happy time,
when I was a wild schoolboy,

E're manhood's life, with its cdres and strife,

| did my careless mind annoy %

At the local school, ‘neath @ lenient rule,

in the same boolk we read,

And Jove did beam, in life’s young dream,

s

SHORE.

. A SAD REMINDER.

Lough Rynn, which is situate midway between
Mohill’ and Dromod, is very attractive and
picturesque. The iake is studded round
with beautiful evergreens and trees of varions
description =and is a popular resort in
Summer . days for the inhabitants of the
neighbouring towns and district.  Lough
Rynn Castle, overlocking the lake, wasthe
seat of the Earl of Leitnm and was buiit at
considerable expense. ~The residents of
Mohill will remember with regret thatin
recent years two of their respected young
townsmen were drowned whiist bathing in
‘the waters of the lake, avnd it is signiftcant
to mexnsion that both men met their nntimely
end in the same particular piace. = A monu-
mental beard with an inscription now marks
the unlacky spot in which those persons lost

the distant hills, the listener Is inspired with a kind of pious awe, as if it undimmed by clay’s cold bed.

were the spirits of our martyrs coming again to-reside in the Valleys of . .

Breffni, which may now be described as tne shades of departed tyranny. [But youth’s bright train doss not remain,

- it lkeeps travelling on the raiis, i

The rails of life, with its woes and strife,
its hardships and details ;

I:One cold bleak day she passed away, but

| the iast fond words she said

Will pe‘er depart from my leonely heart,
though ske sleeps in clay’s cold bed.

their precions lives.

’Twas flowery June some years ago
T met companions gay,

By hill and vale und shady groves
We carelessly did stray,

To famed Lough Rynn we onward went
Where birdies songlets pour,

Where mansions stand so very grand
On Lough Rynn’s wooded shore

Though in the past we've suffered much,
Our hepes are very high ;
Those days of woe have passed away,
And Fregdom’s days are nigh.
. When we shall Erin's story write,
In Fame's transparent mould,
We can't forget the honoured names
Of Breffni’s soldiers bold.

There's not a part of this Irish land
Like Breéffni's hills and vales,

Where young and old, in every grads,
Can tell historic tales

"Of Leirim men in mead and glen,
Who nobly fought and {ell

For dear long suffering Innistail,
The land they toved so well.

By the foaming tide, ar Shannon’s side, I
“‘think I can hear a sigh,

Borme on the gale by hill and vale,
mingled with the words ‘* Good-Dbye,”

But hope brings cheer, young Annie dear,
in-this"world a pure lite led,

The shamrocks green can now be seen o’er
her breast on clay’s cold bed

We 1aok a seat, we looked dround,
Each heart was light and gay,
We viewed the lovely trees that bloomed
Like floweretsin May ;
We saw the boatsmen on the wave,
We heard the Walers roar.
Each lovely scene was quite sexene
On Lough Rynn’s wooded shore. ¢
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| I am lonely here, now Anmie dear, whilst
- : ) travelling on to thee, ‘ )
My doleful mind, from grief unkind, will

: % %5% % never again be free,

Some pieasure seekers boid and brave
So young lighted-hearted boys,
Entered the lake to have 2 swim
‘To share acquatic joys,
We watched their movements in the deep
Those fond companions four,
And they could see the parties walk
On Lough Rynn's wooded shore.

o

For hope there's room in the darkest doom,
and even in the sieep of the dead,

Stitiin vale and dell, T mourn the belle,
who sleeps in- clay’s.cold bed.

&

-

A gentle breeze passed through the trees
And murmured sweet as song,

The band did play a stirring iay
T'o cheer the passing throng

Amidst those scenes one of the boys
Sank ! Sapnk ! to rise no more,

Which brought a gloom as from the tomb
On Lough Rynn’s wooded shore,

That lonely grave with tears I'il leave,

‘ where my poor Annie lies,
- And I wili prey each night and day, to the
Ruler above the skies,

That her pure soul, while I condole, will
be biest in the land overhead,

And I hope some bard will my name regard
when I'm laid in ciay’s cold bed.
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A boatman fast went to the place,
A diver searched the deép,

.All eyes were centred on the spot,
We saw the ladies weep 3

. At length his lifeless form was found,

Each heart was sad and sore

“The hnpeless eries nigh rent the skies
On Longh Rynn's wooded shore.

The flowers seemed to droop their heads
The band ihen ceased te play,

The brightness of the scenes soun changed
To darkness and dismay ;

“The little warblers of the grove
We heard their songs no more

From young and old the sad tears rolied

- On Lough Ryni's wooded shore,

“The boy who lost his precicus life
Was searcely nineteen years,

His father came upon the scene
His eyes were dim with lears,

T'll ne'er forger that saddening sight
It pierced my very core,

The father kissed his lifeless son
On Lough Rynn's wooded shore.

Though many years have now elapsed
In dreams I often see
The picture of that lifeless Loy
And tears ! tears ! falling free ;
We hope that he is happy now
He'll view the lakes no more.
For him I'il pray whene'er I stray
On Loagh Rynn’s wooded shoze, -

—0—

A JOURNALIST IS DEAD.

Lovers of literature—and writers in general
—will be extremely sorry to learn of the early
demise of Mr Thomas J. Clarke, who was for
£ considerable number of years editor of the
Lerrriai OmsgrviEr. Mr Clarke, by his
gentlemanly, straightforward, and kindly dis-
position, won the admuration and regird of
those who were fortunate enough to make bhis
acquaintance, and although his eyes are for

" ever sealed to the books of this world, and his

pen is for ever stilled by the agent of death,
his pame will long be cherished by the Irish
people, for healwaysadvocated their claims and
demands in an eloquent and forcible manner ;
and his fame will long be green in the
journalisticworld,of whichhe was suchadevoted
and talented Jmember. May heavenly joys

illume the soul of the patriot who can no longer
further Irish principles and sentiments, but
though his last letier is written in the interests
of Irish Natiopality, his soul will rejoice in the
heavenly kingdom, when the banner of freedom
fioats proudly over the land so passionately

loved by the brilliant journalist, -whose early |
demise is so deeply regretted by all classes of |

the communily.

Ye Irishmen, in vale and glen, who love your

native land, .
Ye joarnalists of brililant fame, ye seribes and
writers grand, '
Come drape your books in mouarning deep, for
deaih’s cold icy bed

Has clasped a scholar 1o its breast—a journalist |

is dead.

*Twas flowery May, nalure seemed gay, and
birds sang in the bowers,

And youthful maids, among the shades, could
gather pretiy flowers,

Still a gloom was cast o’er Carrick town, and
many tears were shed, . .

On the sad and gloomy morn we heard that
Mr Clarke was dead.

A young man in the prime of life, a scholar
bright and grand,

Who pleaded Erin's holy cause and loved his
native land ;

'Tis sad to think in death he lies as still and
cold as lead ; ;

His maniy breast will throb no more—the
journalist is dead:

To Killummod now I'll travel and I'll kneel
beside his tomb, .

I'll breathe a prayer for his pure sout while
swmmet roses bloom ;

Those locks of hair are mouldeﬁng now that -

clang abont his head.
Those eyes so bright have lost the light—the

journalist is dead.

Good-bye, dear Clarke, ‘in this land of tears,
we'll still remember thee,

May your soul find rest amongst the blest for
all eternity ;

While angels sing in the beavenly home, in the
kingdom overhead, i

Our boeks we'll keep in mourning deep—a
journalist is dead.
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ON THE HILLS OF AFRICA.
A VISION OF THE BEOER WAR.
- _ .

[The oll.c-)wing lines which were written after
the telief jof Ladysmith and before the
surrender of,Cronje, thejBoer General, may
still be interesting to those whose memories cari-
bring them back to the days when the English
were engaged ina bloody war with President

+ Kruger and the people of the South African
Republic]. .

Ye soldier boys where’er you be come:listen to

my song,
I crave your kind attention, now, I won’tdetain
you long ; i

Last night I had 4 loneséme dream while at
repose I lay,

I dreamt I was out at the war on the hills of
JAfrica * '

Then I thought T stood at Ladysmith and
viewed its ruined halls,

Some houses were completely wrecked—
desiroyed by shells and balls.

J met a lonely.mother there, she filled me with

~ dismay,
Lamenting for her sons who were on the hills
of Africa,

#Oh, Madam, dear ! to her I said, **.why do
you weep full sore 7— )

I liow yen’ve reason to lament the dear ones
you adore;

Buot do not fret, you'll see them yet, before next
month of May™.,. ’

“ Ah, no ! ” she said, **my sons lie dead on

. the hills of Africa !” ‘

Y wandered then from Ladysmith to a place
called Rowan’s farm,

There T beheld another sight which filled .me
‘with alarm— :
“Three thousand Boers were standing there

commanded by Cronje,
“Their swords were shining brightly on the hills

[ thaught the piace looked bleak and bare,
that grass had ceased to grow,

I saw the cattle running wild down in the
valleys low ; l

The maidens’ checks looked pale and wan
that once were bright and gay,

And everything Jocked desolate on the hills of
Africa. !

The next I saw was a lonely grave where &
warrior lay at rest,

No monument stood at his bead, no wreath lay
on his breast ;

My eyes were filled with bitter tears as [ went
on my way,

For soldiers’ graves were scattered on the hills
of Africa.

Then I thought T heard the trumpet’s sound
convenient to Glencoe,

In dread and fear I locked around scarce
knowing where to go;

1 thought I saw the British then coming in
grand array,

Prepared to meet brave Crenje on the hifls ot

Africa.

Long Tom * was then in action put, by orders
Roberts I gave,

But the galiant Boers were well prepared and
fired from hill and cave ;

The fighting opened on both sides, the British
fled away,

And Cronje won the battle on the hills of
Africa,

Then I fwoke, the vision was o'er, and T was
in a fright,

I looked around but naught I saw except the
shades of night ;

1 then thought on my lonely dream and I began
to pray

For some brave men | who fought and fell on
the bills of Africa.

* Pronounced Aff-rye-kay.

+ A guick firing gun of that name. —-

* Lord Roberts, the English General.

|| Some Ixishmen fell in the South African
war on each side of the fray.

of Africa.
N

|}

\
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WRITTEN IN FOND MEMORY.

_A gariand for the grave of CHARLES BROWNL,
.. Esg., Co.C., C.D.C, Vice-President of
Mohill Branch U.TL L., and President *Mohill
Division {526) A.Q.H., who died at his
residence, BMohill, on July 1s5th, 1507.
Aged, 39 years.—ILLP. -

‘Fair Leitzim now in mourning is, a patriot is
-1 mare,

A leader of the people who was versed in Irish
lore ; ot

“In the fght for Erin’s freedom sure he took a
foremust pari, :

Mow he is gone, in mourning is many an Irish
heart.

iIn manhood’s prime he was called away, when
Erin’s hopes were high, 0

But his soul will rejoice in 1he heavenly jand,
the home above the sky.

WHEN YOU AND I WERE BOYS, -

I am thinking dear friend, 'on the bright happ‘v:
days.

The days that are gone long ago, . :

When we strayed by Drumhanny snd Firiskil
braes,

Ere sorrow or car2 we did know ;

Companions in dozens we had then, 'tis true)

We oft had a share of their joys,

Qur friends they were many, our foes they wer
few, F

When you and I were boys.

Sure dear Mohill town was a lively place then,
For pastime it never was bet,

We knew all the ladies and manly*young mes,
Their equals we never have met ; ks
How oft did we stray to that dear little place,
Diressed up in our neat cordoroys,

“When the land he loved is free again, when
Etin's flag of green

friend and rrue,

and town,
“ Charlie ” Browne.

He took a part in the affairs of this down-
trodden land,

Chambers grand, )
Against oppression vile and rude, against
" Coercion laws,
He did his best to further on old Ireland’s holy
cause. ‘

Hibernians troe may well lament, for they can
| Se€ no more,

‘One of the foremost in their ranks, a leader of
their.corps ;

Just like a soldier brave he was a few short
days ago

“Working for home and native land, now he is
Iying low !

In Leitrim soil bis relics ke, the spot he.loved
50 dear, :

_And ‘wreathes of love lie o’er his breast, watered
with many 2 tear; ‘

“The angels, we trust, his soul have brought off
to that Happy bourne,

Still Innisfail weeps for her son who ne'er
TOre can Teturn,

Waves proudly in the morning’s gale, when
Ezie is a gueen. : i

A champion of the poor he was, a trusted:
I

With a shilling to spend and a smile on each
face, .
When youand I were boys.

The young men of Mohill their limbs wen
zlive

He tried to help them bere below, and told : When playing footbali in the field,

them what to do : i
His name it was a househotd word in country |
\

‘And all regret that he is dead, the pure-souled |

The champions of Connaught their names wil
survive, .

To footballers they never did yield ;

As I view the tong list now I fondly can look

At the names of O’Kellys and Foys,

l They were some ‘ot the bast, they were first in

[ When you and I were boys.
And often raised his manly voice in Council|

| Now that fair one is dead and cold in the romb,
i The willow trees grow by her side,

the book,

1

She left this cold world in life’s early bloon

Ere I first thought of crossing the tide ;

She stated, dear Patrick, near fair Shanno
View,

That she would share my sorrows or juys ;

She was modest and fair, she was constant and

trye,
When you and I were boys,

Loved {friend now you're married, and setile]
in life, |

While I wander single along,

Whi]e_}f’ou have your children and dear litth
wife, :

Let me have & verse of 2 song ; 5

Though single T rave, though I have lonej
{imes,

- Though trouble my' mind oft annoys,

1 will sing of the times in my everyday rhyme
When you snd I were boys. BESLAN

— R
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SUMMER, DEAR SUMMER,
FAREWELL !

And, Patrick | you'restill near the clear River
Moy,
With companions brave ong or Lwo,
Grannua's cold-hearted foe you would gladly
destyoy,
To Erin you're congtant-and true ;
‘As I muse o’er the past I remember each name,
. Those young lovers of music and 10ys,
I can think of them ail who loved every game
When you and I were boys. -
Fareweil to the dance and farewell to the spree,
Farewell to the market and fair, -
No concerts, dear friend, now for you or
We have plenty of trouble and care ; .
Though our hardships are freat, we can still
have those rays,
Which Destiny never destrovs, )
Tn onr dreams of the days, Those bright happy
days,

O, Summer, dear summer, farewell to thy
grandeur,

Farewell to thy charms so flowery and green,
The lovely green bushes are mow bare and

leafless,
And the roses of summer no longer are seen.
The dear litle songsters that sang in the
for me Dowers, o )
*1  And carolled their wild songs so blissful and
gay, '

Have now changed their notes, and sad songs
are singing,

Since summer, dear summet, has faded away.

When the days they were long, and the sun it

When you and I were boys. was warn, )
: ’ el Ang the sweetjoys of summer were pieasing
—oa to all,
BLIGHTED ™HOPES ! We carelessiy strayed by the fair, flowery
; mezdows,

Alr—The Valley Lay Smiling before Me”! And we mever ance thonght that the green

ieaves would fall.
And so when we’re vounthful, content,
gay-hearted,
We heedlessly wander through youth’s
fiowery way, -
And often we gather wild roses and thorns,
White summer, dear summer, is fading away.

