
The Villa Morrelli was an unattractive-lookinghouse from the
rood, from which it was approached by iron gates and a short
drive. Bet on the other (or garden) it was one of the most
picturesque,irregularly-builtoldhousesimaginable,andthe flagged
garden terraceatthe back commanded a lovely viewof the storied
hillof SanMiniato,withits ancient church andhalf-ruinedforti-
fication, onits top, andof the oliveand vine-planted valley which
dividedthe two eminences. Often of a summer evening,before
the-arrivalof whisters from Florence,Iused to find Leverinan
easy-chairon this terracewithcoffee beforehim and acigar inhis
mouth,enjoying thecoolhourofthe AyeMaria. Sometimes, find-
ingnobody there,Ipenetratedinto thelongseriesof sitting-rooms
thatoccupiedall the ground floor of the building, and on these
occasions was sure to find him in a little study, the last and
remotest, of the suite, writing. But he was always glad of a
motive for laying the pen aside. And then we used togo andsit
on the terrace and discuss the chances of a coming war

—
that

whichwasdecidedat Sadowa
—

andLever wouldgive his reasons,
strategicaland political, for feeling sure that Austria wouldbe
victorious. Andthen, oneby one,the whisterswoulddropin,and
theAustrians and Prussians were forgotten inthe excitement of
thebattles, the upshotof whichour friend wasbetter abletopre-
dict. Lever'soutwardappearancewas exactlysuchas themental
charactericswhich have been attributed to him inthepreceding
pages wouldleadone toexpect. He was,thoughnota tall, rather
a large-made and large-limbed man

—
not fat, but portly in his

person, j and there was akind of expensiveness in his character.
'Heusedtowearacoatfallingfreely andwidelyback,andexhibiting
alarge expanse of waistcoat. He affected,Ithink, light colors
rather, andoftena white waistcoat. He was anespecially spruce
andspecklesslooking man, yet withoutany appearance of careor

■ precision. Heused toshowa greatdealoflinenabouthis bosom,
andneck, andhands,whichalways lookedas if ithadbeenputon
theminute before, and would, if it were to be preserved in the
conditiononealwayssaw itin,needtobe renewedthenextminute.
Hisheadwasrather large, andsufficiently bald at thetop toshow
that onphrenological principles it was exceedingly well formed

—
broadand, though not massive, in the forehead, andwith that
wide,round arch from ear toearwhich is held to denoteawell-
developedand well-balancedmoral organization. The broad face,
clean-looking andfresh-colored, buthardly tobecalled florid, with
its cleareyesbriinming over withhumor, andits widemouth well
furnishedwithbrilliantly white teeth, was the verypicture and
most eloquent expression of good-nature, good-temper andgood-
humor. The lips werefull, butnot sensual;there was toomuch
indicative of intellect about them. The chin, always smoothly
shaven, was large,and might have beencalleda littleheavy had
itbeenappendedtoalessmobileandless wit-lighted face. Ithad
an expressivenessof its own too, thatchin;for ithad a way,when
hewas ina satiricalmoodand was about tosay a sharp thing, of
assuming alook of hardnessand squareness about the under jaw
whichwouldhave imparteda character of severity to the face, if
the eyeshadnot all the time beenshooting out sun-beams on the
sly. Iwonderhow thoseeyes looked whenhe wasreally angered.
Ineversawhimso.

— 'Lippincott'sMagazine.'

