
THE IRISH LANGUAGE.
In the House of Commons on Monday night (March 5) Mr.
O'Clery asked a question with reference to the faofc that while
Welsh-speakingchildreninWelshNationalSchools wereexamined
in their native tongue, no such examination was held in Irish
National Schools. Sir M.H.Beach,in his reply, said that while
inspectors ofschoolsin the districtsinwhich the Celtic language
is spoken generally take pains to test the intelligence of the
childrenby translatingfrom EnglishintoIrish,theCeltic language
inIreland was ina verydifferent position from that whichitheld
inWales, being inthe former countryonly a spoken languageby
the fewwhouse it,while inWales it was a literary language,in
whichbooks and newspapers were constantlybeingprinted. Our
nationalsftlf-loveought never toblindus to thetruth, andit is im-
possible togainsay the substantialaccuracyof theChief Secretary's
remarks. TheIrish, or,tospeakmoreaccurately,the Erse tongue,
has sharedto the full in one of themost remarkablephilological
events of recent times

—
the decay and extinction of the Celtic

family of languages. A hundred years agothere weresixdialects
of the Celtic spoken inWesternEurope

—
the Erse, spoken by the

Celtic inhabitants of Irelandj the Gaelic, spoken by the Scotch
Highlanders; the Manx,spoken by the people of Man; and the
Cornish,by the people of Cornwall, both Manxmen and Cornish-
menbeing very pure Celts;the Breton,the tongue of the people
of Brittany, inFrance;and the Cymric, the language of the in-
habitants of Wales. Of these tongues one is dead

—
the Cornish;

it perishedwithin the present century,and some forty yearsago
Dolly Pentreath,an old woman who lived near the Land's End,
waspointed out as the last Cornish-speaking person in the Pen-
insula. Manx is at the last gasp, is now only spoken in a
few out-of-the-way corners of the island, and will probably
not survive the present century. In our own country the
recent evidence of the Census, and, indeed, the evidence
of our own experience, shows that our own ancient tongue
is disappearing, that itis nowunknownnotalone inour owngreat
citiesand towns,butin large districts of the country. Alone of
all thedaughtersof the grand old Celtic mother, theBreton and
the Welsh liveon incomparativestrength. On the wildhill-sides
ofArmorica, in the valleys of Wales,still dwell racesbrethren to
ourIrish racein bloodandorigin, but more faithful than we have
beento thatancient tongueinwhich was first relatedthe deeds of
Arthur, inwhich ColumbapreachedandOssian sung, whichin the
nightof the-dark ages was the vehicle by which the scholars of
Erincommunicatedto the youth of Europeallknowledge, human
anddivine. Thirtyyearsago abandof brilliantyoungenthusiasts
dreamed the dream that the ancient Erse tongue could be
revived amongthe Irishpeopleasa nationallanguage. This was
anoble andtouching dream,but it was only adream, andhaslong
been abandonedevenbyenthusiasts. We haveourduty, however,
by this ancient tongue of our fathers

—
a. tongue dear to us, as

areall things which made up the oldCeltic nationality. Before it
passes away we should endeavour to garner and to treasure all
the treasures which that tongue contains

—
treasures of song,

history, romance
—

treasures illustrating the origin of our race,
our melancholy but profoundly interesting National story

—
trea-

sures to which the fullest justice has beendone by living English
and Scotch scholars, such as Mr. Arnold and Dr. Blackie. The
folkloreof the Celtis brightand spirituellebeyond thatof all other
peoples;the songs of the Celt have— even the imperfect trans-
lationsof Macp erson— profoundly affeoted such minds as thoseof
Byron and Napoleon. It would be a lasting disgrace to this
nation, the tldestdaughterof the Celticsisterhood, if she not alone
allowedthe tongue of her sires toperish, but if she made noeffort
tosave the precious treasuresit contains.

