
"Now you have wandered around our planet,"saida recentvisitor tothe hospitableLondonstudy of MoncureD. Conway,"wkatin,,thf,,CO
mrßem

rBe o£ the wbole 3°urney impressed you most pain-fully? "Two things," saidMr.Conway,« first theSabbatarianismofthe Sandwich Islands, and secondly, the spectacle presented atBenares andother great Indian cities of religion gone rotten. Ofthetwo, the former, of course, wasmuch the smaller;but anythingmore miserable than Honolulu ou the Sabbath could hardly beimagined. These islands, usually so bright and gay,seemedto beunder theinfluence of a weirdeochantment. The windows are shutnolife was hesrd in the streets;a Bombre gloom filledthe air :theatmospheie wassultry in the extreme,butno ice could be procuredfor love or money. Missionaries from Boston, a city where theconcert-roomand picture-galleryareopen onSunday, and where tbeinhabitants havecompletely freed themselves from the old Blue laws,havedescended upon this hapless island in the far Pacific, andestablished the Sabbathas a dread demon before whose glance all
mirth aud innocent pleasurefled far away. A Babbath, like a greatfalse god, wasenthroned in their midst, and woe tobe those whodid
not bow down ioitin worship. A more authentic incarnation ofthe visible-inv.isibleIhaveseldom beheld. It was omni-preseDt.Youcouldnot escape fromit,overshadowing as it didevery street
countenance. Literalismwassetup to be worshippedattheexpenseof the true spiritualreligion. Theidolreigned supreme.

(Fromour owncorrespondent.)
August12, 1884.Interest, of course, centres greatly in- the political intrigues inWellington. The names of Grey, Vogel, Montgomery, Macandrew,haverisensuccessively, likerockets in the air, to be greeted withvariousacclamations (some derisive) according to the proclirity ofthe acclaimers. But thisis notquiteaChristchurchsubject. Interestof the practical kind about it centres in Wellington, whence, nodoubt,you will receiveauthentic informationof what goes on. Ourshare inCanterbury hero is confined chiefly to asking one anotherin theintervalsallowed usby gaping astonishment, if these rumourshare any truth, and what ia really best for the country. Public"pinion, in fact, as is usual at such times, is inacomfortably fluidstate.

The enterprise and energy of the New Zealand Shipping
Company, whoseheadquartersare in thiscity,are much before thepublic just now,onaccount of their last meeting. There was a dropof bitternessin the cup for the shareholdersin tbeloss of tbesteamerCatalonia, but it was Bweetened by the dividend. There is muchvirtue inadividend,evenmore than thereis in the applause of halfthe entire civilised world, which claps hands, circulates glowingly
appreciative accounts of the mngnificent regularity of the splendidline of steamers, goes into raptures about colonial skill, colonialpluck,colonialshrewdness, colonial success;of this kind of thingshareholders, colonialor otherwise, canstand agreat deal:provided
it be accompanied by a dividend the quantity is illimitable. Butonce cut off that charming adjunct, and the really empty characterof the vainpraiseof ill-informed observers very soon comes home
to the average shareholding mind. The particular item of loss in
this case occurredinthe case of the Catalonia, asIhave said. TheCompany wasatthemercyof theCuuarddirectors, and the vessel,besides being slower than the other charteredships, was whatownerscall a

