e st

.clothes hung upon them by a mystery, and

-eertain extent, as all do who achieve one.

“ing; he had graduated at the best hedge school

‘queatly, by saying in various languages which
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“THE SCHOOLMASTER’S DREAM.
AN IRISH TALE, BY MRS. § C. HALL.'

Jamns - Q’ExArY was a school master of
great learning, and still greater repute; his
schoel was .the most crowded of any -school
within filty miles of Killgubbin—yet he mo-
destly designased it his ¢ Small College,” and
his pupils ¢ his thrifle of boys.” ©'Leary ne- |

ver eousidered the ¢ vulgarians'—as'he term-

ed those who enly learn English, writing, and
arithmetic—worth counting. No boy, in his
estimation, merited naming or notice until he
eatered Virgil; he began his school catalogue
with ¢ the Virgils;” but was so decidedly
proud of his ¢ Homorians,” that he often re-
.gratted that he had noopportunity of ¢ taking
‘the shine ont of them ignorant chaps up at
Dublin college’ by a display of his ¢ Graci-
ans’—five or six clearheaded intelligent boys
whose brogues were on' their tougue; whose

yet poor feilows! were as proud of their Greek
and ay fond of capping Latin verses, as their
master himself.

James O’Leary deserved his reputation to a

In his boyhood he had been himself a poor
scholar and travelled the country for bis learn-

qin the kingdom of Kerry, and at one time had
an idea of entering Maynooth; but fortunately,
or unfortanately, as it might be, he lost his
vocation by falling in love and marrying Mary
Byrne, to whom, despite, a_ certain quantity
of hardness and pedantry, he always made u
kind husband, although Mary, docile and in-
tolligent in “every ' other respect, never could
athieve her A, B, C, this he was fond of in-
stancing as a proof of the inferiority of the fair
sex. James looked with the greatest contempt
at the system adopted by the National schools,
declaring: that Latin was the foundation upon
which all intellectual education should be rais-
ed. And that the man who had ro latin was
@ot worthy of being cousidered a man at all.

Donneybeg the parish in which he resided,
was a very remote silent district—an insolated
place, belonging chiefly to an apoletic old gan-
tleman, whose father having granted long
leases on remunerating terms, left him a cer-
tain income, safficient for himself; and net dis-
tressing to others. The simple farmers had
#o long considered Master O’Leary a miracle,
and he confirmed them in this opinion so fre-

they bad not understood if spoken in vernacu-
lar, that when a national school was proposed
in the parish by some officious person, they
offered to send up their schoolmaster attend-
ed by his latin and Greek scholars—tail fash-
ion—to - bother the boord.” This threw
James into a state of such excitement, that
he could hardly restrian himse!f, and indeed
his wife Joes not hestitate to say, that he has
never been right since.

The old Landlord was as decided an en-
emy to the National school system as the
master himself, and the matter dropped with-
out O’Leary having an apportuatty of ¢ floor-
ing the boord,” which he bitterly regrets.
James for many years afier his establishment
at Donneybeg, was exceedingly kind to the |
itinerent class of scholars, of whose merits he
was so bright an exomple. For a long time
his gollege was the refuge of every poor scho-
lar,’'who received gratunitous instructions {rom
the ¢ Master,’ and the attention and tenderness
of a mother from the * Mistress.” "This gen-
erosity on the part of James O’Leary increas-
od his reputation, and won hima great many
blessings from the poor, while pupils thronged
to him from distant parts of the kingdom—not
only the itinerent scholar, but the sons of snug
farmers who boarded in his neighbourhood,
and paid largely for the classics and all ac
complishments. This James found very profi-
table: in due time he slated his house, placing
a round stone as a pinacle on either gable, re-
Ppresenting, the one the terrestrial and the other
the celestial globe; he paved the little eourt-
yard with the multiplication table in black
and white stones; and constracted a summer-
house, to use his own phrase, on ¢ Geomitrical
principles,” whose interior was decorated with
maps add triangles, and every species of Infor-
mation. If pupils came before, they ¢ rained
on him,” after his® Tusculum® was finished;
and he had its name painted on u Gothic arch
aboeve the gate, which, such was the invetera-
cy of old habits,ulways stood open for want
ofa latch. But wsomehow, though James’s
fortunes improved, there was something about
his heart that was not right; he began to con-
sider | arning only valuable as a means of
wealth; he became civil to rich dunces, and
continually snubbed a first rate ¢ Gracian,’
who was, it is true, only a poer scholar. This
feeling like all others, at first merely tolera-
ted, gained gronnd by degress, until Master
O’'Leary pat the question f{requently to himself
—¢ Why he should do good and bother him-
solf aboat those who did no good to bim 2’
He had never ventured to say this out alond
to any one, but he had at lust whispered it
30 often to himself, that one evening seeing
Mary busily occupied turning round some pre—
paration in a little iron pot, reserved for deli-
«eate stir-about, gruel, or a * eup of droth’—
which he knew on that particular orcasion was
imtended for the ¢ Gracian’ who had been un-
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out of his pipe, and closing and clasping his
thumbed Homer, ke said, ¢ Mary cant ye
sit still at the wheel, now that the day’s
almost gone, and nature becomes soporific’—
 what signifies an inclination to repose?’

