
Poets' Corner.
WORK WHILE IT IS CALLED TO-DAY.

appearance, inhis veryclothes, and recalling how they scrambled
for a place fromwhence toobtain a view of him, whomafternarra-
tiveshaveconvinced them wasno great thing tosee.

Notwithstandingthis, weshallhaveit alloveragain, arushing
to and fro of households, newspapers filledtorepletionwithdone-
to-deathdetailsof ceremonies and receptionsthat are the same all
over the world; sickly speechifying of Corporations and public

and vapidity all abubble. We trust,however,that duepre-
cautions will be taken this time to prevent the soulless farce from
beingturned into a cruel tragedy. We should be sorryagain to
see apeaceable gentleman receive a severehurt, and still more
sorry werea peoplegrown frantic, so that they are compared to
heathenvotaries gashing themselvesinhonour oftheir idols, again
in theirundiscerning fury tosacrifice anunfortunate maniac, who,
after the manner of those suffering from his affliction, hadbeen
provokedtoattempt the life of a prominentpersonage.

We are not prejudiced against the Prince of Wales; to the
rumours-nhichcirculate tohis discredit weattachbutlittle impor-
tance. It is true he comesof asuspiciousrace. The Georges, hisfore-runners, wereprobably,taken allinall, as contemptiblealine
of individualsas ever breathed. They were, with oneexception,
only distinguished from one another by slight variations of
brutality. The first was hardly human; the second was sensual,
andharsh, anunnaturalfather and son,and a faithlesshusband;
the fourth was grossestof the gross. The third alone was an
exception, yet even he shone only by comparison, for although
moral, he waspig-headed, unfeeling,andbigoted. Butsince their
times tneCourt has been purified. Her Majesty the Queen was
educatedunder the careof amostwise andestimable lady, the late
Duchess of Kent,her mother,and,although the generosityof her
nature, and the effects of her training may have been in some
degreecramned by the influence of the rationalistphilosopher,
whomsome menstyle

"
Albert the Gond," shehas evercontinued

toafford anadmirableexample of uprightness andbenevolence in
herhigh position.

We, therefore,hopethe best withreference tohisRoyal High-
ness,our future king;nor havewe seen any just reason,as yet,
for supposing him to be of habits different from those invogue
amongst men of rank and fortune at thepresent day. He seems,
itis true,of no very distinguished merit; his talents arenot re-
markablybrilliant,nor, apart from his exalted condition, is there
anything- to mark him out from the crowd. The accidents of
descentandbirthhave pitch-forked him into an elevatedplace to
which otherwise he never could have attained, even were the
throne open to ability,and surrounding circumstances will enable
him to perform satisfactorily the duties requiredof him, as any
manof ordinary understandingmight do;but weno more believe
him to be atpresent a PrinceHal thanwe expect thathe willhere-
after develope into a King Henry V. There is noreason in the
world then, whyhis Royal Highness should not be received with
alldue deference inany part of the dominions of the Queen, his
mother, whichitmay seemgoodtohim to visit.

What weobject to is the senselessuproar that issure toattend
upon his progress. The divinity of kingship has long since de-
parted,orprovedaltogether amyth;all appearanceof devotionat
its shrinemust accordingly of necessity be a sham, andevery sham
is utterly contemptible. Itis, therefore, to usa season of humilia-
tion, whenwe are calledupon to witness a general bowing downof
the community at the feet of that, which each oneof them inhis
heart believes tobe anidol of clay. For this reason we trust that,
while the visit of the Prince of Wales to these colonies may be
attended with satisfaction to his Royal Highness, it mayalso be
of short duration, so that wemay be spared theprolonged contem-
plationof a world foaming upin a froth of emptiness.

Inour illustration,by the side of the Prince's portrait,will be
found thatof his fair andamiable wife.

BY LADY WILDE.—(" SPERANZA.")
The followingpowerful and beautiful poem appearedafew years
agoin the Pilot. We, Pilot,republishit by request of severalof
our readers:

—
"No manhathhiredus"—strong handsdrooping,

Listless falling inidleness down;
Men in thesilent market-placegrouping

BoundChrist's crossof silentstone.
"Nomanhath hiredus"—pale hands twining,

Stalwart forms boweddown tosue."
The reddawnis passed,thenoonis shining-,

Butnomanhath givenus work todo."
Then a voice pealeddown from theheights ofHeaven:Men,it said, of the Irishsoil!
Igaveyoualand asaGarden of Eden,

Where youand your sons shouldtill andtoil;
Iset your throneby the glorious waters,

Where oceanflung round youher mighty bands,
That your sails, like those ofyourTyrian fathers,

Might sweep the shores of ahundredlands.
Power Igave to thehands of your leaders,

Wisdom Igave to the lipsof the wise,
And your children grewas the stately cedars,

Thatshadowed the streamsof Paradise.
What haveyedone with my landof beauty ?