ThbKingopDelhi and the SeidietzPowdeb—On the fhs1;s1;

consignment of seidlitzpowdersin the capitalof Delhi, the monarch
became deeplyinterestedin the accounts of the refreshing box. A
box was brought to the king in full court, and the interpreter ex-
plained tohis majestyhow itshouldbe used. Into a goblet be put
the twelvebluepapers,andhaving added water theMugdrank itoff.
Thiß was the alkali,and the countenanceexpressedno signs of satis-
faction. Itwas then explainedthat in the combinationof the two
powderslay the luxury,and the twelve white powders were quickly
dissolved, andas eagerly swallowedby his majesty. With a shriek
that willbe rememberedwhileDelhi isnumberedamongthekingdoms,
the monarchrose, staggered,exploded,and, in full agonies, screamed,"'holdme down!" then,rushing from the throne, fell prostrate on
thefloor. There he lay during the long-continued effervescence of
the compound,squirting like ten thousand pennyworths of imperial
Eop, and believing himself in the agonies of death

—
a melancholy

umiliating proof thatkings aremortal.
Abillis before the Tennessee Legislature,says theSauFrancisco

correspondentof the
'New ZealandHerald,'which contains the fol-

lowing section:
— "That bachelorismis hereby declared a privilege,

andevery maleinhabitant of this State over 30 yearsof age,being
soundof mindandenjoyinggoodbodily health, remainingunmarried
after the first day of May, 1875, shall pay a^.fine of ten dollars
annually. - .

GLASNEVIN.
THE GKAVE OF MACMANUS.

THE TOMB OF CUKRAN.
Quitting thegraveof Anne Devlin, with aprayer for thesoulof
that noble-hearted women, -we continue our walk eastward, and
seebeforeus theburial-plotofthe Fathersof the Societyof Jesus.
Itis a littlesquare enclosed withaniron railing:inside we seea'

"*"
numberof low headstones, paintedblack onthe surface, through,
whichthenames of the deceased arecut into the white substance
of the stone. In each of those graves lie several occupants

—
as

many as sevenor eight insome— whosenamesmake quitealiston
the little headstone. Piousand learnedmenlie there,braveand
true servants of their holy Master -whose name they bore and
whose cross was their glory. For them deathhad no terrors

—
it

had long been a subject of familiar contemplation; their lives
werespent inan atmosphereof prayer;the"

Pater Noster
"

and"
HailMary

"
had gone through every fibre of their being, and

werebeing continually exhaled from their heartsj and whenthe
summons came for them they answered in hope and trust, and
withoutrepining:

"Father, not mywill, but thine, bedone."
THE GHBA.VE OF MACMA.NUS.

Leaving that quiet little community-room of theirs,on the
right handwe turn down the walk,and ere long come toacorner
plotonwhich we see four roughslabs ofstone laid downlevelwith,
the ground. Drawing nearit we see that a number of patriotic
devices, rudely drawn, have been scratched into the stone, by
inartistic, and,itmay be, juvenile hands, The IrishSunburst is
figuredthere, andthe flagof free America;there arepikeheadsin
severalplaces j the phrase"GodSave Ireland" is faintly discern*
able inonespot,andslantwise across oneof the flags is cut,rather
more deeply and firmly than any of the other inscriptions, the
word"Liberty." It is the graveofTerenceBellewMacManus.

Truly aneglected-lookinggraye
—

andall themoreunbefitting
itspurpose whenone callstomind theextraordinarycircumstances
connected with the interment. Arross three thousandmiles of a
stormy oceanwere brought the relics thatlie beneathj there was
agreatpurpose intheirremoval

—
stronghopes,bolddesigns, "were

connected therewith;the interest, the sympathy of theIrishrace
onboth sides ot the Atlantic,wereexcited;manynotableincidents
took place in connection with their transference from their
temporary resting-place in the soilof SanFranciscoandtheir com-
mittal to this spot of Irish earth. And whatascene was that !
Never canitbe forgottenby anyonewho witnessedit. Thelong,
slow, andsteadymarch of fifty thousand men through the streets
ofDublin

