
let oneput inhis hand and touch the oaken case whichencloses
some two or threeothers. The crypt inwhichitlies is very taste-
fully colored and decorated. Small bannerets, with appropriate
inscriptions,hang around, andon the walls appear the words in
which the deceasedChristianandpatriotinhis last days expressed
hispioushope and wishes with regard tohis wholebeing:"My
heart toHome, niybody to Ireland,nay soul toheaven."

In the adjoining vaults under the tower are deposited the,
remains of two of O'ConnelTs sons, and several othermembers of "
his widely-extendedfamily.

MONUMENTS OP DE. SPBATT, DR. YOKE, FATHER FAT,"JOHN B.
DILLON.

Immediatelyon the vergeof this O'Connellcircle,one oneach
side ofthe flight of stepsby which access is gained to the crypt,
stand two very handsome memorial crosses, of recent erection.
One of these is to the memory of the venerable,pious,benevolent
Dr. Tore, whosefuneral some yearsago wasone of the largest that
ever wendedits way toGlasnevin j the other is to the memory of
anothergood priest,who spent manyyears inthe sacred ministry,
wasassociatedwith O'Connell in all his great movements, wasa
faithful discipleand co-laborer of the greatapostleof temperance,
a prominentsupporterofmany ofourpubliccharities, the founder
of somebenevolentand highly useful societies, andthe performer
of countless good works— the Very Rev. Dr. Spratt. There is a
peculiar fitness in having the entrance to O'Connell's tomb lie
straight betweenthemonumentsof those worthy aids of his, those
true friends of thepeople, those holypriestsand goodIrishmen

—
Dr. Spratt and Dr. Tore.

Inthe same neighborhood are many other memorialswhich
possess great interest. Near at hand is the handsome /marble
statueof Father Fay, executed by Mr.JamesCahill. The good
priest,who was thefounder of a large orphanage inacrowdedand
poorpart of the city, is appropriately represented in the act of
praying for the welfareof twoscantily-clad little children whoare
close by him. FatherFaywas a true soggartharoon,pious,chari-
table,andpatriotic, sowarmasympathizer withthe '48movement
thatitwas more than once reported that the Government were
about to'havehim arrestedunder the Habeas Corpus Suspension
Act. Bymanyhearts inDublinhis virtuesare well remembered,
andhis memorystill fondly cherished.

"Within a few feet of Father Foy's monument stands the
gigantic Irislx cross erected to the memory of the true-hearted
JohnB. Dillon, one of the most unassuming and gentle ofmen,
anda most earnest laborer in the cause of faith and fatherland.
JohnB. Dillon daredallfor Irelandin darkandsad days j hespent
years inexileabanned andbanishedman, returnedtohis country
werethe stress of the political persecutionhadpassedaway,was
returnedmember of Parliament forgallant Tipperary, andso died" withharness on Ms back." Longshall his memorybe greenin
the land to which he gave the servicesof a warm heart anda,
finely-cultivated intellect.

GLASNEVIN.

TOMBS OF THE ILLUSTRIOUS DEAD.
[Promthe Dublin.

'Nation.'] �
There is no sonof Irelandin anypart of the worldwho liasnot 1
heardof Grlasnevin, thegreatCatholic cemetery of Dublin— not 1
one whosomind doesnot picture itas a beautiful,asolemn, and
aholy place. Itwell deserves all these designations. As aspot 1

inwhich the relics of humanity arecrowdedtogether awaiting the 1
ResurrectionDay, it is entitled to reverence from allhumanity;
buton the affections of many thousands ofIrish hearts it has a
special and most tender claim. The dust of their kindred lies
beneathits green turf, andwherever they go over thewide -world, £
that fact isnotforgotten. To still greatnumbers of their country-

E
men, whohave no such personal interest inits soil, it is dear as j
containing the relics of thegreat political leader andliberator of ■,
their race, andof severalother braveandgifted,distinguished and J
famous, sons of Ireland. ,

