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A STORY OF THE RHINELAND. ]
o PRIZE GHOST SToRY. i
e_i*h’a s the most beautiful castie in Germany
t f Beribpen, past whose sun-lit terraces
uhitul gardens winds the stately Rhine,
8 castle crounds is a world of sumghine |
ter; where i seems impossible  that
of the world’s sorrow or gri¢f shoutd pene-
ut thotgh entering seldare, trouble has not -
assed | by its  charmed = gatow. |
the first: lord ‘ef Beringen, is said,
uriek in his prave, to still exerdise a
tr care over his descentinnts, whose chisfs
his pame as well na protection,  Many are
legonds which tell af his rovisiting the aarth |
Yert calumity to his houss,  Perhape the best |
known of these 16 the vascue of the Lady Valeria.
In the tiiddle of the twelfth century=-so runs
egend —Hildebrand, the ninth lord of!
ringen, deparied om ! a criusade to Palestine, |
aving the castle in charge of his only child, a !
autitul waiden, nawed Vileria, and under the |
rotection | of © his . powerful neighbour !‘
aund gworn ally, Othmar of Bavaria, . Heinrich of |
Waldenburg, the betrethied Hsbind of the Lady |
leris, accompanied her fathes on the crusade,
d when' the victérious sreaps returned, the !
prinls of the lovers wera to be celebrated. i
or soton days after their departure sll was '
ace and tramquillity at Beriugen, but on the
g of the feurth day its guardians were '
med by the sight ef a bedy of armed men |
proaching the castle. A messenger was de- |
ched w1 a flest horse te inquire who was |
fng, apd if they came as’ friends or as |
' she Liady of Beriugen, and in the !
1l ithin the castle prepared for |
istkack. Al apprehensions §
o eted by wie return of shieniessenger, |
smnounced ohiat the Lord «f Bayaria was |
coming te' pay & frisndly visib to the Tady of |
eringen, and take her foreally under his pyrotec- |
tion until hey fasher’s return.  The Lady Valsria |
U once prepured te give him a suitable recep-
tion, and when Othinar appreached  he weas
. gréeted with the utmost ‘friendship and respecs,
[ Next morning the trus wbisct of his visit became |
‘known, when i an interview with the Lady ef |
‘the Castle he demanded her hand in marrizge.
‘Valeria was astenished "and alarmesd, but she
rently reminded hitma of heér betrothal ‘te the’
oung heir of Waldenburg, and her wability iu her
‘ather’s absence to break the contbract, even had
ite wished to do se.. The courteons mannet in
hich Uthmar nccspted his rejection sootked her
m, The Lerd of Bavaria did aos intend tu bo de- |
ted “so easily, however, and at nightfoll the
castle way eeized by his soidiers, and the lady and
er: votainers were in his power. Valeria 'was
fered the alternative +f becoming his wife, or of
ceing sl her fuithful servaats murdered kafore her
yes, In despair shie consented to wed him, snd -
‘preparatisns were made fof the marriage, to
| which, had only her ewn life been in question, she |
(would | never have  given = her  consent.
The night cawme on, snd Othmer delighted with
he success of his treachery, had retired ts his
pavbment, when a loud  and rude knocking |
listurbed  hita,, HEes be could reacli tha door it |
s flung opea, and a knight of gigantic sbature !
jppeared on the threshold, Othmar dvew his sword
nd angrily demanded the errand of the intruder. !
T'he stranger smiled scernfuily and remamed
silent. The sugry Othwar plineed his sword inte
hisheart, te find it cleave the empty air, while thet
appriition stood calmly defying him. = Then |
suddenly Obhmar fcund himself held in & grasp |
| which seemed to paralyze him, and in terror ke
begrged for meiiey, andasked thename ot hiseppsment |
“ am Hildebrand, founder aid pratecter of the |
Hiuse of Beringen,” said the knight sternly, “and |
have coms te pretect the Lady Valeria from
your treacheroud snares, Leave this castle on the |
orrow with your soldiers, and keep your oath |
 Liord of Beringen, If youdo nof, thisisan |
siest sf swhat will happen when I come again,” l
and lightly striking Othwar’s right arm, :'hei
pparition vanished. At break of day the {
Bavarians left vhe Cantle, and Othmar’s paralyzed
Wt arm was she warning he had gat.
oo Winnig M Parrox (39776).




