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A GLANCE AT IRELAND’S HISTORY.

WEe shall arrive at a better appreciation of Irish liter-
ature, if we know something of Irish history, for history
is one expression of life, as literature is another. The
first step, and the easiest and quickest way of getting a
general idea of the history of a country is to acquaint
one’s self with the lives of the great men and women who
have figured in it;—develop centers of interest along the
line of biography, and the setting of the rest is easy. This
the reader will have ample opportunity to do in the pages
of ¢ IRISH LITERATURE.

It is impossible in the brief space at our command to
do more than rapidly sketch the outline of Irish history,
pointing out as we go on some of the great figures who
have helped to make it, the study of whose lives is abso-
lutely necessary if one would understand the relation in
which the history and the literature of the country stand
to each other. :

How or when Irelapd was first peopled we have no means
of knowing. In the eleventh and twelfth centuries the ear-
lier history of the country, which had been preserved by a
special class in order to keep the genealogical records of
the ruling families and the memories of their deeds, was
fitted with a chronology and synchronized with the annals
of historic nations. These ethnic legends of Ireland no
doubt contained the main facts as to the early peopling of
the country, though there must be much confusion and
lack of proportion as to both the relative and the absolute
time. These Irish legends record the invasion of six suc-
cessive races: the Parthalonians, the Nemedians, the Fomo-
rians, the Firbolgs, the Dedannans, and the Milesians.
These names are given in the supposed order in which the
invasions took place, but the dates usually assigned to them
are purely mythical, and the directions from which the in-
vaders came are not exactly known. The country of Ire-
land was referred to by various pagan writers before
Christ, but little is known with certainty of its inhabitants
until the fourth century after Christ, when they began to
invade Roman Britain.
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viii A GLANCE AT IRELAND’S HISTORY.

It is a little curious that the Roman invasion never
became permanent in Ireland. There are no place-names in
Ireland embalming a history of Roman civilization, as do
those of Chester, Leicester, Manchester, etc., in England.
There seems to be little doubt that Christianity and the
use of letters were introduced by St. Patrick into Ireland,
about A.D. 450, although until St. Columba, or Columkille,
came, one hundred years later, their influence was not very
widely felt. From that time onward, while the hordes of
the North were sweeping over Europe and breaking the
power of Rome, Ireland, being off the beaten track, in what
may be called a remote corner of Europe, became the
seat of Western learning, and for nearly four hundred
years was known as the Island of Saints and Scholars.
Monasteries and places of learning sprang up all over the
country, and learned men from Ireland were welcomed with
distinguished honors at every court and seat of learning in
Europe.

With the ninth century came, however, the first invasion
of the Danes, and for two hundred years the arts of learn-
ing and of peace were banished from Ireland. Had the
people been able to present a united front to the foe, how-
ever, there is no doubt that the invasion could have been
speedily repelled. Unfortunately, the country was gov-
erned by a number of petty chiefs headed by an over-king.
They were constantly at war with each other, and there-
fore became easy prey to the Danes, until there arose in
the eleventh century the ever famous Brian Boroimhe—
the conqueror. He succeeded in uniting the numberless
factions and in driving the invaders back to their own
coasts. Next to St. Patrick, Brian Boroimhe stands out
as the most colossal and striking figure in Irish history.
Much that is legendary has grown up around his memory
and his deeds, but enough of fact is known to make his life
and character as well worth study as that of King Alfred
or of George Washington.

At his death division and anarchy again set m, and
lasted for one hundred and fifty years. Profiting by this
condition, Henry II. of England, at about the end of the
twelfth century, determined to conquer Ireland. For the
next six and a half centuries the history of Ireland is a
long, black catalogue of wars of conquest and obstinate
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resistance ; of confiscation and plunder, of tyranny and in-
justices, nay, even of extermination itself. It will, of
course, be impossible within the limits of this article to
enumerate the events of that dark and bloody period, or to
give the names of the long list of martyrs who perished for
their country.

In the reign of Edward III. the use of the Irish language
was forbidden, the ancient laws abolished, and intermar-
riages of English and Irish declared criminal.

The infamous Poynings Act of 1495 still further muz-
zled the Irish people.

Till the time of Henry VIII. the tyranny was directed
to the whole race of native Irish, and with the coming
of the Reformation this was intensified a thousand-fold.
Henry suppressed the monasteries and cut off the tribute
to the papal see; there was a gleam of hope for the Irish
Catholics in Mary’s reign, but Elizabeth imposed Prot-
estant clergy on the Irish and confiscated the ecclesiastical
property. The suppression of the rebellion of Hugh
O’Neill, which broke out in her reign, led to the whole
country being parcelled out among English colonists. The
untrustworthy Charles I. promised reforms, and took
money from Ireland in payment for them, but never carried
them out.

