
occasion toseek aninterview with the Holy Father. As if fore-
seeing the designs ofProvidenceuponhis non-sympathetic visitor,
thePope,inaccordinghim hispartingblessing, addressed him in
tliese significant words:'May this blessing openyourheart tothe
influence of.grace, andpray toGod thathe may onedaymake the
truthknown to you.'

"
After that, who will say that Mr. Gladstone's is a hopeless

case? He, too,like this German convert, is well known to the
literary world. He is nowengaged on"Homer," as wellas the
ancient Fathers. He may yet take it into his head to visit His
Holiness, when, nodoubt, thePope, ingivinghima parting bles-
sing, wouldprayGod toopenhis heart to the influence of grace,

**J!flid tomakethe truthknown tohim. Mr. Gladstone, in spite of
his"pamphlets," is no enemy, but a warm friend of Catholics.
Hishostility to theirprinciples is foundedonmisapprehension,and
may yet beconvertedinto approval. The Catholics of theUnited
Kingdom owehimadebtof gratitude for past services whichthey
willnot soonrepay. His present positionis altogether anomalous
andinconsistent. He merits the respectfulsympathy rather than
thehostility ofCatholics, in my opinion. What he has written
againsttheir principles,hehas nodoubt writtenfromahigh sense
ofduty agreeable to his present lights, and from the purest of
motives. The Almightyhas endowedhim with aHerculean intel-
lect, afine andpenetrating genius, and a generous and religious
heart. For my part,so far from regardinghim with anger or in-
dignation onaccountof what he has lately written, Ilook upon
him withcompassion anda livelyhopethat God will yet openhis
hearttoreceive the truth. Were the Churchto make a conquest
ofhim,it wouldbe avictory indeed. But for him and his party,
the Catholics ofGreat Britainwouldprobably neverhave got one
pennyof publicmoney for theirschools— under thenew Education
Act. Hehas declaredthatnosystemof public education deserves
supportwhichdoes notmake someprovision for the religious up-
bringing of the youthof the country;and he has resisted every
attempt to deprive religious schools of that scanty measure of
Government aidwhich theynowenjoy. Itwould be a fortunate
circumstance for us if the so-calledliberalpartyin thiscolonywere
actuated by his just, generous,and religious spirit. Then weI
shouldget—if notafullmeasure

—
atleast a considerableamount

of justice toour schools. But other principles than his prevail
here, for the present. Religion reservesbut little countenance
from the Government, thepress, or the tyrant majority who rule
tis. The daymay come,andnot be faroff, whenthepeopleof New
Zealandshall see,however reluctantly, thebanefulfruitof so god-
less asystem;fruit suchas is seenin America, where the people
have longbeenplacedunder apurely seculareducational training.
Inthat greatcountry we seepolitical,andtherefore social morality
at the lowest possibleebb;menglorying in their shame;concert-
inggigantic schemesof dishonesty in themost barefaced and sys-
tematic way. There Governmentis an efficientinstrument of pub-
lic corruption. We,ought, all of us,topraydaily for theconversion
of suchmenas Mr. Gladstone. Pride will be the stumbling-block
inhispath,if he die out of the Church.

but the appearance of its busy and bustling streets was evena
greatersurprise thanIreceivedinDublin.

The.delightful situation of Corkon theriverLee, itscharm-
ing suburbs and romantic drives, all tend to make it indeed a>
pleasantplace,and then the quaint old traditions stillconnected
withitsmanyinteresting spots lend toit a charm noteasilydis-
pelled. Patrick street, the principal business martof the city,a
fine,wide avenue,lined with superb buildings, presents an ani-
mated andprosperous aspect. Standing in thecentreof Patrick
street,a few feet from the main bridge over the Lee,is anoble
bronze statueof the greatApostleof TemperanceFatherMathew,
and just a little beyond,on. the oppositeside of the river,is- the
stately Clmrch of St. Mary,in charge of the good Dominican
friars. Not far off we can see the old Church of Shandon, in
whosetowerstillsweetly chime

TheBells of Shandon,
That sound sogrand on
Thepleasant watersof the Bier► erLee.

