
(TheNation,August 30.)
On Tuesday, 19th in&t., therediedathisresidence,Banteer, Kanturkcounty Cork,oneof thevery few whoin lateyearshave successfully
cultivated Irishpoetry of that class which wasbrought tosuch per-fectionby thosesouls of fire whose impassioned lyrics inspired theYoungIreland party,andlaid deep andbroad the foundations of anational literaturein this country.

Mr.J. C.Deady wasbuta child at thetime whena combinationof causesdispersedto theuttermost ends of the eaith that brilliantcrowdof poets, orators, and statesmen whose efforts had produced
resultsequal tothoseof thepotentstrains Baid tobe able"

to createasoul within the ribs of deatb." But from his earliestboyhoodhewasanearnest student of the compositionsof Davis, Daffy, M'GeeM'Carthy,andthe other writers of that era whose writings were thenaccessible. His most ferventadmiration,however, was reserved forBdwardWalsh, whose life and poetry were so intimately associatedwith Mr. Deady's native barony. For a long time he had it incon-templation to writealife of Walsh, and publish it withacompleteedition of his poems. With this objecthe hadcollectedagreat dealof manuscriptand othermaterial ;andpossibly the futurebiographerof Walsh will find in Mr. Deady's collection the fullestaadmostauthentic particularsof thatpure, though, asregards worldlysuccess,unfortunatechild of song. Itis to be remarked in reference to MrDeady's admiration of Walsh, that he formed thesubjecFof whatseemsto thepresentwriter the most spirited of Mr. Deady's pub-lished poems. Itappearedin theNation in 1875. Walsh was, infact, toJ.C. Deady whatSir JohnDenham wishedthe Thames tobetohim
—

His greatexample,ashe was his theme.
Inthe present neglected state of Irish literature Mr. Deady'spoems maybe forgotten inthe ephemeral pages of the journalsinwhich they first appeared,yet there are many of them that willdeserve tobepreservedina moredurable form. The present is notthe timeto enterinto any elaborate criticismof Mr. Deady'spoetry.But thismaybe saidof it,that,aboveall its other characteristics, itwaseminently racyof the soil. There was not a wild flower thatgrewon mead orhillock in Duhallow that his muse disdainedtopluck and cherish. There waß not a stream in the barony whose

windings she didnot trace— from the lordly Blackwater to the tiniestrivulet thatmeanderstowards it. The rath, the tottering ruin, thenamesof the famous pipers and fiddlers and other men ot renownin theneighbourhood,areall lovinglyenshrinedhereandtheiethroughhis songs and ballads. Inhis poetry is little of passion or action,but themilder affections, especially those witha meloncholy tingethepensive moods of the lover of natural scenery, the dreamsof thehistorical student— afforded the subjects which he loved best todelineate.
The followingmay be mentioned a3 a few of the most fielectproductionsof Mr.Deady'spen :—":

— "
MabelBrown," "The Conversa-tion of Saint Colonan," "Midsummer Eve," "The Assault of Lis-

carrol." and that already referred toinmemory of Edward Walsh.
Mr. Deadyhad attainedonly his forty-secondyear. Hehad beena frequentpoeticalcontributor to the columnsof the Nation,Irish-

man,Lamp, N&v York Irish World, S/utmrock, BostonPilot,&c.;but latterly the care of providing for hia numerousfamily absorbedallnigtime. For someyears past he didnot contributeanything tothePress ;andsevereandprolonged illness compelledhim toaban-
don allhopeof completing whathe at onetime intended toba his
rnagnimopus— thelifeof Edward Walsh.

Mr.Deady'sremains areinterred in the family burial ground inClonmeen,and theannouncementof his early demise will be receivedwithdeepregret by his extensive circle of friends ia thiscountry
andinAmerica.

