A

1%
H

IR

Simes : i 3

















































THE IRISH SCHOOL OF ORATORY.

IN this age of clear business statements, when only the
eloquence of argument and exposition is looked for, and
when no moving issues stir men’s blood, it has naturally
fared hard with the oratory of passion; and the opinion of
most people seems to be that all elevated language is neces-
sarily false and hollow. As the great orators of Ireland,
Plunket alone excepted, were vehement, figurative, im-
passioned and rhythmical, they have suffered most by the
fall in parliamentary style, and they are in danger of total
neglect at the hands of this generation.

One excuse for this undervaluing of Irish oratory may
be given. A crowd of servile imitators, destitute of fire or
taste, wrapped up their pigmy thoughts in words and
images fit only for arguments of the highest concern, and
these turgid declaimers brought undeserved condemnation
on the men whose lofty manner they had sedulously bur-
lesqued. When men’s ears were dinned with noisy vehe-
mence, and when educated taste was shocked by extrav-
agant metaphors and strained conceits, when jingling,
pointless epigrams were studded over the “braided and
embroidered sentences,” busy men may well be pardoned
for having thought that the whole art of oratory was mere
decorative word-work.

To do anything like justice to the brilliant men who
wielded the great weapon of persuasive speech at the close
of the last century in Ireland it is necessary to forget, as
far as one may, the common cry by whose swelling bombast
the fame of real eloquence has been imperiled.

Irish oratory is, as a rule, pitched in a high key, and
the conversational manner is seldom employed. But no
speeches which have borne the test of time are conversa-
tional, nor can polished chat ever rise to the dignity of
eloquence. If, then, eloquence is at all to hold a place in
the world of art or of intellect, no canons drawn from calm
and well-bred talk, nor even from literary causeries, can
help us to a true understanding of what is really meant by
the art of the orator.

Consider the materials, too—how unlike they are to
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viii THE IRISH SCHOOL OF ORATORY.

those of urbane and subdued conversation. All great ora-
tors have passion, imagination, reason, diction, and (}eliv-
ery; and all these are purified and elevated by ent}msmsm,
without which no great orator can be. Occasion, too,
hardly less than knowledge and temperament, is necessary
to kindle and excite the mind so that even the reasoning
power itself is set aglow with the fire of feeling. The mind
in that state doubles, trebles its energy, and no thought, no
word goes forth that has not been winged with new power
by the propulsive force of the central heat by which the
orator is moved. The language itself takes rhythm and has
the beat and pulse of passion in it. The whole result will
be a strain of lofty sentences setting off the lofty thoughts.
Such speech can tell only in times of commotion and dan-
ger, and the voice must be the voice of a believer. Be the
subject what it may, no skeptic can so treat it that his lan-
guage rises into oratory. The skeptic may be a supreme
debater, but an orator never. The pretender is easily
found out, and goes the way of the many mouthing mounte-
banks by whose performances true genius has been brought
into disrepute.

It is said, however, that all true masters of speech are on
the watch against that fatal step which leads from the sub-
lime to the ridiculous or the grotesque, but that the orators
of Ireland constantly fall into excesses of thought and
word which no educated ear could tolerate. Allowance,
however, should be made for the terrible tension of the
times in which these speeches were delivered, when courts
of justice were shambles, and when Parliament was a
mart; and we shall forgive the extravagance of diction
flor tge honest indignation and scorn by which it was pro-

uced.

The curious thing all this time is that Celtic Ireland had
very little share in this oratorical outburst.

The Irish Catholics were shut out from Parliament and
from the bar, so that the triumphs of oratory in both these
sphergs were won by Protestants exclusively. Farther
pack, in the reigns of the Stuarts, when Catholic Celts were
In public life, their leaders were usually deep and accom-
plished jurists, rather than showy men of words. Darcy
and Butler were grave and sententious speakers, but they
never attempted any higher flights than those of clear ex-
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position and argument in the tone and manner of our own
time. The House, indeed, was not without its orators, and
any one who wishes to see an example of all that is bad in
florid speaking may consult the fourth volume of the State
Trials, where Audley Mervin’s oration in moving the im-
peachment of the Irish Lord Chancellor is set out in all its
empty magniloquence.

In this turgid and vicious school, however, the Catholic
Celts had absolutely no share. The Journals of Parlia-
ment show that the work of the Catholic members lay in
committees of the House and in unnoticed and useful busi-
ness of investigation and control of public affairs. They
produced no set speech which has come down to us during
their whole time of admission to Parliament or to the bar
in the Stuart era.

For a hundred years the Dublin Parliament was a silent
sister, and only in the middle of the last century were there
any serious attempts at oratory in Ireland. It was during
the speakership of the courtly and scholarly Edmund Sex-
ton Pery that the senate woke and became vocal. This
distinguished man was the first who publicly aimed at a
national, as distinguished from a colonial, policy. Swift,
whether he meant it or not, had cleared the way for such
an experiment, and he had also shown the political power
of the spoken or written word.

The specter, however, was passing from the pamphle-
teers in both England and Ireland, and the living voice
became potent in public affairs. The English language
had been molded into easier working form by Addison
and Steele and Swift, while St. John had opened the
second great era of English parliamentary oratory. Iar-
ties had arisen in Parliament, and from parties naturally
arose great debates on questions of public policy. So that
at the very time when the colonial party in Ireland was
expanding itself into a national party, and endeavoring to
purge away all bitter memories of divisions and conflict of
creed and race, Parliament was becoming the great stage
for public discussion both in England and in Ireland.

Under Pery’s speakership the Dublin Parliament was
charmed by the winning declamation of ¢ Single Speech ”
Hamilton, the strong sense of Anthony Malone, and the
vehemence of the “ one musical string in Hibernia’s lyre,”
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as men at the time called the ungainly Henry Flood, the
first real orator of Ireland. .

The Irish school of oratory is to be traced, not to Parlia-
ment itself, but to an unobserved little group of students
meeting for political discussion under the name of the
« Historical Society.” Edmund Burke was the founder of
this gymnasium of eloquence. It began in 1747, and nearly
all the men famous in Irish oratory took part in its debates.
Here, indeed, begins the era of Irish eloquence, and by the
merits and the fame of four or five men the oratorical repu-
tation of Ireland must stand or fall.

A little over one half-century covers the whole history of
what is called the ¢ Irish School.” Burke, Sheridan, Grat-
~ tan, Curran, and Plunket are the greatest names, and with
their overpowering genius they undoubtedly combine the
faults usually attributed to Irish speech; but the splendor
of their eloquence makes us nearly forget all faults while
under their spell.

Burke, of course, is a secure classic. His throne is as-
sured. Yet his exaggerations of thought and word are as
charaecteristic of his genius as the imperial qualities which
lift him so high among the mighty. If his motley was
Irish, so too was his purple. No doubt he had sublimity
of intellect, and that belongs specially to no one race. But
with the intellect there is also the pomp and magnificence
of a master of language, whose words fall into rank with-
out an effort; and in the march of sentences, the swing of
periods, the joyousness of attack, there is all the glory of a
great comanmder setting his troops in order against some
strong citadel, while the hearts of the soldiers are roused
by drum-beat and trumpet-call and “ ten thousand banners
streaming in the air.” The profusion of metaphor may
lead to wild excess, but without the profusion all that is
greatest in Burke would be wanting. Imitators have failed
to degrade Burke’s gorgeous style, and his fame has been
for a long time unassailable. Indeed, no one thinks of him
when speaking harshly of the school of which he was the
founder.

Grattan, however, has not received such unquestioning
f&i‘iﬁ?ﬁe' He is set down as merely artificial and studied,
i Yy conceits, covered over with glltterlqg epigrams

ining phrases, and so decked with antithesis that
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the mind’s eye is wearied with the uniform dazzle, and
looks in vain for a plain thought in plain words. There
never was a falser judgment. Grattan was Dantesque in
his brevity and directness, and in the contemptuous econ-
omy of his invective—searing and scorching by a word or
epithet, and never casting another look at the victim whom
he left quivering in agony. In simple statement, when the
occasion called for it, he was as clear as Pitt himself.
Were ke not so supreme an artist, more justice would have
been done to his great powers of exposition. But the com-
pleted work is so perfect and so smooth that we do not at
once see that every brilliant phrase combines “ with the
flash of the gem its solidity too.”

Apart from the fact that dullards console themselves by
assuming that all shining merit must be shallow, and that
deep stupidity to the end of time will shake its “ head at
Murray for a wit,” there is a real difficulty in the way of the
average man when he sets out to measure and estimate a
really brilliant genius. Only rare minds can keep two
lines of observation in view at the same moment; and if
attention is fixed upon the art it is withdrawn from the
argument; while the very polish of the finished speech
hides the division into parts, and makes it more difficult
for the ordinary hearer to carry definite impressions away.
When he tries to analyze he finds he has nothing clear, and
thinks the whole performance a cheat and a juggle, as if an
honest purchaser of paint and canvas complained that a
picture of Apelles or Raphael was fobbed off upon him
instead.

From this point of view it is interesting to get a look at
the operations of a great artist’s mind, and to see how the
rough material is worked up into the finished result. Ior-
tunately, we may do so with Grattan. And the occasion
which allows us this precious opportunity is itself of very
special interest. Grattan from a very early age had busied
himself in rhetorical composition. I wrote,” said he, “a
reply to George Grenville which I thought very good, for
I had taken much care; but it touched every point except
the question; it kept clear of that.” Such a self-critic was
sure to be an observant judge of others. And of all men
Chatham was “ the god of his idolatry.”

In his twenty-second year he wrote down rough notes on
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Chatham’s manner of speaking, and these he afterward
elaborated into a compact rhetorical passage. We have,
therefore, in the first place a great orator, yet ul.lmatured,
contemplating the mightiest speaker that ever wielded the
English tongue. We see, besides, how the young orator
trained and prepared himself for his high c.alllng; and it
gives us the further opportunity of comparing the rough
planks of fact with the finished cabinet into which they are
worked. The notes are disjointed and loose, but they tell
definite things that bring clear impressions into the mind.
All that these impressions ought to signify we find in the
glowing lyrical tribute into which they were subsequently
elaborated, but it may well be doubted if to any but the
most alert reader or hearer the full significance of the
panegyric will be brought home as it would be by the notes
themselves.
The notes run :—

“ He was a man of great genius—great flight of mind. His im-
agination was astonishing. He was very great and very odd. He
spoke in a style of conversation. It was not a speech, for he never
came with a prepared harangue. His style was not regular oratory,
like Demosthenes or Cicero ; but it was very fine and very elevated.
He disdained ordinary subjects of debate ; his conversations were
about kings and queens and empires. Lord Mansfield would have
argued better: Charles Townshend would have made a better speech;
but there was in him a grandeur and a manner which neither had.
He was an incomparable actor. I recollect his pronouncing one
word, ‘ effete,” in a soft, charming accent. His son could not have
pronounced it better. Once, addressing Lord Mansfield, he said,
*Who are the evil advisers of the king ¢ Is it you? is it you ?’
pointing to Ministers until he came to Lord Mansfield, round whom
some lords were gathered. ¢My lords, please to take your seats.
Is it you? Methinks Felix trembles!’® Tt required a great actor to
dothis ; done by any oneelse, it would have been miserable. Another
time he said, *You talk of driving the Americans ; I might as well
talk of driving them before me with this crutch.’ Inargumentative
parts he lowered his voice so as to be scarcely audible, and did not
lay such stress on these parts as on the great bursts of genius and
the sublimer passages. The whole impression was great. Perhaps
he was not as good a debater as his son, but he was a much better
orator, a better scholar, and a far greater mind. Great subjects,
great empires, great characters, effulgent ideas, and classical illus-
trations formed the material of his speech.”

Who can read these notes without learning much of both
the theory and the practice of oratory?

Perhaps one may lose some of the lesson in trying to read
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from the finished work, which is dark with excess of light.
We have here the materials of the notes with the splendor
falling upon themn and lighting them up in glory.!
This extract is not in Grattan’s most characteristic style,
but it shows us many of his most marked qualities. These
qualities appear more clearly in the magnificent peroration
with which he closed his great speech on the Declaration
of Irish Rights, on the 19th April, 1780 :—

«« Hereafter when these things shall be history—your age of thral-
dom and poverty, your sudden resurrection, commercial redress, and
miraculous armament—shall the historian stop at liberty and observe
that here the principal men amongst us fell into mimic trances of
gratitude, they were awed by a weak ministry, and bribed by an
empty treasury ; and when liberty was within their grasp and the
temple opened her folding doors, and the arms of the people clanged,
and the zeal of the nation urged and encouraged them on, that they
fell down and were prostituted at the threshold ¢ Imight as a con-
stituent come to your bar and demand my liberty. I do call upon
you, by the laws of the land and their violation, by the instruction
of eighteen counties, by the arms, inspiration, and providence of
the present moment, tell us the rule by which we shall go; assert
the law of Ireland, declare the liberty of the land. I will not be
answered by a public lie in the shape of an amendment; neither,
speaking of the subject’s freedom, am I to hear of faction.

T wish for nothing but to breathe, in this our island, in common
with my fellow-subjects, the air of liberty. I have no ambition,
unless it be ambition to break your chain and contemplate your glory.

¢« I never will be satisfied so long as the meanest cottager in Ireland
has a link of the British chain clanking to his rags; he may be
naked, he shall not be in irons ; and I do see the time is at hand,
the spirit is gone forth, the declaration is planted; and though great
men should apostatize, yet the cause will live; and though the public
speaker should die, yet the immortal fire shall outlast the organ
which conveyed it, and the breath of liberty, like the word of the
holy man, will not die with the prophet, but survive him.”

This glorious passage gives us material from which we
may see Grattan’s peculiar merits in the mere workman-
ship of oratorical construction. Notice first the rapid
plunge of the sentences, the variety of rhythm, the clasping
and clamping of the meaning by plain, strong words, that
hold like hoops of steel, the absence of lulling sounds, and
the final simple close, not, as in the manner of Burke and
Cicero, on a great wave of sound. The attention is held at
full stretch through the whole passage; repose is out of
the question, and only when all is over do we begin again

1 See Grattan’s speeches in Volume IV, .
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to breathe. It has been noticed how much Greek oratory
must have suffered by the stern taste which forbade pas-
sionate perorations; and as this astonishing appeal of Grat-
tan could not stand in any other part of a speech except at
the end, it seems to prove that the Greek judgment was in
error in laying down that too rigid rule.

But it would be a serious mistake to think only of this
passage and passages like this. These triumphant out-
bursts are never out of place or season; no speaker had an
austerer abstinence from mere display. The whole of a
great speech like that against the Union, on January 15,
1800, reveals the orator as an impassioned reasoner sum-
moning to his aid history, philosophy, law, and experience.
There are few epigrams in it, very little brilliant phrasing;
but the whole address is glowing with light and life. The
Minister’s proposals are taken one by one, looked at, ex-
amined, estimated, and rejected.

‘‘He sees, I do not, British merchants and British capitalsailing to
the provinces of Connaught and Munster ; there they settle in great
multitudes, themselves and their families. Imagination is the re-
gion in which he delights to disport. Where he is to take away
your Parliament, where he is to take away your final judicature,
there heis a plain, direct, matter-of-fact man ; but where he is to

pay you for all this, there he is poetic and prophetic : no longer a
financier but an inspired accountant.”

Taxes, trade, and administration are reviewed, and the
argument is strengthened with each appeal. Grattan, as
an orator of reason, is at his best here.

With this address we may compare his first speech in the
English Parliament, in which he replied to Dr. Duigenan,
the member for the University of Dublin. The occasion of
this speech was singularly interesting. All awaited the
Irish leader’s rising with curiosity. The House had fixed
habits of style and delivery of its own, and now that
Burke’s amazing genius no longer astonished men with its
“flights into the invisible air,” House of Commons oratory
was dignified, flowing, smooth, and regular. Fox indeed
broke the bounds of studied reserve, and swept the House
at times with his headlong power of debate. But Pitt’s
sonority, and Sheridan’s clear and dignified eloquence,
gave the prevailing taste of the day. In such a House Grat-
tan rose, in his fifty-ninth year. y
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Pitt eyed him closely and assumed a critical attitude.
The strange and almost grotesque bearing and look of
Grattan made Pitt’s lip curl, and as the rhythmic sentences
began to flow the proud Minister looked more and more dis-
dainful. Soon, however, in wrath and scorn Grattan burst
out :—

‘ The member’s speech consists of four parts :—1st, an invective
uttered against the religion of the Catholics ; 2d, an invective
uttered against the present generation ; 3d, an invective against
the past ; and 4th, an invective against the future : here the limits
of creation interposed and stopped the member.”

Pitt’s face lit up, and he was seen to keep time with his
head to Grattan’s rhythm as the speech progressed; and
when the slow hushed voice of Grattan rested on the
words, “ The Parliament of Ireland—of that assembly I
have a parental recollection. I sate by her cradle, I fol-
lowed her hearse,” Pitt turned to a colleague and said, in
the vehement manner of the day, “ By God, that’s ora-
tory!” Grattan went on:—

“T call my countrymen to witness if in that Parliament I com-
promised the claims of Ireland or temporized with the power of
England. Butone thing baffled the effort of the patriot and defeated
the wisdom of the senate: it was the folly of the theologian. When
the Parliament of Ireland rejected the Catholic petition, on that
day she voted the Union. If you reject it now you will vote the
separation. Many good and pious reasons you may give; many
good and pious reasons she gave—and she lies THERE with her many
good and pious reasons. That the Parliament of Ireland should have
entertained prejudices I am not astonished ; but that you, that you,
who have as individuals and as conquerors visited a great part of
the globe and have seen men in all their modifications and Providence
in all her ways : that you, now at this time of day, should throw
up dikes against the Pope and barriers against the Catholics, this
surprises me; and, in addition to this, that you should have set up
the Pope in Italy to tremble at him in Ireland, and that you should
prefer to buy allies by subsidies rather than fellow-subjects by jus-
tice, this surprises me; and that you should now stand, drawn out
as it were in battalion, sixteen millions against thirty-six millions of
enemies, and should paralyze a fifth of your own numbers at the
very time you say all your numbers are inadequate.”

In sentences packed with argument and throbbing with
passion the great orator traversed the whole field of the
debate. He enumerated the illustrious men who had advo-
cated Catholic Relief. “ Every man that Ireland loved;
Lord Pery, the wisest man Ireland ever produced; Charle-
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mount, superior to his earlier prejudices; our own Burke;
the late Primate (his miter stood in the forefront) ”: all
these supported the measure, and against whom?

“ Against men so extravagant that even bigotry must blush for
them—yet men who had not before them the considerations which
should make you wise—that the Pope has evaporated and that
France covers the best part of Europe. Half the Continent is in bat-
talion against us, and we are damning one another on account of
mysteries, when we should form against the enemy, and march.”

This is not the language of art or artifice; it is in the
great manner, and none more than Pitt did homage to the
grandeur and simplicity of this noble piece of argumenta-
tive declamation.

Indeed, Grattan’s speeches on the Catholic question are
among the noblest monuments of oratorical genius. All
his great powers were called into play. His closing years
were dedicated to that measure of justice and relief.

“T know [said he, in 1812] the strength of the cause I support ; it
must appeal to all the quarters of the globe; it will walk the earth
and flourish when dull declamation shall be silent and the pert
sophistry that opposed it shall be forgotten in the grave. The
people, if left to themselves and their good understanding, will agree;
it is learned ignorance only that would sever the empire. The folly,
the indecency, the insanity of the objections do not deserve an
answer. Iappealto the hospitals which are thronged with the Irish
who have been disabled in your cause, and to the fields of Spain and
Portugal yet drenched with their blood, and I turn from that policy
which disgraced your empire, to the spirit of civil freedom that
formed it ; that is the charm by which your kings have been ap-
pointed and in whose thunders you ride the waters of the deep. I
call upon those principles and upon you to guard your empire in
this perilous moment from religious strife, and from that death-
doing policy which would teach one part of the empire to cut the
throats of the other in a metaphysical, ecclesiastical, unintelligible
warfare. I call upon you to guard your empire from such an un-
natural calamity, and four millions of your fellow-subjects from
a senseless, shameless, diabolic oppression. You have to say to
them : We are ruined, unless we stand by one another we are
ruined ; and they have to say to you : We require our liberties, our
lives are at your service.”

It is interesting to consider the special graces and
charms in Grattan’s oratory. In all art the particular in-
stance touches men’s minds and hearts more nearly than
any abstract speculation can. Milton’s cloud, charged
with heaven’s artillery, breaks “ over the Caspian ”; Addi-
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son, as Macaulay shows, deepened the effect of his great
image of the angel and the storm by the line—

¢‘Such as of late o'er pale Britannia pass’d.”

Grattan was a master of this manner, and in the middle of
a great argument he flashes in a living instance :—

‘¢ Had that gallant officer, Sir John Doyle [said he, in 1811], insisted
on his men renouncing the eucharist, and declaring their abhor-
rence of mass, France would have had one eagle the more and you
one regiment the less ; but that gallant man, far above the folly of
theology, did not stoop for the sanction of priest or parson, but told
the soldier to draw for his country.”

“ Has the eucharist,” he asked, in the same year, ¢ which
overpowers the understanding of Lord Fingal and Sir Pat-
rick Bellew, no effect on those foreigners whom you have
raised to the highest ranks in your army?” The great
Catholic physician, Dr. Purcel, serves him again and
again: “ If Dr. Purcel saves the lives of his Majesty’s Prot-
estant subjects it is not our fault; we gave him no sort of
encouragement, no license, no countenance; let him and
his patients pay their vows to some other country.”

But the most beautiful of all these references is the
tribute to Dr. Kirwan, the famous preacher:

“1 congratulate the Church on its alliance with the Ministers of
the Crown. There are now two principles of promotion for church
or law—English recommendation and Irish corruption. What is
the case of Dr. Kirwan ? That man preferred this country and our
religion,tand he brought to both a genius superior to what he found
in either. He called forth the latent virtues of the human heart,
and taught men to discover in themselves a mine of charity of which
the proprietors had been unconscious; in feeding thelamp of charity
he had almost exhausted the lamp of life ; he comes to interrupt the
repose of the pulpit, and shakes one world with the thunder of the
other. The preacher’s desk becomes the throne of light : around
him a train, not such as crouch and swagger at the levees of princes
(horse, foot, and dragoons), but that wherewith a great genius
peoples his own state—charity in action and vice in humiliation ;
vanity, arrogance, and pride appalled by the rebuke of the preacher
and cheated for a moment from their native improbity. What re-
ward ¢ St. Nicholas Within or St. Nicholas Without.? The curse
of Swift is upon him—to have been born an Irishman, to have pos-
sessed a genius, and to have used his talents for the good of his
country. Had this man, instead of being the brightest of preachers,
been the dullest of lawyers: had he added to dullness venality, and

1 He had been a Catholic priest. 2 Names of Dublin parishes.
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gold his vote, he had been a judge : or had he been born a block-
head. bred a slave, and trained a parasite, and handed over as a
household circumstance from the great English family to the Irish
Viceroy, he would have been a bishop and an Irish peer, and the
Irish parochial clergy must have adored his stupidity and deified
his dullness.”

