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is one of the shimiig pointa in ouc nis'ory, gleaming through the
general darkuers, un whose brighrness Irsh eyes lova to dwell."
 Fortunately,” say= an lri-b authur, * for the fame of Hugh O'Neill,
and for he Irish wat.on in whose higtory be played so m-morable a
part, the life of that illustricus mau has been written in our genera-
tion by a biograp. er woitny of the 1heme, Amongst the masses of
Irishmen, comparatively little woald be known of that wondrons
careet had its hist .ry not beea popualarised by Joho Mitehel's  Life
of Hugh O'Neill,” The Just of centuries had been sllowed to cover
the noble pictura drawn from life by the master-hand of Doa Phillip
O'Bullivan Beare, & writer but for whom we should now be without
any contemporaneouns record of the most eventful period of Anglo-
Irish bistory save the unjuat and distorted versions of bisterly partisan
English officials, Doo Phillip's history. however, was pract.cally
inaccessible to the masees of Irishmen, and to Mr, Mitehel i almost
entirely owing the pluce O'Neill now holds—his rightful prominence
~in popular estimation,”

“At lasr,” says Mitchell, # the time had eome, and Dunzannon
with stern joy beheid unfurled tke royal standard of O’Neill, dis-
playing, as i1t floated proudly on the breezs, that terrible Red Right
Heand vpon its snow-white folds, waving defiance to the Saxon Queun,
dawning hike a new anrora upon the awakened children of Heremon.”
* With a strong body of horse and foot O'Neill sudenly appeared
upon the Blackwater, stormed Portmore, and drove away the garrison
¢ aa carefully,’ says an historian, * as he would have driven poison from
his heart,’ then d-molished the fortress, buraed down the pridge, and
advanced into O'Reilly's country, everywhere driving the Knglish
and their adherents before bim to the south (but without waston
bloodshed, slaying n¢ man, save in battle ; for cruelty is nowhere
charged to O'Neiil), and finally with Macguire and Macmahon be lnd
tlzlosde Eeige to Monaghan, which was still held for the Queen of Eng-

and.

Over several of the subsequent brilliant engapements in 1596.7 1
must paes, unnoticed, to reach the most imp rtant event in the career of
O’~eili— the great battl: of Beal-an athe-buie, or the v Yellow Ford,”
To Mr. Mitchel, whuse vivid nairstive I have so far been quating,
we are indebted for the following stirring deseription of U'Neill's
preatest battle, ever memorable Beal-an atha-buis,

(To be connluded in our next.)

STEPPING-STONES OVER BIG DIFFIQULTIES.
—_—
ROUND ABOUT HELL,

(BY REv. Farisgg (CassIpy, NEW PLYMOUTH.)
(Continued.)

WE know that the moral emotious exert a wonderful influence on the
body, we know that vivient paesion esinbita all the marks of sire, and
tnat despair, above ul! the others, shows every sympiom of it.
We know that the fires of despair will burn for ever 10 the souls
of the lost, and 1i 18 qul e natuiai tu expeet that as tie body durng
life is fired by the souls of emntions, o the resuseitated bodies of the
damoed sbould alxo ve 1uflamed by them, But we need not questin
here what may be tlus fire, nor endeavour to discover whence 1t may
arise, mnes ibe natare of the fire of hell, is stili a dispute! and
unsettied question, even among the mst dogmatic. Though there
are many conjictores on the nature of the pumishment of the damned,
and many by potheses ate made o support one theory or the other,
gtill there is one fixed, certniv, and central puint of chastisemeut-that
the lost must suffor.  All sensible persouns, all logical men, all Chns-
tian minds agrec in believing that those woo die unlike God, that
those who di unworthy of Him, thet those who die deprived of His
friendship and of Hig love, that those who wilfully, knowingly,and
dehberately refvsed to obey, to woighip, to love and rem an with Iim
during bife, shall be eternally sepuratid from Him whren Life ts over.
The wcep thinking miad of the pres.oi, the scholars of past centuries,
he privcipal Christian theo.ogians, and the eloquent Fachers of the
ureh ot God agree tn assuitlag that this eternal sepatation from
G0 constitutes Lhe cnief punshm 'nt of the damoed,  The conscivus
losaof trud a pupisbment s teirible we peed no other, and