Throngh the meadows the cold wind was
blowing,
When a young man in bed dying lay,
On the mountains far off snow was falling,
And damp was the cold bed of clay ;
A youny woman was weeping and wailing,
As she sat by her dear lover's side,
‘And that circle of gold she was weanng, S e
- Though she never, never could be his bride. | Byu: thorns with roses do grow, bear inmind,
With fond parents each lived near the|Whilst trvelliing Life’s garden among her gay
mountains, ’ bowers, R
Through the valleys they oilen did roam, i If ye gather sweet Howers leave the thorns
By the murmuring brooks apd the fountains, | behind. )
So they thought they wonld build up a home ; i And then when old age, with tts ills comes
A farm and a mansion he acguired, . 1 upon us,
]

and

!Yes, summer, dear sammer, brings lovely

The land it was fertile and green, When our cheeks they are pale, and our
So the young man sincerely desired locks they are grey, o
The young lady to be his dear queen. No thonghts will alarm us, no thorns will sting
But, alas ; all those fond hopes are blighted e,
? Thas circled round each lgving heer When summer, dear summer, has faded away.
For the candies at his bedside are lighted,
And his spirit is now going to depart ;
Just a few farewell words he is saying, Thy bright beams and roses no longer could
They are mingled with many a sigh, Tast )
While his friends for his pure soul are praying, { fhree months of this gloomy, cold wintry

O, summer, dear summer, farewell to thy
grandeur,

He bids the world and loved ones good-bye. e

In ihe lonely churchyard now he's sleeping; 1 would give for one day of the summer
This soldier of Erin so brave, that’s past. )

Mother Erin for her dear son is weeping, And soisit ever, when enr bright days are
May the turf lightly le o'er his grave; fading,

And & maiden wanders lone and sad-hearted To the past we oft turn to catch one biissful

To that grave decked with spring’s early
" flawers,
And prays for her friend ‘whom she parted,
While a home vacant stands near the bowers.

ray,
And we'd give the whole world for a bunch of
Youth’s roses
When summer, dear stminer, has faded away.




- “But'instead of thirty-eight I found her age was

:
§
| -?' “‘For Death wili come when our days are spent Educati

i ‘Loved Madam, if you read those !inesAI hope
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M.P. attached to their names,
following lines will be read in the same Spirit

.o}'.gtwd humour in which they have beeg
writlen. )

. A LADY'S AGE.
.i"'(._,"'..-l'm :igf;i and thirty years of age, ” I’ve heard
"‘ a lady say, PR : o
FHer locks that once were tinged with gold were | 3,0 all pélitical parties are un the election
turning fast to grey ; . . ine : .
= <Her life-story were it written W?“]d ifume | 1 love my native country, this lovely lang of
. ' -maany:a page, i niine ;

i ol began'to wonder why did she deny her|p pave e in R service since my years
age. were twelve end three,

“Her-cheeks that once were flowery red were{So don't forget me at this slage, make me a3

getling -wan and pale, grand M. P,
" Bustill she loved her own preen iste, her dear ; E
| -so'ld Tnnisfail ; £ ’ Now Pay attention for s while, my stalement
“- Fortheworld and business she was bent, her 1 “"”_be true, . ,
5 nerves were all alive, onlr:)' ‘S‘Sh o tell my friends whas I propose
: o do;

I musttell the dear electors all aboyt my policy,
For I would like to Plead their cause and be 4
‘grand ML P,

‘ dfry-five.
‘The‘home in-which she lived would suit a lady
; +of renown.

P  Indeed it is a splendid place convenient to the | The foremost object to my heart is Erin’s holy

‘town ;- cause,

-« .roses rich and rare, .., bome laws ;
.. #And -sommer's beams in harvest time pay a|I'll advocate those measures great, which help
% dfarewell visit there. democracy, .

AL

& tears came in her eves,
“But we're told = home awaits the justina Tl build good houses for the poor, with gardens
. -piaceahove the skies ; neat heside,
* “Thisiife isshort ! The next is iong ! Ves, for- | The labourers T'H strive to help, Il ever be
: ~_ever and forever, their guide ; '

¢ JIgrieve to think that my ties some day with| And if companies want extensions, Il give no
this loved world shali sever, guarantee,

[ - W_Vhether we say we're young or old it matters | They muast get planks 1o prop themselves when

little, I fear, I am made M, P,
: in this earthly vale so dear ;
- “Ah ! Death may come iz winter time when snow Tl
¢, - onthe gronng does lie,
. s
-And Death may come when June’s fair charms A Nation's learning is her wealth, 502 university

~ bow beneath a burning sky. For Erin's children I wil] build when T'm »

2 grand ML P.
= 0 W1 EX L
?TwaioPoetryzgeQuillei,thnt prompted me | The temperance movement I will help—ye
] could not her refuse ; know the whiskey bill ‘
 An opinion I have formed now, though I am | 15 2 é:l)ae;ici:tni::iiudvisgrace and shame, how many
Dot a sage - g ; :
" "Twas love of,Life that infiuenced yon o 404 _if Liberals are kind to us I'Dl help Sir
minimize yo e, cenery
your ag I'll work for home and native iand when 'y
grand M. P.

When I'mi M.P. how grand I'll be, now do net
. laugh ye all,
N € man that never gets a rise n

(Candidates for Parliamentary honours—of fail § ¢ SR
.. Tvarious political tpMions—are at the present | Think twice before yon make & choice, then

‘time busiiy engaged in making flowery epeeches kindly vote for me,

+and pointing our to the electors what they hope | For I will serve your interests best when I'm a
- #t0 perform when they get the ornamental letters grand M, P, ;

=0

A CANDIDATE'S ADDRESS.

I hope that the.
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- . Theigarden was fair and grand to view with | Foor Granuale .1 will not fail to get for you -

Lifeis.a troubled road,” she said, and the | MY dutypl vill nefer forgetuwhen I'm 2 grand -

-alternate few hours at Carrick Railway Station,

- othér important positions in life.

CARRICK-ON-SHANNON.

Carrick-on-Shannon, with a population of 1118, is the principal town in
County Leitrim, and is beautifully situated on the Banks of the lordly
Shannon. The valieys and hillsides are nicely ornamented with plantations
of various descriptions, which give a valuable contribution to the attractive-
ness ‘of the place. The Midland Great Western Line of Railway
from Sligo to Dublin runs adjacent to the town, and trains call every
There is also splendid
facility for traffic by.water, as thé-Shannon Steam Packet and other Com-
panies run their vessels on the breast of . the lordly river and visit the
town bi-weekly. These advantages offer an inducement to the travellers
and tourists to become acquainted with the piace, and many distinguiskied
visitors are to be seen in Leitrim’s capital during the Summer and other
months of the year. The Leitrim County Council and other public bodies
hold their meetings in the Town-hall, and the Quarter Sessions and Agsizes
are held in the spacious Courthouse, so at these times Carrick may be
described as; an tmportant little place. ‘The Towns of Leitrim are

‘mentiorted ig History. *The French Army crossed ihe river at Ballintra,

near Drumskf-{anbo, arrived at Ballinamuck on Sth September, 1798, and
were closely followed by the troops of Colonel Crawford and General

Lake, who were unable to break the bridge at Ballintra to impede the .

pursuit whife Lord Cornwallis with a powerful army crossed the same river

at Carrick-on-Shannon, arched by Mohill to Johnstown, Co..Longford, .

to intercept the enemy in front on his way to Granard. Colonel Crawford
attached the rear guard and about zoo French infantry surrendered. The

Irish insurgents who accompanied the French fled in all directions, being”

24

excluded from quarter with the loss of about 200 men.’
SEATS oF LEaRNING.—The Marist Convent Chapel and Schools are
situated on an eminence in the east end of the town, The spacious
grounds adjoining are artisticatly designated, and the walks ave lined with
evergreens of various hues which considerably add to its beauty and
grandeur.  Upwards of 300 pupils attend these Schools, and a consider-
able number of boarders are also retained, The Marist Convent is a veay
pleasing retreat for the pious members of the Sisterhood who have dedicated
their lives to the service of the Lord. St Mary’s Monastery School adjoins
the Convent Grounds, and is conducted by the Presentation Brothers,
who prepare many students for the Priesthood, the Civil Service, and
Cortuber N.S. 15 taught by Mr and Mrs
Burke, and Mr Black, N.T., conducts another school in the centre of the
town. Mr McManus and Mr M. McGowan, ex-N,Ts, retired on pension.
CaTtHoLic CLERGY.—St Mary’s Catholic Church, in the centre of the.
town, is a beautiful building of artistic design. The Clergy are Very Rev,
Canon Gilligan, P.P., V.F ; Rev. P, Newman, Rev. P. J. Manly, Rev. M.
Nangle, C.C., Gowel ; Rev. B, Geraghty, P.P., Drumsna ; Rev. A McGaver,
P.P., Kiltubride.
. MAGISTRATES—Messts J. Kilbride, R.M ; J. Moreton, P. }. Flynn,
R. Harvey, J. J. Doyle, T. D. Pettit 5 R. Devenish, C,P.S.
SOLICITORS—Messrs M. McKeon, C. W. Alleyne, J. A, Pettit, and
B. A, Fox, B.A,
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. 2 considerable land ownef in the Counties of Leitrim and Sligo.
Rowley, D.L., resides at Mount-Campbell, Drumsna,

"J. Connellan, T. Lowe, P. Devany, P. McKenna, J, McNabaola, J. Murray, |

| reignof King James it was afortified town, and remnants of the greatboundary
; *wall and. the arch-ways can still be seen, and are interesting links with the

T Shannon.

-of sorrow and tyranny,
rule in Ireland.

MEDICAL PRACTITIONERS.—Dr. K. Delany, Dr. P, F. Doorls.
Post-Orrice OFrFrciaLs.—Miss Elliott, Miss Cavanagh, Mr T. I
Whitfield (Postmaster), Messts J. J. Eliiott, C. C. Church, J. Hurl, F. ¢
Holt, James Sheerin. oo S
CarrICK UNioN OFFICIALS—Mr A. O’&nor, Clerk of Union ; Mr S,
E. Holt, Asst.-Clerk ; Mr McGreevy, Master.  Relieving-Officers—Messrs,
E. Costello, T. McManus, J. Clyne, J. Cox. ’
Counry CouNaiL Orriclats—Mr C. Dolan, Clerk; Mr O’Nejl|
‘Clarke, C.E ; Mr C. W. Alleyne, Solicitor; Mr D. S, Duignan.
JournaLisTS—Messrs F. Mulvey, . F Moran, P. J. Candon, P. C
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O’'Carroll, J. O'Rourke.
GENERAL MERCHANTS-Messts P. Barrett& Co., P, Flynn & Co., T. Costelio

P. Feely, N. Campbell, L. Glancy, T. Giancy, Raiiway Bar : F. C. Giil
J-Cox, Mrs. McCann, Mrs McDermott, P. Duignan, I NJ.LIH‘]ET;], D. Liliy '
grchitects—s. McDerm%ti, C.B; D. Cassidy, J. Dolan, Morahan Bros
RAPERS.—Messrs J. J. Flood, R. Harvey, M, )

M e J.] ) ¥: M. Cooney, M. ]. Carthy,
-BuILpzRs AND ConTrACTORS. —Messts B. McDermott, W, J. MeNutt

The Village of Jamestown is three miles from Carrick-on-Shannon,

and ancient history is still noticable in the features of the place. In the

historic past. Drumsna is beautifully sitvated on the Banks of the lordly
Messrs J. Caslin, T. Duignan, and- James Beime (Law Clerk)
;are well-known ' residents, and Mr Shanly has had experience of public
houses in two hemispheres, and has also done the * circumnavigation.”

ProMINENT MEN.—Mr T. J. McDermott, V.C.Co.C., proprietor
Bush Hotel (which is described by noted travellers as one of the finest
buildings of its kind in any country; is very popular, and, as a member of
various public bedies, is recognised as a very good friend of the ratepayers
Sir Gilbert King, Bart., resides at Charlestown House, Drumsna, and is'
ey Mr W,
: YLD .

Co.C., and Mr P. McNabols, Taish House, figure prmninently(;r ?ﬁfnt?é
politieal life of the county, ‘

Drumsna National School—Mr P. Masterson and Miss Masterson.

Kiltoghert National School—Mr J. Deignan and Miss M. White,

Lisduff National School - Mr P. McGuinness and Miss Moran

Liscarbon National School—Mr T. Flynn. '

Leitrim National School—3Ir Meehan.

Cottuber National School—Mr J. Burke and Mrs Burke,

In the Viliage of Leitrim very good cattle fairs are held, and it possesses
many other advantages in the business line.

Carrick-on-Shannen is plentifully watered by the lordly Shannon, and
beautifully ornamented With rich woods and waving forests. The pa;sing
hour is counted by a magnificent town clock, which was erected in 1905
asa memerial to the memory of Mr Owen McCang, first Chairman of the
Leitrim County Council, who worked many years under the National
banner, and died before the land he loved had obliterated the impressions
created by many successive years -of English mis-

— e

THE LOVE;Y BUSH HOTEL.

Through foreign climes I've wandered, and I've seen some princely domes,
In Belfast and in Dublin fair there are some splendid homes ;

" | But in countries grand or cities great no building can excel

‘That manston grand in Carrick town, the lovely Bush Hotel.

In the centre ofithe town it stands, beside the Chapel high,

Where pious people pray to him, who rules the earth and sky;
And we daily hear in tones so clear the voice of the Chapel bell,
Which sounds so sweet as music through the lovely Bush Hotel.

At the other zide the Shannon flows, and boats move to and fro,
And many are the flowers fine along its banks tha: grow ;

And Leitrim men bright honours won, where pigeons often fell-
In that green field connected with the lovely Bush Hotel.

‘Some noble lords, some travellers grand, and pleasure-seekers gay,

A visit to this lovely place do very often pay ;
"T'is as fair a place as you can see, 'tis a beauteous spot to dwell,
"Tis a credit to green Erin's Isle, the lovely Bush Hotel.

At the famous Bush fair Beauty's hand adorns every scene,
Those trees that grow beside the halls, those lovely bushes green,
Bring visions to the dreamer’s mind, and help poor bards to tell
The story of this charming dome, the lovely Bush Hotel.

T've seen that lovely Bush, fiom which this building takes its name,
It grew so grand beside the door as the place grew up in fame ;

One clear, bright day it was cut away, but then it never fel], .
For its name and fame will always live in the lovely Bush Hotel. .
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COMRADE FLOWERS.

Last'year I saw two Rowers grand
-Beside my home they grew,

I saw them in the early morn
“While gently fell the dew ;

“Their heads were raised above the ground

wAs if they wished to see
.. ""The beauty of the scenes around—
"The lambkins on the Iea.

‘I wandered to the place again
In noonday’s brilliant glare,

* “Their leaves were spread beneath the sun,

And both were very fair ;
© "They seemed to live in-sacred bliss
Like happy man and wife—
+Each seemed to have an interest in
The other partner’s life.

“When winter came I viewed the place
In which those flowers grew,
But I tound theyhad departed
. And faded from my view ;
-I thought that winter's iey blast
~ Had proved very unkind,
While memories of those fowerets
Were flitting in my mind. .
Thissummer June bright sunshine brought,
I saw the place once more,
Those flowers bloomed in jife again,
Each lovelier than before ;
Fromiwinter's sleep they rose again
To lead a life anew,
It seemed they loved each other well,
Like faithtul iovers true.

So thought I of companions fond,
A young man and his wife,

In youthful years they knew,no care
In summes days of life ;

Old age came on, they sickly got,
And sadly passed away,

And now each fills 2 lonely grave
Beneath, the silent clay,

When slimbers in the grave are o
At ' Michael's trumpetg:ound, o

All mortals will appear again
Iere on this earthly ground :

So like the-pretty flowers that roge
More lovely than before,

I hiope wa'll rise amongst the blest
In bliss for evermore, ’

REGATTA DAY IN CARRICK.

The Carrick-on-Shannon Annual Regatta wl

held on the first Monday in August undg

favourable weather conditions, -and mug|

credit is due to the promoters for. the sucees!

which attended this popular aquatic carniv,

"Twas Regatta day in Carrick town, i
The third of Avgust fine,

The glorious san o'er sea and land
Resplendently did shine ;

The boats were moving to and fro |
On.Shannon's lordly breast, i

And the boatsmen quickly plied the cars
Their energy 1o test. :

Some sportsmen came from Connty Cork, |

And some from Liverpool, e

Some came from cities far away
From ¢ach aguatie school ;

When rivals met the Carrick boys
On Shannon waters blue,

The Carricks left them far behind
And showed them what to do.

There were motors on.the waler,
There were motors on the road,
There were carriages in waiting
AL every ‘man's abode ;
The scenes adown the river
Were 2 pleasing sight to view,
As the strains of music echoed
Over Shannon waters blue.

Sure the town was very pretty,
We painted walls and doors,
Our homes were very tidy
With carpsts on the floprs ;
We swept the pedestrian sideways,
And little Nell and Bess
Suggested we should dust the streets
To save the ladies’ dress.