—
Weekly Freeman.

awayfromhisnewhome. Thelast lamp hadhardlybee» put outhowever,when Mr. Sommerbeck heardstrange noises in the yard.
Somebody was prowling around the barn. Mr. Sommerbeok
groanedashe left his snug "bed and leaned out of awindow to
listen andcatcha Centennial cold in his head. Evidently there
was something1 or somebody out in the "barn, and the master
groaned, anddressed, and went down with his heart inhis mouth
andalanterninhis hand toreconnoitre. He put his earagainst
the crackof the door; he heard a rasping noise, as of some one
cramming things into abag. He opened the door, and the first
thing he saw was the strip of a buggy-cushion. Then he saw
some fragmentsof stuff thatlookedlike the liningof hisbuggy, and
then his attentionwasattracted toakind ofgeyser of curledhair,
andhe saw the faithfuldog throwing his wholesoul into the work
of digging for rats,where no rat ever was, in the buggy-cushion.
The faithful dog had already gnawed the whip in three pieces,
chewed the check-rains andone 'of the traces up into hard, moist-
lookingknots,and tore Mr. Sommerbeck's sta,ble-coat andahorse-
blanketinto carpet-rags."One consolation," said Mr. Sommerbeck, "it's evident he's
apowerfulratter."

Mr. Sommerbeck sat out in the cold until he was chilled
through, and held the dog by the neck, wondering what to do
withhim.

"Confinement is irksome to him, and makes him restless,
maybe,"said Mr. Sommerbeck,wondering if he couldn't get the
buggy fixedbefore Mrs. S. saw it.

"IguessI'lltiehim out."
Sohe tiedhim to the back fence with a piece of the clothes-line,and again sought his downy couch. He had been in bed

about ten minutes when a, howl of most unearthly import smote
the air, dying awayin aprolonged, shuddering gurgle that lifted
everyhaironMr.Sommerbeck'shead,andemptiedalltho>shrieking,
fainting womenin thehouse intohis roominonewailing, hysteri-
cal torrent. Againandagain thehowl came swelling upthrough
the closed windows,as though it wailed out of the very walls of
the house,and then wouldcome a seriesof choking, gurgling gasps
and asthmatic groans that were too full of horror to listen to
without shrieking. Mr.Sommerbeck could feel his hair trying to
liftitself outby the roots,andhe tried to shout for thepolice,but
the soundofhis terror-strickenvoiceawed himintosilence."Iwill go downand see whatitis,"hesaid,inatoneof forced
calmness.

He dressed, and took the lantern and revolver and wentout.
Guidedby the terrible sounds, he came towhere he had tiedthe
dog. No dog was visible,but the rope that was stretched tight
across the top of the fence showed wherehe was. The docile
animal had jumped over the fence, and the rope was just long
enough to lethishind legs touch the ground. As long ashe could
stand the dogcould howl tillhe hushed the railroad whistles, and
whenhis weakeninglegs "buckled andlethim down, the rope tight-
enedand shut off his windin a series of chokes and gurgles that
were too awful to think about Mr. Somraerbeck climbed pain-
fully over the fence and tried to lift the dog back into the yard,
and ashe pushed thehowling animal over the fence, itpawed the
topof his bald head untilit lookedlike amap of the Servian war.
Mr. Sommerbeck wished the faithfuldogat the Centennial.. Thenitcrawleditshind legs down theneckof hisnight-shirt,
and bracedits four paws against the fence and pushed back,and
walked allover Mr. Sommerbeck's upturned face,howlingall the
time. Finally, Mr. Sommerbeckpushedhim over and heardhim
drop witha heavy thump on the ground. Then he tried toclimb
overhimself. At last he got one leg over the top of the fence
after many grunts, andwithagreat groanof satisfaction balanced
himselfon top. His suddenappearance seemed to fill the dog with
terror,and in a flash, just as Mr. Sommerbeck dropped on thein-
side of the fence, the faithful dog went up like a rocket andshot
out of sight on the other,andrecommenced his hideoushowls and
gasps. Mr. Sommerbeck felt as though he couldnt groan deep
enough as he prepared to scale the dreadful fence. Itwas dis-
couraging work, buthegot to the top at last, losthis balance, and
wentdown on the other sidelikea land slide,falling plumpon the
faithfuldog andkilling ibso quick that the doomed animal never
whineda protest. Mr. Sommerbeck limpedslowly down the alley,
and up the street to the front gate. He got in thehouseand went
to bed, andinresponse to the anxious inquiriesof the womenas to
what was thematter,he merely told them to pull on the clothes-
lines in themorning and they would find out.