How beautifully these particular touches fill up the general
picture! But unhappily there are other personal allusions
and invectives over which the admirer of Grattan would
wish to draw a veil ; great, perhaps, as rhetorical perform-
ances, but hardly worthy of the real Henry Grattan.
Flood, Corry, and Gifford always roused him to excess, and
in reading his attacks on these men we are reminded of
Lord Holland’s saying about Colonel Barré, another pow-
erful Irish orator. Seeing Barré munching a biscuit,
“ What!” said his Lordship, “does it eat biscuit? I
thought it only ate raw flesh.” But if there are words to
make us shudder and shrink away, we thankfully remem-
ber that they are few.

In trying to form a just estimate of Grattan, it has to be
borne in mind that he was never the exponent of large and
complicated questions with considerations of great weight
on both sides, with many modifying calculations of expe-
diency with regard to time, manner, and extent of the con-
templated proposals; on the contrary, he was, and felt
himself to be, the advocate of causes involving no contro-
versy, save what must always arise from selfishness, big-
otry, and hate. He drew his strength from moral grandeur
rather than from intellectual elevation and range. At
times he almost disdains to reason, but when he does his
language is never vague or floating, but is compact of argu-
ment and thought. In enumerating Ireland’s title-deeds
to liberty, in his appeals to history, to constitutional law,
and to the governing dicta of great jurists and great states-
men, his language is lofty, dignified, and pure, and rises in
most places to stately declamation, never verbose like Pitt,
never reiterative like Fox, but clear, energetic, and, where
terseness is possible, terse; it is only when a moral flash
lights him up that these glories, which to prosaic minds
seem excesses, astonish us by their illumination and force.

Still his limits are well defined. There are here no grap-
plings with eternal problems; his march is on the great
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highways of moral certainties. National rights, human
liberty, religious toleration, were his themes; their en-
compassing perils, correlative dangers, and particular
application he never discussed, for his mind rested on Ire-
land only, where all such elaborate reasonings were
unnecessary. Thus the logical or analytic method is seldom
employed. If he recites statutes and cases, he does so not
to draw moral corroboration from them, but in order to
show that our forefathers had walked in the ways of right-
eousness; and statutes, judgments, and declamations could
not add one jot or tittle to man’s inherent rights or to a
nation’s sacred claim to be free. His philosophy is that of
“ Mr. Locke ”; his political wisdom is that of Somers; and
the theories which he had studied and the conclusions he
had formed tended to compactness and definiteness of
thought and principle rather than to the multiplied anx-
ieties and questionings of Burke. His imagination, like
his intellect, worked within well-defined limits. Some-
times startling, sometimes singular, always illuminating,
it is hardly ever sublime. The imagery is drawn rather
from human affairs than from nature; or when his figures
are drawn from nature they are trite and familiar. But
moral sublimity reigns throughout. Take an instance:—
‘‘ Let the courtier present his flimsy sail and carry the light bark
of his faith with every new breath of wind ; I will remain anchored
here with fidelity to the fortunes of my country, faithful to her
freedom, faithful to her fall.”
Nothing could be finer, for nothing could be simpler; and
the great deep pause after “ wind,” the intaking of breath
there, and the solemn “ I will remain anchored here,” could
come only from one whose ear and brain were in full ac-
cord. But then take, on the other hand, what must be
thought the mock-sublime—conceit on the grand scale:
“ Ambition is omnivorous; it feasts on famine and sheds
tons of blood that it may starve in ice, in order to commit
a robbery on desolation.”! The inner eye of the speaker
did not see the flames of devoted Moscow, nor did his
mind’s ear hear the groans of the victims, as Burke would
have seen and heard them, and so, instead of sublime
pathos, he gives us a wild rhapsody and a medley of
strained metaphors.

1 Speech on the downfall of Napoleon,
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A clear thinker must have a clear style, unless he of set
purpose confuse his language by seeking ornament or by
affecting depth. Grattan, in his earnest passages—and
they make up nearly the whole of what he has left us—is
always clear, while blow after blow drives and rivets his
arguments, so that they cannot be loosed or shaken. His
ear was the ear of Demosthenes; he employed the military
beat, the marching tune, the clarion call to the attack, and
the proud notes of victory; but he has no lyric sadness,
no vague suggestiveness, no creeping strains of longing or
foreboding, such as we find in Curran, whose genius was
akin to the genius of Burns.

Of all things he most shuns monotony. The recurring
curves of sound which we find in speakers like Pitt and
Peel, who had command over mechanical rhythm only,
were hateful to him ; so instead of balance there is constant
movement and variety. Here is a sentence to show this
mastery of construction, so simple yet so subtle :—

‘‘ Do you remember that night when you gave your country a free
trade, and with your own hands opened all her harbors? That
night when you gave her a free constitution and broke the chains of
a century, while England, eclipsed at your glory and your island,
rose as it were from its bed, and got nearer the sun ¢”

A little monosyllable thrown in here or there would have
reduced this passage to the lulling sounds of mechanical
constructors; while, as it stands, the words and images
leap alike at the eye and the ear. No human tongue could
read Grattan sing-song. Within the limits set he is as
nearly as possible perfect in thought, word, and sound.

But there is a fault charged against his style which
should be noticed. He sometimes, it is said, uses words
not in their ordinary received sense, nor yet in their orig-
inal etymological meaning, but a way somehow com-
pounded of both; this tries the reader’s patience, we are
told, as he feels the irritation which bilingual mixture
gives, and the language itself loses in elegance and
strength. This is hardly fair to Grattan, or to Curran, for
both have been so censured. Both were steeped in litera-
ture, and no word comes to either as an ordinary conven-
tional caller, but as an intimate and well-known friend.
The whole word is known, and when it is asked to serve
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there are no limitations put upon its service. Milton, by
royal prerogative, could call in and recoin the language;
Burke, Grattan, and Curran could only take care that
“ money which is bad would not drive out money which is
good.” A few instances will make this somewhat more
intelligible.

Lord Chesterfield said that the Irish were the victims
“ of deputies of deputies of deputies,” which is a clear and a
neat saying. Grattan translates the same thought into
this language: “ Ireland is given over as a prey to a sub-
ordination of vultures.” The strange phrase startles us
into attention and new thought. Again, he condemned
“Dorough-broking ” chiefly because it was “an offense so
multitudinous and so criminal in its parts ”; he speaks of
“the cant of grave and superannuated addresses ”; he tells
us that justice puts forth a subterranean voice even against
kings, and he puts among Chatham’s claims to glory the
tribute that, “ overbearing and impracticable, his object
was England.” These are the taxes and contributiong
levied on subject language, or rather the re-ennobling of
words which have fallen by common use from their former
dignity. From this classical saturation another faculty of
Grattan’s arose—the faculty of so absorbing and assimi-
lating quotation that the imported words made no glaring
contrast, but rather seemed part of the original texture.
Burke was gloriously potent in doing so, and the spoils
from Milton or from Virgil seem at home in his great store-
house.

There is in Grattan only what chemists call ¢ a trace ” of
Milton, and of Virgil scarcely that. Direct classical allu-
sions are seldom made, and then only in bulk. Lord
North’s administration was an “Iliad of blunders.” Ajax
or Ulysses may be mentioned, or the wooden horse called
to do duty again, or a hemistich may be quoted; but it is
mostly by infusion, and not by incorporation, that he
draws upon the ancients. From the moderns, however, he
drew abundantly. Shakespeare, Pope, and Bolingbroke
left each a large deposit in his mind, and his assimilative
genius fuses them in its own furnace with the other ma-
terials on which it acted. In the tribute to Burke’s
memory, for instance, the extracts from ¢Macbeth’ and
¢ Othello’ hardly “ show,” so fully do they harmonize with
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the light and color of the magnificent prose into which they
are woven :—

“That great political physician, intelligent of symptoms, distin-
guished between the access of fever and the force of health ; and
what other men thought to be the vigor of her constitution, he knew
to be no more than the paroxysm of her madness ; and then, prophet-
like, he pronounced the destinies of ¥rance, and in his prophetic
fury admonished nations.”

All these things may be pointed out; but how can we
show in what lay the nature and character of that light
that never was on sea or land, but which came from the
soul of Grattan’s inspiration? That is beyond our reach.
But in all that may be analyzed Grattan stands out as a
consummate master of a great art, the peer of the greatest,
as Byron and Montalembert join with his own people in
appraising him; while in moral height the universal ver-
dict of friend and enemy puts him among the foremost of
the sons of men.

No two styles could differ more than those of Grattan
and of Curran. One is narrow and intense; the other wide,
varied, abounding, and irregular: iridescent with humor
and fun, melting in pathos, full of tenderness, delicacy, and
fire: copious in invective and exuberant in imagery; a
great advocate, but not a great parliamentary speaker.
Curran was probably (as Burke said of him, in a letter to
‘Dr. Hussey) “the greatest advocate that ever lived.” Ex-
tracts from his speeches are difficult, as the passages have
become so well known as to be now too familiar for quota-
tion. Still, a few may be looked at in order to see the emo-
tional power and the fancy which are his chief merits. In
the great speech for Peter Finnerty, the well-known pas-
sage on “ universal emancipation,” with its Ciceronian am-
plification and repetition, may be taken as a sample of Cur-
ran’s style in moments of special excitement. Thought
fo}lows thought rapidly and in good order, rising to a
climax and then breaking away to new ideas—the joints
are left visible, the materials are piled before our eyes, and
the final satisfying fullness of sound completes the effect of
the fullness of the sense as the passage closes in a long im-
pressive roll. Tt is noticeable, too, that the middle of the
passage 1s marked by a solemn wave of separating sound
which removes all peril of monotony.
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I speak in the spirit of the British law, which makes liberty com-
mensurate with and inseparable from British soil ; which proclaims
even to the stranger and sojourner, the moment he sets his foot upon
British earth, that the ground on which he treads is holy, and con-
secrated by the genius of Universal Emancipation. No matter in
what language his doom may have been pronounced ; no matter
what complexion incompatible with freedom an Indian oran African
sun may have burnt upon him ; no matter in what disastrous bat-
tle his liberty may have been cloven down ; no matter with what
solemnities he may have been devoted upon the altar of slavery ;
the first moment he touches the sacred soil of Britain, the altar and
the god sink together in the dust ; his soul walks abroad in her own
majesty ; his body swells beyond the measure of his chains, that
burst from around him ; and he stands redeemed, regenerated, and
disenthralled by the irresistible genius of Universal Emancipation.”

A different note is to be found in the speech delivered
by Curran against the attainder of the gallant and ill-fated
Lord Edward Fitzgerald, who died in prison untried.

Curran’s speech on behalf of Pamela, Lord Edward’s
widow, and her infant children was full of tenderness and
beauty. The closing sentences are very pathetic and very
elaborately finished; and although artificial in form, are
too full of real feeling to pall or to cloy.

““If the widowed mother should carry the orphan heir of her un-
fortunate husband to the gate of any man who might feel himself
touched with the sad vicissitudes of human affairs, who might feel
a compassionate reverence for the noble blood that flowed in his
veins, nobler than the royalty that first ennobled it, that like a rich
stream rose till it ran and hid its fountain—if, remembering the
many noble qualities of his unfortunate father, his heart melted over
the calamities of the child, if his heart swelled, if his eyes overflowed,
if his too precipitate hand were stretched out by his pity or his
gratitude to the poor excommunicated sufferers—how could he
Jjustify the rebel tear or the traitorous humanity 2”

An example of Curran’s still style may be profitably com-
pared. Many competent critics have said that in majesty
and massiveness the introduction to his defense for Archi-
bald Hamilton Rowan may be put beside the exordium of
Cicero’s speech for Milo. In both there is that masterly
ease which deceives the reader, so regular and so simple it
all looks, for regularity and due proportion diminish the
sense of size. The very power to state momentous events in
common form is itself one of the reaches of true art, and an
unobservant student might overlook the whole passage, as
one of the many familiar openings of legal addresses where
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the advocate declares himself borne down and oppressed
by the weight and responsibility of his task. Language
and style fit for great occasions would be out of place in
ordinary trials, and the Ciceros, the Erskines, the Cur-
rans, and the Berryers are specially exposed to the *ser-
vile herd of imitators,” who have so often made forensic or-
atory synonymous with loud and blatant absurdity. But
in Cicero and Curran alike the great openings astonish
more by their deep calm and their progressive roll of sound
and sense than by any display of eloquence as such, or at
any attempt to call off attention from the matter to the
words. In both there is the same amplification of details,
the same convergence on a point, and the same sonorous-
ness of sentences forming, as it were, a guard of honor
round the client and the argument. For example:—

“If, gentlemen, I could entertain a hope of finding refuge for the
disconcertion of my mind in the perfect composure of yours—if I
could suppose that those awful vicissitudes of human events, which
have been stated or alluded to, could leave your judgment undis-
turbed, and your hearts at ease, I know I should form a most er-
roneous opinion of your character. I entertain no such chimerical
hope—I form no such unworthy opinion. I expect not that your
hearts can be more at ease than my own—I have no right to expect
it ; but I havea right tocall upon you, in the name of your country,
in the name of the living God of whose eternal justice you are now
administering that portion which dwells with us on this side of the
grave, to discharge your breasts, as far as you are able, of every
bias of prejudice or passion, that if my client be guilty of the
offense charged upon him you may give tranquillity to the public by
a firm verdict of conviction, or, if he be innocent, by as firm a ver-
dict of acquittal ; and that you will do this in defiance of the paltry
artifices and senseless clamors that have been resorted to in order
to bring him to his trial with anticipated conviction.”

On the whole, it would seem that Curran’s genius was on
the borderland between oratory and poetry, perhaps more
on the poetical side than Dryden’s, certainly less on the
side of cold reason than Pope’s. Such a genius could only
have full sweep in pathetic, grand, and terrible occasions:
life or character at stake, villainy triumphant, crime in
high places, and virtue in the dock of the accused. To em-
ploy such style for the ordinary occurrences of life is to
make it seem ridiculous, and Curran suffered grievously
from such usage at the hands of his admiring imitators.

But there were no imitators of Plunket. That solid and
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massive intellect did not invite plagiarists. Bulwer says
of him, in ¢ St. Stephen’s’:—

¢ But one there was, to whom with joint consent
All yield the crown in that high argument.”

And so, indeed, did Brougham, Peel, Canning, and Ma-
caulay. Bulwer asks and answers:—

‘ Wherefore ? you ask ; I can but guide your guess,
Man has no majesty like earnestness.
Tones slow, not loud, but deep drawn from the breast,
Action unstudied, and at times suppressed ;
But as he neared some reasoning’s massive close,
Strained o’er his bending head, his strong arms rose
And sudden fell, asif from falsehood torn
Some gray old keystone, and hurled down with scorn.”

The “ orator of colossal logic ”” does not lend himself read-
ily to quotation. All is great, massive, and impressive.
Perhaps his answer to Castlereagh may serve best :—

“The example of the Prime Minister of England, imitable in its
vices, may deceive thenoble lord. The Minister of England has his
faults. He abandoned in his latter years the principles of reform by
professing which he had attained the earlier confidence of the people
of England, and in the whole of his political conduct he has shown
himself haughty and intractable ; but it must be admitted that he is
endowed by nature with a towering and transcendent intellect, and
that the vastness of his resources keeps pace with the magnificence
and unboundedness of his projects. I thank God that it is much
more easy for him to transfer his apostasy and his insolence than
his comprehension and his sagacity ; and I feel the safety of my
country in the wretched feebleness of her enemy. I cannot fear
that the constitution, which has been founded by the wisdom of
ages and cemented by the blood of patriots and of heroes, is to be
smitten to its center by such a green and sapless twig as this.”

This passage reminds us of the letter of “ Junius ” to the
Duke of Grafton ; but Plunket is more severely dignified in
his chastisement of his opponent. It is only, however, in
an entire speech that one can gather an impression of the
size and majesty of Plunket as an orator. He is above
all prettiness and ornament, and a phrase for a phrase’s
sake never escapes him.

The great line of oratory closes in Plunket, the last of
the giants. O’Connell arose as the king of popular ha-
ranguers. “ Mighty as Chatham, give him but a crowd,”
in Parliament he made no reputation as a regular orator.
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Before Bulwer gives the famous lines in which he de-
scribes O’Connell in his glory as an open-air speaker, he
says i —
* Hear him in senates, second-rate at best—
Clear in a statement, happy in a jest ;

His Titan strength must touch what gave it birth :
Hear him to mobs and on his mother earth.”

Others put O’Connell as a parliamentary speaker much
higher, and Peel reproved a young spark who depreciated
the Great Tribune by saying that he would rather have
“that broguing fellow, as you call him, on my side than all
the other orators that you named.”

But his element was the monster meeting. It was to
him what the sea was to Nelson. There none dared to
meet him. At the bar, too, he was, in his time, unrivaled.
But he was quite unreportable. “ He brings forth a brood
of lusty thoughts,” said Sheil, ¢ without a rag to cover
them.” Dickens has recorded the effect of one speech of
O’Connell’s which melted him to tears as he listened in the
reporters’ gallery; but that speech reads wretchedly in
the reports. The speech for Magee, in 1813, is thought by
many good judges as quite equal as advocacy to Curran’s
speech for Peter Finnerty. But it has no literary form,
although the thoughts and arguments are most powerfully
expressed. O’Connell had no command of diction, and
while he had a mastery over superficial feelings, it is
doubtful if he ever felt with passionate intensity on any-
thing. “Sobs or laughter answered as he willed,” but
fixed indignation or settled purpose he never created in the
listener’s mind. He cared nothing for oratory as such—
speech happened to be the weapon ready to his hand, and
he used it; but he had no patience for the construction of
periods, and despised all showy talk quite as much as the
most solid M.P. now in the House. O’Connell’s companion-
in-arms, Richard Lalor Sheil, was an almost eerie kind of
man. Like Sheridan, he had been a dramatist, and his
¢ Evadne’ was the theatrical success of a season. He never
lost sight of the footlights. Bulwer calls him “ the Kean
of orators,” and thinks his whole speaking was unreal, al-
though, he adds, “ no heart more genuine beat—when off
the stage.” Sheil’s reputation was extraordinarily high,
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both as a rhetorician and as a eritic; and Lord Beaconsfield
tells, in one of his letters to his sister, the comfort he had
drawn from Sheil’s advice and encouragement to him
when his adventurous heart was sinking under the shock
of his first parliamentary defeat.

Sheil was, above all things, an artist. That dissonant
voice, which made such an impression on Mr. Gladstone,
was so managed that the sibylline scream added to the
effect of the hysterical declamation, and on one memorable
occasion acted on the House like some unearthly spells or
incantations.

The occasion was when Lord Lyndhurst came into the
gallery of the House of Commons in the course of a debate
on the Irish Municipal Bill. Lyndhurst had called the
Irish “aliens,” in a debate in the Lords, and when Sheil
saw him entering under the gallery his little frame dilated,
his hair streamed wildly, and his witch-like voice keened
out, “ Good God! was Arthur Duke of Wellington in the
House of Lords, and did he not start up and say ¢ Hold, I
have seen the aliens do their duty’?” The little man
rose in wrath and intensity; and suddenly, breaking the
conventional rules of order, he turned to the gallant sol-
dier (Sir H. Hardinge) who was beside him, and in a voice
cracked and shrill with passion he screamed out :—

¢ Tell me, for you were there! ”?

This outburst, on February 22, 1837, may possibly be
looked upon by many as the close of the vehement oratory
which began nearly a century before; and in that century
only two Catholics—O’Connell and Sheil—and three Celts,
adding Curran to these, took any part whatever.

Since then no Irish orator has spoken in the House. The
tribute once paid to great style seems to be no longer ren-
dered, and indeed men are a little ashamed of any passion-
ate outburst into which they find themselves betrayed.
Balanced periods and ¢ facile triads” take the place of
winged words. But that is because the speakers lack what
Grattan finely calls the ¢ swell of soul.” It is not, as Car-
lyle would say, ¢ in a skeptical grinning age ” that Burkes
and Chathams arise. Still it is well to keep the great

1 See the passage in_ Sheil’s speech on ‘Ireland’s Part in English
Achievément,” Volume VIIIL,
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From a photograph by William Lawrence, Dublin.



JAMES SAMUEL BEWLEY MONSELL.
(1811—1875.)

JAMES SAMUEL BEWLEY MONSELL, divine and hymn-writer, was
born at St. Calumbs, Derry, March 2, 1811. He was graduated from
Trinity College, Dublin, in 1832. He was rector of Ramoan, Chan-
cellor of Connor, and died April 9, 1875, at Guilford, England, his
final church living. Among his popular publications of devotional
poetry were : ‘ Parish Musings ' (7th ed. 1863) ; ¢ Hymns of Love and
Praise’ (2d ed. 1866) ; ‘The Passing Bell, and other Poems’ (2d ed.
1869) ; ‘Simon the Cyrenian, and other Poems’ (new ed. 1876) ;
¢ Spiritual Songs’ (6th ed. 1877). Many of his poems appeared in
*Hymns of Love and Praise for the Church’s Year.’

LITANY.

When my feet have wandered

From the narrow way
Out into the desert,

Gone like sheep astray;
Soiled and sore with travel
Through the ways of men,
All too weak to bear me
Back to Thee again:

Hear me, O my Father!
From Thy mercy-seat,
Save me by the passion
Of the bleeding feet!

When my hands, unholy
Through some sinful deed
Wrought in me, have freshly
Made my Saviour’s bleed:

And I cannot lift up

Mine to Thee in prayer,

Tied and bound, and holden
Back by my despair:

Then, my Father! loose them,
Break for me their bands,
Save me by the passion

Of the bleeding hands!