Nearly ali the folis were stylish
And fashionsnew displayed,
The beansand belles were pretry
1n finest robes arrayed;

Fair ones were much in evidence,
And so the story rap—.

I heard the people sayin’ there
Were six for every man.

“The fireworks in the evening were

4 splendid sight 10 see,
"We sent a horseman in the air
He rested at Dundee,
‘And we'sent 2 noted aeronzut,
The Heavens to ex lore,
‘He promised that-he’ surely write
Whene'er be'd reach the shore, - i

™ —

32

SONGS AND STORIES OF LEITRIM

Ty

‘We bad every class of penple
In Carrick on that day,

We had men to pick your pockets
‘And clowns to make you gay ;
We had men to teach the dunces,

“We had men in every role—
Men who could swim the Shantton
And climb a greasy pale.

+ Tcan't forget the gallant tramps,

. Their pugilists that nighi, .
'Thz;if'pli)le% the duds ” in battle style
And fought with all their might ;
“They gave the police work to do,

‘The police paid them well,
And sent them for refreshments ic
His Majesty’s hotel.

Now, everything in Carrick town
. Was pleasing on thatfay, .
From = pint of frothy ** porl}mr
To a cup of smiling *tay™; .
But if these lines are erring,
If these pictures are not fgxr,
You need not blame the writer,
For that ** joker’ wasn't theie.

"Twas Regalta day in Carrick town
Our thoughts were very high,

We've got no letter from the man
We sent up in the sky;

. I'm hoping Freedom’s flag will wave

O'er mountain, iake, and plain
When Regatta -lay next August comes
In Carrick town again.

—_—
' ON THE BEER.

A PEN PICTURE.

Club, Carrick-on-Shannon.

1 know a man some miles from town, he bears

an honoured name,

He leads-an humble sort of Iife, he is upkown

to Fame ;

His-motheriand, his native home, to him is

more than dear,

He has one littie weakness, ‘tis a love for

Gitbey’s beer. .

N

The other day, now I may say, was stormy,

sharp, and cold,
| The snow on hills and valleys Iay, and covered
| all the mould,
Sn Gilbey’s friend Lhought something hot his
body and soui would cheer,
But he was not wise enough to stop till he was
-1 on the beer.

"Then for Erin’s Isle he was the man who'l
work to set her free,

Home Rnle he wanted badly and a University 5
ForPaddy’s land he waved his hat, of none was
he in fear,

And he praised and blessed his saintly land
when he was on the beer.

He gave a stagger here and there, then np
against a wall,

Once more heraised his lofty voice, and then he
gota fall ;

And though he crushed his precious bones, he

never dropped a tear,
' He did not find the bruises then, when he was

on the beer.

Next day he mused and pondered &s he sadiy
lay in bed, =

When the spirit of the beer was gone, when
Gilbey’s beer was dead :

The housemaid sure she noticed that her friend

was rather queer, )
And the victim said he'd take the pledge, and -
cursed the rotten beer.

| Now, look my friends, at the picture of an

| honest, de¢ent man,

| Defiled Ly drink, and say he's not a pity if
.you can ; i

| Each noble feeling fades away, which-to man-

kind is so dear,

And vice and crime take Virtue's place when

some are on the beer.

Now, Mr Rourke, in Carrick town we've
hundreds three or four,

Voung and old, in the temperance fold, true
patriots 1o the core ;

‘Respectfully dedicated to Mr JorN ROURKE, | Some from the ranks perchance mayfallin trial's
-hon. secretary St. DPatrick’s Total Abstinence |

hour drear,
| Bat all I'm sure will do their best to avoid the
sickening beer. ;

Whether we are rich or poor, whether we're
great or small, -

We never should be baughty for ‘we're liable
to fall ;

If more would jein the temperance band, ten
millions every year

Would not be spent in-Ireland on whiskey,
rum, and beer,
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A SAD GOOD-BYE,

z3oth January, 1909. Ape, 31 years,

vthe **Observer ¥ staf, Carrick-on-Shannon,

~thinks S :
That a soldier of Ezin so brave
“Has bade a farewell to the tand of his love,
“And sleeps in the.cold silent grave,
=Oh I 'no Irish minsirel coeld silent retnain,
- “Though feeble his lyre may be,

. iTo a long, long eternity.

" {For full 20 years, ’tis true, he had worked

" To help Mother Erin’s just cause,
-«=As composer and writer he battled against
" Oppressive and tyrannic iaws.

. "True'son of a down-trodden Isle,
iHis brave Celvic heart is now still and cold

. As he sleeps in Roscommon soil.

i " "T'he bushes will bloom in the spring time anew,

“The flowers will grow on the plaia,

“The warblers will sing, but he never can hear

“Their wild tender notes again

Fond brothers may mourn, a sister may weep,

And tear drops a mether’s-cheeks lave,

While shamrocks do grow, and the dasiesdo

peep
Alongside his green grassy grave.

A ,qarlaﬁ% for the grave of Mr Thomas Kelly,
@ ~prominent member of the staff of the
¢¢ Leitrim Observer, ” who died at his residence,
-;Shannon “¥iew, Carrick-on-Shannon, on the
R.LP

“Sympathetically inscribed to the members of When the Lye-gone year of nineleen-five -was

'~Can ‘the bard remain silent when sadly he

23

To fght for.Ireland’s freédom we have men at
UGr command—

In Carrick town yow’ll find them in St. Patrick's
Temperance Band. -

"The history of this Temperance Club for youl

wilt disclose,

drawing near its close

A pious priest by Shannon’s side put his infla.
tial hand

In temperance woik, and started then, St
Patrick’s Temperance Band,

The members stil] increase each week, we ha's

three hundred near,

AVhen he thinks that 2 true son of Erin has gone

" “He left this enld vale in the morning of life—

The sacred cause of temperance to us is very
dear ;

We know ‘twill heip us gain the elaims of this |

down-tredden land—
You'll find intrepid voang men in St. Patrizk's
Temperance Band, .

In the social life of Carrick town a splendid*

change we see,

If we patronized the publichonse *twould lc'sd:_

to misery ;

Ab 1 drankenness vile bas mapy placed on

ruipalion’s sirand,

But every man can mind himself in St. Patrickls |
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Temperance Band.

Though Ireland has suffered much, we'rehoping

all the while

lovely litile isle ;

That Freedom's star will soon shine on our |

Ye wild winds that blow near Killukin church- | For Ireland’s sake we will unite, and jabour -

yard ;
‘Move calmly and uoiselessly by

- <For beneath the cold sod in sanctified clay

A seldier of Erin does lie. 4 -

., “Goodbye, honoured {riend, a fond, sad goodbye,

Though lengthy or short be our years,

Well pray for thy soul, and remember thy name

While here in this valiey of tears.

e

ST. PATRICK'S T EMPERANCE

BAND.

¢ v ~{A song gpecially wriilen for the members of

i B3t Patrick’s Temperance Club, Carrick-on-
Shannon, with the writer's best wishes for the
agvancement of the movement and the welfare

of its members).

"The Captain leads the army and puts ti'xem in

battle line,

“To fight the foe éhey must prepare and be in

one combine ;

hand in hand—

We have some staunch Home Rulers in St,

Fatrick’s Temperance Band.

5t. Patrick’s Day,

We'll sing the songs of Ireland, St, Patrick’s

Band wiil play ;

St. Fatrick's Band will play the tunes of green-

"robed Ireland—

We have some grand musicians in' St Patrick’s

Tewmperance Bang,

Here's long life 1o every Irishman who loves his

country dear,

And happiness to our exiled friends, some

thousand miles from here ;

We are working, ever working, for-our dear |

and saintly iand,

Aod we bless the happy day we joined St.

Patrick’s Temperance. Band.’

In procession we will march the sireets on next,

|
i
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THE POSTMAN.

ibed with kind wishes to Mr J. CoSTELLO,
Inx{;ﬁnwlgustmzn, Carrick-on-Shannon.

- Along the winding streets he comes with

ine step but sure,
Wsﬁlﬁg%vfm %c is, endeared to all, he calls

to rich and poot 3 . i
We always wish to see him call since we

to write began,

* “We hasten on to welcome hire, the faithful,

trug postman.

.And varied is the news he brings, sometimes

I e
5 potes canse pleasure,
'W]l'.luen 2 kindly friend remembers us, sends

i ure;
ug a gifi—a treasure; .
For distance oft true ;fnends divide, and seas

oft roll between

" Fond hearts that sighed to part here in this

Lttle Isle of Greent

To business-men he calls each.day with

nd bills,
w:;:gss;%g:):rs for Gilbey John and some

echam’s Pilis. ]
Hiol;rli?'legs buols for Seigle’s syrup that cures
own disease— .
A G poweral is vy s

to please.

Aund lovers when they chance to write they
don’t know where to stop,

If you read those dear epistles sure your
i u’d want to prop;

W?:gescz;id and his doings later on I hope

1 a

I’llm :;ian, some mystic letters from the

Wlighted lovers' reel.

Sad news, sometimes, the postman brings
letters doleful to read,

' From some wha are in sOrrow and some who

; a
‘Wg:t:-n:f[::rrtls’raxe dims mortal’s lone path, the

Ik of every nation
W?i)te to icixg friends in hopes to find at

Jeast some consoiation.

1n winter time bis knock is heard before the
is Lright, ‘ _
Ins:};;sdemﬁent from slumberland some rise
i delight; )
Arinogt?tretclﬁd arm is stretched to him as

i uno’s swan .
T:r }:ltat:s;s ghe letter that he brings, the

faithful, true posiman.

Old friends, by times, we like to meet? on

ne days.to ponder ; ]
Ouhys;:i]es dzar we long to seg, who foreign

climes do wander;

And notes from new-made friendsdo piease,
the post-mark first we scan,

And their bearer always welcome is, the -

faithful, true postman.

With steady slep he comes along, we loock

for him each day, e .
Mac;:r kindly fertune favoar him and guide

him on his:way;

And may be hear kind notes to me, to .

brighten Life’s short span, )
Whilg bear 1 kindly wishes for my faithful,
true postman.

—0—

A LINK WITH OTHER DAYS.

AN EXCURSIONIST’S STORY.

A member of an excursion parly which re-

ly visited the metropolis vouches for Phe
:grclttu;;.cy of the facts indicated by the foliowing
lines, and states that anovel is to be written un
the subject which will likely be interesting,
especially to Leitrim, Roscemmon, and _Csty of
Dublin people, in which places the principal
will appear.
:gel;!:swrittet? lpmder thetitle * For love of cher'
Days ? -will show the unwisdem of extending &
helping hand to acguaintances, even In a pre-
dicament, on whose principles we are znable to

lace retiabl : 1
}grz%:rb that * Truth is stranger than fiction.

The story which is intended

e confidence, and will prove the old

The sky was ciear, the air was calm, cne

beauteous morn in May,

. .
A train steamed off from Shannon's side to

Dublin City gay

Each heart was light and hopes were high, the

morning’s golden rays

Illumed the path of some we knew—the friends

of other days.

A pleasant rup, indeed, it was, a party six

hundred strong,

And through the trees the morning’s breeze

‘Murmured a5 SWeel a5 50ng §

The band did play each stirring lay which lorely

hearts would raise,

And songs were sung by songsters young—the

songs of other days.

The destined place was reached at length, the

train stood 2t Broadstone,

Two ladies then were seen 1o be both fhendless

and zlone;

# No friend have I, ” one did reply, ** to guide

me o'er those ways, ™

To a question asked by a brave young man—e

friend of other days.
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"I'hey aravelled through the city wide, they saw
-“the buildings grand—
+ Pillers.of Fame they saw that name some heross
«of-our jand—
#And city life was mad they thought, they had
IO time to magze,
'!Wﬁbh “LrRIMCATS here, and motors there, an'
* balloons of present days.

In’Phcemx Park they went to see those charm-
ing gardens fair,

“The awild birds and the animals that are ali
stationed there ;

'They -saw some snakes and fishes strange in
-artificial bays,

. "The monkeys tame and lions wild, the terror of

. present days.

"'The -graves of Ireland’s best they saw in
-Glasnevin Cemetery—
*Parnell’s famous name in flowers and the noble
martyrs three ;
They saw O’Connell's 1omb that would a
patriot’s spirit raise,

T mnd they prayed for Ireland’s noble dead—-the

dights of other days.

- #Some institurions too they stw, then each had

friends to see,

“61In Park Streei ere the train departs again we
will meet thee,”

:Said ‘the jadies to the young man as he went
along the quays,

And parted for a little while those friends of
other days.

The train came in, a change is made, and so the
_ story ran,
Ie finds his fnend leaves him and talks to-a
** lovely ” marded man ;
Jdn. wonderment sure he sat alone, his mind was
in a blaze,
Al me ! he mused, I thought I met a friend of
~.other days.

“** While shamrocks grow on Irish sofl, while
streamlets onward fiow,
‘Ne'er cross my lonely path again while in this
-vale below,”
_ Those wereshis parting words to her—* The
heut that once betrays
-I ne’er could trost agun good-bye, dear friend
of other.days.”

MORAL—

Loved .ones, while travelling in life’s train of
friends untrue beware,

Fair smiles to dft-are seen bepeath wreathes of
-. sartistic hait,

And don't offend & sincere friend who honestly

‘@SSRS

“To play a part where honour lies for love of
nther days.

‘SHE WAS YOUNG IN YEARS.

ANNE Muvivey, Clounfad, Hillstreet, who
departed this fife 15t December, 1905, Aged,
26 years,. —R.L P},
The first day of December, in our books wil
take a place,
"Twas then that Death to Cloonfad came, His
footprints we can trace, '
For & lady iair is ubscnt there, which many
leaves in tears,
By the voice of Death she was called away;
theugh she was young in yeass.

Miss Mulvey was of noble mind, :she loved ogr
own green isle,

And hoped on Erin’s children dear, kind heaven
wonld ever smile ;

She believed that a nation's tronbled voice i3
Lhe saddest sound one hears,

was young in years.

A companion ever fondand true, g triend genial
and gay,

‘With Nature's light her eyes: were bright, as
sunbeams are in May ; T

But when heriliness chronic got, it caused much
* pain and fears,

We knew *twould cause Miss Mulvey's death,
though she was young in years,

many dear ones rest,

Along her side the shamrocks grow; and wreaths
lie o’er her breast ;

Her grave was ‘made by careful hands, and
watered well with lears—

The young and old for Mary wept, for she was
young in years.

Now, I will drop my feeble pen, Miss Mulvey
dear, goed-bye !

the sky ;

It piessed the Lord to call her, and He is the
king of seers,

For she always served Him faithfully, though
she-was young in years.

L O} —

CARDINAL LOGUE’S VISIT,

(His EMINENCE CarpINaL LoGUE, Primate
of all Ireland, mccompanied by the Most
-REV. DR, HOARE, Bishop of Ardagh and
Clonmacnois¢, visited Carrick-on:Shaanon
in October, 1905. His Eminence paid visits
to the principal seats of learning in Leitrim's -
capital, and replied.to addresses of ‘welcome
from various public bodies. The town-wag
beautifully illnminated for the occesion, l g

{Lines written in fond memory of Miss Mary

She Jonged to see green Erin free, though she |

In Killommod graveyard -now she lies, whers.

We hope you are in heaven now, in joys above
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The town wag detked with- lowers fatr, it ‘was 1 And Longlord’s plains are. Jove]vmthe chmmmg

pleasing and grand-1o view,
i ’thn His Eminencercamé m Camck town 10!
P ged Carrick peoplé.trues .
i ’Tr:umphai arches crossed e roada, avhzch bore
inscriptions grand, ‘
There was signs of joy on every face and ﬂawers
" in-dvery hand.
.:7And the people Jooked o er Sharmon s brea_-;L
td see the yacht come in, ‘

4 :thch brought to dear cld Carnck Iown one uf

Ireland’s brightest men §

.+Ag tie boat came up the river grand the peop]e:

lotidly, cheered,,
For the Pimate’s nathe through Erm s Isle is

$u . honioured-and- revered. e

When be put his foot on: Lenmm solf*hls bless-

- ing he gave' o all, .
. To him addresses uf - ‘welcome then were

presented &i'the’ Hall ;

. To those bright Tokens of love he rephed and
hoped that we would see " - ]
Prosperily’s sun shine'on' our Tsle- and the

iz people from sorrow free,

When the flags were flring in ‘the breeze there
L weremany.grand disp]ays, ST

And the sights and:scenes of Cartick town Were

-Jike those-of-other days ; -

From the Convent gracd. 1o the. Leitrim Road
Vi gnd from thidt to ‘Shannen Miew, -, .

