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EARLY IRISH LITERATURE.

THE editors of ¢ IRISH LITERATURE’ have very wisely de-
cided to represent in their volumes, so far as literal trans-
lations will allow them, the real autochthonous literature
of Ireland as it existed both before any of the modern lan-
guages of Europe had made their appearance as literary
vehicles, and since that time. The great and revivifying
movement which is at present pulsing through Ireland, and
creating, wherever it is felt, new hopes and a new spirit,
has indeed rendered it impossible to produce a work upon
Irish literature in which, as has happened too often before,
the real Irish element was calmly ignored, and the scope
of Irish literature narrowed to the productions of Eng-
lish-Irish writers, who after all were, for the most part, too
often only imitations of Englishmen.

For the literature of Ireland does not begin with Ware
or with Swift, with Molyneux or with Sherldan

Hundreds of years before the English language had risen
out of a conglomeration of Anglo-Saxon and Norman-
French, hundreds of years before the langue d’oil and
the langue d’oc struggled for mastery upon the plains of
France, hundreds of years before the language of the Ni-
belungen Lied had risen upon the ruins of Gothic, Ireland
swarmed with bards, scholars, poets, saga-tellers, and
saga-writers; while ¢ the countless hosts of the illuminated
books of the men of Erin ” (as Angus the Culdee had called
them more than two centuries before the birth of William
the Conqueror) filled the island from shore to shore; and
Erin, at that time civilizer and Christianizer of the western
world, was universally known as the ¢ Island of Saints and
Scholars.”

There are two points about the native literature of Ire-
land which entirely differentiate it from the rest of the
vernacular literatures of Europe, Greek excepted. The
first of these is the extraordinarily early period at which
it took its rise, and the enormous length of time during
which it flourished. The other is the absolute originality
of this literature, which was self-evolved, which was utterly
unaffected by classic models, and in the syntax of which
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viii EARLY IRISH LITERATURE.

scarcely a trace is to be found of those Latinisms upon
which are really founded and built up so many other mod-
ern languages. It is only right, accordingly, that a word
of warning should at the outset be addressed to the reader
of these volumes, and that he be reminded, when reading, of
how necessary it is to place the occasional pieces culled
from this antique literature in their proper perspective.
In other words, he should be invited to approach them with
a certain historic sense of the early date at which they were
written, and of the strange and self-developed people that
produced them, so different from the rest of Europe in
their manners, thoughts, feelings, civilization, and, beyond
all, in their mode of expression. Ireland’s wonderfully
copious and extraordinarily early literature is, without
doubt, her greatest glory; but its very wildness of flavor
and strange extravagance of manners are likely sometimes
to render it of only moderate interest to the ordinary reader
of English—more to him I imagine than to readers of other
languages—although it can never fail to be piquant and de-
lightful to the literary connoisseur, who is sure to be cap-
tivated by its unique originality. There are a sufficient
number of pieces included in these volumes for the reader
to sample their flavor for himself, but to do so to the full
he must, as I have said, remember that many of them
were composed and written before the English language,
through the medium of which he now reads them, had been
heard of. He must also remember that it is universally
acknowledged that the extracts from Ireland’s heroic past’
portray pictures of a far older and more primitive civiliza-
tion than any that either the Slavs, the Teutons, or the
Latin-speaking races have preserved, pictures of an age
more primitive in point of social development—though it
is later in point of time—than even those depicted in the
lays of Homer. :

There has seldom been a literature pursued with greater
malignity and a prey to greater misfortune than that of
Ireland. The Norsemen, who first made their appearance
:c‘oward t’l,le closg of the eighth century, made it a point to

drown thp Irish books, since fire was a less certain agent
than water in the destruction of the parchment volumes.
When the worst storms of the Norse invasions, which had
lasted for over two hundred Years, had come to an end, on
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the 23d of April, 1014, by the crushing defeat of Clontarf,
“ the countless hosts of the illuminated books of the men of
Erin ”” had almost disappeared, and the literati of Ireland,
under the great Brian, began laboriously to gather together
their fragments and to rewrite them. It is from this period
that the most important still existing Irish MSS. date, and
these contain largely a re-editing in the language of the
twelfth century of things originally composed in old Irish,
many of which were first written centuries and centuries
before.

But it may well be asked, how is it possible or how can
it be proved that the Irish had a written literature cen-
turies before the rest of western Europe, and preserved
an accurate history of their own past when the contem-
porary history of so much of the western world is sunk in
the blackest oblivion? A conclusive answer to this ques-
tion is furnished by the Irish Annals, which have been
proved by the discoveries of modern science to be exceed-
ingly reliable. There is only one class of entries by which
the credibility of the Irish Annals can be absolutely tested,
and that is by their accounts of natural phenomena. If,
for instance, we find, on calculating backward, as modern
science has luckily enabled us to do, that such events as, for
instance, occurrence of eclipses, are recorded to the day
and bour by the Annalists, we can then know with
something like certainty that these phenomena were re-
corded at the time of their appearance by writers who ob-
served them; whose writings must have been actually seen
and consulted by those later Annalists whose books we
possess. Nobody could think of saying of natural phenom-
ena thus accurately recorded, as they might of mere his-
torical narratives, that they were handed down by tradi-
tion only, and reduced to writing for the first time many
centuries later. Now the Annals of Ulster, to mention
one alone of many, treat of Irish history from about the
year 444 onward; and in the Annals we find between the
year 496 and the year 884 as many as eighteen records of
eclipses and comets which agree exactly, even to the day
and hour, with the calculation of modern astronomers.
How impossible it is to keep such records accurately, unless
written memoranda are made of them by eye-witnesses, is
shown by the fact that the great Bede, the glory of the
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Anglo-Saxon church, in recording the striking solar ecl.ipse
which took place only eleven years before his own birth,
is yet two days astray in his date. On the other hand,
Cathal Maguire, the compiler of the Annals of Ulster, gives
not only the exact day but the exact hour, thus showing
that he had access to the original account of an eye-witness,
or to a copy of it. .

Indeed, it is almost certain that the Irish had written
books before the coming of Saint Patrick. Keating ex-
pressly mentions one such volume, the ‘ Book of Droms-
neachta,” which is often quoted as a source of information
in our oldest manuseripts; and O’Curry seems to have
proved that this book was compiled by a Pagan, son of a
man who died in the year 379.

Then, too, the Irish Celts invented for themselves—at
what period is doubtful—a very ingenious alphabet, and
one unknown to the rest of Europe. Inscriptions in this
alphabet are found, chiefly upon stone monuments, only in
Ireland and in those parts of Great Britain, Scotland, and
Wales where the Irish Celts had made settlements. This
curious script is known as Ogham. It consists of a num-
ber of lines, some short, some long, some straight, and some
slanting, drawn either below, above, or through one long
stem line. This stem line, in the stone monuments, is
usually the sharp angle or corner between two sides of the
upright rectanglar stone. Dots or nicks represent the
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The above is a simple inscription—MAQI LIAG MAQI
ERICA, i.e. “ of Mac Liag the son of Erc.”

Over two hundred monuments have been found inscribed
in Ogham, and the language appears to be that of the old
Gaulish inscriptions, infinitely older in its forms than the
very oldest language preserved in the oldest manuscripts.
So much for the age of the most ancient Irish records.
Now let us glance at their extent.

The exact amount of Irish literature still remaining has
never been accurately determined. M. d@’Arbois de Jubain-
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ville has noted 133 existing MSS., all of them over three
hundred years old, and some over 1,000 years, and the whole
number which he found existing in public libraries on the
Continent and in the British Isles was 1,009. But hun-
dreds upon hundreds of other MSS. exist in private collec-
tions scattered throughout the country, and hundreds upon
hundreds more have been destroyed since the so-called
“ National ” Schools were established by the English Gov-
ernment in Ireland, to train up the children of Irishmen as
though they were the children of people in Birmingham or
Liverpool. Jubainville quotes a German as estimating that
the literature produced by the Irish before the seventeenth
century, and still existing, would fill a thousand octavo
volumes. O’Curry, O’Longan, and O’Berne Crowe cata-
logued something more than half the manuscripts in the
Royal Irish Academy, and the catalogue of the contents
filled thirteen volumes containing 3,448 pages. From a
rough examination of these I should calculate the number
of different pieces catalogued at about eight or ten thou-
sand, and varying from single ranns or quatrains to long
epic poems and sagas. And the Academy is only one of
many libraries where Irish MSS. are deposited.

The contents of these volumes are not all pure literature.
Law, medicine, science, annals, and genealogies fill many
of them. But the Sagas, the Lives, and the Poems are what
chiefly interest us from a literary point of view.

There are three well-marked classes of sagas, dealing
with different periods and different materials, and out-
side of these are many isolated ones dealing with minor in-
cidents. The three chief cycles of saga-telling are the
mythological, the Red Branch, and the Fenian cycles. The
first of these is really concerned with the most ancient tales
of the early Irish pantheon, in which what are obviously
supernatural beings and racés are more or less “ euhemer-
ized,” or presented as real men and heroes. Lugh the long-
handed, the Dagda, and Balor of the Evil Eye, who figure
in these stories, are evidently ancient gods of Good and
Evil, while the various colonizations of Ireland by Par-
tholan, the Nemedians, and the Tuatha De Danann, may
well be the Irish equivalent of the Greek legend of the three
successive ages of gold, silver, and brass. The next great
cycle of story-telling, the Heroic, Ultonian, or Red Branch
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cycle, as it is variously called, is that in which Cuchulain
and Conor mac Nessa king of Ulster are the dominating
figures, and the third great cycle deals wi'th Finn mac Cum-
hail, his son Oisin, or Ossian, the poet, his grapdson Oscar,
and the High Kings of Ireland, who were their contempo-
raries. In addition to these there are a number of short
groups of tales or minor cycles, and many completely inde-
pendent sagas, most of them dealing, as these greater cy-
cles do, only with pre-Christian times, though a few belong
to the very early medieval period.

All these Irish romances are compositions upon which
more or less care was evidently bestowed in ancient times,
as is evident by their being shot through and through with
verses. These verses often amount to a considerable por-
tion of the whole saga, and Irish versification is usually
very elaborate and not the work of any mere inventor or
story-teller, but of a highly trained technical poet. Very
few sagas, and these chiefly of the more modern ones, are
written in pure prose.

In the Book of Leinster, a manuscript made nearly eight
hundred years ago, we find a list in which the names of 187
of these sagas are given. An ollamh, as the holder of the
highest bardic degree was called, was obliged to know by
heart two hundred and fifty prime sagas, and one hundred
secondary ones. The prime stories—combinations of epic
and novel,of prose and poetry—are divided in the Book
of Leinster and other manuscripts unto the following
catalogue: Destructions of fortified places, Cow-spoils
(i.e. Cattle-raiding expeditions), Courtships or Wooings,
Battles, Cave stories, Navigations, Tragical deaths, Feasts,
Sieges, Adventures, Elopements, Slaughters, Water-erup-
tions, Expeditions, Progresses (migrations), and Visions.
“He is no poet,” says the Book of Leinster, * who does
not synchronize and harmonize all the stories.” Besides
the 187 stories whose names are given in the Book of
Leinster, we have a second list giving the names of a great
number of other sagas. This list is contained in the tenth
or eleventh century tale of Mac Coise. Now what is most
noticeable in these lists is that, while the known sagas con-
tained in them deal with subjects of Irish history from the
sixth century before Christ onward, not one of them treats
of matters later than the seventh century after Christ. The
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very essence of the national life of Ireland was embodied in
these compositions, but unfortunately few specimens of this
enormous mass of literature have survived to our day, and
many of these are mutilated or are mere digests. Some,
however, exist at full length, quite sufficient to show us
what our romances were like, and to cause us to regret the
irreparable loss inflicted upon the Irish race by the ravages
of Danes, Normans, and English. Even as it is, O’Curry
computes that the contents of the strictly historical tales
known to him would be sufficient to fill 4,000 quarto pages.
He computed that the stories about Finn, Ossian, and the
Fenians would fill another 3,000 pages, and the miscella-
neous imaginative stories that are neither historical nor
Fenian would fill 5,000 pages more. So much for the ex-
tent of the saga literature; now let us glance at its style.
The romantic, as opposed to the realistic, dominates Irish
utterance from first to last. Allied to this we find an ex-
uberance of minute description and a love of adjectival
thunder, which last, by the way, is a trait that has not
wholly departed even to this day from among Irishmen
—even those who have lost their language. Its love of
rhetoric, its peculiar mode of hyperbole, and its copious-
ness of synonyms lend to early Irish literature a charm and
a flavor that are wanting to early German, Anglo-Saxon,
and Norman-French. On the other hand, Irish writers, de-
spite their weakness for a multitude of alliterative adjec-
tives, go fairly straight to the point. Their sentences are
not obscure or involved, and there is very little of mysticism
or cloudiness about them. * Ce qui n’est pas clair n’est pas
francais,” say the French, and the same with much truth
may be said about the Irish. They begin their sentences
with the verb instead of ending with it, as do the Germans.
Some witty linguist once remarked that had the Irish
through some philological catastrophe been forced to speak
in German half the race would have died through heart
disease within a couple of generations. This is perhaps
poking an undue fun at the rapidity and vigor of the out-
pourings of an Irishman’s mouth, but it is not without an
element of truth in it, all the same. The ancient Gael did
not avoid similes, but he did not make an excessive use
of them. In this respect the Welsh books are more demon-
strative and less chastened than the Irish. Both offer
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a curious contrast to the Anglo-Saxon. In the whole
seven thousand lines of Beowulf we meet with scarcely
one simile. Yet in spite of their exuberant number of ex-
pletives and other peculiarities, the early Irish were mas-
ters of story-telling, and pursue their sagas to the end, with-
out over-redundancy or chasing of side issues, so that each
presents a fairly perfect unity of its own. In this way their
best poetry often reminds us of the marvelous drawings in
their illuminated manuscripts, which, despite the thou-
sand-fold involutions and twistings of their lines and
knots and other ornaments, never fail, when looked at
from a distance, to present a perfect unity of figure. The
naiveté of Irish similes i8 also striking, and they are
usually introduced in a natural manner of their own, com-
pletely different from the severe and self-possessed similes
of the Latin and Greek epics. There is more of quaintness,
more of originality, and, if I may say so, more of humanity
about them. Thus in describing the appearance of Cuchu-
lain, the romancist exclaims in admiration of his white
teeth, “ it scemed as though it were a shower of pearls that
were flung into his head.” When his steeds have the reing
flung loose upon their necks their career is “like a hawk’s
swooping from a cliff on a day of hard wind.” The watch-
man who beholds Froech and his suite flashing past him
in crimson and gold relates it to the listeners, and adds,
“from the perfumed breeze that floated over them it is the
same with me as if my head were over a vat of wine.”
When Lughaidh (Lewy) is pursued by Conall Cearnach,
his servant looking behind him sees the pursuing chariot
and tells his master that a warrior is on his track: “you
would believe,” said the servant, “ that all the crows of Ire-
land were flying above him, and flakes of snow are whiten-
ing the plain before him.” ¢ Those birds you see,” said
Lewy, “are the earthclods thrown up by the hooves of the
Dewy-Red, Conall’s steed, and those flakes of snow are
the foam from his nostrils.”?

We also find in early Irish literature a disinclination to
indulg_e in anything like generalization or metaphysical ab-
stractions, even of the simplest kind, a disinclination which
perhaps accounts for the particularity of description

1 8ee t}xe story of ‘ The Death of Cuchulain,’ from ¢ Cuchulain of Muir-
themne,’ by Lady Gregory, in Vohime IV.
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which is such a marked feature in the sagas. Everything
there is described in detail, with a minute individual
analysis. Thus the board on which Queen Medb (Méve)
plays chess is “ a beauteous chess table—a chess board of
fine metal on it, four ears and elbows on it,” “a candle of
precious stone illuminating it for them ”; “of gold and
silver are the chessman on that table.” This faculty for
close description is nearly allied to the love of expletives
by which nearly all Irish writers, not the unknown writers
of the sagas alone, but biographers, historians, and theolo-
gians, are more or less affected. Thus in the almost con-
temporary account of the Danish wars, the blow which
Murrough deals the Earl of Orkney is “a fierce powerful
crushing blow,” the right hand that deals it is “ valiant,
death-dealing, active,” the helmet on which it alights is
“the hateful foreign helmet,” and so on.

Another trait which distinguishes even the earliest Irish
literature from that of the rest of Europe is the marvelous
way in which it is interpenetrated by the love of nature in
all its aspects. The songs of summer and winter, and the
dialogue of the King and the Hermit contained in these vol-
umes are instances of what I mean. When the Fenian
poet describes the delights and pastimes of the famous
Finn mac Cumhail, the commander of the Fenian bands
in the third century, he expresses himself thus:

‘¢ The desire of my hero who feared no foe,
‘Was to listen all day to Drumderrig’s sound,
To sleep by the roar of the Assaroe,
And to follow the dun deer round and round.

¢t The warbling of blackbirds in Letter Lee,
The Strand where the billows of Ruree fall,
The bellowing ox upon wild Moy-mee,
The lowing of calves upon Glen-da-vaul,

‘¢ The blast of the horns around Slieve Grot,

The bleat of the fawns upon Cua’s plain,
The sea-bird’s scream in a lonesome spot,
The croak of the raven above the slain,

¢ The wash of the waves on his bark afar,
The yelp of the pack as they turn Drimliss,
The baying of Bran upon Knock-in-ar,
The murmur of fountains below Slieve-mis,
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¢ The call of Oscar upon the chase, . .
The tongue of the hounds on the Fenians’ plain,
Then a seat with the men of the bardic race,
Of these delights was my hero fain.”

And the poet Oisin or Ossian is supposed to describe to
Saint Patrick the exquisite singing of the Blackbird of
Derrycarn, and the delight which his father Finn had
taken in listening to it. My friend Dr. Sigerson has thus
translated these verses:

¢ The tuneful tumult of that bird,
The belling deer on ferny steep,
This welcome in the dawn he heard,
This soothed at eve his sleep.

¢t Dear to him the wind-loved heath,
The whirr of wings, the rustling brake,
Dear the murmuring glens beneath,
And sob of Droma’s lake.

“ The cry of hounds at early morn,
The pattering deer, the pebbly creek,
The cuckoo’s call, the sounding horn,
The swooping eagle’s shriek.”

In fact the glowing rendering of nature-scenes, which
appear to have perfectly intoxicated the early Irish, fre-
quently transcends mere descriptive and borders upon the
interpret~tive. This is no doubt what prompted Matthew
Arnold to write as follows: “ The Celt’s quick feeling for
that which is noble and distinguished gave his poetry style;
his indomitable personality gave it pride and passion;
his sensibility and nervous exaltation give it a better gift
still—the gift of rendering with wonderful felicity the
magical charm of nature. The forest solitude, the bub-
bling spring, the wild flowers, are everywhere in romance.
They have a mysterious life and grace there: they are na-
ture’s own children and utter her secret in a way which
makes them quite different from the woods, waters, and
plants of Greek and Latin poetry. Now of this delicate
magic Celtic romance is so pre-eminent a mistress that it
seems impossible to believe the power did not come into
romance with the Celts; magic is just the word for it—the
magic of nature; not merely the beauty of nature—that the
Greeks and Latins had ; not merely an honest smack of the
soil, a faithful realism—that the Germans had; but the in-
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timate life of nature, her weird power and fairy dream.”
Even the animals in the Irish sagas have often an interest
attached to them for their own sake, which may have had
its origin in the Druids once teaching a doctrine of me-
tempsychosis. Bran, the hound of Finn mac Cumhail, was
no mere dog, and Oisin himself was descended from a
mother who had once been a deer. Cuchulain’s great war-
horse, the “ Grey of Macha,” knows when its master is go-
ing to his fate, and unwillingly allows itself to be yoked to
his chariot. The magnificent white bull of Méve, Queen of
Connacht, had been once a man, reborn a bull, who, ¢ think-
ing it dishonorable ” to remain under a woman’s control,
passed over to the herds of Méve’s husbhand, thus giving
rise to the greatest of all Irish epics, the Cattle-Spoil of
Cuailgne. The very trees and plants have a life of their
own. The mountain ash in which Diarmuid conceals him-
self while the Fenians play at chess below sprung from an
enchanted berry; the branch which the little boy shakes
before King Cormac has power to dispel sorrow and sick-
ness. The hard rock is gifted with a voice and can both an-
swer and prophesy. Even the billows of Ocean are inspired
with a spirit, and when a catastrophe is impending the
Wave of Cliodhna rolls in upon the shore in thunder. The
very air is tenanted by supernatural beings. When “the
battle-fighting battle-winning hero Cuchulain” springs
into his chariot, there shout around him ¢ spirits and
goblins and spirits of the air and demons of the glens.”
Venomous witches ride upon the wind, and the direction
from which the breeze blows at the time of birth influences
the rest of a man’s existence. Even among the early
Christians this sympathy with the animal creation re-
mained. Saint Columcille when in exile at Iona is made
aware that a heron from Ireland with long-drawn weary
strokes of its wounded wings has alit half frozen upon
the furthest point of his island, and he sends one of the
brothers to care for the bird and chafe its wings and feed
it, because it had come from Erin, from the land he should
not see with his eyes again forever. And when Columcille
himself is about to die, although seemingly in health, the
old white horse, the faithful servant of the monks of Iona,
is mysteriously aware of what the monks themselves did
not know, and approaching the saint thrusts its head into
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his bosom and weeps copious tears. And the story runs
that one of the early Irish saints, finding that while im-
mersed in prayer and meditation a blackbird had made a
nest upon his hand, which was extended through the win-
dow, refused to chase the bird away or to withdraw his
hand until she had hatched her eggs!

This excessive love of nature among the early Irish is
all the more remarkable when we remember that it has
always been believed that the Aryan races owe their ap-
preciation of the beauties of nature to the introduction
among them of Christianity. Religion for the first time
taught them that the same God that created them created
also all their surroundings, and thereby made these sur-
roundings an object of increased interest. Any esthetic
sensibility, where nature was concerned, seems to have
been practically unknown among the Pagans of Greece
and Rome. According to Humboldt, we discern the first
faint traces of it in Cicero and the younger Pliny. But
the Irish Pagan seems to have been penetrated with it to
his profoundest depths, for there can be little doubt that
such descriptions as I have quoted do not take their color
from Christianity, but are a real legacy from pre-Christian
times.

No account of Irish literature, however brief, can be
given without mentioning the elaborate system of bards,
poets, and meters, which seems to have assumed shape in
very early days. There was probably never any race of peo-
ple who so reverenced, admired, and, better still, rewarded
their poets, as did the Irish. The complexity of the bardie
system almost takes one’s breath away. There were two
classes of poets, the filés (fillas) and the bards, the latter
b(_eing quite inferior in rank to the former. The bards were
divided into Free and Un-Free, or Patrician and Plebeian,
There are eight grades of Patrician and eight of Plebeian
bards, each with his own restrictions and laws. These
shared between them, with the more powerful filés, the
three hundred or more meters which had been invented in
pre-Danish times. The names, and specimens of the greater
part of these meters, have come down to us in the surviv-
{n;tg fratgments of the poets’ books and they are of intense
interest.

It is a tremendous claim to make for the Celt that
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he taught Europe to rhyme, yet this claim has been made
for him over and over again, not by himself, but by
some of the greatest European linguists. The illustrious
Zeuss, the founder of Celtic studies, is emphatic upon this
point. “ The form of Celtic poetry,” he writes, “ to judge
both from the older and more recent examples, appears to
be more ornate than the form of any other nation, and
even more ornate in the older forms than in the modern
ones; from the fact of which greater ornateness it un-
doubtedly came to pass that at the very time when the
Roman empire was hastening to its ruin, the Celtic forms
—at first entire, afterward in part—passed over not only
into the songs of the Latins but also into those of other
nations and remained in them.” He unhesitatingly
ascribes the advance toward rhyme, made by the Anglo-
Saxons in their Latin hymns, to Irish influence. “ We
must believe,” he said, ¢ that this form of composition
was introduced amongst them by the Irish, as were
the arts of writing and of painting and of ornamenting
manuscripts, since they themselves in common with the
other Germanic nations made use in their poetry of
nothing but alliteration.” ¢ Final assonance or rhyme
can have been derived only from the laws of Celtic phonol-
ogy,” says Constantine Nigra. One thing at least is cer-
tain, that already in the seventh century the Irish not only
rhymed but used intricate and beautiful meters of their
own, while for many centuries after this period the Ger-
manic nations could only rudely alliterate. After the
seventh century the Irish brought their rhyming system
to a pitch of perfection undreamed of by any other nation,
even to this day. The elaborateness of the system they
evolved, the prodigious complexity of the rules, the subtlety,
delicacy, and intricacy of their poetical code, are astound-
ing, and wholly unparalleled by anything that the rest of
the western world has produced.

After the coming of the Normans, Irish art and Irish
literature began to decline, and the next four centuries
produced little except the rather stereotyped poems of the
bardic houses, whose imaginative faculties were too much
overridden by the artificial difficulties of their art—diffi-
culties which they seem to have almost taken a delight in
creating for themselves. In the seventeenth century the
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great Gaelic houses, overthrown by incessant wars with
English invaders, began to succumb to fire and sword and
banishment, and the fortunes of the hereditary bards fell
with the fortunes of their patrons. Then a new school
arose from among the people themselves, untrammeled by
technicalities, and produced an exquisite new growth of
poetry throughout the length and breadth of Ireland. The
motto of the new school might have been couched in the
words which Uhland addressed to the poets of Germany:

¢ Formel hilt uns nicht gebunden,
Unsere Kunst heisst Poesie 1

Scores and scores of new and brilliant meters, based upon
an accentual instead of the old syllabic system, made their
appearance, and the Irish deprived by law of their trade,
their education, their lands, and all the rights and possi-
bilities of free men, could do nothing else but sing, which
they did in almost every county in Ireland, with all the
sweetness of the dying swan.

Irish literature never quite ceased to be written, but the
nineteenth century produced little worth remembering.
It is only within the last few years that a new and able
school of Irish writers has sprung up, with a sympathetic
public to encourage it, and bids fair to do something once
again that may be worthy of the history of our island—
once one of the spots most desirous of learning and of lit-
erature to be found in the whole world. The tenth volume
of ‘ IRISH LITERATURE ’ contains some specimens of this new
school with translations. ‘
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SIR WILLIAM FRANCIS BUTLER.
(1838 —)

MAJOR-GENERAL SIR W. F'. BUTLER, K.C.B., the well-known soldier-
author, was born in 1838. He was educated in a Jesuit college and
trained for his profession at Sandhurst. At twenty years of age he
was appointed to an ensigncy in the 69th Regiment, and rose rapidly,
becoming captain in 1872; major, 1874; and deputy adjutant quarter-
master-general, headquarters staff, 1876.

He served with distinction on the Red River expedition, and acted
as special commissioner to the Saskatchewan Territories in 1870 and
1871. While in command of the West Akim native forces during
the Ashantee war, he was honorably mentioned in several dis-
patches of Sir Garnet Wolseley. In 1874 he received the order of
Companion of the Bath. In 1877 he married Miss Elizabeth Thomp-
son, the famous painter of ‘ The Roll Call,’ etc. He also served in
the Zulu war, and the Egyptian campaigns of 1882, 1884-85.

He prepared the first portion of the Nile flotilla in 1884; he was in
the Soudanese war in 1886; in Egypt from 1890 to 1893; was ap-
pointed to the Cape command in '98-99 and was made Lieutenant-
General in 1900. Throughout his military career he has, with the
one exception recorded in his ‘ History of a Failure, an account of
the English attack on Coomassie,” been conspicuously successful.
He has received frequent commendations from superiors and many
other marks of distinction.

‘While in North America he collected materials for his two well-
known works, * The Great Lone Land ’ and ¢ The Wild North Land.’
He has written also * Akim-foo, the History of a Failure,’ * Far and
Out,’ ‘ Red Cloud, the Solitary Sioux,’ ‘* The Campaign of the Cata-
racts,” ‘Charles George Gordon,’ ‘Sir Charles Napier,’ and ‘Sir
George Pomeroy Colley.” He is a born littérateur, and in his hands
the history of a military campaign becomes a romance.

FIRST SIGHT OF THE ROCKY MOUNTAINS.
From ¢ The Great Lone Land.’

It was near sunset when we rode by the lonely shores of
the Gull Lake, whose frozen surface stretched beyond the
horizon to the north. Before us, at a distance of some ten
miles, lay the abrupt line of the Three Medicine Hills,
from whose gorges the first view of the great range of the
Rocky Mountains was destined to burst upon my sight.
But not on this day was I to behold that long-looked-for
vision. Night came quickly down upon the silent wilder-
ness; and it was long after dark when we made our
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camps by the bank of the Pas-co-pee, or Blindman’s River,
and turned adrift the weary horses to graze in a well-
grassed meadow lying in one of the curves of the river.
We had ridden more than sixty miles that day.

About midnight a heavy storm of snow burst upon us,
and daybreak revealed the whole camp buried deep in
snow. As I threw back the blankets from my head (one al-
ways lies covered up completely), the wet, cold mass struck
chillily upon my face. The snow was wet and sticky, and
therefore things were much more wretched than if the tem-
perature had been lower; but the hot tea made matters
seem brighter, and about breakfast-time the snow ceased
to fall, and the clouds began to clear away. Packing our
wet blankets together, we set out for the Three Medicine
Hills, through whose defiles our course lay; the snow was
deep in the narrow valleys, making traveling slower and
more laborious than before. It was mid-day when, having
rounded the highest of the three hills, we entered a nar-
row gorge fringed with a fire-ravaged forest. This gorge
wound through the hills, preventing a far-reaching view
ahead; but at length its western termination was reached,
and there lay before me a sight to be long remembered.

The great chain of the Rocky Mountains rose their snow-
clad sierras in endless succession. Climbing one of the
eminences, I gained a vantage-point on the summit from
which some bygone fire had swept the trees. Then, looking
west, I beheld the great range in unclouded glory. The
snow had cleared the atmosphere, the sky was coldly
bright. An immense plain stretched from my feet to the
mountain—a plain so vast that every object of hill and
wood and lake lay dwarfed into one continuous level, and
at the back of this level, beyond the pines and the lakes
and the river-courses, rose the giant range, solid, impassa-
ble, silent—a mighty barrier rising midst an immense land,
standing sentinel over the plains and prairies of America,
over the measureless solitudes of this Great Lone Land.
Here at last lay the Rocky Mountains.

Leaving behind the Medicine Hills, we descended into
the plain and held our way until sunset towards the west.
It was a calm and beautiful evening; far-away objects
stood out sharp and distinct in the pure atmosphere of
these elevated regions. For some hours we had lost sight
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of the mountains, but shortly before sunset the summit of
a long ridge was gained, and they burst suddenly into view
in greater magnificence than at mid-day. Telling my men
to go on and make the camp at the Medicine River, I rode
through some fire-wasted forest to a lofty grass-covered
height which the declining sun was bathing in floods of
glory.

I cannot hope to put into the compass of words the
scene which lay rolled beneath from this sunset-lighted
eminence; for as I looked over the immense plain and
watched the slow descent of the evening sun upon the
frosted crest of these lone mountains, it seemed as if the
varied scenes of my long journey had woven themselves
into the landscape, filling with the music of memory the
earth, the sky, and the mighty panorama of mountains.
Here at length lay the barrier to my onward wanderings,
here lay the boundary to that 4,000 miles of unceasing
travel which had carried me by so many varied scenes so far
into the lone lands; and other thoughts were not wanting.
The peaks on which I gazed were no pigmies; they stood
the culminating monarchs of the mighty range of the
Rocky Mountains. From the estuary of the Mackenzie to
the Lake of Mexico no point of the American continent
reaches higher to the skies. That eternal crust of snow
seeks in summer widely severed oceans.

The Mackenzie, the Columbia, and the Saskatchewan
spring from the peaks whose teeth-like summits lie grouped
from this spot into the compass of a single glance. The
clouds that cast their moisture upon this long line of up-
heaven rocks seek again the ocean which gave them birth
in its far-separated divisions of Atlantic, Pacific, and Arec-
tic. The sun sank slowly behind the range, and darkness
began to fall on the immense plain, but aloft on the top-
most edge the pure white of the jagged crest-line glowed
for an instant in many colored silver, and then the lonely
peaks grew dark and dim.

As thus T watched from the silent hill-top this great
mountain-chain, whose summits slept in the glory of the
sunset, it seemed no stretch of fancy which made the red
man place his paradise beyond their golden peaks. The
“ Mountains of the Setting Sun,” the “ Bridge of the
World,” thus he has named them, and beyond them

27
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the soul first catches a glimpse of that mystical land
where the tents are pitched midst everlasting verdure and
countless herds and the music of ceaseless streams.

AN AFRICAN QUEEN.
From ¢ Akim-Foo.’

On the day following my arrival, Queen Amaquon came
to visit me. She brought with her a large bevy of the ug-
liest women I had ever seen. The dress of the queen and
the court at Swaidroo was peculiar. Queen Amaquon
wore a necklace of beads, a stick and a scant silk cloth;
her ladies were attired in a costume which for simplicity
and economy, I can safely recommend to the talented
authoress of that charming book, ¢ How to Dress on Fif-
teen Pounds a Year,” since it might almost be achieved
on as many pence. Nearly all the ladies had babies on
their backs; there were no men. Here and there in the
crowd one occasionally saw a woman with the peculiar eye
and eyelash of the better-looking Akims—an eye which I
have nowhere else noted on the coast or in the interior.

I was introduced in turn to the queen’s daughters, to
her ¢ fetish woman,” a large wild-eyed lassie, and to sev-
eral other ladies of rank and quality. As the ceremony
was gone through, the lady presented stepped out into
the hut, and shook hands with me as I lay on my couch;
and it not unfrequently happened that the baby on the
bustle at her back, looking out under her elbow and be-
holding a white man in such close proximity, would howl
in terror at the sight.

At first but a limited number of women came into the in-
ner yard of my hut, and the queen alone entered the hut
itself; but as the interview went on the outsiders grew
bolder, and at last the yard and opposite hut were filled to
overflowing.

But the event of the day was the statement of the
queen’s illness. I had tried to turn her mind to war. I
had spoken of the warlike deeds of a former queen of
Akim—of how, sword in hand, she had led her soldiers
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against the Ashantis at Dodowa, saying, “ Osay has driven
me from my kingdom because he thinks I am weak; but
though I am a woman he shall see I have the heart of a
man ”’; but the effort was useless.

“That was all true,” she said; but the point which
grieved her most was this illness under which she suffered,
and on which she wanted my opinion.

Now I was sufficiently ill myself to make the diagnosis
of an old lady’s ailment by no means an attractive pastime.
I doubt if at any time I should have entered into such a
question with the slightest interest. Nevertheless, the
situation was not without novelty, and African fever was
not so totally depressing as to shut out the ridieulous as-
pect of finding myself Physician Extraordinary to Her
Majesty Queen Amaquon of Akim. Seated on a low stool,
she began the statement of her case. There is no necessity
to enter now into the symptoms. They consisted of the
usual number of pains, in the usual number of places, at
the usual number of hours; but their cause and cure?—abh,
that was the question.

“Did I consider,” asked the queen, ¢ these symptoms
could have had their origin in poison? She had visited
Cape Coast Castle four years before this time, and ever
since her return had suffered from this ailment. Perhaps
she had been poisoned by the people of the Coast? ”

I inquired “if she had consumed much rum during that
visit to the coast? Rum was a subtle poison.” The soft
impeachment of having tippled freely was as freely ad-
mitted ; but it was a mistake to suppose that rum could
harm anybody. ¢ Surely, among the medicines which I
carried, I must have some drug which would restore her
to health.”

Now my stock of drugs was not a large one. The specifics
in use against fever were precious, they could not be
spared.

Had I any more? Yes—a bottle of spirit of sal volatile.
Her majesty bent her nose to the bottle, and the tent shook
with her oft-repeated sneezes.

The whole court was in a commotion. The fetish woman
demanded a smell; the royal daughters grew bolder; the
ladies pressed in from without, and the queen declared
when sneezing left her at liberty to articulate, that she






ISAAC BUTT.
(1813—1879.)

TrE reader will look in vain through the speeches of Isaac Butt for
passages of sustained beauty. Butt’s great merit was that he was
emphatically a man of ideas, not of words ; filled with his subject,
he forgot mere form ; many of his sentences were unfinished, all of
them rugged ; and yet since O’Connell there was perhaps no Irish
political orator who could so thoroughly convince and so deeply
thrill Irish audiences.

Isaac Butt was born in Stranorlar, County Donegal, in 1813. He
entered Trinity College in 1832, and his course, both in his studies and
in the College Historical Society, was brilliant. He held the chair of
political economy. In 1838 he was called to the bar, and six years
after he was made a Q. C.; for many years subsequently he was en-
gaged in every important trial, political or otherwise, which took
place in Ireland.

He had the honor of meeting the redoubtable O’Connell himself in
a pitched battle on the question of Repeal of the Union, in the Dublin
Corporation, and the great agitator paid a high compliment to the
talents and the good feeling of his youthful opponent. In 1852 he
was elected in the Conservative interest for Harwich. Then he sat
for Youghal until 1865, when he was rejected by his old constituents,
owing to his changed political views. The nature of the change
may be gathered from the fact that he took a prominent part in
defending Fenian prisoners, and thus rose to high popularity in
the National party. Having now adopted Home Rule as a national
platform, he devoted to it all his energies of pen and tongue and
organization. He was returned without opposition for the city of
Limerick in September, 1871, and for several sessions he was the un-
disputed leader of the Home Rule party. As time went on, younger
and more ardent spirits proposed a policy more active than Mr.
Butt was willing to sanction, and his last days were probably embit-
tered by the sense of waning power. He died after a lingering ill-
ness in 1879. His death evoked a feeling of universal and deep
gorrow, for the splendorof his talents, the genuineness of his nature,
and, above all, his simplicity and modesty, made him one of the most
loveable of men.

Mr. Butt was a very prolific writer. He was among the founders
of and earliest contributors to the Dublin University Magazine. His
stories in that journal were republished under the title ¢ Chapters of
College Romance.” His other most ambitious work is a ¢ History of
Italy from the Abdication of Napoleon 1. A book of his on *‘The
Irish People and the Irish Land’ is a marvel of analytic power.
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ON LAND TENURE.

From a Speech in the House of Commons, 1876.

I have now brought down to 1866 the festimonies as to
the state of feeling which exists between the landed pro-
prietors and the occupants of the soil. However much we
may regret that feeling, and desire to remove it, the legis-
lature must deal with circumstances and with feelings as
they exist. No such feeling exists in England, and there-
fore English gentlemen have difficulty in forming a correct
opinion upon it; but I do not hesitate to say that there is
a general desire on the part of the landed proprietors of
Ireland to keep their tenants in a state of subjection to
themselves. Remember this desire is not confined to those
landlords who may be described as being cruel and hard,
it is shared in by the landlords who would treat their ten-
ants kindly and even aid them in distress. How was the
object of the landlords accomplished? Simply by the
power of notice to quit. I am speaking, of course, before
the time the Land Bill became law.

In a trial in which I was engaged I examined a gentle-
man who was believed to have a large number of notices
to quit, but he denied it. I then asked him—* Did you not
serve some last year? ”’

“Yes,” he replied, “ but I do that every year—it is part
of the management of my estate. I never intend to act
upon a notice, but I want to be able to take any field or
holding in case I should wish to do so, and, therefore, I
give notice to quit each year.”

Yet this was a landlord of a humane and kindly char-
acter, who would not treat a tenant harshly. It is his de-
sire to keep his tenants under his own power that so easily
reconciles to his consciénce the practice I have just alluded
to. The Irish landlords think they can do much better for
the tenant than he can for himself. I believe that a coun-
try in which you allow the mass of the population to be re-
duced to a state of serfdom never can be prosperous, never
can be contented, and never can be peaceful. Bad land-
lords will abuse the power which a good landlord will only
use for a beneficial purpose. The landlords who could
serve notices to quit have two powers in their hands. They
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have the power of capricious eviction, and the power of ar-
bitrarily raising the rents. While there are landlords in
Ireland who would scorn to do either of these things, there
were others who did them with a reckless cruelty which
had not a parallel in history.

I do not wish to dwell on the fearful scenes enacted be-
tween 1847 and 1852, but in a book of high authority, Mr.
Ray’s ¢ Social Condition of Europe,’ I find it stated that
in one year, 1849, no fewer than 500,000 civil bill eject-
ments were served in Ireland; and I may add that I myself
have seen whole districts desolated. Sir Matthew Barring-
ton relates that immediately Parliament passed the Poor
Law, the landlords of Ireland began to clear their estates
by notices to quit and by tumbling down houses. On many
occasions the military were brought in to throw down
houses, and hundreds of people were, to use an expressive
phrase, thrown on the road, simply because the landlord
wished to get rid of the superabundant population.

Many measures, passed by statesmen with a most honest
intention of doing good to Ireland, have produced results
directly the reverse. This was because they were framed
by men who had not the knowledge which can only be ac-
quired by residence among the people, and by a long and in-
timate acquaintance with the circumstances. The case
of the Poor Law was an instance of this, for it ought to
have been foreseen that the giving of relief to the poor
would lead to the very evil which followed. I will give one
instance of what occurred. The matter came into a court
of justice because the landlord, fortunately for justice,
made some slight mistake in his proceedings.

It was the case of an estate in the county of Meath, and
there were on it twenty-seven families. It was admitted
that their labor made the property rich and profitable,
and that they never had been in arrecar one half-year’s
rent during the thirty years that the landlord had been in
possession of the estate. The landlord got embarrassed,
and he sold the estate to a gentleman, who purchased it on
condition that all the tenants should be evicted. The land-
lord concealed this circumstance from the tenants, and
when he served them with notice to quit told them he did
not intend to act upon it. Well, a jury of landlords gave
to one of the evicted tenants the full value of the fee-simple
of the land.
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Such things, it should be remembered, could not be done
in England, for Henry VIII. got his Parllament to pass an
act that every landlord who pulled down a house should
build it up again in six months, and in the reign of Queen
Elizabeth another act was passed that gave a legal right of
relief to every one who was born on the soil. If there had
been a law of settlement in Ireland, many of the landlords
who were now living on their estates would be in the work-
house to which they consigned their tenants.

But there was a still more grievous wrong-—namely, the
power of the landlord to confiscate the improvements of
his tenants in Ireland. All the improvements of the soil—
certainly all the improvements made up to a very recent
period-—were effected by the tenants. Yet there was noth-
ing to prevent an unscrupulous landlord from confiscating
these improvements, and, in point of fact, it was done over
and over again. Lord Clarendon, I think it was, who spoke
of it in the other House as a legalized robbery. It was to
that state of things that the L.and Act was applied. I be-
lieve that any friend to the Irish tenant would act very
wrongly indeed if he spoke of the author of that act in
other terms than those of profound respect, knowing, as I
do, the difficulties he had to contend with and the pre-
judices he had to meet. I give him every credit for that
act.

At the same time, I regret to say, it has failed, from a
reason which I foresaw,—as you leave to the landlords the
power of eviction. In the circumstances of Ireland no de-
vice that the legislature can make can prevent them from
converting that tremendous power into an instrument
to render themselves absolute despots over their tenants.
Still the act established a principle. It first legalized the
Ulster tenant right. Now, what is the meaning of that?
As property which was only protected by custom, and to
which the tenant had no legal claim whatever, except in
iu%tioe and in honor, was converted into a legal property,
that is a very great prmmple as applied to Irish land.

I will now detam the House a few minutes by referrlnfr
to some incidents which, I confess, have had effect on my
own mind in reference to the value of giving security to
tenants. One of the incidents is an old one, as old as the
days of Arthur Young, who certalnly described in a strik-
ing way what was the beneﬁt of giving security to tenants.
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He says that a man with a wife and six children met Sir
William Osborne in the county of Tipperary. The man
could get no land, and Sir William Osborne gave him
twelve acres of heathy land, and £4 to stock it with.

Twelve years afterwards, when Young revisited Ireland,
he went to see the man, and found him with twelve acres
under full cultivation. Three other persons he found set-
tled in the same way, and he says their industry had no
bounds, nor was the day long enough for their energy. He
says if you give tenants security, and let them be certain
of enjoying the rewards of their labor, and treat them as
Sir William Osborne did, there would be no better or more
industrious farmers in the world. I have often thought of
that, and have said that if there had been men like Sir Wil-
liam Osborne to give employment to those who have been
evicted, and who took part in the Irish insurrection, there
would not have been a better set of farmers in the kingdom.

Now let me refer to another case. A Roman Catholic
prelate, whom I can respect as much as a prelate of my
own church, was examined before a committee of this
House, and illustrated the advantages of giving security to
the tenants. He describes how he one day saw a man enter
into the occupation of some land. There was nothing but
a barren heath, and he saw the man carrying on his back
manure which he had brought from a road two miles dis-
tant. Two years after the prelate again passed that way,
and he found corn growing on what had been heath, and
a house built there. It had all been done by the man him-
self, and the simple cause, he had a lease, and was thus
secure of his tenancy. The prelate then went to another
man who had no lease, and who said :—* If I did the same
as my neighbor has done my landlord would not only ask
for an increase of rent upon my improvements, but also
upon what I now hold.”

That is the sort of discouragement there is to industry
all over Ireland, and it proceeds from the desire of the
landlords not so much to extract money from the tenants—
that is but an incident, but from the desire to keep the
tenants in their power. Why, on some estates in Ireland
they cannot marry, except with the consent of the land-
lord’s agent, and at the risk of being evicted. I assure you
that those rules still prevail on many estates in Ireland.

Another rule which used to exist was that the tenant
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should not harbor a man at night. There is a story of one
poor boy whose mother had been evicted from a farm, and
who sought shelter with his uncle; the uncle would have
let him in; but his neighbors said he must not, or the agent
would evict them all. Therefore the boy was shut out, and
the next morning was found lying at the door a lifeless
corpse. The men who had refused him admittance were
tried for murder, and were convicted of manslaughter,
their defense being that they did not dare by the rules of
their farms to give him shelter. Now no rights of property
can give a man such dominion as that over his tenants, any
more than property can give dominion over the thews and
sinews of your servants. Now these evils can only be
guarded against by taking away the arbitrary power of
eviction, and allowing the tenant to hold his farm at a
valued rent. The condition of every Irish estate was orig-
inally to give security of tenure. Your landlords have not
done it.

Your ancestors were placed there not to be lords over the
people, but to settle and plant the country, and you are
there still among the people whom you have neither con-
ciliated nor subdued. There is not a landlord in Ireland
who holds land except on trust for creating upon it a con-
tented tenantry. I go upon the great principles of juris-
prudence, which will allow no right of property to stand
in the way of a general good. I go upon the principles es-
tablished by the Irish Land Act, and I ask you, as you
value the peace of Ireland, to carry those principles into
full and beneficial effect. I will say nothing more about
the peace of Ireland, or I shall be charged with making a
stereotyped peroration. I have no official responsibility
for the peace of Ireland, but I have the responsibility at-
taching to every man, who takes ever so humble a part in
public affairs, to promote peace and tranquillity. I have
the anxiety which any man must feel who looks back on the
ruin, desolation, and misery brought to many parts of Ire-
land by that civil war—for it was a civil war—which has
raged between landlord and tenant since the days of the
Cromwellian confiscation, and who regards with trembling
the indications of a renewal of the war. I rejoice to say
that those indications have at present come only from the

landlords. I trust they will cease before they come from
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the tenants; but it is only by giving protection to these
tenants that you can have security against a return to that
state of things which every man of right feeling deplored.

A SCENE IN THE SOUTH OF IRELAND.

From * The Irish People and the Irish Land.’

Let me say once for all how I came to write. Two years
ago I had formed views of the land question, as, I suppose,
most persons in my position have. I was satisfied of that
which lies on the very surface—that insecurity of tenure
is a great evil. I was convinced that compensation for
tenants’ improvements was just and right; but when
I saw the people flying in masses from their homes I felt
that really to understand the question we must go deeper
than all this—that there must be some mischief deeply
rooted in our social system, which in a country blessed
with advantages like ours produced results so strangely
contrary to everything which the laws which regulate the
history of nations or the conduct of classes or individuals
might lead us to expect.

An accident turned my thoughts more intensely in this
direction. Traveling on the Southern railway, I wit-
nessed one of those scenes too common in our country, but
which, I believe, no familiarity can make any person of
feeling witness without emotion. The station was crowded
with emigrants and their friends who came to see them off.
There was nothing unusual in the occurrence—nothing
that is not often to be seen. Old men walked slowly, and
almost hesitatingly, to the carriages that were to take them
away from the country to which they were never to return.
Railway porters placed in the train strange boxes and
chests of every shape and size, sometimes even small ar-
ticles of furniture, which told that the owners were taking
with them their little all. In the midst of them a brother
and a sister bade each other their last farewell—a mother
clasped passionately to her breast the son whom she must
never sec again. Women carried or led to their places in
the carriages little children, who looked round as if they
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knew not what all this meant, but wept because they saw
their mothers weeping. Strong men turned aside to dash
from their eye the not unmanly tear. As the train began
to move there was the uncontrollable rush, the desperate
clinging to the carriages of relatives crowding down to
give the last shake-hands. The railway servants pushed
them back—we moved on more rapidly—and then rose
from the group we left behind a strange mingled cry of
wild farewells, and prayers, and blessings, and that mel-
ancholy wail of Irish sorrow which no one who has heard
will ever forget—and we rushed on with our freight of sor-
rowing and reluctant exiles across a plain of fertility un-
surpassed, perhaps, in any European soil. It was a light
matter, but still there was something in that picture—close
to us rose the picturesque ruins which seemed to tell us
from the past that there were days when an Irish race had
lived, and not lived in poverty, upon that very plain.

These are scenes which surely no Irishman should see
without emotion. The transient feeling they may excite is
but of little use except as it may be suggestive of thought.
It was impossible not to ask why were these people thus
flying from their homes, deserting that rich soil. I could
not but feel that no satisfactory solution of the question
had yet been given. I asked myself if it were not a re-
proach to those among us whom God had raised a little
above that people by the advantages of intellect and educa-
tion if we gave no real earnest thought to such an inquiry;
and I formed a purpose—I almost made to myself a vow—
that T would employ, as far as I could, whatever little
power I had acquired in investigating facts in endeavor-
ing to trace the strange mystery to its origin.



MRS. MANNINGTON CAFFYN («IOTA”).

KATHLEEN GORING was born at Waterloo House, County Tip-
perary, the daughter of William Hunt and Louisa Gormg She was
educated at home by English and German governesses, and lived in
the country till she was twenty-one, when she trained for nursing
at St. Thomas’s Hospital ; after a short nursing career, she married
Dr. Mannington Caffyn, an able surgeon, writer, and inventor.

His ill health obliged them to emigrate to Australia, where they
lived for several years, Mrs. Caffyn contributing occasionally to the
newspapers there. Soon after their return, in 1893, Mrs. Caffyn
made an immense success with ‘ The Yellow Aster.” She has since
written ‘A Comedy in Spasms,’ ¢ Children of Circumstances,’ ¢ A
Quaker Grandmother,’ ¢ Poor Max,’ * Anne Mauleverer,’ ¢ The Minx,’
*The Happiness of Jill,” and has contributed to many magazines.

LITTLE BRITONS.
From ‘The Yellow Aster.’?