"" fire-eater
";her coalbillwasenormous. The .Reserve Fund,

and not the dividend,was wisely called upon tomakegood this loss.The two most satisfactory things for the shareholderstobear inmind out of the chairman's statements, are— l.That all the otherchartered steamers paid well. 2. That the splendid fleet of theCompany will soonbenumerousenough tokeep the profit of theaechartersathome. Of course the Company wants more money, and
equally,'picourse,theCompanywantsastatutonthe Stock Exchange.To gratify these legitimaterequirements, the one legitimate for thesake of extending operations, the other because it facilitates thebusiness of those supporting the Company, legislation is to be askedfor. As money is the only thing our legislation is likely at the
present time torefuse,andas the goodoftheNew ZealandShippingCompany (especially at an expense not borne by the ColonialExchequer) is the goodof NewZealand, the powers tobe asked forwillprobably be granted withoutdemur, and placed on the StatuteBook early. Mr. Coster, you will incidentally remember, in this
connection (theenergeticchairman of tbe Company), is alsonow a
member of Parliament, whose career* promisestobe energetic. Thecareeris more promising to-day than it wasa fortnight ago, when
Mr. Coster's medical man,who was very much afraid of a generalbreakup, prevented whatagenial medico in the Empire City oncecalled "his man" from attending thebanquet given in bis honour."Ah!thatbanquet,at whichIworea pump andIwasproud to jointhat goodly company,"as Thackeray's charming ballad has it— ornearly has it,— forIquote from memory. That banquet has lefbstrange memories. To theunimpassioned observer the sight of 200
people dining with a man who was not present, pledging himfrantically,and receiving with immense applauseall the sayings inhis honour, was curious. To the guests, somescoreor so, including
His Excellency the Governor, thedinner wasabundant, though cold.But toa large proportion of the 200 guests of tbe feast the coldabundance was unattainable. Some tipped the waitersandattainedto food, and others tipped the waiters and attained not. The
speechifying was,wich the exceptionof the speeches of tbe Governorand the talentedmember for Selwyn, not up toa good alter dinneraverage

—
probably thenatuialresultof the catering arrangements;

and even the talented member for Selwyn contrived to importpolitical matter, unconsciously, ashe afterwards explained, andsopreventedhis tine oratory from having agenial effect. But thesearesmall details. As a demonstrationin.honour of a deservingcitizenthe dinner wasa verysuccessful affair. Another time the givers of
agigantic feast will probably try to make it a success in bothcapacities.

Ameeting of somesignificance washeld here the other day ofthose interestedinthe coal-fieldsof theMalverndistrict. There areinthat locality— across the Canterbury Plain, awayat thefoot of the
hills so snowy and bright at the present season of the year— someeight or tencoal pits, whoseowners have spent sums of money,more
orlesslarge,ondevelopingtbeirproperties. Butthepitsarefoundtobe-so far from thenearest line of railway that the coal industry (brown-coal, you must understand, butof good quality) iskilled,orat leastverymuch crippled,by the costof horse cartage to thenearestrailway
station. The various owners,inmeetingassembled, havedeterminedto ask Parliament toplace themall in communication with therail-way. Tbe cost of the short lines, with sidings, requiredis estimatedat £100,000, and the coal owners talk of a guarantee of fiveper
cent. One member of Parliament who was present,said bluntly thatuooody but a lunatic wouldeverdream of approaching Parliamentat such a time withsuch a request, whereuponhe waspromptly in-formedthatbefore electionwehave fromcandidatespromises adlib.,whileafcer electionmembersgiveusinsults adnauseam. Itisnotim-probable tbat these are the only words of theLatin language whichthis caustic gentleman knows,but that heused them withan effectcalculated toexoitethe envyof thecompiler of voluminous treatisesin the vernacular of the founder of tbe Csegars is undeniable.Another member of Parliament, more pliant, said he wouldsee tothe thingiaParliament. He -wasnot told that seeing isnotgetting
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CHRISTCHURCH.eventsof 48, andmore fully demonstratedby the abortive attemptsatinsurrection sincemade. The fact is,Ireland wasnot preparedforinsurrection, andthe wisdomof theleaders," Meagherof thesword,"