Many lovely arches.crossed . the- streets witli
wir - fags.ofevery hue. N

When the shades of mght . the country fell
i3t gnovalleyy hillyand brae; -~ .-

In Carrick town this -honoured mght was
Pai . “brighiter thamthe.day; -

The mansions grand were well ﬂlumed and 50
v oyere fhie-houses smmli, |

Every house in town was: hghted up, and S0

er. 1o WasAhe, public. Hall F

The people walked meugh the bnlhant streets
s tinithousandsitwe o three, . :
Those electric lights ol various hues were more
wihane gyand tossees o

Bu the brightest light in tuwn »that nmht w
e .. the.genius of the Frimate grand,. ..

Whose learning. 60 ~great:and- mlents subhmcr

would illume a.benighted land.

Winla we traveh t,hmugh the fields. uf hfe, while -5

" we joderiey in Lile's train, -
The kindly words'he 'sald to us in our memories
Sowillremain ot 15
n happyr'dmms weJl rthiink of the time.
h'en ‘sorfowand. woeirera:entambed,

e itight was': ‘brighter than :thes day
arrickiwas 1Llumed i

[ S

month of May; - -
“But” ilie - fairest - place -in this dcar Eand, the
sweetest spor L know, = -

I'Is Sheeniore” hizh, -near Carrick 1own, where:

fHowers fine “do grow.

Someé travillers g0, to lxerry graan 10 see the
beaunties there,
And. sourists_go.1o foreign Iands in search of
scenes Jess fair ;
But come ahd see those lofty: .'n:ll]s before eke-
where you gd,
And view the land, so fair and grand," where
flowers fine do grow.
On-Sunday’last from my. dear home 16" Kesh T
wandered down
To take & plance at Laheen {alr and Shebeg of
hlghvrenown 3 o
I gazed awhile on beauteous scenes down in
Aheivalleys low,
Benemh those lowv eiy a!pme hills;. where ﬁowers
;ﬁue dorgrow.
Then a lady fair slepped up o me, .and took me
Shpathir hand, :
Saymg—“ You're welcome (aray, irem Mohﬁl
. lows, here on this fonely strand ;
I Tisneardour years since you Awetc,here, fond
. memory itlls me so,
Now:-come 'with me, Shcemorc?-tcrsee, where
Hlowers fine do grow.’ .
' She'showed me 4ll the ancient: caves s0 pleasing
., Lo the view,
Sheé gave me some ** forget-me-nots ? that grow
for lovers true,
-She showed me many crystal streams that from
* - lie rocks do- flow,
And xun between those love]y h:]ls whcre
’ ﬂowers‘”ﬁne dogrow.’
241, walch my father's sheep,”
sammer days so grand’
Qn._yon, green plaing where dalSles grow and on
this fonety strand ;
I love those io*vely mlls and plains, ‘my heart
. will break with woe, e
If der I'm forced-to 1ezne Siaeemore where
o ol Adwers: fine de grow..” ]
Ob ! Sheermnore is 2 lovely piaue, us ca.lled the
“faliries” Till, .
Where curranis sweet -a.nd bemus red- do grow
Beside each rill, - :
Where Finacool the Gianti hvved.m days iong,
fong ago,
And wandered t‘m‘nugh thosc lofty ]:ulls where
ftowers fine do-grow.:
I,lhankcdlthls belle; we badefarewell as Sol
T danlc iithe west, o

she said, “Fin

| {Pfall the places.] have. seen"hs the spot that I
i love best
- | Those loyely h[lls, thse crystal rills, It love -

* wheréd'er'1 g
May Heaven's hand protect-the land where
do .

SIOW,. . . .
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- MANORIIAMILTON.

Be:-} Bow and Ben Skardawn mountains.. Popu]atwn 871 0

rTH,E NMartous CHURCHES.—There are’ three Cathol:c Churches in the

parish.  St.
suitable place for meditation’ and prayer.

.edifice, $tanding on Keany’s terrace. .The clergy are—Very Rew. ]. Dolan,
PP V.G, and -Rev. C. Comey. The Rerv.
'Rector, and the Rev. .Mr. Coody, Metiodist ‘Minister. Thé

and Mr, P. O'Fiynn is a legal pra.Ltmoner

" MAGISTRATES.— Messis. Wi I\ear‘y Thomas McGoveru,] O DonneH
Dr R A Rutherford A, Algeo.

- NATIONAL SCHOOLS. -—The Convent .School 1§t conducted by the Snsters~
of Melcy- Male K.5., Mr..:MeDermott; Female N S Mrs McDermot_;_'_
Prorestant N.S., Mr. Boyd R N P e oo o, Shm = B

Tue Busivess CircLm—Messts., F. E. “Meéhan, "P. T Ixenny
‘VIc Govern, J. 'N.-Dolan, W. Ward, M. Higgins, j'ohn McGumnesc IL
McMorrow, Temperance Hotel ; 3 Looney,B M. Rooney T Gaffne LR
But}el ~J. McKenna,-R. F]etcher M. Higgins.. . 7 )

‘PROMINENT M. —C. J. Dolar, -ex-M.P., 'son of the 1ate ]ohn Do.an,
Esq T.P., was born toth August, 1881, and was educated at"St.-Patrick’s
- He:swonthree
gold medals at Intermediate -examinations, and is z B:A, candidate.of:the
Royal University of Ireland, He also passed-a- difficult-examination forthe
Indian Civil'Service. Tlewas elected M.P. for North Leitrim at-the General
Election in ‘1gof, and having spent a brief peried in.Parliament he.con-
sidered that 'Parlinnientaria{]ism was not a-sufficient force by which Treland
could regain her independence, he differed with the Party. and its-policy,

- resigned his seat in Parliament, and-again-stooé-for North Leitrim-as a"Sinn

Fein candidate, and after a vigorous and bitter contest in February, 1908,

Mr. Meehan, the nominee of the Parhamentary Rarty, was elected by a

substantial majority.

Mr. john O’Dennell, [.P., Larkﬁe]d is. a considerable land owner in
Leitrim and Roscommon, and is-very. mﬂnentm% He defeated the M.P. for
North Leitrim for the representation of Manorhamilton division on the County
Council at the triennial elections. in. 1908,

Mr. F. E. Meehan, M.P., resides in“Manorhamilton, and is a-successful
business man, We hope that he will also be a successful Parliamentarian.

Mz J. L. McMorrow, Poet and Artist, 1s a staunch Nationahst and a -

writer of much ability and refinement. During his sojourn in New York he
contributed frequently to American and Irish newspapers on matters affecting
the Irish peuple at home and our exiles in other countries.

: Manorhamllton 1sa prospcrous town, with good monthly fans and. week]y”f
o —markets z3 miles from Enniskillen, 16 from Bundoran, and. L4 from Sliga ;.
4" and.js beuntifully situated in a: verdant vajé: betivden the. towering peaL:. of ’

Michael's Church, nestling”in & green ant-shady: grove, s a-
“The Protest.mt Chiirch 45 econ-
‘vepient to the town, and the Methodist- Church-is a- smdllX but- ‘beautifal;

Mr.. J. Porteus .is “Protestant :

.Medical
Profession s represented by Dr. B. A/ Q'Flynn. aud Dr R Rutha ford;

‘ Motherland .

e
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would miss him,” a poem which appears in Gray’s correspondence with the
Bards, is brimful of fiery patriotism. On returning from the land of the Stars
-and Stripes he received a princely réception.
Mr. Thomas Falion, C.Co.C,, is a prominent Leitrim man.

at Dromahair, and is an extensive farmer and shopkeeper.
= Thelate Mr. P. Galffney, who was for a period of three years Chalrma.n
of the Leitrim County Councii, was well-known in political circles and
recognised as a prudent legistator.  His death in manhood’s prime was greatly
tegretted throughout the entire county.

He resides

Praces oF INrEREST.—St. Mary’s Holy Well, of Kilargue, is in 2
beautiful valley, six miles from Manorhamilton, in the Arigna d rection.
 Great numbers of piigrims visit the place and kneel on its green, rocky banks,
all inspired . with reverence for the holy shrine. Lurganboy is a pretty little
village, and is frequently visited by travellers. The rumns of the late Lord
Frederick Hamilton’s castle are to be seen in mouldering decay, an interest-
ing link with the historic past. Glencar lakes are visited by tourists and
holiday makers every summer. The ruins of Brefini O’Rourke’s castie are
near the prettygwl]age of Drumabaure, on the banks of Lough Giil, the
famous “ Valleylay smiling ” stretching for miles from the ruined castle m
the direction of Manorhamilton. Seven miles away in the Arigna direction”
is Belhavel lake, ruined castle, and former demesne, for the past twenty
years a veritable wilderness and now almost devastated—neglect having
demolished its flower beds, time its costly walls, and the woodman’s hatchet
- having almost completely despoiled it of its rich mantle of woods, which the

tyranous landlord, Montgomery, planted for his own shelter and glorification
on the broad acres, from which, on a moment’s notice half a century ago, he
drove the industrious peasants to huts on the bleak mountain-side, with
nothing but a few acres of heather to tilt for a livelihood. To-day the ‘direct
descendants of these people are gradually being planted on the soil from
which their forefathers were so merciiessly evicted. Mr. Montgomery paid
A1oc for the decoration of his ball-room, which he squeezed out of his
unfortunate tenants.
past, but the day has come when the power of landlordism can no longer
tyrannjze the people or drive them from the soil which was created by God
and blessed with many advantages for man’s use and benefit.

Landlords of this type were rather numerous in the
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THAT FAITHFUL LETTER BOX.

v The Tesidents of

* .en-Shannon.)

- o * = ' 2
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When Adam was a blithsome youth he had no

ades ray, .
No h?:\rzlre had rfle toride, norent had he to pay,

He never wore a coat of blue, or pa:nts of

Gallows Fill and its sur-

sfer of a Post nrduroy
inps welcome the lransier 3 e ] - N
tou_ndl'fgsuer Box, which is placed adjacent .o 2o grand was in the lar -
"Uftﬁﬂ ‘EO\\'F’S husmess establishment at the W 1 Ly
“In r. 3 5 £

2] L1 k_
entrance on the Jamestown Road, Carric!

T'm sure he never pondered o'er the poems that

Milton wrote, )

He never crossed the ocean -wide, he had no.
ailing boat )

No j:wcllegr was Lo bé found to make a waich

“Your's welcome, Welcn!'ne'io my homs,
My true and silent friend, :

You'll help my fechle efforts an
Assisiance to me lend

or toy,
Vou've kept the secruts of my e And arlists framed no photographs when Adam ;
‘As firm as the rocks, o o

Vouwve been my friend for many years.
My faithful Letter Box. .
‘In thy dear bosom true I've placed

ome letters every day,
Tosfriends ar home and some beyond

Sure Adam had no books'to read, he had no

en to write, o
He npever saw 2 Latin school, or met a schotar

bright. . -ould
New York's artistic ?,ay ;bl otes He had 1o fear that enemies loved Eden wou
B1H] ers to those humble n . desiroy, . . Ad
W%‘Q:;i‘:‘mm often knoeks, This garden grand was very fair when Adam
Which proves that you trustworthy IS, was a boy.

My feithin} Letter Box.

You've braved the storm of Ewmter’s cold,
You've borne the summers heat{,
Beside thy pure and spotless breas!
T'd like to And a seat ; 4
“Eriends call to see thee every day,
Some wise and orthodox, g
Becanse we find you very kind,
My faithful Letter Box.
T.oved friends whc; view this Letter Box,
very plainly see
Tt Si?:m stzngshwith outreached hands
dhonesty=
I w{r?s‘:srs;};harr;aiden’s)t’leart that beats
"Neath dark or golden lacks
Were half so faithfal, half $0 tyue,
As that dear Letter Box,

T 1

f soul you make me feel,
Elg:cc; moreyl welcome thee,
Vou'll kindly bear kind wishes to

| And lovely woman there he mel, with her ke
id abide,
She g;]p:d him-eat the apples sweet that grew
ir home beside 4
The;h:z:;' no huge to;pedo boats nor guns at
Fontenoy,

was & boy.

And now if Eve could get a glimpse at Dublin

City fair,

She'd wonderh at
<hibits there's .

Per(:;:lr:::lzl tsi-uc world’s enlightenment her senses

oy, .
She ‘sv;xléx:n;ra}nd electric fight when Adam

was & buy.

Now, we have mansions very grand and castles

ember. me ; i very high, ’
I’I;rh'(:::d“;?’z ";i:":e with loving pride The ships do cross the ocean and balloons o'er
Wghile daily strike the clocks hills do fy,

We've mild M.P.'sour caunse 1o plead and lady

ing nole
If T bat get one pleasing Smiar

From that dear Letter Box.

£ O

WEHEN ADAM WAS A BOY.

was a boy-

Each year brings.many changes and trials oft

The world is very fair to-dny, the scenes of nlg e

every land . .
Are pleagng to the critic’s eye, so charming,
reat and grand ;) .
One ﬁight in reverie o'er the past, no cares did
me annoy. .
I mused cn ch;.nges we have seen since Adam
was a boy.

feet 3 .
The ;‘égpf: of each nazion know-what blighted

Eve's joy, .

-as a boy.

No siain lay on the battle plain when Adam*

the corsets and the -grand -

" G o -
And Kings we've seen in royal mien since A

There’s a golden sky above us and thomnsat.

And darkened mortals’ lonely way since Adam

-Afar from Ireland’s holy shrine,
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MISS RYAN’S DEPARTURE.

*Farewell to the scenes I love dearty,
Farewell to.the streamlets and vales,
“Farewell tond companions so many,
Amongst them some true-hearied Gaels H
Tl miss the coal brevzes in summer
. -Emanating from Shannon's blne breast,
~ T{l'miss long-established endearments
- With those I deem truest and best."

J

S0 sang a young maiden, a songsler, R
-Melodiausly, calmly, and sweet, ol
When leaving a home and companions
Where Shannon's bright waters do meet ;
Local talent wiil ceriainly miss her,
The concert, the social, or dance,
‘Has now lost a champion, whose object
Was helping enjoyment’s advance.

Will you kindiy remember in day dreams
The friends.who admire thy ways?
till sing the dear songs f o3 Erin,
Those charming and - oul-stirring lays,
¥eu bear the best wishes of many,
o ay fate (e her iredsure bestow,
When yoa're far from the scenes g0 endearin’
In Erin, where Shamroclks do grow,

* Return once more to those valleys,
Those valleys so verdant and green,

And review the bright vales by the Shannen
Where many swect hours you've been ;
Through life may you oft meet those flowers

‘That grow on the hillsides of Fame,
And while wandering here on life's

We'll often remember thy name, BRI,
=g ——

'THIS WORLD.—A FADING
DREAM,

This world is like a fading dream, so said a
great Divine,

All is not rea) or lasting on which the sup
does shina,

[But while working, ever working, in this valley
| -here below -
|We should not forget kind Heaven that on us
5 did Lestow .
The nerve and strength to labour, the eyes to
see the fight, '
{The intellect tg guiide us, to do what's just and
| right. ) ’
The path from here 16 Paradise is narrow we -
can hear, ‘
rBut if we try we will 'succeed our littie boats o
| Steer
i To that happy fand alave us, the home we see
| in dreams, '
: | Afar from ecare and danger and the world’s
fading beams,
| ¥Yor may he rich and
| honoured name,
Your ambitions you may satisfy, and reach the
| hills of Fame ; ’
| But earthly  glory fades away,
| friend beware, ’
‘ Perchance the home you're building is a castle
in the air. . )
| There are many in the world like the nobleman
to-day,
‘ Who built himself grand casiles and happy was

powerfal and bear an

S0 now any

alway, .
[ Vet by this foolish folly he was sinking, sinking
low

Down in the fathomless abyss where righteons
never go !