Not only the entire county of shire but even the
whole University of Cambridge had been thrown into quite
a whirl of emotion by the marriage of Henry Waring and
Grace Selwyn, the most unexpected ever concocted in
heaven or on earth.

A Senior Wrangler and a Fellow of his college, who at
twenty-six eats, drinks, and sleeps mathematics, besides
being possessed of other devouring passions for certain
minor sciences, does not seem a very fit subject for matri-
mony with its petty follies and cares.

If one is, besides, the son of a cynic and a bookworm,
who loathed and eschewed the sex with bitter reason,
and whose own practical knowledge had been gained
chiefly through the classics and the bedmakers, the one of
which appeals but little to one’s sense of propriety, the
other still less to one’s fleshly sense, the prospeet of a do-
mestie and patriarchal career must seem as remote as it is
undesirable.

And yet Henry Waring found himself, to his constant
and increasing bewilderment, embarked on one almost be-
fore he altogether knew where he was.

The year previous to his marriage he had suffered a good

11In order to give the prol}l)er continuity to this extra.ct we have taken
the liberty of transposing ¢ apters I. and II.—[ED
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deal from ennui. A favorite theory in geology over which
he had peered himself half blind was suddenly exploded
without hope of reconstruction. He felt rather lost and
distrait, and cast about for some tangible solid brainwork.

But to pass the time until the fresh inspiration came on,
he took to propounding stray problems, and—through the
press—launching them broadcast over the land. Strange
to say, he got answers, and by the score. A good many
more ‘“mute inglorious Solons” infest our villages than
we have any notion of.

Mr. Waring groaned in spirit and mourned over the de-
pravity of the race as he read their epistles, and drew far-
ther back than ever into his shell. If the average man and
woman without the academical walls resembled these pro-
ductions, the less one had to do with them the better, he
very reasonably reflected.

After this had been going on for the space of three
months, he came, one morning, down to breakfast. He felt
very sick at heart; his pupils seemed so amazingly full of
enthusiasm for minor concerns, and absolutely lacking in
it for the one thing needful, that he was cut to the quick
and moved to much gentle wrath. And then these letters!
They were fast becoming his Nemesis. He ate his break-
fast and watched with unwonted pleasure some dust motes
dancing in a sunbeam, and, raising his eyes to follow them,
they unconsciously strayed farther out into the college
quad, where the dew was still sparkling on every grass
blade, and shimmering on every flower.

Mr. Waring felt quite cheerful and revived as he pushed
away his plate and cup and began to open his letters. Let-
ter after letter was laid down, a spasm of pain passing
each time across his face, and more than once an audible
groan escaped him.

At last he picked up a letter gingerly, as he handled all
this variety of correspondence—the village mathematician
being an unclean beast—but this letter seemed somehow
different; he turned it over with growing interest, and
even took the pains to examine the postmark, then he
opened it and found a quite different production from any
he had yet received.

First on opening it a curious indefinite scent struck on
his nostrils. He sniffed it up perplexedly; some queer old
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memories began to stir in him, and he paused a moment to
try and classify them, but he could not, so he set himself
to examine the contents of the missive.

The answer given to his problem was accurate and the
accompanying remarks clear, strong, and to the point,
written in a woman’s hand and signed with a woman’s
name, “ Grace Selwyn.”

That letter was answered before the breakfast things
were cleared away, and certain fresh problems inclosed
which were not sent in any other direction.

Many letters went and came after that, containing prob-
lems and their answers, the answers always full of that
strange, vague, delicious scent, which seemed to waft itself
through the study and to remain there, caught with the
dust motes in the sunbeam.

A longing and a yearning for those little notes began to
take possession of Henry Waring and to disturb his mind.
Old memories of the time when he wore frocks and toddled
began to haunt him, and his work was no longer done by
reflex action.

He consulted a doctor, but as he only confided half his
symptoms to that scientific person, quite suppressing the
letters, the doctor felt rather out of it and prescribed qui-
nine, which had no effect whatsoever.

One morning the yearning for a letter grew suddenly
quite overmastering; and none came. This was the cli-
max. By a sudden impulse which he never succeeded
in explaining to himself on any satisfactory grounds,
Mr. Waring went to his bedroom, knelt down by his big
chest of drawers, and proceeded to pack a little valise
with every article he did not want, leaving out all those
he did. Then he stepped into a cab and made for the
station.

Towards the close of the day he presented himself at
the door of a queer old red-brick manor house in Kent
owned by a Colonel Selwyn and his wife, and asked simply
for ¢ Miss Grace Selwyn.”

In three months from that day the two came down the
path hand in hand and stepped out together on life’s jour-
ney, and six months later, through the death of a cousin,
Waring Park fell to them and made up for the loss of the
Fellowship. . . .
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The stable-yard of Waring Park seemed to be slightly
off its head on a certain fine afternoon in June. Such an
afternoon as it was, so sweet and so soft, so full of fragrant
sleepy haze, that any sound louder than the sing-song of a
cricket must have distracted any ordinary nerve-possess-
ing mortal.

On this particular afternoon, however, the sole occu-
pants of the yard were the stable-boys, the groom’s urchin,
and the under-gardener’s lad, and as none of these had yet
reached the level of nerves, whilst the blood of all of them
throbbed with the greed for illegal sport in every shape,
their state of lazy content was in no way upset by a medley
of blood-curdling shrieks, squeals and gobbles that issued
from the throats of a little boy and a big turkey which the
boy was swinging round and round by the tail, from the
vantage ground of a large smooth round stone, with an
amount of strength that was preternatural, if one had
judged by the mere length of him and had not taken into
consideration the enormous development of the imp’s legs
and arms.

The stable-boys grinned, and smoked like furnaces as
the show proceeded, and the other two cheered like Tro-
jans, at the cruelty of the natural boy, and it might have
gone badly for the turkey, if there had not swooped down
upon him and his tormentor, just in the nick of time, a
little lean, wiry woman, armed with an authority which
even the imp, after one spasmodic struggle, saw best not to
gainsay.

‘“ Master Dacre, whatever do you do it for? Do you
think the bird has no feelings? There is no sense in such
goings-on.”

“There is sense,” spluttered the boy at full speed; “I
like bein’ swung, and I like swingin’ the turkey, and 1’11
learn him to like it too, and if he don’t learn that any-
way he’ll learn something else, which is life’s discerpline,
which father says I’m learnin’, when you whip me. If I
want it, so does the turkey and wuss. I b’longs to higher
orders nor beasts and birds.”

Here the grins of the stable-boys broke into hoarse guf-
faws, and Mary’s ire culminated in a sharp rebuke all
around.

“Go to your work, you idle fellows. I told your father
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long ago, Jim, what 'ud be the latter end of you. As for
you, Robert, I could cry when I think of your blessed
mother!

“ And what business have you in the yard? ” she cried,
turning on the two younger sinners. “ Be off with you
this instant. ’Tis easy to see none of the men are about.
You two, Jim and Robert, you’d be surprised yourselves
if you could see what soft idiots you look with them stumps
of pipes between your jaws.

“ Look, Master Dacre, look at the bird’s tail. Haven’t
you any heart at all? The creature might have been
through the furze covert—"

“There’s not a feather broke,” said the boy, after a
critical survey, “ not one; I believe that tail were made for
swingin’ as much as my arms was.”

For an instant words failed Mary and she employed
herself hushing the bird into his pen. When she came
back, Dacre had disappeared, and the yard seemed to be
quite clear of human life, not to be traced even by the smell
of shag tobacco.

Pursuit was useless, as Mary very well knew, so she re-
turned to her nursery, a good deal down at heart, mutter-
ing and murmuring as she went.

“ 0 Lord, whatever is to be the end of it all? Learning
is the ruin of the whole place, and yet them children is as
ignorant as bears, excepting for their queer words and
ways. Set them to read a Royal Reader or to tot up a
sum, bless you, they couldn’t for the life of them. And
the tempers of the two.” she went on, putting the cross
stitches on a darn, “ their parents had no hand in them
anyway. Where they got ’em from the Lord only knows.
Tempers, indeed! And from them two blessed babies as
bore ’em.” She lifted her head and glanced out of the
window.

“Look at ’em,” she whispered, “ hand in hand up and
down the drive, talking mathymatics, I°ll be bound,” and
Mary’s eyes returned to her basket a trifle moist. She
had nursed Mrs. Waring and Mrs. Waring’s children, and
she was a good soul with a deal of sentiment about her.

As it happened, Mr. and Mrs. Waring were not discuss-
ing mathematies. They were just then deeply and sol-
emnly exercised in their minds as to the exact date of a
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skeleton recently unearthed from some red sandstone in the
neighborhood. They had dismissed the carriage at the hall
gates, and were now hot in argument concerning the bones,
each holding diametrically opposed views on the subject,
and struggling hard to prove his or her side.

Now and again the husband’s voice rose to a pretty
high pitch, and his fine mouth was touched with a sneer,
and the wife’s eyes flashed and flamed and shot out indig-
nant wrath. Her hat bad fallen off far down the drive,
and her rings of yellow fluffy hair fell wildly over her fore-
head ; one small hand was clenched in eager protest, but the
other was clasped tight in her husband’s.

They always went like this, these two; they had got into
the foolish way very early in their acquaintance and had
never been able to get out of it. Suddenly some common
hypothesis struck them both at once, and Mrs. Waring
cried out with a gasp:

“If we can prove it, I am right.”

“ Yes, if you can prove it, darling, that’s the point, and
I hope that you never will. Have you any idea, dear love,
what the proving of this will undo, what it must upset?”

“T think I have,” she said slowly, her blue eyes gleaming
eagerly, “but it seems to me whenever a great hubbub is
made about the upsetting of some theory, that it generally
ends in being much ado about nothing, and that the new
thing that springs from the ashes of the old dead is infi-
nitely more beautiful than ever its predecessor was, for it
is one step nearer the truth.”

“ Dearest, we must end our talk,” groaned Mr. Waring,
peering with terrified looks through his eye-glasses.
“ Here is Gwen, most slightly clad and of a bright blue
tint, pursued by Mary. I fear very much that story of
Boadicea you told her bas instigated her to this action. I
think, dearest, T will go to the study and work out this
question of date.”

Mr. Waring turned nervously and made a gentle effort
to disengage his hand from his wife’s, but she clutched
hin}? ’I,irmly. “ Henry,” she cried, “ you would not desert
me?

“ Oh, my dear,” he gasped, “ what can I do? The child
must be cleansed and, I presume, punished. I can be of
no use,” and he still showed signs of flight, but the horror-
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stricken eyes of his wife, fixed pleadingly on him, made
, him waver and wait.

By a superhuman effort Mary got up first.

% Oh, ma’am,” she shrieked in tones that went through
Mrs. Waring’s head, “ oh, ma’am, look at her! I found her
with nothing on but this rag and some leaves, painted blue,
and varnished—varnished, sir, eating acorns outside of the
orchard fence. It’s common indecency, ma’am, and if
it ’s to continue I can’t—"

By this time Gwen had arrived, desperately blown, but
overflowing with words; rather an advantage under the
circumstances, for her parents had not one between them.

“ Mother, I were a woaded Briton and blue all over.
Mag Dow did me behind and I done the front, and it aren’t
common naked if queens done it like you said. She did,
Mary, say it Thursday when she begun the history course.
Dacre was to be a woaded king too, but he were a beast and
wouldn’t do nothing but swing turkeys for discerpline.”

“ Mary, I think perhaps you should give Miss Gwen a
bath, and then we will consider what further course to
take.”

Mrs. Waring caught her skirts nervously and drew a
step nearer to her husband.

“ A bath, ma’am! Don’t you see she’s painted and var-
nished? No water’ll touch that, ma’am; turpentine it
must be and cart grease, not to say paraffin,—and, ma’am,
the indecency!”

“ Please, Mary,” implored the tortured woman, “oh,
please take her away and put the cart grease on—and—
the other things, and we can then talk over the rest.”

Here the light of a sudden inspiration leapt into her
face, and she turned to her husband. ¢ Henry,” she said
solemnly, “ do you not think that Gwen should go to bed?
She seems to me,’”’ she continued, taking a critical survey
of the blue-daubed figure, ¢ she seems to me a little old for
such very peculiar adaptations of history.”

“To bed,” remarked the husband, infinitely relieved. It
seemed quite a happy solution to the whole question, and
must fulfill every purpose,—be Gwen’s Nemesis, a salve to
Mary’s hurt morality, and a merciful deliverance to all
others concerned. “Yes, a very sensible suggestion of
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yours, dearest. I consider that it would be a most salu-
tary measure to send Gwen to bed.”

“Indeed, sir,” remarked Mary, without a particle of the
satisfaction that might have been expected from her, ¢ Miss
Gwen will be fit for no other place by the time I’ve done
with her, what with the paraffin and the scrubbing and
her skin that tender. Ol come, Miss, come away,” she
cried grimly, laying hold of Gwen.

“ (Qrace, my darling,” said Mr. Waring, passing his free
hand wearily over his brow, * such scenes as these are in-
deed upsetting. I am quite unable to take up the thread
of our discourse.”

“T feel as you do, Henry,” said his wife sadly, ¢ we seem
to have so very little time to ourselves.”

“Do you think, Grace, we should procure a tutor for
those children? Let me see, how old are they? ”

“T have their ages down somewhere in my tablets,” said
Mrs. Waring, ruinmaging in her pocket and producing a
little book of ivory tablets. She consulted it anxiously.

“Just fancy,” she exclaimed with astonished eyes,
" “Dacre will be seven in April—I had no idea he was so
old—and I see Gwen is just twelve months younger.”

“T think their physical powers are now fairly developed
—indeed, T am of the opinion that the boy’s development
will continue to be mainly physical; he will, I fear, run
much to cricket and other brutal sports. But no doubt he
has some small amount of brain power that should be made
the most of. We must now get some one who will under-
take this business for us, dear love.”

“ Ah,” said his wife plaintively, ¢ the feeding and physi-
cal care of children seems a terrible responsibility; it
weighs upon my life. But the development of their intel-
lectual powers!—I wish the time for it had kept off just
a little longer, until we were farther on in our last, our
best work. And if,” she said wearily, “you think the
brain power of Dacre, at least, is so insignificant, the task
becomes Herculean.”

“We must consult the rector, dear.”

“I feel in some way we must have failed in our duty.
The grammar that child spoke was appalling, as was also
the intonation of her words. I wonder how this has come






JAMES JOSEPH CALLANAN.
(1795—1829.)

JamEs JosEpH CALLANAN, the poet, was born in Cork in 1795.
Owing to the fact that Jeremiah resembles slightly in sound the
English form into which the Irish peasantry transpose the Gaelic
name Diarmiud, he was often called Jeremiah. Very littleis known
of his boyhood, save that he loved and learned the legends and his-
tory of his country. He was intended for the priesthood, butin 1816
he left Maynooth for Dublin, where he was an outpensioner at
Trinity College. While there he wrote two poems, one on the
‘ Restoration of the Spoils of Athens by Alexander the Great,” and
the other on the ‘ Accession of George the Fourth.” For these he
was awarded the prizes in the gift of the Vice-Chancellor.

After spending two years in the university he turned his steps
toward his birthplace. Here he found his parents dead, his friends
and acquaintances scattered, and all his old haunts in the hands of
strangers. This so affected him that in utter despair he turned
away and enlisted in the 18th Royal Irish ; some of his friends,
however, bought him off. Then for two years he was tutor in the
family of Mr. M'Carthy, who resided near Mill Street, County Cork.
Here the poet enjoyed the romantic scenery of the Killarney and
Muskerry Mountains ; but his restless spirit longed for change, and
in 1822 we find him in his native city, Cork, leading an aimless
life. In 1823 he became a tutor in the school of the celebrated Dr.
William Maginn of Cork. The doctor soon found out and encour-
aged his talent, and introduced him to several literary friends.
The result of this was the appearance of six popular songs, translated
from the Irish by Callanan, in the pages of Blackwood's Magazine.

He soon gave up teaching and spent his time in wandering about
the country, collecting from the Irish-speaking inhabitants the wild
poems and legends in their native tongue, which had been handed
down from father to son for generations. These he clothed in all
the grace, beauty, and sentiment of the English language, of which
he was master. He chose the romantic and lovely island of Inchi-
dony for a temporary residence ; and in this retreat, surrounded
by the wild nature he loved, he wrote some of his best known and
most popular verse, including ‘The Recluse of Inchidony,” pub-
lished in 1830. His poem ‘The Virgin Mary’s Bank ' was inspired
by a tradition connected with this island. ¢ Gougane Barra'®is the
most popular of his poems in the south of Ireland.

In 1829 he was advised to try a change of climate; and he be-
came tutor in the family of an Irish gentleman residing in Lisbon.
Here in a few months he learned enough of the language to read
Portuguese poetry ; and here also he prepared his scattered writ-
ings for publication in a collected form. His health grew rapidly
worse ; and he longed intensely to return and die in his beloved
native land. Although utterly prostrate, he went on board a vessel
Jbound for Cork, but his symptoms became so alarming that he was
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forced to return on shore, where he died a few days later, Sept.
19, 1829.

‘¢ His vigorous, stirring, and thoroughly original poem on ‘ Gou-
gane Barra,” with its resonant double-rimes, so characteristic of
the Gael,” has a freedom all its own, says Mr. George Sigerson, who
continues : ‘* His pride was to have awakened the ancient harp and
mingled with the voice of southern waters the songs that even Echo
had forgotten, he says, invoking the * Least Bard of the Hills.” The
claim was justified. Moore unquestionably revived the spirit of
Irish melody and first infused into poetry the legends of the land.
It is Callanan’s distinction—a great one, though ignored till now—
that he was the first to give adequate versions of Irish Gaelic poems.
Compared with preceding and many subsequent attempts, they are
marvelously close and true to their originals, . . . Callanan was
among the first (after the popular balladists) to introduce a Gaelic
refrain into English poetry.”

A third edition of Callanan’s poems appeared in 1847, with a bio-
graphical introduction and notes by Mr. M. F. M'Carthy. Another
volume of his collected poems was published in 1861.

GOUGANE BARRA.!

There is a green island in lone Gougane Barra,

Whence Allu of songs rushes forth like an arrow;

In deep-valleyed Desmond a thousand wild fountains

Come down to that lake, from their home in the mountains.
There grows the wild ash; and a time-stricken willow
Looks chidingly down on the mirth of the billow,

As, like some gay child that sad monitor scorning,

It lightly laughs back to the laugh of the morning.

And its zone of dark hills—oh! to see them all bright’ning,
When the tempest flings out its red banner of lightning,
And the waters come down, 'mid the thunder’s deep rattle,
Like clans from their hills at the voice of the battle;

And brightly the fire-crested billows are gleaming,

And wildly from Malloc 2 the eagles are screaming:

Oh, where is the dwelling, in valley or highland,

So meet for a bard as this lone little island?

How oft, when the summer sun rested on Clara8

And lit the blue headland of sullen Ivara,

Have I sought thee, sweet spot, from my home by the ocean,
And trod all thy wilds with a minstrel’s devotion,

1 Gougane Barra is a small lake about two miles in circumference,
formed by the numerous streams which descend from the mountains that
divide the counties of Cork and Kerry.

8 A mountain over the lake. 3 Cape Clear.
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And thought on the bards who, oft gathering together,
In the cleft of thy rocks, and the depth of thy heather,
Dwelt far from the Saxon’s dark bondage and slaughter,
As they raised their last song by the rush of thy water!

High sons of the lyre! oh, how proud was the feeling

To dream while alone through that solitude stealing;
Though loftier minstrels green Erin can number,

I alone waked the strain of her harp from its slumber,

And gleaned the gray legend that long had been sleeping,
Where oblivion’s dull mist o’er its beauty was creeping,
From the love which I felt for my country’s sad story,
When to love her was shame, to revile her was glory!

Least bard of the free! were it mine to inherit

The fire of thy harp and the wing of thy spirit,

With the wrongs which, like thee, to my own land have bound
me,

Did your mantle of song throw its radiance around me;

Yet, yet on those bold cliffs might Liberty rally,

And abroad send her cry o’er the sleep of each valley.

But rouse thee, vain dreamer! no fond fancy cherish,

Thy vision of Freedom in bloodshed must perish.

I soon shall be gone—though my name may be spoken
When Erin awakes, and her fetters are broken—

Some minstrel will come in the summer eve’s gleaming,
When Freedom’s young light on his spirit is beaming,
To bend o’er my grave with a tear of emotion,

Where calm Avonbuee seeks the kisses of ocean,

And a wild wreath to plant from the banks of that river
O’er the heart and the harp that are silent for ever.

THE GIRL I LOVE.

The girl I love is comely, straight, and tall,

Down her white neck her auburn tresses fall.

Her dress is neat, her carriage light and free—

Here’s a health to that charming maid, whoe’er she be!

The rose’s blush but fades beside her cheek ;

Her eyes are blue, her forehead pale and meek;

Her lips like cherries on a summer tree—

Here’s a health to that charming maid, whoe’er she be!
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O SAY, MY BROWN DRIMIN.?
Translated from the Irish.

O say, my brown Drimin, thou silk of the kine,?

Where, where are thy strong ones, last hope of thy line?
Too deep and too long is the slumber they take,

At the loud call of freedom why don’t they awake?

My strong ones have fallen—from the bright eye of day
All darkly they sleep in their dwelling of clay;

The cold turf is o’er them ;—they hear not my cries,
And since Louis no aid gives I cannot arise.

O! where art thou, Louis, our eyes are on thee?

Are thy lofty ships walking in strength o’er the sea?
In freedom’s last strife if you linger or quail,

No morn e’er shall break on the night of the Gael.

But should the king’s son, now bereft of his right,
Come, proud in his strength, for his country to fight;
Like leaves on the trees will new people arise,

And deep from their mountains shout back to my cries.

When the prince, now an exile, shall come for his own,
The isles of his father, his rights and his throne,

My people in battle the Saxons will meet,

And kick them before, like old shoes from their feet.

O’er mountains and valleys they ’1l press on their rout,
The five ends of Erin shall ring to their shout;

My sons all united shall bless the glad day

When the flint-hearted Saxons they ’ve chased far away.

THE WHITE COCKADE.
Translated from the Irish.

King Charles he is King James’s son,

And from a royal line is sprung;

Then up with shout, and out with blade,
And we’ll raise once more the white cockade.

! Drimin is the ‘favorite name of a cow, by which Ireland is here alle-

orically denoted. The five ends of Erin are the five kingdoms—Munster,

einster, Ulster, Connaught, and Meath—into which the island was
divided under the Milesian dynasty.—Callanan.

’t gzlk of the cows, an idiomatic expression for the most beautiful of
cattle.
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That heart is now broken that never would quail,
And thy high songs are turned into weeping and wail.

Bright shades of our sires! from your home in the skies
O blast not your sons with the scorn of your eyes!
Proud spirit of Gollam,! how red is thy cheek,

For thy freemen are slaves, and thy mighty are weak!

O’Neil of the Hostages; 2 Con,3 whose high name

On a hundred red battles has floated to fame,

Let the long grass still sigh undisturbed o’er thy sleep;
Arise not to shame us, awake not to weep.

In thy broad wing of darkness enfold us, O night!
Withhold, O bright sun, the reproach of thy light!
For freedom or valor no more canst thou see

In the home of the brave, in the isle of the free.

Affliction’s dark waters your spirits have bowed,

And oppression hath wrapped all your land in its shroud,
Since first from the Brehon’s ¢ pure justice you strayed
And bent to those laws the proud Saxon has made.

We know not our country, so strange is her face;
Her sons, once her glory, are now her disgrace;
Gone, gone is the beauty of fair Innisfail,

For the stranger now rules in the land of the Gael.

Where, where are the woods that oft rung to your cheer,
Where you waked the wild chase of the wolf and the deer?
Can those dark heights, with ramparts all frowning and riven,
Be the hills where your forests waved brightly in heaven?

O bondsmen of Egypt, no Moses appears

To light your dark steps thro’ this desert of tears!
Degraded and lost ones, no Hector is nigh

To lead you to freedom, or teach you to die!

9

1 Gollam, a name of Milesius, the Spanish progenitor of the Irish O’s
and Magcs.

* Nial of the Nine Hostages, the heroic monarch of Ireland in the fourth
century, and ancestor of the O’Neil family.
. 2 Con Cead Catha, Con of the Hundred Fights, monarch of the island
in the second centurﬁ. Although the fighter of a hundred battles. he was
not the victor of a hundred fields; his valorous rival Owen, King of
Munster, compelled him to a division of the kingdom.

% Brehons, the hereditary judges of the Irish septs.


















LADY COLIN CAMPBELL.

T.apy CoLIN CAMPBELL is the youngest daughter of Edmond
Maghlin Blood, Brickhill, County Clare, Ireland. She was educated
in Italy and France. Shemarried Lord Colin Campbell, the youngest
son of the eighth Duke of Argyll. She obtained a separation from
Lord Colin Campbell for cruelty, and became a widow in 1895. She
was the art critic of The World; and was also the author of ‘A
Woman’s Walks,’ in the same paper.

Her publications are ¢ Darell Blake,’ ‘A Book of the Running
Brook,’ ¢ A Miracle in Rabbits,’ etc.

A MODERN -ZEGERIA.

From ¢ Darell Blake.’

He had never loved anything or anybody until he met
Lady Alma; hence he had no standard of comparison in
his mind whereby he could gauge the extent of his present
absorption. Iis affection for his wife was a pleasant
equable feeling; she was a dear, good, unselfish creature;
but, if such an expression were permissible, his feeling for
her, without his knowing it, had always been more that of
a brother than of a husband.

Unfortunately for Victoria, she was not a woman gifted
with the particular power to captivate and arrest the in-
terest of a mind so energetic as Darell’s. The small do-
mestic trivialities of every-day life, which she would daily
weary and irritate him by discussing, seemed to her to be
the most natural subjects of interest between them during
their conjugal téte-a-tétes, when Darell arrived home tired
and worn out at the end of his day’s work. At the same
time the crushing sense of inability to grasp the interests
that she dimly felt were ever occupying her husband’s
mind, acted as a perpetual discouragement to her. Thus
it was only too natural that the effect of the contrast be-
tween the minds of these two women, the only two that
Darell Blake had ever been thrown in contact with—the
one prosaic, timid, and sluggish, yet capable of the most
exalted unselfishness; the other quick, tortuous, unsparing,
and devoid of all guiding principle—should heighten the

448
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illusion which Lady Alma’s personality had produced on
Darell’s inexperience.

The man’s sentimental nature had lain dormant all his
life. From his earliest youth he had lived through his brain
alone; he had been too eager, too restless, too impatient to
make his way, ever to think of asking himself whether he
had a heart or not. Loving or not loving is far more a
habit than most people know or will acknowledge. With
Darell it was a habit he had entirely neglected to cultivate,
and the result of such neglect was that having at last
fallen into the clutches of Love, that enemy of human peace
of mind, he found himself struggling with a passion that
threatened to shipwreck his whole existence unless he got
the upper hand.

Darell was no weak child, and he struggled bravely, but
in such acute cases discretion is the better part of valor,
and presence of mind should promptly dictate absence of
body. The idea of going away, of leaving London, did in-
deed occur to him for one brief moment, but he swept it
aside. It was impossible he should give up his work, his
whole career, at the very moment it was trembling in the
balance! Besides, in that work, in that career, lay his best
hope of salvation; and he threw himself into the political
campaign (which had been opened before him even sooner
than he had expected, owing to the premature resignation
through ill-health of the Member for South Peckham) with
an impetuosity which at least had the merit of acting as a
relief to his intense mental strain. Only in this way could
he let Lady Alma see that the man to whom she had been
so graciously kind was worthy of her interest and her ap-
probation. He felt as if he were entering the lists with his
liege lady’s colors pinned to his helmet, and he resolved in
his heart that she should have reason to be proud of the
champion she had sent into the fray. Only in this way
could he ever prove his adoration, both to her and to him-
self; and it was, therefore, with the unflagging enthusiasm
born of this idea, as well as with the unrest caused by the
effort to stifle the passion which strove within him and
called aloud for utterance in words, that Darell toiled early
and late. Working at the Tribune office, speaking at meet-
ings at South Peckham, where his fervent eloquence had

stir{x’-ed up all the elements of political storm, canvassing,
2
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interviewing important people, he gave himself rest neither
night nor day, until even Sedley began to look almost
grave as he tried to put a drag on his turbulent protégé.

“ Tt ’s all nonsense your working like this, my lad,” he
said one night in the T'ribune office, “ no constitution can
possibly stand it, especially after the work you have done,
without a single interruption, ever since you came here
more than a year and a half ago. You do ten times, fifty
times as much as you need, especially while you have this
election business on your shoulders. Why don’t you leave
more to your sub? He is a clever young fellow enough in
his way, and if you only knew all that your predecessor
left in his hands, you would be surprised.”

“ Hardly a recommendation to me to do likewise, when
I remember where the Tribune had drifted to when you put
me at the helm,” answered Darell, with a weary smile.
He was in that acute state of over-work when one feels as
if something must snap in one’s brain, and that if it did do
so, it would be a relief. He had seen Lady Alma for a few
moments that day, and the questions that he read, or
thought he read, in her eyes were almost more than he
could stand. Not work so hard? Why, his work was the
only thing that kept him from going to pieces, the only
means whereby he could compel his thoughts in some
measure away from Lady Almaj; though no matter how
much he strained his attention to other things on the sur-
face, through it all, like the sense of the dominant key in a
phrase of music, ran the memory of her beauty, of her
charm, which seemed to hold every fiber of his being.
“You need not worry about me,” he added, “ the Tribune
is not going to lose its editor yet awhile. I’ll take a holi-
day in August, and that will set me up again. And as to
this extra work just now, the worst of it will soon be over,
you know, for the polling is the day after to-morrow. You
will be down there with me, won’t you? ”

“Till the evening, certainly,” answered Sedley, ¢ but I
have to dine at the Speaker’s that evening, so I must get
back to town early, and shall not be able to wait to hear
the result. Not that I have much fear about it,” he added,
with a laugh, “ and I have the courage of my opinions, for
I have backed you for fifty pounds! I have been around to-
day to a number of people and they have all promised you
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their carriages. Lady Alma and Mrs. Walpole have done
the same, and they mean to bring down a bevy of workers
to whip up the recalcitrant voters. You’ll see, everything
and everybody will go upon wheels—the pun was uninten-
tional, but we will take it as a good omen! So cheer up,
my lad, and prepare to accept with becoming dignity the
honors that the South Peckhamites are going to shower
upon you!”

To say that South Peckham woke up in a state of fer-
ment on the morning of the eventful day is but a poor
and inadequate expression. In fact, it can hardly be said
to have waked up, insomuch that a considerable number of
its inhabitants never went to bed at all, and as these per-
gisted in perambulating the streets singing party songs,
and cheering at intervals for the rival candidates, it may
fairly be said that but few South Peckhamites slept peace-
fully that night. Never had there been such excitement
over an election in that placid constituency before. Both
sides had strained every nerve in the campaign, but as yet
neither had any idea with whom would lie the ultimate
victory.

The Radical party had felt all along that the fight at
South Peckham would be a serious one. It was true that
the registration of the Radical electors had been very care-
fully kept up, but on the other hand Darell Blake was an
unknown man to the constituency, while the Conservative
party had for once had the intelligence to put forward as
candidate a local dry goods dealer, an owner of one of
those immense establishments of modern growth which,
like Aaron’s rod, had swallowed up all the other little re-
tail rods around it. The head of this huge system of local
patronage and employment, one Prodgers, was as the
straw is to the drowning man to the Conservative Asso-
ciation. There had been distinet heartburnings among
the titled members of the Tory organization at the Carlton
that such a move as this should have to be resorted to.
There had been many pourparlers as to the choice between
the two evils which had to be faced—i. e., the loss of a Lon-
don constituency, or the sacrifice on the altar of Baal by
admitting the undeniably parvenu Prodgers to that home
of the country gentleman and Tory purist, the Carlton
Club. Darell was better known in Pall Mall than in Peck-
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ham, and the announcement that he had been chosen as
Radical candidate had filled the breasts of the wirepullers
at the Carlton with blank dismay. There was no time to
be lost in finding a sufficiently strong local influence where-
with to oppose this firebrand. It was quite clear that at
such a juncture, and with such an opponent, it would be
absolutely useless to put forward some colorless youth
who happened to be the younger son of a Tory peer, so the
Prodgers pill was swallowed, though not without many
wry faces and murmurings amongst the rank and file of
the Conservatives.

“Vote for Prodgers, your local Friend and Neighbor,”
“ Prodgers and the Integrity of the Empire,” ¢ Prodgers
the Public Benefactor,” these and many similar placards,
all calculated to appeal to the self-interest of the popula-
tion to whom the great Prodgers afforded so much employ-
ment, adorned the hoardings and blank walls on every side
as you approached the scene of the contest. The battle of
the billposters had been carried on with ardor, for Darell
Blake’s supporters had not been behindhand. There was,
perhaps, less froth on the surface, but none the less were
there determination and energy. The whole of the T'ri-
bune office had turned out en bloc on every occasion that
the employés could get an hour’s leave from the printing
presses. Many of the most acute battles of the bills had
been carried on by the printer’s devils from Fleet Street, to
whom the guerrilla warfare of tearing down the opposition
posters had been absolutely delightful.

The Radical organization spent, in comparison to their
opponents, but little money. They had not the resources
of Prodgers behind them. The magnificent fourgons, with
their sleek teams of splendid horses in richly caparisoned
harness, bearing the proud device of “Prodgers, Provider,”
were not procurable on the Radical side to impress and
overawe the electorate. Each little baker, haberdasher,
and bootmaker, however, who had become abnormally
Radical under the predominating influence of the absorb-
ing Prodgers was up in arms on this occasion to deal one
bold blow against the hated rival, salving their consciences
meanwhile with the belief that they were actuated by
a spirit of the purest patriotism. Needless to state, the
orthodox clergy were on the side of the big fourgons, the
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fat horses, the wealth, and the eminently Conservative re-
spectability of Prodgers. The dissenting element went
therefore “ solid ” for the Radical candidate—Wesleyans,
Baptists, Nonconformists, Salvationists, all toiled man-
fully for the man who promised to bring about the Dises-
tablishment of the Church of England at the earliest possi-
ble date, and the prospect of such a distribution of loaves
and fishes impelled them to canvass every corner of the dis-
trict. South Peckham was in a ferment of what it was
pleased to comsider national emotion. It felt that not
only the eyes of all the civilized world were upon this par-
ticular election, but that the Ministry itself was trembling
in its shoes at what might be the verdict of South Peck-
ham. Had not the Tribune placed this issue clearly be-
fore the clectorate? Thus it came to pass that while the
worthy Peckhamites were working themselves up into a
pefect furore of political passion under the stirring .
speeches of Darell, which revealed to many of them, no
doubt for the first time, undreamt-of political issues, they
were also enjoying the delicious sensation of being individ-
uals of public prominence, and at the same time gratifying
the petty jealousies and local hatreds that are so pecu-
liarly characteristic of the genus of Little Pedlingtons.

No wonder, therefore, if South Peckham enjoyed itself
when the great and eventful day at last arrived. All day
long the streets and thoroughfares were crowded. Ordi-
nary business was practically at a standstill, for every
tradesman in the place, with few exceptions, was an ardent
partisan, and every one who possessed any vehicle other
than a wheelbarrow was both pleased and proud to lend it
for the service of the candidate he supported. Outside
help, too, was not wanting, and much amusement might
- have been derived from studying the faces of the smart
coachmen from the West-end obliged to drive voters to the
poll in what they evidently looked upon with contempt as
an uncivilized and unseemly part of London, which no
coachman who respected himself could be expected to
know. Most active of all, darting hither and thither
through the crowd, was a miniature dog-cart, brown in
color throughout, and driven by Mrs. Chester, a small but
most enthusiastic worker on the Radical Women’s Associa-
tion, to whom Sedley had given the appropriate sobriquet
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of “ Mother Carey’s Chicken of Politics,” for, like her pro-
totype, she was always the harbinger of storms. The energy
of this little lady knew no bounds; and in pursuit of voters
she would whip up her little rat of a pony, and reckless of
life or limb, or of the safety of the small tiger who occupied
a slippery and precarious seat at the back of the tilted-up
cart, she would dash through the crowd, and, having se-
cured her prey, land him in triumph at the poll, and then
swoop off after another. There was no withstanding her
eloquence or her energy; and it may safely be said that
Mrs. Chester, in the course of that long day, did greater
service to Darell than any other individual who worked to
secure his election.

Lady Alma and Mrs. Walpole were also amongst the
workers, but while Mrs. Walpole did her best to emulate
Mrs. Chester’s feats of activity, Lady Alma remained the
greater part of the day at one or other of the committee
rooms, going over the list of voters, seeing that no one was
forgotten, hearing reports, sending out messengers, and
generally superintending the progress of the battle. Darell
was but little with her, but this she did not seem to mind.
Even her steady pulses were quickened under the influence
of the fight that was going on. She felt confident of Dar-
ell’s victory, and at the bottom of her heart she felt equally
confident that her victory over Darell would not linger long
behind. She had read him with her usual quickness, and
the fight he had been waging with himself ever since Sed-
ley’s interruption on the terrace—Lady Alma even now
could not think of that interruption without a frown—
was not altogether unknown to her; and with her habit of
analyzing her sensations, she owned to herself that though
Darell’s elusiveness irritated her, at the same time it had
invested him with an attraction which she had never felt in
her life before. She had never known a man who struggled
against any feeling with which she might have inspired
him; and as she watched Darell, and saw not only how he
fought with himself, but how that fight was beginning to
tell on him, she told herself, with keen delight of anticipa-
tion, how exquisite the moment of victory over such a
nature would be when it came.

But Lady Alma was one of those rare women who,
though they never lose sight of their quarry, understand
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the science of stalking; and to mix sentiment with the tur-
moil of an election would be, she felt, a fatal error. When-
ever she and Darell met during that long day, she was
charmingly amiable, sympathetic, full of interest in the
battle, and of encouragement as to the result; but not in
looks, gestures, nor words did she in any way seek to dis-
turb his mind or suggest more personal or tender thoughts.
In her cool white embroideries and straw hat, with a bunch
of dark blue cornflowers and dark blue ribbon—Darell’s
colors—at her breast, the sight of her rested him * like the
shadow of a great rock in a weary land.” All the sense of
struggling seemed to have slipped from him like a cloak
from his shoulders, in the closeness of interest which
seemed to bind them together that day; he even forgot or
only dimly remembered that he had ever struggled at all.
He had not time to analyze his feelings, or to ask himself
what this new peace which had succeeded the turmoil of
the last weeks might mean. There would be time enough
to explain and understand later on; for the moment he
could think only of the battle which was raging around
him, and in which he felt that his whole life was at stake.

Lady Alma had no intention of deserting the battlefield
without knowing who had carried off the victory, and had
accordingly, with Mrs. Walpole and Mrs. Chester, accepted
the invitation of one of the local dames, the wife of a rising
rival of the redoubtable Prodgers, to dine and rest at her
house while awaiting the result of counting of the ballot
boxes. Not that she really needed rest. She was as untir-
ing, when she was interested, as a wolf or a Red Indian;
and she had never before been so interested as she had
been that day. Far otherwise was it with Mrs. Walpole.
That good lady, by the time the evening came on, felt that
to spend a whole day away from a looking-glass was a sac-
rifice on the altar of friendship and popularity which was
too severe for her weak nature. It was true she had a
powder-puff in her pocket, but what was a miserable puff,
after a hot summer’s day of work, and talk, and excite-
ment, to a lady so carefully built up and artistically made
youthful as Mrs. Walpole? She felt that her toupée,
though warranted to have been made of “ naturally curl-
ing ” hair, was growing limp and disheveled, and she felt
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distinctly put out when she looked across the table at Alma
Vereker and saw what ‘“naturally curling” hair really
meant. What a fool she had been not to have gone straight
home, instead of saying she would wait to hear the result,
and drive back with Alma and Darell! Poor Mrs. Wal-
pole’s usually good temper had given way under the com-
bined influences of fatigue, heat, and above all of mortified
vanity, when she compared her own disheveled, worn-out
appearance and flushed, haggard cheeks with the cool
serenity of the younger woman opposite. She mentally
determined not to court such a comparison any longer than
she could help, and when the hour for the declaration of
the poll drew nigh, and Lady Alma announced her inten-
tion of going to the Town Hall, Mrs. Walpole excused her-
self on the ground of fatigue, and she said she preferred
to wait where she was till Alma returned to fetch her.

The poll closed at eight P. M. and Darell had adjourned
to the Town Hall, whither the ballot boxes had been car-
ried. Each side was in the highest state of excitement,
and fully believed it had secured the victory. Prodgers
was passing the anxious hours in one of the committee
rooms downstairs, surrounded by a bevy of his supporters,
while his representative was watching over his interests
upstairs in the room where the counting of the votes was
going on under the eye of the sheriff. Darell, in another
room, was, with his usual impetuosity, busily employed
with his various agents in the occupation known as
“ counting his chickens before they were hatched.” But
the hatching was accomplished now, for, as Lady Alma ar-
rived at the door of the room where Darell and his sup-
porters were waiting, an excited partisan came tumbling
down the broad stairs at the imminent risk of his neck,
gasping out that Darell Blake had won the day.

The news ran like wildfire, and as the members of both
committees accompanied the rival candidates upstairs,
their ears were almost deafened by the uproar that burst
from the crowd outside as the result of the election was
passed from lip to lip. Cheers, groans, huzzas, and hisses
were freely mingled, and the huge seething mass of hu-
manity surged hither and thither in a tempest of excite-
ment as the sheriff came out on the great balcony above
the entrance to make the official declaration :—
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Darell Blake (Radical) . . . . 3332
Gustavus Adolphus Prodgers (Conservatlve) . . 3129
Majority for Darell Blake . . . . . . . . 208

The hush that had fallen upon the crowd when the
sheriff appeared was but of brief duration, and was fol-
lowed by a tumultuous storm of applause from every little
costermonger and tradesman who had gathered en masse to
assist at the dethronement of the almighty Prodgers on
this memorable occasion. The Rights of Labor, Free Edu-
cation, the Disestablishment of the Church, and the most
cherished principles of the Liberal creed had vanished
from the imaginations of the enthusiastic Peckhamite Rad-
icals in the realization of the personal success which had
attended their struggle in this trade feud with the omniv-
orous Prodgers. The faces of the local magnates, the
representatives of prosperous villadom, whose social posi-
tion in the district had given them the right to be present
in the Town Hall on such an occasion, grew longer and
longer as they slowly realized that what they believed to
be an era of social revolution was at last going to sweep
over them. Prodgers, however, with the deep instinct of
a tradesman to make the best of a bad bargain, put as smil-
ing a face as he could upon his defeat; and with the same
self-complacent, semi-obsequious air with which he would
have offered “the last sweet thing in mantles,” he came
forward and congratulated Darell on his victory. Darell,
ready to believe in everything and everybody in the en-
thusiasm of that moment of triumph, seized the out-
stretched hand of Prodgers, as though the latter had been
a long-lost friend and brother. As this affecting scene
took place on the balcony in full view of the crowd, the
whole audience howled approval of so admirable and ex-
emplary a termination to the fight. The only exception
to this remarkably peaceful electoral picture was the row
of vinegar faces of the local magnates standing as a back-
ground to the two candidates. As soon as the gush of ap-
proving sentiment had somewhat spent itself, another cry
went up of “ Speech! speech!” and Darell, advancing to
the balustrade, looked out over the sea of upturned faces
below, all curiously white and distinct in the strong glare
of the gaslight. As he realized that these people were his
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constituents, that he was their Member, that at this mo-
ment he was at last touching the height of his boyish
ambition, a knot seemed to rise in his throat, and for an
instant almost choked him. But not for long, and, recov-
ering himself, his voice rang out clear and strong—

“In offering to you, my friends, my thanks and congrat-
ulations on the result of our great victory, I feel that there
is one portion of my task which is beyond my powers, and
that is to make a fitting acknowledgment to those who have
fought the fight for me, and to whom, far more than to my
own poor cfforts, is due the glorious result of to-day’s con-
test. I am indeed both glad and proud that the principles
we have fought so hard for should have been crowned with
victory; and I am the more glad and the more proud that
you should have honored me by selecting me as the cham-
pion of our great cause of Liberty and Progress. It is
indeed a great and glorious reward, after many years of
conflict on behalf of the People, to find that they place con-
fidence not only in my judgment, but in my ability to serve
them. The day has now come when Labor can claim its
rights. These are the occasions we look for to hear the
voice of the People, and so long as they come forward in
their thousands, show themselves actuated by an interest
in great political questions, and are prepared to express
their opinions with the overwhelming power which they
alone possess, no political intrigues of an embarrassed
Ministry, no wire-pulling by aristocratic organizations,
will be able to prevail against them. I have not only to
congratulate you, my friends and supporters, on the re-
sult of this election, but it behooves me also to offer a
tribute of praise to the honorable and straightforward way
in which our opponents have conducted their side of the
campaign!”

A perfect tempest of applause broke out when Darell
ceased speaking, so that it was some time before the esti-
mable Prodgers could obtain a hearing for a few trite re-
marks of sympathy to his defeated supporters, ending up
with the usual promise to reverse the result of the poll on
the next occasion.

When Darell retired to the back of the balcony after
making his speech, and turned round to enter the room,
he found himself face to face with Lady Alma. She seemed
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completely absorbed in the scene that was taking place.
Coquetry, thirst for admiration, love of homage, all had,
for one brief moment, died out of even her nature. For
once in her life Alma Vereker had forgotten her own per-
sonality in her admiration for that of another; and as she
had stood there behind Darell while he was speaking, look-
ing at his square, close-cropped black head and lithe,
sinewy form outlined against the gas-lit crowd below and
beyond, listening to his clear, mellow voice that rang out
with a triumphal defiance in its tones that thrilled her
even as it thrilled the surging mass of people, she felt not
only proud of Darell, but was conscious of a secret wish
that it had been her lot to have had such a man, with his
indomitable spirit, energy, and enthusiasm, by her side as
her partner in life’s battles.

She startled slightly when Darell paused in front of her,
and just then her footman appeared in the entrance to the
balcony. ‘If you please, my lady,” he said, touching his
hat, “I went for Mrs. Walpole, but she had left word for
your ladyship that the was so tired that she had gone home
with Mrs. Chester, as she did not feel well enough to wait
for your ladyship. And Jones has brought the carriage
round to the side-door here, so that your ladyship may
avoid the crowd.”

Lady Alma had listened with a frown while the man was
speaking. So Mrs. Walpole had thrown her over? Well,
she was not one to change her plans on that account.
“Very well, Frederick,” she said. “ Fetch my cloak out
of No. 1 Committee Room downstairs, and take it to the
carriage. I shall leave directly. You see, Mr. Blake,” she
said, turning to him, and raising her eyes to his, when the
man departed on his errand, “ you will have to be satis-
fied with my poor companionship on the road home, as Mrs.
Walpole has deserted us, and I think, as it is getting late,
the sooner we start the better.”

Prodgers had just finished speaking, and suddenly there
arose another cry for Darell. He stepped forward, bowing
his acknowledgments, and Lady Alma, out of a movement
of curiosity to see the crowd, moved with him. Instantly
some one raised a shout, “ Three cheers for Mr. and Mrs.
Blake!” Again and again the cry was taken up, until

-
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the crowd fairly shouted itself hoarse in admiration of the
couple before them.

Lady Alma, on hearing the shout, had grown first crim-
son, then dead white. Darell was thunderstruck, aghast,
bewildered ; and he was just trying to find some words
wherewith to correct the mistake, when he felt the touch
of Lady Alma’s fingers on his arm. “ Don’t say anything,”
she whispered hurriedly, ‘explanations will only make
matters worse! Let us get away as soon as we can,” and
recalling her presence of mind, she bowed to the crowd and
left the balcony. TFortunately the majority of the local
magnates had already preceded them into the room beyond,
and those who were left had been too much occupied dis-
cussing their defeat, to notice anything more than that
the crowd were cheering their new member.

For the greater part of the way home Lady Alma lay
back silently, with closed eyes, in the corner of the landau.
At first Darell was glad of this silence. His brain was on
fire with the excitement of the day’s fight, the glorious vic-
tory, and the last shout of the crowd had fairly put him
beside himself. He sat back in his corner of the great
open carriage, looking at Lady Alma. Ah! if this woman
were really his wife, as the crowd had just acclaimed her
to be! His companion in heart and soul, his crowning
triumph in joy, his crowning consolation in sorrow! with
such a woman to help him with her keen intellect, her re-
sistless charm, her strength of will and power of compre-
hension, to what triumphs might he not ultimately climb!
How good she had been to him, how good! It was to her
he owed everything that made life most dear; it was from
her hand that he had this day received the crowning ambi-
tion of his existence. How she had worked for him! and
to think that at the end of it all she should have been of-
fended by the mistake of the crowd! Darell could not bear
this idea, and, overcome by the turmoil of his feelings, he
bent forward and laid his hand on hers, from which she
had withdrawn the glove when she entered the carriage.
Lady Alma opened her eyes. She felt as if in a dream, but
through the dream came a vague, exquisite consciousness
that the hour of her victory had at last arrived.

“Tell me vou are not offended with me for what hap-
pened,” said Darell, in a low husky voice. The sensation
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of her cool hand, which Lady Alma did not remove, under
his palm, put the finishing touch to his emotion. “ You
know it was not my fault—that I would lay down my life
sooner than that you should have a second’s annoyance!”

“No, I am not annoyed,” she answered, in slow, linger-
ing tones; “ why should I be? It can be no offense to be
taken for the wife of such a man as you.”

“Would to God that you were!” interrupted Darell in
a hoarse whisper, while his hand closed upon and clenched
Lady Alma’s unconsciously in so tight a grip that she
winced. “No! do not withdraw your hand. You know
you told me that night on the terrace that I was not to
thank you till I bad won the victory. It is you, and you
only who have won it for me, you who have crowned my
life with a joy and an intensity of fecling I have never
known before. You have created me anew. I am no longer
the same man in any respect that I was before I knew you,
and I love you for this as surely never was woman loved
before! My whole life, my whole future is yours, to do
as you will with; and, indeed, it is but a poor return for all
the gladness which you have revealed to me. I never
thought it possible that any one should feel what I feel for
you! I have struggled so hard to put your image aside,
but it is beyond my strength. The sound of your voice
thrills me; even to hear your name mentioned makes my
heart throb! I ask nothing but to live within sight of
your beauty, within touch of your hand. I know that you
are as far above me as those stars are above our heads,
and I only ask to look up at you, to live in the light of your
presence, to lay down my heart at your feet!”

Darell’s voice died away in a sob as he bent his head
over the hand that lay passive in his clasp. Lady Alma
shivered slightly. Her strong imagination, notwithstand-
ing the coldness of her nature, could not help catching
some of the fire of Darell’s headlong torrent of words. The
moment of her triumph had come at last, and was even
more complete and satisfying than she had expected it to
be. She felt that, from this evening, this man she admired
for his indomitable strength and energy was in her hands
like clay in those of the potter, to be moulded as she chose,
and the sense of power was like incense to her nostrils.

“ Foolish boy!” she said quietly, “ you must not talk
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like this; you are excited and unstrung to-night, after all
the excitement of the past fight and to-day’s victory; and
perhaps I am, too, now that it is all over. I am so proud
to hear you say that you think I helped you—"

“T did not say that,” interposed Darell, raising his head
from the hand he was still holding. ¢ I said that it is to
you I owe the victory; and that is the truth, for T should
never have won it without you, without feeling your en-
couragement.”