‘In a minate dear, it’s for poor Aby—he’s
sick entirely, and has no one to look to him.
: The place where he lodges has no convenience
for a drop of whey—and if it had the’ve no-
thing to turn it with, and nothing to make it
 of—so I’ll sit down at once *

¢ Then why don’t you sit down at once?
why do you sit wasting your time—to say no-
thing of the sweet milk—and the, he was go-
in tosay ¢ the sour,” but was ashamed, and
so0 added ¢ other things—for one who does no
good for us?’

“No good for us,’ repeated Mary as she
poured off the whey, keeping the curd care-
fully back with a horn spoon. ¢ No good to
us dear? why I’ts for Aby-the-what as you
call hin—Aby Gradus? No Aby the Graci-
an—your top boy—as he used to be—he that
his old grandmother—(God help us!—he had
no other kith or kin)—walked ten miles just
to see him stand at the head of his class, that
she might die with an easy heart—It’s for him
it is <

< Well,’ replied the master, ‘I know that;
I know it’s for him—and I’ll tell you what,
Mary, we are growing-—not to say ould —but
advancing to the region of middle life—past its
meridian, indeed—and we can’t afford to be
throwing away our substance on the like of

¢ James!” exclaimed Mary.

¢ Ay, indeed, Mary; we must come to a pe-
riod—a full stop, I mean—and'—he drew a
deep breath, then added—* and izke no more
poor scholars!’

¢ Oh, James, don ’t say the likes o’ that,’.
said the gentle hearted woman; * don't—a poor
scholar never came into the house that I did-
n’t feelas if he brought fresh air from heaven
with him—I never miss the bit I gave them—
my heart warms to the soft homely sound of
their bare feet on the floor, and the door
a’most opens of itself to let them in.’

¢ Still, we must take care of ourselves, wo-
man dear,’ replied James with a dogged look.
Why the look should be called ¢dogged,” I
do not know, for dogs are anything but obsti-
nate, or given to it; but he put on the sort of
look so called; aud Mary, not moved from her
purpose, covered the mouth of the jug with a
large red apple-potato, and beckoning a neigh-
bour’s child, who was nopping over the multi-
plication table in the little courtyard, desired
her to run for her life, with the jug, while it
was hot, to the house where Aby stopped that
week, and be sure to tell him he was to take
it after he had said his prayers, and while it
was screeching hot. She then drew her wheel
opposite her husband, and began spinning.

<1 thought, James,” she said, ¢ thai Abel
was a strong pet of yours, though you've cool-
ed to him of late; I’am sure he got you a deal
of credit.”

¢ AlIT’Il ever get by him.”

¢Oh, don’t say taat>—sure the blessing is a
fine thing; and all the learning you give out,
James, honey, doesn’t lighten what you have
in your head, which is a grate wonder. If I
only take the meal out of the losset, handful
by handful, it wastes away; but your brains
nold out better than the meal, take ever so
much away, and there’s the same still.

* Mary, you’re a fool, agra!’ answered her
husband: but he smiled. The schoolmaster
was a man, and all men like flattery even
from their wives.

