
andhe diedat last inhis ownhouse in the .arms in the arms of his
faithful wife, having outlivedevenhis ownbrilliant intellect.

The visitors to Dublin may see the little grocer's shop where
Moore wasborn;itis ou the right handside of Augier street,and is,
Ibelieve, a grocer's shop to this clay. He will see also a statue of
thepoet, whichIcannot think does him justice,within the closure in
front of Trinity College. Hemay readhis voluminous prosewritings,
andhis many poems;butnoone who has not heard the poet sing
them cangot the remotestconception of the charm of those -wonder-
ful melodies, which, as long asmusicmarried to immortal verse has
power over themind,must continue to enchant anddelight theworld.
They have been translated into every different language. Scrope
Davis,Byron's friend, wrote thus about them:—:

—
v"Theysay,dear Moore,your songsaresung—

Can this be true, yoaluckyman!
At midnight,inthePersian tongue,

Alongthestreets ofIspahan"
The writer of this paperinhis earlylife thought those songs per-

fectly matchless. ,Age and a tolerably wide experience have not
altered that opinion. He asked thepoetto writeHim one in his own
hand. Mr. Moore asked whicli of them he wouldprefer, and, on
boing told the

"
Minstrel Boy," wrote it immediately ona sheet of

letter-paper,sayingat the time,"Well,Ithink itis about thebest of
them."

Moore'shands weresingularlybeautiful,andhewas so extremely
careful about their preservationfrom any kindof stain, thathe always
worea pair of kid gloves when he was writing. Inthe throes of
composition it washis habit to nibble at tho end of these until the
tip of each linger was Mttenquite through. These trophieswerepre-
servedby his sisterEllen withaffectionate solicitude,andbecame the
object of immense competition among the numerouscircle of,her lady
friends. The last time Iever sa"w thepoethe wasgoing into a hat-
ter's shop— Locke's,Ithink— at the foot of St.James' street. Ifol-
lowedhim to see if hewould remember me, andIfound him in the
act of having his white hat brushed by tho shopman. He turned
roundas he wentout at the door;pointing westwards,"They areall
gone," hesaid,"every friendIhadin the world;Iamlilie a stranger
now ina strangeland." Those wore thelast wordsIeverheardhim
speak,and ashe uttered them the tears cameintohis eyes. He had
a dazedappearance at the time, as if his intellectual faculties had
begun to give way— which indeed,Ilearned afterwards, wasreallythe
case.

Percy Boxd,inBelgravia.

IRISH PATRIOTS.
A document has iust falleninto myhandswhicliis'specially interest-
ing at thepresentjuncture, whenJohnMitchel'selectionfor Tipperary
has recalled to theEnglish peoplethe discontent which stillreigns in
Ireland. During tho stormy times of 1848, tie enthusiasm of the
members of theIrishConfederation wasraised to suchanextraordinary
pitch that the followingpledge was signedby parties whose namesare
given below :—":

— "We, the undersigned, members of Council of the
IrishConfederation, pledge ourselves in face of our country torefrain
from the use of all intoxicatingdrinks from this day till thelegislative
independenceof Ireland is established.— Charles G-avanDuffy, John
Mitchel, CharlesTaafe, T.Devin,Reilly, JohnMartin, R.D.Williams,
P.J.Smyth, Thomas Dungan,Patrick JohnBarry,JohnByrne,James
Dayle (or Doyle), junior, Johnde Conroy Young,Thomas M.Halpin,
secretary;J. Cartreel, Patrick A. Byrne,James P. Costello, John
BrockeldbyWatson, Janaes A.Condon,JohnWilliams,JohnKavanagh.

Wednesday, 6thApril,1818."
The preliminary few lines werewrittenbyMr (now Sir) C. Gavan

Duffy, who wasone of theprincipal members of theIrish Confedera-
tion, andit was first intended toabstain from theuse of "allspiritous
liquors from this day till theunionwithEngland shall cease,"butthe
text was ultimately alteredas given above. MrPatrick JohnBarry
wa3 not content with the declaration, and in tho onthusiasm of the
moment he added the words "for ever" after his name. This de-
termination to remain a teetotaler during the whole course of his life
he afterwards rescinded, andtie "for ever

"
wasconveniently erased

from the originaldocument. Itis unnecessary to addthat since the
abovepledge was talcen,MrDuffy (who left Irelandin 1856) has filled
offices of distinction in"Victoria,and wasknighted during thePremier-
ship of Mr Gladstone. Mr John Martin and P.J. Smythe areat
presentmembers of the House of Commons,and MrMitchelhas also
been electedamember.— Dublin Correspondentof Times.

