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mighty shipping here, there and everywhere, invisible a
few yards away in their shrouds of dead and elammy mlst_,
the very dirges from their foghorns all but ina,udible.' I
. am afraid that, apart from the unsportsmanship of leaving
comraded in misfortune in the lurch, and steaming away
in triumph, I should unhesitatingly have preferred to turn
intd bed and wiat until the fog rolled by, only for that
unlucky shout of exultation: “You shan't get him!” from
the hurricane deck. "Po make them cat their words be-

came for tho moment the one thing that made life worth .

living, I verily believe that if that tug were fated to
wander into the night to the end of my days, with no other
provisions except clammy condensed fog on beard, T should
jorfully embark for the satisfaction of teaching the patriot
pokermen that all the arrangements ol the universe are not
necessarily dictated by 2 growl from the British lien.

But there is no making sure what is happening amidst
the hurry-scurrying anl the confusion of Babel at the
steerage gangway. T am told the Medical Officer of Health
is descending the wooden ladder placed loosely against the
great shipside to the tug. The vessels seem to be ahout to
part company. Bewilderment reigns on board the tug.
The seoffs and jeers of the poker party recommence, Thero
is nothing for it but to shont, and I shout over the side:
“My name is Wilham (’Brien. Do tho people on hoard
want me?®’ There came an anewor in which all the wild
yearning passion of the Trish exiles’ hearts-—all the pent-
up emotion of three duys’ indomitable groping in the fog—
spoke out. ‘Do you wish me to land to-night®’ Aunother
roll of thunder from the tug. “Then T shall go,”” and T
am ashamed to say the old Adam within me could noo
refrain from chortling: “if it was enly to spite some
cowardly creaturcs here on board.”’ Another cuthreak
of snorts aud goans of disappointment frem the hurricane
deck sounds now as feebly as a foghern amidst the roar
from the tughoat and from the Irish emigrants who are
by this time crowding around with clenched fists and hrows
of thunder, not knowing precisely what has been going on,
but divining it was an occasion anvhow when clenched
fists might coma in handy.

There is but a moment to clamber on the Jadder which
is swaying in a dizzy sord of way, to and from the ship's
side with the heaving of the sca. Somebody attempts to
drag me back, There is a woment’s pause, and a con-
fused conflict of voices in- my ear. Nortunately, the delay
is only for a moment, the next I am rapidly swinging
down the rungs of the Indder. Not a whit too rapidly,
for while there are still five or six runggs to be descended,
tha hawser connecting the tnug with its huge neighbor
snaps with a whire, an angry swell sends the little cralt
Inrching tar apart, the ladder loses its grip on the Umbria.
and ladder and self come tuwmbling down ab a run. Had
my weight heen on it o few rungs higher up, this narrative
wounld end here, or vather would never have lLeen begun.
As it is, mussive Geueral (V'Beirne, with the ngile instinet
of the practised Indian fighter, is at the bottom ' of the
ladder and unerringly “iields me oub,” so to say, in hLis
brawny arms.  “Had some misereant cut the rope?’ s
now the angry thesis among the hronzed aud ragged sol-
dier-men who press around in the hall-tHght. T never har-
bored a theughi so injuricus to human nature-—cven the
human nature of a Briton's “Kazoo Baud’ in the sulls.
None the less it is a. comlort to hear it established on the
verdict of General O'Beirne’s prompt drumbesd - courte
martial on the subjeet, that the rope was severed at a
point closer to the tug than to the Umbria, and that its
strands were doubtless wrenched asunder Wy the violence
of the sea, and not by the gash of & knife.