Ah ! Life is so uncertain, sure-we scarcely ever
see

When our journey here is finished, when we're
Dear eternity ;

[ So let us try and gain a place where glory ever
beams

Afar from this cold vals of woe, this land of
fading dreams,

— 10—
i 4 LOCAL SPORTSMAN.

| .

| (M. Mat Moran states that he has already

won forty-eight valuable prizes at various
competitions in athietic events).

Of 2 sportsman gay I sing ‘to-day, Tl change

Those wio have gone before us, and lived one | Tye my notes awhile,

bundred years,

Have found like vs this world is bat & home of | ,

care and tears,

We-are trying to gain positions, we are working
dor a home,

To seek an honest Living sure we often have to
roam

From the holy soil of Erin, from the home of
scholars grand,

motheriand.

sang in songs the
down-trodden iske g
 He who wins gold can wear it™ I have heard
the people say, .
Then Moran’s breast all jewelied is, just likea
golden ray.

many wrongs of -this

[ In Carrick town

you'll find him, . a-footballer
grand is he, e
He has won lanreis ar the game throughout the
country ; i

our sacred | For Connaught cham pionship he holds a medal

grand and bright, -
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} ’Whén Roscommon played against Mayo he
57 " yworked with 1] his-mighr.
hAtJones' Road in Dublin fair and at other
places 100 . " .
.iThe peopleofien have admired what this young,
’ mat could do 2 i
[And at-ranning competitions you could safely

jose 4 crown - i .
4If you bet on -the other 51c’_u:'when Moran’s

pame was down,

~.ePay:on, Matr Moran, play the games of Erin's
- tlovely iste, . R
i1 Gaelic circles you are found
+1.2wthe while s . )
“spnd Leitrim menwhereer they:be in sporting

circles grand -
«Can always say that Woranisa credit to the
land. :

a 6hampion afl

- i O—

DAVITT OF MAYO.

And freedom’s grand apostie was great-Davitt
_of Mayo. T
To advocate poor Ireland's claifns-across the
. seas he went, Ly = .
To foreign Iands far, far away, and'toc England’s
Parliament ; o _°
For justice and -right he always' stood, ahd he
bravely tried 10 throw o
Those galling éhains from Ireland’s breast, gréat;
Davitt o Mayo. B
His namewil} shine on Fame's bright page, and
long will honoured be ' S
In Ireland, .the home of his love, from the
centre to thesea; . o 5
In Erin’s love he lived ang_i’die'd—?sh’l now he
is lying low, S
 Poor Etin -weep; for her darling son, .great
Davitt of Mayo. . Ve
The walls are bound with ivy green round
. Siraid'slone cemetery, . -, =
Where an Irish statesman s relics lig beneatha
.churchyard tree 5 - ©oaw . s
His grave we'll yearly deck with, flowers while

The walls are bound with ivy green round
Straid's lone cemelery, o .

" AWhere Michael Davitl's relics lie beneath a

F churchvard tree ;

- ' " A brilliant §taleman’s eyes are closed, a nation

; is in woe, B s

Green:Erin's truestfriend is dead, great Davitt i

of Mayo.

His parents were evicted when Davitt was but
a boy— ) :

Evicted from the home he loved, which the
jandlord did destroy ; o

He knelt beside the ruined. walls, which the
cruel had laid low, -

And vowed he'd strive to free the land, Young
Davitt of Mayo. .

That youthful vow he ne'er forgot'as to'man-
hood’s years he grew, S i

“*Phough he ‘worked and toiled "nedth an alien

sky to Erin he was frue ; - i

Becznse ‘twas proved he loved his land in

" manhood’s early glow "o
- In &;prison cell he was confined, Young Davitt

of Mayo. , .

In that lonely cell for Ireland's:sake be spent
many bapless years, . B

This soldier brave was. prison-bound, - the land
he-loved-was in.tears,. - . - c: i L -

But at length he was liberated - from the prison
vile and low,

.. summers.come and go,. - .o
‘And his name will remainoithe.cliffs of Fame,
great Davitt-of Mayo. . o

IN MEMORIAM.

{Lines written in fond memory ‘of Miss ANNIL

R.IP.) W m
Symypathetically inscribed to -her father, Mr.
N. Fuyny, N.T. -

In Fenagh Churchyard grim and old, -

A lady lies tow in thé sacred mowld . 7+
To take her long last steep;
Aiss Annie Flynn was her cherished name,”
Let us write it down in the book of fame :
She was young in life, she was [ree from blame,
Her mem’ry green' w1l keep,
‘Age sixteen she was &’ scholar- bright,”
The pride of home, her parents’ delight,
But Death. rentless- Death, did- blight -
The hope of her future grand.
The traes will bloom in spring =gain, = ' =
And the birds will sing o'ef Bill antllane,
Tut Annie dedr won’t hear the strain,” ™
She is far from this lonelyland.

And he raised again the Ifish flag, great Davitt | 4 home is sad that was'bright and-gay - *:.

of Mayo. = =~

The ‘Land - Leagne then he started, it was his

ambition grand. Gie. oo o ;
To help the tillers :of the soil. ithroughont our
_.nativeland; - - _

He tried to help@he'.fa.-'rméfi'ﬁ;ppox,‘ he was

slavery's greatest foe,

Since this dear young lass was called :away ;
While we mourn fier toss, fof-her wé'll- pray

... ToHesver's:King onhigh.
We know thére's a happy iabd and bright;’
Afar | far away fromour eirtl_ily.sight,' T
Where Annie livesit s fream’of delipht,”™
In the home beyond the'sky,

Frynk, Kiinagross, who ‘depasted this life | “Butstill she ne’er forgot the friends at howe she

8th October, .. Igo6. Aged, 16 years.—

Where the walls are high and the élay-is cold,.

v
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SHE WAS GOOD AND TRUE.

.Some years ago at that dear school that stands
in Finiskil,
When I'was but a little boy I well remember
still, '
I knew a lass, a nice wee girl, with eyes of
heavenly blue,
Her skin was white as fallen snow, an’ she was
good and troe. %

“Toread 2 book I thought "twas hard, I scarce
. knew how to write,
‘But Annie dear in lore was versed, she was a

scholar bright,

A hetping hand she gave to me, sheshowedme
what 16 do—

She steered my boat o’er puzzled waves, for she

was good and true.

She did not like the scgﬁsh crews, the hated
tyrant bands, E
Who forced our people {to leave their homes.
angd go to foreign iands ;
:Like many she was forced to roam, so she bade
her friends adien,
‘But still she loved her-native land, for she was
- good an’ true.

_Ina far off land beyond the sea fortune to her
secmmed kind, -

ieft behind ;

She often thought of mornings bright when she
brushed away the dew,

AWhile walking through the Mohill plains, for
she was good and true.

Some letters passed between us, but at length
z silence came,

I wrote, but I got no veply, ‘twas silence still
the same ;

$he .was not dead, I gladly thought, so I crossed
the waters blue,

In hopes to find this belle so kind, for she was
good and true,

1 landed on = foreign shore one morning bright

~ in May,

‘The birds carolled from tree to tree, and nature
seemed quite gay ;

-I travelled through that alien land till T almost
Weary grew—

The world I'd roam for Annie's sake, for she
~was good and troe.

At last I saw a convent great, beside a lofty

. .moucnd,

i1’ in that place, that sacred home, my silent
friend. 1. found,

In wirgin's robes she then was dressed, with
Sh‘ -'?ls:edrs }:xot a few, - ‘ '
e loved her own relizion pure,-for she.

.good,and true.f SRR O

In her pure and holy state of life, I wish her
joys divine,

May her years be free from earthly care, an’ her
days be calm and fine,

And when she's catled to her reward, when the
earth fades from her view, .

Then among the hlest her soul will rest, for she
was goud and true.

===

'« EILEEN OGE.”

{**Eileen Oge,” a beautitui drama in four acts,
which  was recently staged at Carrick-on-
Shannen with signal success under the able
conductorship of the Rev. P. Newman,
C.C., President of St. Datrick’s Total
Abstinence Club, )

Dark is the hour before the dawn,
The hour before the day,

And’so it was for Eileen Oge,
Who figured in the piay ;

She was an Irish colleen fair,
And many sought her hand,

And well she was personated by
Oar local players grand.

A farmer bold was O’Donnell Pat,
Whe loved his Eileen dearly,

But a rival great his-pathway .crossed,
The peopie saw it clearly ;

To c?rive O’Donpell from his place,
Like a drift on a stormy tide,

This rival wished lest Eileen Oge
Should be his fair young bride.

O'Donmnell brave and his rival bold
Had many and many a fray,

And before the court each did appear,
As outlined 'in the play ;

And years of weary, sad suspense
Confronted the iady fair,

Who wished to become O'Donnell's bride
His future joys to share. ’

‘The dawn of peace at length appeared
The dawn of bliss for Eileet "
When O’Donnell trivmphed o'er his rival
proud
And _mnde his love his gueen ;
The pair the past can oft review,
Its privations aod misery,
. And live in bliss when forture gave
4 reward for constancy.

J. Rourke did nobly act the part
Of O’Donnell in the play,

And Miss Ryan was fair *‘ Eileen Oge,”
The charming queen of May ;

The other players who took a part
Ave a clever and witty band,

They've placed a gem on the monument
Of local talent grand.
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GROW

-{A garfand for the grave of Miss ELLIE
MULHERN, Carrick-on-Shannon, who died
February 28th, 1goy, aged, 50 years, and
" .whose remains were interred in Kiltoghert
-Cemetery Inscribed with sympathy to her
nephew, Mr. William Mulhern, Carrick-on-
“Shannon.

“Fair Carrick has lately lost & friend, a lady in
Life's bloom o
“Was called away, and sadly rests now in the

_ silent tomb ;
‘Relations sad she has left behind, lelt them in
grief and woe, -
For their loved one’s relics lie to-day where
' weeping willows grow.

_A Ekindly heart now beats no more, and eyes so
very bright

Are sealed now by the hand of Death, no more
to see the light ;

A love for native home bad she and a bate for
Erin’s foe,

But in silence deep she slumbers now where
weeping willows grow.

While here we walk on this lone road we should
oft pause and think,

We never know when the grave is aear till we
are on ils brink ;

Ah ! Life it is uacertain, friend, and sure we
ought to know,

That each of us may slumber yet where weeping
“wiliows grow.

Good-bye, loved one, now let us bid a last
arewellto thee,

No more we'll hear thy gentle voice, no more
thy form we'll see ;

For Ellen we wil alweys pray till we are called
to go,

May angels ever guard her tomb where weeping
willows grow.

'WHERE WEEPING WILLOWS | AN AMUSING ADVERTISEMENT.

(Mr. B. A. Fox, B.A., Solicitor, Carrick-on:
Slannon, having at one time observed an
hospital official, with some - of his bones -
-resting in a silken repository, jocosely re-
marked that the officer’'s appearance wasa
suitabie advertisement for the Institution.)

While crossing o'er Life’s thorny path we get
many a stumbie,

O'er rgged ways .ané Iofty mounds we're
ofien forced to tumble,

The roads on which we walk are paved with - |

deceitfu] stepping stones,
So if we step before we look perchance we'll
break our bones.

I know some noted business men who many
pians do try,

To. a.dvems: the items that the public want to
buy

The landimd says * My ﬁe]ds Are green, Ill
sell below the zones, "

And the latest tip for doctors is to show some
broken bones.

In the fight for a nation’s freedom some states-
men great and grand

‘May battle hard for liberty, for home and
native iand,

‘When debanug rival policies with the
Balfourites or Sloans,

They may use their tongues with freedom, but
they do not break their bones.

And lovers in the spring of life in silent shades
may meet,

In summer time the grassy ground affords a -
pleasing seat;

They tell those fond, bewitching ta.lcs in smal
destracting tones,

Those tales that ofter *‘ break ™ the heart a.nd
seldom break the bones.

The Workmen’s Compensatio:; Act is now in
operation,

*Twill help the toilers of our land, the builders I

of our nation ;
We can ask th’ insurance company to calm our

R

sobs and moans,
And give them a grand advertisement whene'er
we break our bones.
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il "and is situated about two EbT e
: "‘?nqt;;sespl;;ople ef the town and surrounding distric

# |- for the

“.would fill the darkest and saddest page 1
“ihis death, may be interesting—

A ! eal reason that nobod ived by a-story:
4. fﬂg{g{rixy\iatshfh;t" the police. were completely. deceived DE S T
) “Lor

. that they believed that the ma

SONGS AND STORIES OF LEITRIM.

MOHILL,

i iti & of high hills, -
' ives i i sition between a range of hy
g 1 rives its name from 1ts po it R L)
A miles from Lough Rymn, wh1'c[:‘ e s ouste
trim, who owned vast

5

Lei
oA i . thé seat of the late Lord which he sub.-
L?Standm%htl?mtg‘s iri;orfgu‘:a;arts of Ireland, ancg t'h; granﬁy{; t;:;f:g e
estates - i ly one of his characteristics, ion. T-have no
“ected the tenantry ‘;ﬁvg‘ﬁey travelling on an eviction egp8d1:1211.0f1i5 TS
«death in Co. Dionega. Wh € OTe M08 only say that the story ¢ The
-desire to be his biographer, in Leitrim’s chequedc‘l“b'fftyr:m -
: 3 ich Lord Lein
. i indicates the manner:in whic! :

“following paragraph, -which md‘ci'i;}illiam MMcGarahau, the g"‘?ﬁfﬁ:‘gﬁgﬁ :
o O wad fox the.killing of -
y was j,hanged for'the efﬁhe
ished in the New York Herald, and rﬁpﬁrfwdb? ;;ttewigﬁ:h:ég
e men who did the iilling was supposed to late William
S e [ k. The story was written by the late :
y ' the New York Press, who

‘Pressman, was a brilliant Boyle man.

‘murder pu
awhich one ) _
p 1 i New Yor Th ;
?\f{t:éaﬁ:h:: lzar‘llelgf the best d(-:scrl_ptw:::1 w;ltgrs on
o ths man he interviewed .hac: i s
freyi f;?at.;eﬂalgduction of his sister by that modern bluebeard

Tevenge

fitted exactly the facts kno

oo B h =an
? .abolitienist, “who, althoug p
‘Ameri Redpath, the famous 2 ‘Land ‘League, Wwas 'S0 .
:;tp? é}‘r:sg;i by]?)?:;, wasg stronglsupgoi'te:ﬁgf gzeugé?i?-repéﬁélyﬂin his
£n i icle : &
;8 v7 YDT’k-nga ar - L. s eod 8 story
inflaenced by the New S said—* Never mind ; its 100800

the truth sai R i
TP e iy i fé,ndlﬁfglll‘%fﬁ},; Buvonet, andd sl
s Aoy s ’ holic- Churches
Water Street, was the seal d family. There are thres Catho -
beloﬁgs to'stltll—at S(ilsgr;%ﬁi:sl?’: ‘ParishyChurch, “Mohill, and the Churches o
in the pan -

in and Gorvagh. Population, 533. . ‘
| EShn(? ocy—Very Rev. Canon P. Doherty, P.P.;V.F.; Rev. B, Manning,
CLERGY— 5
Rev. E. Maguire. , . | .‘
- MA - ATES.—Messrs. R. P. Wallace, Captain Crofton, Dr. H
CISTR — b,

-

‘Wallace, C.P.5,, Dromod.

: MEDICAL PRACTITIONERS~—Dr. V. D |
Redahan v - i ' e
SoLicrTors —Messts. T. W. Delany, H, Corscadden, J. Delany.

élany, ‘Dr. H. S. Pentland, ‘Dr.

Master of Union ; Dr. Redahan, M.O. ; H. O’Brien, R:O.

N AL .ScHooLs anD TracHERS. - Mohill Conwent is taught by the
ATIONAL - -
. Sisters of Mercy.

really -killed Lord Leitrim in

i full-of local colour |
‘the- police, and -was so full-of |
wr;] t\fr)h??xa[.)d actually done the deed had-escaped

' ‘C./P.S.,:Mohill ; Mr.
P:ntland A. Surns, P. Masterson. Mr. E. Coleman, C.P.S.,Mohill ; '
e , A

MomiLL UnioN OFrFiciaLs.—E. Geelan, Clerk of Union ; M. O'Z.Rou?ke,
Mo

SONGS AND STORIES OF LEITRIM

e

Eslin Male N .S,

—Mr. John Flynn and Mr, M, McGioughlin.