“Well, perhaps I did help you in that way,” admitted
Lady Alma, with a tender smile; “1 am glad I did, and if
my sympathy and encouragement are really a help, you
can count upon them never failing you. A nature such as
yours wants sympathy and comprehension, as a flower
needs dew; and I do not think,” she added in a tone that
in its quiet impressiveness and suggestion shook Darell as
if he had received an electric shock, ¢ that in all the world
you will find any one who will sympathize with you, under-
stand you, or be as proud of your successes as your friend,
Alma Vereker.”

It may safely be asserted that when Darell found him-
self alone in the great landau, on his way to Onslow Cres-
cent, after dropping Lady Alma at Grosvenor Square,
there was not in the length and breadth of London town a
more insanely happy mortal than he. Long years after,
that night’s drive came back to him as one of those rarest
of moments experienced by mortals, when everything has
been granted to them, every heart-wish gratified. Darell
felt on the very apex of all sensation, and if his head reeled
or swam as he drove home through the warm perfumed
night it was not to be wondered at. He was mad, drunk
with the intoxication of success, and with the realization
of all that this woman’s personality had become to him;
and his ears were closed to the voice of the experience of
many ages, saying in solemn tones, “Quem Deus vult per-
dere, prius dementat!”






GEORGE CANNING.
(1770—1827.)

THis famous orator, wit, poet, and statesman—whom Byron calls
¢ a genius—almost a universal one,” was the son of an Irish barris-
ter, himself a man of talent and no mean poet—and was born April
11, 1770. He was educated at Eton, where he was the most bril-
liant of that brilliant group of boys who conducted The Microcosm
from November, 1786, to July, 1787 ; a weekly consisting of papers
written in imitation of The Spectator, The Tatler, The Guardian,
and similar publications of the period. It contains many unique
examples of juvenile essay writing and some of them have high
literary merit. Canning’s essay on The Books for Children, pub-
lished by Newbery, Goldsmith’s friend and publisher, is a remark-
able piece of clever fooling.

A Liberal in early life, he very soon became a Tory, and with
some other members of the same group founded The Anti-Jacobin,
which lived through thirty weekly numbers in 1796. Its mission
was to oppose revolutionary sentiment and to cast ridicule on those
who sympathized with it, but there was much non-political writing
in it also, and it was here that the famous and oft-cited ‘Needy
Knife-Grinder’ appeared. The poetry of The Anti-Jacobin was
collected and published in 1894, but it is chiefly interesting to the
student of that stormy political period when the fear of the spread
of those revolutionary principles which were expressed with so much
attendant horror in France in 1792 brought forth torrents of abuse
and ridicule upon those who sympathized with them.

Canning also was associated with the work of founding The Quar-
terly Review, in which some of his humorous articles appeared,
notably that upon the bullion question. He was an Oxford man
and studied for the law, but on Sheridan’s advice he decided to
enter Parliament ; this he did in 1794 and here he early distin-
guished himself as a Parliamentary manager as well as a wit and
an orator. One of his contemporaries, Lord Dalling, speaks of ‘‘ the
singularly mellifluous and sonorous voice, the classical language,—
now pointed with epigram, now elevated into poetry, now burning
with passion, now rich with humor,—which curbed into still atten-
tion a willing and long-broken audience.”

‘We have only space to recapitulate briefly the chief events of his
Parliamentary career. He became Under-Secretary of State in 1796 ;
was Treasurer of the Navy, 1804-06 ; Minister of Foreign Affairs,
1807-09 ; Ambassador to Lisbon, 1814-16 ; and Premier in 1827, in
which year he died.

He assisted the South American Republics to obtain independence,
and a letter he addressed to the American representative in Eng-
land proved to be the initial step which led President Monroe to
formulate the famous Monroe doctrine,
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ON THE ENGLISH CONSTITUTION.
From the ‘Speech on Parliamentary Reform.’

Other nations, excited by the example of the liberty
which this country has long possessed, have attempted to
copy our Constitution; and some of them have shot be-
yond it in the fierceness of their pursuit. I grudge not to
other nations that share of liberty which they may acquire:
in the name of God, let them enjoy it! But let us warn
them that they lose not the object of their desire by the
very eagerness with which they attempt to grasp it. In-
heritors and conservators of rational freedom, let us, while
others are seeking it in restlessness and trouble, be a
steady and shining light to guide their course; not a wan-
dering meteor to bewilder and mislead them.

Let it not be thought that this is an unfriendly or dis-
heartened counsel to those who are either struggling under
the pressure of harsh government, or exulting in the nov-
elty of sudden emancipation. It is addressed much rather
to those who, though cradled and educated amidst the
sober blessings of the British Constitution, pant for other
schemes of liberty than those which that Constitution
sanctions—other than are compatible with a just equality
of civil rights, or with the necessary restraints of social
obligation; of some of whom it may be said, in the lan-
guage which Dryden puts into the mouth of one of the
most extravagant of his heroes, that

“They would be free as Nature first made man,

Ere the base laws of servitude began,
‘When wild in the woods the noble savage ran.”’

Noble and swelling sentiments!—but such as cannot be
reduced into practice. Grand ideas!—but which must be
qualified and adjusted by a compromise between the as-
pirings of individuals and a due concern for the general
tranquillity ;—must be subdued and chastened by reason
and experience, before they can be directed to any useful
end! A search after abstract perfection in government
may produce in generous minds an enterprise and enthu-
siasm to be recorded by the historian and to be celebrated
by the poet: but such perfection is not an object of reason-
able pursuit, because it is not one of possible attainment;
30
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and never yet did a passionate struggle after an absolutely
unattainable object fail to be productive of misery to an
individual, of madness and confusion to a people. As the
inhabitants of those burning climates which lie beneath
a tropical sun sigh for the coolness of the mountain and
the grove; so (all history instructs us) do nations which
have basked for a time in the torrid blaze of an unmiti-
gated liberty, too often call upon the shades of despotism,
even of military despotism, to cover them,—

“—Q quis me gelidis in vallibus Hemi
Sistat, et ingenti ramorum protegat umbra!”

a protection which blights while it shelters; which dwarfs
the intellect and stunts the energies of man, but to which a
wearied nation willingly resorts from intolerable heats and
from perpetual danger of convulsion.

Our lot is happily cast in the temperate zone of free-
dom, the clime best suited to the development of the moral
qualities of the human race, to the cultivation of their fac-
ulties, and to the security as well as the improvement of
their virtues;—a clime not exempt, indeed, from varia-
tions of the elements, but variations which purify while
they agitate the atmosphere that we breathe. Let us be
sensible of the advantages which it is our happiness to en-
joy. L. us guard with pious gratitude the flame of genu-
ine liberty, that fire from heaven, of which our Constitu-
tion is the holy depository ; and let us not, for the chance of
rendering it more intense and more radiant, impair its
purity or hazard its extinction!

SONG.
From ¢ The Rover ; or the Double Arrangement.’

Whene’er with haggard eyes I view
This dungeon that I’m rotting in,
I think of those companions true
Who studied with me at the U—
—niversity of Gottingen,
—niversity of Gottingen.
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Weary Knife-grinder! little think the proud ones

Who in their coaches roll along the turnpike

Road, what hard work ’t is crying all day, “ Knives and
Scissors to grind O!”

Tell me, Knife-grinder, how you came to grind knives?
Did some rich man tyrannically use you?
Was it some squire? or parson of the parish?

Or the attorney?

Was it the squire, for killing of his game? or

Covetous parson, for his tithes distraining?

Or roguish lawyer, made you lose your little
All in a lawsuit?

Have you not read the ¢ Rights of Man,” by Tom Paine?
Drops of compassion tremble on my eyelids,
Ready to fall, as soon as you have told your

Pitiful story.

KNIFE-GRINDER.

Story? God bless you! I have none to tell, sir:

Only last night a-drinking at the Chequers,

This poor old hat and breeches, as you see, were
Torn in a scuffle.

Constables came up for to take me into

Custody ; they took me before the justice;

Justice Oldmixon put me in the parish
Stocks for a vagrant.

I should be glad to drink your honor’s health in
A pot of beer, if you will give me sixpence;
But for my part, I never love to meddle

With polities, sir.

FRIEND OF HUMANITY.

I give thee sixpence! I will see thee damned first—
Wretch! whom no sense of wrongs can rouse to vengeance!
Sordid, unfeeling, reprobate, degraded,

Spiritless outcast!

[Kicks the Knife-grinder, overturns his wheel, and exit in
a transport of republican enthusiasm and universal philan-
thropy.]









WILLIAM CARLETON.
(1798-1869.)

¢« WiLLIAM CARLETON was born on Shrove Tuesday, in the year
1798, when the pike was trying to answer the pitch-cap. He was
the youngest of fourteen children. His father, a farmer of the
town land of Prillisk, in the parish of Clogher, County Tyrone, was
famous among the neighbors for his great knowledge of all the
Gaelic charms, ranns, poems, prophecies, miracle-tales, and tales
of ghost and fairy. His mother had the sweetest voice within the
range of many baronies. When she sang at a wedding or lifted the
keen at a wake, the neighbors would crowd in to hear her, as to
some famous prima donna. Often, too, when she keened, the other
keeners would stand round, silent, to listen. It was her especial
care to know all old Gaelic songs, and many a once noted tune has
died with her.

«¢ A fit father and mother for a great peasant writer—for one who
would be called ‘ the prose Burns of Ireland.’

‘¢ As the young Carleton grew up his mind filled itself brimful of
his father’s stories and his mother’s songs. He has recorded how,
many times, when his mother sat by her spinning-wheel, singing
*The Trougha,’ or ‘Shule Agra,” or some other mournful air, he
would go over to her and whisper : ¢ Mother, don’t sing that song ;
it makes me sorrowful.’ Fifty years later he could still hum tunes
and sing verses dead on all other lips.

‘ His education, such as it was, was beaten into him by hedge
schoolmasters. Like other peasants of his time, he learned to read
out of the Chap-books—‘Freney the Robber,” ‘ Rogues and Rap-
parees’ ; or else, maybe, from the undesirable pages of ¢ Laugh and
Be Fat.” He sat under three schoolmasters in succession—Pat
Fryne, called Mat Kavanagh in ‘Traits and Stories’; O'Beirne of
Findramore ; and another whose name Carleton has not recorded,
there being naught but evil to say of him. They were a queer race,
bred by Government in its endeavor to put down Catholic education.
The thing being forbidden, the peasantry had sent their children to
learn reading and writing, and a little Latin even, under the * hips
and haws’ of the hedges. The sons of plowmen were hard at work
construing Virgil and Horace, so great a joy is there in illegality.

‘¢ When Carleton was about fourteen he set out as ¢ a poor scholar,’
meaning to travel into Munster in search of more perfect education.
‘The poor scholar’ was then common enough in Ireland. Many
still living remember him and his little bottle of ink. When a boy
had shown great attention to his books he would be singled out to
be a priest, and a subscription raised to start him on his way to
Maynooth. Every peasant’s house, as he trudged upon his road,
would open its door to him, such honor had learning and piety
among the poor. Carleton, however, plainly was intended for
nothing of the kind. He did not get farther than Granard, where
he dreamed that he was chased by a mad bull, and, taking this for
an evil omen, went home.
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“ He felt very happy when he came to his own village again, the
uncomfortable priestly ambition well done with. He spent his time
now in attending dances, wakes, and weddings, and grew noted as
the best dancer and leaper in his district ; nor had he many rivals
with a spear and shillelah. When he was about nineteen a second
pious fit sent him off on a pilgrimage to St. Patrick’s Purgatory, in
Lough Derg. This ‘ Purgatory,’ celebrated by Calderon, is an island
where the saint once killed a great serpent, turned him into stone,
and left his rocky semblance visible forever. Upon his return, his
opinions, he states, changed considerably, and began slowly drifting
into Protestantism.

‘“One day he came on a translation of * Gil Blas,” and was set all
agog to see the world and try its chances. Accordingly he again
left his native village, this time not to return. For a while he lin-
gered, teaching in Louth, and then, starting away again, reached
Dublin with the proverbial half-crown in his pocket.”

Thus far the story of his life is told by Mr. W. B. Yeats, in his
‘ Representative Irish Tales.” Carleton was now in that darkest night
which comes before the dawn. One anecdote of many may illus-
trate this period of his career. A bird-stuffer being in want of an
assistant, young Carleton offered himself for the vacant post. He
was asked what he proposed to stuff birds with, and his reply was
‘‘ potatoes and meal.” At last he resolved to enlist ; previously,
however, after the manner of the English poet, Coleridge, address-
ing a letter in tolerably good Latin to the colonel of the regiment
he purposed to join. From that gentleman he received a kind reply
and a remittance; and soon after he managed to obtain some tutor-
ships : while thus employed he met the lady who afterward be-
came his wife.

After a hard struggle with poverty he met the Rev. Ceesar Otway,
then joint-editor of The Christian Examiner. Mr. Otway had re-
cently written a work in which there was a description of Lough
Derg. Carleton told him of his own pilgrimage to this same historic
spot; and as he was detailing his adventures Mr. Otway suggested
that he should commit them to paper. Carleton modestly promised
to ‘‘try.” The sketch was written, approved, printed in The Chris-
tian Examiner, and at the end of two years he had contributed about
thirty sketches to the same periodical; they were collected in a
volume, and published under the title ¢ Traits and Stories of the Irish
Peasantry.” This wasin 1830; in the course of three years the book
had run through several editions. A second series appeared in 1833,
and the next year came yet another volume entitled ‘Tales of
Ireland.” Many of the tales contain glimpses of Carleton’s own
feelings and personal experience. In ‘ The Hedge-school ’ he draws
the schools and the teachers of his own boyhood; in ‘Denis
O’Shaughnessy going to Maynooth’ he describes himself, when he
was still filled with the desire of becoming a priest; and in ‘ The
Poor Scholar’ we have a description, partly of the adventures he
had, partly of those he might have encountered, when his parents
resolved to send him from home to be taught in the educated prov-
ince. Many of the incidents in the story are conceived in the spirit
of the truest pathos; and the happy ending to the sorrows of the
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¢ Poor Scholar,’ and of his much-tried parents, can be read by few
without their feelings being stirred to their deepest depths. A pic-
ture of the domestic and more tranquil feelings is given in ‘ The
Poor Scholar,’ but the ¢ Traits’ are, besides, full of pictures of the
darkest national passions. *‘Donagh, or the Horse-stealers,’ presents
a thrilling portrait of the effect of superstition on a criminal nature;
‘The Party Fight’ portrays the fierce animosities which religious
and political differences can excite among theignorant; and in ‘ The
Lianhan-shee’ there is a fine description of the struggle of a tortured
and fanatic conscience.

Finally, there are stories in those first volumes of Carleton, in
which he turns to lighter and more joyous scenes; and some of the
tales are as fine specimens of the broadest farce as others are of the
deepest pathos. ‘The Hedge-school’ and ¢Denis O’Shaughnessy,’
cannot be read without aching sides; and the story of *‘Phelim
O'Toole’s Courtship’ is told with exhaustless humor. So far for the
‘ Traits.” The chief story in the ‘Tales ’ is ‘ The Dream of a Broken
Heart’; which has been well described as ‘‘ one of the purest and
noblest stories in our literature.”

‘ Fardorougha the Miser,’ in 1839, met the demand for a regular
tale; but this was the least of its merits. It is one of the most
powerful and moving books ever written; indeed, its fault is that it
harrows the feelings overmuch by its realistic pictures of scenes of
tragic sorrow. There are two exquisite female portraits: Honor
O’Donovan, the wife of the miser, and Una O'Brien, the betrothed
of his son. Of the former character Carleton’s own mother was the
original. The story was dramatized by Miss Anne Jane Magrath,
produced at Calvert's Theater, Abbey Street, Dublin, and ran for
some time. Carleton, after this, returned to the shorter stories. In
1841 he published a series of tales, some humorous, some pathetic.
The chief of the former was thesketch of * The Misfortunes of Barney
Branagan,’ and of the latter ‘The Dead Boxer.” In 1845 he again
ventured on an extended work of fiction, ¢ Valentine M'Clutchy, the
Irish Agent, or Chronicles of the Castle Cumber Property’; there
are several fine scenes of tragic interest, but the book has not the
intensity or the uniform somberness of ¢ The Miser.’

In ¢ Valentine M'Clutchy,’ too, unlike its predecessor, the more
serious passages frequently alternate with scenes of laughter and
moving comedy. In the following year his worksreceived an addi-
tion of ¢‘The Pious Aspirations of Solomon M'Slime,’ an attorney
whose religion is that of Tartuffe. To this period also belongs
‘Rody the Rover, or the Ribbonman,’ a description of the opera-
tions of the secret societies, which up to a recent period were so
prominent a feature in the rural life of Ireland. In the year 1845,
Duffy, the well-known Dublin publisher, was bringing out a series
under the title of ‘The Library of Ireland.” The issue for a particu-
lar month was announced from the pen of Thomas Davis, and al-
ready sixteen pages of the story were in print. But before the tale
could be completed the hand of the poet was forever still. There
remained but six days to find another author and the story. Carle-
ton came forward, and in less than the appointed time had pro-
duced ‘ Paddy-Go-Easy,’ a temperance tale said by Father Mathew

to be the best in existence.
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The period chosen for the story ‘ The Black Prophet’ is that of
the great famine, and the scenes in that appalling national calamity
have never been more powerfully told. About this time also
appeared ‘ The Emigrants of Ahadarra’ and * Art Maguire,’ the last
the story of the gradual degradation by drink of a man of good in-
clinations and of originally pure nature. In 1849 was published
«The Tithe Proctor.” In ‘The Black Baronet,” which first appeared
in 1852 under the title ‘ The Red Hall, or the Baronet’s Daughter,’
Carleton made the interest of his story depend more than in any of
his previous works on intricacy of plot. The famine is again de-
scribed, and there is a most touching picture of an evicted tenant,
who, leaving the hut in which his wife lies dead and his children
are down with the fever, goes out to seek subsistence by a life
of crime. In 1852 Carleton published ¢The Squanders of Castle
Squander,’ a not very happy production; and in the same year
* Jane Sinclair,’ ‘ Neal Malone,” and some other of his shorter tales
were republished from the periodicals in which they had originally
appeared. ‘Willy Reilly and his Dear Colleen Bawn’ (1855) is in
parts weak and rather sentimental; but there are several bright bits
descriptive of Irish domestic life. In 1860 was published ‘¢ The Evil
Eye, or the Black Specter,” and in 1862 * Redmond Count O’Hanlon,
the Irish Rapparee.” These were the last works of any considerable
length which issued from his pen except his autobiography, which
is one of the most remarkable human documents ever penned ; it
is included in Mr. D. J. O’'Donoghue’s life of William Carleton, pub-
lished in 1896. He was not free from the embarrassments which
attend the precarious profession of authorship, and on the represen-
tation of his numerous friends a pension of £200 ($1,000) a year was
secured for him from the Government. Hislast illness was of some
duration, and he passed away Jan. 30, 1869.

From the foregoing brief characterization of his books we can
understand why, as Mr. George Barnett Smith very truly says :
¢“ Carleton has been regarded as the truest and most powerful, and
the tenderest delineator of Irish life. Indignant at the constant
misrepresentation of the character of his countrymen, he resolved
to give a faithful picture of the Irish people, and although he did
not spare their vices, he championed their virtues, which were too
often neglected or disputed.”

THE BATTLE OF THE FACTIONS.
Composed into Narrative by a Hedge Schoolmaster.

“ My grandfather, Connor O’Callaghan, though a tall,
erect man, with white flowing hair, like snow, that falls
profusely about his broad shoulders, is now in his eighty-
third year; an amazing age, considhering his former habits.
His countenance is still marked with honesty and traces of
hard fighting, and his cheeks ruddy and cudgel-worn; his
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eyes, though not as black as they used to be, have lost very
little of that nate fire which characterizes the eyes of the
O’Callaghans, and for which I myself have been—but my
modesty won’t allow me to allude to that: let it be sufficient
for the present to say that there never was remembered so
handsome a man in his native parish, and that I am as like
him as one Cork-red phatie is to another; indeed, it has
been often said that it would be hard to meet an O’Calla-
ghan without a black eye in his head. He has lost his fore-
teeth, however, a point in which, unfortunately, I, though
his grandson, have a strong resemblance to him. The
truth is, they were knocked out of him in rows, before he
had reached his thirty-fifth year—a circumstance which
the kind reader will be pleased to receive in extenuation
for the same defect in myself. That, however, is but a
trifle, which never gave either of us much trouble.

“ It pleased Providence to bring us through many hair-
breadth escapes with our craniums uncracked; and when
we consider that he, on taking a retrogradation of his past
life, can indulge in the plasing recollection of having
broken two skulls in his fighting days, and myself one, I
think we have both rason to be thankful. He was a power-
ful bulliah batthagh® in his day, and never met a man
able to fight him, except big Mucklemurray, who stood be-
fore him the greater part of an hour and a half, in the fair
of Knockimdowney, on the day that the first great fight
took place—twenty years afther the hard frost—between
the O’Callaghans and the O’Hallaghans. The two men
fought single hands—for both factions were willing to
let them try the engagement out, that they might see what
side could boast of having the best man. They began where
you enter the north side of Knockimdowney, and fought
successfully up to the other end, then back again to the
spot where they commenced, and afterwards up to the mid-
dle of the town, right opposite to the market-place, where
my grandfather, by the same a-token, lost a grinder; but
be soon took satisfaction for that, by giving Mucklemurray
a tip above the eye with the end of an oak stick, dacently
loaded with lead, which made the poor man feel very quare
entirely, for the few days that he survived it.

“ TFaith, if an Irishman happened to be born in Scotland,
he would find it mighty inconvanient—afther losing two or

1 Bulliah batthagh, hard striker.
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three grinders in a row—to-manage the hard oaten bread
that they use there; for which rason, God be good to his
sowl that first invented the phaties, anyhow, because a man
can masticate them without a tooth at all at all. 1’1l en-
gage, if larned books were consulted, it would be found
out that he was an Irishman. I wonder that neither Pas-
torini nor Columbkill mentions anything about him in
their prophecies consarning the church; for my own part,
I’m strongly inclinated to believe that it must have been
Saint Patrick himgself; and I think that his driving all
kinds of venomous reptiles out of the kingdom is, accord-
ing to the Socrastic method of argument, an undeniable
proof of it. The subject, to a dead certainty, is not touched
upon in the Brehone Code, nor by any of the three Psalters,
which is extremely odd, seeing that the earth never pro-
duced a root equal to it in the multiplying force of pro-
lification. It is, indeed, the root of prosperity to a figchting
people: and many times my grandfather boasts, to this
day, that the first bit of bread he ever c¢tt was a phatie.

“In mentioning my grandfather’s ficht with Muckle-
murray, I happened to name them blackguards, the O’Hal-
laghans; hard fortune to the same set, for they have no
more discretion in their quarrels than so many Egyptian
mummies, African buffoons, or any other uncivilized ani-
mals. It was one of them, he that’s married to my own
fourth cousin, Biddy O’Callaghan, that knocked two of my
grinders out, for which piece of civility I have just had
the satisfaction of breaking a splinter or two in his car-
cass, being always honestly disposed to pay my debts.

“ With respect to the O’Hallaghans, they and our family
have been next neighbors since before the flood—and that ’s
as good as two hundred years; for I believe it’s one hun-
dred and ninety-eight, anyhow, since my great-grand-
father’s grand-uncle’s ould mare was swept out of the
¢ Island,’ in the dead of the night, about half an hour after
the whole country had been ris out of their beds by the
thunder and lightning. Many a field of oats, and many
a life, both of beast and Christian, was lost in it, especially
of those that lived on the holmes about the edge of the
river; and it was true for them that said it came before
something; for the next year was one of the hottest sum-
mers ever remembered in Ireland.



WILLIAM CARLETON. 475

“ These O’Hallaghans couldn’t be at peace with a saint.
Before they and our faction began to quarrel, it’s said
that the O’Connells, or Connells, and they had been at it—
and a blackguard set the same O’Connells were, at all times
—in fair and market, dance, wake, and berrin, setting the
country on fire. Whenever they met, it was heads cracked
and bones broken; till by degrees the O’Connells fell away,
one after another, from fighting, accidents, and hanging;
so that at last there was hardly the name of one of them in
the neighborhood. The O’Hallaghans, after this, had the
country under themselves—were the cocks of the walk en-
tirely—who but they? A man dar’n’t look crooked at
them, or he was certain of getting his head in his fist.
And when they’d get drunk in a fair, it was nothing but
¢ Whoo! for the O’Hallaghans!’ and leaping yards high off
the pavement, brandishing their cudgels over their heads,
striking their heels against their hams, tossing up their
hats; and when all would fail, they’d strip off their coats,
and trail them up and down the streets, shouting, ¢ Who
dare touch the coat of an O’Hallaghan? Where’s the
blackguard Connells now? >—and so on, till flesh and blood
couldn’t stand it.

“In the course of time, the whole country was turned
against them; for no crowd could get together in which
they didn’t kick up a row, nor a bit of stray fighting
couldn’t be, but they’d pick it up first—and if a man
would venture to give them a contrary answer, he was sure
to get the crame of a good welting for his pains. The very
landlord was timorous of them; for when they’d get be-
hind in their rint, hard fortune to the bailiff, or proctor,
or steward, he could find, that would have anything to say
to them. And the more wise they; for, maybe, a month
would hardly pass till all belonging to them in the world
would be in a heap of ashes: and who could say who did it?
for they were as cunning as foxes.

“If one of them wanted a wife, it was nothlnﬂr but to
find out the purtiest and richest farmer’s daughter in the
neighborhood, and next march into her father’s house, at
the dead hour of night, tie and gag every mortal in it, and
off with her to some friend’s place in another part of the
country. Then what could be done? If the girl’s parents
didn’t like to give in, their daughter’s name was sure to be
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ruined; at all events, no other man would think of marry-
ing her, and the only plan was to make the worst of a bad
bargain; and God he knows, it was making a bad bargain
for a girl to have any matrimonial concatenatlon w1t11 the
same O’Hallaghans; for they always had the bad drop in
them, from first to last, from big to little—the black-
guards! But wait, it ’s not over with them yet.

“ The bone of contintion that got between them and our
faction was this circumstance: their lands and ours were
divided by a river that ran down from the high mountains
of Sliew Boglish, and after a coorse of eight or ten miles,
disembogued itself—first into George Duffy’s mill-dam,
and afterwards into that superb stream, the Blackwater,
that might be well and appropriately appellated the Irish
Niger. This river, which, though small at first, occasion-
ally inflated itself to such a gigantic altitude that it swept
away cows, corn, and cottages, or whatever else happened
to be in the way—was the march-ditch, or merin between
our farms. Perhaps it is worth while remarking, as a solu-
tion for natural philosophers, that these inundations were
much more frequent in winter than in summer—though,
when they did occur in summer, they were truly terrific.

“ God be with the days, when I and half a dozen gorsoons
used to go out, of a warm Sunday in summer—the bed
of the river nothing but a line of white meandering stones,
so hot that you could hardly stand upon them, with a small
obscure thread of water creeping invisibly among them,
hiding itself, as it were, from the scorching sun—except
here and there that you might find a small crystal pool
where the streams had accumulated. Our plan was to
bring a pocketful of rochelime with us, and put it into the
pool, when all the fish used to rise on the instant to the
surface, gasping with open mouth for fresh air, and we had
only to lift them out of the water; a nate plan, which, per-
haps, might be adopted successfully on a more extensive
scale by the Irish fisheries. Indeed, I almost regret that I
did not remain in that station of life, for I was much hap-
pier than ever I was since I began to study and practice
larning. But this is vagating from the subject.

“Well, then, I have said that them O’Hallaghans lived
beside us, and that this stream divided our lands. About
half a quarter—i.e., to accommodate myself to the vulgar
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phraseology—or, to speak more scientifically, one eighth
of a mile from our house, was as purty a hazel glen as
you’d wish to see, near half a mile long—its developments
and proportions were truly classical. In the bottom of this
glen was a small green island, about twelve yards, dia-
metrically, of Irish admeasurement, that is to say, be the
same more or less—at all events, it lay in the way of the
river, which, however, ran towards the O’Hallaghan side,
and, consequently, the island was our property.

“ Now, you ’ll observe, that this river had been for ages,
the merin between the two farms, for they both belonged
to separate landlords, and so long as it kept the O’Halla-
ghan side of the little peninsula in question, there could be
no dispute about it, for all was clear. One wet winter,
however, it seemed to change its mind upon the subject; for
it wrought and wore away a passage for itself on our side of
the island, and by that means took part, as it were, with
the O’Hallaghans, leaving the territory which had been
our property for centhries, in their possession. This was a
vexatious change to us, and, indeed, eventually produced
very feudal consequences. No sooner had the stream
changed sides, than the O’Hallaghans claimed the island
as theirs, according to their tenement; and we, having had
it for such length of time in our possession, could not break
ourselves of the habitude of occupying it. They incarcer-
ated our cattle, and we incarcerated theirs. They sum-
moned us to their landlord, who was a magistrate; and we
summoned them to ours, who was another. The verdicts
were north and south. Their landlord gave it in favor of
them, and ours in favor of us. The one said he had law on
his side; the other, that he had proscription and possession,
length of time and usage.

“The two Squires then fought a challenge upon the head
of it, and what was more singular, upon the disputed spot
itself; the one standing on their side—the other on ours;
for it was just twelve paces every way. Their friend was
a small, light man, with legs like drumsticks; the other
was a large, able-bodied gentleman, with a red face and a
hooked nose. They exchanged two shots, one only of which
—the second—took effect. It pastured upon their land-
lord’s spindle leg, on which he held it out, exclaiming, that
while he lived he would never fight another challenge with
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his antagonist, ‘because’ said he, looking at his own °
spindle shank, ¢ the man who could hit that could hit any-
thing.’

£ gVe then were advised by an attorney to go to law with
them ; and they were advised by another attorney to go to
law with us; accordingly, we did so, and in the course of
eight or nine years it might have been decided ; but just as
the legal term approximated in which the decision was to
be announced, the river divided itself with mathematical
exactitude on each side of the island. This altered the
state and law of the question in toto; but, in the mean-
time, both we and the O’Hallaghans were nearly fractured
by the expenses. Now during the lawsuit we usually
houghed and mutilated each other’s cattle, according as
they trespassed the premises. This brought on the usual
concomitants of various battles, fought and won by both
sides, and occasioned the lawsuit to be dropped; for we
found it a mighty inconvanient matter to fight it out both
ways—by the same a-token that I think it a great proof
of stultity to go to law at all at all, as long as a person is
able to take it into his own management. For the only in-
congruity in the matter is this: that, in the one case, a set
of lawyers have the law in their hands, and, in the other,
that you have it in your own—that’s the only difference,
and ’t is easy knowing where the advantage lies.

“We, however, paid the most of the expenses, and would
have ped them all with the greatest integrity, were it not
that our attorney, when about to issue an execution
against our property, happened somehow to be shot, one
evening, as he returned home from a dinner which was
given by him that was attorney for the O’Hallaghans.
Many a boast the O’Hallaghans made, before the quarrel-
ing bétween us and them commenced, that they’d sweep the
streets with the fighting O’Callaghans, which was an epi-
thet that was occasionally applied to our family. We dif-
fered, however, materially from them ; for we were honor-
able, never starting out in dozens on a single man or two,
and beating him into insignificance. A couple or maybe,
when irritated, three were the most we ever set at a single
enemy ; and, if we left him lying in a state of imperception,
it was the most we ever did, except in a regular confliction,
when a man is justified in saving his own skull by breaking
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one of an opposite faction. For the truth of the business
is, that he who breaks the skull of him who endeavors to
break his own, is safest; and, surely, when a man is driven
to such an alternative, the choice is unhesitating.

‘“ (’Hallaghans’ attorney, however, had better luck;
they were, it is true, rather in the retrograde with him
touching the law charges, and, of coorse, it was only candid
in him to look for his own. One morning he found that
two of his horses had been executed by some incendiary un-
known, in the course of the night; and on going to look
at them he found a taste of a notice posted on the inside
of the stable door, giving him intelligence that if he did
not find a horpus corpus whereby to transfer his body out
of the country, he would experience a fate parallel to that
of his brother lawyer or the horses. And, undoubtedly, if
honest people never perpetrated worse than banishing such
varmin, along with proctors, and drivers of all kinds, out
of a civilized country, they would not be so very culpable
or atrocious.

“ After this the lawyer went to reside in Dublin; and
‘the only bodily injury he received was the death of a land-
agent and a bailiff, who lost their lives faithfully in driving
for rent. They died, however, successfully; the bailiff hav-
ing been provided for nearly a year before the agent was
sent to give an account of his stewardship—as the author-
ized version has it.

“ The occasion on which the first rencounter between us
and the O’Hallaghans took place was a peaceable one.
Several of our respective friends undertook to produce a
friendly and oblivious potation between us—it was at a
berrin belonging to a corpse who was related to us both;
and, certainly in the beginning, we were all as thick as
whigged milk. But there is no use now in dwelling too long
upon that circumstance: let it be sufficient to assert that
the accommodation was effectuated by fists and cudgels,
on both sides—the first man that struck a blow being one
of the friends that wished to bring about the tranquillity.
From that out, the play commenced, and God he knows
when it may end; for no dacent faction could give in to
another faction, without losing their character, and being
kicked, and cuffed, and kilt, every week in the year.

“ 1t is the great battle, however, which I am after going



480 IRISH LITERATURE.

to describe; that in which we and the O’Hallaghans had
contrived one way or other, to have the parish divided—
one half for them, and the other for us; and, upon my
credibility, it is no exaggeration to declare that the whole
parish, though ten miles by six, assembled itself in the
town of Knockimdowney upon this interesting occasion.
In thruth, Ireland ought to be a land of mathemathitians;
for I’m sure her population is well trained, at all events,
in the two sciences of multiplication and division. Before
I adventure, however, upon the narration, I must wax pa-
thetic a little, and then proceed with the main body of the
story.

“Poor Rose O’Hallaghan!—or, as she was designated,
Rose Galh, or Fair Rose, and sometimes simply Rose
Hallaghan, because the detention of the big O would pro-
duce an afflatus in the pronunciation that would be mighty
inconvanient to such as did not understand oratory—be-
sides that, the Irish are rather fond of sending the liquids
in a guttheral direction—Poor Rose! that faction fight
was a black day to her, the sweet innocent! when it was
well known that there wasn’t a man, woman, or child, on
either side, that wouldn’t lay their hands under her feet.
However, in order to insense the reader better into her
character, I will commence a small sub-narration, which
will afterwards emerge into the parent stream of the story.

“ The chapel of Knockimdowney is a slated house, with-
out any ornament, except a set of wooden cuts, painted red
and blue, that are placed seriatim around the square of
the building in the internal side. Fourteen of these sus-
pend at equal distances on the walls, each set in a painted
frame; these constitute a certain species of country de-
votion. It is usual on Sundays for such of the congrega-
tions as are most inclined to piety, to genuflect at the first
of these pictures, and commence a certain number of
prayers to it; after the repetition of which, they travel on
their knees along the bare earth to the second, where they
repate another prayer peculiar to that, and so on, till they
finish the grand tower of the interior. Such, however,
as are not especially dictated to this kind of locomotive
prayer, collect together in various knots, through the
chapel, and amuse themselves by auditing or narrating
anecdotes, discussing policy or detraction; and in case it
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be summer, and a day of a fine texture, they scatter them-
selves into little crowds on the chapel-green, or lie at their
length upon the grass in listless groups, giving way to chat
and laughter.

“In this mode, laired on the sunny side of the ditches
and hedges, or collected in rings round that respectable
character, the Academician of the village, or some other
well-known shannahas, or story-teller, they amuse them-
selves till the priest’s arrival. Perhaps, too, some walk-
ing geographer of a pilgrim may happen to be present;
and if there be, he is sure to draw a crowd about him, in
spite of all the efforts of the learned Academician to the
reverse. It is no unusual thing to see such a vagrant, in
all the vanity of conscious sanctimony, standing in the
middle of the attentive peasants, like the knave and fel-
lows of a cartwheel—if I may be permitted the loan of an
apt similitude—repeating some piece of unfathomable and
labyrinthine devotion, or perhaps warbling, from sten-
thorian lungs, some melodia sacra, in an untranslatable
tongue; or, it may be, exhibiting the mysterious power of
an amber bade, fastened as a decade to his paudareens,?!
lifting a chaff or light bit of straw by the force of its at-
traction. This is an exploit which causes many an eye to
turn from the bades to his own bearded face, with a hope,
as it were, of being able to catch a glimpse of the lurking
sanctimony by which the knave hoaxes them in the mirac-
ulous.

“ The amusements of the females are also nearly such as
I have drafted out. Nosegays of the darlings might be
seen sated on green banks, or sauntering about with a sly
intention of coming in contact with their sweethearts, or
like bachelor’s buttons in smiling rows, criticising the
young men as they pass. Others of them might be seen
screened behind a hedge, with their backs to the spectators,
taking the papers off their curls before a small bit of look-
ing-glass placed against the ditch; or perhaps putting on
their shoes and stockings—which phrase can be used only
by authority of the figure, heusteron proteron—inasmuch
as if they put on the shoes first, you persave, it would be a
scientific job to get on the stockings after; but it ’s an idio-
matical expression, and therefore justifiable. However,

31 1 Paudareens, rosary.
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it’s a general custom in the country, which I dare to say
has not yet spread into large cities, for the young women
to walk barefooted to the chapel, or within a short dis-
tance of it, that they may exhibit their bleached thread
stockings and well-greased slippers to the best advantage,
not pretermitting a well-turned ankle and neat leg, which,
I may fearlessly assert, my fair countrywomen can show
against any other nation living or dead.

“One sunny Sabbath the congregation of Knockim-
downey were thus assimilated, amusing themselves in the
manner I have just outlined: a series of country girls sat
on a little green mount, called the Rabbit Bank, from the
circumstance of its having been formerly an open burrow,
though of late years it has been closed. It was near
twelve o’clock, the hour at which Father Luke O’Shau-
ghran was generally seen topping the rise of the hill at
Larry Mulligan’s publie-house, jogging on his bay hack at
something between a walk and a trot—that is to say, his
horse moved his fore and hind legs on the off side at one
motion, and the fore and hind legs of the near side in an-
other, going at a kind of dog’s trot, like the pace of an idiot
with sore feet in a shower—a pace, indeed, to which the
animal had been set for the last sixteen years, but beyvond
which, no force, or entreaty, or science, or power either
divine or human, of his reverence, could drive him. As yet,
however, he had not become apparent; and the girls al-
ready mentioned were discussing the pretensions which
several of their acquaintances had to dress or beauty.

“¢Peggy,” said Katty Carroll to her companion, Peggy
Donohue, ¢ were you out last Sunday?’

“¢No, in troth, Katty, I was disappointed in getting my
shoes from Paddy Malone, though I left him the measure
of my foot three weeks agone, and gave him a thousand
warnings to make them duck-nebs; but instead of that,’
said she, holding out a very purty foot, ¢ he has made them
as sharp in the toe as a pick-axe, and a full mile too short
for me; but why do ye ax was I out, Katty?’

‘¢ Oh, nothing,’ responded Katty, ¢ only that you missed
a sight, anyway.’

“¢What was it, Katty, a-hagur?’* asked her companion
with mighty great curiosity.

1 A-hagur, my dear friend.
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“¢Why, nothing less, indeed, nor Rose Cuillenan,
decked out in a white muslin gown, and a black sprush bon-
net, tied under her chin wid a silk ribbon, no less; but what
killed us, out and out, was—you wouldn’t guess?’

“¢ Arrah, how could I guess, woman alive? A silk hand-
kerchy, maybe; for I wouldn’t doubt the same Rose, but
she would be setting herself up for the likes of sich a thing.’

“¢JIt’s herself that had, as red as scarlet, about her
neck; but that’s not it.

“¢Arrah, Katty, tell it to us at wanst; out with it,
a-hagur; sure there’s no treason in it, anyhow.’

“ ¢ Why, thin, nothing less nor a crass-bar red and white
pocket-handkerchy, to wipe her pretty complexion wid!’

“To this Peggy replied by a loud laugh, in which it was
difficult to say whether there was more of satire than as-
tonishment.

“¢A pocket-hankerchy!’ she exclaimed; ¢musha, are
we alive afther that, at all at all! Why, that bates Molly
M’Cullagh, and her red mantle entirely; I 'm sure, but it’s
well come up for the likes of her, a poor, imperint crathur,
that sprung from nothing, to give herself sich airs.’

“¢Molly M’Cullagh, indeed,’ said Katty; ¢ why, they
oughtn’t to be mintioned in the one day, woman; Molly s
come of a dacent ould stock, and kind mother for her to
keep herself in genteel ordher at all times; she seen noth-
ing else, and can afford it, not all as one as the other
flipe, that would go to the world’s end for a bit of dress.’

“ ¢ Sure she thinks she ’s a beauty too, if you plase,” said
Peggy, tossing her head with an air of disdain; ¢ but tell us,
Katty, how did the muslin sit upon her at all, the upsetting
crathur?’

“¢Why, for all the world like a shift on a May-powl, or a
stocking on a body’s nose; only nothing killed us outright
but the pocket-handkerchy!’

“¢But,’” said the other, ¢ what could we expect from a
proud piece like her, that brings a Manwill ! to mass every
Sunday, purtending she can read in it, and Jem Finigan
saw the wrong side of the book toards her, the Sunday of
the Purcession!’

“ At this hit they both formed another risible junction,
quite as sarcastic as the former,—in the midst of which

1 Manual, a Catholic prayer-book.
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the innocent object of their censure, dressed in all her
obnoxious finery, came up and joined them. She was
scarcely sated—TI blush to the very point of my pen during
the manuscription—when the confabulation assumed a
character directly antipodial to that which marked the
precedent dialogue.

“¢ My gracious, Rose, but that’s a purty thing you have
got in your gown! where did you buy it?’

¢“¢Qch, thin, not a one of myself likes it over much. I’m
sorry I didn’t buy a gingham; I could have got a beau-
tiful patthern, all out, for two shillings less; but they don’t
wash so well as this. I bought it in Paddy Gartland’s,
Peggy.’

“¢Troth, it ’s nothing else but a great beauty; I didn’t
see anything on you this long time becomes you so well,
and I ’ve remarked that you always look best in white.’

“¢Who made it, Rose,” inquired Katty, ¢ for it sits ille-
gant?’

“¢Indeed,” replied Rose, ¢ for the differ of the price, I
thought it better to bring it to Peggy Boyle, and be sartin
of not having it spoiled. Nelly Keenan made the last, and
although there was a full breadth more in it nor this, bad
cess to the one of her but spoiled it on me; it was ever
so much too short in the body, and too tight in the sleeves,
and then I had no step at all at all.’

“¢The sprush bonnet is exactly the fit for the gown,’
observed Katty; ¢ the black and the white’s jist the cut—
how many yards had you, Rose?’

“¢Jist ten and a half; but the half-yard was for the
tucks.’

“¢Ay, faix! and brave full tucks she left in it; ten would
do me, Rose ?’

“{Ten! no nor ten and a half; you’re a size bigger nor
me at the laste, Peggy; but you’d be asy fitted, you ’re so
well made.’

“‘Rose, darling, said Peggy, ‘that’s a great beauty,
and shows off your complexion all to pieces; you have no
notion how well you look in it and the sprush.’

“In a few minutes after this, her namesake, Rose Galh
O’Hallaghan, came towards the chapel, in society with her
father, mother, and her two sisters. The eldest, Mary, was
about twenty-one; Rose, who was the second, about nine-
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teen, or scarcely that; and Nancy, the junior of the three,
about twice seven.

“<There’s the O’Hallaghans,’ says Rose.

“¢ Ay, replied Katty; ¢ you may talk of beauty, now; did
you ever lay your two eyes on the likes of Rose for down-
right—musha if myself knows what to call it—but, any-
how, she ’s the lovely crathur to look at.’

“ Kind reader, without a single disrespectful insinua-
tion against any portion of the fair sex, you may judge
what Rose O’Hallaghan must have been, when even these
three were necessitated to praise her in her absence.

“¢1°11 warrant,” observed Katty, ¢ we’ll soon be after
seeing John O’Callaghan’ (he was my own cousin)
¢ sthrolling afther them, at his ase.

“¢Why, asked Rose, ¢ what makes you say that?’

‘¢ Bekase,” replied the other, ‘I have a rason for it.’

“¢Sure, John O’Callaghan wouldn’t be thinking of
her,’” observed Rose, ‘and their families would see each
other shot; their factions would never have a crass mar-
riage, anyhow.’

“¢Well, said Peggy, ¢it’s the thousand pities that the
same two couldn’t go together: for, fair and handsome as
Rose is, you’ll not deny but John comes up to her: but
faix, sure enough it ’s they that ’s the proud people on both
sides, and dangerous to make or meddle with, not saying
that ever there was the likes of the same two for dacency
and peaceableness among either of the factions.’

“¢Didn’t I tell yees?’ cried Katty; ¢look at him now,
staling afther her, and it ’ll be the same thing going home
agin; and if Rose is not much belied, it’s not a bit dis-
plasing to her, they say.’

“ ¢ Between ourselves,” observed Peggy, ¢ it would be no
wondher the darling young crathur would fall in love with
him, for you might thravel the counthry afore you’d meet
with his fellow for face and figure.’

“¢There’s Father Ned,” remarked Katty; ¢ we had bet-
ther get into the chapel before the scroodgen comes an, or
your bonnet and gown, Rose, won’t be the betther for it.’

“ They now proceeded to the chapel, and those who had
been amusing themselves after the same mode followed
their exemplar. In a short time the hedges and ditches
adjoining the chapel were quite in solitude, with the ex-
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ception of a few persons from the extreme parts of the
parish, who might be seen running with all possible veloc-
ity ¢to overtake mass,” as the phrase on that point ex-
presses itself.

“The chapel of Knockimdowney was situated at the
foot of a range of lofty mountains; a by-road went past the
very door, which had under subjection a beautiful extent
of cultivated country, diversificated by hill and dale, or
rather by hill and hollow; for as far as my own geographi-
cal knowledge went, I have uniformly found them insepar-
able. It was also ornamented with the waving verdure of
rich cornfields and meadows, not pretermitting phatie-
fields in full blossom—a part of rural landscape which, to
my utter astonishment, has escaped the pen of poet and
the brush of painter; although I will risque my reputa-
tion as a man of pure and categorical taste, if a finer in-
gredient in the composition of a landscape could be found
than a field of Cork-red phaties, or Moroky blacks in full
bloom, allowing a man to judge by the pleasure they con-
fer upon the eye, and therefore to the heart. About a mile
up from the chapel, towards the south, a mountain-stream
—not the one already intimated—over which there was no
bridge, crossed the road. But in lieu of a bridge, there was
a long double plank laid over it, from bank to bank; and
as the river was broad, and not sufficiently incarcerated
within its channel, the neighbors were necessitated to
throw these planks across the narrowest part they could
find in the contiguity of the road. This part was conse-
quently the deepest, and, in floods, the most dangerous;
for the banks were elevated as far as they went, and quite
tortuositous.

“ Shortly after the priest had entered the chapel, it was
observed that the hemisphere became, of a sudden, un-
usually obscured, though the preceding part of the day had
not only been uncloudously bright, but hot in a most es-
pecial manner. The obscurity, however, increased rapidly,
accompanied by that gloomy stillness which always takes
precedence of a storm, and fills the mind with vague and
interminable terror. But this ominous silence was not
long unfractured ; for soon after the first appearance of the
gloom, a flash of lightning quivered through the chapel,
followed by an extravagantly loud clap of thunder, which
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shook the very glass in the windows, and filled the congre-
gation to the brim with terror. Their dismay, however,
would have been infinitely greater, only for the presence
of his reverence, and the confidence which might be traced
to the solemn occasion on which they were assimilated.

“ From this moment the storm became progressive in
dreadful magnitude, and the thunder, in concomitance with
the most vivid flashes of lightning, pealed through the sky
with an awful grandeur and magnificence that were ex-
alted, and even rendered more sublime, by the still solem-
nity of religious worship. Every heart now prayed fer-
vently—every spirit shrunk into a deep sense of its own
guilt and helplessness—and every conscience was terror-
stricken, as the voice of an angry God thundered out of
his temple of storms through the heavens; for truly, as
the authorized version has it, ‘darkness was under his
feet, and his pavilion round about was dark waters, and
thick clouds of the skies, because he was wroth.’

“ The rain now condescended in even down torrents, and
thunder succeeded thunder in deep and terrific peals,
whilst the roar of the gigantic echoes that deepened and
reverberated among the glens and hollows—¢laughing in
their mountain mirth’—hard fortune to me, but they
made the flesh creep on my bones!

“ This lasted for an hour, when the thunder slackened;
but the rain still continued. As soon as mass was over,
and the storm had elapsed, except an odd peal which
might be heard rolling at a distance behind the hills, the
people began gradually to recover their spirits, and
enter into confabulation; but to venture out was still
impracticable. For about another hour it rained inces-
santly, after which it ceased; the hemisphere became
lighter, and the sun shone out once more upon the
countenance of nature with his former brightness. The
congregation then decanted itself out of the chapel—
the spirits of the people dancing with that remarkable
buoyancy or juvenility which is felt after a thunder-
storm, when the air is calm, soople, and balmy, and all
nature garmented with glittering verdure and light. The
crowd next began to commingle on their way home, and
to make the usual observations upon the extraordinary
storm which had just passed, and the probable effect it
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would produce on the fruit and agriculture of the neigh-
borhood.

“ When the three young women, whom we have already
introduced to our respectable readers, had evacuated the
chapel, they determined to substantiate a certitude, as far
as their observation could reach, as to the truth of what
Katty Carroll had hinted at, in reference to John O’Calla-
ghan’s attachment to Rose Galh O’Hallaghan, and her
taciturn approval of it. For this purpose they kept their
eye upon John, who certainly seemed in no especial hurry
home, but lingered upon the chapel green in a very care-
less method. Rose Galh, however, soon made her appear-
ance, and, after going up the chapel-road a short space,
John slyly walked at some distance behind, without seem-
ing to pay her any particular notice, whilst a person up
to the secret might observe Rose’s bright eye sometimes
peeping back, to see if he was after her. In this man-
ner they proceeded until they came to the river, which, to
their great alarm, was almost fluctuating over its highest
banks.

“A crowd was now assembled, consulting as to the
safest method of crossing the planks, under which the red
boiling current ran, with less violence, it is true, but much
deeper than in any other part of the stream. The final
decision was that the very young and the old, and such as
were feeble, should proceed by a circuit of some miles to
a bridge that crossed it, and that the young men should
place themselves on their knees along the planks, their
hands locked in each other, thus forming a support on one
side, upon which such as had courage to venture across
might lean, in case of accident or megrim. Indeed, any-
body that had able nerves might have crossed the planks
without this precaution, had they been dry; but, in con-
sequence of the rain, and the frequent attrition of feet,
they were quite slippery; and, besides, the flood rolled
terrifically two or three yards below them, which might be
apt to beget a megrim that would not be felt if there was
no flood.