Our friends liave permits te bring oft Kilbride and
Bishop Ireland as well, but we have now heen flung far by
the tossing sea, and it is hopeless to re-establish com-
munications. We can only hear a wild tumalt of cheers,
groans, and conflicting wational anthems, raging alang
the decks of the Umbria, while with volleys of Irish-
American war-yells we bid good-bye to ithe monster Vner.
as to a nightmare as high as a2 mountain swallowed up in
the belly of a still higher nightmare of solid fog. In the
topsy-turvey little cahin of the J, . Walker, men with
hurly forms and fieree moustaches—old comrades of death
and hardship—gather around for tlie jucvitable eitizens'
address and solemn reply, the while the hoat’s mad motions
toss a few of the weaker vessels into sea-sickness, and

send other weary vigil keepers fast asleep, and the re-
porters who never sleep, nor sicken, pin me into @ corner
for my ‘‘impressions.”’ Surely, more affecting than any
address ever penned by human hand was it to learn how
my gallant friends had spent their three days and two
nights eircumnavigating the fog in search of the Umbria
ab instant peril of their lives, groping in this direction

_and in that, hailing the wrong ships, hornblowing to dis-

traction, in hourly danger of some mortal eollision, and

never giving up until at long last their wild halloo wag

answered from the Umbria—and all in order that a mes-

senger from Ireland, bound on a hazardous mission, might

get up, like a prinece, a lide in advanee of common men!
(To be continued.)

Funeral Oration at Burial of
Michael Collins

GENERAL MULCAHY’S MORAL FROM THE
TRAGEDY, - :

General Richard Muleahy, Commander-in-Chicf of the
Army, commenced his oration at Glusnevin on Monday in
Irish (savs the Irish Cefholic for September 2),  Speaking
i English, he spoke at length, and in the course of lis:
remarks said;— .

Our country is to-day hent under a sorrow such as it
has not been bheng under for many a year. Our minds are
cold, empty, wordless, and without sound, but it is only
our weaknesses that aro bent under this great sorrow that
we meeb with to-day. All that is good in us—all that is
strong in us—is strengthened by the memory of that great
lero and that great legend whe is now laid to rest. We
bead to-day over the grave of g young man, net more than
A0 years of age, who took to himself the gospel of toil for
Ireland~—the gospel of working for the people of Ireland
and sacrifice for their end, and who las mado himself &
lero and & legend that will stand in tho pages of our his-
tory with any bright page that was written #lere. Pages
hava been written by him in the hearts of gur peoplo that
will mever find themselves in print. But wo lived, some
of ug, with these intimate pages, and these pages that
wiil reach history, meagre though they be, will do good to
our country, and will inspire ws through many a dark
honr. Qur weaknesses cry out to us: ““Michael Collins
was too hrave!”’ xMichael Collins was not too hrave. Every
day and every hour he lived, lie lived it to the full extent
of that bravery which God gave him, and it is for us to
he brave as he was, brave before danger, hrave before those
who lie, bravo before those who speak false words, hrave
ever to that very great bravery that our weakness com-
Hained of in him.

Page From Hiz Diary.

When we look over the pages of his diary for August
22, we read:—

Started 6.15 2.m.—Macroom, Ballineen. Bandon, Skib-
bereca, Rosscarbery, Clonakilty.””

Our weakness says he tried to put too mueli into
the day, Miechiael Collins did not try to put too much intu
the day. On Saturday, the day before he wenb on his
Lust journey to Corlk, he sat, with us at breakfast, wyithing
with pain frem a cold all through his bedy, and yet he
was facing his day's work for that Saturday, and facing
bis Sunday’s journey and Monday's journey, and his
journey an Tuesday. So let us be brave, and Iet us nob
be afraid to do tos much in the day. If all that preat
streneous work of his was intemperate, it was the only
thing that Michael Collins was intemperate in. Often
with a shout, he used to get out of bed in the morning
ab 5 or 6 o'clock crying, “Al the time that is wasted
in sleep!” and would dash around the room or into somo
neighboring room where some of us lay in the hope of
another hour or two's sleep, and he would clear all the
Dlankets off us, or would peund vigorously at the door
that prudence had locked. Crossing the square of the
harracks on the Saturday morning that I mention he told
of his visit to one of the barracks in tho South on his
firsg trip there, and of finding moest of the garrison in
bed at 10 o'clock; and of his thinking of all the lack of
order, lack of cleanliness, lack of mncral strength and
efficiericy that goes with this particular type of slath,
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