When my thoughts, unruly,
. Dare to doubt of Thee,
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FRANK FRANKFORT MOORE.
(1855 ——)

FrANK FRANEKFORT MOORE was born in Limerick, May 15, 1855,
He was educated at the Royal Academical Institution, Belfast. Mr.
" Moore has traveled in Africa and India, the West Indies and South
America, and he has utilized his impressions and experiences in the
many books for boys which he has written. He was a journalist for
many years, and had written boys’ books, plays, poems, and stories
before he made his first hit as a novelist with ‘I Forbid the
Banns.” Since then his career has been one long success, ¢ The Jes-
samy Bride,’ ¢ The Impudent Comedian,’ ‘The Fatal Gift,” ¢ The
Millionaire,’ ‘A Nest of Linnets’ are fresh in people’s minds. His
plays have been produced at the Lyceum, Opera Comique, and else-
where. Mr. Moore has also published two volumes of verse.

A GOODLY COMPANY.
From ‘The Jessamy Bride.’

“ Sir,” said Dr. Johnson, “ we have eaten an excellent
dinner, we are a company of intelligent men—although I
allow that we should have difficulty in proving that we are
so if it became known that we sat down with a Scotchman
—and now pray do not mar the salf-satisfaction which in-
telligent men experience after dining, by making assertions
based on ignorance and maintained by sophistry.”

“ Why, sir,” cried Goldsmith, “TI doubt if the self-sat-
isfaction of even the most intelligent of men—whom I take
to be myself—is interfered with by any demonstration of
an inferior intellect on the part of another.”

Edmund Burke laughed, understanding the meaning of
the twinkle in Goldsmith’s eye. Sir Joshua Reynolds, hav-
ing reproduced—with some care—that twinkle, turned the
bell of his ear-trumpet with a smile in the direction of
Johnson; but Boswell and Garrick sat with solemn faces.
The former showed that he was more impressed than ever
with the conviction that Goldsmith was the most blatantly
conceited of mankind, and the latter—as Burke perceived
in a moment—was solemn in mimicry of Boswell’s solemn-
ity. When Johnson had given a roll or two on his chair
and had pursed out his lips in the act of speaking, Bos-
well turned ‘an eager faceztowards him, putting his left
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hand behind his ear so that he might not lose a word that
might fall from his oracle. Upon Garrick’s face was pre-
cisely the same expression, but it was his right hand that
he put behind his ear.

Goldsmith and Burke laughed together at the marvel-
ous imitation of the Scotchman by the actor, and at ex-
actly the same instant the conscious and unconscious com-
edians on the other side of the table turned their heads in
the direction first of Goldsmith, then of Burke. Both
faces were identical as regards expression. It was the ex-
pression of a man who is greatly grieved. Then, with the
exactitude of two automatic figures worked by the same
machinery, they turned their heads again toward John-
son.

“ Sir,” said Johnson, ¢ your endeavor to evade the con-
sequences of maintaining a silly argument by thrusting for-
ward a question touching upon mankind in general, sug-
gests an assumption on your part that my intelligence is
of an inferior order to your own, and that, sir, I cannot
permit to pass unrebuked.”

“ Nay, sir,” cried Boswell, eagerly, “I cannot believe
that Dr. Goldsmith’s intention was so monstrous.”

‘“ And the very fact of your believing that, sir, amounts
almost to a positive proof that the contrary is the case,”
roared Johnson.

“ Pray, sir, do not condemn me on such evidence,” said
Goldsmith.

“Men have been hanged on less,” remarked Burke.
“ But, to return to the original matter, I should like to
know upon what facts—”

“ Ah, sir, to introduce facts into any controversy on a
point of art would indeed be a departure,” said Goldsmith
solemnly. “I cannot countenance a proceeding which
threatens to strangle the imagination.”

“ And you require yours to be particularly healthy just
now, Doctor. Did you not tell us that you were about to
write a Natural History? ” said Garrick.

“Well, I remarked that I had got paid for doing so—
that ’s not just the same thing,” laughed Goldsmith.

“ Ah, the money is in hand; the Natural History is left
to the imagination,” said Reynolds. “ That is the most
satisfactory arrangement.”
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“Yes, for the author,” said Burke. “ Some time ago it
was the book which was in hand, and the payment was left
to the imagination.”

“ These sallies are all very well in their way,” said
Garrick, “ but their brilliance tends to blind us to the real
issue of the question that Dr. Goldsmith introduced, which
I take it was, Why should not acting be included among
the arts? As a matter of course, the question possesses
no more than a casual interest to any of the gentlemen
present, with the exception of Mr. Burke and myself. I
am an actor and Mr. Burke is a statesman—another branch
of the same profession—and therefore we are vitally con-
cerned in the settlement of the question.”

“The matter never rose to the dignity of being a ques-
tion, sir,” said Johnson. ‘It must be apparent to the
humblest intelligence—nay, even to Boswell’s—that acting
is a trick, not a profession—a diversion, not an art. I am
ashamed of Dr. Goldsmith for having contended to the
contrary.”

“It must only have been in sport, sir,” said Boswell
mildly. i

‘“8Sir, Dr. Goldsmith may have earned reprobation,”
cried Johnson, “ but he has been guilty of nothing so hei-
nous as to deserve the punishment of having you as his
advocate.”

“ Oh sir, surely Mr. Boswell is the best one in the world
to pronounce an opinion as to what was said in sport, and
what in earnest,” said Goldsmith. “ His fine sense of
humor—”’

“ 8ir, have you seen the picture which he got painted of
himself on his return from Corsica? ” shouted Johnson.

“ Gentlemen, these diversions may be well enough for
you,” said Garrick, “ but in my ears they sound as the jests
of the crowd must in the ears of a wretch on his way to
Tyburn. Think, sirs, of the position occupied by Mr.
Burke and myself at the present moment. Are we to be
branded as outcasts because we happen to be actors?”

“Undoubtedly you at least are, Davy,” cried Johnson.
“ And good enough for you too, you rascal!”

“And, for my part, I would rather be an outcast with
David Garrick than become chaplain to the Archbishop
of Canterbury,” said Goldsmith,
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“Dr. Goldsmith, let me tell you that it is unbecoming
in you, who have relations in the church, to make such an
assertion,” said Johnson sternly. “ What, sir, does friend-
ship occupy a place before religion in your estimation?

“The Archbishop could easily get another chaplain, sir,
 but whither could the stage look for another Garrick??”
said Goldsmith.

“Psha! Sir, the puppets which we saw last week in
Panton street delighted the town more than ever Mr. Gar-
rick did,” cried Johnson; and when he perceived that Gar-
rick colored at this sally of his, he lay back in his chair
and roared with laughter.

Reynolds took snuff.

“ Dr. Goldsmith said he could act as adroitly as the best
of the puppets—I heard him myself,” said Boswell.

“That was only his vain boasting which you have so
frequently noted with that acuteness of observation that
makes you the envy of our circle,” said Burke. ¢ You
understand the Irish temperament perfectly, Mr. Boswell.
But to resort to the original point raised by Goldsmith;
surely, Dr. Johnson, you will allow that an actor of genius
is at least on a level with a musician of genius.”

“Sir, I will allow that he is on a level with a fiddler, if
that will satisfy you,” replied Johnson.

“ Surely, sir, yon must allow that Mr. Garrick’s art is
superior to that of Signor Piozzi, whom we heard play at
Dr. Burney’s,” said Burke.

“Yes, sir; David Garrick has the good luck to be an
Englishman, and Piozzi the ill luck to be an Italian,” re-
plied Johnson. * Sir, ’tis no use affecting to maintain
that you regard acting as on a level with the arts. I will
not put an affront upon your intelligence by supposing
that you actually believe what your words would imply.”

“ You can take your choice, Mr. Burke,” said Goldsmith:
“whether you will have the affront put upon our intel-
ligence or your sincerity.”

“T am sorry that I am compelled to leave the company
for a space, just as there seems to be some chance of the
argument becoming really interesting to me personally,”
said Garrick, rising; “but the fact is that I rashly made
an engagement for this hour. I shall be gone for perhaps
twenty minutes, and meantime you may be able to come to
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some agreement on a matter which, I repeat, is one of vital
importance to Mr. Burke and myself; and so, sirs, fare-
well for the present.” 3 {

He gave one of those bows of his, to witness which was
a liberal education in the days when grace was an art, and
left the room.

“If Mr. Garrick’s bow does not prove my point, no argu-
ment that I can bring forward will produce any impression
upon you, sir,”’ said Goldsmith.

“The dog is well enough,” said Johnson; “ but he has
need to be kept in his place, and I believe that there is
no one whose attempts to keep him in his place he will
tolerate as he does mine.”

“ And what do you suppose is Mr. Garrick’s place, sir? ”’
asked Goldsmith. ‘Do you believe that if we were all to
stand on one another’s shoulders, as certain acrobats do,
with Garrick on the shoulder of the topmost man, we
should succeed in keeping him in his proper place? ”

“ 8ir,” said Dr. Johnson, “ your question is as ridicu-
lous as anything you have said to-night, and to say so
much, sir, is, let me tell you, to say a good deal.”

“What a pity it is that honest Goldsmith is so persis-
tent in his attempts to shine,” whispered Boswell to Burke.

“’°Tis a great pity, truly, that a lark should try to make
its voice heard in the neighborhood of a Niagara,” said
Burke. A

‘“ Pray, sir, what is a Niagara? »” asked Boswell.

“ A Niagara? ” said Burke. “ Better ask Dr. Goldsmith;
he alluded to it in his latest poem. Dr. Goldsmith, Mr.
Boswell wishes to know what a Niagara is.”

“8ir,” said Goldsmith, who had caught every word of
the conversation in undertone. ¢ Sir, Niagara is the Dr.
Johnson of the New World.”

The conversation took place in the Crown and Anchor
tavern in the Strand, where the party had just dined. Dr.
Johnson had been quite as good company as usual. There
was a general feeling that he had rarely insulted Boswell
so frequently in the course of a single evening—but then,
Boswell had rarely so laid himself open to insult as he had
upon this evening—and when he had finished with the
Scotchman, he turned his attention to Garrick, the op-
portunity being afforded him by Oliver Goldsmith, who
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had been unguarded enough to say a word or two regard-
ing that which he termed “ the art of acting.”

“ Dr. Goldsmith, I am ashamed of you, sir,” cried the
great dictator. “ Who gave you the authority to add to
the number of the arts ¢ the art of acting ’? We shall hear
of the art of dancing next, and every tumbler who kicks
up the sawdust will have the right to call himself an artist.
Madame Violante, who gave Peggy Woffington her first
lesson on the tight rope, will rank with Miss Kauffmann,
the painter—nay, every poodle that dances on its hind legs
in public will be an artist.”

It was in vain that Goldsmith endeavored to show that
the admission of acting to the list of arts scarcely entailed
such consequences as Johnson asserted would be inevitable,
if that admission were once made; it was in vain that
Garrick asked if the fact that painting was included
among the arts, caused sign painters to claim for them-
selves the standing of artists; and, if not, why there was
any reason to suppose that the tumblers to whom Johnson
had alluded would advance their claims to be on a level
with the highest interpreters of the emotions of humanity.
Dr. Johnson roared down every suggestion that was offered
to him most courteously by his friends.

Then, in the exuberance of his spirits, he insulted Bos-
well and told Burke he did not know what he was talking
about. In short, he was thoroughly Johnsonian, and con-
sidered himself the best of company, and eminently capable
of pronouncing an opinion as to what were the elements
of a clubable man.

He had succeeded in driving one of his best friends out
of the room, and in reducing the others of the party to
silence—all except Boswell, who, as usual, tried to start
him upon a discussion of some subtle point of theology.
Boswell seemed invariably to have adopted this course
after he had been thoroughly insulted, and to have been,
as a rule, very successful in its practice: it usually led to
his attaining to the distinction of another rebuke for him
to gloat over.

He now thought that the exact moment had come for
him to find out what Dr. Johnson thought on the sub-
ject of the immortality of the soul.

“ Pray, sir,” said he, shifting his chair so as to get be-
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tween Reynolds’ ear-trumpet and his oracle—his jealousy
of Sir Joshua’s ear-trumpet was as great as his jealousy
of Goldsmith. ¢ Pray, sir, is there any evidence among
the ancient Egyptians that they believed that the soul of
man was imperishable? ”’

“ Sir,” said Johnson, after a huge roll or two, “ there is
evidence that the ancient Egyptians were in the habit of
introducing a memento mori at a feast, lest the partakers
of the banquet should become too merry.”

“Well, sir?” said Boswell eagerly, as Johnson made a
pause.

“YWell, sir, we have no need to go to the trouble of in-
troducing such an object, since Scotchmen are so plentiful
in London, and so ready to accept the offer of a dinner,”
said Johnson, quite in his pleasantest manner.

Boswell was more elated than the others of the com-
pany at this sally. He felt that he, and he only, could suc-
ceed in drawing his best from Johnson.

“ Nay, Dr. Johnson, you are too hard on the Scotch,”
he murmured, but in no deprecatory tone. He seemed to
be under the impression that every one present was envy-
ing him, and he smiled as if he felt that it was necessary
for him to accept with meekness the distinction of which
he was the recipient.

“ Come, Goldy,” cried Johnson, turning his back upon
Boswell, “ you must not be silent, or I will think that you
feel aggrieved because I got the better of you in the argu-
ment.”

“ Argument, sir?” said Goldsmith. “1I protest that I
was not aware that any argument was under consideration.
You make short work of another’s argument, Doctor.”

“’Tis due to the logical faculty which I have in com-
mon with Mr. Boswell, sir,” said Johnson, with a twinkle.

“The logical faculty of the elephant when it lies down
on its tormentor, the wolf,” muttered Goldsmith, who had
just acquired some curious facts for his Animated Nature.

At that moment one of the tavern waiters entered the
room with a message to Goldsmith that his cousin, the
Dean, had just arrived and was anxious to obtain permis-
sion to join the party.

“My cousin, the Dean! What Dean? What does the
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man mean? ” said Goldsmith, who appeared to be both sur-
prised and confused.

“Why, sir,” said Boswell, “ you have told us more than
once that you had a cousin who was a dignitary of the
church.”

“ Have I, indeed? ” said Goldsmith. ¢ Then I suppose,
if I said so, this must be the very man. A Dean, is he?”

“ Sir, it is ill-mannered to keep even a curate waiting
in the common room of a tavern,” said Johnson, who was
not the man to shrink from any sudden addition to his au-
dience of an evening. ‘If your relation were an Arch-
bishop, sir, this company would be worthy to receive him.
Pray give the order to show him into this room.”

Goldsmith seemed lost in thought. He gave a start when
Johnson had spoken, and in no very certain tone told the
waiter to lead the clergyman up to the room. Oliver’s face
undoubtedly wore an expression of greater curiosity than
that of any of his friends, before the waiter returned, fol-
lowed by an elderly and somewhat undersized clergyman
wearing a full bottomed wig and the bands and apron of a
dignitary of the church. He walked stifily, with an erect
carriage that gave a certain dignity to his short figure. His
face was white, but his eyebrows were extremely bushy.
He had a slight squint in one eye.

The bow which he gave on entering the room was pro-
fuse but awkward. It contrasted with the farewell salute
of Garrick on leaving the table twenty minutes before.
Every one present, with the exception of Oliver, perceived
in a moment a family resemblance in the clergyman’s bow
to that with which Goldsmith was accustomed to receive
his friends. A little jerk which the visitor gave in raising
his head was laughably like a motion made by Goldsmith,
supplemental to his usual bow.

“ Gentlemen,” said the visitor, with a wave of his hand,
“1 entreat of you to be seated.” His voice and accent more
than suggested Goldsmith’s, although he had only a sus-
picion of an Irish brogue. If Oliver had made an attempt
to disown his relationship, no one in the room would have
regarded him as sincere. ‘ Nay, gentlemen, I insist,” con-
tinued the stranger; ‘ you embarrass me with your cour-
tesy.”

“ Sir,” said Johnson, “you will not find that any com-
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pany over which I have the honor to preside is found lack-
ing in its duty to the church.” 4y X :

“J] am the humblest of its ministers, sir,” said the
stranger, with a deprecatory bow. Then he glanced round
the room, and with an exclamation of pleasure went to-
wards Goldsmith. “ Ah! I do not need to ask which of
this distinguished company is my cousin Nolly—I beg your
pardon, Oliver—ah, old times—old times!” He had
caught Goldsmith’s hands in both his own and was looking
into his face with a pathetic air. Goldsmith seemed a lit-
tle embarrassed. His smile was but the shadow of a smile.
The rest of the party averted their heads, for in the long
silence, that followed the exclamation of the visitor, there
was an element of pathos.

Curiously enough, a sudden laugh came from Sir Joshua
Reynolds, causing all faces to be turned in his direction.
An aspect of stern rebuke was now worn by Dr. Johnson.
The painter hastened to apologize.

“I ask your pardon, sir,” he said, gravely, “but—sir,
I am a painter—my name is Reynolds—and—well, sir, the
family resemblance between you and our dear friend Dr.
Goldsmith—a resemblance that perhaps only a painter’s
eye could detect—seemed to me so extraordinary as you
stood together, that—"’

“ Not another word, sir, I entreat of you,” eried the vis-
itor. “My cousin Oliver and I have not met for—how
many years is it, Nolly? Not eleven—no, it cannot be
eleven—and yet—"

“ Ah, sir,” said Oliver, ¢ time is fugitive—very fugitive.”

He shook his head sadly.

“ I am pleased to hear that you have acquired this knowl-
edge, which the wisdom of the ancients has crystalized in
a phrase,” said the stranger. “ But you must present me
to your friends, Noll—Oliver, I mean. You, sir ”—he
turned to Reynolds—“have told me your name. Am I
fortunate enough to be face to face with Sir Joshua Rey-
nolds? Oh, there can be no doubt about it. Oliver dedi-
cated his last poem to you. Sir, I am your servant. And
you, sir —he turned to Burke—* I seem to have seen your
face somewhere—it is strangely familiar—”

“That gentleman is Mr. Burke, sir,” said Goldsmith.
He was rapidly recovering his embarrassment, and spoke
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with something of an air of pride, as he made a gesture
with his right hand towards Burke. The clergyman made
precisely the same gesture with his left hand, crying—

“What, Mr. Edmund Burke, the friend of liberty—the -
friend of the people? ”

“ The same, sir,” said Oliver. “ He is, besides, the friend
of Oliver Goldsmith.”

“ Then he is my friend also,” said the clergyman. ¢ Sir,
to be in a position to shake you by the hand is the greatest
privilege of my life.”

“You do me great honor, sir,” said Burke.

Goldsmith was burning to draw the attention of his rela-
tive to Dr. Johnson, who on his side was looking anything
but pleased at being so far neglected.

“ Mr. Burke, you are our countryman—Oliver’s and mine
—and I know you are sound on the Royal Marriage Act.
I should dearly like to have a talk with you on that iniqui-
tous measure. You opposed it, sir? ”

“With all my power, sir,” said Burke.

“ @ive me your hand again, sir. Mrs. Luttrel was an
honor to her sex, and it is she who confers an honor upon
the Duke of Cumberland, not the other way about. You
are with me, Mr. Burke? Eh, what is the matter, Cousin
Noll? Why do you work with your arm that way?”

“ There are other gentlemen in the room, Mr. Dean,”
said Oliver.

“ They can wait,” cried Mr. Dean. “ They are certain to
be inferior to Mr. Burke and Sir Joshua Reynolds. If I
should be wrong, they will not feel mortified at what I have
said.”

“This is Mr. Boswell, sir,” said Goldsmith.

“ Mr. Boswell—of where, sir? ”

“ Mr. Boswell, of—of Scotland, sir.”

“ Scotland, the land where the clergymen write plays
for the theater. Your clergymen might be better employed,
Mr.—Mr.—"

“ Boswell, sir.”

“Mr. Boswell. Yes, I hope you will look into this matter
should you ever visit your country again—a remote pos-
sibility, from all that I can learn of your country-
men.”

“ Why, sir, since Mr. Home wrote his tragedy of ¢ Doug-
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las’—” began Boswell, but he was interrupted by the
stranger. .

“ What, you would condone his offense?” he cried.
“The fact of your having a mind to do so shows that the
clergy of your country are still sadly lax in their duty, sir.
They should have taught you better.”

“ And this is Dr. Johnson, sir,” said Goldsmith in tones
of triumph.

His relation sprang from his seat and advanced to the
head of the table, bowing profoundly.

“ Dr. Johnson,” he cried, I have long desired to meet
you, sir.”

“T am your servant, Mr. Dean,” said Jochnson, towering
above him as he got—somewhat awkwardly—upon his
feet. “ No gentleman of your cloth, sir—leaving aside for
a moment all consideration of the eminence in the church
to which you have attained—fails to obtain my respect.”

“I am glad of that, sir,” said the Dean. ¢ It shows that
you, though a Non-conformist preacher, and, as I under-
stand, abounding in zeal on behalf of the cause of which
you are so able an advocate, are not disposed to relinquish
the example of the great Wesley in his admiration for the
church.”

“ 8ir,” said Johnson, with great dignity, but with a
scowl upon his face. “ Sir, you are the victim of an error
as gross as it is unaccountable. I am not a Non-conform-
ist—on the contrary, I would give the rogues no quarter.”

“8ir,” said the clergyman, with the air of one adminis-
tering a rebuke to a subordinate. ¢ Sir, such intoleration
is unworthy of an enlightened country and an age of some
culture. But I ask your pardon; finding you in the com-
pany of distinguished gentlemen, I was led to believe that
you were the great Dr. Johnson, the champion of the rights
of conscience. I regret that I was mistaken.”

“Sir!” cried Goldsmith, in great consternation—for
Johnson was rendered speechless through being placed in
the position of the rebuked, instead of occupying his ac-
customed place as the rebuker. “ Sir, this is the great Dr.
Johson—nay, there is no Dr. Johnson but one.”

“’Tis so like your good nature, Cousin Oliver, to take
the side of the weak,” said the clergyman, smiling. ¢ Well,
well, we will take the honest gentleman’s greatness for
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granted ; and, indeed, he is great in one sense: he is large
enough to outweigh you and me put together in one scale.
To such greatness we would do well to bow.”

“ Heavens, sir!” said Boswell in a whisper that had
something of awe in it. “Isit possible that you have never
heard of Dr. Samuel Johnson?”

