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MRS, MORIAKTY OUN THE HIBERNIAN s PORTS.
— ——

WE lbave been favoured with 1he following by a much reapected
lady who appreciates the TABLET at its troe worth and npholds it as
the genuipe repres. nrative of Lrish opitlon and advocate of the Irigh
cause. We willingly in-e:t the coniribution and hope to be fuvoured
now and then with further communications from the same pen :—
My neighbour, Tim Duolan come in on Thursday ard, says he,
Mra, Moriarty, saye he, you'll be golug to see the hurling on B.xing
Day, What voxing day ¢ gays I Speak like a Christian Tim, says I,
and say St. Stephens's duy. And sure it's not of boxing or anything of
the kind anyone ought to be speaking at this holy time of the vear,
when it's peace and charity, glory be to God, that onght to be in
everybody's mind.,  True for yon, Mrs, Momarty, says Tim, but sure
you'll be going to see the hmling, What buriing, Tim ? says I,
Why, says be, the hurling out at the Caledonian Grounds, Is
it Beotchmen to bur! ? says I Ob, not at all, geys he. That’s
not in their »nalure, says he. It's the Hibernians, sl Iiisnmen,
says he, 1 was thinking so, says I, but what 18 the guod ot
taiking to me of huriing 1n this con try,saye I. You'd want the spring
of the Irish sod under your foot for that, says L. and not the grass
where a shatwrock never grew., ©Oh, 1 don’t know that, says Tim,
There's vs g od men here as ever was in Ireland, 1f ouly they il keep
the old spirit alive in them. Apd the play’s o the men, Mrs. Moiiarty,
seye Le, and notin thesoil. Wwel, maybe you're nght Tim, says I, but
ite natural to think of uld ti mes, $a5e I, and it's many a b hug I seen
when I was a slip of & gir), And a itkely ahip of a cilleen jon
Were in your time, Mp4, Moriarty, eavs Tim, = Sure there's encuah lof:
sbout yon yet to teli any man that, says he.  Tim Doolan,eays I, 181t
long sinee you kissed the blarney stone, for if it 15, it was a strong
taste of the svotberivg you took of 1t, Not lip L ever laid to it in
my life. then, says he, and ther-'s not a word of lie in what P’m sayiog.
Anyhow, says I, it was ryself that seen the horling, Toers was the
boys from Poninabonny and the boys from Clobaunagower, and of a
fine Bunday evening io the summer time they'd play a m teh down at
tbe turiough when 1he water was all dried up  Yha's wher you'it
gee the fun, and 1he Tacing, and the balnng, says I, till the bad times
come and gca'tered them And none of your mad «od your k cks Like that
dirty football, sayr I A wiroke from a horl 1tgelr, says Fim, was no
joke. I know 3t wasn' s2¥3 1, bi t it wasa blow like a wan snd not
a kick like a brute. You're right, wa'am, says Tim. that makes the
diffeience sure enough, says he
country wouid be gathered tuere, sa
there would be the piper and the d
was light-hearted nnd innceent,
Tim, 1 seen 1t all myself 1hough no

¥s I, and when the sport was over
ance, and 0o harm at all but what
Trae for you, Mrs. Muriarty, says
tin that part of the country, mayhe,
There's no times like them thal’s gone, 1im. eays 1, Well, maybe
not, for you nor for me, Mre, Mortariy, says he, but for them that's
to come after us, there's better, I bope, .1 we seen a good dea! of
bardship too. We uid that, says 1, ard Lord be praised that we got
to the other side of it, anu gorraw a bit the worse. Mo, but may ve a
great deal the better, Mrs Muriarty, says Tim. for 1t kept the pride
downin ug A true Imshman was neyer proud. Tim, says [, but always
kind y and civil. And they'll biing their children up to be like
themselves and them they belong to, says I, they'll have no nonsen-e
nor mwpudenee 1z thkem neither. Bure that's wnat ['m eaying, 8:¥9
he. That's why I'm glad tee burhin g's going to be, for what trained
the fathers will tiatn the £008, 8138 be, and Irsh spurls wil baing
Iri<h wass alopg with them, | tope sn says I, They were tie best
of ways says I let wie ltkes ray avain them, and they're uo fnends
to the country that would L1y to biader them,  Sure you heard wi it
the wise man eaid Jong ago. Mrs Morry, says Tim, 1o every cow
ber eaif, says he, andg wiy not Inshmen bring op their childen the
way they thiuk bist, Why uot, gn3s 1. lts pretry spaipeens thev'd be to
do anytning else, sny8 Liwad not Like men that come trom ohl Ireland,
That's what I'm 8ayiny, Mee Moriariy, says Tim, and that's why I'm
all for the hoiling, 2436 he, And now, says he, that the good example
is given 10 Dunedn I bope there's no part of the coluny whete Lrish-
men won't fullow st np. I'm of the rame opinion mys:lf, Tim, says ],
But, as1)] luck wonld bave it, 1 could not go to the Sports, for my
gister's child took gick and kept me nt home, $o Tim Doofan cow'e
in on Tuesday, aud, says he, Mrs, Moriarty, says be, you did not go
to the hurling, after ali, says he, No, iben, Tim, says I, sure 1
Was not able to go, and any way, the boys couvld do very well with-
out me, says I, Idon" kuow that,eays he, It'salwaysa goud thing,
8ays be, to have a friend standing by your elbow., Oh, time was,
says I, when they'd like to see me in 1t,  But whisper, gays I, what
was the burling Lke? Oh, wel] enough, says Tim ; .hey made a gouvd
fight for it, says he. There wag bine cape and whitec.ps, Biueecaps
and whue caps, says 1. And wasn’t (here cer & green cap, Tim
Doolan? says I.  Not a fpeck of green thep, ma'am, says he.

