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Orange nonsense. Your ideas about libertyand justice,lawyer though
you bo, are evidently very misty. It d.oes not seem to enteriuto
your fanatical brain that Catholics can haveany rights at all. The
British Constitution, the elective franchise, the ballot and polling
booth, and the public press, you seem to think weremeant<for the solo
and exclusiveuse andbenefit of Protestants andOrangemen. Modest
enough, truly. But it won't do, Mr Barton,it won'tdo. You are
behind the age. lamnoIrishmanmyself, andhave no IrishCatholic
prejudices "Irish Orangemen,Idare say, are mighty fine fellows,
loyal to thebackbone, andbraveas lions;ready tosend the Popeand
allhis belongings to OldNick. But you must not runawaywith the
idea that your amiable sect monopolise all the loyalty, patriotism,
knowledge andcommon sensein tho British dominions ;and that we
benighted Catholics never read history, nor reflect on the lessons it
teaches us. Go to,Sir;go to;and before younextventure tobreak
a lance withDr. Moran,learn to shew a little moremodesty,decency,
andgood breeding, and respect for truth,or toput itmorepolitely,
be more full and exact in your statement of facts. As a New Zea-
lander, and a Catholic, Ithank you much for the compliment you pay
the Catholics in this colony and elsewhore, wheuyourepresent them
as possessing so much political power as youimpute to themin the
courseof your letter toDr. Moran. Itwillbe our own fault ifwe do
not make our power tell, alongwith ourProtestant allies, in defending
right against might, andourselves againstsuch men as Mr Bartonand
his very temperate Orange fraternity.

—
Laio.

MENAND MANNER IN PARLIAMENT.
(From the

'Gentlemen's Magazine.)
MeDisbaeli'smanner in the House of Commons is one strongly
marked, and is, doubtless undesignedly, calculated to increase tho per-
sonal interest whichhasfor more thanaquarter ofacenturybeen taken
in himby thepublic. Either because his colleagues do notcare tochat
withhim, orbecause he discouragesprivate conversations intheHouse,
Mr Disraelialways sits apart in a sortof grim loneliness. Mr Glad-
stone is, except whenhe sleeps,rarely quiet for amoment, frequently
engaging inconversation with thosenear Mm, often laughing heartily
himself, andbeing the cause of laughter in his interlocutors. When
Mr Disraeli enters the House and takes his accustomed seat,
he crosses one leg over the other, foldß his arms, hangs downhis
head, and so sits for hours at a time in statuesque silence. When he
rises tospeak he generallyrests his hand oa the table for a moment,
butit is only for amoment, for he invariably endeavors to gain the
ear ofhis audience by making a point at the outset,and the attitude
whichhe finds conducive to the happy delivery of points is to stand
balancing himselfuponhis feet withhis hands in his coat-tail pockets.
Inthis position, withhis headhung down as if he werementally de-
batinghow best to express a thought that has ju9t occurred tohis
mind, MrDisraelislowly utters the polishedand poisonedsentences
over whichhe has spent laborioushours in the closet. MrBright is a
a great phrase-maker,and comes down to the house with the gems
ready cut andpolished to 'fit the setting of a speech. Butnoone
could guess from MrBright's manner that the phrases kedrops inas
he goes alongare fairly writtenout on a slip of paper carriedin his
waistcoat pocketas he crossed thebar of theHouse. Hehas the art
to hide his art,and his hearers may well fancy they see tho process of
the formation of the sentences actually going on in themind ofthe
orator, all aglow as it is with the passion of eloquence. But the
merest tyro in theHouse knows amoment beforehandwhenMr Dis-
raeli is approaching what he regards as a convenient placa iv his
speech for dropping in the phrase-gem he pretendstohave just found
inanodd corner of his mind. They see him leading up to it;they
note the disappearance of his hands in thedirectionof his coat-tail
pockets, sometimes in search of the pocket-handkerchief, which is
brought out and shaken witha light and careless air, butmost often
toextend the coat-tails, whilst withbody gentlyrocked toand fro, and
an affected hesitancy of speech, the speaker produces his lon mot.
For the style of reparteein which Mr Disraeli indulges

—
whichmay

be generally described as a sort of solemn chaffing, varied by strokes
ofpolished sarcasm, this manner is admirable,in proportionas ithas
been seldomobserved.