“ Alas! sir,” said the stranger, “I am but a country par-
son. I cannot be expected to know all the men who are
called great in London. Of course, Mr. Burke and Sir
Joshua Reynolds have a European reputation; but you,
Mr.—Mr.—ah! you see I have e’en forgot your worthy
name, sir, though I doubt not you are one of London’s
greatest. Pray, sir, what have you written that entitles
you to speak with such freedom in the presence of such
gentlemen as Mr. Burke, Sir Joshua Reynolds, and—I add
with pride—Oliver Goldsmith? ”’

“I am the friend of Dr. Johnson, sir,” muttered Bos-
well. 7

“ And he has doubtless greatness enough—avoirdupois
—to serve for both! Pray, Oliver, as the gentleman from
Scotland is too modest to speak for himself, tell me what
he has written.”

“He has written many excellent works, sir, including
an account of Corsica,” said Goldsmith, with some stam-
mering.

“And his friend, Dr. Johnson, has he attained to an
equally dizzy altitude in literature? ”

“You are surely jesting, sir,” said Goldsmith. * The
world is familiar with Dr. Johnson’s Dictionary.”

“ Alas, I am but a country parson, as you know, Oliver,
and I have no need for a dictionary, having been moder-
ately well educated. Has the work appeared recently, Dr.
Johnson? ”

But Dr. Johnson had turned his back upon the stranger,
and had picked up a volume which Tom Dayvies, the book-
seller, had sent to him at the Crown and Anchor, and had
buried his face in its pages, bending it, as was his wont, un-
til the stitching had cracked, and the back was already
loose.

“Your great friend, Noll, is no lover of books, or he
would treat them with greater tenderness,” said the clergy-
man. “I would fain hope that the purchasers of his dic-
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tionary treat it more fairly than he does the work of
others. When did he bring out his dictionary?”

“ Eighteen years ago,” said Oliver.

« And what books has he written within the intervening
years?” ; ;

“ He has been a constant writer, sir, and is the most
highly esteemed of our authors.” :

“ Nay, sir, but give me a list of his books published
within the past eighteen years, so that I may repair my de-
plorable ignorance. You, cousin, have written many
works that the world would not willingly be without; and
I hear that you are about to add to that already honora-
ble list; but your friend—oh, you have deceived me, Oliver!
—he is no true worker in literature, or he would—nay, he
could not, have remained idle all these years. How does
he obtain his means of living if he will not use his pen? ”

“ He has a pension from the King, sir,” stuttered Oliver.
“T tell you, sir, he is the most learned man in Europe.”

“ His is a sad case,” said the clergyman. “ To refrain
from administering to him the rebuke which he deserves
would be to neglect an obvious duty.” He took a few .
steps towards Johnson and raised his head. Goldsmith
fell into a chair and buried his face in his hands; Boswell’s
jaw fell; Burke and Reynolds looked by turns grave and
amused. “ Dr. Johnson,” said the stranger, “I feel that it
is my duty as a clergyman to urge upon you to amend your
way of life.”

“Sir,” shouted Johnson, “ if you were not a clergyman I
would say that you were a very impertinent fellow!”

“Your way of receiving a rebuke which your conscience
~—if you have one—tells you that you have earned, supple-
ments in no small measure the knowledge of your character
which I have obtained since entering this room, sir. You
may be a man of some parts, Dr. Johnson, but you have
acknowledged yourself to be as intolerant in matters of re-
ligion as you have proved yourself to be intolerant of
rebuke, offered to you in a friendly spirit. It seems to me
that your habit is to browbeat your friends into acquies-
cence with every dictum that comes from your lips, though
they are workers—not without honor—at that profession
of letters which you despise—-nay, sir, do not interrupt me.
If you did not despise letters, you would not have allowed






GEORGE MOORE.
(1857 —)

Mg. GEORGE MOORE, poet, novelist, dramatist and art critic, was
born in Ireland in 1857. His father was George Henry Moore,
M.P., of Moore Hall, County Mayo, who united considerable literary
ability with political activity and was a Nationalist and a member
of the Young Ireland party. George Moore was educated at Oscott
College near Birmingham, studied art in Paris and early gave
proof that his father’s taste for letters had descended to him. He
has produced some twenty books, including, besides fiction, verse,
drama, and criticism, and though conventional English critics and
timid managers of circulating libraries at first refused to accept his
works, he has long been recognized as one of the greatest living
writers of fiction. In his ¢ Confessions of a Young Man’ he early
showed himself a worshiper of Shelley, and it was he who intro-
duced to English readers several of the writers who created the
symbolist movement in French literature, notably Arthur Rimbaud,
Paul Verlaine, Jules Laforgue, Gustave Kahn and Stéphane Mal-
larmé.

He has also written perhaps the two best essays in English on
Balzac, the greatest of French novelists, and on Turgueneff, the great
Russian novelist. His first two books were verse, ¢ Flowers of Pas-
sion’ (1877) and ‘ Pagan Poems’ (1881). These were followed by ¢ A
Modern Lover’ (1883), ‘A Mummer’s Wife’ (1884), ‘Literature at
Nurse, or Circulating Morals’ (1885), in which he threw down the
challenge to Messrs. Mudie and Smith of circulating-library fame,
that the support of the libraries was not vital to his existence as an
author ; ‘ A Drama in Muslin’ (1886), ‘ Parnell and his Island ’ (1887),
‘A Mere Accident’ (1887), ‘Confessions of a Young Man ’(1888),
largely a history of his opinions and in part biographical ; ¢Spring
Days’ (1888), ‘Mike Fletcher’ (1889), ‘Impressions and Opinions’
(1890), a book of fascinating critical interest ; ¢ Vain Fortune ’ (1890)
‘Modern Painting’ (1893), ‘The Stirike at Arlingford,” a drama,
(1893), ¢ Esther Waters’ (1894), ¢ Celibates ’ (1895), ‘Evelyn Innes’
(1898), ‘ The Bending of the Bough,” a play written for the Irish
Literary Theater (1900); ‘Sister Theresa,’ the sequel of ‘Evelyn
Innes’ (1901), and a collection of short stories dealing with Irish
subjects under the title ¢ Untilled Fields’ (1903). Mr. Moore has
also collaborated (1894) with Mrs. Craigie in a little comedy called
¢ Journeys End in Lovers Meeting,' written for Ellen Terry, and with
Mr. W. B. Yeats (1901) in a very successful four-act drama founded
on the old Irish epic tale of ‘Diarmuid and Grania.’ Mr. Moore
also wrote a vigorous introduction to the English translation of Zola’s
g Pot-Bpu.xlle,’ published under the name ¢ Piping Hot’ (1885), and a
charming preface to Lena Milman’s translation of Dostoievsky’s
¢ Poor Folk’ (London, 1894), and also an introduction to two plays of
Mr. Edward Martyn, ‘The Heather Field’® and ¢ Maeve,’” which set
forth the aims of the Irish Literary Theater (1899). With Mr. W,
B. Yeats, Mr. Edward Martyn, Dr, Douglas Hyde, Mr. George W.
Russell and others, he contributed to  Ideals in Ireland’ (1901).
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In ‘Parnell and his Island ’ (1887) he made an attack upon the
Irish party of that day, but has seen the error of his ways, and in
1900 gave up his residence in London and left what he termed the
¢ Brixton Empire " for Dublin, wherehe has since resided. By the
“ Brixton Empire” Mr. Moore meant ‘‘ the empire of vulgarity and
greed, and materialism and hypocrisy, that is crawling round the
whole world, throttling other races and nationalities—all for their
own good, of course!—and reducing everything to one machine-made
Brixton pattern.”

In fiction Mr. Moore is a realist and if he has any theory it may
perhaps be summed up in the following notable and dignified utter-
ance upon the function of the novel,made by himself in ‘ A Drama
in Muslin’: *‘Seen from afar, all things in nature are of equal
worth ; and the meanest things, when viewed with the eyes of God,
are raised to heights of tragic awe which conventionality would limit
to the deaths of kings or patriots. The history of a nation as often
lies hidden in social wrongs and domestic griefs as in the story of
revolution, and if it be for the historian to narrate the one it is for
the novelist to dissect and explain the other.”

‘While Mr. Moore’s chief fame rests upon his novels, he has also
achieved distinction as one of the ablest of living art critics, his best
work of this kind being found in his ‘ Modern Painting,’ which called
forth the euology of such an eminent critic as the late Walter Pater.
(‘ George Moore as an Art Critic,” Daily Chronicle, June 10, 1893,
reprinted in Pater’s ¢ Uncollected Essays,’ Portland, 1903.)

Perhaps the two best critical estimates of Mr. Moore’s work are
the appreciation by Mr. E. A. Bennett in his volume of essays ¢Fame
and Fiction’ (1901) and the long essay by Professor H. T. Peck in
his book ¢ The Personal Equation.” Mr. Bennett gives a candid rec-
ognition of Mr. Moore’s eminence as a serious novelist, and speaking
of perhaps his best known novel, ¢ Esther Waters,” sums up his opinion
asfollows: ‘‘Itteaches, as all true art must. It is more than a story;
it seeks to do something more than please. And this seriousness,
this religious devotion to truth, this proud scorn of every prejudice
which might limit his scope: these qualities, occurring as they do
everywhere in Mr. Moore’s work, differentiate that work from that
of almost all his contemporaries.”

Professor Peck gives perhaps an even higher estimate of Mr.
Moore’s work: ‘‘ A profound psychologist, a sensitivist who feels to
his very finger tips the slightest breath of things, a genius fettered
by the chains of pure materialism, yet none the less and with all his
limitations and perversities the greatest literary artist who has struck
the chords of English since the death of Thackeray.”

THE EXILE.
From ¢ Untilled Fields.!
I

Pat Phelan’s bullocks were ready for the fair, and so
were his pigs; but the two fairs happened to come on the

1 Copyright 1903 by J. B. Lippincott Company. By permission,
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same day, and he thought he would like to sell the pigs
himself. His eldest son, James, was staying at home to
help Catherine I'ord with her churning; Peter, his second
son, was not much of a hand at a bargain ; it was Pat and
James who managed the farm, and when Peter had gone to
bed they began to wonder if Peter would be able to sell the
bullocks. Pat said Peter had been told the lowest price
he could take, James said there was a good demand for
cattle, and at last they decided that Peter could not fail to
sell the beasts.

Pat was to meet Peter at the cross-roads about twelve
o’clock in the day. But he had sold his pigs early, and
was half an hour in front of him, and sitting on the stile
waiting for his son, he thought if Peter got thirteen pounds
apiece for the bullocks he would say he had done very well.
A good jobber, he thought, would be able to get ten shil-
lings apiece more for them; and he went on thinking of
what price Peter would get, until, suddenly looking up the
road, whom should he see but Peter coming down the road
with the bullocks in front of him. He could hardly be-
lieve his eyes, and it was a long story that Peter told him
about two men who wanted to buy the bullocks early in
the morning. They had offered him eleven pounds ten, and
when he would not sell them at that price they had stood
laughing at the bullocks and doing all they could to keep
off other buyers. Peter was quite certain it was not his
fault, and he began to argue. But Pat Phelan was too
disappointed to argue with him, and he let him go on
talking. At last Peter ceased talking, and this seemed to
Pat Phelan a good thing.

The bullocks trotted in front of them. They were seven
miles from home, and fifteen miles are hard on fat animals,
and he could truly say he was at a loss of three pounds
that day if he took into account the animals’ keep.

Father and son walked on, and not a word passed be-
tween them till they came to Michael Quinn’s public-house.
“ Did you get three pounds apiece for the pigs, father? ”

“I did, and three pounds five.”

“We might have a drink out of that.”

It seemed to Peter that the men inside were laughing at
him or at the lemonade he was drinking, and, seeing among
them one who had been interfering with him all day, he
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told him he would put him out of the house, and he would
have done it if Mrs. Quinn had not told him that no one
put a man out of her house without her leave.

“ Do you hear that, Peter Phelan?”

“If you can’t best them at the fair,” said his father, “ it
will be little good for you to put them out of the public-
house afterwards.”

And on that Peter swore he would never go to a fair
again, and they walked on until they came to the priest’s
house. :

“1t was bad for me when I listened to you and James.
If I hadn’t I might have been in Maynooth now.”

“ Now, didn’t you come home talking of the polis??”

“Wasn’t that after?”

They could not agree as to when his idea of life had
changed from the priesthood to the police, nor when it had
changed back from the police to the priesthood, and Peter
talked on, telling of the authors he had read with Father
Tom—Ce=sar, Virgil, even Quintilian. The priest had
said that Quintilian was too difficult for him, and Pat
Phelan was in doubt whether the difficulty of Quintilian
was a sufficient reason for preferring the police to the
priesthood.

“ Any way it isn’t a girl that’s troubling him,” he said
to himself, and he looked at Peter, and wondered how it
was that Peter did not want to be married. Peter was a
great big fellow, over six feet high, that many a girl would
take a fancy to, and Pat Phelan had long had his eye on a
girl who would marry him. And his failure to sell the
bullocks brought all the advantages of this marriage to
Pat Phelan’s mind, and he began to talk to his son. Peter

. listened, and seemed to take an interest in all that was

said, expressing now and then a doubt if the girl would
marry him ; the possibility that she might seemed to turn
his thoughts again towards the priesthood.

The bullocks had stopped to graze, and Peter’s indeci-
sions threw Pat Phelan fairly out of his humor.

“Well, Peter, I am tired listening to you. If it’s a
priest you want to be, go in there, and Father Tom will tell
you what you must do, and 1’1l drive the bullocks home
myself.” And on that Pat laid his hand on the priest’s
green gate, and Peter walked through.
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II.

There were trees about the priest’s house, and there were
two rooms on the right and left of the front door. The
parlor was on the left, and when Peter came in the priest
was sitting reading in his mahogany arm-chair. Peter
wondered if it were this very mahogany chair that had
put the idea of being a priest into his head. Just now,
while walking with his father, he had been thinking that
they had not even a wooden arm-chair in their house,
though it was the best house in the village—only some
stools and some plain wooden chairs.

The priest could see that Peter had come to him for a
purpose. But Peter did not speak ; he sat raising his pale,
perplexed eyes, looking at the priest from time to time,
thinking that if he told Father Tom of his failure at the
fair, Father Tom might think he only wished to become
a priest because he had no taste for farming.

“You said, Father Tom, if I worked hard I should be
able to read Quintilian in six months.”

The priest’s face always lighted up at the name of a
classical author, and Peter said he was sorry he had been
taken away from his studies. But he had been thinking
the matter over, and his mind was quite made up, and he
was sure he would sooner be a priest than anything else.

“ My boy, I knew you would never put on the policeman’s
belt. The Bishop will hold an examination for the places
that are vacant in Maynooth.” Peter promised to work
hard and he already saw himself sitting in an arm-chair,
in a mahogany arm-chair, reading classics, and winning
admiration for his learning.

He walked home, thinking that everything was at last
decided, when suddenly, without warning, when he was
thinking of something else, his heart misgave him. It was
as if he heard a voice saying: “ My boy, I don’t think you
will ever put on the cassock. You will never walk with the
biretta on your head.” The priest had said that he did
not believe he would ever buckle on the policeman’s belt.
He was surprised to hear the priest say this, though he had
often heard himself thinking the same thing. What sur-
prised and frightened him now was that he heard himself
saying he would never put on the cassock and the biretta.
It is frightening to hear yourself saying you are not going
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to do the thing you have just made up your mind you will
do.

He had often thought he would like to put the money he
would get out of the farm into a shop, but when it came
to the point of deciding he had not been able to make up his
mind. He had always had a great difficulty in knowing
what was the right thing to do. His uncle William had
never thought of anything but the priesthood. James
never thought of anything but the farm. A certain friend
of his had never thought of doing anything but going to
America. Suddenly he heard some one call him.

It was Catherine, and Peter wondered if she were think-
ing to tell him she was going to marry James.

For she always knew what she wanted. Many said that
James was not the one she wanted, but Peter did not be-
lieve that, and he looked at Catherine and admired her
face, and thought what a credit she would be to the family.
No one wore such beautifully knitted stockings as Cath-
erine, and no one’s boots were so prettily laced.

But not knowing exactly what to say, he asked her if
she had come from their house, and he went on talking,
telling her that she would find nobody in the parish like
James. James was the best farmer in the parish, none
such a judge of cattle; and he said all this and a great
deal more, until he saw that Catherine did not care to
talk about James at all.

“J daresay all you say is right, Peter; but you see he’s
your brother.”

And then, fearing she had said something hurtful, she
told him that she liked James as much as a girl could like
a man who was not going to be her husband.

“ And you are sure, Catherine, that James is not going
to be your husband?”

“Yes,” she said, ¢ quite sure.”

Their talk had taken them as far as Catherine’s door,
and Peter went away wondering why he had not told her
he was going to Maynooth ; for no one would have been able
to advise him as well as Catherine, she had such good sense.

II1.

There was a quarter of a mile between the two houses,
and while Peter was talking to Catherine, Pat Phelan was
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listening to his son James, who was telling his father that
Catherine had said she would not marry him.

Pat was over sixty, but he did not give one the impres-
sion of an old man. The hair was not gray, there was still
a little red in the whiskers. James, who sat opposite to
him, holding his hands to the blaze, was not as good-look-
ing a man as his father, the nose was not as fine, nor were
the eyes as keen. There was more of the father in Peter
than in James.

When Peter opened the half-door, awaking the dozen
hens that roosted on the beam, he glanced from one to
the other, for he suspected that his father was telling
James how he had failed to sell the bullocks. But the tone
of his father’s voice when he asked him what had detained
him on the road told him he was mistaken; and then he
remembered that Catherine had said she would not marry
James, and he began to pity his brother.

“1 met Catherine on the road, and I could do no less
than walk as far as her door with her.”

“You could do no less than that, Peter,” said James.

“ And what do you mean by that, James? ”’

“ Only this, that it is always the crooked way, Peter;
for if it had been you that had asked her she would have
had you and jumping.”

% She would have had me!”

“ And now don’t you think you had better run after her,
Peter, and ask her if she’ll have you? ”

“I’ll never do that; and it is hurtful, James, that you
should think such a thing of me, that I would go behind
your back and try to get a girl from you.”

“1 did not mean that, Peter; but if she won’t have me,
You had better try if you can get her.”

And suddenly Peter felt a resolve come into his heart,
and his manner grew exultant.

“I’ve seen Father Tom, and he said I can pass the ex-
amination. I’m going to be a priest.”

And when they were lying down side by side Peter said,
“ James, it will be all right.” Knowing there was a great
heart-sickness on his brother, he put out his hand. “As
sure as I lie here she will be lying next you before this
day twelvemonths. Yes, James, in this very bed, lying
here where I am lying now.”
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“T don’t believe it, Peter.”

Peter loved his brother, and to bring the marriage about
he took some money from his father and went to live at
Father Tom’s, and he worked so hard during the next two
months that he passed the Bishop’s examination. And it
was late one night when he went to bid them good-bye at
home.

“What makes you so late, Peter?”

“Well, James, I didn’t want to meet Catherine on the
road.”

“You are a good boy, Peter,” said the father, “and
God will reward you for the love you bear your brother.
I don’t think there are two better men in the world. God
has been good to me to give me two such sons.”

And then the three sat round the fire, and Pat Phelan
began to talk family history.

“Well, Peter, you see, there has always been a priest in
the family, and it would be a pity if there’s not one in
this generation. In ’48 your grand-uncles joined the
rebels, and they had to leave the country. You have an
uncle a priest, and you are just like your uncle William.”

And then James talked, but he did not seem to know
very well what he was saying, and his father told him to
stop—that Peter was going where God bad called him.

“ And you will tell her,” Peter said, getting up, “ that I
have gone.”

“T haven’t the heart for telling her such a thing. She
will be finding it out soon enough.”

Outside the house—for he was sleeping at Father Tom’s
that night—Peter thought there was little luck in James’s
eyes; inside the house Pat Phelan and James thought that
Peter was settled for life.

“He will be a fine man standing on an altar,” James
said, “ and perhaps he will be a bishop some day.”

“ And you 1l see her when you ’re done reaping, and you
won’t forget what Peter told you,” said Pat Phelan.

And, after reaping, James put on his coat and walked
up the hillside, where he thought he would find Catherine.

“T hear Peter has left you,” she said, as he opened the
gate to let the cows through.

“ He came last night to bid us good-bye.”
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And they followed the cows under the tall hedges.

«1 shall be reaping to-morrow,” he said. “I will see
you at the same time.”

And henceforth he was always at hand to help her to
drive her cows home; and every night, as he sat with his
father by the fire, Pat Phelan expected James to tell him
about Catherine. One evening he came back overcome,
looking so wretched that his father could see that Cather-
ine had told him she would not marry him.

“ She won’t have me,” he said.

“ A man can always get a girl if he tries long enough,”
his father said, hoping to encourage him. 5

“That would be true enough for another. Catherine
knows she will never get Peter. Another man might get
her, but I’m always reminding her of Peter.”

She told him the truth one day, that if she did not marry
Peter she would marry no one, and James felt like dying.
He grew pale and could not speak.

At last he said, “ How is that?”

“I don’t Lknow. I don’t know, James. But you
mustn’t talk to me about marriage again.”

And he had to promise her not to speak of marriage
again, and he kept his word. At the end of the year she
asked him if he had any news of Peter.

“ The last news we had of him was about a month ago,
and he said he hoped to be admitted into the minor
orders.”

And a few days afterwards he heard that Catherine had
decided to go into a convent.

“ So this is the way it has ended,” he thought. And he
seemed no longer fit for work on the farm. He was seen
about the road smoking, and sometimes he went down to
the ball-alley, and sat watching the games in the evening.
It was thought that he would take to drink, but he took to
fishing instead, and was out all day in his little boat on the
lake, however hard the wind might blow. The fisherman
said he had seen him in the part of the lake where the wind
blew the hardest, and that he could hardly pull against the
waves.

“ His mind is away. I don’t think he’ll do any good in
this country,” his father said.

And the old man was very sad, for when James was gone
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he would have no one, and he did not feel he would be able
to work the farm for many years longer. He and James
used to sit smoking on either side of the fireplace, and Pat
Phelan knew that James was thinking of America all the
while. One evening, as they were sitting like this, the
door was opened suddenly.

“Peter!” said James. And he jumped up from the
fire to welcome his brother.

“Tt is good for sore eyes to see the sight of you again,”
said Pat Phelan. “ Well, tell us the news. If we had
known you were coming we would have sent the cart to
meet you.”

As Peter did not answer, they began to think that some-
thing must have happened. Perhaps Peter was not going
to become a priest after all, and would stay at home with
his father to learn to work the farm.