“When this expedient had been hit upon, several young
men volunteered themselves to put it in practice; and in
a short time a considerable number of both sexuals crossed .
over, without the occurrence of any unpleasant accident,
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Paddy O’Hallaghan and his family had been stationed
for some time on the bank, watching the success of the
plan; and as it appeared not to be attended with any par-
ticular danger, they also determined to make the attempt.
About a perch below the planks stood John O’Callaghan,
watching the progress of those who were crossing them,
but taking no part in what was going forward. The river
under the planks, and for some perches above and below
them, might be about ten feet deep; but to those who could
swim it was less perilous, should any accident befall them,
than those parts where the current was more rapid, but
shallower. The water here boiled, and bubbled, and whirled
about; but it was slow, and its yellow surface unbroken by
rocks or fords.

“The first of the O’Hallaghans that ventured over it
was the youngest, who, being captured by the hand, was
encouraged by many cheerful expressions from the young
men who were clinging to the planks. She got safe over,
however; and when she came to the end, one who was sta-
tioned on the bank gave her a joyous pull, that translated
ber several yards upon terra firma. ‘

“¢VWell, Nancy,” he observed, ¢ you ’re safe, anyhow; and
if T don’t dance at your wedding for this, I’ll never say
you ’re dacent.

“To this Nancy gave a jocular promise, and he resumed
his station, that he might be ready to render similar as-
sistance to her next sister. Rose Galh then went to the
edge of the plank several times, but her courage as often
refused to be forthcoming. During her hesitation, John
O’Callaghan stooped down, and privately untied his shoes,
then unbuttoned his waistcoat, and very gently, being
unwilling to excite notice, slipped the knot of his cravat.
At long last, by the encouragement of those who were
on the plank, Rose attempted the passage, and had ad-
vanced as far as the middle of it, when a fit of dizziness
and alarm seized her with such violence that she lost all
consciousness—a circumstance of which those who handed
her along were ignorant. The consequence, as might be
expected, was dreadful; for as one of the young men was
receiving her hand, that he might pass her to the next,
she lost her momentum, and was instantaneously precipi-
tated into the boiling current.
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“The wild and fearful cry of horror that succeeded this
cannot be laid on paper. The eldest sister fell into strong
convulsions, and several of the other females fainted on
the spot. The mother did not faint; but, like Lot’s wife,
she scemed to have been translated into stone: her hands
became clinched convulsively, her teeth locked, her nostrils
dilated, and her eyes shot half way out of her head. There
she stood, looking upon her daughter struggling in the
flood, with a fixed gaze of wild and impotent frenzy, that,
for fearfulness, beat the thunder-storm all to nothing. The
father rushed to the edge of the river, oblivious of his in-
capability to swim, determined to save her or lose his own
life, which latter would have been a dead certainty had
he ventured; but he was prevented by the crowd, who
pointed out to him the madness of such a project.

“¢For God’s sake, Paddy, don’t attimpt it,’ they ex-
claimed, ‘except you wish to lose your own life, widout
being able to save hers; no man could swim in that flood,
and it upwards of ten feet deep.’

“ Their arguments, however, were lost upon him; for,
in fact, he was insensible to everything but his child’s
preservation. He therefore only answered their remon-
strances by attempting to make another plunge into the
river.

“¢ Let me alone, will yees?’ said he—* let me alone! 1’1l
either save my child, Rose, or dic along with her! How
could I live after her? Merciful God, any of them but her/
Oh! Rose, darling,’ he exclaimed, ¢ the favorite of my heart
—will no one save you?’ All this passed in less than a
minute.

“ Just as these words were uttered a plunge was heard
a few yards above the bridge, and a man appeared in the
flood, making his way with rapid strokes to the drowning
girl. Another cry now arose from the spectators. ¢It’s
John O’Callaghan,” they shouted—*it’s John O’Calla-
ghan, and they’ll be both lost.” ¢No,” exclaimed others;
¢if it’s in the power of man to save her, he will!’ ¢Oh,
blessed Father, she’s lost!’ now burst from all present;
for, after having struggled and been kept floating for some
time by her garments, she at length sunk, apparently ex-
hausted and senseless, and the thief of a flood flowed over
her, as if she had been under its surface.
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“ When O’Callaghan saw that she went down he raised
himself up in the water, and cast his eye towards that part
of the bank opposite which she disappeared, evidently, as
it proved, that he might have a mark to guide him in fixing
on the proper spot where to plunge after her. When he
came to the place he raised himself again in the stream,
and, calculating that she must by this time have been borne
some distance from the spot where she sank, he gave a
stroke or two down the river and disappeared after her.
This was followed by another cry of horror and despair;
for, somehow, the idea of desolation which marks, at all
times, a deep over-swollen torrent, heightened by the bleak
mountain scenery around them, and the dark, angry vo-
racity of the river where they had sunk, might have im-
pressed the spectators with utter hopelessness as to the
fate of those now engulfed in its vortex. This, however, 1
leave to those who are deeper read in philosophy than I
am.

“An awful silence succeeded the last exclamation,
broken only by the hoarse rushing of the waters, whose
wild, continuous roar, booming hollowly and dismally in
the ear, might be heard at a great distance over all the
country. But a new sensation soon invaded the multi-
tude; for, after the lapse of about a minute, John O’Calla-
ghan emerged from the flood, bearing, in his sinister hand,
the body of his own Rose Galh—for it’s he that loved her
tenderly. A peal of joy congratulated them from a thou-
sand voices; hundreds of directions were given to him how
to act to the best advantage. Two young men in especial,
who were both dying about the lovely creature that he
held, were quite anxious to give advice.

“¢Bring her to the other side, John ma bouchal; it’s
the safest,” said Larry Carty.

“¢Will you let him alone, Carty?’ said Simon Tracy,
who was the other. ¢ You'’ll only put him in a perplexity.’

“ But Carty should order in spite of everything. He
kept bawling out, however, so loud that John raised his
eye to see what he meant, and was near losing hold of
Rose. This was too much for Tracy, who ups with his fist
and downs him—so they both at it; for no one there could
take themselves off those that were in danger, to interfere
between them. But, at all events, no earthly thing can
happen among Irishmen without a fight.
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“The father, during this, stood breathless, his hands
clasped, and his eyes turned to heaven, praying in an-
guish for the delivery of his darling. The mother’s look
was still wild and fixed, her eyes glazed, and her muscles
hard and stiff ; evidently she was insensible to all that was
going forward; while large drops of paralytic agony hung
upon her cold brow. Neither of the sisters had yet re-
covered, nor could those who supported them turn their
eyes from the more imminent danger, to pay them any
particular attention. Many, also, of the other females,
whose feelings were too much wound up when the accident
occurred, now fainted, when they saw she was likely to
be rescued; but most of them were weeping with delight
and gratitude.

“When John brought her to the surface, he paused a
moment to recover breath and collectedness; he then
caught her by the left arm, near the shoulder, and cut, in
a slanting direction, down the stream, to a watering-place,
where a slope had been formed in the bank. But he was
already too far down to be able to work across the stream
to this point—for it was here much stronger and more
rapid than under the planks. Instead, therefore, of reach-
ing the slope, he found himself, in spite of every effort to
the contrary, about a perch below it; and except he could
gain this point, against the strong rush of the flood, there
was very little hope of being able to save either her or him-.
self—for he was now much exhausted.

“ Hitherto, therefore, all was still doubtful, whilst
strength was fast failing him. In this trying and almost
helpless situation, with an admirable presence of mind,
he adopted the only expedient which could possibly enable
him to reach the bank. On finding himself receding down,
instead of advancing up, the current, he approached the
bank, which was here very deep and perpendicular; he
then sank his fingers into the firm blue clay with which it
was stratified, and by this means advanced, bit by bit, up
the stream, having no other force by which to propel him-
self against it. After this mode did he breast the current
with all his strength—which must have been prodigious,
or he never could have borne it out—until he reached the
slope, and got from the influence of the tide into dead
water. On arriving here, his hand was caught by one of
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the young men present, who stood up to the neck, waiting

his approach. A second man stood behind him, holding
his other hand, a link being thus formed, that reached out
to the firm bank; and a good pull now brought them both
to the edge of the liquid. On finding bottom, John took
his Colleen Galh in his own arms, carried her out, and,
pressing his lips to hers, laid her in the bosom of her
father; then after taking another kiss of the young
drowned flower, he burst into tears, and fell powerless be-
side her. The truth is, the spirit that kept him firm was
now exhausted; both his legs and arms having become
nerveless by the exertion.

¢ Hitherto her father took no notice of John, for how
could he? seeing that he was entirely wrapped up in his
daughter; and the question was, though rescued from the
flood, if life was in her. The sisters were by this time re-
covered, and weeping over her along with the father—and,
indeed, with all present; but the mother could not be made
to comprehend what they were all about, at all at all. The
country people used every means with which they were in-
timate to recover Rose; she was brought instantly to a
farmer’s house beside the spot, put into a warm bed, cov-
ered over with hot salt, wrapped in half-scorched blank-
ets, and made subject to every other mode of treatment
that could possibly revoke the functions of life. John
had now got a dacent draught of whisky, which revived
him. He stood over her, when he could be admitted, watch-
ing for the symptomaties of her revival; all, however, was
vain. He now determined to try another course: by-and-
by he stooped, put his mouth to her mouth, and, drawing
in his breath, respired with all his force from the bottom
of his very heart into hers; this he did several times rap-
idly—faith, a tender and agreeable operation, anyhow.
But mark the consequence: in less than a minute her white
bosom heaved—her breath returned—her pulse began to
play, she opened her eyes, and felt his tears of love raining
warmly on her pale cheek!

“ For years before this, no two of these opposite fac-
tions had spoken; nor up to this minute had John and
they, even upon this occasion, exchanged a monosyllable.
The father now looked at him—the tears stood afresh in
his eyes; he came forward—stretched out his hand—it
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was received; and the next moment he fell into John’s
arms, and cried like an infant.

“When Rose recovered, she seemed as if striving to re-
cordate what had happened; and after two or three min-
utes inquired from her sister, in a weak but sweet voice,
¢YWho saved me?’

“ T was John O’Callaghan, Rose, darling,” replied the
sister in tears, ‘that ventured his own life into the boil-
ing flood, to save yours—and did save it, jewel.’

“ Rose’s eye glanced at John;—and I only wish, as I am
a bachelor not further than my forty-seventh, that I may
ever have the happiness to get such a glance from two blue
eyes as she gave him that moment; a faint smile played
about her mouth, and a slight blush lit up her fair cheek,
like the evening sunbeams on the virgin snow, as the poets
have said, for the five hundredth time, to my own personal
knowledge. She then extended her hand, which John,
you may be sure, was no way backward in receiving, and
the tears of love and gratitude ran silently down her
cheeks.

“ It is not necessary to detail the circumstances of this
day further; let it be sufficient to say that a reconcilia-
tion took place between those two branches of the O’Hal-
laghan and O’Callaghan families, in consequence of John’s
heroism and Rose’s soft persuasion, and that there was
also every perspective of the two factions being penulti-
mately amalgamated. For nearly a century they had been
pell-mell at it, whenever and wherever they could meet.
Their forefathers, who had been engaged in the lawsuit
about the island which I have mentioned, were dead and
petrified in their graves; and the little peninsula in the
glen was gradationally worn away by the river, till nothing
remained but a desert, upon a small scale, of sand and
gravel. Even the ruddy, able-bodied squire, with the longi-
tudinal nose projecting out of his face like a broken arch,
and the small, fiery magistrate, both of whom had fought
the duel, for the purpose of setting forth a good example
and bringing the dispute to a peaceable conclusion, were
also dead. The very memory of the original contention
had been lost (except that it was preserved along with the
cranium of my grandfather), or became so indistinct that
the parties fastened themselves on some more modern prov-




WILLIAM CARLETON. 495

ocation, which they kept in view until another fresh mo-
tive would start up, and so on. I know not, however,
whether it was fair to expect them to give up at once the
agreeable recreation of fighting. It’s not easy to abolish .
old customs, particularly diversions; and every one knows
that this is the national amusement of the finest peasantry
on the face of the earth.

“ There were, it is true, many among both factions who
saw the matter in this reasonable light, and who wished
rather, if it were to cease, that it should die away by de-
grees, from the battle of the whole parish, equally divided
between the factions, to the subordinate row between cer-
tain members of them—from that to the faint broil of cer-
tain families, and so on, to the single-handed play between
individuals. At all events, one half of them were for peace,
and two-thirds of them equally divided between peace and
war.

“ For three months after the accident which befell Rose
Galh O’Hallaghan, both factions had been tolerably quiet:
that is to say, they had no general engagement. Some
slight skirmishes certainly did take place on market
nights, when the drop was in, and the spirits up; but in
those neither John nor Rose’s immediate families took any
part. The fact was that John and Rose were on the even-
ing of matrimony; the match had been made, the day ap-
pointed, and every other necessary stipulation ratified.
Now, John was as fine a young man as you would meet in
a day’s traveling; and as for Rose, her name went far and
near for beauty; and with justice, for the sun never shone
on a fairer, meeker, or modester virgin than Rose Galh
O’Hallaghan.

“ Tt might be, indeed, that there were those on both sides
who thought that, if the marriage was obstructed, their
own sons and daughters would have a better chance.
Rose had many admirers; they might have envied John his
happiness: many fathers, on the other side, might have
wished their sons to succeed with Rose. Whether I am
sinister in this conjecture is more than I can say. I grant,
indeed, that a great portion of it is speculation on my part.
The wedding-day, however, was arranged; but, unfortu-
nately, the fair day of Knockimdowney occurred, in the
rotation of natural time, precisely one week before it. I
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know not from what motive it proceeded, but the factions
on both sides were never known to make a more light-
hearted preparation for battle. Cudgels of all sorts and
sizes (and some of them, to my own knowledge, great
beauties) were provided.

“ I believe, I may as well take this opportunity of saying,
that real Irish cudgels must be root-growing, either oak,
blackthorn, or crab-tree—although crab-tree, by the way,
is apt to fly. They should not be too long—three feet and
a few inches is an accommodating length. They must be
naturally top-heavy, and have around the end that is to
make acquaintance with the cranium, three or four natural
lumps, calculated to divide the flesh in the natest manner,
and to leave, if possible, the smallest taste in life of pit in
the skull. But if a good root-growing kippeen be light at
the fighting end, or possess not the proper number of
knobs, a hole a few inches deep is to be bored in the
end, which must be filled with melted lead. This gives
it a widow-and-orphan-making quality, a child-bereaving
touch, altogether very desirable. If, however, the top
splits in the boring, which, in awkward hands, is not un-
common, the defect may be remediated by putting on an
iron ferrule, and driving two or three strong nails into it,
simply to preserve it from flying off ; not that an Irishman
is ever at a loss for weapons when in a fight; for so long
as a scythe, flail, spade, pitchfork, or stone is at hand, he
feels quite contented with the lot of war. No man, as they
say of great statesmen, is more fertile in expedients during
a row; which, by the way, I take to be a good quality, at all
events.

“I remember the fair day of Knockimdowney well: it
has kept me from griddle-bread and tough nutriment ever
since. Hard fortune to Jack Roe O’Hallaghan! No man
had better teeth than I had, till I met with him that day.
He fought stoutly on his own side; but he was ped then for
the same basting that fell to me, though not by my hands:
if to get hig jaw dacently divided into three halves could be
called a fair liquidation of an old debt—it was equal to
twenty shilling in the pound, anyhow.

“There had not been a larger fair in the town of Knock-
imdowney for years. The day was dark and sunless, but
sultry. On looking through the erowd, I could see no man
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without a cudgel ; yet, what was strange, there was no cer-
tainty of any sport. Several desultory scrimmages had
locality; but they were altogether sequestered from the
great factions of the O’s. Except that it was pleasant, and
stirred one’s blood to look at them, or occasioned the cud-
gels to be grasped more firmly, there was no personal in-
terest felt by any of us in them; they therefore began and
ended, here and there, through the fair, like mere flashes
in the pan, dying in their own smoke.

“The blood of every prolific nation is naturally hot; but
when that hot blood is inflamed by ardent spirits, it is
not to be supposed that men should be cool; and, God he
knows, there is not on the level surface of this habitable
globe a nation that has been so thoroughly inflamed by
ardent spirits as Ireland.

“ Up till four o’clock that day, the factions were quiet.
Several relations on both sides had been invited to drink
by John and Rose’s families, for the purpose of establish-
ing a good feeling between them. But this was, after all,
hardly to be expected, for they hated one another with
an ardency much too good-humored and buoyant; and, be
tween ourselves, to bring Paddy over a bottle is a very
equivocal mode of giving him an anti-cudgeling disposi-
tion. After the hour of four, several of the factions were
getting very friendly, which I knew at the time to be a bad
sign. Many of them nodded to each other, which I knew
to be a worse one; and some of them shook hands with the
greatest cordiality, which I no sooner saw than I slipped
the knot of my cravat, and held myself in preparation for
the sport.

“I have often had occasion to remark—and few men,
let me tell you, had finer opportunities of doing so—the
differential symptomatics between a Party Fight, that is,
a battle between Orangemen and Ribbonmen, and one be-
tween two Roman Catholic Factions. There is something
infinitely more anxious, silent, and deadly in the com-
pressed vengeance, and the hope of slaughter, which char-
acterize a party fight, than is to be seen in a battle between
factions. The truth is, the enmity is not so deep and well-
grounded in the latter as in the former. The feeling is not
political nor religious between the factions; whereas, in
theo other it is both, which is a mighty great advantage;

32
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for when this is adjuncted to an intense personal hatred,
and a sense of wrong, probably arising from a too intimate
recollection of the leaded blackthorn, or the awkward
death of some relative by the musket or the bayonet, it
is apt to produce very purty fighting, and much respect-
able retribution.

“In a party fight, a prophetic sense of danger hangs, as
it were, over the crowd—the very air is loaded with appre-
hension; and the vengeance-burst is preceded by a close,
thick darkness, almost sulphury, that is more terrifical
than the conflict itself, though clearly less dangerous and
fatal. The scowl of the opposing parties, the blanched
cheeks, the knit brows, and the grinding teeth, not pre-
termitting the deadly gleams that shoot from their kindled
eyes, are ornaments which a plain battle between factions
cannot boast, but which, notwithstanding, are very suit-
able to the fierce and gloomy silence of that premeditated
vengeance, which burns with such intensity on the heart,
and scorches up the vitals into such a thirst for blood.
Not but they come by different means to the same con-
clusion; because it is the feeling, and not altogether the
manner of operation, that is different.

“ Now a faction fight doesn’t resemble this at all at all.
Paddy’s at home here; all song, dance, good-humor, and
affection. His cheek is flushed with delight, which, indeed,
may derive assistance from the consciousness of having no
bayonets or loaded carabines to contend with; but, any-
how, he’s at home—his eye is lit with real glee—he tosses
his hat in the air, in the height of mirth—and leaps, like a
mountebank, two yards from the ground. Then with what
a gracious dexterity he brandishes his cudgel —what a joy-
ous spirit is heard in his shout at the face of a friend from
another faction! His very ¢whoo!? is contagious, and
would make a man, that had settled on running away, re-
turn and join the sport with an appetite truly Irish. He
is, in fact, while under the influence of this heavenly
afflatus, in love with every one—man, woman, and child.
If he meet his sweetheart, he will give her a kiss and a hug,
and that with double kindness, because he is on his way to
thrash her father or brother. It is the acumen of his en-
joyment; and woe be to him who will adventure to go be-
tween him and his amusements. To be sure, skulls and
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bones are broken, and lives lost; but they are lost in pleas-
ant fighting—they are the consequences of the sport, the
beauty of which consists in breaking as many heads and
necks as you can; and certainly when a man enters into
the spirit of any exercise, there is nothing like elevating
himself to the point of excellence. Then a man ought never
to be disheartened. If you lose this game, or get your head
good-humoredly beaten to pieces, why, you may win an-
other, or your friends may mollify two or three skulls as a
set-off to yours—but that is nothing.

“ When the evening became more advanced, maybe, con-
sidering the poor look up there was for anything like da-
cent sport—maybe, in the early part of the day, wasn’t it
the delightful sight to see the boys on each side of the two
great factions beginning to get frolicksome! Maybe the
songs and the shouting, when they began, hadn’t melody
and music in them, anyhow! People may talk about har-
mony; but what harmony is equal to that in which five or
six hundred men sing and shout, and leap and caper at
each other, as a prelude to neighborly fighting, where they
beat time upon the drums of each other’s ears and heads
with oak drumsticks? That’s an Irishman’s music; and
hard fortune to the garran that wouldn’t have friendship
and kindness in him to join and play a stave along with
them! ¢Whoo! your sowl! Hurroo! Success to our
side! Hi for the O’Callaghans! Where'’s the blackguard
to—" I beg pardon, dacent reader—I forgot myself for a
moment, or rather I got new life in me, for I am nothing
at all at all for the last five months—a kind of nonentity,
I may say, ever since that vagabond Burgess occasioned me
to pay a visit to my distant relations, till my friends get
the last matter of the collar-bone settled.

“The impulse which faction fighting gives trade and
business in Ireland is truly surprising; whereas party
figchting depreciates both. As soon as it is perceived that
a party fight is to be expected, all buying and selling are
suspended for the day, and those who are not up,! and
even many who are, take themselves and their property
home as quickly as may be convenient. But in a faction
fight, as soon as there is any perspective of a row, depend
upon it, there is quick work at all kinds of negotiation;

1 Initiated into Whiteboyism.
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and truly there 1s nothing like brevity and decision in buy-
ing and selling; for which reason faction fighting, at all
events, if only for the sake of national prosperity, should
be encouraged and kept up. ‘

“Towards five o’clock, if a man was placed on an ex-
alted station, so that he could look at the crowd, and
wasw’'t able to fight, he could have seen much that a man
might envy him for. Here a hat went up, or maybe a dozen
of them ; then followed a general huzza. On the other side,
two dozen caubeens! sought the sky, like so many scaldy
crows attempting their own element for the first time,
only they were not so black. Then another shout, which
was answered by that of their friends on the opposite side;
so that you would hardly know which side huzzaed loud-
est, the blending of both was so truly symphonious. Now
there was a shout for the face of an O’Callaghan; this was
prosecuted on the very heels by another for the face of an
O’Hallaghan. Immediately a man of the O’Hallaghan side
doffed his tattered frieze, and catching it by the very ex-
tremity of the sleeve, drew it, with a tact known only by
an initiation of half a dozen street days, up the pavement
after him. On the instant, a blade from the O’Callaghan
side peeled with equal alacrity, and stretching his home-
made at full length after him, proceeded triumphantly up
the street to meet the other.

“Thundher-an’ages, what’s this for, at all at all! I
wish I hadn’t begun to manuscript an account of it, any-
how; ’t is like a hungry man dreaming of a good dinner at
a feast, and afterwards awaking and finding his front ribs
and backbone on the point of union. Reader, is that a
blackthorn you carry—tut, where is my imagination bound
for>—to meet the other, I say?

“¢Where’s the rascally O’Callaghan that will place his
toe or his shillely on this frieze?’ ¢Is there no blackguard
O’Hallaghan jist to look crucked at the coat of an O’Calla-
ghan, or say black ’s the white of his eye?’

“¢Throth and there is, Ned, avourneen,? that same on
the sod here.’

“¢Is that Barney?’

“¢The same, Ned, ma bouchal—and how is your moth-
er’s son, Ned?’

1 Caubeen, a hat. % Avourneen, my darling.
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“<¢In good health at the present time, thank God; and
you, how is yourself, Barney?’

“¢Can’t complain as time goes; only take this, anyhow,
to mend your health, ma bouchal >—(whack).

¢ Success, Barney, and here’s at your sarvice, avick,
not making little of what I got—any way ’— (crack).

“ About five o’clock on a May evening, in the fair at
Knockimdowney, was the ice thus broken, with all possible
civility, by Ned and Barney. The next moment a general
rush took place towards the scene of action, and ere you
could bless yourself, Barney and Ned were both down,
weltering in their own and each other’s blood. I scarcely
know, indeed, though with a mighty respectable quota of
experimentality myself, how to describe what followed.
For the first twenty minutes the general harmony of this
fine row might be set to music, according to a scale some-
thing like this:—Whick whack—ecrick crack—whick
whack—ecrick crack—etc., ete., etc. ‘Here yer sowl—
(crack)—there yer sowl—(whack). WWhoo for the
O’Hallaghans!’—(crack, crack, crack). ¢Hurroo for the
O’Callaghans !'—(whack, whack, whack). The O’Calla-
ghans for ever!’—(whack). ¢The O’Hallaghans for
ever!’—(crack). ¢Murther! murther!—(crick, crack)—
foul! foul !'—(whick, whack). Blood and turf!—(whack,
whick ) —thundher-an’-ouns!’—(crack, crick). ¢Hurroo!
my darlings! handle your kippeens— (crack, crack)—the
O’Hallaghans are going!’—(whack, whack).

“You are to suppose them here to have been at it for
about half an hour.

“Whack, crack—‘Oh—oh—oh! have mercy upon me,
boys— (crack—a shriek of murther! murther!—crack,
crack, whack)—my life—my life—(crack, crack—whack,
whack)—oh! for the sake of the living Father!—for the
sake of my wife and childher, Ned Hallaghan, spare my
life’

“¢So we will, but take this, anyhow —(whack, crack,
whack, crack).

“¢QOh! for the love of God, don’t kill— (whack, crack,
whack). ¢Oh!’—(crack, crack, whack—dies).

“¢HMuzza! huzza! huzza!’ from the O’Hallaghans,
¢ Bravo, boys! there’s one of them done for. Whoo! my
darlings—hurroo! the O’Hallaghans for ever!’
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“ The scene now changes to the O’Callaghan side.

“¢ Jack—oh, Jack, avournecn—hell to their sowls for
murdherers—Paddy ’s killed—his skull’s smashed.—Re-
vinge, boys, Paddy O’Callaghan’s killed! On with you,
O’Callaghans—on with you—on with you, Paddy O’Calla-
ghan’s murdhered—take to the stones—that ’s it—keep it
up—down with him! Success!—he’s the bloody villain
that didn’t show him marcy—that’s it. Thundher-an’-
ouns, is it laving him that way you are afther?—Ilet me at
him !’

“¢Here’s a stone, Tom !’

“¢No, no, this stick has the lead in it—it’ll do him,
never fear!’

“¢Let him alone, Barney, he got enough.’

“¢By the powdhers, it’s myself that won’t; didn’t he
kill Paddy ?— (crack, crack). Take that, you murdhering
thief ! —(whack, crack).

“¢Oh!—(whack, crack)—my head—I’m killed—I’m’
— (crack—~icks the bucket).

“¢Now, your sowl, that does you, any way—/(crack,
whack)—hurroo !'—huzza !'—huzza! Man for man, boys—
an O’Hallaghan’s done for—whoo; for our side—tol-de-
roll, lol-deroll, tow, row, row—huzza '—huzza '—tol-deroll
—Ilol-deroll, tow, row, row—huzza for the O’Calla-
ghans!’

“ From this moment the battle became delightful; it was
now pelt and welt on both sides, but many of the kippeens
were broken—many of the boys had their fighting arms
disabled by a dislocation or bit of fracture, and those
weren’t equal to more than doing a little upon such as
were down.

“In the midst of the din, such a dialogue as this might
be heard:

‘“¢Larry, you’re after being done for, for this day’—
(whack, crack).

“¢Only an eye gone—is that Mickey? ’— (whick, whack,
crick, crack).

“¢That’s it, my darlings!—you may say that, Larry—
’t is my mother’s son that ’s in it—(crack, crack, a general
huzza. Mickey and Larry) huzza! huzza! huzza for the
O’Hallaghans '—What have you got, Larry?’—(crack,
crack).
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close against each other, almost foot to foot. The mass
was thick and dense, and the tug of conflict stiff, wild, and
savage. Much natural skill and dexterity were displayed
in their mutual efforts to preserve their respective ranks
unbroken, and as the sallies and charges were made on
both sides, the temporary rush, the indentation of the mul-
titudinous body, and the rebound into its original position
gave an undulating appearance to the compact mass—
reeking, groaning, dragging, and huzzaing—as it was, that
resembled the serpentine motion of a rushing waterspout
in the cloud.

“The women now began to take part with their brothers
and sweethearts. Those who had no bachelors among the
opposite factions fought along with their brothers; others
did not scruple even to assist in giving their enamored
swains the father of a good beating. Many, however, were
more faithful to love than to natural affection, and these
sallied out, like heroines, under the banners of their
sweethearts, fichting with amazing prowess against their
friends and relations; nor was it at all extraordinary to see
two sisters engaged on opposite sides—perhaps tearing
cach other, as, with disheveled hair, they screamed with a
fury that was truly exemplary. Indeed, it is no untruth to
assert that the women do much valuable execution. Their
manner of fighting is this—as soon as the fair one decides
upon taking a part in the row, she instantly takes off her
apron or her stocking, stoops down, and lifting the first
four-pounder she can get, puts it in the corner of her
apron, or the foot of her stocking, if it has a foot, and,
marching to the scene of action, lays about her right and
left. Upon my credibility, they are extremely useful and
handy, and can give mighty nate knockdowns—inasmuch
as no guard that a man is acquainted with ean ward off
their blows. Nay, what is more, it often happens, when
a son-in-law is in a faction against his father-in-law and
his wife’s people generally, that if he and his wife’s brother
meet, the wife will clink him with the pet in her apron,
downing her own husband with great skill, for it is not al-
ways that marriage extinguishes the hatred of factions;
and very often ’t is the brother that is humiliated.

“Up to the death of these two men, John O’Callaghan
and Rose’s father, together with a large party of their
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friends on both sides, were drinking in a public-house, de-
termined to take no portion in the fight, at all at all. Poor
Rose, when she heard the shouting and terrible strokes,
got as pale as death, and sat close to John, whose hand she
captured in hers, beseeching him, and looking up in his
face with the most imploring sincerity as she spoke, not to
go out among them; the tears falling all the time from her
fine eyes, the mellow flashes of which, when John’s pleas-
antry in soothing her would seduce a smile, went into his
very heart. But when, on looking out of the window
where they sat, two of the opposing factions heard that a
man on each side was killed ; and when, on ascertaining the
names of the individuals, and of those who murdhered
them, it turned out that one of the murdhered men was
brother to a person in the room, and his murdherer uncle
to one of those in the window, it was not in the power of
man or woman to keep them asunder, particularly as they
were all rather advanced in liquor. In an instant the
friends of the murdered man made a rush to the window,
before any pacifiers had time to get between them, and
catching the nephew of him who had committed the mur-
der, hurled him headforemost upon the stone pavement,
where his skull was dashed to pieces, and his brains scat-
tered about the flags.

“ A general attack instantly took place in the room be-
tween the two factions; but the apartment was too low and
crowded to permit of proper fighting, so they rushed out
to the street, shouting and yelling, as they do when the bat-
tle comes to the real point of doing business. As soon as it
was seen that the heads of the O’Callaghans and O’Halla-
ghans were at work as well as the rest, the fight was recom-
menced with retrebled spirit; but when the mutilated body
of the man who had been flung from the window was ob-
served lying in a pool of his own proper brains and blood,
such a cry arose among his friends as would cake! the
vital fluid in the veins of any one not a party in the quar-
rel. Now was the work—the moment of interest—men
and women groaning, staggering, and lying insensible;
others shouting, leaping, and huzzaing; some singing, and
not a few able-bodied spalpeens blurting, like overgrown
children, on seeing their own blood ; many raging and roar-

1 Cake, harden.
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ing about like bulls;—all this formed such a group as a
faction fight, and nothing else, could represent.

“ The battle now blazed out afresh; all kinds of instru-
ments were now pressed into the service. Some got flails,
some spades, some shovels, and one man got his hands upon
a scythe, with which, unquestionably, he would have taken
more lives than one; but very fortunately, as he sallied out
to join the crowd, he was politely visited in the back of the
head by a brick-bat, which had a mighty convincing way
with it of giving him a peaceable disposition, for he in-
stantly lay down, and did not seem at all anxious as to the
result of the battle. The O’Hallaghans were now com-
pelled to give way, owing principally to the introvention of
John O’Callaghan, who, although he was as good as sworn
to take no part in the contest, was compelled to fight
merely to protect himself. But, blood-and-turf! when he
did begin, he was dreadful. As soon as his party saw him
engaged, they took fresh courage, and in a short time made
the O’Hallaghans retreat up the churchyard. I never saw
anything equal to John; he absolutely sent them down in
dozens: and when a man would give him any inconvenience
with the stick, he would down him with the fist, for right
and left were all alike to him. Poor Rose’s brother and he
met, both roused like two lions; but when John saw who it
was, he held back his hand.

“¢No, Tom, says he, ‘I’ll not strike you, for Rose’s
sake. I’m not fighting through ill-will to you or your
family; so take another direction, for I can’t strike you.’

“The blood, however, was unfortunately up in Tom.

“¢We’ll decide it now,’ said he; ‘I’m as good a man as
you, O’Callaghan; and let me whisper this in your ear—
you’ll never warm the one bed with Rose, while God ’s in
heaven—it’s past that now—there can be nothing but
blood between us!’

“ At this juncture two of the O’Callaghans ran with
their shillelaghs up, to beat down Tom on the spot.

¢ Stop, boys!’ said John, ¢ you mustn’t touch him; he
had no hand in the quarrel. Go, boys, if you respect me;
lave him to myself.’

“The boys withdrew to another part of the fight; and
the next instant Tom struck the very man that interfered
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to save him across the temple, and cut him severely. John
put his hand up, and staggered.

“¢I’m sorry for this,” he observed; ¢but it’s now self-
defense with me,” and, at the same moment, with one
blow, he left Tom O’Hallaghan stretched insensible on the
street.

“On the O’Hallaghans being driven to the churchyard,
they were at a mighty great inconvenience for weapons.
Most of them had lost their sticks, it being a usage in fights
of this kind to twist the cudgels from the grasp of the
beaten men, to prevent them from rallying. They soon,
however, furnished themselves with the best they could
find, videlicet, the skull, leg, thigh, and arm bones, which
they found lying about the graveyard. This was a new
species of weapon, for which the majority of the O’Calla-
ghans were scarcely prepared. Out they sallied in a body
—some with these, others with stones, and, making fierce
assault upon their enemies, absolutely druv them back—
not so much by the damage they were doing, as by the
alarm and terror which these unexpected species of mis-
siles excited.

“ At this moment, notwithstanding the fatality that had
taken place, nothing could be more truly comical and face-
tious than the appearance of the field of battle. Skulls
were flying in every direction—so thick, indeed, that it
might with truth be asseverated that many who were petri-
fied in the dust had their skulls broken in this great battle
between the factions.—God help poor Ireland! when its
inhabitants are so pugnacious that even the grave is no
security against getting their crowns cracked, and their
bones fractured! Well, anyhow, skulls and bones flew in
every direction; stones and brickbats were also put in
motion; spades, shovels, loaded whips, pot-sticks, churn-
staffs, flails, and all kinds of available weapons were in hot
employment.

“ But, perhaps, there was nothing more truly felicitous
or original in its way than the mode of warfare adopted
by little Neal Malone, who was tailor for the O’Callaghan
side; for every tradesman is obliged to fight on behalf of
his own faction. Big Frank Farrell the miller, being on
the O’Hallaghan side, had been sent for, and came up from
his mill behind the town, quite fresh. He was never what
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could be called a good man,® though it was said that he
could lift ten hundredweight. He puffed forward with a
great cudgel, determined to commit slaughter out of the
face, and the first man he met was the weeshy ? fraction of
a tailor, as nimble as a hare. He immediately attacked him
and would probably have taken his measure for life, had
not the tailor’s activity protected him. Farrell was in a
rage; and Neal, taking advantage of his blind fury, slipt
round him, and with a short run sprang upon the miller’s
back, and planted a foot upon the threshold of each coat
pocket, holding by the mealy collar of his waistcoat. In
this position he belabored the miller’s face and eyes with
his little hard fist to such purpose that he had him in the
course of a few minutes nearly as blind as a mill-horse.
The miller roared for assistance, but the pell-mell was go-
ing on too warmly for his cries to be available. In fact, he
resembled an elephant with a monkey on his back.

“¢How do you like that, Farrell?’ Neal would say—
giving him a cuff; ‘ and that, and that—but that is best of
all. Take it again, gudgeon—(two cuffs more)—here’s
grist for you—(half a dozen additional) hard fortune
to you—(crack, crack). What! Going to lie down!
by all that’s terrible, if you do, I’ll annrigulate?® you.
Here’s a dhuragh* (another half dozen)—long measure,
you savage—the baker’s dozen, you baste; there’s five-an’-
twenty to the score, Sampson, and one or two in’ (crack,
whack).

“¢Oh! murther sheery!’ shouted the miller—¢ murther-
an’-age, I’'m kilt—foul play! foul play!’

“¢You lie, big Nebuchodonosor, it ’s not—this is all fair
play, you big baste—fair play, Sampson: by the same
a-token, here’s to jog your memory that it’s the Fair day
of Knockimdowney; Irish Fair play, you whale—but I°1l
whale you!’—(erack, crack, whack).

“¢Oh—oh!’ shouted the miller.

1 A good man, a brave man. 2 Weeshy, small.

. 8 Anniqulate. Many of the jaw-breakers—and this was certainly such
in a double sense—used by the hedge schoolmasters are scattered among
the people, by whom they are so twisted that it would be extremely
difficult to recognize them.

* Dhuragh, an additional portion of anything thrown in from a spirit
of generosity, after the measure agreed on is given. When the miller,

for instance, receives his toll, the country people usually throw in several
handfuls of meal as a dhuragh. TR v
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“¢0Oh—oh!is it? Ob, if I had my scissors here, till I’d
clip your ears off, wouldn’t I be the happy man, anyhow,
you swab, you? >—(whack, whack, ecrack).

¢ Murther—murther—murther!’ shouted the miller—
¢ig there no help?’

“¢Help, is it? you may say that—(crack, crack);
there’s a trifle—a small taste in the milling style, you
know; and here goes to dislodge a grinder. Did ye ever
hear of the tailor on horseback, Sampson? eh?—(whack,
whack) : did you ever expect to see a tailor o’ horseback of
yourself, you baste?—(crack). I tell you, if you offer to
lie down, 1’1l annigulate you out o’ the face.’

“ Never, indeed, was a miller, before or since, so well
dusted; and I dare say Neal would have rode him long
enough, but for an O’Hallaghan, who had gone into one
of the houses to procure a weapon. This man was nearly
as original in his choice of one as the tailor in the position
which he selected for beating the miller. On entering the
kitchen, he found that he had been anticipated; there was
neither tongs, poker, or churn-staff; nor, in fact, anything
wherewith he could assault his enemies: all had been car-
ried off by others. There was, however, a goose in the
action of being roasted on a spit at the fire. This was
enough: honest O’Hallaghan saw nothing but the spit,
which he accordingly seized, goose and all, making the best
of his way, so armed, to the scene of battle. He just came
out as the miller was once more roaring for assistance,
and, to a dead certainty, would have spitted the tailor like
a cock-sparrow against the miller’s carcass, had not his
activity once more saved him. Unluckily, the unfortunate
miller got the thrust behind, which was intended for Neal,
and roared like a bull. He was beginning to shout ¢ Foul
play,” when, on turning round, he perceived that the thrust
was not intended for him, but for the tailor.

“¢(@Give me that spit,” said he; ¢ by all the mills that ever
were turned, I’ll spit the tailor this blessed minute beside
the goose, and we ’ll roast them both together.’

“The other refused to part with the spit; but the miller,
seizing the goose, flung it with all his force after the tailor,
who stooped, however, and avoided the blow.

“¢No man has a better right to the goose than the
tailor,’ said Neal, as he took it up, and, disappearing
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neither he nor the goose could be seen for the remainder
of the day.

“The battle was now somewhat abated. Skulls, and
bones, and bricks, and stones were, however, still flying;
so that it might be truly said the bones of contention were
numerous. The streets presented a woful spectacle: men
were lying with their bones broken—others, though not so
seriously injured, lappered in their blood—some were
crawling up, but were instantly knocked down by their
enemies—some were leaning against the walls, or groping
their way silently along them, endeavoring to escape ob-
servation, lest they might be smashed down and altogether
murdered. Wives were sitting with the bloody heads of
their husbands in their laps, tearing their hair, weeping,
and cursing, in all the gall of wrath, those who left them
in such a state. Daughters performed the same offices to
their fathers, and sisters to their brothers; not pretermit-
ting those who did not neglect their broken-pated bach-
elors, to whom they paid equal attention. Yet was the
scene not without abundance of mirth. Many a hat was
thrown up by the O’Callaghan side, who certainly gained
the day. Many a song was raised by those who tottered
about with trickling sconces, half drunk with whisky and
half stupid with beating. Many a ¢ whoo,” and ¢ hurroo,’
and ‘huzza,” was sent forth by the triumphanters; but
truth to tell, they were miserably feeble and faint, com-
pared to what they had been in the beginning of the amuse-
ments—sufficiently evincing that, although they might
boast of the name of victory, they had got a bellyful of beat-
ing—still there was hard fighting.

“T mentioned, some time ago, that a man had adopted
a scythe. I wish from my heart there had been no such
bloody instrument there that day; but truth must be told.
John O’Callaghan was now engaged against a set of the
other O’s, who had rallied for the third time and attacked
him and his party. Another brother of Rose Galh’s was
in this engagement, and him did John O’Callaghan not
only knock down, but cut desperately across the temple.
A man, stripped and covered with blood and dust, at that
moment made his appearance, his hand bearing the blade
of the aforesaid scythe. His approach was at once furious
and rapid—and, I may as well add, fatal; for, before John
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O’Callaghan had time to be forewarned of his danger, he
was cut down, the artery of his neck laid open, and he died
without a groan. It was truly dreadful, even to the oldest
fighter present, to see the strong rush of red blood that
curvated about his neck, until it gurgled—gurgled—
gurgled, and lappered, and bubbled out—ending in small
red spouts, blackening and blackening, as they became
fainter and more faint. At this criticality every eye was
turned from the corpse to the murderer; but he had been
instantly struck down, and a female, with a large stone in
her apron, stood over him, her arms stretched out, her face
horribly distorted with agony, and her eyes turned back-
wards, as it were, into her head. In a few seconds she fell
into strong convulsions, and was immediately taken away.
Alas! alas! it was Rose Galh; and when we looked at the
man she had struck down, he was found to be her brother!
flesh of her flesh, and blood of her blood! On examining
him more closely, we discovered that his under jaw hung
loose, that his limbs were supple; we tried to make him
speak, but in vain—he, too, was a corpse.

“ The fact was that, in consequence of his being stripped,
and covered by so much blood and dust, she knew him
not; and impelled by her feelings to avenge herself on
the murderer of her lover, to whom she doubly owed her
life, she struck him a deadly blow, without knowing him to
be her brother. The shock produced by seeing her lover
murdered—and the horror of finding that she herself, in
avenging him, had taken her brother’s life, was too much
for a heart so tender as hers. On recovering from her con-
vulsions, her senses were found to be gone forever! Poor
girl! she is still living; but from that moment to this she
has never opened her lips to mortal. She is, indeed, a fair
ruin, but silent, melancholy, and beautiful as the moon
in the summer heaven. Poor Rose Galh! you, and many
a mother, and father, and wife, and orphan, have had rea-
son to maledict the bloody Battles of the Factions!

“ With rgard to my grandfather, he says that he didn’t
see purtier fighting within his own memory; nor since the
fight between himself and Big Mucklemurray took place
in the same town. But, to do him justice, he condemns the
scythe and every other weapon except the cudgels; because,
he says, that if they continue to be resorted to, nate fight-
ing will be altogether forgotten in the country.”
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SHANE FADH’S WEDDING. -

“YWell, Shane,” said Andy Morrow, addressing Shane
Fadh, “will you give us an account of your wedding? I
am told it was the greatest let-out that ever was in this
country, before or since.”

“ And you may say that, Mr. Morrow,” said Shane. “I
was at many a wedding, myself, but never at the likes of
my own, barring Tim Lannigan’s that married Father Cor-
rigan’s niece.”

“I Dbelieve,” said Andy, “ that, too, was a dashing one;
however, it ’s your own we want. Come, Nancy, fill these
measures again, and let us be comfortable, at all events,
and give Shane a double one, for talking’s druthy work.
1’11 pay for this round.”

When the liquor was got in, Shane, after taking a
draught, laid down his pint, pulled out his steel tobacco-
box, and, after twisting off a chew between his teeth,
closed the box, and commenced the story of his wed-
ding.

“When I was a young fellow,” said Shane, “I was as
wild as an unbroken cowlt, no divilment was too hard for
me; an’ so signs on it, for there wasn’t a piece of mischief
done in the parish, but was laid at my door, and the dear
knows I had enough of my own to answer for, let alone
to be set down for that of other people; but anyway, there
was many a thing done in my name, when I knew neither
act nor part about it. One of them I’ll mintion. Dick Cuil-
lenan, father to Paddy, that lives at the crass-roads, beyant
Gunpowdher Lodge, was over head and ears in love
with Jemmy Finigan’s eldest daughter, Mary, then, sure
enough, as purty a girl as you’d meet in a fair—indeed, I
think I’m looking at her, with her fair flaxen ringlets
hanging over her shoulders, as she used to pass our house
going to mass of a Sunday. God rest her sowl, she’s now
in glory—that was before she was my wife. Many a happy
day we passed together; and I could take it to my death,
that an ill word, let alone to rise our hands to one
another, never passed between us, only one day that a
word or two happened about the dinner, in the middle of
Lent, being a little too late, so that the horses were kept
nigh-hand half an hour out of the plow; and I wouldn’t
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have valued that so much, only that it was crooked-
mouthed Doherty that joined me in plowing that year,
and I was vexed not to take all I could out of him, for he
was a raal Turk himself.

“1 disremimber now what passed between us as to
words, but I know I had a duck-egg in my hand, and when
she spoke, I raised my arm, and nailed—poor Larry Tracy,
our servant boy, between the two eyes with it, although the
craythur was ating his dinner quietly forenent me, not say-
ing a word.

“Well, as I tould you, Dick was ever after her, although
her father and mother would rather see her under boord
than joined to any of that connection; and as for herself,
she couldn’t bear the sight of him, he was sich an upset-
ting, conceited puppy, that thought himself too good for
every girl. At any rate, he tried often and often, in fair
and market, to get striking up with her; and both coming
from and going to Mass ’t was the same way, for ever after
and about her, till the state he was in spread over the
parish like wildfire. Still, all he could do was of no use;
except to bid him the time of day, she never entered into
discoorse with him, at all at all. But there was no putting
the likes of him off; so he got a quart of spirits in his
pocket one night, and without saying a word to mortal,
off he sets, full speed, to her father’s, in order to brake the
thing to the family.

“ Mary might be about seventeen at this time, and her
mother looked almost as young and fresh as if she hadn’t
been married at all. When Dick came in you may be sure
they were all surprised at the sight of him; but they
were civil people, and the mother wiped a chair, and
put it over near the fire for him to sit down upon, waiting
to hear what he’d say, or what he wanted, although they
could give a purty good guess as to that, but they only
wished to put him off with as little offinse as possible.
When Dick sot awhile, talking about what the price of hay
and oats would be in the following summer, and other sub-
jects that he thought would show his knowledge of farming
and cattle, he pulls out his bottle, encouraged to it by their
civil way of talking, and telling the ould couple that as
he came over to spend a friendly evening, he had brought
a d;-op in his pocket to sweeten the discoorse, axing Susy

3
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Finigan, the mother, for a glass to send it round with, at
the same time drawing over his chair close to Mary, who
was knitting her stocken up beside her little brother
Michael, and chatting to the gorsoon,! for fraid that Cuil-
lenan might think she paid him any attention. When
Dick got alongside of her, he began, of coorse, to pull out
her needles and spoil her knitting, as is customary before
the young people come to close spaking. Mary, howsom-
ever, had no welcome for him; so says she, ¢ You ought to
know, Dick Cuillenan, who you spake to, before you make
the freedom you do.

“¢But you don’t know,” says Dick, ‘that I am a great
hand at spoiling the girls’ knitting; it ’s a fashion I’ve got,’
says he.

“¢It’s a fashion then,” says Mary, ¢ that ’11 be apt to get
you a broken mouth sometime.’

“¢Then,” says Dick, ‘ whoever does that must marry
me.’

“¢And them that gets you will have a prize to brag of,’
says she. ¢ Stop yourself, Cuillenan; single your freedom
and double your distance, if you plase; I’ll cut my coat
off no such cloth.’

“¢Well, Mary,” says he, ¢ maybe, if you don’t, as good
will; but you won’t be so cruel as all that comes to; the
worst side of you is out, I think.

“He was now beginning to make greater freedom, but
Mary rises from her seat, and whisks away with herself,
her cheeks as red as a rose with vexation at the fellow’s
imperance. ‘Very well says Dick, ‘off you go; but
there’s as good fish in the say as ever was catched. I’m
sorry to see, Susy,” says he to her mother, ¢ that Mary’s
no friend of mine, and I’d be mighty glad to find it other-
wise; for, 1o tell the truth, I’d wish to become connected
with the family. In the manetime, hadn’t you better get
us a glass, till we drink one bottle on the head of it, any-
way?’

“¢Why, then, Dick Cuillenan,’ says the mother, ‘I
don’t wish you anything else but good luck and happiness;
but, as to Mary, she ’s not for you herself, nor would it be
a good match between the families at all. Mary is to have
her grandfather’s sixty guineas, and the two cows that her

1 Gorsoon, a boy.
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uncle Jack left her four years ago has brought her a good
stock for any farm. Now, if she married you, Dick,
where ’s the farm to bring her to?—surely, it’s not upon
them seven acres of stone and bent, upon the long Esker,
that I°’d let my daughter go to live. So, Dick, put up your
bottle, and in the name of God go home, boy, and mind
your business; but, above all, when you want a wife, go to
them that you may have a right to expect, and not to a girl
like Mary Finigan, that could lay down guineas where you
could hardly find shillings.’

“¢Very well, Susy,’ says Dick, nettled enough, as he
well might, ‘I say to you, just as I say to your daughter,
if you be proud there’s no force.’ ”’

“ But what has this to do with you, Shane?” asked
Andy Morrow. “Sure we wanted to har an account of
your wedding, but instead of that, it’s Dick Cuillenan’s
history you ’re giving us.”

“That’s just it,” said Shane; “sure, only for this
same Dick, I’d never get Mary Finigan for a wife. Dick
took Susy’s advice, bekase, after all, the undacent drop
was in him, or he’d never have brought the bottle out of
the house at all; but, faith, he riz up, put the whisky in
his pocket, and went home with a face on him as black as
my hat with venom. Well, things passed on till the Christ-
mas following, when one night, after the Finigans had all
gone to bed, there comes a crowd of fellows to the door,
thumping at it with great violence, and swearing that if
the people within wouldn’t open it immediately, it would
be smashed into smithereens. The family, of course were
all alarmed; but somehow or other, Susy herself got sus-
picious that it might be something about Mary; so up she
gets, and sends the daughter to her own bed, and lies down
herself in the daughter’s.

“In the manetime Finigan got up, and after lighting a
candle, opened the door at once. ¢Come, Finigan,’ says
a strange voice, ‘put out the candle, except you wish
to make a candlestick of the thatch,’ says he, ‘or to give
you a prod of a bagnet under the ribs,’ says he.