* And that’s one reason, dear, why you can’t
be a loser by giving your learning to thewr that
wants it,” she centinued; * it does them good,
and does you no haim.’

The schoolmastar made no answer, and Ma-
ry continued. She was a true womarn, getting
her husband into good humour before she inti-
mated her object.

*1’ve always thought a red head luckey,
dear.”

*The ancients valoed the colour highly,” ke
answered.

¢ Think of that now! And a boy I saw to-
day hed just such another lucky mole as your-
self under his left eye.”

¢ What boy?” inquired the master.

¢ A poor fatherless and motherless craythur,
with his Vosters and little books slung in the
strap at his back,and a purty tidy second suit
of clothes under his arm for Sunday. Itput
me in mind of the way you tould me you set
off poor schelaring yerself, darlin’!—all as one
as that poor little boy, barrin ihe second suit
of clothes.’

¢ What did he want?’ inquired O’Leary, re-
suming his bad temper; for Mary made a mis-
take in her second hit. She judged of his cha-
racter by her own. Prosperity had rendered
her mere thoughtful and anxious to dispense
the blessings she enjoyed, but it had hardened
her husband.

¢ Just six monthse of your ieaching te make
a2 man of him, that’s all,’

4 Has he money to pay for it.’
«I’m sure I never asked him. The trifla

.callected for a poor schollar is little enough to

give aim a bit to eat, without paying anything
to a strong man like yourself, James O’Leary;
enly just the ase and contintment it brings to
one’s slcep by night, and one’s work by day,
10 be afther doing a kind turn to a fellow-chris-
tan.’

# Mary,” replied the schoolmaster, in a slow
and decided tone; that’s all botheration.’

Mary gave a start; she could hardly believe
she heard correctly; but there sat James O’-
leary, looking as hard as if he had been tarned
from & man of flesh into a man of stone.

el for some days—afier knocking the ashes

* Father of mercy!” she exclaimed, ©sgake

again, man alive! and tell usis it yerself that’s
in it!

James laughed—not joyously or humorous-
ly, but a little dry half starved laugh, lean
and hungry—a niggardly laugh; but before he
had time to reply, the door cpened slowly and
timidly, and a shock of rusty red hair, sur-
meunting a pale acute face, entered, consider-
ably in advance of the body to which it belon-

ed.
S That’s the boy I tould you of,’ said Mary.
Come in mabouchal; the ma ster himself's in
now, and will talk to you.’

¢ The boy advanced his slight delicate form
bowed both by study and privation; and his
keen penetrating eyes looking out from beneath
the projecting brows which overshadowed
them.

Mary told him to sit down; but he continu-
ed standing, his fingers twitching convulsively
amid the leaves of a Latin book, in which he
hoped to be examined.

¢ What’s your name?—and stand up! eaid the
master grufily. .

The boy told him his name was Edward
Moore, and asked ¢ ilfhe would give him the
run of the school, an odd lesson now and again
and let him pick up as much as he could?’

¢ And what,’ inquired O’Leary, * will you
give me in retun?’

¢ I have but little sir,” replied the boy, “for
my mother had six of vs, paying toone, whose
face we never see,a heavy rent for the shed
we starve under. My father’s i heaven—

"my eldest sister a cripple—and but for the

kindness of the neighbours, and the goodness
of ene or two families at Christmas and Whit-
suntide, and ahove all, the blessing of God,
which never leaves us, we might turn out upea
the road—anrd beg.’ .

¢« But all this is nothing to me,’ said O'Lea-
ty coldly.

¢ I know that sir,” answered the boy, yet
he looked as if he did not know it, ¢ though
your name’s up in_the country Yor kindaess as
well as learning. But I was coming to it—I
have a trifle of about eighteen shillings, besi-
des which the priest warned me to keep,
when 1 went for his blessing, ashe said I
might want it in case of sickness, and I was
thinking if yer honor would take the ten out
of the eighteen, for a quaiter; or so, I know’
1 can’t pay yer honor as I ought, only jast for
the love of God, and if ye’d please to ex-
amine me in the latin, his reverence said 1°d
be no disgrace to you’

« Just let me see what you’ve got,” said the
schoolmaster. The boy drew forth from in-
side his waiscoat the remnant of a cotton
nightcap, and held it towards the schoolmas-
ter’s extended hand; Fut Mary stood between
her husband aud his temptation. 3

«Pat it up child.” she said, ¢ the master
dos’nt want it; he had only amind to see if it
was sate.” Then aside to her husband, ¢ Jet
fall your hand James, it’s the devil that’s un-
der your elbow keeping it out, nibbling as the
fishes do at the hook! is it the thin shillings of
a widow’s son ye'd be after taking? It’s not
yourself that’s in it at all.” Then to the boy,
* Pat it up dear and come in the morning.’