“You see, I did not know myself until yesterday. It
was only yesterday that 4

“ 8o you are not going to be a priest? We are glad to
hear that, Peter.”

“ How is that?”

He had thought over what he should say, and without
waiting to hear why they were glad, he told them the pro-
fessor, who overlooked his essays, had refused to recognize
their merits—he had condemned the best things in them;
and Peter said it was extraordinary that such a man
should be appointed to such a place. Then he told that the
Church afforded little chances for the talents of young
men unless they had a great deal of influence.

And they sat listening to him, hearing how the college
might be reformed. He had a gentle, winning way of talk-
ing, and his father and brother forgot their own misfor-
tunes thinking how they might help him.

“Well, Peter, you have come back none too soon.”

““And how is that? What have you been doing since I
went away? You all wanted to hear about Maynooth.”

“Of course we did, my boy. Tell him, James.”

“Oh! it is nothing particular,” said James. “It is
only this, Peter—I am going to America.”

“And who will work the farm?”

“YWell, Peter, we were thinking that you might work it
yourself.”
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“T work the farm! Going to America, James! But
what about Catherine? ”

“ That’s what I ’'m coming to, Peter. She has gone into
a convent. And that’s what’s happened since you went
away. I can’t stop here, Peter—I will never do a hand’s
turn in Ireland—and father is getting too old to go to the
fairs. That’s what we were thinking when you came in.”

There was a faint tremble in his voice, and Peter saw
how heart-sick his brother was.

“T will do my best, James.”

“T knew you would.”

“Yes, I will,” said Peter; and he sat down by the fire.

And his father said:—

“You are not smoking, Peter.”

“No,” he said; “ I’ve given up smoking.”

“Will you drink something?” said James. “ We have
got a drain of whisky in the house.”

“ No, I have had to give up spirits. It doesn’t agree with
me. And I don’t take tea in the morning. Have you got
any cocoa in the house? ”

It was not the cocoa he liked, but he said he would be
able to manage.

IV,

And when the old man came through the doorway in
the morning buttoning his braces, he saw Peter stirring
his cocoa. There was something absurd as well as some-
. thing attractive in Peter, and his father had to laugh when
he said he couldn’t eat American bacon.

- “My stomach wouldn’t retain it. I require very little,
but that little must be the best.”

" And when James took him into the farmyard, he noticed

- that Peter crossed the yard like one who had never been
in a farmyard before; he looked less like a farmer than
ever, and when he looked at the cows, James wondered if
he could be taught to see the difference between an Alder-
ney and a Durham.

“ There’s Kate,” he said; “ she’s a good cow; as good a
cow as we have, and we can’t get any price for her because
of that hump on her back.”

They went to the styes; there were three pigs there and
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a great sow with twelve little bonhams, and the little ones
were white with silky hair, and Peter asked how old they
were, and when they would be fit for killing. And James
told Peter there were seven acres in the Big field.

“Last year we had oats in the Holly field; next year
you ’1l1 sow potatoes there.”” And he explained the rotation
of crops. ‘“And, now,” he said, “ we will go down to
Crow’s Oak. You have never done any plowing, Peter;
I will show you.”

It was extraordinary how little Peter knew. He
could not put the harness on the horse, and he reminded
James that he had gone into the post-office when he left
school. James gave in to him that the old red horse was
hard to drive, but James could drive him better than
Peter could lead him; and Peter marveled at the skill with
which James raised his hand from the shaft of the plow
and struck the horse with the rein whilst he kept the
plow steady with the other hand.

“ Now, Peter, you must try again.”

At the end of the headland where the plow turned,
Peter always wanted to stop and talk about something;
but James said they would have to get on with the work,
and Peter walked after the plow, straining after it for
three hours, and then he said: * James, let me drive the
horse. I can do no more.”

“You won’t feel it so much when you are accustomed
to it,” said James.

Anything seemed to him better than a day’s plowing:
even getting up at three in the morning to go to a fair.

He went to bed early, as he used to, and they talked of
him over the fire, as they used to. But however much they
talked, they never seemed to find what they were seeking—
his vocation—until one evening an idea suddenly rose out
of their talk.

“A good wife is the only thing for Peter,” said Pat.

And they went on thinking.

“ A husband would be better for her,” said Pat Phelan,
“than a convent.”

“I cannot say I agree with you there. Think of all the
good them nuns are doing.”

‘“ She isn’t a nun yet,” said Pat Phelan.

Y
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And the men smoked on a while, and they ruminated as
they smoked.

“ It would be better, James, that Peter got her than that
she should stay in a convent.”

“T wouldn’t say that,” said James.

“You see,” said bis father, “she did not go into the
convent because she had a calling, but because she was
crossed in love.”

And after another long while James said, “ It is a bit-
ter dose, I am thinking, father, but you must go and tell
her that Peter has left Maynooth.”

“ And what would the Reverend Mother be saying to
me if I went to her with such a story as that? Isn’t your
heart broken enough already, James, without wanting me
to be breaking it still more? Sure, James, you could
never see her married to Peter? ”

“If she were to marry Peter I should be able to go to
America, and that is the only thing for me.”

“That would be poor consolation for you, James.”

“Well, it is the best I shall get, to see Peter settled, and
to know that there will be some one to look after you,
father.”

“You are a good son, James.”

They talked on, and as they talked it became clearer to
them that some one must go to-morrow to the convent and
tell Catherine that Peter had left Maynooth.

“But wouldn’t it be a pity,” said Pat Phelan, “ to tell
her this if Peter is not going to marry her in the end? ”

“1°11 have him out of his bed,” said James, “and he’ll
tell us before this fire if he will or won’t.”

“It’s a serious thing you are doing, James, to get a
girl out of a convent, I am thinking.”

“It will be on my advice that you will be doing this,
father; and now I’ll go and get Peter out of his bed.”

And Peter was brought in, asking what they wanted of
him at this hour of the night; and when they told him what
they had been talking about and the plans they had been
making, he said he would be catching his death of cold,
and they threw some sods of turf on the fire.

“It is against myself that I am asking a girl to leave
the convent, even for you, Peter,” said James. “ But we
can think of nothing else.”
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“ Peter will be able to tell us if it is a sin that we’d be
doing.”

“ 1t is only right that Catherine should know the truth
before she made her vows,” Peter said. “ But this is very
unexpected, father. I reall %

“ Peter, 1°d take it as a great kindness. I shall never
do a hand’s turn in this country. I want to get to Amer-
ica. It will be the saving of me.”

“ And now, Peter,” said his father, ¢ tell us for sure if
you will have the girl?”’

“Iaith I will, though I never thought of marriage, if it
be to please James.” Seeing how heart-sick his brother
was, he said, “I can’t say I like her as you like her; but
if she likes me I will promise to do right by her. James,
you 're going away; we may never see you again. It is all
very sad. And now you ’ll let me go back to bed.”

“ Peter, I knew you would not say no to me; I can’t bear
this any longer.”

“ And now,” said Peter, “let me go back to bed. I am
catching my death.”

And he ran back to his room, and left his brother and
father talking by the fire.

V.

Pat thought the gray mare would take him in faster than
the old red horse; and the old man sat, his legs swinging
over the shaft, wondering what he should say to the Rev-
erend Mother, and how she would listen to his story; and
when he came to the priest’s house a great wish came upon
him to ask the priest’s advice. The priest was walking up
his little lawn reading his breviary, and a great fear came
on Pat Phelan, and he thought he must ask the priest what
he should do.

The priest heard the story over the little wall, and he was
sorry for the old man.

It took him a long time to tell the story, and when he
was finished the priest said :—

“ But where are you going, Pat?”

“That’s what T stopped to tell you, your reverence. I
was thinking I might be going to the convent to tell Cath-
erine that Peter has come back.”
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“Well, it wasn’t yourself that thought of doing such a
thing as that, Pat Phelan.”

But at every word the priest said Pat Phelan’s face grew
more stubborn, and at last he said :—

“Well, your reverence, that isn’t the advice I expected
from you,” and he struck the mare with the ends of the
reins and let her trot up the hill. Nor did the mare stop
trotting till she had reached the top of the hill, and Pat
Plelan had never known her do such a thing before. From
the top of the hill there was a view of the bog, and Pat
thought of the many fine loads of turf he had had out of
that bog, and the many young fellows he had seen there
cutting turf. “ But every one is leaving the country,”
the old man said to himself, and his chin dropped into his
shirt-collar, and he beld the reins loosely, letting the mare
trot or walk as she liked. And he let many pass him with-
out bidding them the hour of the day, for he was too much
overcome by his own grief to notice any one.

The mare trotted gleefully; soft clouds curled over the
low horizon far away, and the sky was blue overhead ; and
the poor country was very beautiful in the still autumn
weather, only it was empty. He passed two or three fine
houses that the gentry had left to caretakers long ago. The
fences were gone, cattle strayed through the woods, the
drains were choked with weeds, the stagnant water was
spreading out into the fields, and Pat Phelan noticed these
things, for he remembered what this country was forty
vears ago. The devil a bit of lonesomeness there was in
it then.

He asked a girl if they would be thatching the house that
autumn; but she answered that the thatch would last out
the old people, and she was going to join her sister in
America.

‘“She’s right—they ’re all there now. Why should any
one stop here? ” the old man said.

The mare tripped, and he took this to be a sign that he
should turn back. But he did not go back. Very soon the
town began, in broken pavements and dirty cottages; going
up the hill there were some slated roofs, but there was no
building of any importance except the church.

At the end of the main street, where the trees began
again, the convent stood in the middle of a large garden,
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and Pat Phelan remembered he had heard that the nuns
were doing well with their dairy and their laundry.

He knocked, and a lay-sister peeped through the grating,
and then she opened the door a little way, and at first he
thought he would have to go back without seeing either
Catherine or the Reverend Mother. For he had got no fur-
ther than ¢ Sister Catherine,” when the lay-sister cut him
short with the news that Sister Catherine was in retreat,
and could see no one. The Reverend Mother was busy.

“ But,” said Pat, ‘“you’re not going to let Catherine
take vows without hearing me.”

“TIf it is about Sister Catherine’s vows 7

“Yes, it is about them I’ve come, and I must see the
Reverend Mother.”

The lay-sister said Sister Catherine was going to be
clothed at the end of the week.

“Well, that is just the reason I ’ve come here.”

On that the lay-sister led him into the parlor, and went
in search of the Reverend Mother.

The floor was so thickly bees-waxed that the rug slipped
under his feet, and, afraid lest he might fall down, he stood
quite still, impressed by the pious pictures on the walls,
and by the large books upon the table, and by the poor-box,
and by the pious inscriptions. He began to think how
much easier was this pious life than the life of the world—
the rearing of children, the failure of crops, and the loneli-
ness. Here life slips away without one perceiving it, and
it seemed a pity to bring her back to trouble. He stood
holding his hat in his old hands, and the time seemed very
long. At last the door opened, and a tall woman with
sharp, inquisitive eyes came in.

“You have come to speak to me about Sister Cath-
erine? ”

“Yes, my lady.”

“ And what have you got to tell me about her?”

“VWell, my son thought and I thought last night—we
were all thinking we had better tell you—Ilast night was the
night that my son came back.”

At the word Maynooth a change of expression came
into her face, but when he told that Peter no longer wished
to be a priest her manner began to grow hostile again,
and1 5s7he got up from her chair and said :—
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“ But really, Mr. Phelan, I have got a great deal of
business to attend to.”

“ But, my lady, you see that Catherine wanted to marry
my son Peter, and it is because he went to Maynooth that
she came here, I don’t think she’d want to be a nun if she
knew that he didn’t want to be a priest.”

“1 cannot agree with you, Mr. Phelan, in that. I have
seen a great deal of Sister Catherine—she has been with us
now for nearly a year—and if she ever entertained the
wishes you speak of, I feel sure she has forgotten them.
Her mind is now set on higher things.”

“ Of course you may be right, my lady, very likely. It
isn’t for me to argue with you about such things; but you
see I have come a long way, and if I could see Catherine
herself—"

“That is impossible. Catherine is in retreat.”

“ So the lay-sister told me; but I thought—”’

“ Sister Catherine is going to be clothed next Saturday,
and I can assure you, Mr. Phelan, that the wishes you tell
me of are forgotten. I know her very well. I can answer
for Sister Catherine.”

The rug slipped under the peasant’s feet and his eyes
wandered round the room; and the Reverend Mother told
him how busy she was, she really could not talk to him any
more that day.

“You see, it all rests with Sister Catherine herself.”

“That’s just it,” said the old man; “ that’s just it, my
lady. My son Peter, who has come from Maynooth, told
us last night that Catherine should know everything that
has happened, so that she may not be sorry afterwards, .
otherwise I wouldn’t have come here, my lady. I wouldn’t
have come to trouble you.”

“I am sorry, Mr. Phelan, that your son Peter has left
Maynooth. It is sad indeed when one finds that one has
not a vocation. But that happens sometimes. I don’t
think that it will be Catherine’s case. And now, Mr.
Phelan, I must ask you to excuse me,” and the Reverend
Mother persuaded the unwilling peasant into the passage,
and he followed the lay-sister down the passage to the gate
and got into his cart again.

“No wonder,” he thought, “ they don’t want to let Cath-
erine out, now that they have got that great farm, and not
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one among them, I’1l be bound, who can manage it except
Catherine.”

At the very same moment the same thoughts passed
through the Reverend Mother’s mind. She had not left the
parlor yet, and stood thinking how she should manage if
Catherine were to leave them. “ Why,” she asked, “ should
he choose to leave Maynooth at such a time? It is indeed
unfortunate. There is nothing,” she reflected, ¢ that gives
a woman so much strength as to receive the veil. She al-
ways feels stronger after her clothing. She feels that the
world is behind her.” ,

The Reverend Mother reflected that perhaps it would be
better for Catherine’s sake and for Peter’s sake—indeed,
for every one’s sake—if she were not to tell Catherine of
Pat Phelan’s visit until after the clothing. She might tell
Catherine three months hence. The disadvantage of this
would be that Catherine might hear that Peter had left
Maynooth. In a country place news of this kind cannot be
kept out of a convent. And if Catherine were going to
leave, it were better that she should leave them now than
leave them six months hence, after her clothing.

“ There are many ways of looking at it,”” the Reverend
Mother reflected. “1If I don’t tell her, she may never hear
it. I might tell her later when she has taught one of the
nuns how to manage the farm.” She took two steps to-
wards the door and stopped to think again, and she was
thinking when a knock came to the door. She answered
mechanically, ¢ Come in,” and Catherine wondered at the
Reverend Mother’s astonishment.

“T wish to speak to you, dear mother,” she said timidly.
But seeing the Reverend Mother’s face change expression,
she said, ¢ Perhaps another time will suit you better.”

The Reverend Mother stood looking at her, irresolute;
and Catherine, who had never seen the Reverend Mother
irresolute before, wondered what was passing in her mind.

“I know you are busy, dear mother, but what I have
come to tell you won’t take very long.”

“ Well, then, tell it to me, my child.”

“ 1t is only this, Reverend Mother. I had better tell you
now, for you are expecting the Bishop, and my clothing is
fixed for the end of the week, and—"
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“ And,” said the Reverend Mother, “you feel that you
are not certain of your vocation.”

“That is it, dear mother. I thought I had better tell
you.” Reading disappointment in the nun’s face, Cath-
erine said, “ I hesitated to tell you before. I had hoped
that the feeling would pass away; but, dear mother, it isn’t
my fault; every one has not a vocation.”

Then Catherine noticed a softening in the Reverend
Mother’s face, and she asked Catherine to sit down by her;
and Catherine told her she had come to the convent because
she was crossed in love, and not as the others came, be-
cause they wished to give up their wills to God. ,

“ Qur will is the most precious thing in us, and that is
why the best thing we can do is to give it up to you, for in
giving it up to you, dear mother, we are giving it up to God.
I know all these things, but—"

“ You should have told me of this when you came here,
Catherine, and then I would not have advised you to come
to live with us.”’

“ Mother, you must forgive me. My heart was broken,
and I could not do otherwise. And you have said your-
self that I made the dairy a success.”

“1f you bad stayed with us, Catherine, you would have
made the dairy a success; but we have got no one to take
your place. However, since it is the will of God, I sup-
pose we must try to get on as well as we can without you.
And now tell me, Catherine, when it was that you changed
your mind. It was only the other day you told me you
wished to become a nun. You said you were most anxious
for your clothing. How is it that you have changed your
mind? ”

Catherine’s eyes brightened, and speaking like one il-
luminated by some inward light, she said :—

“It was the second day of my retreat, mother. I was
walking in the garden where the great cross stands amid
the rocks. Sister Angela and Sister Mary were with me,
and I was listening to what they were saying, when sud-
denly my thoughts were taken away and I remembered
those at home. T remembered Mr. Phelan, and James, who
wanted to marry me, but whom I would not marry; and
it seemed to me that I saw him leaving his father—it
seemed to me that I saw him going away to America. I
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don’t know how it was—you will not believe me, dear
mother—but I saw the ship lying in the harbor, that is to
take him away. And then I thought of the old man sitting
at home with no one to look after him, and it was not a
seeming, but a certainty, mother. It came over me sud-
denly that my duty was not here, but there. Of course you
can’t agree with me, but I cannot resist it, it was a call.”

“ But the Evil One, my dear child, calls us too; we must
be careful not to mistake the devil’s call for God’s call.”

“Mother, I daresay.” Tears came to Catherine’s eyes,
she began to weep. “I can’t argue with you, mother, I
only know—"” She could not speak for sobbing, and be-
tween her sobs she said, “I only know that I must go
home.”

She recovered herself very soon, and the Reverend
Mother took her hand and said:—

“Well, my dear child, I shall not stand in your way.”

Even the Reverend Mother could not help thinking that
the man who got her would get a charming wife. Her face
was rather long and white, and she had long female eyes
with dark lashes, and her eyes were full of tenderness. She
had spoken out of so deep a conviction that the Reverend
Mother had begun to believe that her mission was perhaps
to look after this hapless young man; and when she told
the Reverend Mother that yesterday she had felt a convic-
tion that Peter was not going to be a priest, the Reverend
Mother felt that she must tell her of Pat Phelan’s visit.

“I did not tell you at once, my dear child, because I
wished to know from yourself how you felt about this mat-
ter,” the nun said; and she told Catherine that she was
quite right, that Peter had left Maynooth. ‘ He hopes to
marry you, Catherine.”

A quiet glow came into the postulant’s eyes, and she
seemed engulfed in some deep joy.

“ How did he know that I cared for him? ”” the girl said,
half to herself, half to the nun.

“1 suppose his father or his brother must have told him,”
the nun answered.

And then Catherine, fearing to show too much interest
in things that the nun deemed frivolous, said, “ I am sorry
to leave before my work is done here. But, mother, so it
has all come true; it was extraordinary what I felt that
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morning in the garden,” she said, returning to her joy.
“ Mother, do you believe in visions? ”’

“ The saints, of course, have had visions. We believe in
the visions of the saints.”

“ But after all, mother, there are many duties besides re-
ligious duties.” ‘

“ T suppose, Catherine, you feel it to be your duty to look
after this young man?”

“Yes, I think that is it. I must go now, mother, and
see Sister Angela, and write out for her all I know about
the farm, and what she is to do, for if one is not very care-
ful with a farm one loses a great deal of money. There is
no such thing as making two ends meet. One either makes
money or loses money.”

And then Catherine again seemed to be engulfed in some
deep joy, out of which she roused herself with difficulty.

VI.

When her postulant left the room, the Reverend Mother
wrote to Pat Phelan, asking him to come next morning
with his cart to fetch Catherine. And next morning, when
the lay-sister told Catherine that he was waiting for her,
the Reverend Mother said :—

“We shall be able to manage, Catherine. You have told
Sister Angela everything, and you will not forget to come
to see us, I hope.”

“ Mr. Phelan,” said the lay-sister, ¢ told me to tell you
that one of his sons is going to America to-day. Sister
Catherine will have to go at once if she wishes to see him.”

“1 must see James. I must see him before he leaves for
America. Oh,” she said, turning to the Reverend Mother,
“do you remember that I told you I had seen the ship?
Everything has come true. You can’t believe any longer
that it is not a call.”

Her box was in the cart, and as Pat turned the mare
round he said: “I hope we won’t miss James at the sta-
tion. That’s the reason I came for you so early. I thought
you would like to see him.”

“'Why did you not come earlier? ” she cried. “ All my
happiness will be spoilt if I don’t see James.”

The convent was already behind her, and her thoughts
were now upon poor James, whose heart she had broken,
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She knew that Peter would never love her as well as James,
but this could not be helped. Her vision in the garden
consoled her, for she could no longer doubt that she was
doing right in going to Peter, that her destiny was with
him.

She knew the road well, she knew all the fields, every
house and every gap in the walls. Sign after sign went
by; at last they were within sight of the station. The
signal was still up, and the train had not gone yet; at the
end of the platform she saw James and Peter. She let
Pat Phelan drive the cart round; she could get to them
quicker by running down the steps and crossing the line.
The signal went down.

“ Peter,” she said, “ we shall have time to talk presently.
I want to speak to James now.”

And they walked up to the platform, leaving Peter to
talk to his father.

“ Paddy Maguire is outside,” Pat said; “I asked him to
stand at the mare’s head.”

“ James,” said Catherine, “it is very sad you are going
away. We may never see you again, and there is no time
to talk, and I’ve much to say to you.”

“I am going away, Catherine, but maybe I will be com-
ing back some day. I was going to say maybe you would
be coming over after me; but the land is good land, and
You 'll be able to make a living out of it.”

And then they spoke of Peter. James said he was too
great a scholar for a farmer, and it was a pity he could not
find out what he was fit for—for surely he was fit for
something great after all.

And Catherine said:—

“T shall be able to make something out of Peter.”

His emotion almost overcame him, and Catherine looked
aside so that she should not see his tears.

“This is no time for talking of Peter,” she said. “ You
are going away, James, but you will come back. You will
find another woman better than I am in America, James.
I don’t know what to say to you. The train will be here in
a minute. I am distracted. But one day you will be com-
ing back, and we shall be very proud of you when you come
back, I shall rebuild the house, and we shall be all happy


















THOMAS MOORE.

(1780—1852.)

¢ Ty National Poet of Ireland,” ¢ The Bard of Erin,” ¢ Anacreon
Moore,” ‘¢ Jove's Poet,” ‘‘ That Popular Poet of Green Erin,” ¢‘ Sweet
Melodious Bard,” are among the epithets or nicknames by which
Moore has been characterized in and since his day. But for the
most of us heis ‘‘ Tom Moore,” and in the hearts of English-speaking
people all over the world many of his Irish melodies have an abid-
ing place from which they will not easily be uprooted.

