
Beating on its rocky shore,
For the warrior-chief Balboa
Chants a dirge for evermore.

William Hamill.

THE COERCION CODE IN IRELAND.
The speech deliveredbyMr J.O. Blunden at the HomeRule meetingon Tuesday willbe read with approval by many persona who arenotthemselvesHome Rulers. The maintenanceof a coercion code ina
countrynotoriously sopeaceful, calm, and tranquil as our ownis oneofthe most indefensible acts in the long record of wrongs inflictedbyEnglishParliamenton the Irish nation. MrBlundenhas too correctlysketched the constitutionalconditions under which we inIrelandnowlive. Inanyproclaimed district— and we believe nearly the wholeisland is proclaimed— the peasant who stirs from his house betweensunset and sunrise may be dragged before apetty sessions bench, andif the justicesbelieve that "he was not out of his house onsome law-ful business he may be imprisoned, with or without hard labour,"for anyperiodnot exceedingsix calendar months. Then, as all theworld knows, any newspaperin Ireland may be crushedby the will ofthe Government without trial, inquiry, or legalprocess. Again, the
man who sells over an ounceofgunpowder or abullet to anunlicensedperson— the farmer who, withouta license, carries and old gun toshoot thecrows-is liable to the felon's doom. Add to this that anyman inWestmeath may be imprisoned for life at the nodof the LordLieutenant, not alone without a trial, but without an accusation. Awretched man may,under this cruel and infamous law,rot foryearsina jail, the victim of the maliciousfalsehoods of an unknownslanderer.Let us complete thepictureby the fact that thepolicepossess a powerof |domiclary visitation far more extensive than any enjoyed by thesbirri of the old Neapolitan regime. Such a code, scarcely defensible
m a disturbedcountry,is ina peaceful and tranquilland an ontrage,an anachronism,and a wrong. Tiue itis that our rulers arebetterthan their laws,sud that some ofthe worstprovisions in the codehavebeen allowed to remain dead letters. But the liberties of a peopleshould repose not on the broken reedof their masters' prudence orgood temper, but on the broad basis of PositiveLaw.—' DublinFree-man.'

AN EPIDEMIC OF SUICIDE IN RUSSIA.
A phenomenon of an entirely new sort has come into existenceinKussia,namely : an epidemic of suicide amongst young persons offrom fifteen to twenty years of age. This pest is attributed to therevival of the classics, which the Minister of Public Instruction, CountDmitri Tolstoy, is promoting with such zeal that five daysper weekare devoted to that study exclusively;whilst only one day is given
to the acquisition ofthe Russian language. By dint of putting for-wardSocrates as the great model for imitation, each boy learns tocon-sider himself as a youngSocrates, ,md stuffs hispockets with hemlock.The t -uthis, hovvev. r,that the lack ofreligious instructionis causingthisevil, whichiaone withoutexample,iaany community.

A CARDINAL IN THE WITNESS BOX.
We take thefollowing clever pen-pictuve from theIrishcorrespondence
of the 'N. Y. Tribune,' describing the sceneincourt when his Emi-
nence CardinalCullen entered the witness-box :—:

—
Here there is an interesting

"
situation

"
for the future historical

novelist! As a contemporary chronicler and eye-witness,Ican help
him toconceive the picture, forIsat beside the jury in the gallery
justopposite the witness-box. The court was crowded with a select
audience, including a large number of priests and a few ladies in the
galleries. The members of the bar, with their wigs and gowns on,
filled all their own seats, the counsel engaged in the case,except the
juniors,occupying tlie Bench called theInnerBar. TlieChief Justice,
clothedin ermine, and fully concious of the dignity of his ofßce, does
all he can topreserve it ;but he sometimes fails, from the excitability
of his temperment,which is amixture of thenervousand theBanguine,
his pule, thin features,by their quick changes of color,betraying the
emotions that agitate him, and make him restless and impatient.
Tina sometimes givesan advantag; to Mr But and Sergeant Arm-
strong, who do not alwuys trea. him with tl c respect whioh Mb
positiondemands. He is an acute, though not a profound 1 '.wyer,
a&dconsidering that he was all his life an excessively strong pa-tisan,
and that hiiintellect is weakestia the judicial faculty,ho has proved
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an efficient Judge, and he generally decides fairly. In the Tecenthbel case, however, Stannus«. Finlay, proprietor of the 'NorthernWhig, his partiality towards the land agent was so marked that anorder for anew trial hasbeen obtained,on the ground of misdirectionof theJury. He wentso far as to maintain that a landlord or hisagenthad aperfect right to refuse to sell or leta site for a place ofworship, Catholic orProtestant, if itBeems goodto him to doom thepopulationof the locality tospiritual destitution. Itis worth remem-beringalso that this former ardent championofProtestant ascendancyw theauthor of a workon Italy in which the Papacy is not spared.He is 67 yeary ofage.