Beautifulindeeditjs,but 'witha.beautybefitting itssolemn �

andpious uses. Calm, and silent, and somewhat sombre is the
place, yetnotall gloomy. The care andneatnesswithwhichit is ,
kept attract the attention of the visitor at once. Its walks are Jhard, dry, andclean;some of them, whichextendinstraightlines (

nearly the whole lengthof the cemetery, are shelteredand over-
arched throughout the entire wayby flourishingevergreens,giving j
aperspectivethrough which the opening at the end seems scarce
large enough for a rabbit to run through;others there are the ■

sides of whichare vvlined notby the trees or shrubs, butby hand-
someandcostlymonuments, tokens of fondlove,of public regard, 1
or of greatsorrow. The whole cemetery, viewed fromanypoint j
onitshigher ground, especially when thesunlight is glowing on '.
theplace,lias astrange andquietbeauty peculiarly its own. The :
whitespiresof marble or limestone monuments, the^ shining panels :
of many headstones,the massiveshafts and arms of gigantic Irish ;
crosses,risingupamid the dark foliage of cypresses, andhollies, .
oaks,laurels, beeches, and willows, make altogether a verysug-. .
gestive and impressive scene. One cannot help reflecting that ,
amidst all thoseacresofgravesthere isnotalittle plot,nay,scarce
ablade of grass, that hasnot been wept upon. Sad hearts have j
bowednot only before those handsome erections, some ofwhich
havecost severalhundreds ofpounds,but overeven the humblest
of those little mounds in the poorest quarter of the cemetery. '

There beneath alittle ironcross stuck into the ground,ormayhap J
betweentwo little trees marking the limits of the grave-plot,lie

'

dear little children for whom the parents' hearts have not yet '.
ceasedtobleed;in another spot lies thegood mother whoselife :
perhapswas shortenedby her loving care andgenerousself-sacri-
fice forher little ones;another space mayhold themortal remains
of agoodhusbandand father, thebread-winnerfor ahelpless little
flock, now feeling the pangs of cold and hungerbecause ofhisloss.
Andvet others

— what talesmaybe associatedwith them
—

wasted
livesperhaps

— squandered wealth
—

talents misapplied—
untimely

death. The mind turnsfrom such a trainof thought;the consola-
tionof Christianfaithcomes tous andstirs us with an emotionof
thankfulness anda solemn andholy joy j we remember themoni-
tionof the apostle that "it is a holy and wholesome thought to
pray for the dead," andwe exclaim, withour living mother Church
Requiem,cetemamdona cis, Doinine. JLt luxperpetva luceat eis.

THE O'CONNELL TOWEK.
Themost prominentobjectin thecemetery is the'roundtower,

" raisedto thememory of O'Connell, andin thecryptbeneath which
hisbody is laid. It is solidly built of cut limestone, andstands
150 feethigh from the ground to the topof the cross on its sum-
mit. This tower is only part ofDr. Petrie'sdesign for the O'Con-
nellmonument, which was to "consist of sucha /'group

"
as is to

be seen in. many of our ancien\church'yards
—

a round tower, a
church, anda stonecross. The tower hasbeenbuilt,but the rest
of the design seems to havebeen abandoned, whichis very much
tobe regretted. When the body of the Liberator wasbrought
to Ireland from G-enoa, where he died in May, 1847. it was
depositedin atemporary resting-place

—
a vault in the centreof a

circle at the northside of the cemetery, which thence receivedthe
name of

"The O'Connell Circle." That circle then became the' " fashionable
" 'place of sepulture, and so continued until the

removalof the remains of O'Connellto the crypt imder the tower,
in May,1869. O'Conncll in life could make^a circle for himself
whereverliewent,and his inanimate remains appear tohavethe
same power;the locality of theround tower isnow thefashionable,
quarter of the cemetery. Grave-plots in that neighborhood can
only beobtainedatsixor eight times the amount for which they
mi^htbeprocured in other well-situatedparts of the cemetery,
but the expenseis little thoughtby wealthypeople whocanhave
costly monuments erectedover their familyburial-places,and who
wishthose monumentstobe where they will attract thenotice of
visitors andperhaps evoke from the more thoughtful andpious
amongthemprayers for the deadwhorepose beneath.