What's that for 7 cays I, Myself doesn't know, ma'nm, saye be; but
maybe, says be, they thought the blue was the pretiicst,  They did,
says I Tim Doo an, says 1, s

bow me the Irishman that's ashamed
of his colour, says I, and 111 vhow you a man that's not worth a
traneen, Oh, don't be 1ou hard on them, m«’am. says he. 1t iwn't
ashamed of their culour they were, But, maybe they did not thick
of 1t. And what goiil is a man, sayg T, if he has not his ttoughts
about bim, rays I, And they stickiog up for uld Lieland, too, says
I, They )i know better the next time, ma'am,s1ys he, I hope g0, says
1. The match, sa3s he, was piayed at the lower end of the ground,
where the waler was drained away some time ngo, says he, and it was
rather soft. 1he main post was in the middle, sa) s he, where the pl:y
began, avd there was a flag flying out of it, says he. What colour
wad the flag, says L. I could'nieil you ma’am, says be.—Tim Doolan
tell the truib, aays I, was it blue? I don't know ma'am, says he,
Did'st you we it, eaye 17 Fore 1 did ma'am, saye he. Ap: why
wonld'nt 3y u koow what eolort w s gn itbsye I Was it blind you
were ! Bute the sortow a co uur at ol ma’'am, s+ys he, Tim Doclan,
eays I, don't teli me a he, was 1t bloe 7 Wel Lo, ma'am, says he, [
think maybe 1t wag mieey once, says he. Whon was 1o gresn, says 1,
Why, before it was boiled, wa'am, sayshe, Is it hoilthe fiag, saysl

And alt the young gir.s 1a the |

Yes, then, says he, it was wa hod man
builed 100, and that’s what took thy
saving your presence, says he. it would want to be washed agaio now,
for ita very dirty, Thats why I said I conld not teli the colonr, eays
be, for in fact ita o colour at all, but what dregas is left in it and the
dirt. T hope that will be better too next time Tim, sxya I, 1 hope
80, 8ay8 he, The hurling, says he, was very good for the first trial,
says he, The ground was pretty gnit, eays he, as 1 told you, snd that
wad ngain them. Bat they kept it up well, says he, and drove the
ball from cne side to the other, and here and there and up and
down, says he, and the people that was losking on running
everswhere and full of the fno. It was not the Blue Uaps
that won, says I Tell the truth, T'm Do lan,—They wers
within & pop of it ma'am, saye he, Oneof them struck the ball ag fine
a blow as ever you seen, vays be, and sent it smaning up almost to
the end.—HXveryone thought, says he, the Blue Caps had it, But
another of the White Capy, snys be, runs up and hits it a skelp that
sent it clean down past the middle again, says he, and the Biues conld
never gat it back. Oh, says he, it was a preuty equal maich and a
well played game, and gave preat eocouragement, says he, to the
Irish people.— But they missed the bit of green, says L—1'll go bail
they ‘il have it next time, says he.—Wel!, says I, at any rate itea
gowl day fer the conntry that something hike the old times 18 bagun
in it. Auif there’s any spunk left iz the Irishmen they wont let it
drop says I, Thera's Bpunx galore in them, ma'am, says ‘tim, and
yur'll gee them gathering in bere before long from all parts, says he,
playing matches hke the footbailers. Uh, the back of my band ta
them, says 1, prancing ahoat in the mud and muck and kicking one
another's eyes out, 3ay8 [ Sure, the washing tbat's to be doue after
them, says I, would bieak the heart of a stone. Well here's long life

to uld Ireland, says Tim—sni mav we aee her fres and prosperous
yety says he.~—Amen to that givs [

@osts’ Corner.

THE RISING OF THE CONNAUGHT MEN.

STOoUT of beart and hand, O’ Donnella,
Naver known to flinch or floe,

Pour n torients from the sireogholds,
To live or die with bberty.

y times, and ace rding to lovks
colour our of it, says be. And,

Galway, Leney, and Tirawley
Send their youth without a tear ;
O'Donpell’s piaiug are green with banners,
Clansmen come fiom far and near,

Proudly wave the glorious emblems
O'er a thyusand free and brave,

Orer keeu-edged, glitenng WEeapons,
Soon 10 fuemern’s blood 1o lave,

List, the trumpet cails to silence;
Hushed ig brd’s and barper's strain;
Eageriy each gaze is turned
On the bero of the plawm,

Ono the ehief in whom arpa blendel,
Al the wirtues of his sites —

All that's best 1n baell or tuurney,
All in war that awe pspires,

Bwect his voice as pative music,
Spell-bike, swaying every breast,
A these wrrds with proud emolion
To his chieftains be addressed:

" Brave companions ! see your sogearth
Fettered down by Sexon chaios ;
Ye Heavens ! ghall we—cat we bear it,
Wuile s throb of life remains?

* When the world bowed down to Cesar,
And the Baxons were his slaves,
Freedom found a home mn Erin,
Acd a bulwark in ber braves,

* Eball we, then, who faced the tempest,
Bend before the vernal gale ?
Where the Koman checked his onset,
bhall the alave of tivme prevail?

* Where are Conpaughbt's fertile pastures ?
Where are Connaught's castiea strong 7
Where, but in the giasp of Eogland ¢
Brothers, shall she grasp them loag ?

“ No, by 21! we hold most sacred,
By 1he Celticspirit's fire,
These right hauds shall rescue Enn,
Or with Erin we’ll expire,

" Wko have snllied virtue's lily 7
Who have plueked the flowers of God?
Who have plandered sacred places,
Where alone the holy trod !

“With a prayer to God for trinmph,
Thirk biw Brian smote the Dane-~
Burike for virtue, sthke tor fresdom—
Strike and burst the despot's chain,”