—
the solemn strainsof sacred music swellingon the air—

the throng of the multitude in the cemetery
—

the solemn words
ofthe religious service

—
theexhortationof thepatrioticclergyman

who performed those last rites
—

the murmured responses of the
crowd. Andhas all that deep loveandhigh enthusiasmendedin
this? Are there only thoserudeflagsafter all, tomark thegrave
of the gallant soldierof Irishliberty, Terence BellewMacManus ?
Intruth, for a considerable time there was not evenso much.
Afterthe interment the covering placed over the graveconsisted
simply of a number of planks;exposure to the weather caused*
these to shrink,and through the openings between them therain
droppedinto the grave. Soit remaineduntiloneof the officials
connectedwith the cemetery replacedtheplanks by these stones,
andgot the joints cementedso as tomake thema water-tightpro-
tection for the relics that lie beneath. Of course the men who
took the chiefpartin the translationof thoseremains alwayscon-
templatedthe erectionof a handsome monument over this, their
final resting-place; jbut they had views of their own as to the
proper time for settingabout the work;andin themeantimethey
wishedthat no others wouldtake the project in hand. On this
account thesister andsole resresentativeof the deceaseddeclined
theoffer of apatrioticIrish,gentleman whoproposedto organizea
public subscription fcr the erectionof asimplebutneatmonument
overthe grave. Since then, however, we are glad toknow, the
lady has given her assent to the proposition;andconsequently

, thereis aprobability thatinourdaywe mayseeamonument over
the remains of thebraveMacManus whichwillansweritspurpose"till Irelandanationcanbuildhima tomb."

THE DUFEY AND STOWEIiL MONUMENTS.
Passing ontowards the old O'Connellcircle, wecanmakeour

wayto two memorialcrosses erected to the memoryof men who-, suffered for connection with the political movement of 1865-67.
1 One of thesestands somewhat out of the highway, andsomedis-
L tancein from the walkwhichpassesnearesttoitj butsonumerous- arethe visitors whocall to seeit thatapathis beatenacross the
t grassup to its base. Itmarks theburial placeof a family named
'.. Stowell, two of whosemembers, there interred,underwent im-
i- prisonment for alleged political offences. One of these,ayoung
o ladof slight frame and delicateconstitution,had beensubject to
y the most barbarous treatment, which rapidly extinguished the
k vitalspark within him. His jailors released him just intime to
i, givehis few last gaspsin hismother's arms. The careofloving
[, friends always^keeps "the Stowell Cross" very neatly decorated;
n and.novisitor can quit withoutemotion that burial place of the
"f brave yet gentle young martyrand the several othermembersof
il anamiable andpatrioticfamily whoare thereinterred.
y The other crossto which wehave alludedstands by the main

walk leading to the O'Connell circle, and marks the grave of
o EdwardDuH'y. The inscription in green and gold letters onits
1- marble panel tells the brief history of his life. Hewas,it says,
i,

" convicted of love for Ireland, May 21, 1867, and sentenced to
ig fifteen years' penal servitude. He died in Millbank prison,
d January 17,' 1869, aged twenty-nine years." The inscription
rs further states:"Love for Ireland, was the passionofhis lifej his

brightestday-dream thathe might diefighting forherfreedom,"

ttfcw Zealand tablet. [Saturday May29, 18?5.
state,Catholic or Protestant, they exerted their influence on his
behalf accordingly,inspiteof theiraversion to the Catholic faith.
So did the late great Protestant French Minister, M. G-uizot. I
would not mind predicting that we shall see the sam? thing
repeatederelong;if notby the present, at leastby the coming
English statesmen. Thepower of England, her moral influenee
in the worldhavenot declined since thedays whenWellingtonand
Nelsonfought andconquered. We must bear inmind, that to the
courage and loyalty of the Catholic portion of the British army
Wellington wasinno slight degree indebted for those laurels which
he was soproud to wear. He had the justice and manliness to
proclaim this fact before the assembled Peers of England, when
vindicating theclaims of his Catholic subjects to an equality of
civilrights withProtestants. The Catholic soldier of this day has
not lost,nor is he likely to lose any of his hereditary co_urage and
loyalty to the throne,even thoughhe accept the Vatican decrees,
andbelievethePapal Infallibility. Laic.
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