SKETCH OF THEPOET, TOM MOORE.
"When I"entered Trinity College,sometimeabout the year1830, an
apartment waa taken for me in a quiet street on the north side of i~Dublin,in order that Imightpursno mystudies uninterruptedbyany
contact with those fine joyous bacchanalian spirits who had rooms

'
within the sacredprecinctsof theUniversity. lamafraid thissystemof seclusion did not answer the purpose; but Iused to meet fre-
quently on the stairs, asIpassedmy chamberauqiixtrieme, anelderly
lady of most benign aspect, butin stature one of the verysmallest
personagesIever saw. Frequentmeetingin this wayledat last to an
acquaintance. Ilearned she -was Miss Ellen Moore, a sister of the
famous Thomas;and greatIremember ttos my gratification whenI
received one evening aninvitation to drink toawith her. Itwas the
drawing-roomentertaining theattic,and Iwas much pleased by the
compliment. Itwas a a thepur eb simple,not a the dmant;" but
many handsomeyoung ladies— and Dublin in those days abounded
inbeauty— used tocongregateround thetable in thatlittle drawing-
room. Ibecame a frequent guest;for althoughIthen abhorred
their politeness, the company was mightily to my taste. Upon
a certain eveningIobserved preparations being carried on for
anentertainment of amorepretentious character;andIlearned that
Mr. Thomas Moore, having arrived that morning inDublin, was
expected to joinour company. Alargeparty was assembled to meek
him. Imust ownto feeling greatastonishmentathis appearance, as,
his sister was small, he was smaller still

—
that is, for a man. Ho

was whatCharles Dickens would call a "
mite." He came into the

room on tiptoe,atasort of run, withhis head thrown back;andfirst
he kissed his sister Ellen affectionately, then he kissed nearly every
other pretty girlhe could getat. He was soon surrounded, and he
sat there chirping and chatting,and turning his headabout like a pet
bird. His manner was delightfully frank,genial,andwinning. He was
full of the gossip of the day, andlookedlike a well-to-do little gentle-
man whohadno other occupationexceptamusinghimself. His head
was nearly bald, and there was justj ust a fringe of slightly-grizzledhair
round the back and the tomples. His nose was retrousse (cocked).
His complexion resembled the colour of a certain apple, with which
aschoolboyIwasover-familiar, called a russet brown, with a good
tinge of healthyred init. A soupcon of the same colour was visible
on the endof the little mail's nose;buthis head, which he carried
ina slanting direction, was verygood, and his eye was large, liquid,
lustrous,and full of intelligence.

Hehada large double gold eje-glass, which hecarriedsuspended
roundhis neck by ablack ribbon,andmade frequent useof. Ican-
not remember how he was dressed;bub whenImet him, asIdid, on
many subsequentoccasions, his attire was peculiar. He wore a loii"1

olive-green surtout coat, a blue neckcloth, and a whitehat set very
anuchback uponhis head. Insociety itwasalmost impossibleto getat
him:forhe wasgenerally the centreof aperfect galaxyof petticoats.
All theprettiest women seemed to fondle and caress him, and treathimmuch as they wouldalarge waxdoll;but when he sang, as he
didon that particular evening, two ofbis famous melodies, the

"
Last

Hoso of Summer," and "Oft inthe Stilly Night," there wasavibration,
a flutter, anda tendency to hysterical emotion instantlyperceptible,
such asIhave never observed in any other audience except that of
Mr. Robertsoninhis chapel, atBrighton. Icannot attempt to des-
cribe either the singing or its electrical effect; but Icould perfectly
well undersland the meaningof a storywhichIremember reading in"Memoirs of Sir Jonah Barrington," ofhow a certain ladyof quality,
hearing tlie little man warbling one of his love dities,laidher hand
uponhis arm,andsaid:

