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The eminent Hebrew financier, Mr. Goschen, toock npon himself
a fow days ago to make a gpecial defence of tha Royal Irish baton-
men. He asserted that they carried out their partin the coercion
El_:y with the mildness and self-restraint of so many martym, As
. Qoschen, so far as we know, bas never had an opportunity of
(!eeing those gentlemen in their war paint, his sesurances on the sub-
Ject aro especially valuable for the purposes of history, * as she is
written.” It is not a little curions that only & day or two after he
spoke an Irish newspaper editor was so driven to incredulity by the
#tory which  reporter of his own paper told of wiat ho saw the
Raoyal Irish do, that ba pat his doubts on the aubject into the shape
of an editorial comment, The reporter was describing the Falearragh
~victions, anu he stated that when resistance was offared at tha houss
ol Mrs, M'Ginley, stones were flung at the defenders by the police as
well aa the emergencymen, Thia the editor of the Freeman's Journal
eaid he could bardly credit; but the next post brought him =
corroboration of the report signed by several other witnesses of the
scene—Mr, Dalton, M.P.; Mra, Amos, Miss Borthwick, Father
M'Fadden and Father Boyle, Bat this is not, so far sa onr recoilec-
tion serves us, the first time that the police wera found converting
themselves into a stone-throwing mob at evictions, and otherwise
exceeding their datiem in aid of the evictors of thoss who are
Ersctically their own kith and kin, There iz many a good and
umane man serving in the ranks of tha Royal Irish Constabalary ;
bat there are, on the other hand, many who are a thorouzh d’agrace
to the country which they claim as their own ; and it is those black
sheep who have earned the encomiums of such friends of bamanity
as Goacben and Co.
The Archbishop of Cashel, hot-foot from the Eternal City, haa
given his benison to the Tepants’ Defence Fand, together with a sub-
scription which represents in ite munificence, in some degree, the gener-
osity of his great Irieh heart. His grace, in forwarding his fifty pounds
to the fund to Fatber Raiferty, of Trurles, expressed bis warm hope
that the patriotic efforta of tha people to aid their evicted brethren
thronghout the country might be crowned with success. So far es
those who live under his own immediate eye in the town of Thuiles
are concerned, there is pot much reason to fear a failure. The
meeting held there last Monday gave earnest of what they intended
to do, Over a bundred pounds was sebacribed on the apot, and there
iano doubt that this sum will be largely augmented ere the subscrip-
tion has been closed in the town and vicinity, The doubling of last
year's subscriptions was an object of emulaticn with many present,
Father Rafferty, Mr. Joseph Ryan, and Mr. Finn led the way io this
commendable race, and several more took up the running with a
will. One thing to be noted about these Tipperary meetings ia that
there sre at least no apologiets for wrong-doers or compromiging with
public enemies, Forty-five years ago, Father Duan pointed out at
the Thurles meeting, Tipperary had double the population it now
boas's, Though emigration and destitation were contributery causas
of this awful decline, it was rapacious and cruel landlordism, backed
up by itacrowbar brigade, which was mostly responsible for the havoe,
be declared, If these words be tras of Tipperary—and their trath
no educated Lrishman ean question—how much mors wonld they be
faithfuliy descriptive of otber connties in Ireland not so favourably
placed? But Tipperary bas now turned a new leaf 1o the chapter
ot ita relations with tha extirpatiog hydra ; acd the impetus given to
the movement by it patriotic Archbighop and clergy is certain to be
of enormons value in guiding it to a sucecessfu) termination.

DAISY’S MISADVENTURE,

—
(By MRY, GURTARIE, in the New York Freeman's Journal.y

CHAPTER L
As idle a8 a painted ship
Upon a painted ucean.