andhisnoble confreres, was overruledby thedevastatingandblight-
ing influences of the famine scourge, whichpreviously deluged theland with poverty and hunger, andalmost decimatedtheinhabitants,while the Government looked on with apparent sang-froid, doingcomparatively nothing towards the ameliorationof their condition.No wonder that these appalling eventsshould be co distressing to thegreatEmancipator, as toshatter his once powerful constitution, anddamphis mighty intellect. Asisnowbut too well known, he sankunder their fell influence— the once robust frame was hastening
towards its dissolution;andon the 6thof August,1847, the wit, theorator, thepoet,the statesman, thegreatTribuneof thepeoplewasnomore, havingdied atGenoa, inItaly,onhis waytoRome, theEternalCity— bequeathing, in the true spirit of the Christiam patriot,hisheart to Borne, his soul to heaven, and his body to Ireland.His body to IrelandJ that country ever deartohim;andin whosedefence he was ready todoor die;that country which he hadsoardently loved,and wbich as religiously reciprocatedhis love; thatpicturesque andromantic country whose generous sons have beenasdistinguished forhonour and integrity, asherlovely andfascinatingdaughters for virtueand fortitude;a country possessing one of themost fertile soils andgenial climates, with inexhaustible resources,
yet, strange contradiction, suffering from periodical famines; acountry which has produced,inpoint of population, more emiuentscholars,poets,statesmen, orators, saints and doctors, soldiers andwarriors (whoseprowess and valour havebeen signally displayed oneverybattle-fieldin thehistory of modern warfare,and whose stan-dards have been triumphantly borne, untarnished and unsullied,through all the glorious campaigns of the four quarters of theglobe), than any other nation on the face of God's earth; that
country of whichhe,himself,so oftensang:"Oh, Erin!blessedshallbe thebard,

Andsweetand soothinghis reward,Shouldhebut wakeonepatriot thrill,
By foes denounced,remembered still ;
Whate'ermay be thy humblelot,
By foes denounced,by friends forgot,
Thine is the soul, the tear, thesmile,
Gem of theocean, lovely Emerald Isle."

His heart to his countryI Such a tribute, such a legacy, was aswell worthyof her to whombequeathedas of him who left it;andwho, thoughnownomore, is still living in the hearts of his fellow-
countrymen, and theundying traditionsof his country.

&lc transit gloria mundi:
—

Thus passeth away the glory ofthe world. Thus passed away the immortal Daniel O'Conuell, theChristian patriot,the hero, the chief, the liberator, the emancipator,the "uncrowned king," the "Father of his country," the lawyer,
the statesman,the scholar, the orator, the Demosthenes of Ireland;he who wasas gifted with the pen a<? with the tongue, and couldhandle his pistols with scientific precision,and who was ever ready
to wield the oneor theother in defenceof right and justice, honourandprinciple;he, who, unaidedandalone,hadfor years marshalled
the conflicting and dividing elements of partystrife into one har.monious whole;who had,by thepower of his genius andeloquence,
knit together thedistractedanddiscontented members of the com-munity into onegrandorganisation, whosemoral effects areof lasting
and universal obligation; thus passed away one of tbe greatest
Irishmen who haveappeared inthepolitical arenawithin thepresent,or, indeed,anypreviouscentury,and who now, though mouldering
with his kindred earth, will be remembered as long as history iswritten byall lovers of freedom, but more especially by those forwhomhe livedand wrought, andin defence of whose rights he waseverready to, andactuallydid. lay down his life.Inpaying this slight but imperfect tribute to the memory ofO'Connell, the writer wishes it to bedistinctly understoodthat inany remarksof his as to the merits or demeritsof the great departed,he does not wishit to be inferred that he speaks disparagingly ofany of the greatmen who, from the gifted Henry Grattoa down toiheno less gifted and distinguishedParnell, have workedso earnestlyand disinterestedly in the cause of Irish freedom and sufferinghumanity, whose efforts, when directed in the proper channels, hethoroughly admires andapproves;his aim beiti^ to keep before theminds of his readers thatspirit of independenceand loveof country
which was pre-eminently characteristic of the hero of this ahortmemoir.
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