Has the spoilerberefther of robe andcrown,
Have my peoplefailedinapeople'sduty,

Has the wildboar trampledmy vineyard down ?
True they answered, faint inreplying—

Our vinesarerentby the wildboar's tusks;
The cornonour goldenslopes is lying1.

But our children feed on the remnant husks.
Our strong menlavish their blood for others;

Ourprophetsand wise menareheardnomore;
Our youngmengivealast kiss to their mothers,

Thensail away for a foreign shore.
From woodedvalleys and mountain gorges,

Emeraldmeadow andpurple glen,
Across the foamof our wild seasurg-es,

They flee away like exiledmen.
Yet, the chantwe hear of thenewevangels,

Risinglike incense fromearth's green sod;
We—we alone,before worshipping angels,

Idly standinthe Garden of God.
Then theLordcame downfrom theheights of Heaven,

Came down thatgarden fair to view,
Where the wearymen waited frommorn till even,

For some one to give them work to do.
Ye have sinned,He said, andthe angel lustre

Darkenedslowlyas summer cloudsmay;
Weeds aregrowing where fruit should cluster,

Yet, ye standidle all the day.
Have ye trodinthe furrows, and workedas truly

As menwho knew they shouldreap as they sow?
Haveye flung in the seed,and watcheditduly,

Day andnight, lest the taresshould grow?
Have ye tended the vine myhand hathplanted,

Prunedandguided its tendrils fair;
Ready withlife-blood, if it were wanted,

To strengthen the frait itsbranches bear?
Haveye striveninearnest,workingsolely

To guardmy flock in their native fold ?
Are yourhands aspure,and yourheartsas holy,

As the saints who walk iv the City of Gold ?
Go! workin my vineyard,letnone deceive ye,

Each for himself his workmust do;
And whateveris right shallmy angels give ye,

The work and the workmanshallhave their due.—
Who knoweththe times of thenewdispensations?

Go onin faith,and the light willcome;
The last may yetbe firstamongst nations,

Wait till the end for the final doom.
The last niuybe first! Shallourcountry's glory

Ever flash light on thepathwe havetrod?
Who knows ?—who knows ?—for our future story

Lies hid inthe great sealed Hook of God.

AN OLD ZOUAVE OF THE EMPIRE.
++

A CASE of uttering seditious cries, which created a good deal of
amusement, has just been decided by the Paris police-court. A man
named Tissier was charged with bawling out "Vive rEmpereur!"in
the Church of St. Roch, during Divine service. President— On the
occasion inquestion, youcried out, "Vive l'Empereur!" Prisoner—
Well, the factis thathaving remained up all night withsome iriends
Iwas notsure of whereIwas, buthearing singing,Isupposedmyself
at the Opera. (Laughter.) President

—
Don't lake up the time of

the Courtwith such ridiculous explanations. Evenif you hadbeen
at the Opera,do you suppose that you would have been entitled to
cry out "Vive l'Empereur?" Prisoner

—
Ido not know. My com-

panionssaid to me "Call out Vive l'Empereur!'
—

thisis his birth-day;" andIdid so. Ihavebeeninprisonalreadysomedays for thut;
how long shouldIbekept thereifIhadbrokeninto a je« eller's shop?
President— You tried to strangle yourself on the bars of your cell.
Prisoner — Yes, with vexationathaving beenarrestrd for such a small
affair. lam an old Zouave, woundt-d in Africa, at Inkermann,
and at Mngenta. The Emperor made me an allowance out of his
private pur.-c; but now the Republic has come, and Iam kicked
about like a pair of old shoes. Iwrote to Marshal AJcMahon, who
promised not to forget me;butIhave not received auything for all
that. President— All that has nothingto do with the case. Prisoner—
Iknow that very well;butwhatcanyouexpect ? The liquormade

me quite forget that we were under a Bepublic. (Loud laughter.)
IheCourt ordered Tissier to be imprisoned for eight days and fined
sixteen francs.

Some veryunpleasant disclosures have beenmade in England
as to bribes received by English journalists, and by at leastone
member of Parliament, from the Nacval Nozini of Bengal, to
advancehis claims in thenewspapers. The subsidies varied from
£25 to £500 and £600, andin the case of Dr. Russell,of the Times,
to £1000.

Whilst a funeral procession was proceeding1 to Kilbeheny
churchyard, near Mitchelstown, on the 25th ult., the peoplewere
alarmed by a mounted soldier dashing through in full uniform
with sword drawn. There were various conjectures as to what
couldbeup. But theprocessionists were not recovered fromthe
shock when three more flew past withsimilar speed. On the first
man approachingthe townhe wasmet by the head-constable, who
wasreadinga telegram he just had from Cahir barracks.to arrest
him. He opened his arni3 before the wild cavalier to stop the
horse,but it was only by bending towards the groundthat,the
head-constableescapedfrombeingheadlessfromacut of the sword
whichour hero aimed athim. Hegalloped on through the town,
frightening dogs,children, and people. Shortly after arrivedthe
other three, who were in pursuit. They came up withhimnear
Fermoy. Hehadfledfromthe paradegroundat Cahir,
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