But the silver had shone in the master’s eye
through the worn out knitting—* the thin
shillings’ as Mary called them—and their
chink aroused his avarice themore. So, stand-
ing up, he put aside his wife, as men often do
good council, with a strong arm, and declared
that he wounld have all or none; and that with,
out pay be would receive no pupil The boy
thirsting, for learning, almost without hestita—
tion agreed to give him all he possessed, only
saying that ¢ the lord above would raise us up
some friend who would give him a bit, a sup,
and a lock of straw, and a lock of straw to
sleep on.” Thus the bargain wus struck, the
penniless chiid turned from the door, knowing
| that at Jeast for that night, he wounld receive
shelter from some kind hearted cotter, and
perhaps give in exchange tuition to those who
couid not afford to go to the ¢ great master,’

‘he ¢ thin shillings,” strode towards a we
heaped hoard to add thereto the mite of a
fatherless boy. Mary crouched over the
cheerful fire, rocking herself backwards and
forwards 1 real sorrow, and determined to
consult the priest on the change that had come
| over her husband, turning him out of himself
into ¢ something not right.’

This was O’Leary’s first public attempt to
work out his determination, and he was tho-
rougly ashamed of himsel®, he did not care to
encounter Mary’s reproachful looks, so he
brenght over his blotted desk, and sat with
his back to her. apparently intent on his books;
but despite all he could do, his mind went
wandering back to the time he was a poor
scholar himself; and no watter whether he
looked over problems, or turned leaves of Ho-
mer, thero was the pale gentle faco of the
poer scholar, whom he had ¢ fleeced” to the
uttermost.

¢ Mary,” he said, anxious to be reconciled
to himself, © there was never one of them
poor scholars tbat had not twice as much as
they purtended.”

¢ Was that the way with yersslf, avick?’
she answered. James pushed back the desk,
flung the ruler at the cat, bounced.the door af-
ter'him, and went to bed. He did not full
very soon asleep—nor when he did, he did
not sleep very soundly—but tossed and
tumbled about in a most undignified manver;
so much so, that his poor wife left off rocking,
and taking out her beads, began praying as
fast and hard as she could, and she believed
 her prayers took effect, for he soon became
tranquil and slept soundly. But Mary went
on praying. 'She was accounted and was cal-

led the steadiest band at prayers in the coun-

while the dispenser of krowledge. chinkinﬁ_

try; but on this particnlar night she prayed em

i without stopping, until the gray cock, who al-

ways crowed ut four, told her whav the time
was, and she thongh: she might as well sleep
for a couple of hours; for Mary could not only
pray when she liked, but sleep when she

leased, which is frequently the case with the
innocent hearted. As soen "however, as she
hung the beads on the:same nail that support-
ed the holy water, cross, and cup, James gave™
a groan and a start, and called her. ¢ Give m®
your hand,’ he said ¢ that I may know that "®»
you that’s in it.” Mary did so, and affection=
ately bid God bless him.

¢« Mary my owa auld darling,” he whispered
¢ 1I’m a grate sinner, and all iy learning is’nt
—is’nt worth a brass farthing.” Mary was
really astonished to hezr bim say this. I's
~quite in airnest 1 am dear; and here’s the key
of my little ‘bex, and go and bring out that
poor scholars nightcap, and take care of his
money, and as soon as day breuks entirely, go
find out where he’s stapping, and tell him that
I'll never touch cross nor coin belonging te
him, nor ene of his class, and give him baek
his coins of silver and his coins of brass and,
Mary agra, if you’ve the power furn every
‘boy in the parish into a poor schelar, that I
may have the satisfaction of teaching them,
for 1 have had a dream, Mary, and Il tell it
to you, who knews better than myself how te
be grateful for such a warning. There praiss
the holy saints! is a streak of -daylight; mow
listen Mary, and don’t interrupt me:—

