
It wasa still, clear,cold night in the heart of the Maine woods.
MaryCronindrewher frayedshawlcloselyoverherheadandshoulders
as she dosed the door softly andstepped out into the night. She
was very tired, for the day's work had been hard,andher invalid
mother hadneededmorecare than usual.

The disheshadbeen washedandthe tablereßet for breakfast, the
pail hadbeen filledat the ice-encircledspring on themountainroad,
her mother's gruelhad beenmade,her bed smoothedup, and Mary
hadsung one tuneafter another,as she held hermother'swastedhand,
till sleepcame to the sufferer.

The girl stood motionlesson the door-stoneandlookei eagsrly
at all the works. Through the windows and doors of the casting-
room, which wereopen this Dicember night, a fiery gleam shons
from the red-hot iron iunning through the molds. Now and then
came asharp explosion,witha superb play of fire-worksaround the
mouth of thefurnace.

The violet,orange,green andcrimsonstars didnotattract Mary's
attention. Itwasan oldstory toher,and her heart was too heavy
for her eyes to seeany beauty in it. She looked above the casting-
room up the high brick chimney to the "top-house," which was
percbed on an immensestaging just at the mouth of the chimney.

Her fether was there— for it was his night on
—

and he had been
drinking when he came borne to supper. Fortunately her mother
was asleep,andbad been spared cruel anxiety. Mary'sheart stood
still as her father took his lunch can, without his usual kiss or tha"Good-night, MollyI take good care of your mother," which made
her happy every night. He had stumbled over the rag mat, and
uttered a curse underhis breath, He neverdid this unlesshe had
been drinkingheavily.

Poor John Cronin! His appetite for liquor andhis weak will
had caused him todrift from one work shop toanother, from city to
city, and from State to State,carrying with him his wife and only
child. The factory quarters of St Louis, Pittsburg, Newark, and
other manufacturing centres are woefullyalike,and had it not been
for her mother'sstories, Mary

—
the littlegirl— wouldhave believed

the whole world paved and cut into narrow, dirty streets, with a
streak of sooty sky above, crossed withclothes lines.

Her mother came from theOatskill Mountains regionand her
nature revoltedat the wretchedplaces they calledhome. The sunny
old brick farm-house, built in the Dutch way, the fertile fields and
crowded barn-yard, grandmother's flower garden across the road, the
mountains framing the little vale, the peace, the cleanliness, the
stability

—
Maryknew themall throughher mother's wordsandsighs

and tears,
A greatresolve badcrept into the child's heart to try andrepro-

duce thatpeaceful life. "To be respectableandstay in one place"
was whatshe lived for, Ifonly her father wouldnot drink 1

There cameaday to tbe child when she began to seeher way
clear. A letter arrived from a man with whom her father had
workedbefore his marriage,in a Penobscot logging camp. He wrote
of an opening for a family at theEatahdin Iron Works, in Maine-
fair wagesanda comfortablehome wereready.

When John Croninread the letter all his oldlove for tbe woods
came back to him. He could feel the cold steel of the gun-barrel
and the supple rod bendin his hand. Before loog tbe money was
got together which carried the family from Boston to Bangor, and
from there to the works, sixty miles north.

Sixmonths badgone, everyday brought newbeautiesto Eatah-
din" Now and then the childleft the works, withitsblackunsightly
buildings, long row of charcoal houses,heaps of purple-tinted slag

(From our exchanges.)
Fbom a reliable source we learn that it is the intention of the
"Unionists" to contest the 33 Ulster seats at the jreneral election,
togetherwith 44 Beats in the other threeprovinces— 77 inall. Thirty
Ulster candidateshave up to thepresent been selected, and at the
coming Ulster Convention the other three will be formally an-
nounced. The 44 other candidates, seven of whom have been
selected, will stand chiefly in thesouthern and westernconstituen-
cies, and, of coarse, in those particular constituencies in which
division in the national ranks offers a prospect of success. The
electoral arrangements are beingrapidly completedin order that a
definite announcement in connection with themattermay be made
at theBelfast Convention.

Already the gentlemen seeking Parliamentaryhonours at the
approachinggeneralelectionareannouncing the sacrifices they are
ready and willing toundergo and thebenefits that will "" certainly 1'
accrue to their proposed cotstituencies should the latterbut favour
them with thedistinctionsought. Statistics recently compiled and
issued enumerate those professionalpatriots,and alsogive tbeir poli-
tics andoccupation as follows:— They are 1056 innumber, and out
of the620Unionists91are lawyers, while out of 536 Home Bule
candidates, 142 are lawyers. The disparity between thelandlords
amongtheHomeRulers and Unionists is sufficiently marked, the
former having 118 and the latteronly 43. Of the journalist candi-
dates13 areUnionistsand29 HomeBulers. Brewers and distillers
—17 HomeBulers and11Unionists. Naval officers— 4 Unionists,0
Home Bulers. Medical profession— 3 Unionists, 13 Home Bulers.
Teachers— 4 Unionists, 11Home Bulers. Thereare31 labourcandi-
dates,of whom oneis a Conservative,and it is by no meansunlikely
that the elementswithin this number,or someof them, will unite in
opposing either the Gladstonianor theUnionistcandidates.