FRIGHTFUL SUFFERINGS AT SEA.
J.HE sinpArracan was burnt at sea inlat. 3,26N.and long. 65.30 8.,about themiddle ofFebruary last, when the captain andcrew had totake to theirboats. One ofthe boats, with, the chief offioer and fourmen, arrived at Cochin on the 17th March,and subsequently the
captain andeight menmanaged to make their wayin the long-boat toAden. The thirdboat, the pinnace, with the secondofficer and fourmenhas now arrivedat Calcutta, having beenpicked upat seaby theCity ofManchester. Apassenger by the latter vessel furnishes theFriend ofIndia

'
with the followingparticulars, which were obtainedfrom the second officer :—

"On the 20thMarch, we pickedup,in theArabian Sea, lat. 756 N. long. 63*5 E., a Bma!l boatcontaining thesecond mateand four menofthe barqueArracan, alldreadfully ema-ciated andsunburnt. Two ofthem were so weak that they had tobe,luted on board. The poor fellowshadbeentossiag about ivthat openona tropicalsea for 32 days. Their 10 days' stock ofprovisionsaniwater wasutterly exhaustedon the 9fch March. During the11days
whichfollowed, they had eatenonly twobirds, four flying fish, and c
few barnacles from the boat'sbottom,drinking only sea water. Evary
kindness wasshown to them,aadin a few days the doctor and volun-
teernursesbrought themall round, though it was fearedthat one or
twomight not rally." The details are supplied by Mr Webster, thesecond officer, whose steadinessand decision of character, undermosttrying circumstances, cannot be sufficiently admired:— "The three
boatskept togetheruntilFriday night, the 20fchFebruary, whenthey
lost the captain'sboat. The following Monday night thepinnace was
stoveby aheavy sea, so that they were obliged to throw over many
things to lightenher. After this she wouldnot go to windward, and
they soonlost sight ofthe mate's boat. They mended theboatsjside
as well as they could, but she continued to leak so badly that thehad
tokeepone manconstantly baling. Haditnot been for thisnecessity
for constantwork, Mr Webster thinks he could never have kept the
men from killing each other. One ofthe menaccidentlybroke the
compass. They had no chart,only a sextant. Mr Webster kept the
boatby the wind,andhoped, how vainly he did not know, tomake
theMaldive Islands. March 9th he wrote:'Divided the last morsel
ofbreadbetweenus. All ingoodhealth except the boy,andthankful
to God forHis mercies.' Two days after one of the older sailors,Davis, proposed casting lots. The materefused tohaveanythingto do
with it,and told them as always afterwards, that there shouldbeno
man-eatingin thatboat while he lived. The same day, in the after-
noon,while Mr Webster was asleep,the four cast lots,and the shert
lot fell to the younger boy,SillyHomer. He wentapart to say his
prayers,but as Davis was prepariug his knife to killhim the mate
awoke and prey ented him. After thathe threw over-Doard all the
knivesbut two, one for himself and one for theolderboy,andmade
Billy stay by himin the sternoftheboatallthe time. The twoelder
sailors,DavisandLayford, weremuch displeased and plotted tokill
the mate, and tried to do so more than once, but the older boy,
Francis Stobie, warnedhim. After that themateandboy keptalter-
nate watches, so that themencould donothingunobserved. Theheat
was so intense that they spent much of the day-timein the water, re-
gardless of sharks, which they saw occasionelly. They chewed lead to
moistentheir throats a little. They tried toeat their bootsbut these
were too salt;also their oilskins, and some jelly fish which they
caught by diving, anddried,but they were toobitter, anddevoidof
nourishment. Mr Webster read to them from the Bible and Spur-
geon'o c Morningby Morning,' andprayed with themevery day. This
seemed toquiet the men for a time, but they wouldgrow discontented
andmutinous again, withspells ofdelirium. One dayDavis swore he
would eitherkill theboy or sink theboat ia12 hours. Hehadalready
tried to do both,beside refusing to work repeatedly. The mate felt
thathe ought toshoot him. He raisedhis gun and snappedit athim,
butitdid not explode. Two minutes after,just as he had put a fresh
cap on,a bird flew over the boat, and he shot it dead. The men
rushed for it. It was quickly picked up,divided, and devoured,in-
wards, bones,and allbut feathers. Davis then returned to his duty.
The day before they were rescued was the worst. Layfordknocked off
work,and toldDavis thathe wishedhe would kill him when he was
asleep. " Very well