A BLAZING sun, a cloudless blue sky, a sea smooth asa mirror, a
misty shore line with a distant background of purple hilis, and our
trim yacht, the Bea Fern, motionless ag the ship of the " Ancient
Mariner,” We had been spending s short vacation at Tom Fer-
guson's newly-acqaired lody= on the MeBruta miors in Iaverness-
shire, Haviog ‘‘bhunted ” the grouse wi-h most unsitiefactory
results, and having experienced a variety of weather, for the most
part unpleasant, some of us were very glad to accept Major Qakford's
invitation to have a short cruise along the East Cosst in his yacht,
the 8-a Fern, which was awaiting his orders 10 Cromuarty Bay.

Having got out of the mountain ranges we found the weather
suddenly changed to inlecse heat, and here we were becalmed off
the Northombrian coast, our summer raiment left behind at the
lodge, and po ice on board, Our iodefatigable aportemen, Tom Far-
guson, our hoat, Major Qakisrd, and two other men have taken the
small boat, & heap of fishing tackls, and their cigar cases and, under
pretence of fishing, are all smoking or sleeping at come distance
from the yacht with a tangle of fishiog hues over the boat's side,
And bere are we women lefi to our owa devicea, There is nothing to
do or discuss. Tbere is Lady Ferguson, Tum's mother, placid and
stout, who would be perfect!y hippv 1f we would let her sleep in
peace with a hideous sun<bomaet ulted over her eyus ; there is her
eldest daughter, Klsie, ucmarried and satirical ; her married dangh-
ter, Jenny, romanticand lackadaisical ; thersiaalso a dashing young
widow, and there is the pretty youog bride of our host, Daisy Oak-
ford, a hively, sancy girl, fully tweuty years younger than her grav-
haired husbaod, aad rayself, her humble school friend, Carrie
Freshton,
3 There waa a whisper of some kind of romaace about the mestiog
of Major Oakford and hia young wite, still no one really knew their
story ; but we were shortly 10 ligten to the interesiing nerrative from
the lige of one of the principa’s,

“Why don't you setlle to some work, girls, and don,t fidget 1"
said Lady Ferguson,

* We caonot gettle Lo work when there's no work to do,” grom-
bled Elsie, “ rd there's nothing new 1 read,”

1
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* Well, thep, talk abont romething interesting.”

*There's nothing to talk about,” eaid Jenny ;  we have exbausted
overy subject.”

* Then go to sleap like zood girls, dears.”

* We nronot dormice, mamma. Uarrie Freshton, can yor not
suggest somathing t "

“If Carrie cannot Ican,” exclaimed our lively widow. * Lat
ns make a second edition of the * Canterbury Tiles ;' let w3 tell the
adventares of ourselves or our friends; it will pasa the time until
dinoer if we are not meltsd in the interval,”

“ Nothing ever happened to me except my husband's getting
knightad for being Mayor of C——and spending an ocean of money
when Royalty came to open onr new Town Hall,” said Lady Fer-
gueon, placidly.

" Oh, pray epare us that episode, mamma,” snapped Elsie; © we
all know it by heart 1

‘ Nothing ever happened to me except matrying James,” gim-
pered Jenny, ready to tell ber love story in detail, but sharp-tonguned
Elsie nipped the design on the bad, exclaiming :

* There was nothing very exciting in that; you had bean friends
from children. But even that experience has not happened to me.”

“ The most erciting event in my career was the losa of nearly all
I posseseed by the failare of the Glaszow bank,” said the widow. It
is not & plaasant remembrance. I will not recount it for your bene-
fit, How singularly monotonous the life of a woman is, after all,”

 Here is dear Daisy Oakford,” said Lady Ferguson, as the
pretty, dainty bride came up from the tiny cabin, fresh and roay,
after her sicsta. * Now, perbaps ber history has been more exciting
than ours, though she is the youngest of the party.”

‘“Age has nothing to do with adventures,” said Miss Elsie,
tartly. Age was becoming s tender subject with her.