“ It was a folly for one man to go to bell-the-cat with a
whole crowd; so he blew the candle out, and next minute
they rushed in, and went as straight as a rule to Mary’s
bed. The mother all the time lay close, and never said a
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word. At any rate, what would be expected, only that, do
what she could, at the long run she must go? So, accord-
ingly, after a very hard battle on her side, being a powerful
woman, she was obliged to travel, but not until she had left
many of them marks to remimber her by. Still there was
very little spoke, for they didn’t wish to betray themselves
on any side. The only thing that Finigan could hear was
my name repated several times, as if the whole thing was
going on under my direction: for Dick thought that if
there was any one in parish likely to be set down for it it
was me.

“When Susy found they were putting her behind one
of them on a horse she rebelled again, and it took
near a dozen of boys to hoist her up. Now, above all
nights in the year, who should be dead but my own full
cousin, Denis Fadh—God be good to him!—and I, and
Jack and Dan, his brothers, while bringing home whisky
for the wake and berrin’, met them on the road. At first
we thought them distant relations coming to the wake,
but when I saw only one woman among the set, and she
mounted on a horse, I began to suspect that all wasn’t
right. I accordingly turned back a bit, and walked near
enough without their seeing me to hear the discoorse, and
discover the whole business. In less than no time I was
back at the wake-house; so I up and tould them what I saw,
and off we set, about forty of us, with good cudgels, scythe-
sneds, and hooks, fully bent to bring her back from them,
come or go what would. And throth, sure enough, we did
it; and I was the man myself that rode after the mother on
the same horse that carried her off.

“I'rom this out, when and wherever I got an opportu-
nity, I whispered the soft nonsense, Nancy, into poor
Mary’s ear, until I put my comedher! on her, and she
couldn’t live at all without me. But I was something for
a woman to look at then, anyhow, standing six feet two
in my stocking soles, which, you know, made them call me
Shane Fadh.® At that time I had a dacent farm of four-
teen acres in Crocknagooran—the same that my son Ned
has at the present time; and though, as to wealth, by no
manner of manes fit to compare with the Finigans, yet upon
the whole, she might have made a worse match. The

1 Comedher, blarney talk. 2 Fadh, tall or long,




WILLIAM CARLETON. 517

father, however, wasn’t for me; but the mother was: so,
after drinking a Dbottle or two with the mother, Sarah
Traynor, her cousin, and Mary, along with Jack Donnellan
on my part, in their own barn, unknownst to the father, we
agreed to make a runaway match of it; appointing my
uncle, Bryan Slevin’s, as the house we’d go to. The next
Sunday was the day appointed ; so I had my uncle’s family
prepared, and sent two gallons of whisky, to be there be-
fore us, knowing that neither the IFinigans nor my own
friends liked stinginess.

“ Well, well, after all, the world is a strange thing—if
myself hardly knows what to make of it. It’s I that did
dote night and day upon that girl; and, indeed, there was
them that could have seen me in Jimmaiky for her sake,
for she was the beauty of the county, not to say of the
parish, for a girl in her station. For my part I could
neither ate nor sleep, for thinking that she was so soon to
be my own married wife, and to live under my roof. And
when I’d think of it, how my heart would bounce to my
throat with downright joy and delight. The mother had
made us promise not to meet till Sunday, for fraid of the
father becoming suspicious; but, if I was to be shot, I
couldn’t hinder myself from going every night to the great
flowering whitethorn that was behind their garden; and al-
though she knew I hadn’t promised to come, yet there she
still was; something, she said, tould her I would come.

“The next Sunday we met at Althadhawan wood, and
I°1] never forget what I felt, when I was going to the green
at St. Patrick’s Chair, where the boys and girls met on
Sunday; but there she was—the bright eyes dancing with
joy in her head to see me. We spent the evening in the
wood till it was dusk—1I bating them all leaping, dancing,
and- throwing the stone; for, by my song, I thought I had
the action of ten men in me; she looking on, and smil-
ing like an angel, when I’d lave them miles behind me.
As it grew dusk they all went home, except herself and me,
and a few more, who, maybe, had something of the same
kind on hand.

“¢Well, Mary,” says I, ‘acushla machree,! it’s dark
enough for us to go; and in the name of God let us be off.’
The crathur looked into my face, and got pale, for she was

1 Acushla machree, vein of my heart,
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very young then. ¢Shane,’ says she, and she thrimbled
like an aspen lafe, ¢ I’m going to trust myself with you for
ever—for ever, Shane, avourneen,’—and her sweet voice
broke into purty murmurs as she spoke; ¢ whether for hap-
piness or sorrow, God He only knows. I can bear poverty
and distress, sickness and want, with you, but I can’t bear
to think that you should ever forget to love me as you do
now ; or that your heart should ever cool to me; but I am
sure,” says she, ‘you’ll never forget this night, and the
solemn promises you made me, before God and the blessed
skies above us.’

“We wecre sitting at the time under the shade of a row-
an-tree, and I had only one answer to make. 1 pulled
her to my breast, where she laid her head and cried like a
child, with her cheek against mine. My own eyes weren’t
dry although I felt no sorrow, but—but—I never forgot
that night—and I never will.”

He now paused a few minutes, being too much affected
to proceed.

“Poor Shane,” said Nancy, in a whisper to Andy Mor-
row, “night and day he’s thinking about that woman.
She’s now dead going on a year, and you would think by
him, although he bears up very well before company, that
she died only yestherday; but indeed it’s he that was al-
ways the kind-hearted, affectionate man; and a better hus-
band never broke bread.”

“Well,” said Shane, resuming the story, and clearing
his voice, “it’s a great consolation to me, now that she’s
gone, to think that I never broke the promise I made her
that night. When it was clear dark we set off, and after
crossing the country for two miles, reached my uncle’s,
where a great many of my friends were expecting us. As
soon as we came to the door I struck it two or three times,
for that was the sign, and my aunt came out, and taking
Mary in her arms, kissed her, and, with a thousand wel-
comes, brought us both in.

“You all know that the best of aiting and dhrinking is
provided when a runaway couple is expected; and indeed
there was more than enough of both there. My uncle and
all that were within welcomed us again; and many a good
song and hearty jug of punch was sent round that night.
The next morning my uncle went to her father’s and broke
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the business to him at once: indeed, it wasn’t very hard
to do, for I believe it reached him before he saw my uncle
at all; so she was brought home that day, and, on the
Thursday night after, I, my father, uncle, and several
other friends, went there, and made the match.

“ She had sixty guineas that her grandfather left her,
thirteen head of cattle, two feather and two chaff beds,
with sheeting, quilts, and blankets; three pieces of bleached
linen, and a flock of geese of her own rearing—upon the
whole, among ourselves, it wasn’t aisy to get such a for-
tune.

“Well, the match was made, and the wedding-day ap-
pointed ; but there was one thing still to be managed, and
that was how to get over the standing at Mass on Sunday,
to make satisfaction for the scandal we gave the Church by
running away with one another; but that’s all stuff, for
who cares a pin about standing, when three halves of the
parish are married in the same way? The only thing that
vexed me was that it would keep back the wedding-day.
However, her father and my uncle went to the priest, and
spoke to him, trying, of coorse, to get us off of it, but he
knew we were fat geese, and was in for giving us a pluck-
ing. Hut, tut!—he wouldn’t hear of it at all, not he; for
although he would ride fifty miles to sarve either of us, he
couldn’t brake the new orders that he had got only a few
days before that from the bishop. No; we must stand—
for it would be setting a bad example to the parish; and if
he would let us pass, how could he punish the rest of his
flock, when they ’d be guilty of the same thing?

“¢Well, well, your reverence,” says my uncle, winking at
her father, ¢ if that’s the case it can’t be helped, anyhow—
they must only stand, as many a dacent father and moth-
er’s child has done before them, and will again, plase
God—your reverence is right in doing your duty.’

“¢True for you Brian,” says his reverence, ‘ and yet God
knows, there ’s no man in the parish would be sorrier to see
such a dacent, comely young couple put upon a level with
all the scrubs of the parish; and I know, Jemmy Finigan,
it would go hard with your young, bashful daughter to get
through with it, having the eyes of the whole congregation
staring on her.’

“¢Why then, your reverence, as to that,’ says my un-
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cle, who was just as stiff as the other was stout, ¢the
bashfullest of them will do more nor that to get a hus-
band.’

“¢But you tell me,” says the priest, ¢ that the wedding-
day is fixed upon;—how will you manage there?’

“¢Why, put it off for three Sundays longer, to be sure,’
says the uncle.

“¢But you forget this, Brian, says the priest, ¢that
good luck or prosperity never attends the putting off of a
wedding.’

“ Now here you see is where the priest had them—for
they knew that as well as his reverence himself—so they
were in a puzzle again.

“¢1t is a disagreeable business,” says the priest, ‘but
the truth is, I could get them off with the bishop only for
one thing—I owe him five guineas of altar-money, and I’m
so far back in dues that I’m not able to pay him. If I
could enclose this to him in a letter, T would get them off
at once, although it would be bringing myself into trouble
with the parish afterwards; but, at all events,” says he,
‘to prove that I wish to sarve you, I1’ll sell the best cow
in my byre, and pay him myself, rather than their wedding-
day should be put off, poor things, or themselves brought
to any bad luck—the Lord keep them from it!’ '

“While he was speaking, he stamped his foot two or
three times on the flure, and the housekeeper came in.
¢ Katty,” says he, ‘bring us in a bottle of whisky; at all
events, I can’t let you away,” says he, ¢ without tasting
something and drink luck to the young folks.’

“¢In throth, says Jemmy Finigan, ‘and begging your
reverence’s pardon, the sorra cow you’ll sell this bout,
anyhow, on account of me or my children, bekase 1’11 lay
down on the nail what 1l clear you and the bishop; and in
the name of goodness, as the day is fixed and all, let the
craythurs not be disappointed.’

“¢ Jemmy,” says my uncle, ‘if you go to that you ’ll pay
but your share, for I insist upon laying down one-half, at
laste.’

“ At any rate, they came down with the cash, and af-
ther drinking a bottle between them, went home in choice
spirits entirely at their good luck in so aisily getting us
off. 'When they had left the house a bit, the priest sent af-
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ther them. ¢Jemmy,” says he to Finigan, ‘I forgot a cir-
cumstance, and that is to tell you that I will go and marry
them at your own house, and bring Father James, my cu-
rate with me.” ¢Oh, wurrah! no,” said both, ¢ don’t men-
tion that, your reverence, except you wish to break their
hearts, out and out! Why, that would be a thousand times
worse nor making them stand to do penance. Doesn’t
your reverence know that if they hadn’t the pleasure of
running for the bottle, the whole wedding wouldn’t be
worth three-halfpence?’ ¢Indeed, I forgot that, Jemmy.’
‘ But sure,’” says my uncle, ‘¢ your reverence and Father
James must be at it, whether or not; for that we intended
from the first’ ¢Tell them I’ll run for the bottle, too,’
says the priest, laughing, ‘and will make some of them
look sharp, never fear.” Well, by my song, so far all was
right; and maybe it ’s we that weren’t glad—maning Mary
and myself—that there was nothing more in the way to
put off the wedding-day. So, as the bridegroom’s share of
the expense always is to provide the whisky, I’'m sure, for
the honor and glory of taking the blooming young crathur
from the great lot of bachelors that were all breaking their
hearts about her, I couldn’t do less nor finish the thing
dacently—knowing, besides, the high doings that the Fini-
gans would have of it—for they were always looked upon
as a family that never had their heart in a trifle when it
would come to the push. So, you see, I and my brother
Mickey, my cousin Tom, and Dom’nick Nulty, went up
into the mountains to Tim Cassidy’s still-house, where we
spent a glorious day, and bought fifteen gallons of stuff,
that one drop of it would bring the tear, if possible, to a
young widdy’s eye that had berrid a bad husband. Indeed,
this was at my father’s bidding, who wasn’t a bit behind-
hand with any of them in cutting a dash. ¢Shane, says
he to me, ‘¢ you know the Finigans of ould, that they won’t
be contint with what would do another, and that except
they go beyant the thing entirely, they won’t be satisfied.
They 11 have the whole countryside at the wedding, and we
must let them see that we have a spirit and a faction of our
own,” says he, ‘that we needn’t be ashamed of. They ’ve
got all kinds of ateables in cartloads, and as we ’re to get
the drinkables, we must see and give as good as they’1l
bring. I myself, and your mother, will go round and in-



522 IRISH LITERATURE.

vite all we can think of, and let you and Mickey go up the
hills to Tim Cassidy, and get fifteen gallons of whisky, for
I don’t think less will do us.

“ This we accordingly complied with, as I said, and
surely better stuff never went down the red lane than the
same whisky, for the people knew nothing about watering
it then, at all at all. The next thing I did was to get a fine
shop cloth coat, a pair of top boots, and buckskin breeches
fit for a squire, along with a new Caroline hat that would
throw off the wet like a duck. Mat Kavanagh, the school-
master from Findramore bridge, lent me his watch for the
occasion, after my spending near two days learning from
him to know what o’clock it was. At last, somehow, I
masthered that point so well, that to a quarter of an hour,
at least, I could give a dacent guess at the time upon it.

“Well, at last the day came. The wedding morning, or
the bride’s part of it, as they say, was beautiful. It was
then the month of July. The evening before, my father
and my brother went over to Jemmy Finigan’s, to make the
regulations for the wedding. We, that is, my party, were
to be at the bride’s house about ten o’clock, and we were
then to proceed, all on horseback, to the priest’s, to be mar-
ried. We were then, after drinking something at Tom
Hance’s public-house, to come back as far as the Dumbhill,
where we were to start and run for the bottle. That morn-
ing we were all up at the skriek of day. I‘rom six o’clock,
my own faction, friends and neighbors, began to come, all
mounted ; and about eight o’clock there was a whole regi-
ment of them, some on horses, some on mules, and others
on asses; and, by my word, I believe little Dick Snudaghan,
the tailor’s apprentice, that had a hand in making my wed-
ding clothes, was mounted upon a buck goat, with a bridle
of selvages tied to his horns. Anything at all to keep their
feet from the ground; for nobody would be allowed to. go
with the wedding that hadn’t some animal between him
and the earth.

“To make a long story short, so large a bridegroom’s
party was never seen in that country before, save and ex-
cept Tim Lannigan’s that I mentioned just now. It would
make you split your face laughing to see the figure they
cut; some of them had saddles and bridles, others had sad-
dles and halters; some had back suggawns? of straw, with

1 Suggawn, a rope of hay or straw.
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hay stirrups to them, but good bridles; others had sacks
filled up as like saddles as they could possibly make them,
girthed with hay ropes five or six times tied round the
horse’s body. When one or two of the horses wouldn’t
carry double, except the hind rider sat strideways, the wo-
men had to be put foremost and the men behind them.
Some had dacent pillions enough, but most of them had
none at all, and the women were obligated to sit where the
crupper ought to be—and a hard card they had to play to
keep their seats even when the horses walked asy, so what
must it be when they came to a gallop? but that same
was nothing at all to a trot.

“ At eight o’clock we sat down to a rousing breakfast,
for we thought it best to eat a trifle at home, lest they
might think that what we were to get at the bride’s break-
fast might be thought any novelty. As for my part, I
was in such a state that I couldn’t let a morsel cross my
throat, nor did I know what end of me was uppermost.
After breakfast they all got their cattle, and I my hat and
whip, and was ready to mount, when my uncle whispered
to me that I must kneel down and ax my father and
mother’s blessing, and forgiveness for all my disobedi-
ence and offinses towards them—and also to requist the
blessing of my brothers and sisters. Well, in a short time
I was down; and, my goodness! such a hullaballoo of cry-
ing as was there in a minute’s time!

“ Anyhow, it’s easy knowing that there wasn’t sorrow
at the bottom of their grief: for they were all soon laugh-
ing at my uncle’s jokes, even while their eyes were red with
the tears. My mother herself couldn’t but be in good
hymor, and join her smile with the rest.

“ My uncle now drove us all out before him; not, how-
ever, till my mother had sprinkled a drop of holy water on
each of us, and given me and my brother and sisters a
small taste of blessed candle to prevent us from sudden
death and accidents. My father and she didn’t come
with us then, but they went over to the bride’s while we
were all gone to the priest’s house. At last we set off in
great style and spirits—I well mounted on a good horse of
my own, and my brother on one that he had borrowed from
Peter Danellon, fully bent on winning the bottle. I
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would have borrowed him myself, but I thought it da-
center to ride my own horse manfully, even though he
never won a side of mutton or a saddle, like Danellon’s.
But the man that was most likely to come in for the bot-
tle was little Billy Cormick, the tailor, who rode a blood-
racer that young John Little had wickedly lent him for
the special purpose; he was a tall bay animal, with long,
small legs, a switch tail, and didn’t know how to trot.
Maybe we didn’t cut a dash—and might have taken a
town before us. Out we set about nine o’clock, and went
acrass the country: but I’1l not stop to mintion what hap-
pened to some of them, even before we got to the bride’s
house. It’s enough to say here, that sometimes one in
crassing a stile or ditch would drop into the dike, some-
times another would find himself head foremost on the
ground; a woman would be capsized here in crassing a
ridgy field, bringing her fore-rider to the ground along
with her; another would be hanging like a broken arch,
ready to come down, till some one would ride up and fix
her on the seat. But as all this happened in going over
the fields, we expected that when we’d get out on the road
there would be less danger, as we would have no ditches or
drains to crass. When we came in sight of the house,
there was a general shout of welcome from the bride’s
party, who were on the watch for us: we couldn’t do less
nor give them back the chorus; but we had better have let
that alone, for some of the young horses got restive and
capered about; the asses—the sorra choke them—that were
along with us should begin to bray, and a mule of Jack Ir-
win’s took it into his head to stand stock-still. This
brought another dozen of them to the ground; so that, be-
tween one thing or another, we were near half an hour be-
fore we were got on the march again. When the blood-
horse that the tailor rode saw the crowd and heard the
shouting, he cocked his ears, and set off with himself full
speed ; but before he got far he was without a rider, and
went galloping up to the bride’s house, the bridle hanging
about his feet. Billy, however, having taken a glass or two,
wasn’t to be cowed; so he came up in great blood, and
swore he would ride him to America, sooner than let the
bottle be won from the bridegroom’s party.

“ When we arrived, there was nothing but shaking hands
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and kissing, and all kinds of slewsthering.! Another
breakfast was ready for us; and here we all sat down, my-
self and my next relations in the bride’s house, and the
others in the barn and garden; for one house wouldn’t
hold the half of us. Eating, however, was all only talk:
of coorse we took some of the poteen again, and in the short
time afterwards set off along the paved road to the priest’s
house to be tied as fast as he could make us, and that was
fast enough. Before we went out to mount our horses,
though, there was just such a hullaballoo with the bride
and her friends as there was with myself: but my uncle
soon put a stop to it, and in five minutes had them breaking
their hearts laughing.

“ Bless my heart, what doings !-—what roasting and boil-
ing!—and what tribes of beggars and shulers? and vaga-
bonds of all sorts and sizes, were sunning themselves about
the doors—wishing us a thousand times long life and hap-
piness. There was a fiddler and piper; the piper was to
stop in my father-in-law’s while we were going to be mar-
ried, to keep the neighbors that were met there shaking
their toes while we were at the priest’s, and the fiddler was
to come with ourselves, in order, you know, to have a dance
at the priest’s house, and to play for us coming and going;
for there ’s nothing like a taste of music when one’s on for
sport.

“We were now all in motion once more—the bride rid-
ing behind my man, and the bridesmaid behind myself—a
fine, bouncing girl she was, but not to be mintioned in the
one year with my darlin’—in throth, it wouldn’t be aisy
getting such a couple as we were the same day, though
it’s myself that says it. Mary, dressed in a black castor
hat, like a man’s, a white muslin coat, with a scarlet silk
handkercher about her neck, with a silver buckle and a
blue ribbon, for luck, round her waist; her fine hair
wasn’t turned up, at all at all, but hung down in beautiful
curls on her shoulders; her eyes you would think were all
light; her lips as plump and as ripe as cherries—and may-
be it ’s myself that wasn’t to that time of day without tast-
ing them anyhow: and her teeth, so even, and as white as
a burned bone. The day bate all for beauty; I don’t know
whether it was from the lightness of my own spirit it came,

1 Slewsthering, flattering speech. 3 Shulers, tramps.
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but I think that such a day I never saw from that to this:
indeed, I thought everything was dancing and smiling
about me, and sartainly every one said that such a couple
hadn’t been married, nor such a wedding seen in the parish,
for many a long year before.

“ All the time, as we went along, we had the music; but
then at first we were mightily puzzled what to do with the
fiddler; to put him as a hind rider it would prevent him
from playing, bekase how could he keep the fiddle before
him, and another so close to him? To put him foremost was
as bad, for he couldn’t play and hould the bridle together;
so at last my uncle proposed that he should get behind him-
self, turn his face to the horse’s tail, and saw away like a
Trojan.

“ 1t might be about four miles or so to the priest’s house,
and, as the day was fine, we got on gloriously. One thing,
however, became troublesome; you see there was a cursed
set of ups and downs on the road, and as the riding coutre-
ments were so bad with a great many of the weddiners,
those that had no saddles, going down steep places, would
work onward bit by bit, in spite of all they could do, till
they ’d be fairly on the horse’s neck, and the women be-
hind them would be on the animal’s shoulders; and it
required nice managing to balance themselves, for they
might as well sit on the edge of a dale boord. Many of
them got tosses this way, though it all passed in good hu-
mor. But no two among the whole set were more puzzled
by this than my uncle and the fiddler—I think I see my
uncle this minute with his knees sticking into the horse’s
shoulders and his two hands upon his neck, keeping him-
self back, and the fiddler, with his heels away towards the
horse’s tail, and he stretched back against my uncle, for
all the world like two bricks laid against one another, and
one of them falling. ’T was the same thing going up a hill;
whoever was behind would be hanging over the horse’s
tail, with one arm about the fore-rider’s neck or body, and
the other houlding the baste by the mane, to keep them
both from sliding off backwards. Many a come-down
there was among them, but as I said, it was all in good
humor; and accordingly, as regularly as they fell they
were sure to get a cheer.

“When we got to the priest’s house there was a hearty
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welcome for us all. The bride and I with our next kindred
and friends went into the parlor; along with these there
was a set of young fellows who had been bachelors of the
bride’s, that got in with the intention of getting the first
kiss, and, in coorse, of bating myself out of it. I got a
whisper of this; so, by my song, I was determined to cut
them all out in that, so well as I did in getting herself;
but, you know, I couldn’t be angry, even if they had got
the foreway of me in it, bekase it’s an old custom. While
the priest was going over the business, I kept my eye about
me, and, sure enough, there were seven or eight fellows all
waiting to snap at her. When the ceremony drew near a
close, I got up on one leg, so that I could bounce to my feet
like lightning, and when it was finished, I got her in my
arm before you could say Jack Robinson, and swinging
her behind the priest, gave her the husband’s first kiss.
The next minute there was a rush after her; but, as I had
got the first, it was but fair that they should come in ac-
cording as they could, I thought, bekase, you know, it was
all in the coorse of practise; but, hould, there were two
words to be said to that, for what does Father Dollard do,
but shoves them off—and a fine stout shoulder he had—
shoves them off like children, and goin’ up to Mary, gives
her a fine smack on the cheek—oh, consuming to it, but he
did—mine was only a cracker compared to it. The rest,
then, all kissed her, one after another, according as they
could come in to get one. We then went straight to his
reverence’s barn, which had been cleared out for us the
day before by his own directions, where we danced for an
hour or two, and his reverence and his curate along with
us.

»“When this was over we mounted again, the fiddler
taking his ould situation behind my uncle. You know it
is usual, after getting the knot tied, to go to a public-house
or shebeen, to get some refreshments after the journey;
80, accordingly, we went to little lame Larry Spooney’s, but
the tithe of us couldn’t get into it; so we sot on the green
before the door, and, by my song, we drank dacently with
him anyhow; and, only for my uncle, it’s odds but we
would have been all fuddled.

“It was now that I began to notish a kind of coolness

between my party and the bride’s, and for some time I
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didn’t know what to make of it. I wasn’t long so, how-
ever; for my uncle, who still had his eyes about him, comes
over to me and says, ¢ Shane, I doubt there will be bad work
amongst these people, particularly betwixt the Dorans and
the Flanagans—the truth is that the old business of the
lawshoot will break out, and except they’re kept from
drink, take my word for it, there will be blood spilled.
The running for the bottle will be a good excuse,’ says he,
¢so I think we had better move home before they go too far
in the drink.’

“Well, anyway, there was truth in this; so, accordingly,
the reckoning was ped, and as this was the thrate of the
weddiners to the bride and bridegroom, every one of the
men clubbed his share, but neither I nor the girls anything.
I never laughed so much in one day as I did in that, and
I can’t help laughing at it yet. When we all got on the top
of our horses, and sich other iligant cattle as we had—the
crowning of a king was nothing to it. We were now purty
well, I thank you, as to liquor; and as the knot was tied,
and all safe, there was no end to our good spirits; so, when
we took the road, the men were in high blood, particularly
Billy Cormick, the tailor, who had a pair of long cavaldry
spurs upon him, that he was scarcely able to walk in—and
he not more nor four feet high.

“ There was now a great jealousy among them that were
bint for winning the bottle; and when one horseman would
cross another, striving to have the whip hand of him when
they ’d set off, why, you see, his horse would get a cut of
the whip itself for his pains. My uncle and I, however, did
all we could to pacify them; and their own bad horseman-
ship, and the screeching of the women, prevented any
strokes at that time. Some of them were ripping up ould
sores against one another as they went along; others, par-
ticularly the youngsters, with their sweethearts behind
them, coorting away for the life of them, and some might be
heard miles off, singing and laughing : and you may be sure
the fiddler behind my uncle wasn’t idle no more nor
another. In this way we dashed on gloriously, till we
came in sight of the Dumbhill, where we were to start for
the bottle. And now you might see the men fixing them-
selves on their saddles, sacks, and suggawns; and the wo-
men tying kerchiefs and shawls about their caps and bon-
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nets, to keep them from flying off, and then gripping their
fore-riders hard and fast by the bosoms. When we got
to the Dumbhill, there were five or six fellows that didn’t
come with us to the priest’s, but met us with cudgels in
their hands, to prevent any of them from starting before
the others, and to show fair play.

“Well, when they were all in a lump—horses, mules,
and asses—some, as I said, with saddles, some with none;
and all just as I tould you before—the word was given, and
off they scoured, myself along with the rest; and devil be
off me, if ever I saw such another sight but itself before or
since. Off they skelped through thick and thin, in a cloud
of dust like a mist about us; but it was a mercy that the
life wasn’t trampled out of some of us; for before we had
gone fifty perches, the one-third of them were sprawling
atop of one another on the road. As for the women, they
went down right and left—sometimes bringing the horse-
men with them; and many of the boys getting black eyes
and bloody noses on the stones. Some of them, being half-
blind with the motion and the whisky, turned off the
wrong way, and galloped on, thinking they had completely
distanced the crowd; and it wasn’t till they cooled a bit
that they found out their mistake.

“ But the best sport of all was when they came to the
Lazy Corner, just at Jack Gallagher’s pond, where the
water came out a good way acrass the road; being in such
a flight, they either forgot or didn’t know how to turn the
angle properly, and plash went above thirty of them, com-
ing down right on the top of one another, souse in the pool.
By this time there was about a dozen of the best horsemen
a good distance before the rest, cutting one another up for
the bottle: among these were the Dorans and Flanagans,
but they, you see, wisely enough, dropped their women at
the beginning, and only rode single. I myself didn’t
mind the bottle, but kept close to Mary, for fraid that,
among sich a divil’s pack of half-mad fellows, anything
might happen her. At any rate, I was next the first batch;
but where do you think the tailor was all this time? Why,
away off like lightning, miles before them—Aflying like a
swallow: and how he kept his sate so long has puzzled me
from that day to this; but, anyhow, truth’s best—there
he was topping the hill ever so far before them. After all,

84
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the unlucky crathur nearly missed the bottle; for when he
turned to the bride’s house, instead of pulling up as he
ought to do—why, to show his horsemanship to the crowd
that was looking at them, he should begin to cut up the
horse right and left, until he made him take the garden
ditch in full flight, landing him among the cabbages.
About four yards or five from the spot where the horse
lodged himself was a well, and a purty deep one too, by my
word; but not a sowl present could tell what become of
the tailor, until Owen Smith chanced to look into the well,
and saw his long spurs just above the water; so he was
pulled up in a purty pickle, not worth the washing; but
what did he care?—although he had a small body, the sorra
wan of him but had a sowl big enough for Golias or Samp-
son the Great. ,

“ As soon as he got his eyes clear, right or wrong he in-
sisted on getting the bottle; but he was late, poor fellow,
for before he got out of the garden, two of them cums up—
Paddy Doran and Peter Flanagan, cutting one another to
pieces, and not the length of your nail between them. Well,
well, that was a terrible day, sure enough. In the twin-
kling of an eye they were both off the horses, the blood
streaming from their bare heads, struggling to take the
bottle from my father, who didn’t know which of them to
give it {». He knew if he’d hand it to one, the other would
take ofiinse, and then he was in a great puzzle, striving to
rason with them; but long Paddy Doran caught it while he
was spaking to Flanagan, and the next instant Flanagan
measured him with a heavy loaded whip, and left him
stretched upon the stones. And now the work began; for
by this time the friends of both parties came up and joined
them. Such knocking down, such roaring among the men,
and screeching and clapping of hands and wiping of
heads among the women, when a brother, or a son, or a
husband would get his gruel. Indeed, out of a fair, I never
saw anything to come up to it. But during all this work,
the busiest man among the whole set was the tailor, and
what was worse of all for the poor crathur, he should sin-
gle himself out against both parties, bekase, you see, he
thought they were cutting him out of his right to the bottle.

“ They had now broken up the garden gate for weapons,
all except one of the posts, and fought into the garden;
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when nothing should sarve Billy but to take up the large
heavy post, as if he could destroy the whole faction on each
side. Accordingly he came up to big Matthew Flanagan,
and was rising it just as if he’d fell him, when Matt, catch-
ing him by the nape of the neck and the waistband of the
breeches, went over very quietly, and dropped him a second
time, heels up, into the well, where he might have been yet,
only for my mother-in-law, who dragged him out with a
great deal to do: for the well was too narrow to give him
room to turn.

“ As for myself and all my friends, as it happened to be
my own wedding, and at our own place, we couldn’t take
part with either of them; but we endeavored all in our
power to pacify them, and a tough task we had of it, until
we saw a pair of whips going hard and fast among them,
belonging to Father Corrigan and Father James, his cu-
rate. Well, it’s wonderful how soon a priest can clear
up a quarrel! In five minutes there wasn’t a hand up—
instead of that they were ready to run into mouse-holes.

“¢WWhat, you ruffianly blackguards and murderers,’ says
his reverence; ‘are you bint to have each other’s blood
upon your heads?—are you going to get yourselves hanged
like sheep-stalers? Down with your sticks this very min-
ute, I command you! Do you know—will ye give your-
selves time to see who ’s spaking to you—you bloodthirsty
set of vagabonds? I command you, in the name of the
Catholic Church and the Blessed Virgin Mary, to stop this
instant, if you don’t want me,” says he, ¢ to make examples
of the whole of you. Doran, if you rise your hand more,
1’11 strike it dead on your body, and to your mouth you ’11
never carry it while you have breath in your carcass.
Pretty respect you have for the decent couple in whose
house you have kicked up such a hubbub! Is this the way
people are to be deprived of their dinners on your accounts,
you fungaleering thieves!’

““Why, then, plase your reverence, by the—hem—TI say,
Father Corrigan, it wasn’t my fault, but that villain Flan-
agan’s, for he knows I fairly won the bottle—and would
have distanced him, only that when I was far before him,
the vagabone, he galloped acrass me on the way, thinking
to thrip up the horse.’

“‘You lying scoundrel,” says the priest, ‘ how dare you
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tell me a falsity,” says he, ¢ to my face? How could he gal-
lop acrass you if you were far before him? Not a word
more, or 1’1l leave you without a mouth to your face, which
will be a double share of provision and bacon saved any-
way. And Flanagan, you were as much to blame as he,
and must be chastised for your raggamuffinly conduct,
says he, ¢ and so must you both, and all your party, partic-
ularly you and he, as the ringleaders. Right well I know
it’s the grudge upon the lawshoot you had, and not the
bottle, that occasioned it; but, by St. Pether, to Loughderg
both of you must tramp for this.’

“¢ Ay, and by St. Pether, they both desarve it as well as
a thief does the gallows,” said a little blustering voice be-
longing to the tailor, who came forward in a terrible pas-
sion, looking for all the world like a drowned rat. ¢ Ho,
by St. Pether, they do, the vagabones; for it was myself
that won the bottle, your reverence; and by this and by
that,” says he, ¢ the bottle 1’1l have, or some of their crowns
will crack for it.’

“¢Why, Billy, are you here?’ says Father Corrigan,
smiling down upon the figure the fellow cut, with his long
spurs and his big whip—* what in the world tempted you
to get on horseback, Billy?’

“¢ By the powers, I was miles before them,’” says Billy;
“and after this day, your reverence, let no man say that I
couldn’t ride a steeplechase across Crocknagooran.’

“¢Why, Billy, how did you stick on, at all at all?’ says
his reverence.

“¢How do I know how I stuck on,’ says Billy, ¢ nor
whether I stuck on at all or not? All I know is, that I
was on horseback before leaving the Dumbhill, and that I
found them pulling me by the heels out of the well in the
corner of the garden, and that, your reverence, when the
first was only topping the hill there below, as Lanty Ma-
gowran tells me, who was looking on.’

“¢Well, Billy,” says Father Corrigan, ¢ you must get the
bottle; and as for you, Dorans and Flanagans, I°’ll make
examples of you for this day’s work—that you may reckon
on. You are a disgrace to the parish, and what’s more, a
disgrace to your priest. How can luck or grace attind the
marriage of any young couple that there’s such work at?
Before you leave this, you must all shake hands, and
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promise never to quarrel with each other while grass grows
or water runs; and if you don’t, by the blessed St. Domi-
nick, I’ll exkimnicate ye both, and all belonging to you
into the bargain; so that ye ’ll be the pitiful examples and
shows to all that look upon you.’

“¢Well, well, your reverence,’ says my father-in-law,
¢let all by-gones be by-gones; and, please God, they will
before they go be better friends than ever they were. Go
now and clane yourselves, take the blood from about your
faces, for the dinner ’s ready an hour agone; but if you all
respect the place you ’re in, you ’ll show it, in regard of the
young crathurs that’s going, in the name of God, to face
the world together, and of coorse wishes that this day at
laste should pass in pace and quietness: little did I think
there was any friend or neighbor here that would make
so little of the place or people, as was done for nothing at
all, in the face of the country.’

“¢God he sees,’ says my mother-in-law, ‘that there’s
them here this day we didn’t desarve this from, to rise such
a norration, as if the house was a shebeen or a public-
house. It’s myself didn’t think either me or my poor col-
leen here, not to mention the dacent people she’s joined
to, would be made so little of, as to have our place turned
into a play-acthur—for a play-acthur couldn’t be worse.’

“¢Well, says my uncle, ¢ there’s no help for spilt milk,
I tell you, nor for spilt blood either; tare-an’-ounty, sure
we ’re all Irishmen, relations, and Catholics through other,
and we oughtn’t to be this way. Come away to dinner—
by the powers, we’ll duck the first man that says a loud
word for the remainder of the day. Come, Father Corri-
gan, and carve the goose, or the geese, for us—for, by my
sannies, I b’leeve there’s a baker’s dozen of them; but
we ’ve plenty of Latin for them, and your reverence and
Father James here understands that langidge, anyhow—
larned enough there, I think, gintlemen.’

“<¢That ’s right, Brian,” shouts the tailor— that ’s right;
there must be no fighting : by the powers, the first man at-
tempts it, I’1l brain him—fell him to the earth, like an ox,
if all belonging to him was in my way.’

“This threat from the tailor went farther, I think, in
putting them into good humor nor even what the priest
said. They then washed and claned themselves, and ac-
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cordingly went to their dinners. Billy himself marched
with his terrible whip in his hand, and his long cavaldry
spurs sticking near ten inches behind him, draggled to the
tail like a bantling-cock after a shower.”

“1 suppose,” said Andy Morrow, “ you had a famous
dinner, Shane ?”

“’is you that may say that, Mr. Morrow,” replied
Shane; “ but the house, you see, wasn’t able to hould one
half of us; so there was a dozen or two tables borrowed
from the neighbors, and laid one after another in two
rows, on the green, beside the river that ran along the
garden hedge, side by side. At one end FFather Corrigan
sat, with Mary and myself, and Father James at the other.
There were three five-gallon kegs of whisky, and I ordered
my brother to take charge of them, and there he sat beside
them, and filled the bottles as they were wanted, bekase, if
he had left that job to strangers, many a spalpeen there
would make away with lots of it. Mavrone, such a sight
as the dinner was! I didn’t lay my eye on the fellow of it
since, sure enough, and I’m now an ould man, though I
was then a young one. Why, there was a pudding boiled in
the end of a sack; and, troth, it was a thumper, only for the
straws; for you see, when they were making it they had to
draw long straws acrass in order to keep it from falling
asunder: a fine plan it is, too. Jack M’Kenna, the car-
penther, carved it with a hand-saw, and if he didn’t curse
the same straws, I’m not here. ‘Draw them out, Jack,’
said Father Corrigan, ‘draw them out. It’s asy known,
Jack, you never ate a polite dinner, you poor awkward
spalpeen, or you’d have pulled out the straws the first
thing you did, man alive.” Such lashins of corned beef,
and rounds of beef, and legs of mutton, and bacon—
turkeys, and geese, and barn-door fowls, young and fat.
They may talk as they will, but commend me to a piece of
good ould bacon, ate with crock butther, and phaties, and
cabbage. Sure enough they leathered away at everything,
but this and the pudding were the favorites. Father Cor-
rigan gave up the carving in less than no time, for it would
take him half a day to sarve them all, and he wanted to
provide for number one. After helping himself, he set my
uncle to it, and maybe he didn’t slash away right and left.
There was half-a-dozen gorsoons carrying about the beer
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in cans, with froth upon it like barm—but that was beer
in arnest, Nancy—I’ll say no more.

“¢Well, Matthew Finigan,’ says Father Corrigan, ‘I
can’t say but I’m happy that your colleen bawn? here has
lit upon a husband that’s no discredit to the family—and
it is herself didn’t drive her pigs to a bad market,” says
he. ¢Why, in throth, Father, avourneen,” says my mother-
in-law, ‘they’d be hard to plase that couldn’t be satis-
fied with them she got; not saying but she had her pick and
choice of many a good offer, and might have got richer
matches; but Shane Fadh M’Cawell, although you ’re sit-
ting there beside my daughter,-I’m prouder to see you on
my own flure, the husband of my child, nor if she’d got a
man with four times your substance.’

“¢Never heed the girls for knowing where to choose,’
says his reverence, slily enough; ¢ but, upon my word, only
she gave us all the slip, to tell the truth, I had another
husband than Shane in my eye for her, and that was my
own nevvy, Father James’s brother here.’

“¢And I’d be proud of the connection,’” says my father-

in-law; ¢ but, you see, these girls won’t look much to what
you or I’ll say, in choosing a husband for themselves.
How-and-iver, not making little of your nevvy, Father
Michael, I say he’s not to be compared with that same
bouchal sitting beside Mary there” ¢No, nor by the
powdhers-o’-war, never will,’ says Billy Cormick the tailor,
who had come over and slipped in on the other side, betune
Father Corrigan and the bride—*‘ by the powdhers-o’-war,
he’ll never be fit to be compared with me, I tell you, till
yesterday comes back again.’
_ “¢Why, Billy,” says the priest, ¢ you’re in every place.’
¢ But where I ought to be!’ says Billy; ¢and that’s hard
and fast tackled to Mary Bawn, the bride here, instead of
that steeple of a fellow she has got,’ says the little cock.

“¢Billy, I thought you were married,” said Father Cor-
rigan.

“<¢Not I, your reverence,’” says Billy; ¢ but I’ll soon do
something, Father Michael ;—I have been threatened this
long time, but I’1l do it at last.’

“‘He’s noi exactly married, sir, says my uncle;

1 Colleen bawn, fair girl.
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‘there’s a colleen present’ (looking at the bridesmaid)
¢ that will soon have his name upon her.

“¢Very good, Billy,’ says the priest, ‘I hope you will
give us a rousing wedding—equal, at least, to Shane
Fadh’s.”’

“ ¢ Why, then,your reverence, except I get such a darling
as Molly Bawn here—but, upon second thoughts, I don’t
like marriage, anyway,” said Billy, winking against the
priest—¢ 1’11 lade such a life as your reverence; and, by
the powdhers, it’s a thousand pities that I wasn’t made
into a priest instead of a tailor; for, you see, if I had,’ says
he, giving a verse of an old song:—

¢ ¢For, you see, if I had,
It ’s I'd be the lad
That would show all the people such larning ;
And when they 'd go wrong,
Why, instead of a song,

1'd give them a lump of a sarmin.’”

“¢Billy,” says my father-in-law, ¢ why don’t you make
a hearty dinner, man alive? Go back to your sate and
finish your male—you 're aiting nothing to signify.” ¢ Me!’
says Billy; ¢ why, I’d scorn to ate a hearty dinner; and
I’d have you to know, Matt Finigan, that it wasn’t for the
sake of your dinner I came here, but in regard to your fam-
ily, and bekase I wished him well that’s sitting beside
your daughter; and it ill becomes your father’s son to cast
up your dinner in my face, or any one of my family; but
a blessed minute longer I’ll not stay among you.’

“¢ But, Billy,” says I, ‘sure it was all out of kindness;
he didn’t mane to offind you.’

“¢It’s no matter,” says Billy beginning to cry; ¢ he did
offind me; and it’s low days with me to bear an affront
from him, or the likes of him; but by the powdhers-o’-war,’
says he, getting into a great rage, ‘I won’t bear it—only as
you ’re an old man yourself, I’ll not rise my hand to you;
but let any man now that has the heart to take up your
quarrel, come out and stand before me on the sod here.’

“Well, you ’d tie all that were present with three straws,
to see Billy stripping himself, and his two wrists not
thicker than drumsticks.

“ By this time the company was hard and fast at the
punch, the songs, and the dancing. The dinner had been
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cleared off, and the dacentest of us went into the house
for awhile, taking the fiddler with us, and the rest stayed
on the green to dance, where they were soon joined by
lots of the counthry people, so that in a short time there
was a large number entirely. After sitting for some time
within, Mary and I began, you may be sure, to get unasy,
sitting palavering among a parcel of ould sober folks; so,
at last, out we slipped, and a few other dacent young
people that were with us, to join the dance, and shake our
toe along with the rest of them. When we made our ap-
pearance, the flure was instantly cleared for us, and then
she and I danced the Humors of Glynn.

“Well, it’s no matter—it’s all past now, and she lies
low; but I may say that it wasn’t very often danced in
better style since, I’d wager. Lord bless us!—what a
drame the world is! The darling. of my heart you war,
avourneen machree. I think I see her with the modest
smile upon her face, straight and fair and beautiful, and
when the dance was over, how she stood leaning upon me,
and my heart within melting to her and the look she’d give
into my eyes, and my heart, too, as much as to say, this is
the happy day with me; and the blush still would fly acrass
her face, when I’d press her, unknownst to the bystanders,
against my beating heart. A suilish machree,' she is now
gone from me—Ilies low, and it all appears like a drame to
me; but God’s will be done !—sure she ’s happy now!

“In this way we passed the time till the evening came
on, except that Mary and the bridesmaids were sent for
to dance with the priests, who were within at the punch,
in all their glory. I and my man, on seeing this, were for
staying with the company; but my mother, who ’t was that
came for them, says ‘ Never mind the boys, Shane; come
in with the girls, I say. You are just wanted at the pres-
ent time, both of you; follow me for an hour or two, till
their reverences within have a bit of a dance with the girls
in the back-room—we don’t want to gather a crowd about
them.” Well, we went in, sure enough, for a while; but,
I don’t know how it was, I didn’t at all feel comfortable
with the priests; for, you see, I’d rather sport my day with
the boys and girls upon the green: so I gives Jack the wink,
and in we went, when, behold you, there was Father Cor-

1 A suilish machree, light of my heart.
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rigan planted upon the side of a settle, Mary along with
him, both waiting till they’d have a fling of a dance to-
gether, whilst the curate was capering on the flure before
the bridesmaid, who was a purty dark-haired girl, to the
tune of ¢ Kiss my Lady,” and the friar planted between my
mother and mother-in-law, one of his legs stretched out
on a chair, he singing some funny song or other that
brought the tears to their eyes with laughing.

“Whilst I"ather James was dancing with the brides-
maid, I gave Mary the wink to come away from Ifather
Corrigan, wishing, as I tould you, to get out amongst the
youngsters once more; and Mary herself, to tell the truth,
although he was the priest, was very willing to do so. I
went over to her, and says, ¢ Mary, asthore, there ’s a friend
without that wishes to spake to you.’

“¢Well, says Father Corrigan, ‘tell that friend that
she’s better employed, and that they must wait, whoever
they are. 1’m giving your wife, Shane,” says he, ¢a little
good advice that she won’t be the worse for, and she can’t
go now.’

“Mary, in the meantime, had got up, and was coming
away, when his reverence wanted her to stay till they’d
finish their dance. ¢Father Corrigan,’ says she, ‘let me
go now, sir, if you plase, for they would think it bad
threatment of me not to go out to them.

“<Throth, and you’ll do no such thing, acushla,” says
he, spaking so sweet to her; ¢ let them come in if they want
you. Shane,” says his reverence, winking at me, and spak-
ing in a whisper, ¢ stay here, you and the girls, till we take
a hate at the dancing—don’t you know that the ould wo-
men here and me will have to talk over some things about
the fortune? You’ll maybe get more nor you expect.
Here, Molshy,” says he to my mother-in-law, ¢ don’t let the
youngsters out of this.’

“¢Musha, Shane, ahagur,” says the ould woman, ¢why
will yees go and lave the place? Sure you needn’t be
dashed before them—they ’11 dance themselves.’

“ Accordingly we stayed in the room; but just on the
word, Mary gives one spring away, laving his reverence by
himself on the settle. ¢ Come away,” says she, ‘lave them
there and let’s go to where I can have a dance with
yourself, Shane.’
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“Well, I always loved Mary, but at that minute, if it
would save her, I think I could spill my heart’s blood for
her. ¢Mary,” says I, full to the throath, ‘ Mary, acushla
agus asthore machree,! I could lose my life for you.’

“ She looked in my face, and the tears came into her
eyes. ‘Shane, achora,” says she, ‘amn’t I your happy girl
at last?’ She was leaning over against my breast; and
what answer do you think I made?—I pressed her to my
heart; I did more—I took off my hat, and, looking up to
God, I thanked Him with tears in my eyes for giving me
such a treasure. ‘¢ Well, come now,” says she, ‘to the
green ’; so we went—and it’s she that was the girl, when
she did go among them, that threw them all into the dark
for beauty and figure: as fair as a lily itself did she look—
so tall and iligant that you wouldn’t think she was a far-
mer’s daughter at all.

“When we had danced an hour or so, them that the fam-
ily had the greatest regard for were brought in, un-
knownst to the rest, to drink tay. Mary planted herself
beside me, and would sit nowhere else. It was now that
the bride’s cake was got. Ould Sonsy Mary marched over,
and putting the bride on her feet, got up on a chair, and
broke it over her head, giving round a big slice of it to every
person in the house. After tay the ould folk got full of
talk, and the youngsters danced round them. The tailor
had got drunk a little too early, and had to be put to bed,
but he was now as fresh as ever, and able to dance a horn-
pipe, which he did on a door. The Dorans and the Flan-
agans had got quite thick after drubbing one another—
Ned Doran began his coortship with Alley Flanagan on
that day, and they were married soon after, so that the two
factions joined, and never had another battle.

“The night was falling when my uncle, running in in a
great hurry, cries out: ¢ Keep yourselves quiet a little;
here’s the squire and Master Francis coming over to ful-
fil their promise; he would have come up airlier, he says,
but that he was away all day at the ’sizes.’ ’

“In a minute or two they came in, and we all rose up of
coorse to welcome them. The squire shuck hands with the
ould people, and afterwards with Mary and myself, wish-
ing us all happiness—then with the two clergymen, and

1 Acushla, . . . machree, pulse and treasure of my heart.
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introduced Master Frank to them. He took a sate and
looked on, while they were dancing, with a smile of good-
humor on his face—while they, all the time, would give
new touches and trebles, to show off all their steps before
him. He was landlord both to my father and father-in-
law; and it’s he that was the good man, and the gintle-
man, every inch of him,

“ When he sat awhile, my mother-in-law came over with
a glass of nice punch, that she had mixed, and making a
low curtshy, begged pardon for using such freedom with
his honor, but hoped that he would just taste a little to
the happiness of the young couple. He then drank our
healths, and shuck hands with us both a second time, say-
ing—although I can’t, at all at all, give it in anything like
his own words—*‘I am glad,” says he, to Mary’s parents,
¢that your daughter has made such a good choice ~—throth,
he did—the Lord be merciful to his sowl—* such a prudent
choice; and I congr—con—grathulate you,” says he to my
father, ‘on your connection with so industrious and re-
spectable a family. You are now beginning the world for
yourselves,” says he to Mary and me, ‘and I cannot pro-
pose a better example to you both than that of your
respective parents. From this forrid,” says he, ‘I’m to
considher you my tenants; and I wish to take this oppor-
tunity of informing you both that should you act up to the
opinion I entertain of you, by an attentive coorse of in-
dustry and good management, you will find in me an en-
couraging and indulgent landlord. I know, Shane,’ says
he to me, smiling, a little knowingly enough too, ¢ that you
have been a little wild or so, but that’s past, I trust. You
have now serious duties to perform, which you cannot
neglect—but you will not neglect them; and be assured, I
say again, that I shall feel pleasure in rendhering you
every assistance in my power in the cultivation and im-
provement of your farm.” ¢ Go over, both of you,” says my
father, ‘and thank his honor, and promise to do every-
thing he says.” Accordingly, we did so; I made my scrape
as well as I could, and Mary blushed to the eyes, and
dropped her curtshy.

“I"ather Corrigan now appeared to be getting sleepy.
While this was going on, I looked about me, but couldn’t
see Mary. The tailor was just beginning to get a little
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hearty once more. Supper was talked of, but there was
no one that could ate anything. The clergy now got their
horses, and soon departed.

“ After they went, Mary threw the stocking—all the un-
married folks coming in the dark to see who it would hit.
Bless my sowl, but she was the droll Mary—for what did
she do, only put a big brogue of her father’s into it, that
was near two pounds weight; and who should it hit on the
bare sconce but Billy Cormick, the tailor—who thought he
was fairly shot, for it leveled the crathur at once; though
that wasn’t hard to do, anyhow.

“ This was the last ceremony: and Billy was well con-
tinted to get the knock, for you all know whoever the
stocking strikes upon is to be married first. After this, my
mother and mother-in-lJaw set them to the dancing—an’
’t was themselves that kept it up till long after daylight
the next morning ;—but first they called me into the next
room, where Mary was: and—and so ends my wedding.”

CONDY CULLEN AND THE GAUGER.