Some little distance further on we come to the commodious"MonasterySchool," wherethe devoted brothersaredoingGod's
work inthe educationof the poor children of thecity, and where
lie the remains of that most beautiful of writers^Gterald Griffin,
who spent the last few yearsof his life inthehumble sphereof a
Christian Brother. Thenwe wendedour waytothe "Mardyke,"a
magnificent walkof amile in length,archedoverwith fine stately
old elms, and thought that nothing could equal it. At night
though, we sawitbrilliantly illuminated, our delight knewhardly
anybounds, andwespent some time wandering up and down its
well-keptwalk.

After seeingsomething of the city, what more natural than
that we shoulddesire a drive along the romantic river road, and
pay our respects toBlarney Castle,where, astheoldsong tellsus,"

There iaastone there, that whoeverkisses,
Oh,henevermisses togrow eloquent."

We foundit,indeed,allthat wehadanticipated, winding along*
themostpicturesque ofrivers,affording aglimpse of the Queen's
College, the grim-looking county jail, and several grand old ivy-
covered ruins, and then through the famous "Groves of Blar-
ney." Thenup weclamberedto the very summit of the ancient
castle, andafter much troubleanddangei',pressedour lips to the
blarney stone, thoughnot with the greatest faith in its virtues.
Our drive toand from the castle wasmade all the more delightful
by the many queer oldlegends impartedtousby the good-natured
driverof our jauntingcar,

Our stay in Cork was but toobrief, still we saw almost every-
thing of interest;the fine Cathedral, where Bishop England served
Massinhis boyhood;the Court-house, wheremost oftheFenianpri-
soners weretried and condemned;theButterMarket, which much
resembles,at first sight, one of our railroad depots;and the many
beautiful residences inthe suburbs. But,more thanall thebeauties
of the cities of Dublin and Cork, wouldIspeakof tlie warm-hearted
and open-handed hospitality of their people, than whom no peop
live withmoregenerous and nobleimpulses;our only passport wa
that we were Americans, and it always ensured for us a genuine"Ceadmillefailthe." After four days delightfullyspentinCork, wo
took steamer down the River Lee for Queenetown, where we saw
loomingup,not far off in the harbor, thenoble ship that was tobear
us onthebosom of thebroadAtlantic to

"Home,sweethome." From
the deck of the City of Richmond webidadieu,witha sigh of regret,
to

"
poor old Ireland," trusting that,if our eyesever againbehold

her, she willbe,if possible, stillmorebeautiful, and "with the shackles
of despotism broken from her limbs

—
"will have taken her place

among the nations of theearth." D.I.M.
Washington, D.C, Jan.13, 1875.

A "very special" correspondentof theParis 'Figaro'gives the
followinganecdote ofSirBartleFrere whenatZanzibar:"SirBartle
Frere andhis son, during an expedition 'up country,' hadimpru-
dently wandered from their escort, and lost their way. After tome
time they perceiveda negro'shut, and tired andhungry, proceeded
toclaim hospitality. Anold negress appearedat fixedoor and garo
them some eggs, which they at onceconverted into anomelette,and
seeingnumbers of little round balls suspended from the roof,and
fancying them to be small mushrooms, popped thorn into thepan,
utterly disregarding the old woman's anxious remonstrances. After
themeal in camethe owner of the cabin, who,on learningwhathi*
visitors haddone, broke into a violent rage.

'Miserablestrangers'
criedhe

'you haveeatenallmy war trophies,'and, in answerto Sir
Bartle's inquiries, informed him that what he had taken formush-
rooms were no less than the ears of his enemies whom hehadkilled
inbattle." Sir Bartle Frere," adds

'Figaro,'" wasill withindiges-
tion for four days."