I suppose its dead J was_first; but anyhow,
I thought I was floatiag -about in a dark spaee
and every minute 1 wanted to fly up but some-
thing kept medown. I could not rise—and
as I grew used to the darkness, you see, 1 saw
a great many things floating about like myself

| —mighty curious shapes. One of them, with

wings like a bat, came close to me; and af-
ter all what was it but a Homar; and I thought
maybe it wouli halp me up, but when I made
a grab at it turned into smoke. Then eame &
great white faced owl, with red bothered eyes
and out of one of them glared a Voster, and
out of another a Gouch; aud globes and ink-
horns changed, Mary, in the sight of my two
| looking eye, into vivacious tadpoles, swim-
ming here and there and making game of me
as they passed. Obh, I thought the time was
a thousand years, and everything about me
talking bad latin and Greek that would bother
a saint, and I without power to answeror to
get away, 1’m thinking it was the school-
master’s purgatory I wasin.

¢ Maybe so.” replied Mary, ¢ particalarly
ae they would’ut let you correct the bad Latia

dear.”

¢ But it changed Mary, and 1 found mysell
after a thousand or two years, in the mid’st of

2 mist—there was a mistiness all around me
—and in my head—but it was clear, soft
downy like vapour, and 1 had my full liberty
in it, so1 kept on going up—up for ever o
many years, aud by degrees it cleared away,
drawing itself into a. bohreen at either side,
leading towards a great hill ef light, and I
made seraight for the hill; and having got ov-
er it, I looked up and of allthe brightness I
ever saw, was the brighthess above me the
brightest; and the more I looked at it the
brighter it grew ; and yet there was no dazals
in my eyes; and something whispered’ to me
that it was heaven, and with that 1 fell on my
knees and asked how I was to get up there;
for mind ye Mary there was a gult between it
and the hill; or, to speak more to ycwr wnder
standing, a gap; the hill of light above me was
in no ways joined to the hill on which I stood.
So I cried how was I to get there. Well be-
fore you could say twice ten, there steod be-
fore me seven poor scholars, those seven dear,
that I taught, that have taken the vestments
gince, 1 knew them all; and I knew them
well. Many a hard day’s work I have gone
through with them, jist for that holy blessed
pay, the love of God—there they stood with
and Abel at their head.”

+Oh_yah mullah! think of that now my
poor Aby; did’nt I say the pure drop was s
him?!’ interrupted Mary.

<The way for you to get to that happy
place masther dear,” they said, * is foryoun @
muke a ladder of us.”’

<« Is ita ladder of the b

« Whist will ye,” interrupted the mawter *we
are the stairs,” said they ¢that will Jead yom
to the happy mansion. All your learning

 which you were so procd—all your examins-

tions—all your disquisitiens and knowledge—
your algebra und mathematics—your Greek—
ay, or even your Hebrew, if you bad that
same, are no' worth a traneey. All the
mighty fine doings, the greatness of man, or of
man’s learning, are not the value of a single
blessing here; but we, masther jewel, w»
ARE YOUR CHARITIES, seven of us poof
boys, through your means learned their duty—
seven of us, and upon us you can vialk up ¥
the shining light, and be happy for ever.’

I wasn’t a bit bothered at the iden of making
king a step ladder the seven holy crathurs,whe
though they had been poor  scholars, was af
before myself where we were now ;but a9 they
bent, 1 first stept on Abel, them on Paddy
Blake, thea on Billy Murphy ; but anybow,
when I got to the end of tha seven, I foend
therewas five or six more wanting; I tried !¢
make a spring, and only for Abel 1'd hav?
gone—I don’t know where: he held me fart
« Oh Lord be merciful! is this the way. with
we after all,’ 1 said.—¢ Boys darlings! can ¥°
get me nomore than half way after all?’

«Bare there must be some more of us 1
help you’ makes answer Paddy Blake, *S8r?
ye lived many years in the world after W°
left yo,” says Abel, ¢ and unless you harden-
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