AU © PRIZE WINNERS. <
‘,Bésh Christivas  Story. —Winnie' Pé,h?ma
prebhy and  situple tale is  prive-wiwer.
Highly cammend_ ~W MKeegh, .a.tmahj
Pineghty, A M Furrelly, J Rahilly, Edmond,
Vuller, Michae!  Dhbbyn,  Corporal, :
teeenan, D 8 Lydon, A D Waldron, Loum!
elly, H Mattimoe.  \Cemmended=—Nova
ingston (30492),. J TDuhy. oA Whelau,‘
aarles Travers, Kllen Ward, A D/&O’Dwyex,i
iin Leshe, Tokn Dannelly, \




[ “PRIZE CHRISFMAS STORY,
T8 was Christmns Hve, and the ground was |
covered fhickly with suow. The little haulet
Jof Drernau, in the heavt.of she Tyrol, looked
quietand peaceful 1n its fuir Christmasrobe, |
| though  the white falkes were still falling |
softly.  The people of Depnuu were shmple,/
pious peasants, and all it homes were happy,
but she happiest homs of them all was she |
‘tiny house at the fout of the mountain,;
jwhere dwelt the crphan children of the
{old Torvesier. . There were three of them, |
| Hans, a little fellow of nine, Max, aged four- |
teen, and Gretchen, the wise eldest sister, |
who was sixteen years old.  Like nmny other |
little  peasants of tha Tyrel,  Max and|
Gratohen earned moniey by making and sell-
g pretiy ecarved ‘wooden ' toys.  Their
fingers were clever, and their work brought
a good price. so they had no need for pinch- |
ing or, anxiety.  Hans went every day to |
the school in she villuge, and every evening |
‘Guetchen and  Max walked out through the |
‘quict strests and brought him' home with
shemy - Bution Christmas Hive the school was |
closed, ’es.,ugk‘-»}ittlg _Hans was coiled up con- |
tentedly” in an arm-chair, hia brown eyes
{following Gretehen’s movements us she made |
the great Christinas cake for the feaat to-
morrow,  ‘Then the OCheistmas pudding
‘had - to  be made, and such a  ‘big|
e, boo, for she young friends who
were coming o spend the festival with them.
i Max had gone out through the snow, and
awould soon be' returning, laden with beau-
| tiful berried holly to decorate their home, and
{Gretchen was too busy to give much atten-|
tion to the little quigt figure watching her|
from the depths of the big arm-chair,

* At last Hans spoke, his childigh veice very
earpest-and solemn. . ‘
“Grafa,”he said; “don’t you wish the
little. Christ would come to see us, as he
camle to the child Fasher Gregoire told us of ? ‘
Would 1t ‘muke. you happy? For I have|
asked him to come. I wrote him a lstter this |
morning and 16ft 16 on a bravch of our tree
where he will' see b And I told him to
come to-morrow and we would be so glad,

Will ez

Gretchen turned a startled look on tha
brown eyes that met hers, shining with love
and faith.
. £O Hang, little' darling, you should not 1’ s
she cried, “*the little Ohrist could not come
o us, we are not good envugh. . And he will
‘néi;,geb your lettter, . You must not think
s0.’

‘The brown eyes slowly filled with tears, |
and Hays did not speak. Gretehen bent down
‘and kissed him with infinite tenderness.
. “ Nover mind, little one,” she said gently, |
““the littie Christ will know you love him,
and he will Jove you more. And, perhaps,
who kaows, he may find yourletter and keep |
it in Heaven. So do no: grieve, my pet” |

Hans sighed, then his face brightened,
and after @ little, as Gretchen glanced over, |
he was’ smiling happily at some sweet!
thoughts in whieh none of earth had shave, |
and his dreamy eyes were gazing through the |
window, upraised to the fleecy clouds, seeing |
there, perhaps, some vigion of gladness in- |
visible to other eyes, 3 |

e

. . *

L]

. - e, .
It was Christmas morning, and Gretchen|
was wakened bythe ioyous peal of the church

o}




‘bells, She looked oub on the snow"
earth, so calm and beautiful, and to her
1it had anew fairness, a bnght;er beauty, as it
! nature were sharing with man in the gladness
jof Christmastide.  Even the pretty, half-
frozen birds seemed to have forgotten the
jeold and the hunger of winter, and their|
éloymss Chmstfmas carols found an echso in’ het

\Vhat o glad Christmas mornmg it was to
(}rgtchen, Max, and’Hans, The spirit of. peace
/and good-willseemed to have taken refuge in
their hai) - faces, and  from  that
‘strong pm jon smiled “deﬂunce “ome the