He was born in Dublin in the year 1780. His father was a grocer
and keeper of a small wine-store. He was sent o school at an early
age, and in 1794 he entered Trinity College, Dublin, with a view to
studying law. Whilein college in 1798 Moore narrowly escaped being
involved with Emmet and others in a charge of sedition. He sym-
pathized with their cause, and anonymously wrote a poem and a
fiery letter in favor of the movement.

He was graduated as B.A., and in 1798 set out for London,
where he entered as a student at the Middle Temple. He had al-
ready translated the ‘Odes of Anacreon.” Lord Moira, the Duke
of Bedford, the Marquis of Lansdowne, and the Prince of Wales
became subscribers for this work. To Lord Moira he owed his
introduction to this select circle, and the Prince of Wales permit-
ted the dedication of the ‘Odes’ to himself. His brilliant con-
versational powers, with his poetical and musical gifts, rendered
him everywhere a welcome guest, and he was now plunged head-
long into the vortex of London fashionable society. In 1801 he
published a volume of ‘Poems’ under the name of ‘‘The Late
Thomas Little, Esq.,” of which, however, he was afterward ashamed.
But, as our own sweet singer, Oliver Wendell Holmes, has said—

¢ If in his cheek unholy blood
Burned for one youthful hour,
'T was but the flushing of the bud
That blooms a milk-white flower.”

Appointed Registrar of the Admiralty to the Court of Bermuda,
he went there in 1803, but finding the work uncongenial he
left it to be performed by a deputy. He paid a visit to this coun-
try, meeting President Jefferson and many prominent citizens.
After a short trip through Canada, he returned to London again to
enter into the whirlpool of its social life.

His ¢ Odes and Epistles’ was very severely handled by Jeffrey in
The Edinburgh Review, and Moore, irritated, foolishly sent him a
challenge. The affair was stopped on the ground by the police
and the would-be combatants afterward became fast friends.
Byron’s sarcastic allusion to the duel stung Moore, and he also
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received a challenge ; but, fortunately, matters were adjusted by
mutual friends without a hostile meeting. In 1808 hp publishe_ad
anonymously two poems, ‘Intolerance’ and ‘Corruption,’ and in
1809 ‘ The Sceptic,’ none of which, however, was very successful.

He married in 1811 Miss Bessie Dyke, a native of Kilkenny, a
charming and amiable young actress of considerable ability. Inthe
autumn of that year ¢ M. P., or the Blue Stocking,’ a comic opera,
was produced on the stage.

In 1812 appeared ‘The Intercepted Letters, or the Two-penny
Post Bag, by Thomas Brown, the Younger.” The wit, pungency,
and playfulness of these satires, aimed at the Prince Regent and
his Ministers, made them immensely popular, and fourteen editions
were called for in the course of one year. At this time the Messrs.
Longmans arranged to give him three thousand guineas ($16,500)
for a poetical work of which they had not seen a single line. Moore
determined not to disappoint the trust placed in him, and in his cot-
tage in Derbyshire studied Oriental literature summer and winter ;
and, in four years after his arrangement with the firm, ¢ Lalla Rookh’
was completed. ‘National Airs,’ a volume of poems containing
‘Flow on, thou shining river,” ¢ Allthat ’s bright mustfade,” ¢ Those
Evening Bells,” ¢ Oft in the stilly night,’ and others, was published
in 1815. In 1816 appeared two series of ‘ Sacred Melodies.” He re-
moved to Hornsey, near London, in this year, in order to see ¢ Lalla
Rookh’ through the press. It was published—a quarto volume—in
1817, and, striking a new note, was a splendid success, dazzling the
readers of the day with its gorgeous Hastern illustration and im-
agery. Within a fortnight of itsissue the first edition was sold out,
and within six months it had reached a sixth edition. Parts of the
work were rendered into the Persian tongue and sung in the streets
of Ispahan.

In 1817 he visted Paris with the poet Rogers. The Bourbon
dynasty had just been restored ; society was in a chaotic state, and
Paris swarmed with English, whose ridiculous cockneyism and non-
sense furnished him with materials for the letters entitled ¢ The
Fudge Family in Paris,’ published in 1818, and consisting of a happy
blending of the political squib and the social burlesque. This was
succeeded in 1819 by the publication of ‘Tom Crib’s Memorial to
Congress.” About this time the news reached him that the deputy
whom he had appointed at Bermuda had absconded and involved
him in a debt of £6,000 ($30,000) for which he was responsible.
Friends at once offered pecuniary aid, but Moore resolved to help
himself by his pen. To avoid arrest he was advised to visit the
Continent till matters were arranged; so, in September, 1819, he
set out with Lord John Russell to visit Switzerland and Italy. On
returning from Rome to Paris, in January, 1820, he was there joined
by his family and settled down to literary work. He lived nearly
three years in Paris, during which time his life was precisely the
same as in England, one continual round of visiting among the
English aristocracy and travelers who came there. At the same
time he was busy on ‘The Life of Sheridan,’ ‘The Epicurean,’
‘ Rhymes on the Road,’ ‘The Loves of the Angels,’ etc., which were
published at a later period,
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In 1822 he received a letter from Longmans informing him that
the Bermuda defalcation had been arranged and that he might now
safely return to England. In theend of November, 1822, he returned
to Sloperton Cottage, and in 1823 published ‘ Rhymes for the Road,’
with ‘ Fables for the Holy Alliance’ and ‘Loves of the Angels,’
which he had written when in exile. In June of this year his pub-
lishers placed £1,000 ($5,000) to his credit from the sale of the last-
named work, and £500 ($2,500) from the ‘Fables for the Holy
Alliance.’

As early as 1797 Moore’s attention had been called to Bunting’s
collection of Irish melodies, and at intervals he had written words
for some of them which he wag accustomed to sing with great effect.
In 1807 he began to publish these, receiving from Mr. Power £50
($250) each for the first two numbers. The songs were immensely
and deservedly popular, and now, in 1823, Mr. Power agreed to pay
Moore £500 ($2,500) a year for a series of years, that he might have
the exclusive right of publishing ¢ The Irish Melodies,” the whole ten
numbers of which were not completed till 1834.

His ¢ Memoirs of Captain Rock’ appeared in 1824, written after a
tour in Ireland with the Marquis of Lansdowne. This year Lord
Byron died, and thus the existence and the intended publication of
his memoirs, which he had intrusted to Moore for that purpose,
came to be known. Bryon’s relatives strongly urged that the MS.
should be destroyed, and after arrangements made accordingly it
was burned in the presence of witnesses.

In October, 1825, his ¢ Life of Sheridan’ appeared. In 1827 ¢The
Epicurean’ was published, illustrated with vignettes on steel after
Turner. It isa romance founded on Egyptian mythology, and is
the most highly finished, artistic, and imaginative of his prose writ-
ings. In 1830 he edited ‘The Letters and Journals of Lord Byron,
with Notices of his Life.” This work, which appeared in two quarto
volumes, compiled from Byron's journals and such materials as he
could subsequently procure, is interesting, but too copious and, as
might be expected, partial and lenient in its criticism. For this
biography he ultimately obtained £4,870 ($24,350). In 1831 was
published his ¢ Life of Lord Edward Fitzgerald,” followed by ‘The
Summer Féte,” a poem celebrating an entertaiment given at Boyle
Farm in 1827. At this time he chiefly adhered to prose, and only
occasionally wrote verse in the shape of political squibs or satires for
The Times or The Morning Chronicle, for which service he was paid
at the rate of about £400 ($2,000) a year. In 1833 followed ‘Travels
of an Irish Gentleman in Search of a Religion,’ a defense of the
Roman Catholic system; and ¢ The History of Ireland®’ (4 vols.
12mo), in 1835, written for Lardner’s ‘ Cabinet Cylopedia.’ It
embraced a long period, from the earliest king to the latest chief.
}Ilr_x this year a pension of £300 ($1,500) a year was bestowed upon

im.

The rest of his literary work consisted of an occasional trifle in
verse for the periodicals, and the prefaces and a few additions to a
collected edition of his poetical works, issued by Longmans (1840-42)
in fen volumes. His later years were clouded by domestic grief,
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his children having all died before him. 1In 1846 the poet made this
sad entry in his diary : *‘ The last of our five children is gone, and
we are left desolate and alone ; not a single relative have I now left
in the world.” His memory failed rapidly : he stooped and looked
old, and, in 1848—as in the cases of Swift, Scott, and Southey—im-
becility gradually set in. Be died at Sloperton Cottage, his resi-
dence for more than thirty years, on Feb. 26, 1852. ‘

Moore's life may be summed up as ‘‘ an untiring pursuit of poetry,
prose, and fashionable society.” Byronsaid, ‘' Tommie dearly loved
alord” ; and his journals continually evince his vanity in this re-
spect, although it was, essentially, of a very harmless and kindly
sort.

The estimation of Moore’s work has varied much. It waseclipsed
by that of Keats and Tennyson for a while, and it was once the
fashion to decry it. Whatever cold and unsympathetic critics may
say, we think that the majority of our readers will re-echo the senti-
ment of Oliver Wendell Holmes—

¢« And while the fresh blossoms of Summer are braided,
For the sea-girded, stream-silvered, lake-jeweled Isle,
‘While her mantle of verdure is woven unfaded,
‘While Shannon and Liffey shall dimple and smile,
The land where the staff of St. Patrick was planted,
‘Where the Shamrock grows green from the cliff to the shore,
The land of fair maidens and heroes undaunted,
Shall wreathe her bright heart with the garlands of Moore.”

Furthermore, as Edmund Gosse reminds us, ‘it was into an at-
mosphere of refined and frigid reflection that Tom Moore brought
the fervor of his Irish heart and the liquid numbers of his Irish
tongue. . .. The easy muse of Moore conquered the town ; he popu-
larized the use of bright and varied measures, sparkling rhymes, and
all the bewitching panoply of artistic form in which Shelley, the
true sone-writer, was to array himself. In a larger sense than he
himself was conscious of, he was a pioneer in letters. He boasted,
with no more gayety than truth, that he originated modern Irish

poetry :—

¢¢¢ Dear Harp of my Country! in darkness I found thee,
The cold chain of silence had hung o’er thee long,
‘When proudly, my own Island Harp, I unbound thee,
And gave all thy chords to light, freedom, and song !’”

Those homely and sentimental lyrics which have endeared them-
selves to thousands of hearts under the name of the ¢ Irish Melodies ’
form a part and parcel of our literature, the extinction of which
would leave a sad blank behind it. When they were first produced
they seemed universally brilliant and fascinating to the earsof those
on whom their fresh tunes and dulcet numbers fell in a most amiable
union. Here for once, it seemed, music and poetry agreed in com-

pl%te harmony, the one not brighter or more dainty than the
other.
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Who brings to this eternal gate

The gift that is most dear to heaven!
Go seek it, and redeem thy sin,—
T is sweet to let the pardoned in.”

Rapidly as comets run
To the embraces of the sun;
Fleeter than the starry brands
Flung at night from angel hands
At those dark and daring sprites
Who would climb the empyreal heights,—
Down the blue vault the Peri flies,
And, lighted earthward by a glance
That just then broke from morning’s eyes,
Hung hovering o’er our world’s expanse.

But whither shall the spirit go

To find this gift for heaven ?—“ I know
The wealth,” she cries, “ of every urn

In which unnumbered rubies burn
Beneath the pillars of Chilminar;

I know where the Isles of Perfume are,
Many a fathom down in the sea,

To the south of sun-bright Araby;

I know too where the Genii hid

The jeweled cup of their King Jamshid,
With life’s elixir sparkling high,—

But gifts like these are not for the sky.
Where was there ever a gem that shone
Like the steps of Alla’s wonderful throne?
And the drops of life—oh! what would they be
In the boundless deep of eternity? ”

While thus she mused, her pinions fanned
The air of that sweet Indian land
Whose air is balm; whose ocean spreads
O’er coral rocks and amber beds;
Whose mountains, pregnant by the beam
Of the warm sun, with diamonds teem;
Whose rivulets are like rich brides,
Lovely, with gold beneath their tides H
Whose sandal groves and bowers of spice
Might be a Peri’s Paradise !
But crimson now her rivers ran

With human blood ; the smell of death

Came reeking from those spicy bowers,
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And man the sacrifice of man
Mingled his taint with every breath
Upwafted from the innocent flowers.
Land of the sun! what foot invades
Thy Pagods and thy pillared shades,
Thy cavern shrines and idol stones,
Thy monarchs and their thousand thrones?
T is he of Gazna: fierce in wrath
He comes, and India’s diadems
Lie scattered in his ruinous path.
His bloodhounds he adorns with gems
Torn from the violated necks
Of many a young and loved sultana;
Maidens within their pure zenana,
Priests in the very fane he slaughters,
And chokes up with the glittering wrecks
Of golden shrines the sacred waters!

Downward the Peri turns her gaze,
And through the war-field’s bloody haze
Beholds a youthful warrior stand

Alone beside his native river,
The red blade broken in his hand

And the last arrow in his quiver.
“ Live,” said the conqueror, “ live to share
The trophies and the crowns I bear!”
Silent that youthful warrior stood;
Silent he pointed to the flood
All erimson with his country’s blood:
Then sent his last remaining dart,
For answer, to the invader’s heart.
False flew the shaft, though pointed well;
The tyrant lived, the hero fell !—
Yet marked the Peri where he lay,

And when the rush of war was past,
Swiftly descending on a ray

Of morning light, she caught the last,
Last glorious drop his heart had shed
Before its free-born spirit fled!

“ Be this,” she cried, as she winged her flight,
“ My welcome gift at the gates of light.
Though foul are the drops that oft distill
On the field of warfare, blood like this
For liberty shed so holy is,
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It would not stain the purest rill ;
That sparkles among the bowers of bliss!

Oh if there be on this earthly sphere

A boon, an offering heaven holds dear,

T is the last libation Liberty draws

From the heart that bleeds and breaks in her cause!”

“ Sweet,” said the angel, as she gave
The gift into his radiant hand,

“ Sweet is our welcome of the brave
Who die thus for their native land;

But see—alas ! —the crystal bar

Of Eden moves not, holier far

Than even this drop the boon must be

That opes the gates of heaven for thee!”

Her first fond hope of Eden blighted,
Now among Afric’s lunar mountains
Far to the south the Peri lighted,
And sleeked her plumage at the fountains
Of that Egyptian tide, whose birth
Is hidden from the sons of earth,
Deep in those solitary woods
‘Where oft the Genii of the floods
Dance round the cradle of their Nile
And hail the new-born giant’s smile.
Thence over Egypt’s palmy groves,
Her grots, and sepulchers of kings,
The exiled spirit sighing roves,
And now hangs listening to the doves
In warm Rosetta’s vale; now loves
To watch the moonlight on the wings
Of the white pelicans that break

The azure calm of Meerig’s lake. ~

’T was a fair scene: a land more bright
Never did mortal eye behold!

Who could have thought, that saw this night
Those valleys and their fruits of gold

Basking in heaven’s serenest light;

Those groups of lovely date-trees bending
Languidly their leaf-crowned heads,

Like youthful maids, when sleep descending
Warns them to their silken beds;

Those virgin lilies all the night
Bathing their beauties in the lake,

That they may rise more fresh and bright
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When their beloved sun’s awake;
Those ruined shrines and towers that seem
The relics of a splendid dream,
Amid whose fairy loneliness
Naught but the lapwing’s cry is heard,
Naught seen but (when the shadows flitting
Fast from the moon unsheath its gleam)
Some purple-winged sultana sitting
Upon a column motionless,
And glittering like an idol bird !'—
Who could have thought that there, even there,
Amid those scenes so still and fair,
The demon of the plague hath cast
From his hot wing a deadlier blast,
More mortal far than ever came
From the red desert’s sands of flame!
So quick that every living thing
Of human shape touched by his wing,
Like plants where the simoon hath past,
At once falls black and withering!
The sun went down on many a brow
Which, full of bloom and freshness then,
Is rankling in the pest-house now,
And ne’er will feel that sun again.
And oh! to see the unburied heaps
On which the lonely moonlight sleeps—
The very vultures turn away,
And sicken at so foul a prey!
Only the fierce hyena stalks
Throughout the city’s desolate walks
At midnight, and his carnage plies ;—
Woe to the half-dead wretch who meets
The glaring of those large blue eyes
Amid the darkness of the streets!

“Poor race of men!” said the pitying Spirit,
“ Dearly ye paid for your primal fall:
Some flowerets of Eden ye still inherit,
But the trail of the Serpent is over them all!”
She wept: the air grew pure and clear
Around her as the bright drops ran;
For there’s a magic in each tear
Such kindly spirits weep for man!

Just then beneath some orange-trees,
‘Whose fruit and blossoms in the breeze
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Ah! once, how little did he think
An hour would come when he should shrink
With horror from that dear embrace,
Those gentle arms that were to him
Holy as is the cradling-place
Of Eden’s infant cherubim!
And now he yields—now turns away,
Shuddering as if the venom lay
All in those proffered lips alone;
Those lips that then so fearless grown,
Never until that instant came
Near his unasked or without shame.
“Oh! let me only breathe the air,
The blessed air, that’s breathed by thee,
And whether on its wings it bear
Healing or death, ’t is sweet to me!
There—drink my tears while yet they fall;
Would that my bosom’s blood were balm,
And well thou knowest I’°d shed it all
To give thy brow one minute’s calm.
Nay, turn not from me that dear face:
Am I not thine—thy own loved bride—
The one, the chosen one, whose place
In life or death is by thy side?
Think’st thou that she whose only light
In this dim world from thee hath shone,
Could bear the long, the cheerless night
That must be hers when thou art gone?
That I can live and let thee go,
Who art my life itself? No, no—
When the stem dies, the leaf that grew
Out of its heart must perish too!
Then turn to me, my own love, turn,
Before, like thee, I fade and burn;
Cling to these yet cool lips, and share
The last pure life that lingers there!”
She fails—she sinks; as dies the lamp
In charnel airs or cavern damp,
So quickly do his baleful sighs
Quench all the sweet light of her eyes.
One struggle; and his pain is past—
Her lover is no longer living!
One kiss the maiden gives, one last
Long kiss, which she expires in giving!

“ Sleep,” said the Peri, as softly she stole
The farewell sigh of that vanishing soul,
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In upper fires, some tablet sealed
With the great name of Solomon,
Which, spelled by her illumined eyes,
May teach her where beneath the moon,
In earth or ocean, lies the boon,
The charm, that can restore so soon
An erring spirit to the skies.

¢
Cheered by this hope, she bends her thither ;—
Still laughs the radiant eye of heaven,
Nor have the golden bowers of even
In the rich west begun to wither ;—
When, o’er the vale of Balbec winging,
Slowly, she sees a child at play,
Among the rosy wild flowers singing,
As rosy and as wild as they;
Chasing with eager hands and eyes
The beautiful blue damsel flies,
That fluttered round the jasmine stems
Like winged flowers or flying gems:
And near the boy, who, tired with play,
Now nestling ’mid the roses lay,
She saw a wearied man dismount
From his hot steed, and on the brink
Of a smalli maret’s rustic fount,
Impatient fling him down to drink.
Then swift his haggard brow he turned
To the fair child, who fearless sat,
Though never yet hath day-beam burned
Upon a brow more fierce than that:
Sullenly fierce—a mixture dire,
Like thunder-clouds, of gloom and fire;
In which the Peri’s eye could read
Dark tales of many a ruthless deed,—
The ruined maid, the shrine profaned,
Oaths broken, and the threshold stained
With blood of guests!—there written, all,
Black as the damning drops that fall
From the denouncing angel’s pen,
Ere mercy weeps them out again.

Yet tranquil now that man of crime
(As if the balmy evening-time

Softened his spirit) looked and lay,
Watching the rosy infant’s play;
Though still, whene’er his eye by chance

»
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Fell on the boy’s, its lurid glance
Met that unclouded, joyous gaze
As torches that have burnt all night,
Through some impure and godless rite,
Encounter morning’s glorious rays.

But hark! the vesper call to prayer,
As slow the orb of daylight sets,
Is rising sweetly on the air
From Syria’s thousand minarets!
The boy has started from the bed
Of flowers where he had laid his head,
And down upon the fragrant sod
Kneels with his forehead to the south,
Lisping the eternal name of God
From purity’s own cherub mouth;
And looking, while his hands and eyes
Are lifted to the glowing skies,
Like a stray babe of Paradise
Just lighted on that flowery plain,
And seeking for its home again.

Oh! ’t was a sight,—that heaven, that child,—
A scene, which might have well beguiled

Even haughty Eblis of a sigh

For glories lost and peace gone by!

And how felt he, the wretched man
Reclining there, while memory ran
O’er many a year of guilt and strife,—
Flew o’er the dark flood of his life,
Nor found one sunny resting-place,
Nor brought him back one branch of grace?
“ There was a time,” he said, in mild,
Heart-humbled tones, “thou blesséd child!
When, young and haply pure as thou,
I looked and prayed like thee; but now—"
He hung his head; each nobler aim
And hope and feeling, which had slept
From boyhood’s hour, that instant came
Fresh o’er him, and he wept—he wept!

Blest tears of soul-felt penitence;
In whose benign, redeeming flow
Is felt the first, the only sense
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Of guiltless joy that guilt can know.
“ There ’s a drop,” said the Peri, _“ tha.t down from the moon
Falls through the withering airs of June
Upon Egypt’s land, of so healing a power,
So balmy a virtue, that even in the hour
That drop descends, contagion dies
And health reanimates earth and skies!
Oh, is it not thus, thou man of sin,
The precious tears of repentance fall?
Though foul thy fiery plagues within,
One heavenly drop hath dispelled them all!”
And now—behold him kneeling there
By the child’s side, in humble prayer,
While the same sunbeam shines upon
The guilty and the guiltless one,
And hymns of joy proclaim through heaven
The triumph of a soul forgiven!

T was when the golden orb had set,
While on their knees they lingered yet,
There fell a light more lovely far
Than ever came from sun or star,
Upon the tear that, warm and meek,
Dewed that repentant sinner’s cheek.
To mortal eye this light might seem

A northern flash or meteor beam;
But well the enraptured Peri knew

’T was a bright smile the angel threw
From heaven’s gate, to hail that tear
Her harbinger of glory near!