HIS FIRST NIGHT AT HIS MASTER'S HOME.
(FROM AN AMERICAN PAPER.)"Ido love adog," said Mr. Sominerbeck, the owner of the big

yellowbrick house inSpring-street, out on North Hill.
"

Man's
faithful friend;always devotedto his master;always vigilant in
his protection; untiring in his efforts to please; docile under
discipline,forgiving inhis disposition,kindandfaithful,mandoes
not halfappreciatehim norunderstandhim. Ihaveboughtadog,
one that will inhis infantinedays be a sourceof unceasingmirth
tous allby his innocent gambols,and, as age developshis sterner
qualities, will be a faithful, vigilant guardian, of our sleeping
hours. Let us lovehim and deal with him ge tly and tenderly,

*and his very life will be devoted to our service. Come, Herze-**
govina,come! comein andgetacquaintedwitu your friends

"
Herzegovina was not a very promising-looking dog. Hehad

apairof black, headlikeeyes, that wereset insuch asteady stare
thej never winked,butglared through the tangledmass of grizzly
hair thathung over them in a heavy fringe. One of his earshad
been ranover by a freight train or something, and was broken
about mid-ships, the endhanging down like a hall-masted signal
of distress. The other ear stoodup bold upright, like the sample
on alightning-rod wagon. Hiscoat was an indescribable pepper-
and-salt colour, and the dog appeared to have growngray from
premature trouble Every time oneof the family spoke tohim he
startedandsidled under achair or behind the sofa, withan agility
that could only come from long experience,and whenMr.Somuier-
beck stooped down to pat his head the cautious creature gavea
howlthat made the windows rattle, and dived under thenearest
table."

Nevermind," said Mr. Somraerbeck, "nevermind;liewill
learntoknow us ina few days. He will learn to know us. Learn
toknow us. Enow us."

When the family retiredthatnight the dog wasshutup inthe
carriage-shed,asitwas feared, he might feel lonesome,and.stray
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We are informed that on Thursday last a son of Christian
Hanson, about nine years of age, weut to a straw stack near the
stable toget some strawfoehorse bedding. Hesaysthat whilepull-
ingout the strawa huge blackbear seizedhimby thehipandstarted
with him for the woods. Thebear held him insuch a way th.it he
couldmake noresistance,butafter running halfamile and leaping
ahigh fence, the beast seemedtoget out of wind,andlet him drop
uponthe ground while he stood overhim with hisgreat red tongue
hangingout of his mouth, panting for breath. Tne boy sayshe
seizedholdof the bear's tonguewith both hands, and heldonuntil
he raisedhimself uponhis hindfeetandscratchedhiiuinthefacewith
his fore-paws so hard that he let go and ran. The bear didnot
follow, and the little fellow made the best time possible towards
the house.Mr. Hanson wasaway from homeat the time. The next
day he and his neighbours followed the bear's track for some dis-
tance,and the citiz.-ns o£ Helen willmake it wa,rni for Bruinif
he does not returntohishole.

—
Q-lencoe(MinnJ,Register,February

13.
An unexampled opportunity is now offered to housekeepers of

laying ina supply of such reg tisiie* as chiun, gUss,and irunm'ngery.
Mr. P. Anderon,of Ge »rgoatreet, b-ing obiigei to ivrnove from his
present premises turough tko expiry of iiia lease,is offeringbis etock
of valuable goodsat extremereduction.