To the O'Connellmonument are first directed the stepsof all
visitors to the cemetery. While the coffin lay in its former loca-
tion it wasvisible toall through the irongate of the vault. It
lay onasort of stone-table, and wasalwaysjkeptcoveredover with
fresh oa-een leavesand flowers. Sometimes this gate wasopened,
andvSitsrswere allowedtoenter the vault and standclose by the
coffin containing the remains of the great Irishman. Travellers
fromEngland, America, and more distant places weredelighted
when they couldobtain from the attendantafew of the leavesor
blossomsthat had lainupon the coffin, and many of thoselittle
mementos,thoughnow dry and withered,are, we dare say,still
■preservedby Irish menand women inall parts of the world. In
itspresentlocation the coffin is less in view, butit is betterpro-
tected" only afew inches of it canbe seen through the aperatures
inthe stonework that surrounds it,whichare just largeenough to

A GENUINE HERO.
-H-

The fire in the mine at Osago City, Kan., brokeout about midday,
and, when first discovered, themain slaft in the mino was inablaze
with thirty-twomenandboys nearly forty footbelow the level of the
earth. Ina few minutes the wholepopulationof theplacerushed to
the scone, and a thousand or more men, women, and children

—
the

relatives, friends, and neighbours of the entombed miners
—

were
gatheredat themouth of the burning shaft, stupefied with fear and
anguish. Allthe wells in town hadrunnearlydry,weeksbefore,and
scarcely enough water could bo secured to subdue the heat abovo
ground,much less to arrest the conflagration inside the mine. Thus
matters stood for two awful hours, -when a railroad engine arrived
witha full tank, which was hurriedly emptied into the shaft, anda
greatshout of hope went up from thepeople.

At this juncture a man emerged, like a spectre,from the blaze
and smoko, and foil in a swoonat theveryedgeof theshaft. Anhour
later, twomoremenmod tip throughthe flames forhelp,andaladder
was lowered to them, on which tLeymade their way to the top,and
were draggedforth alive,but burned and blackenedbeyondrecogni-
tion. Three werenow saved,but twenty-nine otherswere stillbelow,
and the fire wasnot yet under control. The terrified crowd stood
aghast fora few minutes,andthen suddenlyapanicofdespairseemed
to seize them, the stifled moansof the womenand children breaking
out afresh, and themen drawingback from themine withblanched
andaverted faces. The suprememomentof the emergencyhadcome,
andthe oneman tomeetit was there. His name was William Marks,
and he stepped to the front with the promptnessandmodesty of a
true hero.

"Fastenarope roundme,andIstme downinto the shaft,"
he said. Theproposition "was appalling, but downhe went into the
horrible cavern without another word,and, reaching bottom, freed
himself for lias search in the entries diverging from the main shaft.
Atalmost the first step into the stifled darkness,he" stumbledupon
theinanimate formof oneof theminors in a coalcar, whichhe pushed
to the entrance, secured the rope around the body, called to those
above to hoist away,andin a moment the man was safe. Further
search soon revealed the whereabouts of the remaining twenty-eighf,
andslowly, butsurely, Markspilotedthem to the mouthofthemine
anddelivered them, oneby one— many insensible,but all alive

—
out

of the jawsof deathintothehandsof their wivesandchildren. Then,
when the last onehad been rescued,he camehimself to the surface,
scorched and.blinded,and nearly suffocated,and stood there silently
among the cheering towns-people,themaster of thesituation.

, Thus theperilwas surmounted without any sacrifice of life;but
theheroism was there allthe same. The rescueof thehelplessminers,
ofad the escape of theman whogavedeathscorn to save them,spoiled
theperfection ofa tragedy;butthe destruction ofallconcernedcould
not haveadded to the radiance whichbelongs to theunselfishbraveryo£ WilliamMarks. He was acommon workingman.
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