i3

if we 1y 1o feebly redise what thir punishment muast be, :f
we ouoly teke a passiug whmpse oi the world around
ug, or 1ry by imagination to pepetrate the rim  of the
visible creation we wili find  that all other punishmeots

compared with the conseius loss of God, will sink into insigaificance,
Brimstone sud scorprous, chaing and stimght jackets, gridiions and
fire shovele, sulphur and sledge-hammers, with all the barbazic
parapbernahaof ths pagan hell, and all the bortid tmaginings of the
iren ages of early Uhrisnanity,ail louk ¢hildish to the mind that can
admire beanty and aj.preciate love, or can tezbly picture the sublhime
splendour ot G.d, uod then faney eternal separation from Him, It 1s
amversally asmitted that the soul vn ita separction from the bedy
somehow seed Gon and all agree, thit when Lime wiil come to an end,
when the Croator wili change the existing order of thing- amd put an
end to ali human lite, th- n at l=4ss we will see God as He i3 in ail the
splendour of Heaven. Liut what that splendnur may be, what that
Heaven may b, weeannot tell, Ity there,we know,  Wesee it wih
the eye of Lath as we <ee tre biighlest planet th ot goms the heavers,
It is set there, astar of Deany on e uigut of my~<tery in which we
move, and thouyu it 1~ now separated from ns hy ao unwmeasuiabie
distence, thougt 1t is so tar ab re the siorms und clouds of earth, that
we can vever understand it till we have torn curselves from the palace
of clay that mours us tu this world, and with our souls unchained a1 d
free as thougn , we ram U e vist waiverse trom eud to end, and swiit
as lightning and sottly us the falling dew pass on from world to word
of our Falher's ko dow,  sud thougzh that beaveu 18 31 hittle knowg
to us now, thougn 1t 1n 6 L Away, ate wo not moving along its
threshold, sud by oue suop we are Lost amndst 14 splendour and 1.
immortal light 7 Erethe coldoes+ o f rdeatn cowes upou s, and e
@obs of sorrowing frievds are husked jato silent torrow, the song of
bkeaven has beguo, 1 weare worthy of our Father's home there 13 no

