
Fbom an admirably-written sketch of the Irish poet and novelist,John Banim, recently written by Dr Sigerson, we select the followingpassages descriptive of the closing days of the brilliantIderateur
—

By the close of May, 1835, Jehn Banim reached London again,but, oh, how sadly altered in mind and body from the buoyant, hope-
ful youthof some thirteen year* before. The friend*of the happy
days, now gone forever., gathered aroundhim, butthehappiness which
theirpresence lent to his brokenspirits, wasonly momentary, as there
wasno happinessfor him now save that thenative skies andairs andscenery around and above his boyhood's home could confer One ofthose friends, Thomas Haynes Bayley, thepoet, who called to seehim♥narriving from France, describeshim thus in the following beautiful
«tanzM which we quote:

—
"Isaw him on his couch of pain,

rAndwhenIheard him speak,
Itwas of hope long nursed invain,

And tears stole down his cheek.He spoke of honors early won,
Which youth could rarelyboast,

Ofhigh endeavors well begun,
Butprematurely lost"
Isaw him on abrighter day,
Amongst the first spring flowers;

Despairing thoughts hadpassed away,
He spokeoffuture hours;

He spoke of health, of spirits freed
To take a noble aim ;

Ofefforts that were sure to lead
To fortune aud to fame."
They bear him toa genial land,
The cradle of the weak;

Oh!may itnerve the feeblehand,
Andanimate thecheek.

Oh!may he, when we meet again,
Those flatteringhopesrecall,

Andsmiling say
— 'They were netvain,

I've realized them all.'
"

In the July of 1834, John Banim left London forever. The
friends andadmirers ofhis genius gave him ahearty welcome on his
arrivalin Dublin. In order to mark their great appreciationof his
merit* andservices in the holy causeofhis native land,aperformance
was held in the TheatreEoyal for his benefit, andin ord#r touse theI
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words ofa very beautiful address spoken on the occasion by oneofthe
performers :—:

—
"

This night to welcome tohis nativeland,
A ling lost brother

—
and to grasp his hand

In friendly brotherhood as warm, as true,
As erst a

'
Damon

'
or a

'
Pythias

'
knew."

By the autumn he reached his native ciiy, accompanied by hi*brother, wife and daugther. His fellow-towsmen received him witheverymark ofesteem,andin order to render the feelings towards him
themore impressive, a subscription was raised and presentedto himalong with a beautiful address, written by the late gifted Irjfhliterateur and antiquarian, Dr Cane, which recounted themany ser-vices thathis writings had rendered tohj« nativeland through thosetruthful delineations of the Irish peasantry, whichhe was the first to
trace. In the spring of 1836 Banim got settled inahandsome cottagp
outside Kilkenny, with a beautiful prospect of green fields, and the
sparkling Nore flowing beneath it. Ina little garden attached to thisBanim spent a few hours of each day, if the weatherpermitted, in an
arm-chair which was wheeled to and fro by an attendant, ashis limt»
were now useless (or walking. In this retired cottage Banim hadvisitors, who were drawn thither through admiration of his genius,and
came to render homage and sympathy to him There, too,Gerald
Griffin spent a few happy days in company with his irueami starlingfriend, when friends and friendship were sorely needed. Herethey talked over the old struggles and triumphs of their London life,
and Banim gathered together all who could admire or appreciate
genius to do honor to his guest ere fee leftfor his home at Pallaskenrv.
From this home, to which Griffin retired for a timeere he bade the
worldand its wickedness a long farewell, we have him writing agaim
one of those hearty letters toBanim in which he ei|>re-sedhis fervent
hopes thathe might recover and take

"
his right piice at head of our

national literature." Banim wrote very little during this period, as
his infirmities enfeebled his mind very much. However, writing wa»
not an imperativeduty on him now, ashe receiveda pension of £150
per annum, with a grantof £40 yearly to his only daughter,and this
smoothed his already rugged pathway to the grive. Sijllthe oldlove
of literature wa« ever upon him, and he urged his brother to recom-
mence the old tales- again. In accordance with his injunctions, his
brother sketched out a> dhe re-wrote and revised tlie last, of the
CKHara Tales, "Father Connell." Though not equal in power or
passionto nost of the O'Jlara Tales, yet it is very ten ter and displays
fully the author's powers of describing character.

'
Father Connell"

was published in 1840, and with it Banim's literary labors ceased.
Even the revision of this work helped his passage in the valley of
death. He lingered on in the midst of racking pains till tneJuly of
1842, when his pure soul passed quietly from its eirthly prison-house.
His last words to his faithful brother and fellow-l.iborer were to see
thathis coffin wouldbe placed side by side with his beloved mother.
Inthe following ycrhis lovedandgifted daught r followed him tohi*
home with the Irish saints and martyrsbeyond the stars.

EVICTED.
By Daniel Connelly.

Itwas not much ofaplace, you say,
And we need'et be breaking our hearts about it.

That's true;it, was poorenough every way,
But what are wegoing to dowithout it?