Young Condy Cullen was descended from a long line of
private distillers, and, of course, exhibited in his own per-
son all the practical wit, sagacity, cunning, and fertility
of invention, which the natural genius of the family,
sharpened by long experience, had created from genera-
tion to generation, as a standing capital to be handed
down from father to son. There was scarcely a trick,
evasion, plot, scheme, or maneuver that had ever been re-
sorted to by his ancestors, that Condy had not at his
finger ends; and though but a lad of sixteen at the time
we present him to the reader, yet be it observed that he
had his mind, even at that age, admirably trained, by four
or five years of keen, vigorous practice, in all the resources
necessary to meet the subtle vigilance and stealthy circum-
vention of that prowling animal—a gauger. In fact,
Condy’s talents did not merely consist of an acquaintance
with the hereditary tricks of his family. These, of them-
selves, would prove but a miserable defense against the
ever-varying ingenuity with which the progressive skill of



542 IRISH LITERATURE.

the still-hunter masks his approaches and conducts his de-
signs. On the contrary, every new plan of the gauger must
be met and defeated by a counter-plan equally novel, but
with this difference in the character of both, that whereas
the exciseman’s devices are the result of mature delibera-
tion, Paddy’s, from the very nature of the circumstances,
must be necessarily extemporaneous and rapid. The hos-
tility between the parties, being, as it is, carried on
through such varied stratagem on both sides, and charac-
terized by such adroit and able duplicity, by so many quick
and unexpected turns of incident—it would be utter fa-
tuity in either to rely upon obsolete tricks and stale ma-
neuvers. Their relative position and occupation do not,
therefore, merely exhibit a contest between Law and that
mountain nymph, Liberty, or between the Excise Board
and the smuggler—it presents a more interesting point
for observation, namely, the struggle between mind and
mind, between wit and wit, between roguery and knavery.

It might be very amusing to detail, from time to time,
a few of those keen encounters of practical cunning which
take place between the poteen distiller and his lynx-eyed
foe, the gauger. They are curious, as throwing light upon
the national character of our people, and as evidence of
the surprising readiness of wit, fertility of invention, and
irresistible humor which they mix up with almost every
actual concern of life, no matter how difficult or critical
it may be. Nay, it mostly happens that the character of
the peasant in all its fullness rises in proportion to what
he is called upon to encounter, and that the laugh at, or
the hoax upon, the gauger keeps pace with the difficulty
that is overcome. But now to our short story.

Two men, in the garb of gentlemen, were riding along
a remote by-road, one morning in the month of October,
about the year 1827 or ’28, T am not certain which. The
air was remarkably clear, keen, and bracing; a hoar frost
for the few preceding nights had set in, and then lay upen
the fields about them, melting gradually, however, as the
sun got strength, with the exception of the sides of such
hills and valleys as his beams could not reach, until even-
ing chilled their influence too much to absorb the feath-
ery whiteness which covered them. Our equestrians had
nearly reached a turn in the way, which, we should ob-
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serve in this place, skirted the brow of a small declivity
that lay on the right. In point of fact, it was a moderately
inclined plane or slope rather than a declivity; but be this
as it may, the flat at its foot was studded over with furze
bushes, which grew so close and level that a person might
almost imagine it possible to walk upon their surface. On
coming within about two hundred and fifty yards of this
angle, the horsemen noticed a lad not more than sixteen
jogging on towards them with a keg upon his back. The
eye of one of them was immediately lit with that vivacious
sparkling of habitual sagacity which marks the practiced
gauger among ten thousand. For a single moment he drew
up his horse—an action which, however slight in itself, in-
timated more plainly than he could have wished the ob-
vious interest which had just been excited in him. Short
as was the pause, it betrayed him, for no sooner had the lad
noticed it than he crossed the ditch and disappeared round
the angle we have mentioned, and upon the side of the
declivity. To gallop to the spot, dismount, cross the ditch
also, and pursue him, was only the work of a few minutes.

“We have him,” said the gauger, “ we have him—one
thing is clear, that he cannot escape us.”

“ Speak for yourself, Stinton,” replied his companion;
“as for me, not being an officer of his majesty ’s excise, I
decline taking any part in the pursuit; it is a fair battle,
so fight it out between you—I am with you now only
through curiosity.” He had scarcely concluded, when
they heard a voice singing the following lines, in a spirit
of that hearty hilarity which betokens a cheerful contempt
of care, and an utter absence of all apprehension:

‘ Oh ! Jemmy, she sez, you are my true lover,
You are all the riches that I do adore ;
I solemnly swear now, I 'll ne’er have anoder,
My heart it is fixed to never love more.”

The music then changed to a joyous whistle, and im-
mediately they were confronted by a lad, dressed in an old
red coat, patched with gray frieze, who, on seeing them,
exhibited in his features a most ingenuous air of natural
surprise. Ie immediately ceased to whistle, and with
every mark of respect, putting his hand to his hat, said
in a voice, the tones of which spoke of kindness and defer-
ence:
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“ God save ye, gintlemen.”

“1 say, my lad,” said the gauger, “ where is that cus-
tomer with the keg on his back?—he crossed over there
this moment.”

“ When ?—where, sir? ” said the lad, with a stare of sur-

rise.
P “ Where ?—when ?—why, this minute, and in this place.”

“ And was it a whisky keg, sir?”

“Sir, I am not here to be examined by you,” replied
Stinton; “ confound me, if the conniving young rascal is
not sticking me into a cross-examination already. I say,
redcoat, where is the boy with the keg?”

“ As for a boy, I did see a boy, sir; but the never a keg
he had—hadn’t he a gray frieze coat, sir?”

“ He had.”

“ And wasp’t it a dauny ! bit short about the skirts, plase
your honor? ”

“ Again he’s at me. Sirrah, unless you tell me where
he is in half a second, I shall lay my whip to your
shoulders!”

“ The sorra keg I seen, then, sir; the last keg I seen
was 22

“ Did you see a boy without a keg, answering to the de-
scription I gave you?”

“You gave no description of it, sir; but even if you did,
when I didn’t see it, how can I tell your honor anything
about it?”

“Where is the fellow, you villain,” exclaimed the
gauger, in a fury—* where is he gone to? You admit you
saw him; as for the keg, it cannot be far from us; but
where is he?”

“’Dad, I saw a boy, with a short frieze coat upon him,
crassing the road there below, and runnin’ down the other
side of that ditch.”

This was too palpable a lie to stand the test even of a
glance at the ditch in question, which was nothing more
than a slight mound that ran down along a lea field, on
which there was not even the appearance of a shrub.

The gauger looked at his companion, then turning to
the boy—* Come, come, my lad,” said he, “ you know that
lie is rather cool. Don’t you feel in your soul that a rat

1 Dauny, small,
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could not have gone in that direction without our seeing
b2

“ Bedad, an’ I saw him,” returned the lad, “ wid a gray
coat upon him, that was a little too short in the tail; it’s
better than half an hour agone.”

“The boy I speak of you must have met,” said Stinton;
“it’s not five minutes—no, not more than three—since he
came inside the field.”

“ That my feet may grow to the ground, then, if I seen a
boy, in or about this place, widin that time, barrin’ myself.”

The gauger eyed him closely for a short space, and pull-
ing out half-a-crown, said: ¢ Harkee, my lad, a word with
you in private.”

The fact is, that during the latter part of this dialogue
the worthy exciseman observed the cautious distance at
which the boy kept himself from the grasp of him and his
companion. A suspicion consequently began to dawn
upon him that, in defiance of appearances, the lad himself
might be the actual smuggler. On reconsidering the mat-
ter, this suspicion almost amounted to certainty; the time
was too short to permit even the most ingenious cheat to
render himself and his keg invisible in a manner so utterly
unaccountable. On the other hand, when he reflected on
the open, artless character of the boy’s song; the capricious
change to a light-hearted whistle; the surprise so natur-
ally, and the respect so deferentially expressed, joined to
the dissimilarity of dress, he was confounded again, and
scarcely knew on which side to determine. Even the lad’s
reluctance to approach him might proceed from fear of the
whip. He felt resolved, however, to ascertain this point,
and, with the view of getting the lad into his hands, he
showed him half-a-crown, and addressed him as already
stated.

The lad, on seeing the money, appeared to be instantly
caught by it, and approached him, as if it had been a bait
he could not resist—a circumstance which again staggered
the gauger. In a moment, however, he secized him.

“ Come, now,” said he, unbuttoning his coat, ‘“ you will
oblige me by stripping.”

“ And why so??” said the lad, with a face which might
have furnished a painter or sculptor with a perfect notion
of curiosity, perplexity, and wonder.

85
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“Why so?” replied Stinton; “ we shall see—we shall
soon see.”

“ Surely you don’t think I’ve hid the keg about me?”
said the other, his features now relaxing into an appear-
ance of such utter simplicity as would have made any other
man but a gauger give up the examination as hopeless, and
exonerate the boy from any participation whatsoever in
the transaction.

“ No, no,” replied the gauger; “ by no means, you young
rascal. Sce here, Cartwright,” he continued, addressing
his companion—* the keg, my precious,” again turning to
the lad. “ Ol! no, no, it would be cruel to suspect you of
anything but the purest simplicity.”

“ Look here, Cartwright,”—having stripped the boy of
his coat and turned it inside out, ¢ there’s a eoat—there’s
thrift—there’s economy for you. Come, sir, tuck on, tuck
on instantly; here, I shall assist you—up with your arms,
straighten your neck; it will be both straightened and
stretched yet, my cherub. What think you now, Cart-
wright? Did you ever see a metamorphosis in your life so
quick, complete, and unexpected?”

His companion was certainly astonished in no small de-
gree, on seeing the red coat, when turned, become a com-
fortable gray frieze; one precisely such as he who bore the
keg had on. Nay, after surveying his person and dress a
second time, he instantly recognized him as the same.

The only interest, we should observe, which this gentle-
man had in the transaction, arose from the mere gratifica-
tion which a keen observer of character, gifted with a
strong relish for humor, might be supposed to feel. The
gauger in sifting the matter, and scenting the trail of the
keg, was now in his glory, and certainly when met by so
able an opponent as our friend Condy (for it was, indeed,
himself) furnished a very rich treat to his friend.

“ Now,” he continued, addressing the boy again, “lose
not a moment in letting us know where you’ve hid the
keg.”

“ The sorra bit of it I hid—it fell aff o’ me, an’ I lost it;
sure I’m lookin’ afther it myself, so I am;”’ and he moved
over while speaking, as if pretending to search for it in a
thin hedge, which could by no means conceal it.

“ Cartwright,” said the gauger, “ did you ever see any-
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thing so perfect as this, so ripe a rascal>—you don’t under-
stand him now. Here, you simpleton: harkee, sirrah,
there must be no playing the lapwing with me; back here
to the same point. We may lay it down as a sure thing that
whatever direction he takes from this spot is the wrong
one; so back here, you, sir, till we survey the premises
about us for your traces.”

The boy walked sheepishly back, and appeared to look
about him for the keg, with a kind of earnest stupidity
which was altogether inimitable.

“T say, my boy,” asked Stinton, ironically, “ don’t you
look rather foolish now? Can you tell your right hand
from your left? ”

“I can,” replied Condy, holding up his left, ¢ there’s
my right hand.”

‘“ And what do you call the other? ”” said Cartwright.

“ My left, bedad, anyhow, an’ that’s true enough.”

Both gentlemen laughed heartily.

“ But it’s carrying the thing a little too far,” said the
gauger; “in the meantime Jet us hear how you prove it.”

“ Aisy enough, sir,” replied Condy, “ bekase I am left-
handed; this,” holding up the left, ¢“is the right hand to
me, whatever you may say to the conthrary.”

Condy’s countenance expanded, after he had spoken,
into a grin so broad and full of grotesque sarcasm, that
Stinton and his companion both found their faces, in spite
of them, get rather blank under its influences.

“ What the deuce!” exclaimed the gauger, “ are we to be
here all day? Come, sir, bring us at once to the keg.”

He was here interrupted by a laugh from Cartwright, so
vociferous, long, and hearty, that he looked at him with
amazement. “ Hey, dey,” he exclaimed, ¢ what ’s the mat-
ter, what ’s the matter ; what new joke is this? ”

For some minutes, however, he could not get a word
from the other, whose laughter appeared as if never to end;
he walked to and fro in absolute convulsions, bending his
body and clapping his hands together with a vehemence
quite unintelligible.

“ What is it, man?”’ said the other; “confound you,
what is it?”

“Oh!” replied Cartwright, “I am sick; perfectly
feeble.”
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“ You have it to yourself, at all events,” observed Stin-
ton.

« And shall keep it to myself,” said Cartwright; “ for,
if your sagacity is overreached, you must be contented to
sit down under defeat. I won’t interfere.”

Now, in this contest between the gauger and Condy, even
so slight a thing as one glance of an eye by the latter might
have given a proper cue to an opponent so sharp as Stinton.
Condy, during the whole dialogue, consequently preserved
the most vague and undefinable visage imaginable, except
in the matter of his distinction between right and left; and
Stinton, who watched his eye with the shrewdest vigilance,
could make nothing of it. Not so was it between him
and Cartwright; for during the closing paroxysms of his
mirth Stinton caught his eye fixed upon a certain mark,
barely visible, upon the hoar-frost, which mark extended
down to the furze bushes that grew at the foot of the slope
where they then stood.

As a stanch old hound lays his nose to the trail of a hare
or fox, so did the gauger pursue the trace of the keg down
the little hill; for the fact was, that Condy, having no other
resource, trundled it off towards the furze, into which it
gettled perfectly to his satisfaction; and, with all the quick-
ness of youth and practice, instantly turned his coat, which
had been made purposely for such rencounters. This ac-
complished, he had barely time to advance a few yards
round the angle of the hedge, and changing his whole man-
ner, as well as his appearance, acquitted himself as the
reader has already seen. That he could have carried the
keg down to the cover, then conceal it, and return to the
spot where they met him, was utterly beyond the reach of
human exertion, so that in point of fact they never could
have suspected that the whisky lay in such a place.

The triumph of the gauger was now complete, and a com-
placent sense of his own sagacity sat visibly on his features.
Condy’s face, on the other hand, became considerably
lengthened, and appeared quite as rueful and mortified as
the other’s was joyous and confident.

“Who’s sharpest now, my knowing one?” said he.
“Whom is the laugh against, as matters stand between
us?”

“ The sorra give you good of it,” said Condy, sulkily.
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“Yes,” replied the other, “I’m the very man you were
bringing the keg to. And now I’1l tell you what you must
do for me; proceed to my house with as little delay as pos-
sible; ask to see my daughter—ask to see Miss Stinton;
take this key and desire her to have the keg put into the
cellar; she’ll know the key, and let it also be as a token
that she is to give you your breakfast; say I desire that
keg to be placed to the right of the five gallon one I seized
on Thursday last, that stands on a little stillion under my
blunderbuss.”

“Of coorse,” said Condy, who appeared to bave mis-
givings on the matter, “I suppose I must; but some-
how—"

“Why, sirrah, what do you grumble now for?”

Condy still eyed him with suspicion. ¢ And, sir,” said
he, after having once more mounted the keg, “am I to get
nothing for such a weary trudge as I had wid it but my
breakfast? ”

“ Here,” said Stinton, throwing him half-a-crown, ¢ take
that along with it, and now be off—or stop, Cartwright,
will you dine with me to-day, and let us broach the keg?
1’11 guarantee its excellence, for this is not the first I have
got from the same quarter, that’s entre nous.”

“With all my heart,” replied Cartwright, “upon the
terms you say, that of the broach.”

“ Then, my lad,” said Stinton, “ say to my daughter that
a friend, perhaps a friend or two, will dine with me to-day
—that is enough.”

They then mounted their horses, and were proceeding
as before, when Cartwright addressed the gauger as fol-
lows:

“ Do you not put this lad, Stinton, in a capacity to over-
reach you yet?”

“No,” replied the other; “ the young rascal spoke the
truth after the discovery of the keg; for he lost his temper,
and was no longer cool.”

“ For my part, hang me if 1°d trust him.”

“1 should scruple to do so myself,” replied the gauger,
‘“but, as I said, these Keerigans—notorious illicit fellows,
by the way—send me a keg or two every year, and almost
about this very time. Besides, I read him to the beart and
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he never winced. Yes, decidedly, the whisky was for me;
of that I have no doubt whatsoever.”

“ 1 most positively would not trust him.”

“ Not that perhaps I ought,” said Stinton, “on second
thought, to place such confidence in a lad who acted so
adroitly in the beginning. Let us call him back and re-
examine him at all events.”

Now Condy had, during this conversation, been dis-
cussing the very same point with himself.

“Bad cess forever attend you, Stinton, agra,” he ex-
claimed, “ for there’s surely something over you—a lucky
shot from behind a hedge, or a break-neck fall down a
cliff, or something of that kind. If the ould boy hadn’t his
croubs?! hard and fast in you, you wouldn’t let me walk
away wid the whisky, anyhow. Bedad, it’s well I thought
o’ the Keerigans; for sure enough I did hear Barney say
that he was to send a keg in to him this week, some day,—
and he didn’t think I knew him aither. Faix it’s many
a long day since I knew the sharp puss of him wid an eye
like a hawk. But what if they folly me and do up all?
And way, 1’1l prevint them from having suspicion on me,
before I go a toe farther, the ugly rips.”

He instantly wheeled about a moment or two before
Stinton and Cartwright had done the same, for the pur-
pose of sifting him still more thoroughly—so that they
found him meeting them.

“ Gintlemen,” said he, “how do I know that aither of
you is Mr. Stinton, or that the house you directed me to
is his? I know that if the whisky doesn’t go to him I may
lave the counthry.”

“You are either a deeper rogue or a more stupid fool
than I took you to be,” observed Stinton; ¢ but what se-
curity can you give us that you will leave the keg safely
at its destination? ”

“If I thought you were Mr. Stinton I°d be very glad to
lave you the whisky where it is, and even do without my
breakfast. Gintlemen, tell me the truth, bekase I’d only
be murdhered out of the face.”

“ Why, you idiot,” said the gauger, losing his temper
and suspicion both together, ¢ can’t you go to the town and
inquire where Mr. Stinton lives? ”

1 Croubs, clumsy fingers.
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“ Bedad, thin, thrue enough, I never thought of that at
all at all; but I beg your pardon, gintlemen, an’ I hope you
won’t be angry wid me, in regard that it’s kilt and quar-
tered I°d be if I let myself be made a fool of by anybody.”

“ Do what I desire you,” said the exciseman; “inquire
for Mr. Stinton’s house, and you may be sure the whisky
will reach him.”

“Thank you, sir. Bedad, I might have thought of that
myself.”

This last clause, which was spoken in a soliloquy,
would have deceived a saint himself.

“ Now,” said Stinton, after they had recommenced their
journey, ¢ are you satisfied? ”

“T am at length,” said Cartwright; “if his intentions
had been dishonest, instead of returning to make himself
certain against being deceived, he would have made the
best of his way from us—a rogue never wantonly puts him-
self in the way of danger or detection.”

That evening, about five o’clock, Stinton, Cartwright,
and two others arrived at the house of the worthy gauger,
to partake of his good cheer. A cold, frosty evening gave
a peculiar zest to the comfort of a warm room, a blazing
fire, and a good dinner. No sooner were the viands dis-
cussed, the cloth removed, and the glasses ready, than the
generous host desired his daughter to assist the servant in
broaching the redoubtable keg.

“That keg, my dear,” he proceeded, “ which the country
lad, who brought the key of the cellar, left here to-day.”

“ A keg!” repeated the daughter, with surprise.

“Yes, Maggy, my love, a keg; I said so, I think.”

“ But, papa, there came no keg here to-day!”

The gauger and Cartwright both groaned in unison.

“ No keg!” said the gauger.

“No keg!” echoed Cartwright.

“No keg! indeed,” re-echoed Miss Stinton;—* but there
came a country boy with the key of the cellar, as a token
that he was to get the five-gallon 2

“Oh!” groaned the gauger, “I’m knocked up, out-
witted,—oh!?”

“ Bought and sold,” added Cartwright.

“@Go on,” said the gauger, “ I must hear it out.”

“ As a token,” proceeded Miss Stinton, “ that he was to
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The old man during the altercation got warm; and on
finding that the son obstinately scorned his authority, he
knelt down and prayed that if the boy persisted in follow-
ing his own will, he might never return from the mountains
unless as a corpse.

The imprecation, which was certainly as harsh as it was
impious and senseless, might have startled many a mind
from a purpose that was, to say the least of it, at variance
with religion and the respect due to a father. It had
no effect, however, upon the son, who is said to have re-
plied, that whether he ever returned or not, he was de-
termined on going; and go accordingly he did. He was
not, however, alone, for it appears that three or four of the
neighboring young men accompanied him. Whether their
sport was good or otherwise, is not to the purpose, neither
am I able to say; but the story goes that towards the latter
part of the day they started a larger and darker hare than
any they had ever seen, and that she kept dodging on be-
fore them Dbit by bit, leading them to suppose that every
succeeding cast of the cock-stick would bring her down. It
was observed afterwards that she also led them into the
recesses of the mountains, and that although they tried to
turn her course homewards, they could not succeed in do-
ing so. As evening advanced, the companions of M’Kenna
began to feel the folly of pursuing her farther, and to
perceive the danger of losing their way in the mountains
should night or a snow-storm come upon them. They there-
fore proposed to give over the chase and return home; but
M’Kenna would not hear of it. “ If you wish to go home,
you may,” said he; “as for me, I'll never leave the hills
till I have her with me.” They begged and entreated of
him to desist and return, but all to no purpose: he ap-
peared to be what the Scotch call fey—that is, to act as if
he were moved by some impulse that leads to death, and
from the influence of which a man cannot withdraw him-
self. At length, on finding him invincibly obstinate, they
left him pursuing the hare directly into the heart of the
mountains, and returned to their respective homes.

In the meantime one of the most terrible snow-storms
ever remembered in that part of the country came on, and
the consequence was that the self-willed young man, who
had equally trampled on the sanctities of religion and pa-
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rental authority, was given over for lost. As soon as the
tempest became still, the neighbors assembled in a body
and proceeded to look for him. The snow, however, had
fallen so heavily that not a single mark of a footstep could
be seen. Nothing but one wide waste of white undulating
hills met the eye wherever it turned, and of M’Kenna no
trace whatever was visible or could be found. His father,
now remembering the unnatural character of his impreca-
tion, was nearly distracted ; for although the body had not
yet been found, still by every one who witnessed the sud-
den rage of the storm and who knew the mountains, escape
or survival was felt to be impossible.

Every day for about a week large parties were out among
the hill-ranges seeking him, but to no purpose. At length
there came a thaw, and his body was found on a snow-
wreath, lying in a supine posture within a circle which he
had drawn around him with his cock-stick. His prayer-
book lay opened upon his mouth, and his hat was pulled
down so as to cover it and his face. It is unnecessary to
say that the rumor of his death, and of the circumstances
under which he left home, created a most extraordinary
sensation in the country—a sensation that was the greater
in proportion to the uncertainty occasioned by his not hav-
ing been found either alive or dead. Some affirmed that
he had crossed the mountains, and was seen in Monaghan;
others, that he had been seen in Clones, in Emyvale, in
Five-mile-town; but despite of all these agreeable reports,
the melancholy truth was at length made clear by the ap-
pearance of the body as just stated.

Now, it so happened that the house nearest the spot
where he lay was inhabited by a man named Daly, I think
—but of the name I am not certain—who was a herd or
care-taker to Dr. Porter, then Bishop of Clogher. The
situation of this house was the most lonely and desolate-
looking that could be imagined. It was at least two miles
distant from any human habitation, being surrounded by
one wide and dreary waste of dark moor. By this house
lay the route of those who had found the corpse, and I
believe the door of it was borrowed for the purpose of
conveying it home. Be this as it may, the family witnessed
the melancholy procession as it passed slowly through the
mountains, and when the place and circumstances are all
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considered, we may admit that to ignorant and super-
stitious people, whose minds, even upon ordinary occa-
sions, were strongly affected by such matters, it was a
sight calculated to leave behind it a deep, if not a terrible
impression. Time soon proved that it did so.

An incident is said to have occurred at the funeral in
fine keeping with the wild spirit of the whole melancholy
event. When the procession had advanced to a place called
Mullaghtinny, a large dark-colored hare, which was in-
stantly recognized, by those who had been out with him on
the hills, as the identical one that led him to his fate, is
said to have crossed the roads about twenty yards or so
before the coffin. The story goes, that a man struck it on
the side with a stone, and that the blow, which would
have killed any ordinary hare, not only did it no injury, but
occasioned a sound to proceed from the body resembling
the hollow one emitted by an empty barrel when struck.

In the meantime the interment took place and the
sensation began, like every other, to die away in the nat-
ural progress of time, when, behold, a report ran abroad
like wildfire that, to use the language of the people,
“ Frank M’Kenna was appearing!”

One night, about a fortnight after his funeral, the
daughter of Daly the herd, a girl about fourteen, while
lying in bed saw what appeared to be the likeness of
M’Kenna, who had been lost. She screamed out, and cov-
ering her head with the bedclothes, told her father and
mother that Frank M’Kenna was in the house. This
alarming intelligence naturally produced great terror;
still, Daly, who, notwithstanding his belief in such mat-
ters, possessed a good deal of moral courage, was cool
enough to rise and examine the house, which consisted of
only one apartment. This gave the daughter some cour-
age, who, on finding that her father could not see him,
ventured to look out, and she then could see nothing of
him herself. She very soon fell asleep, and her father at-
tributed what she saw to fear, or some accidental com-
bination of shadows proceeding from the furniture, for it
was a clear moonlight night. The light of the following
day dispelled a great deal of their apprehensions, and com-
paratively little was thought of it until evening again ad-
vanced, when the fears of the daughter began to return.
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They appeared to be prophetic, for she said when night
came that she knew he would appear again; and accord-
ingly at the same hour he did so. This was repeated for
several successive nights, until the girl, from the very har-
dihood of terror, began to become so far familiarized to the
specter as to venture to address it.

“In the name of God!” she asked, “ what is troubling
you, or why ao you appear to me instead of to some of your
own family or relations? ”

The ghost’s answer alone might settle the question in-
volved in the authenticity of its appearance, being, as it
was, an account of one of the most ludicrous missions that
ever a spirit was dispatched upon.

“I’m not allowed,” said he, “to spake to any of my
friends, for I parted wid them in anger; but I’m come to
tell you that they are quarrelin’ about my breeches—a new
pair that I got made for Christmas day; an’ as I was
comin’ up to thrace in the mountains, I thought the ould
one ’ud do betther, an’ of coorse I didn’t put the new pair
an me. My raison for appearin’,”’ he added, “is, that you
may tell my friends that none of them is to wear them—
they must be given in charity.”

This serious and solemn intimation from the ghost was
duly communicated to the family, and it was found that
the circumstances were exactly as it had represented them.
This, of course was considered as sufficient proof of the
truth of its mission. Their conversations now became not
only frequent, but quite friendly and familiar. The girl
became a favorite with the specter, and the specter, on
the other hand, soon lost all his terrors in her eyes. He
told her that whilst his friends were bearing home his
body, the handspikes or poles on which they carried him
had cut his back, and occasioned him great pain! The cut-
ting of the back also was known to be true, and strength-
ened, of course, the truth and authenticity of their dia-
logues. The whole neighborhood was now in a commotion
with this story of the apparition, and persons incited by
curiosity began to visit the girl in order to satisfy them-
selves of the truth of what they had heard. Everything,
however, was corroborated, and the child herself, without
any symptoms of anxiety or terror, artlessly related her
conversations with the spirit. Hitherto their interviews
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had been all nocturnal, but now that the ghost found his
footing made good, he put a hardy face on, and ventured
to appear by daylight. The girl also fell into states of
syncope, and while the fits lasted, long conversations with
him upon the subject of God, the Blessed Virgin, and
Heaven, took place between them. He was certainly an
excellent moralist, and gave the best advice. Swearing,
drunkenness, theft, and every evil propensity of our na-
ture, were declaimed against with a degree of spectral
eloquence quite surprising.

Common fame had now a topic dear to her heart, and
never was a ghost made more of by his best friends than
she made of him. The whole country was in a tumult, and
I well remember the crowds which flocked to the lonely
little cabin in the mountains, now the scene of matters so
interesting and important. Not a single day passed in
which I should think from ten to twenty, thirty, or fifty
persons, were not present at these singular interviews.
Nothing else was talked of, thought of, and, as I can well
testify, dreamt of. I would myself have gone to Daly’s
were it not for a confounded misgiving I had, that perhaps
the ghost might take such a fancy of appearing to me, as
he had taken to cultivate an intimacy with the girl; and
it so happens, that when I see the face of an individual
nailed down in the coffin—chilling and gloomy operation!
—1I experience no particular wish to look upon it again.

The spot where the body of M’Kenna was found is now
marked by a little heap of stones, which has been collected
since the melancholy event of his death. Every person
who passes it throws a stone upon the heap; but why this
old custom is practiced, or what it means, I do not know,
unless it be simply to mark the spot as a visible means of
preserving the memory of the occurrence.

Daly’s house, the scene of the supposed apparition, is
now a shapeless ruin, which could scarcely be seen were it
not for the green spot that once was a garden, and which
now shines at a distance like an emerald, but with no
agreeable or pleasing associations. It is a spot which no
solitary schoolboy will ever visit, nor indeed would the
unflinching believer in the popular nonsense of ghosts wish
to pass it without a companion. It is, under any circum-
stances, a gloomy and barren place; but when looked upon
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in connection with what we have just recited, it is lonely,
desolate, and awful.

THE CURSE.
From ‘ Party Fight and Funeral.’

When he had been keened in the street, there being no
hearse, the coffin was placed upon two handspikes which
were fixed across, but parallel to each other, under it.
These were borne by four men, one at the end of each, with
the point of it touching his body a little below his stom-
ach; in other parts of Ireland the coffin is borne on the
shoulders, but this is more convenient and less distress-
ing.

When we got out upon the road the funeral was of great
extent—for Kelly had been highly respected. On arriving
at the merin' which bounded the land he had owned, the
coffin was laid down, and a loud and wailing keena took
place over it. It was again raised, and the funeral pro-
ceeded in a direction which I was surprised to see it take,
and it was not until an acquaintance of my brother’s had
explained the matter that I understood the cause of it. In
Ireland, when a murder is perpetrated, it is usual, as the
funeral proceeds to the graveyard, to bring the corpse to
the house of him who committed the crime, and lay it down
at his door, while the relations of the deceased kneel down,
and, with an appalling solemnity, utter the deepest impre-
cations, and invoke the justice of Heaven on the head
of the murderer. This, however, is usually omitted if the
residence of the criminal be completely out of the line of
the funeral, but if it be possible, by any circuit, to ap-
proach it, this dark ceremony is never omitted. In cases
where the crime is doubtful, or unjustly imputed, those
who are thus visited come out, and laying their right hand
upon the coffin, protest their innocence of the blood of the
deceased, calling God to witness the truth of their assever-
ations; but in cases where the crime is clearly proved
against the murderer, the door is either closed, the cere-
mony repelled by violence, or the house abandoned by the
inmates until the funeral passes.

1 Merin, mark.
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The death of Kelly, however, could not be actually, or,
at least, directly, considered a murder, for it was probable
that Grimes did not inflict the stroke with an intention of
taking away his life, and besides, Kelly survived it four
months. Grimes’ house was not more than fifteen perches
from the road; and when the corpse was opposite the little
bridle-way that led up to it, they laid it down for a mo-
ment, and the relations of KXelly surrounded it, offering up
a short prayer, with uncovered heads. It was then borne
towards the house, whilst the keening commenced in a
loud wailing cry, accompanied with clapping of hands,
and every other symptom of external sorrow. But, inde-
pendent of their compliance with this ceremony as an old
usage, there is little doubt that the appearance of any-
thing connected with the man who certainly occasioned
Kelly’s death awoke a keener and more intense sorrow for
his loss. The wailing was thus continued until the coffin
was laid opposite Grimes’ door; nor did it cease then, but,
on the contrary, was renewed with louder and more bitter
lamentations.

As the multitude stood compassionating the affliction
of the widow and orphans, it was the most impressive and
solemn spectacle that could be witnessed. The very house
scemed to have a condemned look; and, as a single wintry
breeze waved a tuft of long grass that grew on a seat of
turf at the side of the door, it brought the vanity of hu-
man enmity before my mind with melancholy force. When
the keening ceased, Kelly’s wife, with her children, knelt,
their faces towards the house of their enemy, and invoked,
in the strong language of excited passion, the justice of
Heaven upon the head of the man who had left her a
widow, and her children fatherless. I was anxious to
know if Grimes would appear to disclaim the intention of
murder; but I understood that he was at market—for it
happened to be market day.

“ Come out!” said the widow—* come out and look at
the sight that’s here before you! Come and view your
own work! Lay but your hand upon the coffin, and the
blood of him that your murdhered will spout, before God
and these Christhen people, in your guilty face! But, oh!
may the Almighty God bring this home to you!'—May

1 Does not this usage illustrate the proverb of the guilt being brought
home to a man when there is no doubt of his criminality ?
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you never lave this life, John Grimes, till worse nor has
overtaken me and mine falls upon you and yours! May
our curse light upon you this day;—the curse, I say, of
the widow and the orphans, and that your bloody hand
has made us, may it blast you! May you and all belonging
to you wither off the ’arth! Night and day, sleeping and
waking,—like snow off the ditch may you melt, until your
name and your place will be disremembered, except to be
cursed by them that will hear of you and your hand of
murdher! Amin, we pray God this day!—and the widow
and orphan’s prayer will not fall to the ground while your
guilty head is above. Childher, did you all say it?”

At this moment a deep, terrific murmur, or rather
ejaculation, corroborative of assent to this dreadful im-
precation, pervaded the crowd in a fearful manner; their
countenances darkened, their eyes gleamed, and their
scowling visages stiffened into an expression of deter-
mined vengeance.

When these awful words were uttered, Grimes’ wife and

daughters approached the widow in tears, sobbing, at
the same time, loudly and bitterly.
- “You re wrong,” said the wife—* you ’re wrong, Widow
Kelly, in saying that my husband murdhered him! he did
not murdher him; for, when you and yours were far from
him, I heard John Grimes declare, before the God who’s
to judge him, that he had no thought or intention of taking
his life; he struck him in anger, and the blow did him an
injury that was not intended. Don’t curse him, Honor
Kelly,” said she—* don’t curse him so fearfully; but, above
all, don’t curse me and my innocent childher, for we never
harmed you, nor wished you ill! DBut it was this party
work did it! Oh! my God!” she exclaimed, wringing her
hands, in utter bitterness of spirit, ¢ when will it be ended
between friends and neighbors, that ought to live in love
and kindness together, instead of fighting in this blood-
thirsty manner!”

She then wept more violently, as did her daughters.

“May God give me mercy in the last day, Mrs. Kelly,
as I pity from my heart and soul you and your orphans,”
she continued; “ but don’t curse us, for the love of God—
for you know we should forgive our enemies, as we our-
selves, that are the enemies of God, hope to be forgiven.”

36
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“ May God forgive me, then, if I have wronged you or
your husband,” said the widow, softened by their distress;
“but you know that, whether he intended his life or not,
the stroke he gave him has left my childher without a
father, and myself dissolate. Oh, heavens above me!” she
exclaimed, in a scream of distraction and despair, “is it
possible—is it thrue—that my manly husband, the best
father that ever breathed the breath of life, my own Denis,
is lying dead—murdhered before my eyes! Put your
hands on my head, some of you-—put your hands on my
head, or it will go to pieces. Where are you, Denis,
where are you, the strong of hand, and the tender of
heart? Come to me, darling, I want you in my distress. I
want comfort, Denis; and 1’1l take it from none but your-
self, for kind was your word to me in all my afflictions!”

All present were affected ; and, indeed, it was difficult to
say whether Kelly’s wife or Grimes’ was more to be pitied
at the moment. The affliction of the latter and of her
daughters was really pitiable: their sobs were loud, and
the tears streamed down their cheeks like rain. When the
widow’s exclamations had ceased, or rather were lost in
the loud cry of sorrow which was uttered by the kceners
and friends of the deceased, they, too, standing somewhat
apart from the rest, joined in it bitterly; and the solitary
waii of Mrs. Grimes, differing in character from that of
those who had been trained to modulate the most pro-
found grief into strains of a melancholy nature, was par-
ticularly wild and impressive. At all events, her Chris-
tian demeanor, joined to the sincerity of her grief, appeased
the enmity of many; so true is it that a soft answer turn-
eth away wrath. I could perceive, however, that the re-
gentment of Kelly’s male relations did not at all appear
to be in any degree moderated.

PADDY CORCORAN’S WIFE.

Paddy Corcoran’s wife was for several years afflicted
with a kind of complaint which nobody could properly
understand. She was sick, and she was not sick; she
was well, and she was not well; she was as ladies wish to
be who love their lords, and she was not as such ladies
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wish to be. In fact nobody could tell what the matter
with her was. She had a gnawing at the heart which came
heavily upon her husband; for, with the help of God,
a keener appetite than the same gnawing amounted to
could not be met with of a summer’s day. The poor
woman was delicate beyond belief, and had no appetite at
all, so she hadn’t, barring a little relish for a mutton-
chop, or a “staik,” or a bit o’ mait, anyway; for sure, God
help her! she hadn’t the laist inclination for the dhry
pratie, or the dhrop o’ sour buttermilk along wid it, es-
pecially as she was so poorly; and, indeed, for a woman in
her condition—for, sick as she was, poor Paddy always
was made to believe her in that condition—but God’s will
be done! she didn’t care. A pratie an’ a grain o’ salt was
as welcome to her—glory be to his name !—as the best roast
an’ boiled that ever was dressed ; and why not? There was
one comfort: she wouldn’t be long wid him—Ilong troub-
lin’ him; it matthered little what she got; but sure she
knew herself, that from the gnawin’ at her heart, she could
never do good widout the little bit o’ mait now and then;
an’, sure if her own husband begridged it to her, who else
had she a better right to expect it from?

Well, as we have said, she lay a bedridden invalid for
long enough, trying doctors and quacks of all sorts, sexes,
and sizes, and all without a farthing’s benefit, until, at the
long run, poor Paddy was nearly brought to the last pass,
in striving to keep her in “ the bit o’ mait.” The seventh
year was now on the point of closing, when, one harvest
day, as she lay bemoaning her hard condition, on her bed
beyond the kitchen fire, a little weeshy woman, dressed in
a neat red cloak, comes in, and, sitting down by the hearth,
says:

“ Well, Kitty Corcoran, you’ve had a long lair of it
there on the broad o’ yer back for seven years, an’ you 're
jist as far from bein’ cured as ever.”

“ Mavrone, ay,” said the other; “in throth that’s what
I was this minnit thinkin’ ov, and a sorrowful thought it ’s
to me.”

“1It’s yer own fau’t, thin,” says the little woman; “an’,
indeed, for that matter, it’s yer fau’t that ever you wor
there at all.”

“ Arra, how is that?” asked Kitty; “sure I wouldn’t
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— BIDDY BRADY’S BANSHEE.
From ¢ A Bunch of Shamrocks.’

“ Arrah, thin!—an’ did yeh nivir hear tell av ¢ Biddy
Brady’s Banshee’? Shure, iviry wan for three parishes
roun’ was talkin’ about it! Bedad, it was th’ grandest
piece av fun ivir happened in th’ place, and only jist t’
mintion it t’ ould Biddy Brady is like shakin’ a red rag
at a bull! It’s she that gets mad av yeh ask her av she
ivir seen a banshee!

“Yis! alannah machree, I’ll tell yeh the story. Shure
no wan knows it betther nor meself, for wasn’t I there th’
day Father Connor found out all about it, so here it’s for
yeh!

“Well—four years ago whin ould Paddy Brady was

565
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dyin’—he died av an indigestion av th’ lung, ma’am—at
laist, that ’s what th’ docthor sed, but ould Rosy Finnegan,
that ’s a very knowledgable ould woman, sez that it wasn’t
that at all, but a demur in his back,! or aither that or a
fallin’ av his breastbone,? an’ sure it ’s as like as not that
Rosy was right, for sure she’s been raisin’ breastbones for
th’ last thirty years. An’ th’ sorra much docthors knows
afther all! Throth, ma’am, it’s my belief, an’ Biddy
Brady’s too, that poor Paddy—God rest his sowl thig
blessed day!—’ud be here alive an’ hearty now, av th’ doc-
thor had only let ould Rosy Finnegan clap a plasther av
ivy laves an’ goose-grase an th’ small av his back! But no!
bedad! Docthor Joyce wouldn’t, an’ so among them poor
Paddy Brady was kilt all out!

“Ah! Yis. Th’ docthors, wid ther new-fangled ways,
don’t like people t’ be cured so aisy. That’s about th’
thruth av it; but, faix! it ’s many and many ’s th’ fine cure
I seen done an a sore eye wid th’ nine blessed dawks from
th’ whitethorn be th’ Holy Well there beyant pinted at it,
in the name av th’ Blessed Thrinity! Ay, faix! many’s th’
wan; an’ many’s th’ child bewitched be th’ fairies, and
wastin’ away, that I seen th’ charm bruk be feedin’ the
crathur wid milk from goats that fed an a fairy mountain.
But there’s no use in tellin’ that t’ th’ doethors; they 're
too consaited, an’ consait ’s a bad thing in any dacint Chris-
tian, lettin’ alone docthors.

“QOch! Here I am now discoorsin’ out av me—but,
shure! it ’s no wondher, for it ’s not iviry day I get a lady
like yerself t’ listen t’ me—an’ I’m forgettin’ all about
ould Biddy Brady’s banshee! Well, I was tellin’ yeh,
ma’am, that ould Paddy Brady—the heavens be his bed
this blessed day, for th’ sorra dacinter nabor ivir dhrew
th’ breath av life, though I’m his mother’s third-cousin
that sez it !—yis, ould Paddy Brady died, lavin’ Biddy wid
a fine big lump av a boy av nineteen. He was six fut high,
wid a fine healthy face as roun’ an’ as red as th’ sun in a

1 ¢ Demur in the back,” 1. e. lumbago.

2 «“Falling of the breastbone.” This imaginary complaint is cured in
the following manner: Some oil is burned in a cup, and the air ex-
hausted, and the upturned cup placed over the region of the heart, while
the operator mutters some prayers. Notlongagoa man died in the north
of Ireland who had amassed a considerable sum of money by ‘ raising the
breastbone.”
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fog an th’ top av th’ mountain over there, an’ a fine thick
head av carroty hair an him. I dunno whether yeh know it
or not, ma’am, but ould Biddy and Paddy nivir had but
th’ wan child—boy nor girl, nor any soort—an’ shure,
what d’ ye think but Biddy always kep gommochin afther
him, an’ thratin’ him like a child, and he nineteen years av
age!

“1 was.at poor ould Paddy’s wake—his sowl to glory—

-an’ Biddy was sittin’ in th’ middle av the flure, wid her
cloak on, an’ a little new shawl pinned over her cap, an’ a
white pocket-handkercher in her hand, an’ she rockin’ her-
self backwards and forwards, an’ she takin’ up th’ keen
now an’ agin. Now I don’t care much for ould Biddy
Brady, but I’ll say this much for her, ma’am, that a nicer-
behaved woman at a husband’s wake I nivir seen. The
corpse, too, was laid out beautiful. It was waked in the
kitchen, and bekase th’ bed was fixed in th’ wall av the
room Tom Doolan, th’ boccaty® carpenther, lint two nine-
feet planks, that wor covered wid sheets, an’ did beautiful,
an’ th’ inds av them that stuck out med sates for some av
the nabors. Ay, indeed, an’ it was on that very sate that
Christy Brady, ould Biddy’s son, ma’am, was sittin’ be-
side Judy Blake, not that he was givin’ her much dis-
coorse; he was too well behaved t’ talk much at his ould
father’s wake; that wouldn’t be right behavior.

“¢Biddy, acushla,’ sez I to her, ¢ it ’s you that ought t’ be
th’ proud woman, t’ have such a fine boy as Christy t’ look
afther th’ bit av land for yeh.’

“¢Yis, Peggy darlint, so I am,’ sez she, fouldin’ up her
pocket-handerkercher jist like a lady, an’ sittin’ up very
straight, ‘but I’m thinkin’ it’s not this dirty bit av land
that Christy ’11 be mindin’!’

“¢Arrah, no?’ sez I, an’ we all looked at her.

‘¢ Bekase,” sez she, tuckin’ her cloak roun’ her, as grand
as yeh plaze, ¢ Christy ’s goin t’ be a gintleman, he’s goin’
t’ be a priest! I can tell yez all we ’re not th’ common soort
av people yez always thought we war.’

“¢Och! poor ould Biddy,” sez Rosy Finnegan t’ me in a
whisper, ¢ she was always quare, but she’s gom aff av her
head intirely wid the loss av poor ould Paddy.’

“¢Throth, Biddy,” sez Tom Doolan, that lint th’ planks,

1 Boceaty, lame.
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‘no wan in th’ parish cud ivir even anythin’ t’ you or yours
but th’ hoighth av dacincy an’ behavior.’

“¢We’ve more nor behavior, I can tell yeh, Tom
Doolan,” sez ould Biddy, wid a shake av her head, ‘it’s
grandheur we have. It’s a banshee we have follyin’ th’
family. Take that now!’

“¢1t’s as thrue as you ’re sittin’ there, Tom,’ sez Christy,
all av a suddint from the corner, ‘ me and me mother and
me poor father—God rest his sowl-—heard it three nights
runnin’ afore me father died.’

“ ¢ Bedad he did,’ sez Biddy; ¢ the first night I heerd it I
thought I heerd somethin’ scrapin’ or tappin’ at th’ windy,
so I wint over an’ opened it, an’ there in th’ light av the
moon I seen a little ould woman dhressed all in red. Well,
th’ minit she seen me she gev a schreech an’ run away down
by th’ boreen. ¢ Christy, alannah,” sez I, ¢ it ’s a banshee.”
“Thrue for you, mother,” sez he, “so it is,” an’ wid that
he run out afther it, an’ was a good two hours lookin’ about,
but th’ sorra bit av it he cud see.’

“¢An’ did ye see it agin, Biddy?’ sez Tom Doolan.

“¢Yis, agrah, yis,” sez Biddy Brady, ¢ twict it kem an’
gev th’ same schreech. So I med Christy rub his fingers
wid a bit av the blessed candle, an’ gev him the holy
wather to sprinkle her wid-—but not a bit av her cud he
find.

“¢Bedad I’ll ketch her yet, sez Christy, ‘av any wan
does. I’m detarmined not t’ have her comin’ and dis-
turbin’ me pace a’thout knowin’ th’ raison why.’

‘¢ Arrah, Christy,” sez ould Rosy Finnegan, ¢ shure it’s
aisy seein’ what brought th’ banshee—shure it kem for yer
poor father, God be good t’ him. But bedad, Biddy, it’s a
great day for yeh t’ have a banshee followin’ th’ family.’

“¢It’s only people whose aunt’s sisthers wor kings and
queens, that does have banshees in th’ family,’ sez Tom
Doolan; and mind yeh, ma’am, Tom has a power av larnin’,
and can say Latin again’ Father Connor, for Tom wanst
used to sarve Mass; ‘but I don’t rimimber,” sez he, ‘any
king av the name av Brady, nor a queen nayther. There
was a King O’Tool, that was made into a church be raison
iv a charm St. Kevin put an him; an’ there was the Queen
av Sheeby—but I’m not right shure that she was pure
Irish.’



MISS CASEY (E. OWENS BLACKBURNE). 569

“¢Not she,” sez Pat Gaffney, ‘she cudn’t be more than
half Irish. Sure “ sheeby ” is only th’ half av  shebeen.”’

“¢Throth, yer right there, Pat,’ sez Tom Doolan; ¢ but
let me think—there was King Solomon.’

“¢No, asthore machree, no,’ sez Biddy Brady. ‘It
wasn’t King Solomon, for I wanst heerd Father O’Connor
tell that he wanted t’ cut a baby in two halves, an’ th’
nerra a dacint Brady id ivir think av doin’ such an onchris-
tian thing. No, agrah, it wasn’t King Solomon that was
th’ first av th’ Bradys.’

“¢I know who it was,’ sez Pat Gaffney; ‘it was Brian
Boru. Shure, Brian Boru and Brady is as like as two
pays.’

“¢Holy Saint Dennis! look at th’ corpse!’ schreeches
out Rosy I'innegan; ¢ it ’s risin’ up from th’ dead t’ say that
it ’s thrue about Brian Boru!’

“ Faix, ma’am, we all schreeched an’ no wondher, for
th’ corpse stood up nearly sthraight, an’ med a dash out
at poor ould Biddy that was sittin’, as I tould yeh, ma’am,
right in the middle av th’ flure.

“ But, shure, it didn’t come t’ life at all; it was only
Christy Brady an’ little Judy Blake that laned too heavy
on the ind av th’ plank th’ wor sittin’ on, an’ thin th’
other ind wint up an’ threwn out th’ corpse.

“Well, ma’am, poor ould Paddy Brady—God rest his
sowl—was berried th’ next Sunday—that was th’ next day
—an’ poor ould Biddy was near half dead from not gettin’
over th’ fright av the corpse flyin’ at her.

“¢Troth, I’m afeard,” sez she, ‘that it’s wantin’ th’
rites I’1l be meself afore long; an’ maybe it’s a saucer av
snuff an me buzzom an’ two mould candles at me head
ye ’11 gee afore th’ year is out. It was a mortial bad sign
for th’ corpse t’ make a grab at me.’

“¢Well,” sez I, ¢ there is some thruth in that. An’ are
ye in airnest, Biddy, about makin’ Christy a priest?’

“¢Qch, bedad I am, he’s a gintleman born; I know that
from the banshee, the Lord betchune uz an’ all harm. So
he must be eddicated like wan.’

“ About a fortnight afther ould Paddy was berried, I
was doin’ a bit av washin’ wan day, whin who comes in but
ould Biddy Brady.

“¢God save yeh, kindly,’ sez she, comin’ in.
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“<¢Amin; th’ same t’ you, Biddy,” sez I; ¢yer welcome,
acushla! sit down.’

“ ¢ Peggy,” sez she, an’ she sittin’ an the settle-bed be th’
side av th’ harth, ¢ I’m in desp’rate throuble intirely.’

“¢ Arrah, what about?’ sez I. ‘Shure it’s not about
poor Paddy—God be good t him—for he always minded
his duty an’ confession, an’ ye have that little red heifer t’
give Father Connor for masses for his sowl.’

“¢No, Peggy, it ’s not about Paddy—God rest him—I ’'m
aigy in me mind about him, for a red heifer is as much
as cud be expected from a poor widda woman, an’ I’m
thinkin’ maybe they’ll throw in th’ good blood av th’
Bradys. But it ’s about the banshee.’

“¢Saints above!’ sez I, ‘ an’ did it come agin?’

“¢Come!’ she sez, ‘och! bedad it did! Nine times it
kem, and nine times Christy follied it wid the holy wather,
but th’ sorra bit cud he ketch it.’

“¢Bedad!it’s quare all out,” sez I.

“¢Begorra, it is!’ sez she; ‘so I jist wint up an’ towld
Father Connor about it—it’s he that’s the dacint priest!
—an’ t’ night, Peggy, he’s goin’ * watch an’ see if he
can’t say a charm agin th’ banshee. An’ I’m not t’ tell
Christy,” he sez; ‘an’ I want yeh t’ come up an’ be there,
Peggy, acushla, av it comes.’

