
W his life there fighting bravelyfor the cause inwhichhia fatherhad
beento interested. Then cameCromwell'scrashingvictoriesand the
disasters aodhorrors of Drogheda, Wexford, Kilkenny and Clonmel,
till when the cause was broken and every hope was shattered,
he left the island be loved so well with his family and num-
bers of his friends to accept service under the FrenchKing. His sons
andgrandsons and their progeny followed the army as their calling
through the warsof Louis XV. andLouis XVI. When the American
war broke out,and Franklin hadbeen sent over to Paris as anenvoy
tosolicit tbe support of tbeFrench, amongst whom the causeof tbe
new country was very popular,at onceon account of their hatred ot
Eog'and and also their own desire for power in the New World,one
of theMarquis de laFayette'scompanions, when that worthysoldier
offeredbis assistance to the Americans, wasa promising young officer
named Haiold James Sarsfield. This young soldier fought bravely
under the American flag, no doubtmindful of the bloodof his fore-
fathers whichhadbeen spilt fighting against the arms of theEnglish,
at whose hands the Irishhad always received such hard andbitter
treatment. He fought with all his energy for the cause andcountry
he had adopted. Every day of the war his love for America and his
hatred for England grew stronger and more intense; he rejoiced
overevery American victory and wept over herslightest defeat,in
spiteof the fact thathis forefathers had fought for the restoration of
monarchy during theCommonwealthin England and thathe himself
had been brought up and educated in France, which countryhad
grown tobe perhaps the greatestpower inEurope under an almost
absolutemonarchy. He rapidly imbibed the republican ideas which
he heard onall sides from his companions in armß, and whenLord
Cornwallis surrendered his armyof seven thousand men to General
Washington at Yorktownafter the famous American Oommander-in-
Chief had so thoroughly deceived General Clinton, whose army he
leftbehind him inNew York, and after tbe EnglishParliament had
decidedthat it waß useless toprolong the warand voted toenditand
theBritishhadevacuatedNew York,Sarsfield decidedto remainwith
themenby whoee sides he had fought. These he had learnedto love,
andhe joined them with spirit in the formation of therepublic.

Mrs Sarsfield came cf an English family,her ancestor, Christo-
pher Bolton, a close friend of George Calvert, Lord Baltimore,
accompanied that famous Catholic nobleman, who was anxious to
securea refuge for his co-religionists for the persecutionthey were
subjected to in England, when he endeavoured to form a colony in
Newfoundland, only to be obliged to give it up and return to
England onaccount of the severeand inclementclimate. LordBalti-
morereturnedand received from the King agrant of land whichhe
named Maryland. Amongst the Catholic gentry who accompanied
Lord Baltimore's brother, Leonard Calvert, in the "Dove," waa
Christopher Bolton, for aBecond time a fugitive from the indignities
which weredaily offered tohis religion in England. During all the
quarrels with the Virginians, who were intensely anti-Catholic,and
the fierce struggles with Clayborne, he gavehis best energies towards
the successful foundation of the colony. He had a large family of
sons,all worthy of an illustrious father, all of whom grew tomanhood
and in turnmarried, thussecuring tbepropagationof a famousfamily
and a good old name. BogerJohnson Bolton, the grandfatherof Mrs
Sarefield, had made aname for himself in literature.

JohnRoger Bolton, the grandfather of our hero, became famous
as a diplomatist and representedhis country atBrussels, in which
beautiful city Mrs Sarsfield had everyopportunity of practising the
religion she laved bo much. It was common hearsay that the
daughter of the American Minister had been seenin theCathedral of
St Gudule every morning of her four years' residence there. The
Minister,at the expirationof his term, wasappointed to the Court of
St James, in London, andit was at this time that his beautiful and
graceful daughter met and became engaged to Clarence Sarsfield
Their only child wasCharles, whom wehave met, and who wa9 now
en his wayhome from his visit to Charibert in the stable adjoining
their cottage near Dobb's Ferry on theHudson.

(To be continued.)

IV. MRS SARSFIELD.
On both sides Charley Sarsfield cameof an excellent family.

When Cromwell and hia extraordinaiy army were all-powerfulin
England in the days of the Commonwealth, the Irish Catholics
amazed and alarmed on theone side by the actions of the Papal Nun-
cio and fearfal on the other of the power of the English Parliament,
elected thattheir greatest source of safety was ia declaring for the
support of the declining authority of the EDglish King. A deputa-
tion was accordingly seit to Paris, and Ormonde, the Lieutenant,
was invited toreturn and oncemore resume the reins of government
is} the King's name. One of the chief promoters of this policy was
Patrick Jerome Sarsfield. He fought bravely with the Lord-Lien-
tenant's troops. He was present at the takingof Dundalk andDrog-
heda and entered those cities as a member of Ormonde's victorious
army,at the time when Charles 11., then living at the Frenchcourt,
was anxiously looking towardIreland as the best stepping-stone to
the throne which was his right. When this bright hopsof the King's
wss dashed to pieces after Cromwell hatsecured his appointmentas
Lord-Lieutenantof the island, be was presentat the suddea attack of
Ormonde'sarmy,andits disastrous defeat ia the vicinity of Dublin at
thehands of ColonelJones andhis EDglish troops. Oneof his sons had

The Empressof Russia was the first lady toanswer from a Euro-
peanthrone to the invitation to takepart in the women's workof the
Columbian'Expositioo.