; PP
new nothmg of. They had |
;usis Aot chzxf}iousete go to the early Mass in|
‘whe village chureh, whosejoy bells had're ;
Sretichen from her  slwmbers, Passiag:
Bveugh the garden thive eame & cry from
Hang, and then the little tellow was down en,
s knees tathe snow, besidesonie wonderful’
biject-that Max asd Gretchen hursied to
s¢.  There, just under tha laburaum bough,
here  Haus had  deposited his Christmas
;le%xer of I vt dear little Christ, was
growing tital | olister of tall, white
hilies, more fa&}' wnd pure than the cleaniing
snaw aveund them, Jpcemparably fairer in
Aheir HE"W aly beaaty than thie most Tadiant |
‘blossoms of earth ! - |
Hans’ letter had remched its destination,
and  these lovely flowers  were the. lovmrr
(‘hrmtmas messace that was his reward—-—anl
imperishable gift from ihe land whore tie |
Diossoms never fade, and a talisman bruwmg
he oladness and blesuing of Heaven to rest|
fox over with Hans, ‘mdg(newhen, and Max. 1
- S Club Mo 39776 |




fid OF THE FIRESIDECLUB ARE— R
=1'0 encoyrdge the love of nature, |
Li—ZFo encourage the humane treatment of all dumb
} ; creatures. é
IIL.—To help tomake a havpy Fireside by lindness to
X . others, and by being good and useful ourselves.
) {‘K ‘.,g’qbdii;@me au: knlzizgle(iya. e i ﬁa :
i, The €lub is epen to all boys and girls under ninetesn
d over fives e
1 LLUB NUMBERS. * o

J- Membets must give at top. of their lebbers and compe |
Eﬁons their club number. ¥tis ‘easy for them fo're
ember their club number. It is impossible for Unel
. Remus to seaveh through the Great Book to find each
| ‘pompetitor's nnmber. Competitors not complying with
this rule eannot therefore be ittended to. ¢
; NOTICE TO COMPEFITORS. |
The print ofithe niunber and date of the paper, cub
fwomthe foot of tha Ciub depariment, must be semb ine
&wiizh each gompetition. With each compebition mustthe
forwarded a guarantee by parents or guardians that be
rontributionis the gentine work of fhie competitor.

ANCLE REMUS’S ADDRESS TO BIS
- NIECES AND NEPHEWS

‘Fo-day the post wie Patrick brought a
mysteriots hox to Uncle Remus’s desk, which,
u may be sure he lost no time in opening,
g;)d what do you think was ingide ¢ Founy
big dewy bunches of the loveliest snowdrops,
bedded in the greenest of mosses ! Well,
perbaps it is only our aity-dwelling mempers

- kwho can quite understand how Uncle Remns
1t looking at the nodding whiteness of tha
‘Howers, and, “breathing, the damp, sweeb
-gcent of the ferny mosses. They did not take*
long, ' those wee  white snowdrop fairies,
sAn transforming. the dingy, duaty office
(into a  woodland scene  all - gladdened
with those first sweet pledges of spring, the
_grass all wet withthe silver fest of the rain,
end  the greys of the sky clearing off to
purple, and ipink and primrose in West,
- They showed him & dark line of hills in
.gombre grandeur, and brought back to him
| Ktxe‘sbng of the wide, swift-flowing, Beyle
“rushing *“ onward to  the main.” Wor the
~flowers ‘come from the ‘*‘Maiden City,” and|
- $hough it was not his birthplace, —yet'the
Chidf Officer’s memories of it are the me-

- ‘mories of a child. His sineerest thanks to his |
'Vﬂgzrx’-hiéce,'wmpie Patton, for her sweeb
- thoughtfuiness in gathering these flowers for
him. He was very erieved to geb word,
ghat she was teo ill to ‘officiate at|
‘the  'se coff. " He trusia - soon|

E
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poetry of '48 is the ona I"rlﬁ;ht feacme i an
migerable and heoart-rending as any
b which unhappy Iveland has ever pasaed

eﬁ’grm‘s-—-thaf hopeless and short lived in-
jon ints which the Ifrigh were diiven by
famine and injustice. It was foredoemed, as Ire-
Land’s hnﬁgs have ever been, to bring her tut
wae an in, and death; but its brave leaders
will hold ' place in our memery with idolized
Lord Edwml ‘an@" ncble . murdered  Roberd
'Emﬁmts !