“dJoy, joy forever! my task is done—
The gates are passed, and heaven is won!
Oh!am I not happy? I am, I am—
To thee, sweet Eden! how dark and sad
Are the diamond turrets of Shadukiam,
And the fragrant bowers of Amberabad!

“ Farewell, ye odors of earth, that die
Passing away like a lover’s sigh:

My feast is now of the Tooba Tree,
Whose scent is the breath of Eternity!

£ Farewel],. ye vanishing flowers that shone
In my fairy wreath so bright and brief:
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Oh! what are the brightest that e’er have blown

To the lote-tree springing by Alla’s throne,
Whose flowers have a soul in every leaf.

Joy, joy forever! my task is done—

The gates are passed, and heaven is won!”

LOVE’S YOUNG DREAM.

O! the days are gone, when Beauty bright
My heart’s chain wove;
When my dream of life, from morn till night,
Was love, still love.
New hope may bloom,
And days may come
Of milder, calmer beam,
But there ’s nothing half so sweet in life
As love’s young dream:
No, there ’s nothing half so sweet in life
As love’s young dream.

Though the bard to purer fame may soar,
When wild youth’s past;
Though he win the wise, who frowned before,
To smile at last;
He ’11 never meet
A joy so sweet,
In all his noon of fame,
As when first he sung to woman’s ear
His soul-felt flame,
And, at every close, she blushed to hear
The one loved name,

No,—that hallowed form is ne’er forgot
Which first love traced;
Still it lingering haunts the greenest spot
On memory’s waste.
’T was odor fled
As soon as shed;
T was morning’s winged dream;
T was a light that ne’er can shine again
On life’s dull stream.
O, ’t was light that ne’er can shine again
On life’s dull stream.
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Thou wouldst still be adored, as this moment thou art,
Let thy loveliness fade as it will,

And around the dear ruin each wish of my heart
Would entwine itself verdantly still.

It is not while beauty and youth are thine own,
And thy cheeks unprofaned by a tear,
That the fervor and faith of a soul can be known,
To which time will but make thee more dear:
No, the heart that has truly loved never forgets,
But as truly loves on to the close;
As the sunflower turns on her god, when he sets,
The same look which she turned when he rose.

NORA CREINA.

TLesbia hath a beaming eye,
But no one knows for whom it beameth;
Right and left its arrows fly,
But what they aim at no one dreameth.
Sweeter ’t is to gaze upon
My Nora’s lid that seldom rises;
Few its looks, but every one
Like unexpected light surprises!
O my Nora Creina, dear,
My gentle, bashful Nora Creina,
Beauty lies
In many eyes,
But Love in yours, my Nora Creina.

Lesbia wears a robe of gold,
But all so close the nymph hath laced it,
Not a charm of beauty’s mold
Presumes to stay where nature placed it.
Oh my Nora’s gown for me,
That floats as wild as mountain breezes,
Leaving every beauty free
To sink or swell as Heaven pleases.
Yes, my Nora Creina, dear,
My simple, graceful Nora Creina,
Nature’s dress
Is loveliness—
The dress you wear, my Nora Creina.
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Lesbia hath a wit refined,
But when its points are gleaming round us,
Who can tell if they’re designed
To dazzle merely, or to wound us?
Pillowed on my Nora’s heart,
In safer slumber Love reposes—
Bed of peace! whose roughest part
Is but the crumpling of the roses.
0, my Nora Creina, dear,
My mild, my artless Nora Creina!
Wit, though bright,
Hath no such light
As warms your eyes, my Nora Creina.

AND DOTH NOT A MEETING LIKE THIS.

And doth not a meeting like this make amends
For all the long years I’ve been wand’ring away—
To see thus around me my youth’s early friends,
As smiling and kind as in that happy day?
Though haply o’er some of your brows, as o’er mine,
The snow-fall of Time may be stealing—what then?
Like Alps in the sunset, thus lighted by wine,
We’ll wear the gay tinge of youth’s roses again.

What softened remembrances come o’er the heart,
In gazing on those we ’ve been lost to so long!
The sorrows, the joys, of which once they were part,
Still round them, like visions of yesterday, throng;
As letters some hand hath invisibly traced,
When held to the flame will steal out on the sight,
So many a feeling, that long seemed effaced,
The warmth of a moment like this brings to light.

And thus, as in memory’s bark we shall glide,
To visit the scenes of our boyhood anew,
Though oft we may see, looking down on the tide,
_The wreck of full many a hope shining through
Yet still as in fancy we point to the flowers
That once made a garden of all the gay shore,
Deceived for a moment, we’ll think them still ours,
And breathe the fresh air of life’s morning once more.

So brief our existence, a glimpse, at the most,
Is all we can have of the few we hold dear;
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And oft even joy is unheeded and lost
For want of some heart that could echo it, near.
Ah, well may we hope, when this short life is gone,
To meet in some world of more permanent bliss;
For a smile, or a grasp of the hand, hast'ning on,
Is all we enjoy of each other in this.

But, come, the more rare such delights to the heart,
The more we should welcome, and bless them the more;
They ’re ours when we meet—they are lost when we part—
Like birds that bring Summer, and fly when ’t is o’er.
Thus circling the cup, hand in hand, ere we drink,

Let Sympathy pledge us, through pleasure, through pain,
That, fast as a feeling but touches one link,

Her magic shall send it direct through the chain.

AT THE MID HOUR OF NIGHT.

At the mid hour of night, when stars are weeping, I fly

To the lone vale we loved, when life shone warm in thine eye;
And I think oft, if spirits can steal from the regions of air,
To revisit past scenes of delight, thou wilt come to me there,

And tell me our love is remembered, even in the sky.

Then I sing the wild song ’t was once such pleasure to hear!
When our voices commingling breathed, like one, on the ear;
And, as Echo far off through the vale my sad orison rolls,
I think, O my love! ’tis thy voice from the Kingdom of
Souls
Faintly anS\’vering still the notes that once were so dear.

FAREWELL! BUT WHENEVER YOU WELCOME
THE HOUR.

Farewell ! but whenever you welcome the hour,

That awakens the night-song of mirth in your bower,
Then think of the friend who once welcomed it too,
And forgot his own griefs to be happy with you.

His griefs may return—not a hope may remain

Of the few that have brightened his pathway of pain—
But he ne’er will forget the short vision that threw
Its enchantment around him while ling’ring with you.
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And still on that evening, when pleasure fills up

To the highest top sparkle each heart and e_aach cup,
Where'er my path lies, be it gloomy or bright, )

My soul, happy friends! shall be with you that night;
Shall join in your revels, your sports, and your wiles,
And return to me beaming all o’er with your smiles—
Too blest, if it tells me that, ‘mid the gay cheer,

Some kind voice had murmured, “ I wish he were here!”

Let Fate do her worst, there are relics of joy,

Bright dreams of the past, which she cannot destroy;
Which come, in the night-time of sorrow and care,

To bring back the features that joy used to wear.
Long, long be my heart with such memories filled!
Like the vase in which roses have once been distilled—
You may break, you may ruin the vase, if you will,

But the scent of the roses will hang round it still.

THE YOUNG MAY MOON.

The young May moon is beaming, love,
The glowworm’s lamp is gleaming, love,
How sweet to rove
Through Morna’s grove,
While the drowsy world is dreaming, love!
Then awake!—the heavens look bright, my dear!
"T is never too late for delight, my dear!
And the best of all ways
To lengthen our days
Is to steal a few hours from the night, my dear!

Now all the world is sleeping, love,
But the sage, his star-watch keeping, love,
And I, whose star, :
More glorious far,
Is the eye from that casement peeping, love.
Then awake!—till rise of sun, my dear,
The sage’s glass we ’ll shun, my dear,
Or, in watching the flight
O_f bodies of light,
He might happen to take thee for one, my dear!




THOMAS MOORE. 2527

O BREATHE NOT HIS NAME.

O breathe not his name, let it sleep in the shade,
Where cold and unhonored his relics are laid:

Sad, silent, and dark, be the tears that we shed,

Asg the night-dew that falls on the grass o’er his head.

But the night-dew that falls, though in silence it weeps,
Shall brighten with verdure the grave where he sleeps;
And the tear that we shed, though in secret it rolls,
Shall long keep his memory green in our souls.

THOSE EVENING BELLS.

Those evening bells! those evening bells!

How many a tale their music tells,

Of youth, and home, and that sweet time,

When last I heard their soothing chime.

Those joyous hours are passed away;
And many a heart, that then was gay,
Within the tomb now darkly dwells,
And hears no more those evening bells.

And so ’t will be when I am gone;

That tuneful peal will still ring on,
While other bards shall walk these dells,
And sing your praise, sweet evening bells.

OFT IN THE STILLY NIGHT.

t
Oft in the stilly night,
Ere slumber’s chain has bound me,
Fond memory brings the light
Of other days around me;
The smiles, the tears,
Of boyhood’s years,
The words of love then spoken;
The eyes that shone,
Now dimmed and gone,
The cheerful hearts now broken!
Thus in the stilly night,
Ere slumber’s chain has bound me,






THOMAS MOORLE. 2529
I KNEW BY THE SMOKE.

I knew by the smoke that so gracefully curled
Above the green elms, that a cottage was near,

And 1 said: “ If there’s peace to be found in the world,
The heart that is humble might hope for it here.”

It was noon, and on flowers that languished around,
In silence reposed the voluptuous bee;

Every leaf was at rest, and I heard not a sound,
Save the woodpecker’s tapping the hollow beech-tree.

And “here in this lone little wood,” I exclaimed,
“With a maid who was lovely to soul and to eye,

Who would blush when I praised her, and weep if I blamed,
How blest could I live, and how calm could I die.”

By the shade of yon sumach, whose red berry dips
In the gush of the fountain, how sweet to recline,

And to know that I sighed upon innocent lips,
Which had never been sighed on by any but mine.

FAIREST! PUT ON AWHILE.

Fairest! put on awhile
These pinions of light I bring thee,
And o’er thy own green isle
In fancy let me wing thee.
Never did Ariel’s plume
At golden sunset hover
O’er such scenes of bloom
As I shall waft thee over!

Fields where the Spring delays,
And fearlessly meets the ardor
Of the warm Summer’s gaze
With only her tears to guard her.
Rocks, through myrtle boughs
In grace majestic frowning—
Like a bold warrior’s brows
That Love has just been crowning.

Islets, so freshly fair,

e That never hath bird come nigh them,






THOMAS MOORE.

When, around thee dying,
Autumn leaves are lying,

O then remember me!
And, at night, when gazing
On the gay hearth blazing,

O still remember me.
Then should music, stealing
All the soul of feeling,

To thy heart appealing,

Draw one tear from thee;
Then let memory bring thee
Strains I used to sing thee,—

O then remember me.

O THE SIGHT ENTRANCING.

O the sight entrancing,
When morning’s beam is glancing
O’er files, arrayed
With helm and blade,
And plumes, in the gay wind dancing!
When hearts are all high beating,
And the trumpet’s voice repeating
That song, whose breath
May lead to death,
But never to retreating.
O the sight entrancing,
When morning’s beam is glancing
O’er files, arrayed
With helm and blade,
And plumes, in the gay wind dancing!

Yet, ’t is not helm or feather—
For ask yon despot, whether

His pluméd bands

Could bring such hands
And hearts as ours together.
Leave pomps to those who need ’em—
Adorn but man with freedom,

And proud he braves

The gaudiest slaves
That crawl where monarchs lead ’em.
The sword may pierce the beaver,
Stone walls in time may sever,

2 B
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T is heart alone,
Worth steel and stone,
That keeps men free forever!
O that sight entrancing,
When morning’s beam is glancing
O’er files, arrayed
With helm and blade,
And in Freedom’s cause advancing!

THE MEETING OF THE WATERSZ!

There is not in the wide world a valley so sweet

As that vale in whose bosom the bright waters meet ;2
0, the last rays of feeling and life must depart,

Ere the bloom of that valley shall fade from my heart.

Yet it was not that nature had shed o’er the scene
Her purest of crystal and brightest of green;
T was not the soft magic of streamlet or hill,
O no,—it was something more exquisite still.

T was that friends, the beloved of my bosom, were near,
Who made every dear scene of enchantment more dear,
And who felt how the best charms of nature improve,
When we see them reflected from looks that we love.

Sweet vale of Avoca! how calm could T rest

In thy bosom of shade, with the friends I love best,

Where the storms that we feel in this cold world should cease,
And our hearts, like thy waters, be mingled in peace.

RICH AND RARE WERE THE GEMS SHE WORES

Rich and rare were the gems she wore,

And a bright gold ring on her wand she bore;
But, O, her beauty was far beyond

Her sparkling gems or snow-white wand.

! “The Meeting of the Waters” forms a part of that beautiful scenery
which lies between Rathdrum and Arklow in the county of Wicklow, and

these lines were suggested b isi i i i
e ggested by a visit to this romantic spot in the summer

: The rivers Avon and Avoca.
This ballad is founded upon the following anecdote: “The people
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“ Lady! dost thou not fear to stray,

So lone and lovely, through this bleak way?
Are Erin’s sons so good or so cold

As not to be tempted by woman or gold? ”

“Sir Knight! I feel not the least alarm,

No son of Erin will offer me harm;

For though they love woman and golden store,
Sir Knight! they love honor and virtue more!?”

On she went, and her maiden smile

In safety lighted her round the Green Isle;
And blest for ever is she who relied

Upon Erin’s honor and Erin’s pride.

SHE IS FAR FROM THE LANDJ1

She is far from the land where her young hero sleeps,
And lovers are round her sighing;

But coldly she turns from their gaze, and weeps,
For her heart in his grave is lying!

She sings the wild songs of her dear native plains,
Every note which he loved awaking:

Ah! little they think, who delight in her strains,
How the heart of the minstrel is breaking!

He had lived for his love, for his country he died,"
They were all that to life had entwined him;

Nor soon shall the tears of his country be dried,
Nor long will his love stay behind him.

O, make her a grave where the sunbeams rest
When they promise a glorious morrow;

They ’11 shine o’er her sleep, like a smile from the west,
From her own loved island of sorrow!

were inspired with such a spirit of honor, virtue, and religion by the great
example of Brian, and by his excellent administration, that, as a proof of
it, we are informed that a young lady of great beauty, adorned with jewels
and a costly dress, undertook a journey alone, from one end of the king-
dom to the other, with a wand only in her hand, at the top of which was
a ring of exceeding great value; and such an impression had thelaws and
government of this monarch made on the minds of all the people that no
attempt was made upon her honor, nor was she robbed of her clothes or
Jewels.”— Warner’s History of Ireland, vol. i. book x.

1This poem refers to the hetrothed of Robert Emmet. She afterward
became the wife of an officer, who took her to Sicily, in the hope that
travel would restore her spirits, but her grief for Emmet was so great
that she died of a broken heart.
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THE HARP THAT ONCE THROUGH TARA’S
HALLS.

The harp that once through Tara’s halls
The soul of music shed

Now hangs as mute on Tara’s walls
As if that soul were fled.

So sleeps the pride of former days,
So glory ’s thrill is o’er,

And hearts that once beat high for praise
Now feel that pulse no more.

No more to chiefs and ladies bright
The harp of Tara swells;

The chord alone, that breaks at night,
Its tale of ruin tells.

Thus Freedom now so seldom wakes,
The only throb she gives

Is when some heart indignant breaks,
To show that still she lives.

THE MINSTREL-BOY.

The Minstrel-Boy to the war has gone,
In the ranks of death you’ll find him;
His father’s sword he has girded on,
And his wild harp slung behind him.—
“Land of song!” said the warrior bard,
“Though all the world betrays thee,
One sword, at least, thy rights shall guard,
One faithful harp shall praise thee!”

The Minstrel fell ' —but the foeman’s chain
Could not bring his proud soul under;

The harp he loved ne’er spoke again,
For he tore its chords asunder;

And said, “ No chains shall sully thee,
Thou soul of love and bravery!

Thy songs were made for the pure and free,
They shall never sound in slavery.”
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THE IRISH PEASANT TO HIS MISTRESS.

Through grief and through danger thy smile hath cheered my
a

Till ‘;oge seemed to bud from each thorn that round me lay;

The darker our fortune, the brighter our pure love burned,

Till shame into glory, till fear into zeal was turned;

0, slave as I was, in thy arms my spirit felt free,

And blessed even the sorrows that made me more dear to thee.

Thy rival was honored, while thou wert wronged and scorned,
Thy crown was of briars, while gold her brows adorned;

She wooed me to temples, whilst thou lay’st hid in caves,

Her friends were all masters, while thine, alas! were slaves;
Yet cold in the earth, at thy feet I would rather be

Than wed what I loved not, or turn one thought from thee.

They slander thee sorely, who say thy vows are frail—

Hadst thou been a false one, thy cheek had looked less pale!
They say, too, so long thou hast worn those lingering chains,
That deep in thy beart they have printed their servile stains—
O, do not believe them—no chain could that soul subdue.
Where shineth ¢hy spirit, there liberty shineth too!

AFTER THE BATTLE.

Night closed around the conqueror’s way,
And lightnings showed the distant hill,
Where those who lost that dreadful day,
Stood few and faint, but fearless still.
The soldier’s hope, the patriot’s zeal,
For ever dimmed, for ever crost—
Oh! who shall say what heroes feel,
When all but life and honor ’s lost!

The last sad hour of freedom’s dream
And valor’s task moved slowly by,
While mute they watched till morning’s beam
Should rise and give them light to die!
There is a world where souls are free,
Where tyrants taint not Nature’s bliss;
If death that world’s bright opening be,
O, who would live a slave in this?
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HARK! THE VESPER HYMN.
RUSSIAN AIR.
From ¢ National Airs.’

Hark! the vesper hymn is stealing
O’er the waters soft and clear;
Nearer yet and nearer pealing,
And now bursts upon the ear:
Jubilate, Amen.
Farther now, now farther stealing,
Soft it fades upon the ear:
Jubilate, Amen.

Now, like moonlight waves retreating
To the shore, it dies along;
Now, like angry surges meeting,
Breaks the mingled tide of song:
Jubilate, Amen.
Hush! again, like waves, retreating
To the shore, it dies along:
Jubilate, Amen.

SOUND THE LOUD TIMBREL.

MIRIAM’S SONG.

“And Miriam the prophetess, the sister of Aaron, took a timbrel in
her hand ; and all the women went out after her with timbrels and with
dances.”—ExoDpus xv. 20.

Sound the loud timbrel o’er Egypt’s dark sea!
Jehovah has triumphed—his people are free.
Sing—for the pride of the tyrant is broken,
His chariots, his horsemen, all splendid and brave—
How vain was their boast, for the Lord hath but spoken,
And chariots and horsemen are sunk in the wave,
Sound the loud timbrel o’er Egypt’s dark sea;
Jehovah has triumphed—his people are free.

Praise to the Conqueror, praise to the Lord!
His word was our arrow, his breath was our sword.—
Who shall return to tell Egypt the story
Of those she sent forth in the hour of her pride?
For the Lord hath looked out from his pillar of glory,
And all her brave thousands are dashed in the tide.
Sound the loud timbrel o’er Egypt’s dark sea,
Jehovah has triumphed—his people are free!
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When youthful spring around us breathes,
Thy Spirit warms her fragrant sigh;

And every flower the summer wreathes
Is born beneath that kindling eye.

Where’er we turn, thy glories shine,

And all things fair and bright are thine.

A BALLAD.
THE LAKE OF THE DISMAL SWAMP.!
*‘La poesie a ses monstres comme la nature.”—D’ALEMBERT.

“They made her a grave too cold and damp
For a soul so warm and true;
And she’s gone to the Lake of the Dismal Swamp,
Where, all night long, by a fire-fly lamp,
She paddles her white canoe.

“ And her fire-fly lamp I soon shall see,
And her paddle I soon shall hear;

Long and loving our life shall be,

And I°ll hide the maid in a cypress-tree,
When the footstep of death is near!”

Away to the Dismal Swamp he speeds—
His path was rugged and sore,
Through tangled juniper, beds of reeds,
Through many a fen where the serpent feeds,
And man never trod before!

And when on the earth he sunk te sleep,
If slumber his eyelids knew,

He lay where the deadly vine doth weep

Its venomous tear and nightly: steep
The flesh with blistering dew!

And near him the she-wolf stirred the brake,
And the copper-snake breathed in his ear,

1¢They tell of a young man who lost his mind upon the death of a girl
he loved, and who, suddenly disappearing from his friends, was never
afterward heard of. As he had frequently said in his ravings that the
girl was not dead, but gone to the Dismal Swamp, it is supposed he had
wandered into that dreary wilderness, and had died of hunger, or been
lost in some of its dreadful morasses.”-—ANONYMOUS.
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ORATOR PUFF.

Mr. Orator Puff had two tones in his voice,
The one squeaking ¢hus, and the other down so;
In each sentence he uttered he gave you your choice,
For one half was B alt, and the rest G below.
O! O! Orator Puff,
One voice for an orator ’s surely enough.

But he still talked away, spite of coughs and of frowns,
So distracting all ears with his ups and his downs,
That a wag once, on hearing the orator say,
“ My voice is for war ” asked, “ Which of them, pray?”
O! O! Orator Puff,
One voice for an orator ’s surely enough.

Reeling homewards one evening, top-heavy with gin,
And rehearsing his speech on the weight of the crown,
He tripped near a saw-pit, and tumbled right in,
“ Sinking fund ” the last words as his noddle came down.
O! O! Orator Puff,
One voice for an orator ’s surely enough.

“@Good Lord!” he exclaimed, in his he-and-she tones,
HELP ME OUT! Help me out! 1 have broken my
bones!”
“Help you out?” said a Paddy who passed, “ what a bother!
Why, there ’s two of you there—can’t you help one an-
other?” :
O! O! Orator Puff,
One voice for an orator ’s surely enough.



LADY MORGAN.
(1783—1859.)

Miss SYDNEY OWENSON, afterward Lady Morgan, was born, it is
said, between Liverpool and Dublin about 1783. At eighteen she
became a governess, and in 1804 published her first novel, ¢ 8t. Clair,
or the Heiress of Desmond.” In 1805 appeared ‘The Novice of St.
Dominic’ and a little later ‘The Wild Irish Girl.’ This last novel
immediately became popular and was the means of gaining her ad-
mission to the best society, where her wit and talent were fully ap-
preciated. Within two years of its first publication seven editions
appeared in Great Britain and two or three in this country. ‘The
Lay of an Irish Harp,’ a selection of twelve popular Irish melodies to
which Miss Owenson wrote the words, followed in 1807. One of these
songs, ¢ Kate Kearney,’ is still popular. In the same year she wrote
a comic opera called ¢ The First Attempt, or the Whim of a Moment,’
which was produced at the Theater Royal, Dublin, and proved suc-
cessful. Her next novel was ¢ Woman, or Ida of Athens,” which was
severely handled by Gifford in The Quarterly Review. Miss Owen-
son at first took no notice of this attack; but afterward, when Lady
Morgan, she showed that the insult had not been forgotten, and in
the preface to her work ¢ France ' defended herself with much spirit.