"
For heaven's sake,Moore, stop, stop! this

isnot for the good of my soul!
"

Earl Russell,in his
"Memoirs,"

saysMoore was the most brilliant man he ever met. Isuppose he
wasright;buthis brillancy was concealedby amanner which, if you
didnot know who he was, wouldhave ledto anentirely differentcon-
clusion. Hewas flippant, restless, and seemed never at ease except
"whenhe was the centreof observation. Looking athim,Icould not
for the life of mebring myself tobelieve that this was the individual
■whohad inspiredByron with the favouritelines :—: —"Myboat ison theshore,

Andmytoarlc is «n the sea;
But beforeIgo TomMoore,

Here'sa double healthto thee."

Yet there lie washopping about, whisperingprettynothings into the
«ars ofHibernianbeauties,and comportinghimself much like a little
"boy by letloose fromschool. Icouldnolonger wonder at thePrinceUegent'sproposal,atone of theCarltonHouse banquets,to put Mm
into abunch-bowl,which secured thepoet's lasting resentment;but
Idid wonderhow he contrived to inspire so many great men with
such an affectionate interest and regard. He was in prodigious re-
questat that time,Iremember, inDublin. The Marchioness of Ifor-
manby used tosendher carriage to fetch him out for airings in the
Thconix Park,and he was continually receiving invitations to dine
withtheLordLieutenant, or LordMorpeth, then the Secretary. Acoveredcar, which is a speciesof conveyancepeculiar to Dublin,used
to fetchhim to these enterlaunents, about which he was constantlymakingmistakes;for instance,going todine with the ChiefSecretary
whon he hadbeen invited todine withtheLordLieutenant,forgetfcin
the date of the invitation,dropping in ona day whon he was not ex*pected, andmaking all sorts of strangeblunders. Inall the relations
of private life Mr. Moore's conduct was unexceptionable; a betterhusband, a kinder father never existed;and he allowed his onlysister, at whose houseImade his acquaintance,out ofhis ownslender
income, sufficient for her comfortable support. But in his childrenhe was peculiarly unfortunate. His eldest son

—
for whom, by dint

of greatsacrifices,hepurchaseda company intheEnglish army losthie commission through extravagance, and died at Algeria in the
French service. The second lost his healthinIndia, andcame home
toSloperton to die. His only daughter, while in £he act of kissing
her hand to him as he wasgoing out to dine at LordLansdowre's,
fellover thebalustersand was killed. Thus perishedall his hopes)

Tea. Drinking in Russia.
—

A correspondentof the London'Daily News
'

writing* fromIfijniNovgorod, says
"

Tea drinking,
Ihavesaid, is one of the greatestinstittitions inRussia;the out-
-ward andvisible symbolof this institution is the somovar. There
jis something almost sacred about the soniovar in Russia. I
scarcelylike totaliaboutitamongstprofane things. Itranks with,
the gilt images of Greek saints -which are found inthe cornersof
everyroominRussia, andbefore which the piousbeliever is never
tiredof crossing himself. Inthe same way,not a household,how-
ever poor,is withoutasomovar. Tomaketeain the vulgar fashion
ofpouringboiling wa/ter into the teapot, wouldbe to rob itof all
its cheering grace',and toprofane the institution. The somovar is
essential tothe orthodox practice of tea drinking, andas the first
wordyoulearn in Russia is'tchai,' so the first thing which will
strike your eyeonarriving there is the soniovar. Thesomevaris
a largeurnmade of bronze orbrass, withatube running through-
the centre, into which charcoal is placed. When the tea-hour
arrives (and every hour is tea-hour in Russia) the charcoal is
lighted, xather shouldIsay,like the sacredfireofthe Zoroastrians,
is never quenched- There it burns inits brazen tube, and the
waterboils audibly, and the littlechina teapot is placed simmer-
ing at the top of the charcoal

—
although, this last is really a

heterodoxpracticewhich has crept into thepure religionof tea/
—

.andin this waycup after cup of the Russiannectar issupplied."
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