Themas Davm who with Challei CGavan Dufy,
jaucl John Blaks Dxuon founded the Nution news-
-papex', may be called the poes of '48. Reading |
the many noble songs “that ‘ave his gift te Ire-
g p0°trv, ‘46 is difiiculs te realize that for enly|
2ars had he knowr and used his
5 w}xen eath ?ﬁme and his unsullied soul
e to God.™ The first ballad bhat he |
? “PThe Lament for Owen Roe O'Neill,” has |
) Vo many an Irish heart with its passion and |

r.. His © Ballad of Freedom;” *Battle-eve]
he Brigade? Olave’s Dragsons,” “ Fonte- |
y P “MThe Geraldines,” *“'The Green Above t.hoI
2 ¢ Pament for the Milesians,” “ den of!
erary,” #@ 1 for w Steed,” “Orange and
‘ ) and L'md arve some of his most

patrintic pieces. avis's postry must have played
I u leading part in the revolusion It is of the king
| to ghrill Irish bloed and seb Irish pulses beund-
ng with enthusiasm, and kindle in Irish hearts a
i Aerce dewire to meet sheir foes ones tmore on the
| battle-fisld, and revenpge every insulé and wrong
| that they have heaped on the Island of Serrow.

Some of Davis’s ballads were written with the
hepe ef veconcilitig the rish Caghelics and Protes-
( tants, whaoxe antagonism Has cosk their country |
muny a sutfering  that united shey could bave her!
Jrouy  Whe seed of pesce sown amidsy tribulation
and habrad 18 vegianmg te bear frait ab iast, and
when wiiher classes and creeds form o free united

;h.el nd, suvely the peet Will nos be forgetren whe
I'plead od so paamuuawly for tleir vnion. when
hat dnfon weemed & mere Utupian  dream. |
8 Fiorence 3l'Carthy, who, 23 well 4s his|
1  ballads, has written zome mr‘m beaxwuul
peeiry, rises to 10y memory with Clarence Man-
fgan, the roost. gitted wid mns* dnhappy of Ire- :
liucuu sons, | Clovence Mamgen’s pestry has o

cb'\rm peuuharly his ‘own, He has lefé usa vich
legacy in his * Irish National Hymn,”’and his poem
#*Senl and Country.” These should make him
famous had he written nothing else,

%0 Fretand ! be it thy high duty
é T'o tench che world the might of moral beauty, |
And stamp God’s image truly on the 5..r'.:gglmg
soul.”
What 2 noble ambition and destiny for the land |
that once deserved its title ef Island of Saints.. ]
His address to Ireland, his # Dark Rosaleen,” is an |
exquisite peom. - It is sit so beautiful, a gem
among Dpeetry,: tlmt it is difficuls to choose in it,
‘but I ehall give the verse I like best—
§ “Qver dews, over sands, )
Will I fiy for your weal ; ;
Your holy delicate white hands
Shall gu‘dle me with steel
At home in your emerald bowerl,
; ¢ . From morning’s dawn till ¢'en”
e You gil pray for me, my flower of flowers,
S My dark Rosaleen !
i ' My fond Rosaleen !
' o ’ll thmk of me through dayhght s hours,
l nrgm flawer, my flower of flowers,
t ki My dark Rosaleen.

Al b:ttetneu and despair of Mangan’s lud
nd expression in his poem, “ The |
" As we read it—that passionate
ym his soul by the burdens |
, the misery that was se keen
ed-uu tears of pity and sym-
our eyes fer the poet who still will |
paﬂ»ph\oe in Irish hewrts. v




# flod Zor slislter to Gud, Who HATR ™
0 Himsoulwith monp, AL

; Clarence Mangan snote his poera, “ The Wara-
| ing Voics,” in 1847, when the people of Irelind
i Were dying in thotisands of famiie, and on the
| eve of their laat despairing struggle - for ' libsrty.
{ Ab, how truly did the poset foresee the darknese
(end sorrow to come! Speaking of an era of
2 Knowledge, and Truth, and Peace, he told them—

On you its beawms glow nok—
| Eor you its flowers blow not, st ol
i You canaot rejoice in its Jight, =/
But in darknews and sufforing instead,’

.. You go down to the place of the dead.
The' postesses of Younz Irélandi—Fva, Mary, ]
ﬁxﬁ‘Speyanz&, will not sorn be forgetten, The
nogt brillisnt of thede, Speranza—Miss Jane
Frangss Hlgee—became TLady Wilde in after |
years. She first swrote for che Nation under the |
ame of John Fanshawe Ellis, and her articles at- |
treoted guch axtention that the editer, Charles |
Gavan Duffy, made an arravgement te meel and
[become sequainted with “ My, Ellis” 1 am sure
A& must have been surprised when he discovered
‘that  gentleman’s” identity. When Ireland’s
gopea had . again  besn erushed. and - the |
Young Treland leaders were brougat to triali
Tfm‘ treasen, one of she articles read against Cavan |