'
said Davis. A few minutes after,Davis struck

him withamarlinspike. The blood gushed out,and Davis drank' it
eagerly, giving Stobie a little. A struggleensued for the tnarlinspiko;
Layfordgotit atlast and threw itoverboard. Then they triedtokill
each other,bruising andbiting eachotherlike wildbeasts. Both were
too weak to succeed. When exhausted,they would ask forgiveness,
shake hands,andkiss each other. Soon the delirium would return,
and they wouldbegin again. The next day wouldhave decided the
fate of oneor twoprobably had they not been picked up. The boat
was some five miles south of the steamer's course, and wasonly recog-
nisedby its lugsail. The abovestatements are substantiatedby allin
the boat."

The
'Universe

'
says :—":

— "The re-election of MrQt. H.Whalley
for the borough of Peterborough appeared to us about tlve most
curious,nay,mysterious fact"connected with the general electionin
England. We know that many constituenciesin that country were
remarkablefor their religious bigotry, but wealso thought that those
constituencies,if they sought by bigoted representatives,would not at
leastelect menlikely tobring theminto ridicule. But, by all accounts,
Mr Whalley and his constituents are entirely worthy ofeach, other.
Ina letter addressed to the 'Weekly Register

'
by the Very Rev.

Canon Seed,of Peterborough, we findthe folio-wingpassage :—«:
— « There

is in this celebrated city a public cemetery, and Catholics have a
portion allotted to themselves for the burial of their dead. The
enlightenedPeterboroughCemetery Commissioners,into whose hands
arbitrary powers are committed, whichthey seem toknow only how
to abuse, for years past have refused to allow what every devoted
Catholic wishes to see on the tombstone of his departedrelative or
friend. "Ofyour charity pray for the soul of," are words forbidden
by the wisdom of this Cemetery Board. Lately, the Rev. Father
Duff died, and was buried at Peterborough. An unostentatious
Catholic inscription was prepared,"Orate pro aninia Rev. Joannis
Duff, &c,but the three first words were Btruck out by our fanatical
commissioners, on the veracious grounds that it was a Protestant
cemetery.' Well, indeed,may the writer ask, in conclusion, if there
be known such flagrant intoleranceinany otherpart of thecivilised
world."

The Polish Princess Czartoryski, recently converted to the
Catholic faith,has made overthe wholeof her immense fortune and
estateto aCatholic conventia Posen,

The New York correspondentof the'Standard'says:— lndays
whenthe future of Irelandis a subjectespecially interesting to many
people,a description ofa Vision of Ireland, as givenonthe first page
of an IrishNationalpaper published in New York, ought tobe read
withsomeavidity. The Vision, or rather the picture ofit,occupies
two-thirds of the large page. The central figure in it is a young
woman,dressedina classsical negligee, standing in a fog near some
ruins. She leans on thetraditional harp,andholds inherhanda light
cross. Behind her a gigantic sun is either rising or setting behind
some mountains. Beneath her feet flies an ugly angel with trailing
skirts,and holdinga drawnsword inher hand,pointing the way to St.
Paul's Cathedralandapparently directing themovementsofa miscel-
laneous body of troops, cavalry, artillery, andinfantry which,headed
by thebanners of Irelandand America, is on the point ofimmersing
itselfin the waters of the Thames. Meanwhile a flash of lightning
breaking fromthe clouds overSt.Paul's Cathedralmakes as straight as
a thunderboltcan for a flag-stafffrom which the UnionJackis flying.
The flag-staffis shattered, andthe symbol of theUnited Kingdom is
falling.
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