The New York Sun says that there are not so many poets in
that city as somepeoplemay suppose: "Wedoubt whether,leaving
out sonneteers, there are more than eight or ten thousand of them,
all told, including epic poets, as well as lyric, dramatic, elegiac,
cosmic, idyllic, pastoral and orphic poets, besides dithyrambists."
This is a rather poor showing for New York. There are at least
twice thatnumber of poets in Boston, and they all wiite umkinrt
letters to the editor whenhe does not pablish their "pieces" in the
very first number of his miserable old paper."— Pilot.

Mr Edison is afflicted with an incurabledeafness. Mr Ponlteny
Biglow, a contributer to fie Speaker,asked him it the inventor who
has brought the telephoneso near toperfection could not do some-
thing foi his ownhearing. " Easily,if the drum wassound," wasthe
reply. «« When Iwas a boy," he continued, "Isold peanuts and
newspapers on the railway trains. One day a baggage porter lifted
me from the groundby my ears

—
themembraneß snapped, and that

is how Ibecame deaf."
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Sarsfieldpatted the horse's beautifully arched neck ac he held a
'

handful of oats to bis noae; Charibert ate them np allthe more
eagerly and with greater relish that they were offered by his kind
master, whostood there and watched him enjoy the food,wondering
all the time what he would think conldhe understand that all his
master's friends, that she, wantedhim to be entered for the horse
show, whilst themother whom he wanted to please desired that he
shouldnot be entered.
» "Charibert,old boy,"h9 wisperedto him, "do you know that

youhare been challenged ?"
Fora second there was a fierce look in the horse's usnally soft

eyes,as though he wereangry that any one shonld dare question his
superiority, And then they softened againand he almost brushed
Sarsfield's hat off in his endeavour to show him how eagerly and
willingly he would enter the contest. He as much a? said :—

"Let
them try me; with you on my back,Iwill show these American
horses whatIcan do; withsuch ariderIwouldaccept a challenge
fromthe whole world."

"Anddo youknow, my beauty," Sarsfield continued, amused at
theanimal's intelligence, " that Iought to refuse that challenge at
the risk of having it saidIwasafraid toentermy horse, becauseIknewhehad nochance against the others ?"

Oharibert lookedangry again. Hecould not understand why he
■houldnot be entered. He wasinsplendid condition, and he was
not afraid; indeedhe wasanxious to try his activity withanyhorse
they could produce."Ah,yousplendid old fellow,"whisperedSarsfield. "Youdon't
understand. You don'tknow whatitis tohave to decide between a
dear mother's requestonone side,and the challenges of friends and a
girl's wish on the other. If you did,old boy,Ibelieve your pluck
and your gallantry wouldget thebetter of youand you would forget
yourduty to yourparent."

So saying, he slappedhimaffectionatelyon theback and left the
■tall— Charibert followed him eagerly withhis eyes,and listened to
hlievery footfall--and joined Bates who was at his work in the
harness-room,

11Bates,"he said,and the well-trainedgroom touched hishat and
haltedin his work, "

Ihavebeen asked, challenged, more or less, to
"nter Charibert for the high jump in the horse show which comes off
nextmonth. What do yon think about it?"

"Well, sir," answered the groom, touching his cap again, as
indeedbe didevery time he spoke tohis master, "Ishouldn't refuse
any challenges, sir, whatever. Ishould enter the horse,sir ;he's
safe to win easily.""That is not whatis troubling me," said Sarsfield, ashe stared
out of the windowand lookedup at the sky, as though his thoughts
werefar away from his words. "The difliculty is thatMrs S*refield
deesnot wantme to enterhim."

11That's unfortunate,sir," repliedBates, who felt that he should
forgethimself werehe tohazardmore on the subject.

Sarefieldstill gazed out ofthe window. Of course he could not
tell his groom all that he had whispered to the horse, and so Bates
waa bewildered and stared at his master, wonderiDg what he was
thinking about.

Sukdenly he walked back into the stable and s^id good-bye to
Oharibert. Then ashe was going out he lookedin at Bate9again in
theharness-room andsaid :

"
Icannot say whatIshall do yet, butI

thinkIshall enterhim."
"Yes, sir," said Bates with his custonr.ry silute. and as his

master turned his back,a broad smile of satisfaction spread over his
good-natured face, and talking iota Charibert's stall, he slappedhim
over the neck and said:"Charibert,my boy,we're goingtoknocksmithereensout of them
American 'orses and break the 'igh jump record."
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