Julty was Lady Wilde’s Jucta 4leo Est, which
ad appeared in the Nation. “Iarm the culprit,
if erime it be,” exclaimed Speranga frem the
siery, as the readwz ciesed.  Through many
érsary years afterwards her poems appeared to
‘infuse hope inte the nation’s deepair and gloom.
Hlva, whose aongs thrilled the peaple frem the
Nation's pages, was liva Mary Kelly, a Galway
lady. Kevin fzod O’Doherty, her patriet lover,
wasarrested, and brought te trial iv 1848, Thetrial
‘failed twice through tke disagreement of the jury,
i aud Kevin was ofiered a merely nominal sentence,
1 if he would piead guilty, His Irish bleod revelred at |
I'the idea, but he sent for Iva, and told her te
decide for bim. ~She told him ‘to be a man and |
face the worst, no matter how long his sentence she|
would wait for him, e was sentenced ¢o trans-
portation for ten years, and on his return to Ice:
Iand, a free man; he found Eva faithiyl and wait- {
ing to welecome him. 3
Mary, Miss Ellen Downing, anether gifted |
writer of that tite, bas a sad story. Her lover, |
& Young Irelander, flad the country in '48, and,
faithless b0 the core, wedded another lady abroad.
Mary did mob long ‘survive his derersion, she had
given him her heart helieving in kLia nobility and
truth— believing him te be an Irishman—and the
blow ef his utter falseness was too 1auch for her !
1t is kuch as he whe Wi disgrace upon Ireland.
Charles’ Gavan Dufly, editor of the Nation,
and  Michael J Barry, contributed numerous
i ballads o the poetry of the Young Ireland peried.
pdehn Kells Ingram’s ballad, * Who fears to speak
of Ninety-eight ¢’ iz well known, as is also
“ 0'Donnell Abu,” by J M‘Cann.  The names of
R D Wiliiares, Rev"Chavies Mechan, Joha Ei
t Pignt, D Macnevin, Samuel Farguson, and John i
(FHagan, way also be found amesng the poets wf |
Young Iraland. !
Gur couniry has passed through much misery
and suiféring since those songs were peanedise
#id her cauee, but het Uright sunrise may be
nigh at hand, the day when, purified and ennebled
by the furnace fires, she will arize in her great-
uvezs and beauty te fulfil lier high destiny—to be |
tlig guide of nntiens ; 4
. G0 on, then, all vejaiceful 1 |
| March on thy earecr nnbowed | |
Trelind | let thy nobie voiceful =
dpiav ery to God aloud ! i
Bi. 1o sdan will bid thee speed,
© Glod will aid shesin thy need,
4'hie time, the bont, the power are near. -
w Winve M. ParTow,
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OUR PRIZE WINNARS.

Best Essay on “The book chat infiuenced  rae
most.”  Prize divided betsvean Winnio Pation|
{89778), and Patrick Walsh (35472). * Life afj
Mary Queen of Beots ” and * Davis’s Peems” re-|
spectively,  Highly commended—Bannah Fin-
aghty, Lily Farrelly,John Scanlan, Laursues New-
man, ER M'Kenna, T Vesey,  James M ‘Mahon. |
A M Sullivan’s *“Story of Ireland ” figured largely
In this competition and ssher bosks decling with
Irish histery, One 1nisce mentiobed the Tmitas |
tion ot Christ ” and certaiily one could hardly be |
influenced by a betser ook, . )

5 OUR PRIZE-WINNERY e U]
] Bast Fway. — Should Won sud Women "abiﬁ
| Bgusl?  Prize winner—Winule Patton (38776),
| Highty commmeded— Willic M. Keegh, Hatmah
i Finnghty. LLh oy ; A
i “Bast Sketch of & Steam Hngine.—None 4f th
{drawings were quibs ur) $o the mark, thongh some
were very guod.  Highly écommended—T T Red-
{ dingron, Cor P Donnelly (flluminated), Timobhy
| Leo Whelan, Moty Lizsis O’Jonoer, Commended
| ~Wm Murphy, Club Ne 2322 in sbversly répri<
{manded for sending a cepy of seme skotch with
which he wun » prive lass year. Daniel Kavansgh's,
skaich arrived tos late, i gl
Best Trus Stery about s Baby's funny <ayings:
No competiters, # / g 85

" OUR PRIZi WINN
Best Essay on * Winter.” -This bro
large and very excellent competition.

Lo ma-
i jority of the competitors were of such equal merit |
- that judgment was rendered most difficulv. - Prize
divided betwoen Nora Riugston (21129) and |
Agues M Farrelly (1133) The following were |
highly commended: “Wmnis Pagton, %j}gﬂ; 3
maghty, T - Galligher,  James  Callaw,{
‘Con Caulield, J N M Nulty, I J Burke, |
SWinifed Tatell, * Hopey
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