Inthe rTagblatt,'of Vienna,ispublished asingular telegram
fromLondon, stating thatPrince Louis Napoleonandhis mother,
the Empress Eugenic, have contracted with certain English
bankers aloanofthree and a-half millions sterling, that QueenVictoria gaveitamoral guarantee, and that the affair wascon-
ductedby the financialagentofthe Prince of Wale?.

There is noother workin the world, we are told, of whichso
many copies are printed annually as of the Chinese almanack.
The number is estimated at several millions. This almanack is
printedatPekin, andis amonopoly of the Emperor. Itnot only
predicts the weather,butnotes the days that are reckonedlucky
or unlucky for commencinganyundertaking, forapplyingremedies
indiseases, formarrying, andforburying.

A novelsuicide is reportedfromParis. Anelderly manliving
in theLouvre-quarterhaving stoppedup allthe holesinhis room,
andarrangedhis affairs, turnedon the gas,shut the door,andwent
for anhour's walk. He thenreturned, got a lighted candlefromthe house-porter,andproceeded tohis room,whichhe openedsud-
denly. Anexplosionof course followed,and the man wasburnt todeath.

A GLANCE AT DUBLIN AND CORK.
(For the

'
Catholic Standard.')

On the morning of July lltli,1874, the long-wished for happiness
wasmine of treading the green soil of Erin. Ihad leftHoly-
headin Wales, the night previous incompanywithsome friends,
with whomib wasmy good fortunetoshare the dangersandglories
ofthe"First American Pilgrimage,"for ashortsojourninIreland.
My first impressions of Dublin (wherewe landed) werenot,Imust
say altogether favorable, but when our little party was driven
throughapart of the city to the hotel,my.dissappointnient was
changedinto a feelingof pleasure. Many of the streetsarereallyI
fine; Sackville street, particularly, is a noble thoroughfare,
flanked witli stately buildings, and kept guard overby thegrand
old statue of Admiral Nelson, who looks down uponit fromhis
loftypillarof granite. The post office, immediately adjacent to
theNelson Monument,cancompare very favorably,in anarchitec-
turalpoint of view, withmanyofourmuch-admiredpublic edifices.
Thehistorical Bank of Ireland,once the Irish House of Parlia-
ment,is amagnificent and commodiousstructure,andthe famous
Protestant University, "Trinity College," a monument of the
reign of Queen Elizabeth, stands just oppositeonSackville street.
Further upon thestreet, occupying a prominent position close to
Carlisle Bridge,Iwaspleasedto observe asuperbmarble statueof
one whosememory will always be dear to the heartof theIrish
patriot

—
Wm. Smith O'Brien.

Inthe space of this short sketchIcouldnot evengive the
namesof theplaces of note, but Icannot refrain from saying a
wordof praisefor theExhibition Palace (built on theplanof the
worldrenowned Crystal Palace of London); the Custom House,
with its splendid dome;the Four Courts, just overlooking the
Liffey,and the beautifully laid out PhoenixPark, inwhich stands
theLord Lieutenant'sLodge, a building closely resembling our
White House.

Our party also had the honor of apleasantinterview with the
distinguished Prelate CardinalCullen, and,on our departure,re-
ceivedhis paternalblessing andahearty"God speedyou

"
onour

journey toour far-offhomes.
With many regrets,wewere compelled to take ourdeparture

fromDublinafter only fourdays' sojourn,but theywerefour days
of busy sight-seeing, and on the American mail train we were
hurried along for a hastyvisit to"Cork's owntown"previousto
embarkingon the goodship City ofRichmond.

All that Ihadheard of Cork fully preparedme for scenesof
unusual squalor and misery,andIhad noanticipationof seeing
suchabeautiful andprosperous city. Of course,Icouldfind the
povertyof everylargecity byseeking itinthe lanesandbyways,
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