“<Troth, I will, sez I.

“¢An’ what d’ye think,” sez she, ‘but Christy, that I
hardly ivir let out av me sight an’ was rarin’ up t’ be a
credit t’ th’ blood av th’ Bradys, he sez now that he won’t
be a priest, but that he’ll git married! Troth! me hart’s
near bruk between him an’ th’ banshee, only it’s such a
dacint thing t’ have in th’ family’

“Well, ma’am, I wint up t’ ould Biddy Brady’s that
evenin’, and it was a Christmas Eve. Christy was there,
an’ he not knowin’ a word about Father Connor. We had
some punch, and th’ sorra word we sed about the banshee.
Meself was thinkin’ it wasn’t comin’ at all; or that, maybe,
th’ nine times was th’ charm; an’ that somewan was t’ die
afther that—whin, all av a suddint, me blood run cowld
wid hearin’ a schreech roun’ be th’ boreen! Ould Biddy
got all av a thrimble, an’ began sayin’ her bades as fast as
she cud, for there was schreech after schreech until th’ kem
v’ th’ very doore.






JOHN KEEGAN CASEY.
(1846—1870.)

JouN KEEGAN CASEY, the son of a peasant farmer, was born near
Mullingar, Westmeath, Aug. 22, 1846. His first poem appeared in
The Nation, under his afterward well-known nom-de-plume of
““Leo,” when he was sixteen years old. He began life as a mer-
chant’s clerk ; but later gave up business for literature. In 1866 a
first collection of his poems wasg issued, entitled ‘A Wreath of
Shamrocks,” and was received with great favor in Ireland and
America ; some London critics even overlooking its political bias
because of its literary qualities.

He was imprisoned as a Fenian in 1867 and died in consequence
of his sufferings in 1870. While he was in prison in 1869, a second
collection of his poems was published under the title ¢ The Rising of
the Moon.’

His sad fate, as well as the interest in his poetry, which is full of
fire and sweetness, attracted to his funeral an enormous concourse
of mourners—50,000 it is said. He was one of the few poets pro-
duced by the Fenian movement.

THE RISING OF THE MOON.
A.D. 1798

¢ Oh, then, tell me, Shawn O’Ferrall,
Tell me why you hurry so?”

“ Hush! ma bouchal, hush, and listen;”
And his cheeks were all a-glow:

“1 bear ordhers from the Captain—
Get you ready quick and soon;

For the pikes must be together
At the risin’ of the moon.”

“ Oh, then, tell me, Shawn O’Ferrall,
Where the gath’rin’ is to be? ”

“In the ould spot by the river,
Right well known to you and me;

One word more—for signal token
Whistle up the marchin’ tune,

With your pike upon your shoulder,
By the risin’ of the moon.”

Out from many a mud-wall cabin
Eyes were watching thro’ that night;
Many a manly chest was throbbing
For the blesséd warning light.
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AN AFFAIR OF HONOR.
From ‘ Temple Bar.’

As he stood turning the seething brew of his dark
thoughts, there came a pair of knowing raps upon the
street door, and in upon him strode, with cheery step and
cry, the friends he was expecting.

“ Ah, Jasper, lad,” cried Tom Stafford, and struck him
upon the shoulder, ¢ lying in wait for us? Gad, you are a
bloodthirsty fellow !”

“And quite right,” said Colonel Villiers, clinking
spurred legs, and flinging off a military cloak. ¢ Zounds,
man, would you have him sit down in his dishonor? ”

Sir Jasper stretched a hand to each, and, holding him
by the clbows, they entered his private apartment, and
closed the door with such carefulness that the tall footmen
had no choice but to take it in turns to listen and peep
through the keyhole.

“Tom,” said Sir Jasper, “ Colonel Villiers, when I
begged you to favor me with this interview, I was anxious
for your services because, as I told you, of a strong sus-
picion of Lady Standish’s infidelity to me. Now, gentle-
men, doubt is no longer possible; I have the proofs!”

“(Come, come, Jasper, never be downhearted,” cried
jovial Tom Stafford. “ Come, sir, you have been too fond
of the little dears in your day not to know what tender,
yielding creatures they are. °T is their nature, man; and
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then, must they not follow the mode? Do you want to be
the only husband in Bath whose wife is not in the fashion?
Tut, tut, so long as you can measure a sword for it and let
a little blood, why, ’t is all in the day’s fun!?”

“Swords? ” gurgled Colonel Villiers. “ No, no, pistols
are the thing, boy. You are never sure with your sword;
’tis but a dig in the ribs, a slash in the arm, and your
pretty fellow looks all the prettier for his pallor, and is all
the more likely to eet prompt consolation in the proper
quarter. Ha!”

“ Consolation !’ cried Sir Jasper, as if the word were a
blow. ‘ Ay, consolation! damnation!”

“ Whereas your bullet,” said the Colonel, ¢ in the lungs,
or the brain—at your choice—the job is done as neat as
can be. Are you a good hand at the barkers, Jasper? ”

“Oh, I can hit a haystack!” said Sir Jasper. But he
spoke vaguely.

“I am for swords, whenever you can,” cried comely
Stafford, crossing a pair of neat legs as he spoke, and
caressing one rounded calf with a loving hand. “’Tis a
far more genteel weapon. O, for the feel of the blades, the
pretty talk, as it were, of one with the other! ¢Ha, have I
got you now, my friend?’—* Ha, would you step between
me and my wife, or my mistress, or my pleasure? '—as the
case may be. ‘Would you? I will teach you, sa—sa!’
Now—now one in the ribs, one under that presuming
heart! Let the red blood flow, see it drop from the stecl:
that is something like! Pistols, what of them? Pooh!
Snap! you blow a pill into the air, and ’t is like enough
you have to swallow it yourself! ’T is for apothecaries, I
say, and such as have not been brought up to the noble and
gentlemanly art of self-defense.”

“ Silence, Tom!” growled the Colonel; ¢ here is no mat-
ter for jesting. This friend of ours has had a mortal af-
front, has he not? ’T is established. Shall he not mortally
avenge himself upon him who has robbed him of his honor?
That is the case, is it not? And, blast me! is not the
pistol the deadlier weapon, and therefore the most suited?
Hey?”

Sir Jasper made an inarticulate sound that might have
passed for assent or dissent, or merely as an expression

of excessive discomfort or feeling.
87
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“To business, then,” cried Colonel Villiers. ¢ Shall I
wait upon Lord Verney, and suggest pistols at seven o’clock
to-morrow morning in Hammer’s Fields? That is where
I gencrally like to place such affairs: snug enough to be
out of disturbers’ way, and far enough to warm the blood
with a brisk walk. Gad, ’t was but ten days ago that I saw
poor Ned Waring laid as neatly on his back by Lord Tip-
staffe (him they call Tipsy Tip, you know) as ever was
done. As pretty a fight! Six paces, egad, and Ned,as de-
termined a dog as a fellow could want to second. ¢ Villiers,’
said he, as I handed him his saw-handle, ¢ if I do not do for
him, may he do for me! One of us must kill the other,” said
he. ’T was all about Mistress Waring, you know—dashed
pretty woman! Poor Ned, he made a discovery something
like yours, eh? Faith! ha, ha! And, devil take it, sir, Tip
liad him in the throat at the first shot, and Ned’s bullet
took off Tipstaffe’s right curl! Jove, it was a shave! Ned
never spoke again. Ah, leave it to me; see if I do not turn
you out as rare a meeting.”

“ But stay,” cried Stafford, as Sir Jasper writhed in his
arm-chair, clenched and unclenched furious hands, and felt
the curl of red hair burn him where he had thrust it into
his bosom. ¢ Stay,” cried Stafford, “ we are going too
fast, I think. Do I not understand from our friend here,
that he called Lord Verney a rat? Sir Jasper is therefore
the insulting party, and must wait for Lord Verney’s ac-
tion in the matter.”

“] protest!” cried the Colonel. “ The first insult was
Lord Verney’s, in compromising our friend’s wife.”

“Pooli, pooh!” exclaimed Stafford, recrossing his legs
to bring the left one into shapely prominence thls time,
“that is but the insult incidental. But to call a man a rat,
that is the insult direct. Jasper is therefore the true chal-
lenger—the other has the choice of arms. It is for Lord
Verney to send to our friend.”

“Sir!” exclaimed the Colonel, growing redder about
the gills than nature and port wine had already made him,

¢ sir, would you know better than I?”

« Gentlemen,” said Sir Jasper, sitting up suddenly “as
I have just told you, since I ecraved of your kindness that
you would belp me in this matter, I have made discoveries
that alter the complexion of the affair very materially. I
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have reason to believe that, if Lord Verney be guilty in this
matter, it is in a very minor way. You know what they
call in France un chandelier. Indeed, it is my conviction
—such is female artfulness—that he has merely been made
a puppet of to shield another person. It is this person I
must find first, and upon him that my vengeance must fall
before I can attend to any other business. Lord Verney,
indeed, has already sent to me, but his friend, Captain
Spicer, a poor fool (somewhat weak in the head, I believe),
left suddenly, without our coming to any conclusion. In-
deed, I do not regret it—I do not seek to fight with Lord
Verney now. Gentlemen,” said Sir Jasper, rising and
drawing the letter from his breast, ¢ gentlemen, I shall
neither eat nor sleep till T have found out the owner of this
curl!”

He shook out the letter as he spoke, and fiercely thrust
the tell-tale love-token under the noses of his amazed
friends. It is a red-haired man, you see! There lives no
red-haired man in Bath but him I must forthwith spit and
plug, lest the villain escape me!”

Colonel Villiers started to his feet with a growl like that
of a tiger aroused from slumber.

“Zounds!” he exclaimed, “ an insult!”

“How!” cried Jasper, turning upon him and suddenly
noticing the sandy hue of his friend’s bushy eyebrows.
“You, good God? You? Pooh, pooh, impossible, and yet.
. . . Colonel Villiers, sir,” cried Sir Jasper in awful
tones, “ did you write this letter? Speak—jyes or no, man!
Speak, or must I drag the words from your throat? ”

Purple and apoplectic passion well-nigh stifled Colonel
Villiers.

“ Stafford, Stafford,” he spluttered, “you are witness.
These are gross affronts—affronts which shall be wiped
out.”

“Did you write that letter? Yes or no!” screamed
Sir Jasper, shaking the offending document in the Colonel’s
convulsed countenance.

“1?” cried the Colonel, and struck away Sir Jasper’s
hand with a furious blow, “I? I write such brimstone
nonsense? No, sir! Now, Sir Jasper, how dare you ask
me such a question? ”

“No,” said Sir Jasper,  of course not. Ah, I am a fool,
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Villiers! Forgive me. There’s no quarrel between us.
No, of course it could not be you. With that nose, your
waistcoat, your sixty years! Gad, I am going mad!”

“Why, man,” said Stafford, as soon as he could speak
for laughing, ¢ Villiers has not so much hair on his head as
you hold in your hand there. Off with your wig, Villiers,
off with your wig, and let your bald pate proclaim its
shining innocence.”

The gallant gentleman thus addressed was by this time
black in the face. Panting as to breath, disjointed as to
speech, his fury had nevertheless its well-defined purpose.

“1 have been insulted, I have been insulted,” he gasped;
“the matter cannot end here. Sir Jasper, you have in-
sulted me. I am a red-haired man, sir. I shall send a
friend to call upon you.”

“ Nay, then,” said Sir Jasper, ¢ since ’t is so between us
I will even assure myself that Tom has spoken the truth,
and give you something to fight for!” He stretched out
his hand as he spoke, and plucked the wig from Colonel
Villiers’ head.

Before him indeed spread so complete an expanse of
hairless candor that further evidence was not necessary;
yet the few limp hairs that lingered behind the Colonel’s
ears, if they had once been ruddy, shone now meekly silver
in the candlelight.

“I thank you,” said Sir Jasper; ¢ that is sufficient.
When you send your friend to call upon me, I shall re-
ceive him with pleasure.” He handed back the Colonel’s
wig with a bow.

The Colonel stood trembling; his knotted hand instinc-
tively fumbled for his sword. But, remembering perhaps
that this was eminently a case for pistols, he bethought
himself, seized his wig, clapped it on defiantly, settled it
with minute care, glared, wheeled round and left the room,
muttering as he went remarks of so sulphurous a nature
as to defy recording.

Sir Jasper did not seem to give him another thought.
He fell into his chair again and spread out upon his knee
the sorely crumpled letter.

“ Confusion!” said he. “Who can it be? Tom, you
scamp, I know your hair is brown. Thou art not the man,
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Tom. Oh, Tom, oh, Tom, if I do not kill him I shall go
mad!”

Stafford was weak with laughter, and tears rolled from
his eyes as he gasped:

“ Let us see, who can the Judas be? (Gad, this is the
best joke I have known for years. Oh, Lord, the bald head
of him! Oh, Jasper, ’t is cruel funny! Stap me, sir, if I
have known a better laugh these ten years!) Nay, nay, I
will help thee. Come, there’s His Lordship the Bishop of
Bath and Wells, he is red, I know, for I have seen him in
the water. Gad, he was like a boiled lobster, hair and all.
Could it be he, think you? They have a way, these divines,
and Lady Standish has a delicate conscience. She would
like the approval of the Church upon her deeds. Nay,
never glare like that, for I will not fight you! Have you
not got your rosary of red polls to tell first? Ha! there is
O’Hara, he is Irish enough and rake enough and red
enough. O, he is red enough!”

“ (’Hara!” cried Sir Jasper, struck.

There came a fine rat-tat-tat at the door, a parley in the
hall, and the servant announced Mr. Denis O’Hara.

“Talk of the devil,” said Stafford.

Sir Jasper rose from his arm-chair with the air of one
whose enemy is delivered into his hands.

The Honorable Denis O’Hara, son and heir of Viscount
Kileroney in the peerage of Ireland, entered with a swift
and easy step, and saluted airily. He had a merry green
eye, and the red of his crisp hair shone out through the
powder like the winter sunset through a mist.

“ Sir Jasper,” said he, “ your servant, sir. Faith, Tom,
me boy, is that you? The top of the evening to ye.”

Uninvited he took a chair and flung his careless figure
upon it. His joints were loose, his nose aspired, his rich
lace ruffles were torn, his handsome coat was buttoned
awry; Irishman was stamped upon every line of him, from
his hot red head to his slim alert foot; Irishman lurked in
every rich accent of his ready tongue.

Sir Jasper made no doubt that now the Lothario who
had poached on his preserves, had destroyed his peace, had
devastated his home, was before him. Iie turned to Staf-
ford, and caught him by the wrist.
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“Tom,” whispered he, “ you will stand by me, for by my
immortal soul, I will fight it out to-night!”

“ For God’s sake, be quiet,” whispered the other, who
began to think that the jealous husband was getting be-
yond & joke. “ Let us hear what the fellow has got to say
first. The devil! I will not stand by to see you pink every
auburn buck in the town. ’T is stark lunacy.”

“ But ’tis you yourself,” returned Sir Jasper, in his
fierce undertone—* you yourself who told me it was he.
See, but look at this curl and at that head.”

“Oh, flummery!” cried Stafford. ¢ Let him speak, I
say.”

“When you have done your little conversation, gentle-
men,” said Mr. O’Hara good-naturedly, ¢ perhaps you will
let me put in a word edgeways?”’

Sir Jasper, under his friend’s compelling hand, sank
into a chair; his sinews well-nigh creaked with the con-
straint he was putting upon himself.

“1 have come,” said Denis O’Iara, “ from me friend
Captain Spoicer. I met him a whoile ago, fluttering down
Gay Street, leaping like a hare with the hounds after him,
by St. Patrick! ‘You’re running away from some one,
Spoicer,” says I. And says he, ‘I’m running away from
that blithering madman, Sir Jasper Standish.” Excuse me,
Sir Jasper, those were his words, ye see.”

“ And what, sir,” interrupted Sir Jasper in an ominous
voice—* what, sir, may I ask, was your purpose in walking
this way to-night?”

“ Eh,” cried the Irishman, ¢ what is that ye say? ”

“Oh, go on, O’Hara!” cried Stafford impatiently, and
under his breath to Standish, ¢ Faith, Jasper,” said he,
“keep your manners or 1’1l wash my hands of the whole
matter.”

“Qh, is that the way with him? ” said O’Hara, behind
his hand to Stafford, and winking jovially. ¢ Well, I was
saying, gentlemen, that to see a man run, unless it be a
Frenchman, is a thing that goes against me. ¢ Why, what
did he do to you? ’ said I (meaning you, Sir Jasper). ¢Oh,’
says me gallant captain, ¢ I went to him with a gentlemanly
message from a friend, and the fellow insulted me so
grossly with remarks about my hair, that sure,’” says he,
¢’t is only fit for Bedlam he is.” ¢ Insulted you,’ says I, ¢ and
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where are ye running to? To look for a friend, I hope,
says I. ¢ Insults are stinking things.” ¢ Sure,’ says he, ‘ he
is mad,” says he. ¢ Well, what matter of that?’ says I.
¢ Sure, isn’t it all mad we are, more or less? Come,” says
1, ¢ Spoicer, this will look bad for you with the ladies, not
to speak of the men. Give me the message, me boy, and I
will take it; and sure we will let Sir Jasper bring his keep-
ers with him to the field, and no one can say fairer than
that.” ”

Sir Jasper sprang to his feet.

“ Now, curse your Irish insolence,” he roared,  this
is more than I would stand from any man! And, if I mis-
take not, Mr. O’Hara, we have other scores to settle be-
sides.”

“Is it we?” cried O’Hara, jumping up likewise. “’Tis
the first I ’ve heard of them—but, be jabers, you will never
find me behindhand in putting me foot to the front! I will
settle as many scores as you like, Sir Jasper—so long as
it is me sword and not me purse that pays them.”

“ Draw then, man, draw!” snarled Sir Jasper, dancing
in fury. He bared his silver-hilted sword and threw the
scabbard in a corner.

“ Heaven defend us!” cried Stafford, in vain endeavor-
ing to come between the two.

% Sure, you must not contradict him,” eried O’Hara, un-
buckling his belt rapidly, and drawing likewise, with a
pretty flourish of shining blade. “’T is the worst way in
the world to deal with a cracked man. Sure ye must
soothe him and give in to him. Don’t I know? Is not me
own first cousin a real raw lunatic in Kinsale Asylum this
blessed day? Come on, Sir Jasper, I’'m yer man. Just
pull the chairs out of the way, Tom, me dear boy.”

“ Now, sir, now, sir!” said Sir Jasper, and felt restored
to himself again as steel clinked against steel. And he
gripped the ground with his feet, and knew the joy of
action.

“ Well, what must be, must be,” said Stafford philosoph-
ically, and sat across a chair; “ and a good fight is a good
fight all the world over. Ha, that was a lunge! O’Hara
wields a pretty blade, but there is danger in Jasper’s eye.
I vow I won’t have the Irish boy killed. Ha!” He sprang
to his feet again and brandished the chair, ready to inter-
pose between the two at the critical moment.
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O’Hara was buoyant as a cork; he skipped backward
and forward, from one side to another, in sheer enjoyment
of the contest. But Sir Jasper hardly moved from his
first position except for one or two vicious lunges. Staf-
ford had deemed to see danger in his eye; there was more
than danger—there was murder! The injured husband
was determined to slay, and bided his time for the fatal
thrust. The while, O’Hara attacked out of sheer lightness
of heart. Now his blade grazed Sir Jasper’s thigh; once he
gave him a flicking prick on the wrist so that the blood
ran down his fingers.

“ Stop, stop!” cried Stafford, running in with his chair.
“ Sir Jasper’s hit!”

“ No, dash you!” cried Sir Jasper. And click, clank,
click, it went again, with the pant of the shortening
breath, and the thud of the leaping feet. Sir Jasper lunged
a third time, O’Hara waved his sword aimlessly, fell on one
knee, and rolled over.

“Halt!” yelled Stafford. It was too late. Sir Jasper
stood staring at his red blade.

“You have killed him!” ecried Stafford, turning fu-
riously on his friend, and was down on his knees and had
caught the wounded man in his arms the next second.

“ Devil a bit,” said O’Hara, and wriggling in the other’s
grasp, too vigorously indeed for a moribund, found his feet
in a jiffy and stood laughing, with a white face, and look-
ing down at his dripping shirt. “’T is but the sudden cold
feel of the steel, man! Sure I’m all right, and ready to
begin again! ’Tis but a rip in the ribs, for I can breathe
as right as ever.” He puffed noisily as he spoke, to prove
his words, slapped his chest, then turned giddily and fell
into a chair. Stafford tore open the shirt. It was as
O’Hara had said, the wound was an ugly surface rip, more
unpleasant than dangerous.

“Let us have another bout,” said O’Hara.

“ No, no,” said Stafford.

“No, no,” said Sir Jasper, advancing and standing be-
fore his adversary. ‘ No, Mr. O’Hara, you may have done
me the greatest injury that one man can do another, but
Gad, sir, you have fought like a gentleman!”

“Ah!” whispered O’Hara to Stafford, who still ex-






ANDREW CHERRY.
(1762—1812.)

ANDREW CHERRY, was born in Limerick, Jan. 11, 1762. His
father wished to make a clergyman of him and began to educate
him for that purpose, but the expense was more than he could afford,
and the boy was apprenticed to a printer and bookseller in Dublin.
He early developed a taste for the stage, and at seventeen abandoned
printing and joined a company of strolling players. On his first
appearance with them he received as his share of the profits the
encouraging sum of tenpence halfpenny (21 cents). His acting of
the not very easy character of Feignwell in Mrs. Centlivre's * Bold
Stroke for a Wife' was, however, very successful. But the lack of
pence continued; at one time he was without food for four days,
and at last he returned to his trade.

At the end of three years he joined the company of a Mr. Knipe,
who is said to have been a scholar and a gentleman as well as a
player. After many vicissitudes he became a popular favorite, and
for six years remained in Dublin and Belfast at the head of his pro-
fession in his own particular comic line. During this time he mar-
ried Miss Knipe, the daughter of his former manager. He and his
wife went to England, where they spent some years, and he played
at Bath, at Manchester, and in London with much success, reaching
the zenith of his fame at Drury Lane Theater. He afterward be-
came the manager of provincial theaters, and died at Monmouth,
Feb. 7, 1812.

He also had some success as a dramatic writer. Most of his works
were ephemeral in character, but they were all good acting plays—
‘The Soldier’s Daughter ’ alone keeps the stage. He had a notable
reputation as a wit; and Croker, inhis ¢ Popular Songs of Ireland,’
quotes a note written by him to one of his former managers after
his success at Drury Lane. It runs as follows:

‘“Sir:—I am not so great a fool as you take me for! I have been
bitten once by you, and I will never give you an opportunity of
making two bites of A. CHERRY.”

But, after all, the name of Andrew Cherry will last far longer as a
song-writer than as an actor, dramatist, or wit. 'Who is not familiar
with ¢ The Bay of Biscay® and ‘ Tom Moody’¢ The firstis one of the
most stirring sea songs ever written ; and the second is perhaps one
of the finest sporting songs in existence.

THE BAY OF BISCAY.

Loud roared the dreadful thunder,
The rain a deluge showers,
The clouds were rent asunder
By lightning’s vivid powers:
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This dear little plant still grows in our land,
Fresh and fair as the daughters of Erin,
Whose smiles can bewitch, whose eyes can command,
In each climate that they may appear in;
And shine through the bog, through the brake, through the
mireland;
Just like their own dear little shamrock of Ireland,
The sweet little shamrock, the dear little shamrock,
The sweet little, green little, shamrock of Ireland.

This dear little plant that springs from our soil,
When its three little leaves are extended,
Denotes from one stalk we together should toil,
And ourselves by ourselves be befriended;
And still through the bog, through the brake, through the
mireland,
From one root should branch, like the shamrock of Ireland,
The sweet little shamrock, the dear little shamrock,
The sweet little, green little, shamrock of Ireland.

TOM MOODY.

You all knew Tom Moody, the whipper-in, well;
The bell just done tolling was honest Tom’s knell;
A more able sportsman ne’er followed a hound,
Through a country well known to him fifty miles round.
No hound ever opened with Tom near the wood
But he’d challenge the tone, and could tell if 't were good;
And all with attention would eagerly mark,
When he cheered up the pack. “ Hark! to Rookwood, hark!
hark!
High!—wind him! and cross him;
Now, Rattler, boy!—Hark!”

Six crafty earth-stoppers, in hunter’s green drest,
Supported poor Tom to an “earth ” made for rest;
His horse, which he styled his Old Soul, next appeared,
On whose forehead the brush of the last fox was reared;
Whip, cap, boots, and spurs in a trophy were bound,
And here and there followed an old straggling hound.
Ah! no more at his voice yonder vales will they trace,
Nor the welkin resound to the burst in the chase!

With “High over!—now press him!

Tally-ho !—Tally-ho!”

p——






MRS. W. H. CHESSON (NORA HOPPER).
(1871 —)

Miss HopPER was born in 1871 and was educated in London. She
began to write very early. Her first verses were published when
she was sixteen years old. She married Mr. W. H. Chesson in 1901,
She has contributed prose and verse to most of the English magazines
and newspapers and has published ‘Ballads in Prose,” a book of
poetical prose and poetry, besides three volumes of verse. Though
she is a most prolific writer, her work maintains its high standard.
She saturates herself with Irish studies of all kinds, and few poets
are more thoroughly Irish.

Mr. W. B. Yeats says in ‘ A Treasury of Irish Poetry’ of ¢ Ballads
in Prose’: ‘ It haunted me as few new books have ever haunted me,
for it spoke in strange wayward stories and birdlike little verses of
things and persons I remembered or had dreamed of.” . . . ‘‘ They
delight us by their mystery, as ornament full of lines, too deeply
interwoven to weary us with discoverable secret, delights us with
its mystery; and as ornament is full of strange beasts and trees and
flowers, that were once the symbols of great religions, and are now
mixing one with another, and changing into new shapes, this book
is full of old beliefs and stories, mixing and changing in an en-
chanted dream.”

THE KING OF IRELAND’S SON.

Now all away to Tir na n’0Og are many roads that run,
But he has ta’en the longest lane, the King of Ireland’s son.

There’s roads of hate, and roads of love, and many a middle
way
And casiles keep the valleys deep where happy lovers stray—

Where Aongus goes there’s many a rose burns red mid shad-
ows dun,
No rose there is will draw his kiss, the King of Ireland’s son.

And yonder, where the sun is high, Love laughs amid the hay,
But smile and sigh have passed him by, and never make delay.

And here (and O! the sun is low!) they’re glad for harvest
won
But nau;;ht he cares for wheat or tares, the King of Ireland’s
son!
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And put a heart within my breast,
An evil gift, an evil guest,
To spoil me for delight?
Made for mere laughter, answer why
Must I have eyes for dool?
Take from me tears, or let me die,
For I am sick of wisdom, I,
Dalua, the Faery fool.”

NIAM.

Mouth of the rose and hair like a cloud—
After my feet the wind grows loud:

The red East Wind whose rumor has gone
From Tir-nan-Og?! to Tir-na-Tonn.2

Under my feet the windflower grows,
After my feet the shadows run,

Over my feet the long grass blows.

All things hail me and call me on

Out of the darkness into the sun,

Love and Beauty and Youth in one.

Under my feet the windflower grows.
Men called me Niam when first arose

My splendid star: but what now ye call
Me, do I heed if I hear at all?

Look in my eyes—are they gray or blue?
They are the eyes that the Fenians knew,
When out of the sunshine, into the shade,
I called to Oisin, and he obeyed.

Across Fionn’s banner my dark hair flew,
And safe in its leash my love I drew.

I called to Oisin and he obeyed—

Out of the sunshine into the shade,

Though the words were out and the warhorns blew
And wisdom and pride my voice gainsaid.

But a hundred years, or a thousand years,

I kept my lover from hopes and fears—

In Druid dark on my arm he slept.

Shall I not keep men even as I kept?

T wixt a man and his wisdom let blow my hair,
The man is beside me, and wisdom ’s—where ?

1 Tir-nan-og, the Country of Youth.
2 Tir-na-tonn, the Land under the Sea.






JOSEPH IGNATIUS CONSTANTINE CLARKE.
(1846 —)

JosepH IanaTius CONSTANTINE CLARKE, editor and playwright,
was born at Kingstown, Ireland, July 31, 1846. At the age of
twelve years he went to London with his family and in 1863 became
a clerk in the Board of Trade. In 1868 from patriotic motives he
resigned his position and went to Paris. Thence he came to Amer-
ica, where he has since resided. In 1873 he married Mary Agnes
Cahill, and has two sons. He served from 1868 to 1870 as assistant
editor of the Irish Republic. In the latter year he joined the edi-
torial staff of the New York Herald, and continued in its service
until 1883, when he became managing editor of the New York Morn-
ing Journal, which position he held until 1895. He is now (1904)
editor of the Sunday edition of the New York Herald.

From 1898 to 1900 Mr. Clarke was editor of The Criterion. He is
the author of ‘Robert Emmet,” a tragedy, 1888 ; ‘ Malmorda, a
Metrical Romance,’ 1893, and of various plays. His first poem in
print appeared in John O'Leary’s Irish People. ‘The Fighting
Race’ is said to be one of the best poems of the Spanish-American
war.

FORE-SONG TO ‘MALMORDA.1

L.

To me by early morn
Came mem’ries of Old Ireland by the sea,
The tenderest and sweetest that there be,
Wherein the songs of water and of wind
And joy of loving human kind
Mingled in an ecstasy of harmony.
All was so low-toned and so sweet,
Near voices seeming ever to repeat
Soft syllables of blessing on my head;
And the faces—ah, the faces of the dead
Companions of my youth were there,
And one face fairer than all faces fair,
And one face—oh, my mother—from whose eyes
The well-springs of all tendernesses rise;

And all were shaping

Love and love and love!

II,

But at night again

Came the old, old pain,
And I saw the storm-gods whirling through the air
With Desolation’s armies everywhere,

1¢Malmorda : A Metrical Romance. New York, 1893, Copyright. By
permission. $58
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Or through the heaven-circling of a star.
All these have there endured to make or mar;
But under the sea’s breast ever stir the dreams
First waked by love, and in the babbling streams
Love murmurs all day long,
And down in the hearts of the mountains strong,
Love makes its melody of notes so deep
That the dead gods stir in their stony sleep,

Their cold lips shaping

Love and love and love!”

V.

Then full voiced came my song,
T wixt day and dark the dead Past called to me.
A long wave rolled along the Irish sea,
Its white foam fronted with tossing spears,
Red with the rust of a thousand years.
It brake on the sands and the waters ran
With a blood-red stain, and the song began.
They were there, the steel-capped Ostman hordes;
In the dusk they flashed their two-edged swords.
Their warships tossed on the purpling waves;
At the rowers’ benches toiled the slaves.
Then the Irish king in his youth and might,
With sweep of battle and roar of fight
About him, and circling his Norseland prize,
The blue of the sea in her wild, sweet eyes,
The life of a man in each strand of her hair,
And the glow of a flame on her bosom bare.
’Mid storm and battle, by moon and mist,
1 saw through their very souls, I wist!
And the shields that rang, and the sobs that died,
And the echoing hills and the somber tide

Ever were shaping

Love and love and love!

THE FIGHTING RACE:

“Read out the names!” and Burke sat back,
And Kelly drooped his head.

While Shea—they call him Scholar Jack—
Went down the list of the dead.

1 Copyright by J. I. C. Clarke. By permission,









AGNES MARY CLERKE.
(1842 —)

AGNES MARY CLERKE, the famous woman astronomer, was born
in Ireland in 1842 ; she is the daughter of the late John William
Clerke. From 1870 to 1877 she lived in Italy and at the end of that
time she began to write for The Edinburgh Review. She has made
astronomical obgervations at the Royal Observatory and the Cape
of Good Hope.

She traveled to Copenhagen, Stockholm, and St. Petersburg in
the yacht Palatine in 1890. Among her books are ‘ A Popular
History of Astronomy during the Nineteenth Century,’” ‘ The Sys-
tem of the Stars,” ‘ Familiar Studies in Homer,’ ‘ The Herschels
and Modern Astronomy’ (Century Science Series), * Astronomy,’ in
Concise Knowledge Series (joint author) ; ¢ Problems in Astrophysics.’

She has also contributed articles to The Edinburgh Review, ‘ The
Encyclopedia Britannica,” and *‘The Dictionary of National Bio-
graphy.” She was awarded, in 1901, the Actonian Prize of one
hundred guineas for her works on astronomy. As a close observer
and a profound thinker, Agnes M. Clerke takes high rank, while as
a clear, careful, and accurate exponent of the abstruser side of
science in a popular and attractive style she has few equals.

THE PLANET VENUS, HESPERUS AND
PHOSPHOR.

The radiant planet that hangs on the skirts of dusk and

dawn,
¢ like a jewel in an Ethiop’s ear,”

has been known and sung by poets in all ages. Its su-
premacy over the remainder of the starry host is recog-
nized in the name given it by the Arabs, those nomad
watchers of the skies, for while they term the moon “ El
Azhar,” “the Brighter One,” and the sun and moon to-
gether “ Tl Ezharan,” “the Brighter Pair,” they call
Venus “ El Zahra,” the bright or shining one par excel-
lence, in which sense the same word is used to describe a
flower. This “ Flower of Night” is supposed to be no
other than the white rose into which Adonis was changed
by Venus in the fable which is the basis of all early Asiatic
mythology. The morning and evening star is thus the
celestial symbol of that union between earth and heaven
in the vivifying processes of nature, typified in the love of
the goddess for a mortal. o
6
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The ancient Greeks, on the other hand, not unnaturally
took the star, which they saw alternately emerging from
the effulgence of the rising and setting sun, in the east
and in the west, for two distinct bodies, and named it dif-
ferently according to the time of its appearance. The
evening star they called Hesperus, and from its place on
the western horizon, fabled an earthly hero of that name,
the son of Atlas, who from the slopes of that mountain on
the verge of the known world used to observe the stars
until eventually carried off by a mighty wind, and so
translated to the skies. These divine honors were earned
by his piety, wisdom, and justice as a ruler of men, and
his name long shed a shimmering glory over those Hesper-
idean regions of the earth, where the real and unreal
touched hands in the mystical twilight of the unknown.

But the morning star shone with a different significance
as the herald of the day, the torchbearer who lights the
way for radiant Aurora on her triumphal progress through
the skies. Hence he was called Eosphorus, or Phosphorus,
the bearer of the dawn, translated into Latin as Lucifer,
the Light-bearer. The son of Eos, or Aurora, and the Titan
Astreus, he was of the same parentage as the other mul-
titude of the starry host, to whom a similar origin was
ascribed, and from whom in Greek mythology he was evi-
dently believed to differ only in the superior order of his
brightness. Homer, who mentions the planet in the fol-
lowing passage:

‘ But when the star of Lucifer appeared,
The harbinger of light, whom following close,

Spreads o'er the sea the saffron-robed morn "—
(Lord Derby’s * Iliad.")

recognizes no distinction between those celestial nomads,
the planets, “ wandering stars,” as the Arabs call them,
which visibly change their position relatively to the other
stars, and the latter, whose places on the sphere are ap-
parently fixed and immutable. In this he and his com-
patriots were far behind the ancient Egyptians, who prob-
ably derived their knowledge from still earlier specu-
lators in Asia, for they not only observed the movements
of some at least of the planets, but believed that Mercury
and Venus revolved as satellites round the sun, which in
turn circled round our lesser world. Pythagoras is said to
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have been the first to identify Hesperus with Phosphor,
as the
¢ Silver planet both of eve and morn,”

and by Plato the same fact is recognized. The other
planets, all of which had, according to him, been originally
named in Egypt and Syria, have each its descriptive title
in his nomenclature. Thus the innermost, ¢ the Star of
Mercury,” is called Stilbon, ¢ the Sparkler,” Mars, Pyroeis,
“ the Fiery One,” while Jupiter, the planet of the slowest
course but one, is designated as Phaeton, and Saturn, the
tardiest of all, Phaenon. These names were in later times
abandoned in favor of those of the divinities to whom
they were respectively dedicated, unalterably associated
now with the days of the week, over which they have been
selected to preside.

The Copernican theory, which once and forever
“ brushed the cobwebs out of the sky,” by clearing away
the mists of pre-existing error, first completely explained
the varying positions of the Shepherd’s star, irradiating
the first or last watch of night, according to her alter-
nate function as the follower or precursor of the sun. As
she travels on a path nearer to him by more than twenty-
five and a half million miles than that of the earth, she
is seen by us on each side of him in turn after passing be-
hind or in front of him.

The points at which her orbit expands most widely to
our eyes—an effect of course entirely due to perspective,
as her distance from the sun is not then actually increased
—are called her eastern and western elongations; that at
which she passes by the sun on the hither side her inferior,
and on the farther side her superior conjunction. At both
conjunctions she is lost to our view, since she accompanies
the sun so closely as to be lost in his beams, rising and
setting at the same time, and traveling with him in his
path through the heavens during the day. When at in-
ferior conjunction, or between us and the sun, she turns
her dark hemisphere to us like the new moon, and would
consequently be invisible in any case, but when in the op-
posite position, shows us her illuminated face, and is lit-
erally a day star, invisible only because effaced by the
solar splendor.

It is as she gradually separates from him, after leaving
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this latter position, circling over that half of her orbit
which lies to the east of him, that she begins to come into
view as an evening star, following him at a greater and
greater distance, and consequently setting later, until she
attains her greatest eastern elongation, divided from the
sun about forty-five degrees of his visible circuit through
the heavens, and consequently remaining above the horizon
for some four hours after him. From this point she again
appears to draw nearer to him until she passes on his
hither side in inferior conjunction, from which she emerges
on the opposite side to the westward, and begins to shine
as a morning star, preceding him on his track, at a grad-
ually increasing distance, until attaining her greatest
westward elongation, and finally completing her cycle by
returning to superior conjunction once more in a period
of about five hundred and eighty-four days.

Venus is thus Hesperus or Vesper, the evening star,
when following the sun as she passes from beyond him in
superior conjunction to inferior conjunction, where she is
nearest to the earth. As she again leaves him behind in
her course from this point to the opposite one of superior
conjunction, she appears in her second aspect as Phos-
phorus or Lucifer, “ the sun of morning,” and herald of the
day, shining as

‘¢ The fair star
That gems the glittering coronet of morn.”



FRANCES POWER COBBE.
(1822—1904.)

FraNces Power CoBBE, one of the leaders in the fight for the re-
moval of the disabilities of English women, was the daughter of Mr.
Charles Cobbe of Newbridge House, County Dublin, and was born
-in that city, Dec. 4, 1822. She received her education at Brighton.
For many years she was a frequent contributor to the periodi-
cal literature of the day, and her essays, republished in volume
form, makeup a goodly list. She published among other things
¢ Essays on the Pursuits of Women,’ 1863; ‘Broken Lives,’ 1864;
¢Cities of the Past,” reprinted from Fraser's Magazine, 1864 ;
¢ Brief Notes on Politics, People, and Places in Italy’; ¢ Darwinism
in Morals, and other Essays,’ 1872; ‘ The Hopes of the Human Race
Hereafter and Here,” 1874. ‘Re-echoes’ appeared in 1876, It is a
republication of essays contributed by her to the Kcho, which
formed for many years one of the most attractive features in that
journal.

One of the favorite subjects of Miss Cobbe’s pen was that which is
called ‘‘ woman’s rights.” She maintained in many an essay the
claims of her sex to have a place in the professions and a share
in the political activity of her time. In her own self she was, per-
haps, one of the strongest arguments in favor of her view, for she
showed in literature an activity that is paralleled by few men,
and a grace of style and freshness of thought for which more than
one masculine writer might vainly wish.

She also wrote an autobiography—*‘ Woman’s Duty to Woman’;
‘The Relation of Man to the Lower Animals,’ etc. She was the
foundress of an Anti-Vivisection Society in London, and of the
British Union Anti-Vivisection Society, and published hundreds of
articles and pamphlets on this subject and on that of the poor laws
in England. She died April 5, 1904,

THE CONTAGION OF LOVE. -
From an Essay on ‘ The Emotions.’

It is impossible to form the faintest estimate of the good
—the highest kind of good, which a single devout soul may
accomplish in a lifetime by spreading the holy contagion
of the love of God in widening circles around it. But just
as far as the influence of such men is a cause for thank-
fulness, so great would be the calamity of a time, if such
should ever arrive, when there should be a dearth of saints
in the world, and the fire on the altar should die down. A
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glacial period of religion would kill many of the sweetest
flowers in human nature; and woe to the land where (as
it would seem is almost the case in France at this moment)
the priceless tradition of prayer is being lost, or only main-
tained in fatal connection with outworn superstitions.

To resume the subject of this paper. We have seen that
the emotions, which are the chief springs of human con-
duct, many either be produced by their natural stimuli, or
conveyed by contagion from other minds, but that they
can neither be commanded nor taught. If we desire to con-
vey good and noble emotions to our fellow-creatures, the
only means whereby we can effect that end is by filling
our own hearts with them till they overflow into the hearts
of others. Here lies the great truth which the preachers of
Altruism persistently overlook. It is better to be good
than to do good. We can benefit our kind in no way so
much as by being ourselves pure and upright and noble
minded. We can never teach religion to such purpose as
we can live it.

It was my privilege to know a woman who for more than
twenty years was chained by a cruel malady to what Heine
called a “ mattress grave.” Little or nothing was it pos-
sible for her to do for any one in the way of ordinary
service. Her many schemes of usefulness and beneficence
were all stopped. Yet merely by attaining to the lofty
heights of spiritual life and knowledge, that suffering
woman helped and lifted up the hearts of all who came
around her, and did more real good, and of the highest
kind, than half the preachers and philanthropists in the
land. Even now, when her beautiful soul has been re-
leased at last from its earthly cage, it still moves many
who knew her to the love of God and duty to remember
what she was; and to the faith in immortality to think
what now she must be—within the golden gates.


















PADRAIC COLUM.

Papratc CoLum is one of the latest of young Irishmen who have
made a name for themselves in the literary world. His work has
been published in The United Irishman and he figures in an inter-
esting anthology entitled ‘ New Songs, a Lyric Selection,” made by
A. George Russell.

THE PLOWER.

Sunset and silence; a man; around him earth savage, earth
broken :
Beside him two horses, a plow!

Earth savage, earth broken, the brutes, the dawn-man there in
the sunset!

And the plow that is twin to the sword, that is founder of
cities!

“ Brute-tamer, plow-maker, earth-breaker! Canst hear? There
are ages between us!

¢Is it praying you are as you stand there, alone in the sun-
set?

“ Surely our sky-born gods can be nought to you, Earth-child
and Earth-master!
¢ Surely your thoughts are of Pan, or of Wotan or Dana!

“Yet why give thought to the gods? Has Pan led your brutes
where they stumble?

“Has Wotan put hands to your plow or Dana numbed pain
of the child-bed?

“What matter your foolish reply, O man standing lone and
bowed earthward.

“Your task is a day near its close. Give thanks to the night-
giving God.”

Slowly the darkness falls, the broken lands blend with the
savage,

The brute-tamer stands by the brutes, by a head’s breadth only
above them !

A head’s breadth, ay, but therein is Hell’s depth and the height
up to Heaven,
And the thrones of the gods, and their halls and their chariots,
purples and splendors.
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WILLIAM CONGREVE.
(1670—1729.)

WiLLiaM CONGREVE was bornin 1670. His first comedy, ¢ The Old
Bachelor,’ wasacted in 1693. In 1694 and 1695 respectively appeared
two others, ¢ The Double Dealer ’ and * Love for Love.’ These were fol-
lowed in 1697 by the tragedy of ¢ The Mourning Bride.” Hislast and
best comedy, ‘ The Way of the World,’ conspicuous for its all-con-
quering character of ‘ Millamant,” so admirably interpreted by the
beautiful Mrs. Bracegirdle, was produced in 1700. After this he
practically retired from literature. His works, which include a
volume of miscellaneous poems, were published in 1710. He died
in 1729.

““The poetical remains of Congreve,” says Mr. Austin Dobson,
¢t especially when considered in connection with those remarkable
dramatic works which achieved for him soswift and splendid a rep-
utation, have but a slender claim to vitality. His brilliant and au-
dacious Muse seems to have required the glitter of the footlights and
the artificial atmosphere of the stage as conditions of success; in
the study he is, as a rule, either trivial or frigidly conventional.
I'wo lines of his—

¢ ¢For I would hear her voice, and try
If it be possible to die’—

are a strange, and we think hitherto unnoticed, anticipation of the
iast lines of Keats’ famous ‘ last sonnet’ in the concluding couplet
of the whole :(—

‘¢ Wishing forever in that state to lie,
Forever to be dying so, yet never die.’

‘“In his songs and minor pieces Congreve is more successful,
though he never reaches the level of his contemporary, Prior.
¢ Amoret ' sets a tune which has oftensince been heard in familiar
verse ; and the little song ‘ False though she be to me and love’ has
almost a note of genuine regret.”

AMORET.

Fair Amoret is gone astray;
Pursue and seek her, ev’ry lover;
1’11 tell the signs by which you may
The wandering shepherdess discover.

Coquet and coy at once her air,
Both studied, though both seem neglected;
Careless she is with artful care,
Affecting to seem unaffected.
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F. NORRYS CONNELL.

F. Norrys CoNNELL is one of the many clever Irish writers of
fiction who came to the front toward the close of the nineteenth
century. He wrote ‘The House of the Strange Woman,’ ‘ In the
Green Park,’ and ‘ The Fool and His Heart,’ the latter being the
plainly told story of Basil Thimm. It is a tale of the ‘‘land of Bo-
hemia, where bleach the bones of lost souls,” and of at least one
happy escape therefrom.

FROM ALMA MATER TO DE PROFUNDIS.

From ‘¢ The Fool and His Heart.’

Gray was the predominating color at Bournegate, so
Basil thought. He arrived there on a gray, winter morn-
ing, and ever after the atmosphere seemed to him to have
tinted the place with a palpable pigment; the road was
gray, the houses, the trees were gray, the very horse which
had drawn the college brougham to meet him was gray
too. England was sad indeed; he had come to it through
an icy channel fog, which darkened the blackness of the
night, and now when day broke it was not light—only
gray, gray, gray. He heard the horse’s hoofs splashing
through the mire as they sped along the somber road to the
school; he saw the monotonous fall of mud upon the win-
dow pane. Essex is not a pretty county, and that day she
wore her ugliest frock; leafless trees dripping with last
night’s rain, sodden fields, and mud, mud everywhere.
Basil’s heart was in his boots. The vehicle turned a gate-
post and seemed to be rolling on less sloppy ground; he
opened the window, and braving the cold rain and the spat-
tering dirt leaned out. They were ascending an avenue
bordered by bare but noble elms, and in front of him, still
far off, but plainly visible, was a feudal castle. It was
Charterborough schoolhouse, the college of the famous
monks of St. Michael and St. George. Down that avenue,
along which Basil was bowling now, during the last fifty
years many a soldier terrible in war, many an embryo
bishop, many a wily politician, many a hardy sailor, many
a man of law, many an honest country squire, many a mer-
chant prince, and perhaps one or two real live suppositi-
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tious kings had come to take their places in the world.
Has not Charterborough its honored dead alike in the
Abbey, in the African sand, and in the sea? Does she not
nurse the two unrecalcitrant descendants of the men of
Agincourt and Sluys?

The brougham drew up to the door, which was opened
instantly. Basil stepped out, and going up the steps was
met by a gray-haired priest of noble mien.

“Welcome to Charterborough, Basil Thimm,” said the
ecclesiastic, stretching out his hand.

“Thank you, sir,” said the boy, returning the grasp
warmly.

A porter came down the steps, and taking Basil’s slight
belongings lightly between his arms, disappeared with
them down a long passage which led from the top of the
hall staircase to the boys’ part of the building.

“You will eat some luncheon?” suggested the priest,
and accepting Basil’s silence as an affirmative, he added,
“ Come to my room.”

Basil followed his mentor up the cold, handsome stair-
case and down the long passage, richly but chastely dec-
orated. Halfway down the corridor was a window, and at
the other side of the window two curtains crossed the way.
“We are now in the schoolhouse,” said the monk. And
glancing around him, Basil noticed that the decorations
had ceased ; the walls were—he shivered—gray, the ceiling
a plain white, the heavy carpeting had given place to a
sullen drugget, which only sufficed to deaden the sound
of footsteps without fulfilling other purpose. At the far
end of the passage the priest opened a door in the wall, he
stepped courteously back and motioned the boy to enter
before him. Basil found himself in a small apartment
crowded with account books, packets of letters, and writ-
ing materials of every possible kind; a large mail bag,
bulging and double locked, lay on the desk. Basil recog-
nized it as having been handed up to his driver at the
station.

The old priest smiled at the interested inquiring glance
which Basil shot round him. “I don’t know whether you
are acquainted with military technicalities,” he said, “ but
you are now in the bureau of the general staff of Charter-
borough College.”
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“ My eldest brother is in the army, sir,” said Basil.

“ Ah, yes Frank Thimm; I remember him, of course.
You ’re not at all like him,” he added with a relieved air,
after a somewhat anxious scrutiny.

Basil deemed it unnecessary to reply.

“ Well, you must be hungry; make yourself at home by
the fire, while I see what we can get you to eat. We have
not a recherché larder, but can promise you an excellent
chop if you would care for it. By the way, I am what is
called the ‘ minister’ here; that is to say, I am responsible
for everything to the rector—a sort of adjutant, you know.
So whenever you have any trouble or cannot get what
you want, you have simply to come upstairs and tell me.
You may not get it even then,” he said, with a smile, ¢ but
at least you will have the satisfaction of knowing the
reason why. Now, would you like a chop, or not? A very
excellent one, as I have said, is waiting for you.”

“Yes, thank you, sir, I should very much,” replied Basil,
and his host left him, closing the door behind him.

Basil warmed his hands at the cheerful fire while he
awaited the promised repast; he felt very lonely, for Ire-
land seemed very far away, and Fitzwilliam Square, par-
ticularly, was in the clouds. A funny little room this of
the minister’s; dissimilar articles abounded in such profu-
sion that one was inclined to call it untidy, and yet it
would have been difficult, considering the limited space,
to suggest a better arrangement.

Presently the minister reappeared with a neatly ar-
ranged tray, which, notwithstanding his venerable appear-
ance, he carried with apparent ease in one hand. With
the other he lifted the heavy mail bag from the desk and
laid it softly on the floor, putting the tray in its place.
Basil, sitting in his host’s revolving writing chair, enjoyed
himself silently for the next quarter of an hour, while the
priest watched with a pleased smile his obvious apprecia-
tion of the chop.

“So you find our meat all right?” he said, at last.

“Very excellent indeed, sir,” answered Basil readily.

“Tam glad of that, for I may tell you I buy all our cattle
myself, and am as responsible for the doings in our farm-
Yard as I am for what is done here.”

“You understand cattle, sir? ” Basil said.
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%I was brought up in the country,” continued the priest,
“in Ireland, County Tipperary.”

Basil noticed for the first time a Milesian softness in
his voice. “ You are Irish then, sir?”

The priest shook his head. “No, I am sorry to say
I have no true Irish blood in my veins, but I was born in
Ireland, where my father was stationed at the time. All
my early days were spent in Ireland, and I learned to be
very fond of your country.”