"“We wera going to tell our adventures to pass the time, Mrs
Oakford,” said the widow, gaily : but opon reflection, wa find that
none of us ever had any, Plesse to tell us it yoo have been more
fortunate,

“1 have had mothing worth calling an adventure.” eaid our
fair hostess, “Btay—did you ever hear bow and where I met
Chris ?*'

“ Oh, no, we are dying to know," we all exclasimed,

“ We looked upon Major Oakford as a confirmed old hschelor
until he enrprised us by bringing home bia fair young wife ,” said Lady
Ferguson,

* Did yonreally? Well, I see you all look a trifla coloured
with the heat and monotony, so I must make an effort to interest
you, even though I bave to give undue prominences to myself in the
narrative, Lady Fergusoo, you will hear so much if you close your
eyes and shelter under your sun-bonnet, Klsie, dear, lounge over
the bulwarks and signal to our truants to our satisfaciion and theirs ;
Carrie, pass the decanter of water—ind now for my trifling adven-
tare.”

CHAPTER 1II.
There is no union bere of hearts
That finds not here its end.

Youug Mre. Oakford seatel herself in a reclining chair., She
was & pratty picture in her natty yachtiog dress and aailor bat, her
golden cur's makiog aa aureols around her lovely face and glining
in the sunbeama,

" Please give me that large fan, Mra, Dubeck, and ook interested
in that scrap of lacework ; then 1 will make my firat APPAHTANCE A8
& poblic speaker,” she begsn gaily.

* I must tell you that I was a thoroughly epoilt child. a romp,
and a madeap, the youngest ot a large family, mostly boys. My
chief ecompanrna were my youngest brother and his friend, the
vicar's soun. When Burtie Maryn and I were of the respective Bgos
of twen'y amd sixtecu, we 1magin~d ourselves 1o love with each
otirer, Tuen my people opened their eyes to the state of the case,
and ecolded us unmercifally. 1 was packed off to & grand school at
Brighton, and Bertie had to begin hiscareer at gne of the London
hospitals, Of course, absence scon partly worked a curg~——'"

* It always does, said Elsie.,” Out of eight out of mind is the
tiuest proverb I know,

“ We ao not always forzet the absent,” gaid the widow, trying
to look pa‘hetic but fatling in the attempt.

“ My father was ag impulsive and passionate man,"” Daisy con-
tion 4, “and be made me promse most faithfully never to write, or
receiva a letter from Bertie, I promised, but I thought it very ua-
kind that I was not allowed to wiite to explain matters.

* Explan indeed,’ cried my father, irately, I'll explain matters
to Mr. Popinjay with a horse-whip ! The idea of that poor parson’s
son, with not a penny at command, and no brains to boast of, to as+
pire to an engagement with my danghter I

! But, dear Papa,' I subbad, ' he will be & doctor in 8 few years’
time and earn lots of monsy,”

‘' ‘Bt. Qeorge and the Dragon !’ stormed my father, who would
ever trust their lives io the hands of a thoughtless simpleton like
Bertie Maryn? He has not braios enough to physic a snipa,”

** Thuy be weat on,” ahe eratinned, *'storming and raging whilst
I was digsolved in tears and misery untold, thiokiog mysetf the most
blighted of humaa beings. Well, [ was sent to Brighton, and after
a few woeks I enjoyed mv life there and firgot my crosses,

"1 went home at vacation and heard sad accounts of Bertig's
life in London : he bad goc among a wild set, the vicar had heavy
bills sent in, and, nateraliy, poor Burtie had been ** plucked ™ in his
exam, His mother told me not to take gossip for gospel truth, and
that Bertis was oot as black as he was painted ; and phe implied that
hia thoughtless expenditure and wild conduct were owiag to the dig-
appointment, I believed her ; what girl would not when & firat lover
i8 io question 7 ”

** Very young girls are awfully silly,” eaid Elsie.

* True, Elsie dear, and I wae just the silliest of girls, Whilst I
was at home Bertie sent & letter to me throngh his mother, but I re-
fused to take it, mindful of my promise, 8he, however, read it alond