Adoon N,8.—Mrs, Kelly.

Finiskill N.8.—Mr. Frank McGuinness and Miss K. Gray.

Stragame N.S,.—Mr. F - Flynn. '
Fenagh N.S.—Mr. John Murphy,

THE Busivkss CirRCLE.—P, Maguire, Co.C. ; P. Reynolds, J. Farrell,
| T. Ward, P, Kenny, W, Moore, M. Gray, J. O'Neill, I. Gray, P. Hunt, R.
-Eliis, Miss M. Ellis, T, Higgins, T, Duignan, C. Brady, D.C.; F. Creamer,
J. Mallon, McGetrick & Co., P. Henry, T. Lenaghan, J. McKenna. Michael
Bruen, Contractor and Builder, is very, Populaf, and Mr. B. McKiernan js
well-known in journalistic circles,

( Eslin Female N.S.—Mrs, Flynn ond Miss Maggie Gray.
|

|

|

1 PROMINENT MEN :
il .

The Late ‘Canon Donokoe,. PP, V.E—DBricf Shetch of Zis Life.

The Very Rev. Canon F. Donohoe, P.P,V.F,, was born on the znd
] August, 1844, and was son of the late Andrew Donohae, Esq., of Ballyboran,
" Athlone. He was educated at St Meb's Diocesan * College, Longford, and
the Trish College, Paris where he was ordained for 1 i i
1870. Fe was appointed in the same year to his first curacy in Mohill under
the late Deain Evers, and after three years he was transferred to Ferbane,
and subsequently to Cloonbrony anc Street.

In 1830 he was appointed
Parish Priest of Mohill on the resignation of the Rev. Dean Lvers. Father

ions were DECESSATY in the
; and immediately building

operations were started under his personal supervision. On St Patrick’s
Day, 1885, the foundation stone was laid on St. Patrick’s Parish Church by
the Most Rev. Dr. Woodlock in the presence of a large number of clergy and
i is i Nt Work was not given by contiact. Father Donohoe under-
¥, various tradesmen were employed, the building went
on rapidly, and on St. Patrick’s Day, 1906, the Church was opened and dedi-
cated to divine service. Canon Donohoe built & splendid Nationa! School
i ill, and another of the same design at Finiskill ; Eslin N.S. was also
eniarged and improved, and su were the Churches of Eslin and Gorvagh,
He took a deep interest in politics, and when the Irish Party differed over
Parnell’s leadership in 1892 he was arrested on a bench warrant for dis-
obeying a summons to give evidence against -the Parnellites who attempted
to storm the anti-Pamnellite platform at a meeting in Carrick-on-Shannon, at
which he was a prominent speaker. Canon Donohoe. was placed in Carrick
Gaal in company ‘with the present Reverend Bishop of Ardagh—then
Canon Hoare. Next day when the case came before the Court the Crown
. | declined to prosecute, and the distinguished prisoners were liberated, When
| | Canon Donchoe arrived back in Mohill he received & very warm welcome,

Mohill Male N.S—Mr. W. Boyle and Mr. F. Flynn.

{ |; torchlight processions Paraded the streets, with bands playing National aire
|

—_ - -

!
!
!
|
!
|
|
!
i
E
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i i
i f, Canon
nated for the occasion. I‘n brief, C

movemeut Whl'ch teIlded 1o better the
i 1 1 deﬁcate
d- i f the people bu .pressu e Of busﬂness brought hlm mn
=con ition O 5 t T to

z f 61 years. The local
' 1 th July, 1905, at the age © : . :
g e O:Otra?;)ly 1he ’I,ez'trim Adzertiser, pald touching tributes

i 5
and patriotism of the departed priest. He wa
The parishioners erected a

5 and The town was beautifully illumi
‘.-Donﬂhoe, was in favour of every

| :and provincial papers,
" 40 the piety, wisdom, ot

1 inte ick’s Parish Church, Mohill. ’
i el s with a snitable inscription, and the fervent prayer

may his soul brightly sh‘ine
s honoured remains.

monument over his grave, with 2 e ins
-of all who knew the pious and kindly priest 15,

i hi

he turf lightly rest over
alms above, and may t " :
g A lene Co.C., Director of the Cavan and Leitrim Ra';lway,
. i He is brother of the Rev. J. McGivney,
iy Father McGivney,

I inent Mohill
4s a prominen ‘ b i
T!:uthopr of “Place Names in Longiord,” and the Rev

;Dmmhsh-T F Sinyth M.P.. resides at Tooman, near Mohill; and Mr. P.
Mr. T. E. ; M., |
Maguire, Co.C., is a Mohill resident. )

i indi by the names of its

1 hill recently are indicated
R e mcl':;[cge and it wilt be seen that the angel of Death
- : and faithful friend ; those who are

-and may their successors be given

| “residents in the busin i
bas deprived the town of many a_med
: one may heavenly joys their souls 1.l1_urne,
i longer day in this cold world of smiles and tears.

L3
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' THE MOHILL CUCKOO,

(According to'a report in a local ¢ontemporary the Cuckoo was seen on some
‘of the hills adjacent to Mohillin the beginning of March, 1906, and her
loud, clear notes were listened to with delight by the townspeople).

"Twas the first days of March, and severe was the weather,
The wintry winds murmured by hillside and moor, :
The valleys were snow-clad, the brooks were near frozen, g
And the cold, frosty air, it was hard to endure. .
Yet amid those bleak scenes that belong to the winter,
A songstergsang sweetly from a tall, slender yew,
I listened to ﬁ\e wild notes so melodious and charming,
And T welcomed the songster, the bonnie Cuckoo,

O, songster of Summer, come tell, I implore thee,
What caused thee to leave thy sweet slumber so soon B
Did you know that the weather was bitter and stormy ?
We have none of the sunshine that. comes in sweet June,
‘We love the sweet song that you sing.in the summer,
Though your notes at this time have surprised not a few,
We still feel elated to hear you we are happy,
You're welcome, Sweet songsler, my bonnie Cuckoo.

Sing on, dearest warbler, among those rich bowers,
‘Though the trees are unable to cover thy feet,

Thy robes are as grand as they were in fair Summer, -
And the sound of thy voice is meiodious and sweet,

About Mohill you'li find brave young men and fair women,
For Ireland their pulses beat firm and true,

They will comfort and cheer you.in this dreary season g
Sing on, dearest songster, my bonnie Cuckoo.

Ah ! many who've heard thy sweet notes, my dear warbler,
Their ears to thy voice and the world are sealed,

No more will they hear thy sweet song in the sSumimner,
No more will they walk on the daisy-decked field.

In this stormy, cold weather come into my homestead,
Make a home of my home, there’s a friendship for you,

You-can dine at my table, and sleep in my chamber,
You're welcome, sweet songster, my bonnie Cuckoo,
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- : :
MY OWN LOVED FINISKILL!

é'{'l'hese lines were written in England on eneof

! :the Vorkshire bills overlooking the enter-
- zprising town of Middlesbrough, and were
“woriginally published in a Dublin periodical}.

2I-know a spot beyond the wave, not far from

Shannon's side,

“Where I have spent some happy hours, where
stili my thoughts abide ; ) |

“Tis only an hunmble country place beside a |

z murmuring rill, '

*Tis the home that I was born in, my own
loved Finiskill. .

“Thouwgh unworthy of a bardie’s scroll it charms
‘has for me, :
1"d like to view those crystal breoks that fiow
o on to the sea,
“T’d like to ronm through those green vales, not
© "far from Logan’s mill,
'Tis the idol &f my nightuy dreams, my own
loved . Finiskill: Sa o

‘Fond memory now brings to me some thoughts
of bygone hours,

“When with schoolmates gay I used te stray
along those shady bowers ;

“As the feeting wind we were free from eare, to
yoam we had a will,

“While our dreams were all of Erin and our own
ioved Finiskill. .

Like schoolboys we were wgywa.rd, then for
learning we were not bent,

We often lingered by the shades when we to
schocl were sent ;

our minds with lore 1o fill, .
And the local school was standing in my own
ioved Flgégkill.
3 St
"“Those schoolboys then so jovial are now all in
-manhood’s train,
And ] fancy that they often wish that they were
boys again ;
‘Some of them are in foreign climes, and some
the s0il do til—
The soil of this spat so dear fo me, my own
loved Finiskill.

Though our teacher bright would always like |

On this earthly ball this little spot to me the
fairest seems,

Now home, dear home, you are indeed the ido]
of my dreams ; e

Green Erin’s isle I love thee, and return to thee
I will

When the sun of Freedom shines upon my own
loved Finiskill.

—_—
WELCOME HOME.

(Inscribed with kind remembranceto PATRICE

Erris and MATTHEW WHELAN, Mohill,

who have recently returned -from America,)

Yow've seen the land of Stars and Stripes

beyend the decp blue seas,

Where freedom’s lLanner proudly  waves
unfettered in the breeze ;. "

From native home and native land youw've been
far, far away, R

But you ne’er forgol the happy times when we"

3 3
1

-were sehoolboys gay.

hours so bright,

When iife scesed like a happy -dream,
undimmed was our delight ;

We thought the day weuld never come when
we could sail away

From childhood’s home and from the joys of

happy schoolboys gay.

-~ . }
And when beyond the waves we are on many
a foreign strand,

; forsaken land,

I'We find that the exile’s lonely path is a rough

and ragged way, i

And we’d like to be back again at home with
quondam schoolmates gay.

~EH£&§ )

Ah ! swiftiy did those years pass by, those
bygone happy days, '

When we wandered where the streamlots fiow
beneath the rugged braes;

If now you ponder od’er:the past I think you
will often say -

That you have spent your sweetest hours with
bappy schoolboys gay.

How lightly did we value then those jovous .

e e e il

Our hearts turn hack to Erin's Tsle, our dear - *

: * 4 My constant

| The laws are crude and very crude that force

| My God redress poor Erin by the fallin’ of the

e
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THE FALLIN' OF THE SNOW.

{As sung by & farmer who had received during

.aranw storm a notice of eviction. )

Farewell my native Irish home and
kind and true,
My lg_tisfora foreign soil beyond the ocean
‘blue,
From consort true and children dear
hard 10 go, *
" But P've got eviction notice by the fallin®af the
snowW,
My landlord he is very rich, his home is very
grand,
Yet rack-rent J must
* bouse an’ Jand, )
+Each-year to cope with his demand, two crops
. I'd want to grow,*
‘But erops won't grow in winter by the fallin’
of the snow.
"Tis Bot my choice to wander, ’tis the tyrant
bids me roam, ;

"Lis very

pay tohim or leave my

+ home ; &
The little house my father
shall throw, .
30 I'll start to New York City by the fallin’ of
ihe snow.

sent to me,

“children three ;

"Tis hard to leave a loving wife and children
well T know,

But worse if they were homeless by the fallin’
of the snow, [

me go away,
To seek for gold beyond the main, rack-rent
to strive to pay ;
One ray of hope I have at least to cheer my
path of woe,
“Tis the hope of coming freedom by .the fallin’
of the snow. {
The gallant ship Majestic beld will bear me
: o’er the sea,
arewell my own dear native land P
and chi{dren three, iy ke
prayer both night and day will be
where’er I go

snow.

friends so For

Her mind was centred in the work,

built the crual neer She

tracted in the course of her rofession at
Ilf(ihi“ Fever Hospital, 3rd Maech, 1’905.3-

Ye bardies of green Erin’s Isle ccme mourry

with me to-day, .

a lady fairin early life by death was called

away ;

Her cheeks were like the roses
time that grow,

Her hair was of a golden hue, her neck was
white as snow,

red in summer

Her ways were ways of gentleness, her manners
__were refined, .

‘With the poor she was in sympathy, rhe wasof
nchle ming ;

When very young she left her home and went
o Dublin fair,

She joined the Steven's vursing staff, the sick
to nurse and care.

she very
soon became i

To seek nnder an alien slgjy what he denies at A nurse of great ability, and many knew her

name ;
nursed some fever patients, and those she
did restore

To perfect health apd happiness, as they had'

been before.

T've sisters in that distant place, they've letters | 1¢0 Miss Ellis canght the fever, on a bed of

pRin she lay,

They told me not to leave my wife and litrle | LUt God released_her of her pain and she - was

czlled away ;

In Mohill gravevard now she sleeps, where

willow trees do grow,

"Tis sad to think a form. so fair in death is _

lying Iow.

In mourning deep her mother i5, also her sister

Car.

They often think of Mary, but her voice no

more they’'ll hear ;

The violin is silent that Miss Ellis used io

piay

The ladies are depressed in grief with whom she

used 1o stray.

A home that once was bright and gay is now

in gloom and woe,

For she who made it kappy is lying ct;ld and

low ;

But though you're faded from” our view your

name will ever be

Enshrined within our bosoms true, we’ll siil]

remember thee,

No more we'll linger near thy home at eventide
of the day

To listen to those lovely tunes,
used to play ;

A fond farewell, dear Mary,

You're welcome back to Innisfail from.that fand
beyond the seas,

For one year of the golden past T would now -
give seven like these ;

Ah | youth’'s bright hours .and days are like a-

* Tis means to sow and reap two farm crops
| ibsaccession during each year.

—10—

“{IN MEMORY OF NURSE ELLIS.

T've seen-some lopdly castles, and I've viewed
some mansions grand,

T’ve seen the domes where once did dwel! the
ruters of our land,

But I’d sooner live in-that.little cot beside the

the tunes you

may joys thy soul

murmuring rill 5 fagc‘ldellll, brillalimtdmy’f e e Wiiec iy o reapery of Misa B2k illume,
: ; i o to those dear friends we when : fARY ELLI - )
Than dwell in a mansion far away from my rewel] to tho! Drumkiliean, Mohil, who died of s :: We lgggfi g'rt;g'are among the justin bliss beyond

own loved Finiskill, we were schoolboys gay.
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THE PRIDE OF ESLIN RIVER.
Esiin River is the name of a Iistrict adjacent
i Mohili, County Leitrim.

A lady dwelt by the Eslin side,
Where gently glides the waters,

She was i to be an Earl's bride,
This one of Erin’s davghters ;

“Her cheeks were like the rabies red,
Her eyes were bright as silver,

Angd virtae of this fair one made
The Pride of Eslin River.

“So I sar musing.ane winter's night
Beside a cosy fire,

A swain was there with talents bright,
That well would wake the Jyre ;

He told me of this maiden fair,
Of her talents rare and clever,

Of tadies bright, none conld compare
Wilh the Pride of Eslin River.

« When sommer winds were Sizhing low
This maiden voung lay dving,

In the Churchyard now where the willows grow |

This guileless lass is lying «

Through forsign lands I'll reve, he said,
Now she is gone furever,

My Mary dear lies cold and Jead.
The Pride of Eslin River.

Wander not, dear friend, said I,
For that is a foolish notion,

Nor should you weep, nor shonld you sigh,
And do not cross the ocean 3

Yoor Mary dear to Heaven was called,
She was too good to leave ’er,

In the Heavenly book she iz entolled,
The Tride of Eslin River.

« Naw I'Il forszke the Bslin Banks,” -

. He said, in tones guite doleful,

s Ang I'll forsake the old schoel house
Where I went when I was youthful ;

No more T'll stray by the Eslin side
When the waters shine like silver,

Fm lonely now since this fair one died,
The Pride of Eslin River.”

Do not forsake the Estin Banks,
" Qr the school where Fiynn is teaching,
For you must go to the bouse of God
To.hear the good Priest preaching ;
And breathe a-prayer for your Mary Anne, -
As she is gone forever,
In this sarthly vale her conrse is ran,
Tiwe Pride of Eslin River.

At length to him I bade good-bye;
O 45 cheeks the tears were roliing,

: Aml slowly, slowly, he did reply,

For be was still condoling.
Condoling for ihis friend so dear,
On earih he’ll see her never,

The Pnde of Esii River.