Sure, it was the only home wehad,
And the home ofthe poorold peoplebefore us;

Ah, Sir,but theheartmust be dark and bad
Thai takes what the whole world can'trestore us.

When the times were better, andIwas young,
Belore the famine and dreadful fever,

It's many amerry old song was sung
Within those walls that are gone forever.

It's many a fiolicvome hour we spent,
Strongbouchals and colleens all glad together,

Beside the hearth where atrue content
Made pleasant tke wildest wintry weather.

Itwas there our simplemarriage feast
Was spread, andthe kindly jestpassedlightly,

Wd'h theneighbors round and theholy priest
An * the smile of friendship beamingbrightly,

Aiid it was there our first poor darling died
(Hush, Mary,alwnnah, don't be cryin',

Sure Heaven is just and the best are tried),
There, where the rafters noware lying.

When lords and ladies, the greatand high
Were wastin' riches in mirth andriot,

And munurid women were left to die
For food,not having wherewith to buy it;

Then gaunt-faced hunger wae often there,
And «ic-kßess, sorrow,and sore denial

—
The pain that follows the steps ofcare,

And many abitter and darksome trial.
Butstill through all that wasdrear and sad,

Some comfort ever remained to cheer vs
—

A.roof to shelter the aching head
And the dariing children alwaysnearus!

Butnow, ah now, with thechildren gone
To the lands where the old may be forsaken,

And thehome a ruin of thatch andstone,
Isit strange our heartsare almostbreakin'?

Godpity the.poor !it's many a load
Fate bids them carry, though weak and weary,

Along the rugged and cheerless road
That fades in future dim and dreary.

And heaven havemercy on the great
When splendor,station, wealthand power,

All rlarkty vanish and soon or late
At the dreadful Judgment Seat they cower.

HISTORY OF OUR SAVIOUR JESUS CHRIST.
By the AbbeJ.E. Dakkas.

(Translated from theFrench for theNkw ZealandTablkt.)
I—Death1 — Deathof St.Joseph.

Pbofajje history thus introduces upon the sceneof Judea, tlie future
perpetratorsof a delude. Atthis period,St.Joseph,the virginal spouse
of Mary, the foster father of Jesus, the humble artisun of Nazareth,
had eqdedhis mortal life. Like the patriarch, whose namehe bore,
he haddistributedbread to the trueIsrael, Q) thechild oiBethlehem,
powerfulenough to struggle, in the name of fallenhumanity,against
the justice of God. Egypt had seen him, as formerlyhis ancestor,
lend the supportof hi;arm to the true King of the world. Of old,
the sonof Jacob had1passedout of life in a strangeland,St. Joseph
also dies on the threshold of Gospel history,before the redemptionof
the world is consummated. Moses, whenquitting Egypt,at thehead
of the Hebrews set free from bondage,piously carried away with him
the remains of the former minister of Pharaoh;Josue deposited them
on the soil of the Promised Land. Thus Jesus Christ, conquerorof
death, introduced, into theKingdom of his HeavenlyFather, thebo*
lovedandholy soul of him who washis adoptedfather onearth;and!
the vice-royalty which the sonofJacob exercised in Egypt, St. Joseph
will exercisein heaven, beside the throne of Mary, sharing ina pro*
portionatedegree, the powerful intercession of theVirgin-mother. St.
Josephis the link which unites the patriarchal world and theOld
Testament, with the Christian world and the New Testament Th«
Gospel, withoutinforming us of the precise time of his death, show*
us clearly that ithappened before the years of the Saviour's public
life. Iia decisive proof were wanting,it would be found in the very
words employed by the Jews, in enumerating the entire kindred of
Jesus:

"We have," they say, " amongst us, his mother, his brothers,
and hissisters." Evidently, if Joseph hadbeen still living, he would
not havebeen omittedin this enumeration. His memory alone is re-
called. The Jews, astonished at the wonders wrought by the Man-
God, express all their surprise at seeing these wondors effected by him
whomthey call

"
the sonofJosephtheartisan." Gloriousnamegiven

to the spouse of the Virgin Mary! Joseph was ineffect the artisan,
in a certain measure,of the salvation of the world. He co-operated
withadmirable docility, in the work of Redemption. The Heavenly
Father transmitted tohim his orders, throngh the voice of angels,and
the humble artisan, inheritor, under Herod, of the acknowledged
rights ofDavid, had the glory of representing the Father in the ter
reetrial trinity of the Holy Family. When he died in the arms of
Jesus and hismother, and thathe hadbeen gathered to his forefathers,
the termordained for the silence and hidden life of the Incarnate
Word was accomplished. The work of Joseph was completed;he
had faithfully guarded the two depositsconfided to his vigilant tender-
neflß the childhood of the sonof God and the virginity »f Mary. (2).
Thepublic work of Jesus Christ was about to begin, andalready the
precursorJohn theBaptist, the new Klias, was preparing the way for
theEedeemer of the world.

JOHN BANIM.
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