
causeit tobe discontinued in the Scotch organs, andit will Boon fall
into desuetude here. The monkey's attribute of imitation belongs
largely to some of our great journalists. When Sandy laughs atIreland they laugh;when Sandy ceases they will cease also. They
are really veryfunny fellcws,and it is a pity they should!ever lack the
enjoyment of abroad grin. What an endless source of merriment
they would havecould they see themselvesas they are seenby others!

Yours, &c.
Belfast.

October 26, 1874.

MR VOGEL'S FIRST LEAP IN POLITICAL LIFE.
The following amusing sketch of Mr Vogel's introduction to public-
life inNew Zealand,is taken from apamphlet just publishedinAuck-
land by Mr W. L. Kees, entitled "The Coming

'
Crisis :"

— "Mr
Yogel's introduction to the GeneralAssembly was at lease romantic.
A writ had been issued for the return of a member to the House of
Bepresent-ativesfor oneof theelectoraldistricts ofOtago. Mr Gillies,
the lather of the late Superintendent of Auckland,being Returning
Officer, repairedto the appointedplace of nomination to performhis
duties. MrVogel, as editor of the

'
OtagoDaily Times,' inlieuofan>

ordinary reporter, also attended. The time was one in which men
weremaking money rapidly. The OtagoGold Fields wereverypros-
perous. Politics were at a discount:they did not pay. Eapeeially-
was this the case inreference to thepolitics of the General Govern-
ment, for at that time the provinces were everything. When the
scene of operationswas reached, Mr Gillies began toread the writ to*
the solitary auditor,Julius Vogel. There was no caudidate,nopro-
poser, no- public. Suddenly Mr Vogel thought, 'Iwill be elected!

"
He went instantly to the adjacent Provincial offices, asked twogentle-
men (one of them sincedead) to come out and nominate and second
him, and with them came back to where Mr Gillies yetstoodpatiently
waiting for the returnof the future dictator of New Zealand. One
man, nttracted by the somewhat remarkable circumstance of air
elderlygentleman reading a public announcement tonobody, stood to-
listen;while Mr Albert Devore, now a solicitor practising inAuck-
land,onhis way toone of the Courts, also attractedby the peculiar-
appearance, joined him. Then returned Mr Yogeland the twogen-
tlemen. He was duly proposed,seconded, and declared duly elected,
and the six people separated. The two gentlemen whose services-
launched Mr Vogel upon his politicalcareer returned to their official
toil;little dreaming of thepart they had takenin the history of New
Zealand. The strange man who stopped, with openmouth, to listen-
to MrGilliesreading tonobody, and who himself supplied an audi-
tory,came there for a moment unknown, and then passed awayinto
theunknownfrom whencehe came. MrDevore is a rising solicitor,,
andMr VogelisPremier ofNew Zealand."

ARE THE IRISH FIT FOR SELF GOVERNMENT?
One of tlie English writers on the

'
New York Times

'
lately asked

this question, andanswered it,ofcourse, tjplease himself. He finds*however, thatha is notin England when he belittlesIrishmen inNew
York. The'New YorkHerald

'
of July 30,indignantly says :—:

—
"

We pass by, for themoment, the historical fact that at the c1036-
ofthe last century Ireland had what she now seeks;thatit was taken
from her in1800, forcibly andcorruptly ;and that she now asks only
apartof that which Irishmen claim as their inalienable right. Inde-
pendently ofthis, the inquiry is whetherself-governmentinlocalmatters-
is or isnot a sound and wise rule ofpolitical conduct. Ifitbe, wh/
should its applicationto Ireland, under proper safeguards, be refused
by England ? Are thepeople ofIrelandunfit forself-legislation ? Tli&
conduct in theUnitedStates of those who camehither does notprove-
it. With us they take attentive,serious, patieni, and intelligent in-
terest in public affairs. Indeed,ifwe mistake not, the large municipal
andcity organizations in Ireland show as good government by Irish-
men aa any peoplecan exhibit. Irishcities arequite as orderly and
self-respecting asEnglish cities. Certainly is not for those who insist
that negroes arecapable of self-legislation todeny it to Irishmen."