—JDF—

On Life's wild waves I rowed my boatin bygone
vouthiul days,

1 ran U.c outlaw s rough career and walked In
Lapless ways; '

‘[As I strayed by hills and valleys fir T piucked

: sonie pleasing flowers,

E Ther grew in bunches wilii far off from Virtue's

| sacrel] bowers ;

| s time rolled on | found ut length those fluwers

i —raisa were they, a

; For thyjr fragrance that around me spread so

i quickly fled away ;

i Ab ! thus it often is, T thought what we call joy,
is SOITOW,

M pleasing Howers we pluck to-day, the

1 : )
thorns that sting to-morrow.

!

| While now in reverie o'er the past, in sadnessT
can see -

That Youth's bright days will ne’er.return which
Welt 50 QLAY 10 I1E ;

Though sorrow circles rouad my heart, T find
sume hopeful rays ) .

In the Faith that heaven will pardon me b’
error of my ways ; )

This picture small from Lifeis drawn, think on
t, my dear child,

Vouth's roses wild ;
I'd yoam,

And steer my beat o'er sireams that lead to
Iieaven’s golden home.

% " Iam roving by the Shannon,

He hopes to meet, when he’s called from here, -

A PICTURE F_ROM LIFE -

Ang live in virtue's pure abode, don't pull

If T the past could live again, on Wisdom's vales
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IRELAND’'S HOPES!

*Tis & nobie river grand,
~ And I’ thinking of old Erin
And of her faithful, band ;
! *Tis 2 land of tribulations e
Which makes sad history,
’Tis a nation longing, longing,
Ever longing to be free.

[ - Her sons sre bold and valiant
And ready for the fray,
They are brave enough and gallant
To keep the foe at bay ;
Though scattered o’er the w 1d
In many a country i

They are hoping still and woriking,

Ever working to be free.

"They may want conciliation

This foreign Government,
- We're a freedom-loving nation,

For liberty we're beat ;

We'll iaise vur-noble banner
And let them plainiy see

We are Irish still and hoping,
Ever hoping to be free,

i  The evils that oppress us
Will shortty disappear,

And foes that still oppress us
We'll banish without fear ;

We're united now, we'll tatter
The cords of slavery,

‘"We are soldiers still and longing,
Ever longing to be free-

Our leaders are now united
And in one preat combine,
They are working for old Erin,

Working in the fighting line ;

A ~ When we have men to help us

Like Redmond and brave Healy
We can still be hoping, hoping, -
Ever hoping to be free,

MUSIC O'ER THL WAVE.

{Lines written 1o welcome Messrs. Henry Frain,
Passaic, New Jersey ; James Rice, New York,
and other trans-Allantic bards who write for
the Strokestoton Democrat, and dedicated 1o
Mr. john Mulhern, Coolmeen, Elphin).

From beyond the bread Atlantic,
Columbia’s distant tand
Comes music strains so pleasing, sweet und

from

clear,
'Tis the voice of Ern’s exiled bards, that
patrietic band,

Who always worls for Erin, of foes hey have
no fear,

For many years by Shannon’s side I've read
those charming lays,

A form to my yourhful mind they've given ; '
They've helped me on that razgged path, and
over thorny ways,

And to imitate those bards I've often striven.

My bumble worth whern st its best you scarcely

could discern. .

Still I ralty round the banner grand and great,

That is raised in fair Roscommon by poetic

John Muihern,

To welcome Erin's writers now in z foreign
State, '

So I kindly greet thos: baidies, James Rice
and Henry Frain, &

And cther tra11§-At12.ﬁtic writers too,

Though far away from native pface, beyond the
stormy maiz,

trie,

. .
May those noble heroes prosper, and their pens
may never fail,

Theyare some. of Erin's truest, best and brave,
And ‘tis welcome, ever welcome, here in. old
Granunale, .

The music sweet that crosses oer the wave.

To Irish Nationality and Faith they’ré always —
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l } fie, South
From Parliament some speakers camie,

Leitrim's grand M.F.

' 53 DAY v MOHILL
ST. PATRICK’S DAY v MO . -
. | i Diescribed ‘the rough and rugged roa

leads ro victory, ‘
hil
e The crowds harmoniously moved along while

: i | jle who do our ssil &
7 "By alien laws and ‘tyrants wle‘w SR

uni in Mohill St.
S ; united well in
But ':hmgh we're still in siavery, we have one Ui sediom Were . :

Patrick's Day.
. hopeful ray, e

: ‘As indicated by the C'K'D-de i
: “Patrick’s Day.

e S

splendid sight,

in® to tight,
{rom DBallinamare, GTE?H fre— =

Lough Allen's shore,

i P wunded nobly work away
town in Breffoi's land they wende ! ¥

From cvery
forth their way - —_—
“T'a advocate Green Erin's cause in Mohit _

[atrick’s Day.

From native
Parrick’s Day.

i i * pleasing i ]
Iibernians truc were in parade, a1 i U5 the =28

: sight to see, ) , _—
s By inqzriptions grand Lhe strects were €p vl ‘
we're longing to be free,

. =, also
The old and feebie thronged the streets, als

the young and gay, .
Beneath the Nation's banner grand in Kol

St. Patrick’s Day.

we may

next Patrick’s Day.

Amie Ealin Loys were.1n the town, [IIES were - a
L
With ba.nd ant banner they IllOVed alon
From Car Ck Y )
0 4

e found -—some
s L"ngf“‘d sad from D Round M ahill town true.men are

N "
home in other lands on many a

- o
We're win y Int e Feill
1NRIng th()l‘l.ﬂ"h by i hES, we'r It

iv many a
From which our riends were driven to many

i hope
For motherland let us unite, and then T hope

. = a1
Wave Freedom's baoner in the breeze in Mohil
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HISTORIC | DRUMSHAMBO.

:
|
?I (Dedicated as a tribute to the genius of Mr. WiLLiam Dovrr, Brumshambo. )

.

Drumsbambo is situated on the shore of Lough Allen, a few miles from

the Arigna coal fields, -and is the foremgst town in Leitrim for industry.
Population, 533 '

CLERG\'.TRet'. J. Manning, P.Pp. ; Rev. Father Glancy, C.C. !
MERCHANTs. —Messrs, D, Noone, J. Lowns, P, . Coghian, J. Healy, J.

. Conway, P. Donnelly, " P, Cooney, Railway Hotel ; Mrs, Flanagan,
Commercial Hotel, : :

DrarERs.—C, Laird, J. Doherty, B. Deignan, R. . Linn, F. Dowler.

MEN oF LEARNING.-“Messrs, (3. W. Crawford, T.D. 5 J. Hyland, Luke
Doyle, Tim Foran, N.T.; G. A Milligan, N.T.; Tim McGuinness, N.T.;
J. O'Rourke, N.T" .

PracEs or NoTte—Mount S, Joseph, the residence of the Rev, Father
Glancy, is _Historic‘grpund ; heret General Humbert, with his Frenchmen,
encamiped in 1798 onétheir march te Ballinamuck. At Furnass Hill an iron
foundry. flovrished unkil 1721, Mr. W, Dayle, Bard of Drumshambo, resides

in a peat little cotlage on Lough Alien’s shore, and Backrock House i the
residence of Dr. A, McGauran,

Standing on the hill of Ballintr2 we can obtain ag extensive view of
Lough Allen, with its wooded islands. " Siieve Anerian, Beucroy, and
Slievaakilla mountains are convenient to the town, where the brave descen-
dants of Brefini’s ancient kerues are bravely struggling for the land of thejr
fathers. Ncar the shore at Curry, north of Lough Allen, was Forde’s Castle,
Lord of >iunster-Kenny, which was surprised at sunrise on a F riday morning,

" 1642, by Sir Frederick Hamilton, of Manorhamiltor, and the brave garrison
massacred after an honourable surrender.  The verdant vales near Drum-
keeran were set aparl by ’Rourke for the 83 survivors of Donal O’Sullivan’s
little army on their arrival in Leitrim, January, 1605, Four miles rom Lough |
Allen, near Kilronan, is Lasger boly well, and in the old graveyard beside it
‘O'Carolan, the last of the Irish bards, was lajd 1o restin 1941, Hugh Roe
O'Donnell and O'Rourke, of Breffni, with their united forces, performed
their devotions at Lasser Loly well on :8th August, 1599, and in five days .

te Curlews,  In this batle Hugh O’Conor

Don and MeDermott Roe joined forces with General Clifford. MecDermott -

Roe, Clifford, and 5¢ officers, with 1 5,900 men, lay dead upon the field.
O’'Conor Don performed a remarkable act of horsemanship ; he netver locked
behind till he wag fifty miles from the field of Dattle, and for this great

achievement he received (he order of Knighthood from the “Virgin Queen.”
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4| of Breffni, and are freedom-loving people, so we trust that the patriotic

-

It is Pleasing to ncte that historic Drumshambo, although cne of the
smallest towns in Leitrim, is foremost in bisiness and industrial pursuits.
Seated on the banks of Lough Allen, it is a very suitable place for factories
and mills. “The inhabitants are the worthy descendants of the (PRourkes

|| residents of Drumshambo will obtain in the near future the fall realization of
|| their national hopes and sentiments,
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« MY FRIEND, I WILL BE TRUE”
- ’——-0_—- . .

; . fore my eyes of the happy bygone days B
‘N?]W VIISE?;}: E?i;l?g;;ris gidyon us shine and brightened _al] our Iwag]s,
Xvngtlh;"( friend of the past I can ne'er forget, with eyes of heavenly blue,

“Who said, ere she crossed o'er the trackless deep, * My Friend,.I will be.True,

ides have come and gone,
; have passed away, then many tides -
%;"fhze;;i of hol;e does till illume the ﬁleldst;l:aa: thl-lx-ﬁzetieﬁnt’he T—
. farewell words which were spoken y 3 h :
ét?l? ;2:3; ike music in my ears, “ My friend, I will be True.

In the coming years new friends, dear lass, may fondly taik to thee,
G

1 lT] '
) at and, perchance often and lovingly ; '
l:ém;i prdISEJk})gri;gtn ;ng:hlose 1l:')laq.)py ‘hours the old friends for t_?]e ;1&}1’\‘ ?:;u” -
A‘rlldcc?:nyyou ignore those words you said, “ My Friend, T will be True”:

‘When time has changed your features fair, when youth’s bt:ta'stufr(i:lagds grow coldg,
Whe le, when you are getting old,
he roses on your cheeks are pale, :
gtzggrf Iea];J?J wandering on Life’s path, sincerely T tell y?};i o
~ “You may depend you will have one friend at least who will be tru

i . - i these many years,
+ My Friend, I will be True,” these words I bave cherished the: ¥ ¥

i d banish my career’s fears ;
" lped to brighten my lonely way an R
: Eﬁfﬂyifh :::rhxgepfneet neagr that dear old home, or beyond Fkl}eb“ a;éer:.e’t;lue,
I hope we can then repeat those words, “ My Friend, I will be True.

.

A LAND FAR AWAY,

(Lines written jn fond memory of a friend who
died in Nebraska). °

IS

My thoughts wander back to bright duys that
are past, .

Days spent with school-mates which_were too
sweet to last, . .

~ "The master who taught us he was cheerful-and
gay, i

He told us of Nebraska, a place fur away,

The was one in the class, he was manly and
brave, N

And he longed to be able to cross o'er the
wave,

Bright dreams erossed his mind, he was think-
‘ing alway .3

Oz the fanciful joys of that !afnd far away,

"

 -He consulted his parents, they Wwerethen getting

old,

He pleaded his views and some bright tales he
told 5 .

. He bade them “good-bye” one bright morg
in May,

And heleft for Nebraska, aland far away.

The trip it was lang o’er the land and the sea,
But safely he finished his lengthy joniney ; i
In Nebraska like Erin all follis are not pay, |
He saw sorrows and joys in that place far away.

Kind fortune beamed on him for Six  years or

He sent gold home to Erin and left sonie in
store ;

ray.
- Were all near fulfilled in that lend far away,

low,
The lot of the miner is uncertian ye know ;
In the mine he got injured one bleak winter's

* | For their son filled-s grave in a land far away.

ay, .
And be died in Nebrasks, a Place far away.

‘His parents at home got 2 message at last,
The reading of which made the sad tears fall

| In the gold fields he laboured down in the mines Year nineteen-six to some Lrought joy, to others
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By his death mother Erin lost a trae son and
brave, :

'Twas to eke ont a living thar he crossed o'er
the wave ; ‘

His name we will cherish, and wefervently pray,

That his soul is in heaven, a and far away.

—_——

THE .DYING VYEAR.

Year nineteen-six can now look back, back at
its months and days, )

Back at-its romances and crimes, back atits
prayers and plays ;

This year will soon be with the past, the end is
VEry near,

And merry songs and joyons bells proclaim the
bright new year.

Laoved travellers here in this lone vale now look”
back at those hours ;

Say bave you spent-them nobly, well, in virtues
sacred bowers ; ‘

Or have you spent them faclishly this time so
very dear, .

‘Those precions hours of the old, the weak, the
dying year.

The little streams do slowly flow on till they
join the sea : =

So mankind ‘travels on the road tha: leads to
elernity. :

weEhEy | Act weil your part while in this land, and then .

you need not fear,

more, When your strenglh is ¢bbing fast away just like

_the dying year.

The dreams that he had in schoolboy’s brilliant Now shed a tear for this old year is dying fast

away,
And think like it, my friends, we'll die on some

uncertain day ;

brought many 2 tear ;

Still all du join Lo mourn the loss of the old, the

+ dying year, *

Solet us mindful ever be, for vile temptation

may

Come like 2 burglar now and then to lead us all

astray ;

fast ; In Vire’s footprints try and walk, then when

When they read the sad note it filled them
with dismay,

we're called from here

We're sure to have what I wish to all a Happy

and Bright New Vear,
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Some of the lines you praise of late,
“Were on a maiden young and bright ;
Good friends may woader what's her fate ;

She's here-beside me as I write,
I onty wish that other maid— )
Heér land—of whom I sing betimes,
Was half as happy, and had bade
Adieu, Yike her, to foreign cllmes.

Vouasked me write a verse or two

For motherland, so crushed with care ;
AL 1 what a service small to do .

A sainted land, so wronged and fair.
But if each son, by act or song,

Would do his share, as true men should,
“Ere long the flag of ruin and wrong

Would vanish, with its stains of blood.

“You're right, I'm-true to this green isle,
Hee hilis ang valleys 1 adore ; .

“That’s why I wrote those songs the while
I planned to wander home nnce more,

And T wili say that for one year—
Though I, at times, in need I.mght be

In'this fair land, *mong memories dear,
I’d barter ten beyond the sea.

“To kindly friends I ne’er grow cold ;
Columbig was my best—'ts hard,

*Than Erin, to the end, shellihold | .
“A far less placein my regard. -

. New Vork, ‘tis trae, is large ar}d great ;

Ir-holds some k'mdi)lr hearts indeed ;
“many-a robber rolls in state.
Bu\‘?zvrgile{owly thousands toil and need !

Pressman great their reign will end
BuSto;e day—in millions’ hearts he’s first ;
The toilers’ mighty, generous friend,

And Irelaand’s—William Randolph Hearst.

Ves, castles there are high and wide,
And towers taper tall and grand ;
But does the sight condone the tide

. Strange.groups of faces sawwe there, ' !

.| AndswdihurriedHon thro' erowded-streets; il

e _And the rush-and roar of 1he busy mart

THE DAY WE MET POET GRAY. |

(Dedica.tea Lo that -brilliant bard and brave {
enthusiastic, Mr. John Neary, Ardleckna,

Elphin).

"Twas a hazy day and gloudlets dear
O'ershadowed hill und dale,

And from the west with chilling breadth,
Teen blew the sweeping gale.
Though gale and mist conmving hiss'd
We gladsome felt and gay,

The day we went on pleasure bent,

To meet the Poet Gray.

And soon at * Shannon View ” we stood, )
Beholding there with. pride

Reflecting in the tide; -~
And gorgecogus boats of varying hues,
" Lay anchored in the Quay, ;
“The dey we went on pleasure bent,
To meet the Poet Gray.

For old-time friends had flown; ‘ gt
“I'o pone-save Nature known '3

Had cheered us on onr-way, .
The day we went on pleasure bent, )
To meet the Poet Gray. ‘ L=

And.lo, where buildings lofty rise,
Above each stream an_d rill,

‘We met B. Gray, the princely ba,rd,
At the base of ** Galiows HilL”*

i

The towers tall of Church and hall, : ,

How joyance smiled, how glory reigned, .
Let abler pen pourtray, !