Mr O'Leary, a colleague of MrJames Stephens in theFenian
conspiracy of 1867, speaking on May 13, on the occasion of thepre-
sentation to the latter of a house at Lotton, nearDublin, said the
time, perhaps, had not yet come tosay whatFenianism did for Ire-
land. Itmight fairlybe said that itbrought back hope and resolu-
tion to a country thathad lost both,after the failure of the tenant
right movement and the abandonmentof thenational causeby the
Badliers and the Keoghs of the time. It might be said that they
failedto attaintheir main object, but the same thing nvght be said
of the menof 1848 and 1798, and goingback further, of Sarsfield
Owen Boe,and HughO'Neill. When they came to theconstitutional
movement the same story was to be told. Grattan, in a sense,
achievedhis object ;O'Connf11 didnot succeed in his, neither did
Parnellinhis. The main question now was thepresent,and it was
not averyagreeableoutlook. Itseemed as if tbey were now drift-
ing back towards the stateof things from whichFenianism rescued
the country.

Scrutiny of the recent returns presented totheEnglish Commons
touching the Removable Magistrates discloses the fact that there are
70 of these interesting judicial specimens in Ireland. Forty-oneof
the70 jndgeswho havethe administrationof the law of conspiracy in
charge areex-military officers or ex-policemen. To 35 of them not
even a Lord-Lieutenant would impute any suspioionof legalknow-
ledge. There are only 14 of the 70 barristers. Only two of these
arecertified to act under the Ist and 11th clauses of the Jubilee
Coercion Act and the 22nd clause of the Act of 1882;2others are
certified for the first of these clauses ;5 for that and the 22nd clause
of the Act of 1882;1under the Istand 11th of the Act of1887, and
1 for the 22nd clause of the Act of 1882 only. The rest of the
"judges" are drawn from the camp and the policedepot,and are
declared by LordZetland competent toadminister themost difficult
of theunwritten laws of the land. Of a truth theyare, for theun-
written laws in question aresimply the written expectationsof Mr
Balfoar,recorded before administration, Hence the competency of
these learned gentlemencannotbecome a subject of argument.

Gladstone's opposition to the Woman Suffrage Bill was the
immediate occasion of its defeat. Ithada greatConservative back-
ing. Lady FlorenceDixie was unable, owing toiil health, to attend
the meeting The promoters of the meeting wanted to acceptSir
Albert Bollit's Bill, conferring the franchiseonaminority of qualified
women,on theprinciple that half a loaf is better than nobread,
whileadvocatesof absoluteequality of the two sexes declared that
they would have everything or nothing. Lady Florence Dixie has
had to easeher feelingsby writing a letter to MrGladstone, the tone
of whichmay be understood by the following extract ;— "Unwilling
to lose the maid-of-all-work-likeservices of the Women's Liberal
Associations at the approaching elections, youhave sought tostill by
yourpamphlet thedemand made by thenobler spiritsof thatband of
women that woman'senfranchisementshall be aplank in the Liberal
platform. Willing toaccept womentodo the dirty work of politics,
yondreadto invite them to trespass on their delicacy, pnrity,refine-
ment, etc, etc,by givingthem the vote. Ah,eir1 can you wonder
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that many a readerof your pamphlet, friend and foe alike,impelled
equally to a conviction ofsuch inconsistency,haveexclaimedas they
read your words,in tonesof amusement andderision,*What a grand
oldhumbug

'
f
"

The current number of the GaelicJournal, tbe first issue under
theeditorialmanagementof Bey Eugene O'Growney,Maynooth,is in
manyrespectsanexcellent and interestingpublication,and if itcon-
tiones on theselines itcannot fail to achieve good resultsonbehalf
of the old tongue. The first paper, "Anecdotefrom Irißh Mann-
scripts," is from the penof Professor Euno Meyer, and like all con-
tributionsfrom theBamesource isscholarly andinstructive,andbears
evidenceof much closeresearch among the old manuscripts. The
Irish poetryin thenumber is also of a high standard. To theaver-
age reader the paper on "The IrishInfinitive

"
willbe of the most

interestand profit. Thecontents of thepresent number arevaried,
and Irishreaders whoknow the language will derive muchpleasure
from theirperusal. To the reader whose acquaintance with the old
tongueis either littleornothing,thecnrrent issueof theJournalwill
be of practicallynoprofit. Thisis adefect which we would be glad
tosee removed,and we trust the present editor will do his best to
securethatreaders who are ignorantof the languagemayderivesome
interest and instruction from the Journal.

(By AnnieS. Packard,in theNero England Magazine.')
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