The 'New York Commercial Advertiser
'

ofJuly 30, answers the
slander in the following words :—:

—"The 'Times
'

has imported another " distinguished Englislv
journalist

'
to writs down

'
Ireland and the Irish.' The other day he-

labored through a column to show that Irishmen are unfit for self-
government. This slander against the Irish is a stale andexplode*!
one. Itis the old argument of the greatgrandfathersof monarchy,
and the believers in the divine right of kings and other fantastical*.
This English dofamep of Irishmen would have the readers of the'
Times

'
believe that Irelandand the internal affairs of that country

are guided andcontrolled by Englishmen. He ignores the fact that
local self-government exists in every part of Ireland jtut as exten-
sively aa itdoes in this country. Thrre ishardy a city or townin Ire-
landwhere the people do not elect their Mayor, Mdernen and totont
officers. The best municipal governments in the world arefound in
Ireland,simply because tlie taxpayers and property holders are the
political managers. la about every city, Mayor, Aldermen, and
Councilmenserve withoutcompensnton. Badas Irishmenare made
toappeur by English writers, and the offal andbcuui that come to the
politicalfront in this country, you may look in vain to find municiptl
robbers andswindlers inIreland. They may break eachother's heads,
but they are seldom found breaking into thepublic treasury. We will
be toldby such detainersof Irishmen, as the « New YorkTimes

'
em-

ploys, that the Mayor andAldermen arenot Irishmen, they are mon
of English descent. This is the dodge Englishmen generally resort to
when they wish to belittle Irishmen. They have claimed General
Washington as an Englishman.

PICTURES FROM IRELAND.
"We take a few extracts froman article in the 'Catholic World

'
en-

titled "A (glimpse of theGreenIsle" :—
THE BOCK OF CASHEL.

There is little now that is regalabout
"

Cashel of theKings." It
las its ruins,but nothingelse. The approaches to tlie ruins show
more of poverty anddiscomfort than Iremember to have seenin anyother town in Ireland. There is a majesty about the ruins. Therock on which they stand is about threehundred feethigh. There is
alofty round towerma good state of preservation. The frescoes in
one oi thehalls, said tohave been the council chamber, are in a state
of wonderful freshness. The floors of some of theapartments in thesecond story seem asperfect as ever they couldhavebeen. The carved
stone-work over the porch of one of the entrances

—
to Cormac's

Chapel,Ithink— is the admiration of connoisseurs. Every foot ofthis ground awakens a historicalremembrance. Isee the rude rulersof ancient Irelandassetnbled in their regal state. The second Henry
andEdwardBruce pass before my mind's eye. Isee that fierce and
unscrupulousnobleman, the eighth of theGeraldineearls of Kildare,and think ofhis astonishing ideas of right and wrong. When MormionHarry took him to task for burning the Cathedral of Cashel, hepJeadedas his excuse,that whenhe fired the church he thought thebishop was in it! What apleasantneighbor Lord Gerald must have"been !

HOLY CBOSS -4BBEY.
About four or fivemiles from Thurles are the ruinsof Holy CrossAbbey. Our ride thither was through a delightful country in all the-humid beauty of anIrishspring. The ruins arenot extensive. Theyhave betn so oftenandso minutelydescribedthat a detaileddescrip-tion is not necessary here. Besides, lam not writinga guide-book.Imust mention, however,a stone ballustrade. The principal window