Paul Cullen, Cardinal Archbishop of Dublin, was called as thefirst witness for the defence. A priest beside me said it gava himgreatpain to appear in that capacity. We can easily believe that.At all eventshe decided wisely for the interests of his Church. Hemight have let judgment go by default, and paid whatever damagesa jurymight award against him, thereby asserting the dignity of hisoffice as aPrince of the Church. Butagainst this courseseveral im-portant reasonsmight be urged.
All eyes were eagerly directedtowards theCardinal ashe slowlyascended theplatform andstood beside the witness's chair, while theNew Testamentwasput into his hand, and the official said (ratherflippantly,then resuminghis seat):

"
The answers you shall give tothe Court and the Jury shall be the truth, the whole truth, andnothingbut the truth, so help you God." ThinV of Piieh languageaddressed by a young Protestant official to a Cardinal, a delegate ofthe Vicar ofChrist ! The book washurriedlykissed,andhandedback.His Eminence thenquietly took his seat. There was a subject for apicture. The densely-crowded court, the jury-galleries on each sidethepublic gallery in front, with the fat court-crier, cooped inhis cage'thebarristers,in their costume, filling the middle of the court;theside passages thronged with gentlemen standing, and guarded bypolice; the LordChief-Justicealone on the bench,looking as graveaspossible;the grand central figure of the Cardinal attracting everyeye,withhis long black robe reaching down tohia feet,his small redcap placedback on his head, his scarlet apron, his chain and crossandhis ring, which thefaithful, wealthy and high-born are proud tokneel down and kiss. His presence is very venerable. He has aremarkably fine forehead—high, broad, and nobly arched— indicatingbenevolence,veneration andideality,although thereis nota gleam offancy or imagination in his writings or speeches. His face is fullsmooth, florid andunwrinkled, with the healthyhue of temperance'quite different from themeagrephysiognomyof DrNewmanor Arch-bishop Manning. The expresioa of the Cardinal is quiet, placidrather heavy, but determined. He speaks always as the conscious'organ ofan infallibleChurch, andmissing noopportunity toassert itsclaims. Thus, whenasked whether the Popehasa right to interposedirectly m the government of the Church in all countries, heanswered :

"
From the day that Jesus Christ said to Peter * Thouart Peter, and on this rock Iwill build my Church,' till the lastVatican Council, thePope has always had the right to rule directly

and personally everypart of theCatholicChurch."

—The West.

VASCO NUNEZ DE BALBOA.
Ok a laud remoteandnameless

Shone the golden orbof day,Paintingweirdfantastic shadows
Overmountains darkand gray.

On the topmost heights that reared its
Minarets ofshattered stone,

Overlookinghill and valley,
Stood a warrior, still and lone.

Farbelowhim lay a vision,
Never seen nor dreamedbefore,

Ofa beauteousEden lyingBy adimuncertain shore.
O'er this region beauty-haunted

Dwelthis raptured soul inawe
—

Rapt, transported,half-enchanted,
By the wonders whichhe saw.

Mountainsrising to the heavens
From the centre of our land

—
Valleys,bathed in endless summer,Dreamingin theirmystic band;
Sweepinginmajestic grandeur

To thelimits of tLe sky,Lay these -westernrealirs of Thule,
Newly openedtohis eye.

Stately palms that swayedandbattled
With the rnusio-breathiug wind—

■
Silverpines that fringed the summitsOf the craggy peaksbehind,
Inthe redandhazy sunlight,

Waving dimly, fitfully,
Tossed theirplumes in verdantbillowsO'era visionarysea.
Through arroyos dark and dismalPoured the torrent's foamingtide,Winding ina train of silver

Down themountain'smassive side.
In the misty realms to westward

I*7a golden-tinted streak,
Where the glowingBunlight left itsImage on the ocean's cheek.
As his burning glances lighted

On that lone, mysterious sea,
Overcomeby strange emotions,

To the earthhe bent his knee
—

While the languid breezethat waftedSummerodours on the air,
Soaredinto thegates of heaven

Freighted witha thankful prayer.
Erehis orisons were ended,

Warlike forms around himstood,
Gazingwithecstatic rapture

On that radiant solitude;
While their faces vainly questioned,

Ina voice withouta tone,
Of the scenes that lay before them

—
Regions hithertounknown.

Were these realms ablest elysium
Where the soul ofman might rest,

While the peaceful waves ofLethe
Pulsed for ever in his breast ?

"And that dim and distant ocean
—

Didits waters far outpour
Intoregions vastand formless,

Limitless, withouta shore?
This and more they stood divining

Of that land without auame,
While their dreams revealed amorrow

That shouldlaurel them with fame.

Wearily the sad Pacific,
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