‘While visiting the Marquis and Marchioness of Abercorn in 1812,
she was introduced to their physician, Sir Thomas Charles Morgan,
and later in the same year they were married. At this time she had
saved £5,000 ($25,000), the fruit of her literary labors. They settled
down in Kildare Street, Dublin, Lady Morgan becoming the center
of a brilliant and talented circle.

Her visits to Europe, which began in 1816, led to the writing of
the books entitled ‘France’ and ‘Italy.” She and her husband
moved in the best society, and she was enabled to study the people
of all classes. She wrote frankly, fearlessly, and honestly, and the
breadth of her opinions gained her some enemies. The Quarterly
Review attacked both books in the sanguinary style of the cut-and-
slash reviewer of the day, but Lord Byron wrote enthusiastically of
her ‘Italy.’

In 1837 she and her husband returned to London, and the years of
llng?})mess there were interrupted only by the death of the latter in

Lady Morgan now began to write a diary or story of her life,
which she completed before her death. Her works are said to have
brought her a sum of £25,000 (875,000), but bher style of living was
expensive and she was by no means rich. In acknowledgment of
her long-continued literary work and her constant support given to
the Liberal party, a pension of £300 ($1,500) a year from the civil list
was settled upon her by Lord Grey. After a long and busy life she
died at her house in William Street, London, April 13, 1859.

During her long literary career of over half a century she is said
to have published more than seventy volumes. Some of these have
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already been noticed; among the others are ‘ Patriotic Sketches in
Ireland,’ ¢ The Missionary,’ ¢ O'Donnel’ (a novel highly spoken of by
Sir Walter Scott), ¢ Florence Macarthy,’ ¢ The Life and Times of Sal-
vator Rosa,’ ‘ Absenteeism,’ ‘ The O’Briens and O’Flahertys,’ ¢ The
Book of the Boudoir,” ¢ Dramatic Scenes from Real Life,’ ¢ The Prin-
cess or the Beguine,” ‘ Woman and her Master,” ‘ An Odd Volume,
ete.

We quote the following description of the personal appearance of
Lady Morgan from a ‘‘memory” in the Art Journal by Mr. and
Mrs. S. C. Hall, who knew herladyship: ‘‘ Lady Morgan was small
and slightly deformed; her head was large, round, and well formed;
her features full of expression, particularly the expression that
accompanies ‘humor,’ dimpling, as it does, round the mouth and
sparkling in the eyes. The natural intonations of her voice in con-
versation were singularly pleasing—so pleasing as to render her
‘nothings’ pleasant; and, whatever affectation hovered about her
large green fan, or was seen in the ‘way she had’of folding her
draperies round her, and looking out of them with true Irish espi-
eglerie, the tones of that voice were to the last full of feeling,”

Lady Morgan was not an admirer of O’Connell, but her novels
ably pleaded the cause which he represented. In them she strongly
advocated emancipation, and her stories, full of sympathy with the
sufferings of her race and of hatred of the wrongs her people had
endured, were as great a political power as the best oratory or the
smartest pamphlets of the day.

THE PRINCE OF INISMORE.

From ¢ The Wild Irish Girl.’

Ay, ’t is even so—point your glasses—and rub your eyes,
’t is all one; here I am, and here I am likely to remain for
some time, but whether a prisoner of war, taken up on a
suspicion of espionage, or to be offered as an appeasing
sacrifice to the manes of the old Prince of Inismore, you
must for a while suspend your patience to learn.

According to the carte du pays laid out for me by the
fisherman, I left the shore and crossed the summit of a
mountain that “battled o’er the deep,” and which after
an hour’s ascension, I found sloped almost perpendicularly
down to a bold and rocky coast, its base terminating in a
peninsula, that advanced for near half a mile into the
ocean. Towards the extreme western point of this penin-
sula, which was wildly romantic beyond all description,
arose a vast and grotesque pile of rocks, which at once
formed the site and fortifications of the noblest mass of
ruins on which my eye ever rested. Grand even in deso-
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lation, and magnificent in decay—it was the Castle of In-
ismore. The setting sun shone brightly on its moldering
turrets, and the waves which bathed its rocky basis, re-
flected on their swelling bosoms the dark outlines of its
awful ruins.

As I descended the mountain’s brow I observed that the
little isthmus which joined the peninsula to the main land
had been cut away, and a curious danger-threatening
bridge was rudely thrown across the intervening gulf,
flung from the rocks on one side to an angle of the moun-
tain on the other, leaving a yawning chasm of some fa-
thoms deep beneath the foot of the wary passenger. This
must have been a very perilous pass in the days of civil
warfare; and in the intrepidity of my daring ancestor, I
almost forgot his crime. Amidst the interstices of the
rocks which skirted the shores of this interesting penin-
sula, patches of the richest vegetation were to be seen, and
the trees which sprung wildly among its venerable ruins,
were bursting into all the vernal luxuriancy of spring.
In the course of my descent, several cabins of a better de-
scription than I had yet seen appeared scattered beneath
the shelter of the mountain’s innumerable projections;
while in the air and dress of the inhabitants (which the
sound of my horse’s feet brought to their respective doors),
I evidently perceived a something original and primitive,
I had never noticed before in this class of persons here.

They appeared to me, I know not why, to be in their
holiday garb, and their dress, though grotesque and
coarse, was cleanly and characteristic. 1 observed that
round the heads of the elderly dames were folded several
wreaths of white or colored linen and others had handker-
chiefs lightly folded round their brows, and curiously fas-
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tened under the chin; while the young wore their hair fas- -

tened up with wooden bodkins. They were all enveloped
in large shapeless mantles of blue frieze, and most of them
had a rosary hanging on their arm, from whence I inferred
they were on the point of attending vespers at the chapel
of Inismore. I alighted at the door of a cabin a few paces
distant from the Alpine bridge, and entreated a shed for
my horse, while I performed my devotions. The man to
whom I addressed myself, seemed the only one of several

who surrounded me that understood English, and appeared
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much edified by my pious intention, saying, ¢ that God
would prosper my Honor’s journey, and that I was wel-
come to a shed for my horse, and a night’s lodging for my-
self into the bargain.” He then offered to be my guide,
and as we crossed the drawbridge, he told me I was out of
luck by not coming earlier, for that high mass had been
celebrated that morning for the repose of the soul of a
Prince of Inismore, who had been murdered on this very
day of the month. ‘“ And when this day comes round,”
he added, “ we all attend dressed in our best; for my part,
I never wear my poor old grandfather’s berrad but on the
like occasion,” taking off a curious cap of a conical form,
which he twirled round his hand and regarded with much
satisfaction.

By heavens! as I breathed this region of superstition, so
strongly was I infected, that my usual skepticism was
scarcely proof against my inclination to mount my horse
and gallop off, as I shudderingly pronounced—

“I am then entering the castle of Inismore on the anni-
versary of that day on which my ancestors took the life of
its venerable Prince!”

You see, my good friend, how much we are the creatures
of situation and circumstance, and with what pliant ser-
vility the mind resigns itself to the impressions of the
senses, or the illusions of the imagination.

We had now reached the ruined cloisters of the chapel.
I paused to examine their curious but dilapidated archi-
tecture when my guide, hurrying me on, said, “if I did
not quicken my pace, I should miss getting a good view
of the Prince,” who was just entering by a door opposite
to that we had passed through. Behold me then mingling
among a group of peasantry, and, like them, straining my
eyes to that magnet which fascinated every glance.

And sure, fancy, in her boldest flight, never gave to the
fairy vision of poetic dreams, a combination of images
more poetically fine, more strikingly picturesque, or more
impressively touching. Nearly one half of the chapel of
Inismore has fallen into decay, and the ocean breeze as it
rushed through the fractured roof, wafted the torn banners
of the family which hung along its dismantled walls. The
red beams of the sinking sun shone on the glittering taber-

nacle which stood on the altar, and touched with their
160
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golden light the sacerd_otal vestments of the two officiating
priests, who ascended its broken steps at the moment that
the Prince and his family entered.

The first of this most singular and interesting group,
was the venerable Father John, the chaplain. Religious
enthusiasm never gave to the fancied form of the first of
the patriarchs a countenance of more holy expression or
divine resignation; a figure more touching by its dignified
simplicity, or an air more beneficently mild, more meekly
good. He was dressed in his pontificals, and, with his
eyes bent to the earth, his hands spread upon his breast,
he joined his coadjutors.

What a contrast to this saintly being now struck my
view; a form almost gigantic in stature, yet gently thrown
forward by evident infirmity; limbs of herculean mold,
and a countenance rather furrowed by the inroads of vehe-
ment passions, than the deep trace of years. Eyes still
emanating the ferocity of an unsubdued spirit, yet tem-
pered by a strong trait of benevolence; which, like a glory,
irradiated a broad expansive brow, a mouth on which even
yet the spirit of convivial enjoyment seemed to hover,
though shaded by two large whiskers on the upper lip,
which still preserved their ebon hue; while time or grief
had bleached the scattered hairs which hung their snows
upon the manly temple. The drapery which covered this
striking figure was singularly appropriate, and, as I have
since been told, strictly conformable to the ancient cos-
tume of the Irish nobles.

The only part of the under garment visible, was the an-
cient Irish ¢ruis, which closely adhering to the limbs from
the waist to the ankle, includes the pantaloon and hose,
and terminates in a buskin not dissimilar to the Roman
perones. A triangular mantle of bright scarlet cloth, em-
broidered and fringed round the edges, fell from his shoul-
ders to the ground, and was fastened at the breast with a
large circular golden brooch, of a workmanship most cu-
riously beautiful; round his neck hung a golden collar,
which seemed to denote the wearer of some order of knight-
llooq, probably hereditary in his family; a dagger, called
a skiene (for my guide explained every article of the dress
to me,) was sheathed in his girdle, and was discerned by
the sunbeam that played on its brilliant haft. And as he
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entered the chapel, he removed from his venecrable head a
cap or berrad, of the same form as that I had noticed with
my guide, but made of velvet, richly embroidered.

The chieftain moved with dignity—yet with difficulty—
and his colossal, but infirm frame, seemed to claim support
from a form so almost impalpably delicate, that as it
floated on the gaze it seemed like the incarnation of some
pure ethereal spirit, which a sigh, too roughly breathed,
would dissolve into its kindred air; yet to this sylphid ele-
gance of spheral beauty was united all thav symmetrical
contour which constitutes the luxury of human loveliness.
This scarcely “ mortal mixture of earth’s mold,” was
vested in a robe of vestal white, which was enfolded be-
neath the bosom with a narrow girdle embossed with pre-
cious stones.

IFrom the shoulder fell a mantle of scarlet silk, fastened
at the neck with a silver bodkin, while the fine turned head
was enveloped in a veil of point lace, bound round the
brow with a band or diadem, ornamented with the same
description of jewels as encircled her arms.

Such was the figure of the Princess of Inismore! But
oh! not once was the face turned round towards that side
where I stood. And when I shifted my position, the en-
vious veil intercepted the ardent glance which eagerly
sought the fancied charms it concealed! for was it possible
to doubt the face would not ¢ keep the promise that the
form had made ”’?

The group that followed was grotesque beyond all
powers of description. The ancient bard, whose long
white beard

‘¢ Descending, swept his aged breast ”;

the incongruous costume, half modern, half antique, of
the bare-footed domestics; the ostensible steward, who
closed the procession; and, above all, the dignified impor-
tance of the nurse, who took the lead in it immediately after
her young lady; her air, form, countenance, and dress,
were indeed so singularly fantastic and outré, that the
genius of masquerade might have adopted her figure as
the finest model of grotesque caricature.

Conceive for a moment a form whose longitude bore no
degree of proportion to her latitude; dressed in a short
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jacket of brown cloth, with loose sleeves from the elbow
to the wrist, made of red camblet striped with green, and
turned up with a broad cuff—a petticoat of scarlet frieze,
covered by an apron of green serge, longitudinally striped
with scarlet tape, and sufficiently short to betray an ankle
that sanctioned all the libels ever uttered against the
ankles of the Irish fair—true national brogues set off her
blue worsted stockings, and her yellow hair, dragged over
a high roll, was covered on the summit with a little coiff,
over which was flung a scarlet handkerchief, which fas-
tened in a large bow under her rubicund chin.

As this singular and interesting group advanced up the
central aisle of the chapel, reverence and affection were
evidently blended in the looks of the multitude which hung
upon the steps; and though the Prince and his daughter
seeked to lose in the meekness of true religion all sense of
temporal inequality, and promiscuously mingled with the
congregation, yet that distinction they humbly avoided
was reverently forced on them by the affectionate crowd,
which drew back on either side as they advanced, until the
chieftain and his child stood alone in the center of the
ruined choir, he winds of heaven playing freely amidst
their garments, the sun’s setting beam enriching their beau-
tiful figureswith its orient tints, while he, like Milton’s
ruined angel,

¢ Above the rest,

In shape and feature proudly eminent,
Stood like a tower”;

and she, like the personified spirit of Mercy hovered round
him, or supported, more by tenderness than her strength,
him from whom she could no longer claim support.

Those gray-headed domestics, too, those faithful though
but nominal vassals, who offered that voluntary reverence
wit}l their looks, which his repaid with fatherly affection,
while the anguish of a suffering heart hung on his pensive
smile, sustained by the firmness of that indignant pride
which lowered on his ample brow !

What a picture!
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McRORY CONVERSES WITH THE QUALITY.

From ¢ O'Donnel, a National Tale.’

The servant now came out of the house to say that he
believed the people were all abroad, getting in the harvest,
for they could only find an old woman in the inn kitchen,
and that he could not make her understand him.

“It’s hard for her, the cratur! when she’s entirely
bothered,” ! said a voice, which, from its peculiar tone and
accent, drew every eye to the speaker. The person who had
. thus volunteered his observation, in all the unadulterated
richness of a genuine Connaught brogue, stood with his
huge arms folded, leaning against the side of the inn door,
while a thick stick and a small bundle lay at his feet. The
figure, thus disposed, was considerably above the ordinary
height, muscular, but not full; it exhibited an appearance
of powerful strength, united with a lounging air of ha-
bitual indolence: a countenance in which a sort of solemn
humor was the leading expression, tinctured with an acute
shrewdness, was shaded by long black hair, occasionally
shaken back, while a pair of dark sunken eyes were
thrown indifferently on either side, and only with a slight
passing look, turned, as if by chance, on the splendid
strangers, whose showy persons and equipage seemed to
excite neither admiration nor curiosity.

The dress of this singular person was as equivocal as
the figure was striking; his coat might have been an old
livery—might have been an undress military frock; it was
a faded blue, with still more faded scarlet cuffs and cape.
Though the day was sultry for September, he wore a loose,
large rug coat, which was buttoned round his neck, but
hung behind, like a mantle, with the sleeves unoccupied.
Immense brogues and blue stockings were partially cov-
ered with black gaiters, and a pair of short canvas trou-
sers, reaching but a little beneath his knees, completed
his costume.

“ A prize!” cried the colonel, speaking through his hand
to the party in the barouche. * The first genuine Paddy I
have met since I have been in the north of Ireland,” he
added, to Lady Florence.

1 Bothered, deaf.
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« perhaps, sir,” said Mr. Glentworth, addressing the
stranger, “ you can give us some information as to the
pearest town to this village, where we could get the best
accommodation for so large a party as this.”

“1 can, sir, to be sure—every information in life, your
honor; not one in the barony can insense you better, sir.”
and he took off his hat whilst he spoke; nor could he be
prevailed on to resume it, while his dark countenance
brightened into intelligence the moment he was addressed.

“Come here, sir,” cried Lady Singleton, beckoning to
him—* come here. Which is the nearest town to this mis-
erable disappointing little village?”

“JIs it the nearest town to ye’z, madam? Why then,
madam, the nearest town to ye’z, is the furthest off in-
tirely, in regard to the short cut being broke up since my-
self passed the same last; but the directest way ye’z can
take is to turn acrass by that bit of a wood, to your lift.”

“What wood?” asked Lady Singleton: ¢ there is no
wood that I can see.”

“ There is nat, madam, but there ’s all as one—for there
was a wood there in th’ ould times, as I hear tell. Well,
ye’z lave the wood to the left, and ye’z will turn down, of
you plase, right forenent you, and when ye’z come to the
ind of the lane—”

“Well, sir!” interrupted Lady Singleton, impatiently.

“Well, madam,” returned the. stranger in a tone of
sudden recollection, “ the divil a foot further ye’z will go,
anyhow, in regard to the floods which has damm’d up the
road for all the world like the salmon lep at Ballyshanny;
but sure if ye’z will be contint to go the ould way, ye'z
have nothing to do in life, but turn round and go back
straight before ye’z, and then, your honor, you’ll reach
Larne in no time.”

This information, which excited a general laugh from all
the party but Lady Singleton and Mr. Dexter, was replied
to by the latter, who exclaimed— '

“Why you stupid, blundering fellow, that’s the very
town we are come from.”

“Is it, dear?” returned the Irishman, coolly.

Meantime, as it was evident they had another stage to
perform before they halted for the evening, hay and water
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was procured for the horses; and the master of the inn,
who had come in from his fields, confirmed what they had
suspected, that he could not accommodate so large a
party, and directed them to a new inn on the sea-coast,
within a short distance of the next post town, (New Town
Glens,) lately set up for the accommodation of travelers
to the causey.

Lady Smrrleton had entered into conversation with a
linen buyer, or, in the language of the country, a webber,
who was riding by, and to whom, from beginning to
inquire about the state of the roads between Glenarm and
New Town Glens, she digressed to the texture and value
of Irish linens, and gave him some useful hints relative to
bleach greens and other things connected with the man-
ufacture. While Lady Singleton was thus engaged with
the itinerant merchant, who, on his part, was recommend-
ing her to their house at Colerain, if she intended to buy
any linens, while in the very region of webs and looms, the
rest of the party, headed by the colonel, were amusing
themselves with the Irishman, who stood every interroga-
tory and attack with the utmost quietude, coolness, and
gravity. On the subject, however, of place of his nativity
(for the colonel affected to think him an Englishman) he
secemed a little puzzled: he repeated that County Donegal
was his undoubted native place, though he had the good
lack to be born in County Leitrim, Provence of Connaught,
which was all was left to the FORE of poor ancient ould
Ircland, barring ministers;—* for,” he added, “ every one
of my people, grandfathers and grandmothers, from the be-
ginning of time, barring myself, was born in and about
Donegal town, till the Enwhsh patentees and Scotch un-
dertakers drove us all like Wild bastes into the mountains,
and into the Province of Connaught.”

“Then you are not a native of this province? ” asked
Mr. Glenworth.

“Is it me, sir? O! no your honor, I am not: I hope I
have done nothing, bad as I am, to be born in the black
north any way; ye’z might tell that by my English, for the
cratures in these parts have no English, only Scotch Irish,
your honor.”

“YWe did remark somethmg peculiar in your English,”
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returned the colonel; “but may I presume to ask what
brings you into this country, since you seem to hold it
rather in contempt? ”

“ What brings me into this country, your honor? O,
1’m a traveler, sir.”

“T thought so; you have the air of a man who has seen
a deal of the world.”

“Q, I’ve seen a power, sir, in my day: sure I was
twice’t in Dublin, your honor.”

“Indeed! and no further?”

“No, sir, no further—only once’t in Garmany, on a
little business; and a little back in the Western Indies;
that is when I was sarving in th’ army, your honor.”

“So then his Majesty has had the honor of retaining
you in his service? ”

“0! he had, your honor; God bless him.”

“ And pray, captain, to what regiment were you at-
tached?”

“O0! your honor’s going to the fair with me, now, any-
how: it never was Phaidrig (which is Patrick) McRory’s
luck, and that’s myself, to be a captain, yet, sir; only a
corpolar;—and what was my regimen’, why then, troth,
I was mighty near listing with the Flaugh-na-balagh boys,
under the great Giniril Doyle, long life to him, wherever
he is, only in regard of the master, who came home on
account of the troubles. So I listed with him in the Irish
brigades; and so we went to fight the black French negurs
in St. Domingo. Of as fine a regimen’ of lads as ever you
clapt your eyes on, not one of us but was kilt dead in
the field, barring a handful, as I may say, and myself and
the master.”

“ Why, you don’t mean that a gentleman of your educa-
tion and appearance is really in service? ”

“O! I do, sir, surely: and I’m master’s foster brother
to boot, and has the greatest regard and love for him in
life; but at this present spaking I may say I ’m no sarvant
at all, only a pilgrim.”

“A pilgrim! you!”

“I am, sir, surely, an’t I going to keep my station at
Lough-Dergh, in respect of a vow I made for taking a drop
too much on a Good Friday : so with the master’s lave, and
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the blessing of God. I’m going to do pinnence at the
blessed and holy St. Patrick’s purgatory.”

“ Purgatory!” repeated Mr. Dexter, shrugging his
shoulders—* So, I thought as much: and so Mr. McRory,
you are really such a superstitious blockhead as to believe
in purgatory, are you?”

“1 believe, sir, in what my Church bids me, and what
my people believed before me; and what more does your
honor, and the likes of you do, nor that? But in troth, in
respect of purgatory, sir, myself is no ways perticular;
only, bad as it is, sure your honor may go further and fare
worse for all that.”

This observation, quaintly uttered with a mixture of
quietude and humor, produced a general laugh at Mr.
Dexter’s expense, who replied with great acrimony of man-
ner—

“So, sir, it is very plain that yow are a pretty bigoted,
thoroughgoing papist, and think that every man who is
otherwise will be damned.”

“No, sir, I am nat: I’'m a Roman, and sweet Jasus
forbid that every man shouldn’t have a sow! to be saved, go
what way he will; and divil a diffir I believe it makes in
the end, anyhow, whether a man goes to mass or church,
only just for the fashion sake.”

“No, sir, you don’t think any such thing,” replied Mr.
Dexter, with increasing ill humor. “I know what sort
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