delay, n» waiting for an exort to travel that brilliant path, Ancels
uasten wre moving in the chamber of death, looking on with tearless
eyes, where all else are wesping, and with the last quiver, and the
lage breath, rhey are away with their new comrade to the throne of
the great King. The shout of Jubilee thatonce greeted the conqueror
from his eross, is still ringing along the dazzling arches, and the poor
weary traveiler of life on angels’ wings is borne to his eternal crown
and his everlasting resting place. Heis at home. To be at home ia
tha wish of the seaman, on his lonely watch on the dark stormy ocean.
Hia heart ie fixe 1 on some cottage where hie wifs and little ones pray
and loag for his return. The saldiersighs for home, and what tender
visions of it mingle with the troubled dreams of trench and t:nted
ficld, Where the palm tree waves its graceful form in the brightness
of the morning, and birds of brilliant plemes glitter in the clondless
sunshine ; where wealth and pleaty flow around, tke exile sits staring
on vacaacy : a far-off coantry lies o1 niz heart, boroe away on the
wings of faacy over intervening seas und contioeats he reaches home,
hears again the songs of the birds in his father’s fialds, sees again
the young friends of his childhood, and dreams and longs again for
that old home where his eyes {first saw the light. Home, the emblem
of rest and happiness. How we all long for the home whera rest aod
happiness are eternal, where the innocence of childaood derelly for
ever, whers the song of joy rolls on in celestial harmony, where the
father is croened King, and the childzen sport amid the endless sua-
shine of heavenly pleasure ani 1mmortal love, where no tears of
8OTTOW ale seen, 1o heart sighe heard, or no sud farewells, Toe saint
and the sinner, the pagan and the believer, the poet aod the
philosopher, the dreamer and the toiler, the infidel and the Christian
some way or other loug for that home. They look around them and
gee no real home in life, no fixed resting place, aund in their thinking
moments, in their best hours, they sigh for heaven. They see the
warld full of satferiog, they are distressel with 1ts sorrows, or suffer
from 1ts sins, and they turn their restless eyes heavenwardr, and sor-
rowing ask if they will be happy there some day, The saint is always
dreaming, thinking, and workiag for that home ; his heart yearns for
it traer and stronger than the soldier, the sailor, or the exile for tha
paternal roof. Toe saint is always preparing for it, like the bird
getting ready to emizrate to sunny lands, where no bleak winter sheds
itssnow or strips the grove,or chains the dancing stream ; every sight in
life reminds hum of 1t, and every voice in creatiou teils him of that
destiny and assures him thatGod will some day bring him bome at last.
Toe Fatner has promised a happler bome for his children, than any
they can form in life or even imagine and to that promise the children
alwayscling, God will keep His promise. Everylbing to the mind
of the saint reminds bim of the divine fidelity, He hears the voice
of God assuring him of heaven in the voice of every srorm that, like
an angry chila, weeps and wails itself to sleep, He hears it in the
voice of every shower that chinoes nto sunshine, or ia the ocean's
wail as it breaks in sighs along the ionely shore, He hears it in the
voice of the mensons as they march in uabroken succession to the
music uf the spheres. He hears it in the cry of sorrow, from the
death-beds  of the rmech or poor from the dessrted graves
and from all the groans of suff:nieg bum unty, That voios is the
source of all s joy and that promise the source of all his eenfidence,
When the good stip reels t» and fro oa a stormy sea, and
strugglivg as for life in the army of death, sha plunges and groans
through the waves, while the farious wind screams throngh the
rigging, and the boom and splash of billows break fiercely over the
bows, while ths blocks ratil:, and the stavs and placking creak, and
the eries of cnililren, and the shiieks of frightened women, bursting
from the adecks, mirgle with tha roar of the tempest; yet amid this
fierce commotion, while the good sbip strains to her work, and
strugzgles to shake off the storm, brave men grow timid when timid
ones grow pale, you will see calm confidence sitting on the brow of
the weather-beaten man who leans upon the wheel and steers her
throngh the tempest, nnd whan his ear catehes the  All's well ” from
the lookout, that vawee of conti lence mingling with the roar of the
elements aud prerciog through tne darkness ob the night makes him
smiie at davger, and laugh »¢ the fury of the storm. So 10 the storm
of life, 1n the comrmotion of passicn, 1n the stroggles of the saul, in
the temoprst of care, tronble and, temptation, when wind and
wave rise bigh tosink into wniilelity or imhiffzrence, or to throw down
fur ever immorial hope 1n heaven, on tue calm brows of the saints
unswerving coufidence sits, and io their ears are ever ringing * All's
well,” we are going home. Heaven 1s the home ot 1be bles:, and to
know the pain it 15 to be lost for ever to i1, we must first have
tasted its pleasures and enjoyed its repose. There is there, says St.
Gregory, ¥ light without darkness, joy witheat gricf, desire withont
phmshment, fove without sadne-s, satiety without loathine, safety
without fear, bealth without disease and life withoat death." Itis
easy to conceive the frightful despair which rhe sight of what he hag
lost 1n lostag God and o betnr driven from heaven, must awsken io
the soul of the damned. We see every day the tecrible anguiso that
the los. of even tnfing things oceasions, If » man 18 threaiened with
the losy of sight, what angwish does he not feel; the very thought of
b {rg unabic to see any more the moantains and the valteys, the
gieen felds ur the merry birds, or the dazzling sunshine, or the face
of tirose he 1nives breaks hia heart, and forcea him to look on his
fatare life os 1he exterior d i tkness whete there 18 nothing but weep-
ing and gnashing of teeth, Butif the tvas of being deptived of the
p.wer ot seemng what vne has alivny seen and of what one has
already knowa of this posr world is ru groat, wba* ang 1.h must be
the thouvhr of b oy eteinally separasod wom the heaver of nficite
glory, where infinite beauty dweils, wbere ever,thing sh nes in hmit-
less splendoit, whereall 1s tawr and gaod oeeasion,  l'o <es no moure
all that s far and beaatitui and bright, 10 see God in all His glory,
to see all tre wonders ot His majestic creation, and then o loss sight
ol that vision of loveliress fur ever, We cin never tmagine the
terrihie longing thai must artae in the soul, 10 iook un that ocean of
beanty onee more, aod the lowd oF radness that must overwhelin it
when 1% recalls, teat glory is lost wo it fur cteruity, ibat might 1t will
uever gge ag un,  If we twen our thoughts to the worlus thal move
aronnd us what a glorious sight it would be even to see them feebly
as they shadow the great loveliness of God, The beauty, the