SONGS AND STORIES OF LEITRIM

We talked of Freedom’s battle Tong,
And fights on pass and plaiz,

We tdlked on Ireland's sons of song
At home and o’er the main.

Farewell, farewell, those smiling honzs,

So glad we whiled away,

The day we went on pl’easure bent,

To meet the Poet Gray.

Jorn MULHERK.

* 4 Gallows Hill,” so called from the fact
that many gallant Leitrim men were hanged on |
this elevated suburb of Carrick in defence of

their comntry’s liberty in 1798,

—i0—

1

B. GRAYS 'SONGS.

“We hail thy voice o’er Shannon’s stream

To cheer old Coman's land ;

How sweet the poetic dreams you dream
For Erin dear, your land.

Your songs they flow in dulcet strains,
And we can truly say

That lov'd and priz’d o'er Comar’s plains
Are the songs of Bernard Gray.

They flow as tranguit as the Boyne,

N

There's sweetness in your melody
Tao cheer the hapless Gael ;
Full soon you'll sing the liberty
Of blighted Inpisfail.
We love to read thy duicet strains,
Axd prond we are to say
That iov'd and priz’d o’'er Coman’s plains
Are the songs of Bernard Gray.

How well you Tove each bank and . break
Round Carrick sweet and grand ;

Ah, me, I ever long to shake
Your great. poetic hand—

The hand that wrote sweet dulcet strains
And proad I am to say

That loved and prized o’er Coman’s plains
Are the songs of Bernard Gray.

Long may you live in Carrick fair
And laurels ever gain

Sing o’er the Shannon flowing there*
Ot to the roaring main,

And never from the hamlet rove
But.ence again Il say

.] White life remains in me I'll love

The songs of Bernard Gray.
MicHazr J. Nearv.

—i0—

THAT HAPPY HOUR.

_There’s sweetness in your lays,
" Aye, music sweet in every line,
1J - Like Gray of olden days.
| Your songs they flow in dulcet strains,
And we can truly say
That iov'd and piiz'd o’er Coman’s plajns
Are the songs of Bernard Gray.

The day we weni on pleasure hent,

That drains the life-bloed from our land ? b Post Coray.

{Lines writlen in grateful return to the beautiful
poems; and kind allusions addressed to the
writer by Messrs. JoHN MULHERN and
PATRICK ], NEARY, in a recent issue of the
Strokestown Demoerat, after visiting Carrick-
on-Shanon).

" Ah, many an exile fails to find )
,l,lewarﬁ for which he’d giadly strain ;
“While many, too, find fate more kind,
* And friends and Ireland share the ga‘%

And oh,.through life, that weicome kind,
We'll hold in memory green,
He greeted us like brothers dear,
For years we had not seen :
With hearts elate, we moved debate, ,
In many = grand essay,
The day we went on pleasure bent, L
; To meet the Poet Gray.
But let no lads or lasses fair .
Set saily if they at home can stay ; Dinner.served of finest fare,
For few are here, too many there, And wine the feast to crown,
35 And rugged is the exile’s-way, Fe showed us many charming scenes
. Stayiuides e, i yonicag TLat skirt the ancient.town.
If forced by heart, dear Gray, then go 5 The light-house faiz, new villas rare,
Reiurn soon, and—no ! such a man Tooked up in grand arry, -
Will ne'er forget his hand, I know. The day we went on pleasure bent,

], L. McMORROW. To meet the Poet Gray.

* So I loathe the robbers, not the-land,
1t shelters myrizds put to flight

Since England’s tyrant rulers banned
The work at home that is their right..

Sinci:: first, dear friend, you began to dream, )
You've sung in verses grand,
Sing on, sing on, dear bard of Fame,
<And cheer our suff'ring land.
Your-songs they flow in dulcet strains,
And proud-we are to say
Thatlov’d and priZ’¢ o’er Coman’s plaias
Are the songs of Bernard Gray,

There’s one happy hour in my memory dear,
The page of the past to adorn, '

An hour well worthy of the sage or the seer
A’long to-be-remembered morn. ‘
*Tis the morn that I met in this dear ol town
That overlooks fair Roscommon soil

Two brilliant bards of much lore and YEMOWNR, ..
Two famed songsters of Erin's Isle.,
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_ ‘hed fairl BALLINAMORE.,
bumble heart | Carrick's air scenes you have described Rirly 4 . ' ; :
“The pure joy that circled round nty hum well 1 During the past decade of years many limrportant changes have been
' » : : . i | g g foct [
I can find mo words to explain, t| From the light-house to old Gallows Hlu’d | | made which has greatly improved the appearance of the quiet [ittle town of f
T was as if touched by some S hea.vcnly dar From fair Shannon View, near the lone 51_“ ¥ Ballinamore, High Street, generally known by the sobriquet of © Caniboe,” '
When I entered the poet’s fair train, p dell, P o | | which formerly was composed of g succession of lowsthatched houses, has !
N r 1 v . . - .
The train in which Mulhern and Neary moved | ., t°:he dOIgr::; villas built by the old | undergone a complete renovation ; hotels and business establishments are _'
e notice -4 ) 1 . k A
* along ) W ha;:ag . | | pow standing there, and the © Canibo ” of ten years ago has entirely. dis.
While the morning’s sun did smllfl ; s of | For our brave worthy young men Wh; tg;l, appeared. There is & considerable weekly circulation of money in the place A
I first clasped hands with those bright son Soon each man will be able to find an abo | on account of it being head-quarters for the Cavan and Leitrim Railway, |
song In his own dear mother Isle. {1 and a large number of tradesmen are constantly employed in the Company’s =
! - . | ories.  Moathly fairs and weekjv markets are well attended, and it has |
tots of Erin’s Isle, g havesome lovely | factories Y b -1 : s :
Those grand patrd Round Carricl, dear Bards, e || all the advantages of g thriving little town. Ballinamore Roman Catholic {
sin past bygone years shades . £ win | Church is a beautiful edifice, and is built on the design of the Sign of the | ! i
‘Thosedear h(’muteafni:: bright hall, To shelter the "‘;aErb,I::n‘; somggretty maids, || Cross; the Convent Is also a splendid building, and the Convent Schools in - 4 %
I have oft seen infa e in bondage and | Wehave scldiers of Exi : . || charge of the pious Sisters are well attended by a large numkber of pupils, b i
Mho in, their land, was lets of Erin can sing, | Ballinamore Male N.S. is taught by Mr. Maguire, and Deradda N.S. by Mr, !
Thqugk;’fr:’n s s[mz;znff Zur best, I arm sorry to say, Quinn' %? ’ } : ’ ’ : . ’ . !
e always answered her call ; g < | many a long mile, b i " : | i
"Thelfalxlrzvalways):been ready and at duty’s post Ha‘; Lfortraa;e"ing i:r strange lands far away, Carroric CLERGY,—Rev. T, F inegan, P.P.; Rev. T. Kean, Rev, i
B ish the foes that defile fiogiodlto own lovely Isle. Fatper KeanY- o ) .
U Jand and dishevelled coast, Far away from vur . : . ~ )
vOur dear saintly lan l in the dear long ago, | MAGISTRATES,—Messrs, B. Kean, Co.C.; B. Youell, F. Pemrose, W.
The coast of the sacred Isle. Bright days I can trace In the de | Dundass, E. McBreen J. Upperton
1 shared those sweet Ju"e“_ﬂe JO¥5, —_— P 7 ’
7 7, dear Bards, that Ttruly lovemyhome t).o0 5 g seemed bright ere troubie - GENERAL MercHANTS,—T. R, O’Beirne, M. Martin, M. MeGiail, T,
‘*’0‘{ Sy n her freedom are set, did know Smith, *J. Creamer, J. Flynn, T. McGuire, P. McGovern, Mrs. Doyle, Mrs. |
my thoughts o : . hool bo I
S ir places through which I did When I strayed with my dear school boys, Bennet, AL Creamer, P. J. Dolan, Mrs. McGauran, 7. Hyland, Mr. Cryan,
i el ' And that happy hour-when those writers Tmet & 57/ Stenson, J. Milligan, T. W, Bierney. : ‘
roam y : ’ :
. . onder awhile 4 X . . ~
Ireland is the fairest I have. n,m’ de foes s Pnd addsafre;h fiowerette | Drarers—Miss O’Neill, #H, Reynolds, Mrs. Eelly, A. Burns, Mrs,
I iong for the downfall of Erin e | Wheneachbard S the dear old s . Dolan, W. Rutledge. : '
heariless intruders so vi & To the songs of the dea i -
W::cl’ls:ve poisoned the blood of iife that flows B. G | Bawneovy Union OFFICIALS, —Mz. M. Bannon, Clerk of Uniom ; Mr,
Through the heart of the sacred Isle. , | McTague, Master ; Dr. Tevens, M.O
- |
i ‘THe Latz Rgv, D, McBREEN, P.P.—The Rev. D. McBreen, P.L,
| died on gth September, 1908, He ministgred long and zealously in the
[ spiritual and temporal interests of the Ballinamore people, and his demise
/| was keenly regretted by all classes irrespective of creed or politics.

2 ProMiNENT MEN.—MT, B, Kean, j.P., Chairman Ballinamore District
‘ Council, associates himself with every movement which tends to better the

| condition of the people. He is a carefu] legislator, and is highly esteemed
" | by his constituents.

i Mr. B. Youell, J.P., is one of the oldest residents in Ballinamore. He
| was Clerk of Ballinamore Petty Sessions for a number of yeats, and has
| retired on pension. The position is now filled by his son, Mr. Edger Vouell,

i . : Rt Mr. J. A, Kiernan, Solicitor, Co.C., resides at Cloverhill House, con-
[ . | venient to the town. ‘

.
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I worked in factorys and in mills, and earned

. lots of gold, ) \
But then I ne'er thought of those days when I’d

be geiting old.. ‘ .
+“The tahour market then was high, the tme®
were good ‘tis troe.

iess to do,
I bappy was in manhood’s prime, but the truth

Butmachinesnow and patents new leave workers |

E may unfold,

They paid me off when they observed that I’
was geiting old.

% No.home I have in Treland now, my peop!
are not there, :

They followed in my foorptinis and they went
to lands less fair ; :

In dreams [ view ihal wee thatched house and
the paths on which 1 strolled,

AndI long to get back to Erin’s Iste now when

~ I'm getting old.”

Then tears bedimmed the old man’s eyes and he
gave.a long deep sigh,

And.Trwas like those who feel they are a bit too
sad to cry ;

I helped the man, the poor old man, who was
shivering in the cold, .

He was friendless in the stranger’s land and he
was getting old.

Heis only one of our Irish friends who are

% pleced in such a way,

_ ‘And hundreds still do leave this land, at home

v they cannot stay,

11k " Butif you work in manhood’s prime, just try

i and save some gold,

Then yow'll have a friend, you may depend,
when yun are getting old.

’ —0—
i A CROGHAN LASS.
L - =

To Mr M. J. NEARY, Ejiphin.—Written in
Reply.
In pleasing style you did pourtray
A maiden young and fair,
She lives beside your happy home
And is respected there ;
You say she is of noble mind,
And few can her surpass,
She is the subject of your theme—

| F = A bonnie Croghan Lass.

| i No acres broad does she possess,
<, g No mansions does she own,
B Vou'll ind her in an humble cot

With parents, dear, along ;.

Each Sunday morn, bright an’ clear,
‘When coming home from Mass,
You see her walk in wisdom's way—

Vour bonnie Croghan Lass.

I know a lady from that place
With eyes of heavenly blue,

She dearly loves her native home, \
‘I'c mother-land she's true ;

I only see ber when I take
A peep through window glass,

She oft reminds me of your friend -
Your bonnie Croghan Lass.

Now, Neary dear, when time affords
1 gladly wili pourtray

This lady fair with jet biack hair
I saw on yesterday ;

In happy days when nature smiles
Along Drumlion pass,

She'll help you o'er life's weary way—
Ygur boanie Croghan Lass,

—0— . .

IRELAND’S. EXILED BARDS.

Far away beyondi the ocean there are many
songsters grand,

Exiled sons of Mother Erin whe love their:
native land, 74

They -are far from Erin’s Valleys, where
streamiets calmly flow,

Beneath the grassy hillsides where the litile
shamrocks grow. . )

Fair Rooskey, by the Shannon, can claim
beyond the wave ,

One of the songsters of our land, .a hero
staunch and brave,

rights to gain,
And a very brilliant writer is the kindly-hearted
Frain.

In New York you-will find him, James Rice, s
* a scholsr bright,
Amongst poetic writers sure he is a guiding

light,
His lovely poems I've often read, I'read them

still to-day,
He paints the woes of -Inmisfail in .many a

stirring lay.

|in Boston theres a poet grand, ’ts J. J.

Donnelly,
He is Jonging, ever longing, Green Erin o be

free,

He's a worthy son of Innisfsil, and in the
Book of Fame

Yowll surely meet with songsters sweet his
highly-honoured name.

There's Ward in New York City, and Fogarty
out West,

They are excellent writers, and some of Ire-
land’s best, ;

How often have I pondered when sitting near
the streams = :

On Erin’s exiled poets and ‘their transatiantic

dreams,

* Cheer up, ve bards of fErin,.Jhe day is nea.;- It
9 1.

* Hospital, Dubiin, on June-gth, 1607. aged

He advocates Green Erin’s cause, he helps her -

4 bitter tears have watered well the sham.-

* Heaven’s wil] .
~ our holy POW;::'h“mb]Y bend and praise

M Ei'_u:rc:d’s bappy hours.
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THE "ANSWER NEVER CAME!

1 wrote-my friend a kindly note
To a land far, far away,

At home he was for many years
My fond companion gay ;

1 toid him tales of native place,
He'd like to hear the same,
And though I looked for a reply

AT answer DEever came.

He was = brave young Irishman,
By oppression forced to roam,

A hate he had for Erin’s foes

. A love for native home ;

e took = stand for native land, .

He loved each Irish game,

While weeks rofled by I wondered why
An answer mever camie.

I sent a note a second time
One cold December’s day, *

I wrote, **if undelive‘l;ed, please
Return to B. Gray " ;

This letter was sent back to m’
Then thought I Fortune's dame

Had treated my dear friend unkind
When this lone answer came,

While at repose one night'I lay
A pleasing dream had I,

1 thought I met my exiled friend
Eeneath an alien sky ;

A thousand times he welcomed me,
And fondly lisped my name,

RBut the vision fied when 1 awoke—
The answer never came.

After six long months a message came
From a place beyond the wave,

In tears, I read my friend was dead
And laid in an exile's grave ;

-Beneath a Canadian sky he lies,
Each bard and child of Fame

. Can now descry the reason why

“The answer never came !

SLOAN-DUPLOYAN

PHONOGRAPHY.

(Having obtained a.kDiplox"na in Sloan-Dupleyan

Shorthand, and having learned the art asa
correspondence class student, I feel it a duty
to pay = iribumte to the courtesy and
efficiency of the Teachers, and the excellence
of the Pastal instruction system). .

The College prand at Ramsgate stands,
A little English town,

And Shorthand teachers there aze found,
“Feachers of high renown ;

The world's advancing day by day,
The scenes are geuing bright,

To gein a place in business life
You must learn fast to-write.

The coaches grant-once patronized
By lords and ladies gay

Are out of date, and motors-are
The fashion of the day; *

And Longhznd, too, will disappear
Before Sloan's Sherthand might,
And business men who wield the pen

Should learn fast to write,

Sloan’s writers are in every Iand
That lies beneath the sum,

And some are found in Parliament,
Where honours high are won ;

*Tis useful to all writers, sure,
It helps them day-and night,

How proud they feel, those gifted sc ibes,
Who learn fast to write.

To Sloan’s Shorthand famed writers pay
~ Some tributes grand, indeed,
It holds the world’s championship—
The championship of speed ;
*Tis the best system to pernse,
*Tis learned out of sight,
You'll gain a place in pablic life
If Sloan’s Shorthand you write,
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