An instance wasrelated to us(Monitor) which wpIIillustrates #once genuine Spartan courageand deep affection. About six weekago, littleBelle Ferguson, thedaughter of thenight watchmanattheColumbus and Romedepot, had both legs terribly laceratedin the
turn tablet the skin being so far separated that her physicians, Drs.Jordanand Ticknor, told the family it wouldbe impossible to make
theparts heal unless fresh bits of flesh were graftedon the ugly
wounds. Assoon asthis wasknown to Bell's brother Reggy, a ladtwelveyearsold, be steppedup to thephysicians and promised to beonhandanytime thenext day and let themcut the necessaryBkinfromhis arm. Atthe appointedhour he met the engagement,baredhis arm,andby meansof knifeandscissors four piecesof skin weretakenfrom his arm and transplanted to his sister's wounds. Theskin is growing finely. Carlyle saysone musthaveabrotherinordertoknowwhatit is tohavea friend,

by one of the students on the visit of the Archbishop of Sydneysome weeksago to St.Aloysms'College,Surrey Hills :—
IncessantoverEuropesounds

The crash anddin of arms:Barbarianhostsfrom farthestboundsSpreadwidewar's fierce alarms.Invainbroadstreams theirtide oppose
As barrier toadvancing foes—Rhine,later,brawlingDon;,
Adillbesteads hugemountain chain,
Alp,Hcemus lift theirpeaks invain:

Unnumbered swarmspresson.
Must then the EternalCity fall ?

Must Rome'sgreat empiredie ?
Mast she whotoweredo'ernations all

A ghastlyruin lie?
Why sleeps,or strikesbut not tosave,
The sword that erst o'erlandand waveTriumphant flashedand free1
That smote Epirot warriorking,
Changed Cannae toavenging ring,

Andheld the worldin fee ?
Shallletters,arts,and all that formMan's glory anddelight,
The thoughts that glow, the words that warm,Be quenchedin endlessnight?
The thunders of great Tully's tongue,
The variedlute thatFlaccus strung,

'
The gentle Mantuan's lay,

With Livy's ever-shifting huesAndall the offspringof theMuseBe lost inlong decay?

No! farremoteby Thule's seas,
Liescalm aholy isle :

Beneath thesoft Atlanticbreeze
Her verdantpasturessmile.The fleetsof once imperialRomeHadfurrowednot theglancing foam
That lavesher sunnycoasts,

Nor now, thatRome has passedaway," Shall this fair isle become theprey
Of fiercebarbarichosts.

The foot revered of saint andsage
This holy landhas trod:

The sacredBook, the learnedpage,
Adorn hercloistered sod..Thoughspoiland rapinewaste the world,Though war's redbanner floatsunfurled,
Herastandsone sacred shrineWlere virtue, science,all that canUplift,console,ennoble man,
Inthe lightundimmedshall shine.

FromBorneour sireillustriousbrought
Christ's Gospel to thatbeach;

OnIrish soil St.Patrick taughtWhat Peter badehim teach.
In turn, theIsleof Saints shallbe
A beacon, 'mid the raging sea,

Conspicuous from afar
—

Todistant shores, toheathenbands,
ToPagan andbenighted strands

A solitarystar.

Asburstsupon themirror bright
The snn'ssurpassingblaze,

"He flings incountless linesof lightAbroad, afar, his rays;
So fellupon fair Ireland'sfaceThe beams of faith,and hope, andgrace,So brilliant shone andburned.Theno'er thenations drear anddarkThe splendoursof that glowing spark

With radiance glad returned.

The Germanforests, lone anddeep,
The fair fieldsof the Gaul,

The Switzer on his mountain steep,
Heard sacred footsteps fall, *

The footfall of the saintly band,
Thathastefrom old lar-innis land

To visiteverysoil.
Their voice wasraised, their bloodwasspilled,Onearth whatregion is not filled I
With tokensof our toil? J
In later timeß, 'midEastern wave

On new-discoveredland,
The Cross, thatcanprotect and save,Waß reared by Irish hand.
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Towardsthat same shore, fromRome's highseatA Pastor bendshisbeauteousieet,

For beauteoussureare they,
Who o'erthemountains or thebrineThe tidingsgood, the truthsdivine,

To filialhearts convey.
Then welcometo AustralianshoreBe thisbelovedsire.
From Kieran,Canice, ancientNore,

Hebrings the sacred fire
That burnedof old inIrish heart,
Thatnever,never shall depart

Fromboss of Irishrace.
Where hearts o'erflow, words wellmay fail.With joy, withhape,with love we hail

Thy presenceand thy Grace.

DEATH OF "THE DUHALLOW POET."
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