“ Your father was in the army, sir? ”

“Yes, in the 4th Dragoon Guards.”

“The Royal Irish!” exclaimed Basil. ‘“ But you did
not care for the army, yourself? ” he added, interroga-
tively.

“I rode with Scarlett at Balaklava.”

“What!” cried Basil excitedly, “ when the Heavies
charged the Russian cavalry? How magnificent that must
have been.”

The priest put his hand up imperiously. ¢ Silence,
Basil,” he said vehemently, “it was not magnificent, it
was terrible, only terrible. I was with the 4th. I saw my
father struck by a fragment of a shell and we left him
dead upon the field. Next morning, when we recovered
the body, it was a horror and offense against God.”

“When did you leave the army? ” asked Basil, after a
short pause, and still a little abashed by the sharply admin-
istered rebuke of the priest.

“ At the conclusion of the war. I was attacked by
typhoid fever in the trenches before Sevastopol, and when
I recovered my hair was as gray as it is now.”

An involuntary exclamation of pity escaped the boy, but
he silenced himself as the priest added, “ I thank God for
that illness.”

Basil half expected an explanation of this last speech,
but the priest changed the subject abruptly. “ As I have
told you, I am the minister here; my name is Greenwood.
Father Clifford, our rector, is away, and only returns to-
night in time to welcome our new boys and those come
back after the holidays. A few like yourself have arrived
somewhat early, but our school term does not actually
commence till to-morrow. Most of the boys will arrive to-
night and to-morrow morning. Classes commence the day
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after to-morrow, but with them I have nothing to do; I
simply hand you over to the prefect of studies, Father
Eyre, as far as your education is concerned. Come now
and I will show you your place in the dormitory and the
refectory ; you will sleep in the former to-night and break-
fast in the latter to-morrow morning.”

Basil accordingly was conducted through the great
buildings and initiated into the various customs of school
life. He could not appear altogether pleased with the
somewhat faulty arrangements for his comfort. Amongst
our schoolmasters there seems to be a tradition, now, per-
haps, at last on the wane, that boys should be herded like
the beasts of the field, and even the comparatively refined
monks of St. Michael and St. George seemed to be slightly
bitten by this theory. To a boy of Basil’s fastidious tem-
perament such things took perhaps an exaggerated impor-
tance, and the priest was forced to see that his charge was
already inclined to feel uncomfortable. He noticed the
disappointed look on Basil’'s face grow more and more
grave as they moved from room to room, and he felt he
could not blame the hoy. He himself had exercised all his
power in effecting little changes in what he was not per-
mitted to alter to Lis satisfaction. He saw clearly the dis-
crepancies in the interior economy of the school, but custom
had sanctified these faults, and it was useless for him to
scek to alter them materially.

When Basil lay down to sleep in his partition of the
dormitory that night he felt profoundly depressed, he al-
most bad it in his heart to write home and beg to be al-
lowed to return; and even yet he only partly realized the
discoreforts which awaited him. He saw the light turned
down, leaving only a little glimmer which played upon the
ceiling, and he heard the door of the prefect’s room close.
Many of the partitions of the dormitory were occupied, and
a sort of clandestine intercourse was carried on in stifled
whispers. Basil’s neighbor on the right had lighted a pri-
vate candle, inadequately concealed by a suspended boot;
his neighbor on the left was winding up a watch with an
unconscionably long spring, so long'indeed that Basil fell
asleep and dreamt about it before the operation was fin-
ished. He did not sleep very long though, but awoke in
some hours’ time shivering with cold. He crawled out of
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bed and sought in the dark to find his overcoat and rug.
By the time he laid his hands on them his teeth were chat-
tering, and the hard horse-hair mattress, flattened by many
generations of schoolboys, scarcely conduced to repose.

He lay in the bed shivering in spite of the extra covering,
and a prey to the horrors of night. But at last exhaustion
claimed him, and he slept a deep unliving slumber, until,
all too soon, the ringing of an electric bell buzzed in his
ears. It was morning, and Basil’s school life had begun in
earnest.

No, Charterborough School was the last place in the
world for Basil to come to if he sought rest for his spirit;
it was undoubtedly the best school he could have gone to,
but a boarding-school was a place which, if Basil had
known what it was like, he would have avoided. He
imagined that it would have been an improvement on the
Dublin day school of the monks of the same order, and so
in many ways it was; but Basil had forgotten that the day
school had at least the advantage of only claiming a few
hours of his time, whereas here he was under constant sur-
veillance, and could not call a moment his own. True, the
surveillance was often kind, and always well intentioned;
still to Basil that made it only less unbearable. At home,
he rose about eight or half-past, surrendered himself to his
torturers at half-past nine, was set free at three, and be-
tween then and bedtime at eleven he had, with the excep-
tion of two hours’ work, all his time to himself. Here he
rose at six, attended Mass in the cold starved chapel at
half-past, sat in the equally miserable study room from
seven to eight, ate what to him was a revolting breakfast
at half-past, and so on until half-past nine at night, when
he escaped to his comfortless bed.

Basil ground his teeth in anguish, but after the first
horror of the thing had worn off he wrote home fairly
cheerfully and set himself to live down his troubles. It was
a lively struggle, for all that was timid in Basil’s nature
was awakened by the unpleasantness of his existence; he
felt, too, absurdly out of place. He took little interest in
the sports of the playground; cricket appeared to him a
dull game, and he was too light to be a success at football,
yet he was compelled to take his share in both by the rules
of the school. His schoolmates thought him a muff, and
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he did not trouble to undeceive them until it was necessary
to thrash two offenders in one hour. After that they were
more respectful, but he was too insouciant to court popu-
larity. Apart from the question of freedom, however, his
most serious annoyance was the dearth of literature. He
had had the presence of mind to slip a shilling Shake-
speare and a pocket edition of Keats into his trunk when
leaving home, and from these two volumes he was driven
to imbibe almost his entire flow of literary wealth; for
even in the higher line library, English letters were repre-
sented for the most part by Dickens and W. H. G. King-
ston, while the Continental fiction was exclusively con-
tributed by Erkmann-Chatrain, Jules Verne, and Canon
Schmidt.

Basil seized the opportunity to read ¢Pickwick’ and
¢ Copperfield > again, works of which he had kindly recol-
lections, but his heart yearned for something more solid
than the pleasant fantasies of Dickens. He confided his
troubles to FFather Greenwood, who always had the air of
regarding such confidences as a personal compliment, and
who treated Basil’s complaint that he had not enough to
read as seriously as if he had complained of hunger. He
lent him a complete set of Punch from the very commence-
ment, and from its pages, studiously scanned, Basil learned
almost unconsciously the history of over forty years’ pol-
itics and manners, which he remembered in after life, and
which inspired him with an undying affection for a certain
window in Fleet Street.

Punch kept Basil’s mind busy for a long time, but at last
he was compelled to fall back upon Shakespeare and Keats,
the latter very narrowly escaping confiscation at the hands
of the prefect of studies.

At last the winter brightened into spring, and the spring
lengthened into summer. The holidays came round about
the middle of July, and Basil found his way home to
Dublin.

How strange everything looked as he drove up from
Westland Row early in the morning ; Baggot Street seemed
narrower than it used to be, and the houses not so high.
The car turned into Fitzwilliam Square, and Basil’s eye,
falling on a certain house, saw that the windows were
papered up and that the hall door brasses were tarnished;
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the Hunters in fact had left town for the summer. If
Basil had reflected beforehand he would have expected to
find it so; as it was he was grievously disappointed.

He jumped off at his own door; that, at any rate, was
the same as ever. A maid-servant, whom he recognized,
opened it. As if seized by spontaneous affection, he flung
himself into her arms and kissed her, while the jarvey
grinned from ear to ear.

“ Indeed, and it’s glad I am to see you, Master Basil,”
said the girl, panting for breath; ¢ sure the house has not
been the same without you.”

“Where’s father, where’s mother?” asked Basil ex-
citedly, as he paid the car driver for his preposterously
valued services.

“ My lady ’s away at Clonkillock with Lady Rowan, but
the master’s waiting for you. He’s been ailing these last
few days, so he didn’t get up to meet you, but he left orders
you was to see him the minute you came.” Before she
could finish her speech Basil had flown upstairs and burst
into his father’s bedroom. Man and boy hugged each
other in an almost passionate embrace.

“ There, there,” said the knight, “ I ’ve been looking for-
ward to this for a long time, Basil.” His voice trembled
slightly as he spoke. “ Your mother’s away with Alice at
Clonkillock. The fact is, by this time you are probably
an uncle, and I, Basil, faith, I suppose I must be a grand-
father, though it didn’t occur to me before.”” There was the
old jovial ring in his voice, but Basil could see, even by the
heavy light of the bedroom, that he had aged during the
last few months.

“ Are you ill, father? ”” he asked tenderly.

The physician passed his hand across his forehead.
“ No, not ill;” he replied. “I’m not what I was; I’m
growing old, in fact, that’s all. Why, I tell you I’'m a
grandfather, and you can’t expect men in my position to
go and meet schoolboys at seven in the morning.”

A tap came at the door, and the maid, opening it suffi-
ciently to make herself heard, said, ¢ It’s some tea you’ll
be drinking, Master Basil? ”

“Yes, and toast,” called Sir Francis. “Tell Denis to
bring Master Basil’s breakfast up here to my room. I
want a good chat,” continued the knight. “1I’ve had no
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one to talk to since you ’ve been away. Tell me, anything
fresh about the Aryan Heresy? Or are polemics taboo at
Charterborough?”

“ Not precisely taboo, sir,” answered Basil, seriously,
“but one is only supplied with the documentary evidence
pertaining to one side of the question.”

“ Answered like a true cynical philosopher,” exclaimed
Sir IFrancis, delightedly. ¢ Oh, Basil, I wish I were you,
and not a grandfather—loth to leave his bed even on such
a fine morning as this. You had a fine night crossing, I
should think?”

“ Very fair, sir, but too quiet to be interesting.”

“You were not sea-sick? ”

“No, sir.”

“You ought to have been. It’s very good for the in-
side, as old Granville observes in his ¢ Travels to St. Peters-
burg.’ Still, at your age one doesn’t want such violent
emetics. The place has been very quiet without you. How
did you get on at school?”

Basil shrugged his shoulders. “I got the prize for
English and a certificate for I'rench.”

“ Otherwise you tailed the hunt, I suppose? ”

Basil nodded. :

“You ought to take a little more pains. Still, I ’m not
dissatisfied. It’s a great thing to know one thing well.
For myself, I’'m Jack-of-all-trades, and master of theol-
ogy, perhaps, which isn’t much use to a struggling doctor.
You 'll be glad to hear William is doing very well in Lon-
don; we’ll have to find him a practice soon. By the way,
what do you want to do when you’ve finished school?
Turn churchman, eh?”

Basil said ¢ No,” emphatically. The proposition seemed
almost to upset his equanimity.

“ So the priesthood doesn’t appeal to you? ”

“ No,” said Basil again.

“Ilaven’t they been kind to you at Charterborough? ”

Basil hesitated a moment.

“Yes, sir, most kind, almost without exception. The
minister, Father Greenwood, is one of the nicest men I ever
met.”

“ Greenwood, Greenwood? ” said the knight. “I seem
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to know the name. But in spite of their kindness you
wont be in a hurry to go back?”

“Not in a hurry, certainly,” admitted Basil, “ for I’'m
awfully delighted to be here with you again, but I’m quite
prepared for another year at Charterborough. It’s very
uncomfortable after home, and some things about it are
hateful ; but it seems to be the right thing to go back. To
put everything else aside, I do more work there than I
did here; their method of teaching seems to me more rea-
sonable.”

“That I well believe,” said the physician. ¢ The Irish,
no matter how clever they are, or how well they know a
thing, seem to be incapable of explaining it to any-
body else. But what do you want to do when you leave
school? Two things, mark ye, are out of the question. I
can’t afford the Army, and one is enough in the medical.
You say you won’t be a priest; well, then, there’s the Bar.”

Basil did not look enthusiastic.

“You ’re too old for the Navy. I haven’t the money or
the influence for the Foreign Office or the Diplomatic Ser-
vice; the Civil Service is objectionable for many reasons.
We come back to the Law—Would you like to be a soli-
citor?”’

“ No,” said Basil.

“No more would I,” continued the knight. ¢ Then
there’s not much left. You might be an engineer if you
knew your multiplication table better, but—no, that’s no
use. Then what is there? You’d never know anything
about agriculture if you lived till a hundred. What on
earth are you to do, Basil, boy? ”

Basil waited a long time before replying; at last, in
answer to his father’s inquiring look, he blurted out, “1I
think I may be able to write a little, sir.”

The knight drew a long breath. ‘ Thank God you don’t
want to go on the stage,” he said, with the affectation of
great relief. ¢ But seriously, Basil, while I don’t in the
least wish to influence your choice, don’t you think litera-
ture is a very doubtful pursuit?”

“ All pursuits seem to me equally doubtful,” answered
Basil.

“Yes, I ’m sure you ’re right there. But you know what

—1I forget his name, but he ’s quite well known—says about
40
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literature being an excellent cane but a bad crutch, or
words to that effect. Hadn’t you at least better take up
some regular profession—the Bar for preference—and then
you can devote your spare time to literature? ”

“ Entirely as you please, sir,” rejoined Basil.

“No, it isn’t as I please,” retorted the knight. “ You
shall follow entirely your own devices. I refuse to accept
the responsibility of thrusting you into an unsuitable
course of life. But I will ask you to oblige me by giving
my opinion the most serious consideration. You are quite
at liberty to follow your own plans, but it is my duty to
give you the advice of a man who is—is a grandfather, in
fact, and feels it, worse luck.” _

Eight months later a great sorrow came into Basil’s life,
and it came in the form of a telegram handed to him on a
sullen February afternoon as he stood in the minister’s
room at Charterborough. He had been standing at the
window, watching the snowflakes circling through the
branches of the elm trees on the great avenue, when he saw
the post-boy from Bournegate galloping up the way. Such
an arrival is always an exciting episode of school life, and
Basil turned to Father Greenwood, who was writing, and
said, “ A telegram for some one, sir.”

The priest looked up. “ Yes, I expect one,” he replied,
and went on writing.

Five . inutes passed, then with a rap at the door, the
janitor brought in the yellow paper. Basil heard the noise
behind but did not turn round, he was interested in the
effect of the failing light on the snowflakes. The minister
spoke his name twice before he heeded.

“The telegram is not for me,” said Father Greenwood,
handing it to him, “ but for you. Open it, and tell me what
it is.”

Basil took the paper, cut it open methodically with the
minister’s paper-knife and looked at it. “ IFather dying.
Come at once. William.” That was all. It had been
handed in at Westland Row at half-past three, it was now
a quarter-past four. ‘It has been three-quarters of an
hour coming,” said Basil, solemnly.

“ What has? ” said the priest, inattentively. ¢ Oh, your
telegram. Nothing important, I suppose? ”
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Basil’s answer was unintelligible; it was something be-
tween a sob and a groan.

In an instant the priest took in the situation, and,
springing to his feet, caught the boy in his arms. “ Cour-
age, Basil; courage, dear fellow, but cry—don’t be afraid
of crying, it’s the best thing in the world.”

They woke Basil from a ghastly dream at four o’clock
the next morning. The minister came himself with a glim-
mering candle, and in his sleep Basil thought he felt his
forehead kissed by rough lips.

- “I’ve ordered some hot tea for you in my room,” said
Father Greenwood. ¢ Dress quickly and you ’ll have time
to eat and drink a little before you go.”

“Thank you, sir,” Basil meant to say, but he could do
so only by a hand grip. He dressed without feeling the
bitter cold of morning, and throwing his toilet things into
the bag which he had packed over night, he crept on tip-
toe from the dormitory. As he passed a window he saw the
glimmer of moonlight on the snow. In the minister’s room
the tea was simmering by the fire, and some toast with
butter which never came out of the college larder. It was
with the greatest difficulty that Father Greenwood could
persuade the boy to eat, but once he had tasted the food he
realized that he was starving, and Nature made him finish
the plate. '

He gulped down a second cup of tea as the noise of
wheels approached from the stable. Father Greenwood
helped him on with his coat, then consulted his watch.
“Three minutes past the half-hour. You will be at the
station in forty minutes, nearly ten minutes before the
train starts, which is not due until 5:21. You will be at
King’s Cross by 6:40, which leaves you over half-an-hour
to get up to Euston, take your ticket, and catch the Irish
Mail. Have you got your money all right? ”’

“ Yes, sir, thanks, everything.”

“ Well, push these sandwiches into your overcoat pocket.
- They ’re not very nice, but they’re fresher than you get
them at the railway buffets. Are you ready? Come.”

The priest took up Basil’s rug and bag in his hand, and,
followed by the proprietor, walked along the corridor
and descended the stairs. There was no light on the way
save a little twinkling lamp, but when the great door was
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opened a flood of moonlight bathed the hall. The col-
lege brougham stood in front of the door. Basil stepped in.

“Good-bye,” said Father Greenwood. ‘ Should you
not return, try to think well of us.” His voice broke on
the last syllable; as the vehicle turned a corner Basil saw
him still standing in the moonlight on the steps. The
figure of this fine old man was the last impression that
he brought away from Charterborough. He sank back on
the cushions and listened to the soft rush of the wheels
through the snow.

The day came and the day went, and it was dark again
by the time the packet-boat steamed into Kingstown har-
bor: darker still when the car stopped outside the house
in Fitzwilliam Square.

They led him upstairs, and softly into the room where
his father lay. The nurse granted admittance, and Basil
approached the bed. A man almost unrecognizable lay on
it; his cheeks were sunken in his head and on his lips was
a bristling beard, the hair was white as snow, the eyelids
almost fallen.

“ Father,” said Basil, incontinently.

“ Hush,” interposed the nurse, hastily. But the invalid
had heard, and opening his eyes he looked round with an
expectant glance. Then he put out his hand just a little
inch towards his son, and saying, ¢ Basil, boy, Basil,” in a
sing-song voice, relapsed into a state of stupor.

Basil tried to hold back his tears, but they burst from
him and he turned away. A few minutes later he found
himself kneeling on the floor by the bedside, burning taper
in hand, and repeating in a sacred voice the responses of
the prayer for the dying. The murmur of the voices sud-
denly stopped ; looking up, he saw the priest leaning over
the bed.

Terrified, he started up, but the priest laid his hand on
his arm. “ May your death, and mine, be as happy,” he
said.



OWEN CONNELLAN.

(1800—1869.)

OWwWEN CONNELLAN, whose father claimed to be a descendant of
Laoghaire Mac Neill, King of Ireland, was born in County Sligo, in
1800. He made a study of Irish literature, and as a scribe in the
Royal Irish Academy he copied much of the Irish writings known
as the ‘ Books of Lecan and Ballymote.” He was Irish historiogra-
pher in the reigns of George IV. and William IV., and afterward
became professor of Irish at Queen’s College, Cork. This position
he held until the time of his death in 1869.

He published works on Irish grammar, and a translation of ¢ The
Annals of Ireland from the Irish of the Four Masters,” with full Irish
text. His most important work was a text edition, with translation
and notes, of ‘ The Imtheacht na Tromdhaimhe,’ a tale which relates
how the ‘Tain bo Cuailogue,” the most famous story of the Irish
bards, was recovered in the time of St. Ciaran.

THE HOSPITALITY OF CUANNA’S HOUSE.

Translated from the Irish.

This is a story of the Finn or Ossianic Cycle. Finn, according
to the chroniclers, died in the middle of the third century, A. D.—
(D. H.)

“Tell me now the meaning of the by-word, ¢the Hos-
pitality of Fionn in the house of Cuanna.’”

“I will tell you the truth concerning that, O’Conan,”
said Fionn. ¢ Oisin, Caoilte, Mac Lughaidh, Diarmuid
O’Duibhne, and I myself happened one day, above all other
days, to be on the summit of Cairn Feargall: we were ac-
companied by our five hounds, namely, Bran, Sceoluing,
Sear Dubh, Luath Luachar, and Anuaill. We had not been
long there when we perceived a rough, tall, huge giant ap-
proaching us. He carried an iron fork upon his back, and
a grunting hog was placed between the prongs of the fork;
a young girl of mature age followed and forced the giant
on his way before her. Let some one go forward and accost
these (people) said I. Diarmuid O’Duibhne followed, but
did not overtake them. The other three and I started up
and followed Diarmuid and the giant. We overtook Diar-
muid, but did not come up with the giant or the girl; for
a dark, gloomy, druidical mist showered down between us
and them, so that we could not discern what road they took.
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“When the mist cleared away, we looked around us, and
discovered a light-roofed, comfortable-looking house, at
the edge of the ford, near at hand. We crossed to the
house, before which spread a lawn upon which were two
fountains; at the brink of one fountain lay a rude iron
vessel, and a vessel of bronze at the brink of the other.
Those we met in the house were, an aged hoary-headed
man standing by the door jamb to the right hand, and a
beautiful maid sitting before him; a rough, rude, huge
giant before the fire, busily cooking a hog; and an old man
at the other side of the fire, having an iron-gray head of
hair, and twelve eyes in his head, while the twelve sons
(germs) of discord beamed in each eye: there was also in
the house a ram with a white belly, a jet-black head, dark
green horns, and green feet; and there was in the end of
the house a hag covered with a dark ash-colored garment:
there were no persons in the house except these. The man
at the door-post welcomed us; and we five, having our five
hounds with us, sat on the floor of the bruighean.!

“¢Let submissive homage be done to Fionn Mac Cum-
hail, and his people,” said the man at the door-post. ¢ My
case is that of a man begging a request, but obtaining
neither the smaller or the greater part of it said the
giant; nevertheless he rose up and did respectful homage
to us. After a while, I became suddenly thirsty, and no
person present perceived it but Caoilte, who began to com-
plain bitterly on that account. ¢ You have no cause to com-
plain, Caoilte,” said the man of the door-post, ‘but only
to step outside and fetch a drink for Fionn, from which-
ever of the fountains you please.” Caoilte did so, and
fetched the bronze vessel brimful to me, and gave me to
drink; I took a drink from it, and the water tasted like
honey while I was drinking, but bitter as gall when I put
the vessel from my lips; so that darting pains and symp-
toms of death seized me, and agonizing pangs from the
poisonous draught. I could be but with difficulty recog-
nized; and the lamentation of Caoilte, on account of my
being in that condition, was greater than that he had be-
fore given vent to on account of my thirst. The man
of the door-post desired Caoilte to go out and bring me
a drink from the other fountain. Caoilte obeyed, and

1 Bruighean, pavilion.

a2
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brought me the iron vessel brimful. I never underwent
so0 much hardship in battle or conflict as I then suffered,
while drinking, in consequence of the bitterness of the
draught; but as soon as I put the vessel from my lips, I
recovered my own color and appearance, and that gave
joy and happiness to my people.

“The man of the house then asked if the hog which
was in the boiler was yet cooked. ¢It is cooked,” replied
the giant, ‘and allow me to divide it ‘How will you
divide it?’ said the man of the house. ‘I will give one
hind quarter to Fionn and his hounds; the other hind
quarter to Fionn’s four men; the fore part to myself; the
chine and rump to the old man, who sits at the opposite
side of the fire, and to the hag in yonder corner; and the
giblets to you, and the young woman who is opposite to
you.” ‘I pledge my word,’ said the man of the house, ¢ you
have divided it very fairly.’ ‘I pledge my word,’ exclaimed
the ram, ¢ that the division is very unfair, so far as I am
concerned, for I have been altogether forgotten.” And so
saying, he immediately snatched the quarter that lay be-
fore my four men, and carried it away into a corner, where
he began to devour it. The four men instantly attacked
the ram all at once with their swords, but, though they laid
on violently, they did not affect him in the least, and the
blows fell away as from a stone or rock, so that they were
forced to resume their seats. ¢Upon my veracity, he is
doomed for evil who owns as companions such four fellows
as you are, who tamely suffer one single sheep to carry
away their food, and devour it before their faces,” ex-
claimed the man with the twelve eyes; and at the same
time going up to the ram, he caught him by the feet, and
gave him a violent pitch out of the door, so that he fell
on his back to the ground; and from that time we saw him
no more.

“ Soon after this the hag started up, and having thrown
her ashy-gray coverlet over my four men, metamorphosed
them into four withered drooping-headed old men! When
I saw that I was seized with great fear and alarm; and
when the man at the door-post perceived this, he desired
me to come over to him, place my head on his bosom, and
sleep. I did so; and the hag got up and took her coverlet
off my four men, and, when I awoke, I found then restored
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to their own shape, and that was great happiness to me.
‘O Fionn,” asked the man of the door-post, ‘do you feel
surprised at the appearance and arrangement of this
house?’ I assured him that I never saw anything which
surprised me more. ‘Well then I will explain the meaning
of all these things to you,” said the man. ‘The giant carry-
ing the grunting hog between the prongs of the iron fork,
whom you first saw, is he who is yonder, and his name is
Sloth; she who is close to me is the young woman who
had been forcing him along, that is Energy; and Energy
compels Sloth forward with her; for Energy moves in the
twinkling of the eye a greater distance than the foot can
travel in a year. The old man of the bright eyes yonder
signifies the World; and he is more powerful than any one,
which has been proved by his rendering the ram powerless.
That ram, which you saw, signifies the Crimes of the men.
That hag there beyond is withering Old Age, and her cloth-
ing has withered your four men; the two wells, from which
you drank the two draughts, mean Falsehood and Truth;
for while telling a lie one finds it sweet, but it becomes
bitter at the last.

“ Cuanna from Innistuil is my own name; I do not reside
here, but having conceived a wonderful love for you, O
Fionn, on account of your superiority in wisdom and gen-
eral celebrity, I therefore put these things into the way
before you, in order that I might see you. And this story
shall be called, to the end of the world, the Hospitality of
Cuanna’s House to Fionn.”

THE CAPTURE OF HUGH ROE O’DONNELL.

From Connellan’s translation of ‘ The Annals of the Four Masters.’

The capture of Hugh Roe O’Donnell, or Red Hugh O’Donnell,
was effected in A.D. 1587, in the reign of Queen Elizabeth. It was
the custom at that time, we are told, to imprison any chieftain, or
son of a chieftain, who might in any way contribute to the disturb-
ance of a country already troublesome enough to England. For
this purpose all possible stratagems were resorted to, one of which
in the following extract is demonstrated.

The fame and renown of Hugh Roe or Red Hugh, the
son of Hugh, spread throughout the five provinces of Ire-
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land even before he had arrived at the age of manhood, as
being distinguished for wisdom, intellect, personal figure,
and noble deeds, and all persons in general said that he was
truly a prodigy, and that, should he be allowed to arrive
at the age of maturity, the disturbance of the whole island
of Ireland would arise through him, and through the Earl
of Tyrone, should they be engaged on the one side, and that
they would carry the sway, being in alliance with each
other, as we have before stated; so that it was for these
reasons the Lord Justice and the English of Dublin deter-
mined in their council what kind of plot they should adopt
respecting that circumstance which they dreaded, and the
resolution they came to was to fit out in Dublin a ship,
with its crew, and a cargo of wine and spirituous liquors,
and send it by the left-hand side of Ireland northeastward
as if it were they went on traffic, and to take port in some
harbor on the coasts of Tirconrell.

The ship afterwards came with a fair wind from the
west, without delay or impediment, until it arrived in the
old harbor of Suilidh (Lough Swilly, in Donegal), exactly
opposite Rath Maolain (Rathmullen), a town which had
been formerly founded on the sea-shore by Mac Sweeney
of Fauat, the hereditary marshal to the Lord of Tirconnell.
This ship having been moored there by her anchors, a party
of the crew came to land in a small boat, under the appear-
ance of traffic and a semblance of peace and amity, and
they began to spy and observe, and to sell and bargain with
the people who were sent to them, and they stated that
they had wine and strong drink with them in their ship;
and when Mac Sweeney and his people received intelli-
gence of this, they commenced buying and drinking the
wine until they were intoxicated. When the people of the
adjoining district heard of that ship, they flocked from all
quarters to it.

The forementioned Hugh Roe, who was then in his career
of careless simplicity, and on his youthful visit and amuse-
ment, happened then to be in the neighborhood, and the
unthinking playfellows who were along with him prevailed
on him to go to that place; his imprudence indeed was ex-
cusable at that time, for he had not then completed his
fifteenth year, and there was none of his experienced coun-
selors, of his tutors, or of his professors along with him,
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to direct him in his proceedings or offer him advice. When
the spies heard that he had come to the town they imme-
diately returned back to their ship; this was perceived by
Mac Sweeney and the chiefs in general, and they sent ser-
vants and attendants for some wine to the ship for the
guest who had arrived ; the merchants said that they had
no more wine with them than what was necessary for the
crew, and that they would let no more from them to land
for any person; but, however, that if a few chiefs would
come to them to their ship, they should get as much wine
and strong drink as they required.

When this information was communicated to Mac
Sweeney he was ashamed of himself, so that the resolution
he came to was to bring Hugh along with him to the ship;
and having decided on that resolution, they went into a
- small boat which was at the verge of the strand, and they
rowed it over to the ship; having been welcomed, they were
conveyed down to a cabin in the middle of the ship without
delay or ceremony, and they were served and administered
to until they were cheerful and merry. While they were
regaled there, the hatch door was closed behind them, and
their arms having been stolen from them, the young son,
Hugh Roe, was made a prisoner on that occasion.

The report of that capture having spread throughout
the country in general, they flocked from all parts of the
harbor to see if they could devise any stratagem against
those who had committed that treachery, but that was im-
possible, for they were in the depth of the harbor, after
having weighed their anchor, and they had neither ships
nor boats at their command to be revenged of them. Mac
Sweeney of the Districts, in common with all others, came
to the shore; he was foster-father to that Hugh, and he
proffered other hostages and sureties in lieu of him, but
it was of no avail to him, for there was not a hostage in
the province of Ulster they would take in his stead. With
respect to the ship and the crew which were in. it, when
they had procured the most desirable to them of the in-
habitants of the country, they sailed with a full tide until
they arrived at the sea, and continued the course of pas-
sage by which they had come and landed in the harbor
of Dublin.

His arrival after that manner was immediately known
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all over the city, and the Lord Justice and the council were
delighted at his having come, although indeed it was not
for love of him, and they commanded to have him brought
before them; having been accordingly brought they dis-
coursed and conversed with him, scrutinizing and elicit-
ing all the knowledge of him they could for a long time;
they at length, however, ordered him to be put in a strong
stone castle which was in the city, where a great number
of the noble sons of the Milesians were in chains and cap-
tivity, as well as some of the Fionn Ghaill (Normans or
English), whose chief subject of conversation both by day
and night was complaining to each other of their in-
juries and troubles, and treating of persecutions carried on
against the noble and high-born sons of Ireland in general.

THE ESCAPE OF HUGH ROE.

From Connellan’s translation of ‘ The Annals of the Four Masters.’

Red Hugh, the son of Hugh, son of Manus O’Donnell, re-
mained in imprisonment and in chains in Dublin, after
his former escape, till the winter of this year (1592). He
and his fellow-prisoners, Henry and Art, the sons of
O’Neill, i. e. of John, having been together in the early part
of the night, got an opportunity of the guards before they
had been brought to the dining room, and having taken
off their fetters they afterwards went to the privy, having
with them a very long rope, by which the fugitives de-
scended through the privy, until they reached the deep
trench which surrounded the castle; they afterwards
gained the opposite side, and mounted the side of the
trench. There was a trusty servant who was in the habit
of visiting them, to whom they disclosed their intention,
and he met them at that time to direct them; they then
proceeded through the streets of the city indiscriminately
with others, and no one took notice of them more than of
any other person, for the people of the town did not stop
to make their acquaintance that time, and the gates of the
city were open.

They afterwards passed through every intricate and
difficult place until they arrived on the open plain of
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Slieve Piol (the Red Mountain, on the borders of Dublin
and Wicklow), by which Hugh in his first escape had
passed. The darkness of the night and the swiftness of
their flight, through dread of being pursued, separated the
oldest of them from the others, namely, Henry O’Neill.
Hugh was the youngest of them in age, although he was not
so in noble deeds. They were much grieved at Henry’s
separation from them; but, however, they continued their
progress, led on by their own man. The night was drop-
ping snow, so that it was not easy for them to walk, for
they were without clothes or outside coats, having left
their upper garments in the privy through which they had
come. Art (O’Neill) became more exhausted by the hasty
journey than Hugh, for it was a long time since he had
been incarcerated, and he became very corpulent from the
length of his residence in the prison; it was not so with
Hugh; he did not exceed the age of boyhood, neither did he
cease in growth or become corpulent, and his pace and prog-
ress were quick and active. When he perceived that Art
became exhausted, and that his pace was slow and tardy,
he requested him to put his hand on his own shoulder, and
the other hand on the shoulder of the servant, and they
proceeded in that manner until they crossed the Red Moun-
tain; after which they were fatigued and wearied, and they
could not bring Art farther with them; and since they
could not convey him with them they stopped there, and
stayed under the shelter of a high projecting rock which
stood before them.

Having remained there they sent the servant with word
to Glenmalure (in Wicklow), where dwelt Fiacha Mac
Hugh (O’Byrne), who was then at war with the English;
that glen was an impregnable stronghold, and a great
number of the prisoners of Dublin, when they made their
escape, were in the habit of proceeding to that glen, for
they considered themselves secure there until they re-
turned to their countries. When the servant arrived at the
place of IFiacha he related to him his message, and the con-
dition he left the persons in who had fled from the city, and
they would not he overtaken alive unless they came to re-
lieve them at once. Fiacha immediately commanded a
number of his friends whom he could rely on to go to them,
one man bearing food, another ale and mead.
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They accordingly proceeded, and arrived at the place
where the men were; but, alas! unhappy and uncomfort-
able were they on their arrival, for the manner in which
they were was that their bodies were covered as it were in
beds of white hailstone, like blankets, which were frozen
about them, and congealed their thin light dresses, and
their thin shirts of fine linen to their skins, and their mois-
tened shoes and leathern coverings to their legs and feet, so
that they appeared to the people who came as if they were
not actually human beings, having been completely covered
with the snow, for they found no life in their members, but
they were as if dead; they took them up from where they
lay, and requested them to take some of the food and ale,
but they were not able to do so, for every drink they took
they cast it up immediately, so that Art at length died
and was buried in that place.

As to Hugh, he afterwards took some of the mead, and
his faculties were restored after drinking it, except the
use of his feet alone, for they became dead members, with-
out feeling, having been swelled and blistered by the frost
and snow. The men then carried him to the glen which we
have mentioned, and he remained in a private house, in
the hidden recesses of a wood, under cure, until a mes-
senger came privately to inquire after him from his brother-
in-law the Earl O’Neill. After the messenger had come to
him he prepared to depart, and it was difficult for him to
go on that journey, for his feet could not be cured, so that
another person should raise him on his horse, and take him
between his two hands again when alighting. IFiacha sent
a large troop of horse with him by night, until he should
cross the river Liffey, to defend him against the guards
who were looking out for him; for the English of Dublin
received intelligence that Hugh was in Glenmalure, so
that it was therefore they placed sentinels at the shallow
fords of the river, to prevent Hugh and the prisoners who
had fled along with him from crossing thence into the
province of Ulster.

The men who were along with Hugh were obliged to
cross a difficult deep ford on the river Liffey, near the
city of Dublin, which they passed unnoticed by the English,
until they arrived on the plain of the fortress. He was ac-
companied by the persons who had on a former occasion
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forsaken him after his first escape, namely, Felim O’Toole
and his brother, in conjunction with the troops who were
escorting him to that place, and they ratified their good
faith and friendship with each other; after bidding him
farewell, and giving him their blessing, they then parted
with him there. As to Hugh O’Donnell, he had none along
with him but the one young man of the people of Hugh
O’Neill who went for him to the celebrated glen, and who
spoke the language of the foreigners (the English), and
who was also in the habit of accompanying the earl, i. e.
Hugh O’Neill, whenever he went among the English, so
that he knew and was familiar with every place through
which they passed.

They proceeded on their two very swift steeds along the
direct course of the roads of Meath, until they arrived on
the banks of the Boyne before morning, a short distance to
the west of Drogheda; but they were in dread to go to that
city, so that what they did was to go along the bank of the
river to a place where a poor fisherman usually waited,
and who had a small ferrying curach (cot or small boat).
Hugh having gone into the curach, the ferryman left him
on the opposite side after he had given him his full pay-
ment; Hugh’s servant having returned took the horses
with him through the city, and brought them to Hugh on
the other side of the river. They then mounted their
horses, and proceeded until they were two miles from the
river, where they saw a thick bushy grove before them on
the way in which they went, surrounded by a very great
fosse, as if it were a strongly fenced garden; there was
a fine residence belonging to an excellent gentleman of
the English near the wood, and he was a trusty friend of
Hugh O’Neill.

When they had arrived at the ramparts they left their
horses and went into the wood within the fosse, for Hugh’s
faithful guide was well acquainted with that place; having
left Hugh there he went into the fortress and was well-
received ; having obtained a private apartment for Hugh
O’Donnell he brought him with him, and he was served and
entertained to his satisfaction. They remained there un-
til the night of the following day, and their horses having
been got ready for them in the beginning of the night, they
proceeded across Sliabh Breagh and through Machaire
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Conaill (both in the county of Louth) until they arrived
at Traigh-Baile Mic-Buain (Dundalk) before the morning;
as the gates of the town were opened in the morning early
they resolved to pass through it, and they proceeded
through it on their horses until they arrived on the other
side, and they were cheerful and rejoiced for having got
over all the dangers which lay before them till then.

They then proceeded to the Fiodh (the wood) where
lived Torlogh, the son of Henry, son of Felim Piol O’Neill,
to rest themselves, and there they were secure, for Torlogh
was a friend and connection of his, and he and the Earl
O’Neill were born of the same mother; they remained there
till the following day and then proceeded across Slieve
Fuaid (the Fews Mountains in Armagh), and arrived at
Armagh, where they arrived privately that night; they
went on the following day to Dungannon, where the earl,
Hugh O’Neill, lived, and he was rejoiced at their arrival,
and they were led to a retired apartment, without the
knowledge of any excepting a few of his trusty people who
were attending them, and Hugh remained there for the
space of four nights, recovering himself from the fatigue
of his journey and troubles, after which he prepared to
depart, and took leave of the earl, who sent a troop of horse
with him wuntil he arrived at the eastern side of Lough
Erne.

The lord of the country was a friend of his and a kins-
man by the mother’s side, namely, Hugh Maguire, for Nua-
ladh, the daughter of Manus O’Donnell, was his mother.
Maguire was rejoiced at his coming, and a boat having
been -brought to them, into which they went, they then
rowed from thence until they arrived at a narrow creek of
the lake, where they landed. A number of his faithful
people having gone to meet him, they conveyed him to the
castle Ath-Seanaigh (Ballyshannon), in which were the
guards of O’Donnell his father; he remained there until
all those in their neighborhood in the country came thither
to pay their respects to him. His faithful people were re-
joiced at the arrival of the heir to the chieftaincy, and al-
though they owed him sincere affection on account of his
family, they had motives which made him no less welcome
to them, for the country up to that time had been plun-
dered a hundred times over between the English and the
Irish.
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“ Tae author of ¢ Addie’s Husband,’ ”” as Miss Costello prefers to be
known, was born at Kilkenny. She has written several novels, the
best known of which is the one we have cited. She has contributed
to many magazines, including The Cornhill and The Gentleman's,
aund sheis also a well-known dramatic writer ; two of her plays, * The
Plebeian’ and ‘* A Bad Quarter of an Hour,’ have attained great
popularity. She has collaborated in a dramatization of * Esmond’
with Dr. R. Y. Tyrrell.

The ¢ Sketch from Dublin Life’ is a marvelously true and vivid
picture. The ‘‘ penny numbers” belong to a class of literature for
girls which answers to our ‘‘ dime novel” and ‘‘ gutter literature ”
forboys. They are sold by hundreds of thousands in Great Britain,
and the type of girl who reads them, and the mental and moral ef-
fects of such reading, are here described with rare insight and under-
standing. Another type of girls who read such literature is admir-
ably portrayed in the never-to-be forgotten ‘‘ Pomona ” of Frank R.
Stockton's ¢ Rudder Grange.’

JANE: A SKETCH FROM DUBLIN LIFE.

Jane Corcoran is her name.

She wishes it was Gladys Carruthers, Evelyn Boscawen,
or Doreen Ieatherstonhaugh.

Now and then among her intimes she makes a wistful
effort to glide into “ Janet,” which, as every one knows, is
a perennial bloom among romance-mongers; but she is
chronically ineffective, so the homely monosyllable by
which she was individualized in Westland Row Chapel
twenty-six years ago remains hers to the end.

After working-hours Jane is a familiar figure of the city.
She is to be met strolling through the streets in a large,
loosely stitched hat, generally supported by two or three
members of her sex, on whose dress, gait, and general man-
nerisms she models her own.

The initiative is not her line, but she is a daring follower
of fashion and has a generous eye for color. She favors
cheap sequin trimmings, large chiffon bows, blouses cut
low in the neck, glittering waistbands, and cotton-velvet
corselets. She wears a terrible peaked fringe, popular in
Whitechapel as the “ Princess M’y,” and though her arms
rattle with bangles, and she has suéde gloves that reach to
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the elbow, there are generally slits in the sides of her boots,
and her stockings. . . .

She is not made in proportion. Her feet are large and
flat; yet she takes small sixes in gloves, and is very proud
of her pale lady-like hands, damp and boneless to the
touch. She walks with a mincing slouch and a little toss of
the head.

But what is there characteristic in such a sketch? may
be asked. Surely that picture of slovenly fashion and
swagger is one now as common as the lamp-posts in every
street of the British Empire. Dublin has no monopoly of
such baggage; she is the daughter of our democratic day.

The answer is that Dublin has a monopoly of Jane, that
her outward view is no index to the character of her mind.
It is but the clothes and the street-strolling habits which
she has in common with Lizer ’Unt and the coster’s ’Arriet.

The eyes that meet yours from under the Whitechapel
head-dress are those of a gentle, modest, and timid woman;
the face when free of its terrible fringe is refined, delicate,
prettyish and incapable.

Jane’s intellect is bounded by the novelette, and the key-
note of her being is one of enervating expectancy.

She is always waiting for something to happen; with
empty heart and straining ears, waiting for the prince who
does not come.

Every morning she awakes with the misty hope that be-
fore the close of the day she is at last to sample one of those
thrilling, romantic, delightful, or even awful experiences,
which punctuate the life of the average heroine of cheap
fiction.

Yet once or twice, when the breath of adventure had
stirred her stagnant air, poor Jane had found herself un-
equipped for the emergency; for instance, had fled in
terror when her accquaintance was insidiously claimed
in the streets by a mysterious being with fiery eyes, who in
every way answered to the fascinating stock villain of
romance, the brilliant Italian count or wicked Colonel
of the Guards in pursuit of daisy and lily innocence.

Her conduct on a promising occasion of this kind is so
abject as to awake a lifelong contempt in the breast of her
cousin, Kate Fagan, a sturdy little dressmaker’s apprentice

of sixteen.
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Kate is short, squat, common-looking, without literary
tastes or genteel aspirations; but she has “a way with
her,” a touch of ’Arriet’s robust gaminerie, and so gets
value out of youth.

She does not belong to Jane's set, and is generally to be
seen in the society of low-sized youths, a little above the
corner-boy class.

Kate’s set start company-keeping at fourteen; they re-
main attired as growing girls, that is, with short skirts and
flowing tresses, until they marry or reach the threshold
of middle age.

Jane never walks out with a young man at all.

“TIsn’t it time you were thinking of getting settled, my
dear?” Mrs. Fagan remarks periodically to her niece.
“The years is gettin’ on, you know; and faith, after thirty
women can’t pick up husbands on every bush. Why, girl
alive, what’s the matter with ye, that you haven’t a young
man?—You that nice-lookin’, and with nearly every penny
you earns goin’ on yer back? ”’

Jane is an orphan. Her mother died in giving her birth,
and during various stages of her early girlhood her father,
two sisters, and a brother had been carried off in ‘ cold
sweats.”

She lives with her aunt, Mrs. Fagan, and works as a skirt
hand in a cheap drapery establishment off George’s Street.

Her business hours are from nine to seven in the evening,
and to half-past eight on Saturday; and her wages are Ts.
6d. (say $2.00) a week, which does not include board of
any kind, not even a cup of tea to relieve the long, dreary
day.

The custom of the establishment is that each young lady
brings her lunch or dinner, as she may term the repast, and
consumes it as neatly and as unobtrusively as she can.
Jane, who is gentility personified, nibbles a pulpy slice of
bread-and-butter, while her eyes devour the close pages of
the novelette, which is always to be seen bulging out of
her pocket or peeping from the folds of her work.

She is, no doubt, sloppy minded ; how could it be other-
wise? Slops are the staple diet of her body and brain.
She lives on tea, and what her aunt calls “ cheap snacks.”

Seven-and-sixpence a week allows no margin for
butchers’ meat when a girl has to keep herself fit to be






JOSEPH STIRLING COYNE.
(1803—1868.)

Josepr STIRLING COYNE, the noted wit and popular dramatist,
was born at Birr, King’s County. He was originally intended for
the legal profession, but he abandoned it for the literature of the
stage. Hisg first production was ‘ The Phrenologist,” which was so
successful as to ensure an enthusiastic reception for his next plays,
‘The Honest Cheats ' and ‘ The Four Lovers.” After devoting some
time to journalism he went to London in 1837 with a letter of intro-
duction from W. Carleton to Crofton Croker, and was introduced
by him to the editors of Bentley's Miscellany and other leading
periodicals. In the same year hig farce of ‘The Queer Subject’
was played with success at the Adelphi.

Mr. Coyne now quickly gained both fame and remuneration.
Piece after piece came rapidly from his ready pen; ‘Presented at
Court,” ‘A Duel in the Dark,‘* Wanted. One Thousand Milliners,’
¢ Villiking and his Dinah,” ¢ Maria Laffarge,” ‘ The Humors of an
Election,” ¢ Urgent Private Affairs,” ¢ Married and Settled,” ‘Box
and Cox,” ‘The Pas de Fascination,” ‘The Caudle Lectures,” and
‘Railway Bubbles’ being among the most popular. He also wrote:
¢ All for Love, or The Lost Pleiad,” ‘The Man of Many Friends,’
*The Old Chateau,’ ¢ The Secret Agent,” ‘ The Hope of the Family,’
‘The Signal Valsha,’‘ The Vicar of Wakefield," ‘ The Queen of the
Abruzzi,’ ¢ The Merchant and his Clerks.’ ‘ The Tipperary Legacy,’
and ‘¢ Helen Oakleigh.” In 1843 his ‘¢ World of Dreams,’ a spectacular
drama, had a run of over eighty nights at the Haymarket, and
in the following year it was put upon the stage in Dublin, by Mr.
Webster and Madame Celeste.

He occasionally adapted French authors, one of whom returned
the compliment by translating his farce ‘ How to Settle Accounts
with your Laundress’ into French, and by producing it at the
Vaudeville, Paris, under the title of ¢ Une Femme dans ma Fontaine.’
This piece was played also upon the German stage with success.

In his one serious work, ‘ The Scenery and Antiquities of Ireland,’
which appeared in 1840, he proved that the land of his birth was
not forgotten. He never ceased to be a frequent contributor to
the periodicals, and he also wrote some acceptable stories. He was
one of the projectors and early proprietors of Punch, whose pages
often bristled with his wit. In 1856 he was appointed secretary of
the Dramatic Authors’ Society. He died in London, July 18, 1868.
Those who knew Mr. Coyne in private life bear testimony to the
sterling worth of his character. He was never spoiled by success,
always remaining ‘‘ a modest, retiring, estimable man,” seen to best
advantage in his own hospitable domestic circle.

His plays number nearly a hundred, and they are for the most
part in serio-comic vein, exhibiting much pathos, humor, and dra-
matic power.
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TIM HOGAN’S GHOST.

“What in the world can keep Dermott away from me
so long? ’Tis four days since I laid eyes on the scape-
grace. I wondher what mischief he’s afther now. Fight-
ing or courting somewhere, I’ll be bound. Afther all,
though he’s a quare devil, rollicking and tearing through
the country like a wild eoult, he has a true and loyal heart
to me. Isn’t there Peggy Mooney would give her new yal-
low gown for one kind look from his two black eyes; but
though she has a couple of pigs, and twenty guineas for-
tune, she can’t coax him from his own poor Norah, that
dotes down on the very ground he walks.”

Thus soliloquized Norah Connolly, the prettiest colleen
in the village of Ardrossan. Her spinning-wheel had for
several minutes ceased to perform its revolutions, so deeply
was she engrossed by her meditations. The object of her
solicitude was a young fellow, who, by the proper use of a
well-shaped leg, a pair of merry black eyes, and a tongue
mellifluous with brogue and blarney, had ¢ played the
puck ” with half the girls’ hearts in the barony.

Dermott O’Rourke, or, to give him his more popular
name, “ Dermott the Rattler,” was the handiest boy at a
double-jig or a faction-fight within twenty miles of where
he stood. So notorious had he become for his wild pranks,
that every act of mischief or frolic that occurred in the
parish was laid at his door. Yet, with all this, Dermott’s
love for Norah Connolly sprang up green and beautiful
amidst the errors of an ardent and reckless disposition.

“ There’s no use fretting,” continued Norah, after a
long silence. “ The Blessed Mother will, I know, watch
over and restore my dear Dermott to me.”

“To be sure she will, ma colleen bawn; and here I am
safe and sound, come back to you like a pet pigeon,” cried
a well-known voice, and at the same time a smacking kiss
announced the return of the truant.

“ Why, then, Dermott,” cried the blushing Norah, ¢ have
done now, will you. Slt down and tell me where you have
been philandering this week past.”

Dermott twirled his stick, looked puzzled and irresolute,
and made no reply.



646 IRISH LITERATURE.

“Ah!” cried Norah, “you have been about some mis-
chief, I know. Tell me, Dermott, what has happened? ”

“Why, then, a mighty quare accident has happened to
me, sure enough. I ’listed for a sojer at the fair,” replied
the Rattler.

“’Listed for a soldier, Dermott? ”” cried Norah, growing
deadly pale.

“The divil a doubt of it, Noreen,” answered Dermott.
“A civil-spoken gentleman, one Sergeant Flint by name,
slipt a shillin’ into my hand, stuck a cockade in my hat,
an tould me that he’d make me a brigadier or a grenadier,
I don’t well remember which.”

“Oh! Dermott dear, is it going to leave me you are,
wlen you know ’t will break my heart?” And the poor girl
burst into tears, and threw herself into her lover’s arms.

“ Whisth, whisth, Noreen asthore! 1°1l never lave you—
I have resigned. I threw up my grenadier’s commission,
and quitted the army, for your sake; I ’m detarmined never
to go to heaven with a red coat on my back.”

¢ But if you ’listed, Dermott—if you took the shilling—"

“Pooh! mnever mind—that’s nothing,” he replied,
quickly. “I’m above such considherations. Make your
mind aisy on that subject. But in the mane time, I°’d as
lieve keep out o’ the way of that civil-spoken sergeant, by
rason of the shilling, which I forgot to return him, in my
hurry coming away.”

The fact was, that a recruiting sergeant had fallen in
with Dermott at the fair, and, taking a fancy to his light
active figure, had endeavored to persuade him that four-
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