is a splendidpieceof work. Itis in excellent preservation. Thereareanumber of tombsof considerableage in the abbey. Near theprincipal window is one to which a singular legend is attached. Itwas related tous by the guardian of theplace, an old woman of 80"but hale and hearty,chatty and cheerful— such apleasant female OldMortality as the immortal Sir Walter would have loved tostudy anddepict. Ihave often wonderedat the cheerfulness with which the oldamong the Irish poor bear the burdenof lengthened existence. Thetomb is of stone, andivits upper surface is ahollow. The oldwomantold us that it was wornby a rain-drop which for many years fell un-ceasingly from the roof until the constant dropping wore into the
stone thehollow that wesaw. The drop began to fall on the com-mission of some crime, or some offence against the church— ahe did
not recollect which— by "one of the family "— "perhapssometroublewith thepriest of the parish." Itcontinued to full, drip,drip, driprain or shine, year inandyear out, until the crime was atoned for orthe offences pardoned,or the family sold out and left the country.Then tho drop ceased to fall,and has neverfallen since. * *

#
SACEVILLE STEEET, DUBLIN.

Certain tourists have claimed for Sackville street the proud pre-eminence of being
"

the finest thoroughfare in Europe." Ido notthiuk the claim well-founded. Ido not consider it equal to someofthenew boulevards inParis, or even tosome of thoseivBrussels It
is certainly grand and imposing as far as it goes,butitdoes not go farenough. Sackville street, however, presents a lively sceneon a fineafternoon. Beautiful women,well-dressedgentlemen, lich toilets, and,magnificent equipagesmay then be seen;the toilets superior toany-thing to be seen outof Pari*, the equipages not to be equalled outofLondon. Nothing thatIhave seen on the Continent of Europe cancompare with the"

turnouts
"

and" tattle
"

driven in Dublin. The
most beautiful equipageIhave noticed, and at the game time thechastest mits elegant simplicity, was thatofEarl Spencer, the present
-viceroy; four dark bays— blood horses— with postillions and out-Tiders m a dark livery almost black, with white buckskin breechesandtopboots. Not a brass button or strip of tawdry gold lace tobe«een. Compared with this equipage, the state carriages atBucking-
ham Palace and Versailleslookedlike circus wagons.

TBS IHISH PEOPLE.Ihavealready said that theIrishinIrelandarebecoming a seri-ouspeople.'Idid not meet a singlespecimen of the Irish joker,in-dispensable to the tourist ivIreland a quarter of a century W Ifhe ever existed as they representedhim, the railwayshave killed himNow there is no time fot display of wit,so called. Ithink the ex-tinction of the genius "joker"is something to be grateful for. Ididnot ccc any evidence of suffering among the laboring classes or anymore raggedneas than inEngland,France, or Germany. Artizaus arebecoming scarce, andcancommand good wages. It is hard to getagncultmal laborers; they canalmost get their own terms. Thosewhomay be obtained cannot be kept very long; they work merely tosave enough to join their relativesandfriends in theLand of the Free.lhe traditional costume of the stage Irishmani3i3 ai rarely seeninIreland as the sbort-waisted, long-tailed coat, and striped trousers ofthe stage Yankee inthe United States. Isaw but onepair of «" knee-breeches betweenCork andKingstown.
Idid not,encountera single shilleluh.
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Miss Hope Scott, a grand-daughter of Sir Walter, and "aCatholic, was marriedonJuly 21.

Novels.
— According' to the opinion of Mr Anthony Trollope,

novels are usually good and healthful reading. He considersthem
the sermonsof thepresent day

—
or at any rate the sermons which are

listenedto with the most rapt attention. Inshort, he esteems the-
novelist aprofessor withmany pupils,whogives on the whole,lessons
of honor and usefulness. Mr Trollope's idea of the novelist as a
reformer, moralist and teacher, will be apt to astonish some veryex-
cellentorthodoxpeople,but it is set on a serious foundation. The
influence of the novel grows with every year, and at a rate that is
something alarming when itis borne inmindhow much of modern
Ifiction is theverriestnonsensical trash,ifnothingworst.

Count de Jarnac, thenew French Minster to &ngiand, is ofpart
Irish descent,hismotherbeingLady GraceGeraldineFitzgerald