Under the stern Cromwell the condition of the Irish

became worse than ever. A rebellion had broken out in
the reign of Charles I.—the rising of 1641, which made for-
ever famous the names of Sir Phelim O’Neill, Roger
O’More, Conor M’Guire, O’Farrell, Clanricarde, Owen Roe
O’Neill, and Red Hugh O’Donnell—which continued after
his death, and Cromwell with the greatest cruelty reduced
the island to nominal submission in nine months, but the
native chiefs remained in the country undisturbed.
. In the reigns of Charles II. and James II. there was
some prospect of amelioration, but even under the latter,
Ireland was again turned into a theater of war. And
there are few more brilliant pages in history than the
record of the siege of Derry, the battle of the Boyne, the
defense of Limerick, and the battles of Athlone and Augh-
rim, while the names of McCarthy More, and Patrick
Sarsfield are forever held in honor by a grateful people for
their brave deeds.
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The treaty of Limerick, which followed these events, was
signed in 1691 and the stone on which it was signed is still
to be seen beside Thomond Bridge in that city. The in-
famous ignoring of this treaty by the conqueror was a
violation of plighted honor which has done more than any
one event to keep alive Irish hatred and distrust of Eng-
land.

The Penal Laws of 1695-97 imposed still further dis-
abilities upon the people, and the history of the next hun-
dred years contains little beyond the enforcement of these
laws and the consequent rebellions against them. With
the American war of independence and the French Revo-
lution came more liberal ideas, and there was some slight
attempt at relief by the repeal of Poynings’ Act and the
securing of the legislative independence of the Irish Par-
liament. The names of the famous patriot orators, Burke,
Grattan, and Flood, stand out in the annals of this cen-
tury. But it took another hundred years of revolt and
uprising, another hundred years of English opposition and
coercion, before the Irish people secured the liberties they
to-day enjoy.

Toward the end of the eighteenth century patriotic so-
cieties were formed, which resulted in the rebellion of 1798
—in connection with which the names of Lord Edward
Fitzgerald, Wolfe Tone, John and Henry Sheares, loom
large. This rebellion was suppressed in 1800, and in 1801
Ireland was tricked out of its Parliament and cheated
into union with Great Britain.

But the Union was no sooner accomplished than the
undaunted Irishmen set about its undoing. The name of
Robert Emmet will for ever be remembered as the first to
wage active war against the Union. He planned an up-
rising in Dublin which failed, and he was hanged in that
city in 1803. The great Daniel O’Connell, who won a
measure of Catholic emancipation early in the nineteenth
century, began to agitate for the repeal of the Union,
and the movement grew until, in 1844, the leaders, in-
cluding, besides O’Connell, Thomas Steele, Sir Charles
Gavan Duffy, John Gray, Richard Barrett, T. M. Ray,
and two clergymen, were prosecuted and imprisoned.

This great movement led to the founding of The Nation
newspaper and the outbreak of a flood of patriotic poetry



A GLANCE AT IRELAND’S HISTORY. xi

from all classes of people, the like of which can scarcely be
found in the history of any other nation—it awakened the
intellect of Ireland from slumber and set literary impulses
at work, the results of which are felt at the present day.

In the year 1845 a terrible calamity befell the Irish
people, in the failure of the potato crop, and it is calcu-
lated that in the course of a few years Ireland lost five
millions of its people by famine, fever, and emigration.

No sooner had the Repeal agitation failed than the
“Young Ireland ”’ party was formed with similar objects,
led by Thomas Davis, Smith O’Brien, Meagher, Mitchel,
Martin, Duffy, MacManus, and others. The society was,
however, broken up, its leaders were prosecuted, and the
Fenian Brotherhood arose, having for its object the sep-
aration of Ireland from England. This organization was,
in its turn, destroyed by the British Government. It is on
record, however, that Mr. Gladstone said: ¢ The intensity
of Fenianism was one of the causes that led to the dises-
tablishment of the Irish Church in 1869 and the passing
of the Irish Land Act in 1870.”” The Home Rule Associa-
tion under the leadership of Mr. Isaac Butt was formed
immediately on the collapse of the Fenian Brotherhood.
Later on came the Irish National Land League, with
Michael Davitt as leader, which the Government attempted
to break up by imprisoning fourteen of its members, in-
cluding Messrs. Parnell, Dillon, Biggar, Sexton, and T. D.
Sullivan. Indeed at one time or another nearly all the
Irish members were imprisoned. The Land League was
ultimately suppressed, but the National League, with Mr.
C. S. Parnell as its leader, raised its head immediately
afterward.

And now at length the attention of the British Govern-
ment was forced to a consideration of the claims which the
Irish people in and out of Parliament had been so persis-
tently making on behalf of their country. In 1886 Mr.
Gladstone brought forward a measure for giving Ireland a
Parliament of her own, accompanied by a land purchase
scheme. This was rejected, and a second Home Rule Bill
was brought forward in 1893, only to share the same fate.
In 1898 a great step was made by the passing of the
Local Government Act. Various other measures of relief
affecting education and ownership of land have been
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passed by the British Government since then, but much
remains yet to be done in this and in other directions.
The remarkable movements in art and letters in Ire-
land at the close of the nineteenth and the opening of the
twentieth centuries, need not be referred to here, as they
are dealt with in other departments in ¢ IRISH LITERATURE.
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[This section is arranged alphabetically according to titles, begin-
ning on page 3271 of Volume VIIIL., with ¢‘The Boyne Water,’ and
ending on page 3322 of Volume IX., with ¢ Willy Reilly.’]

THE MAID OF GLOGHROE.

As T roved out, at Faha, one morning,

Where Adrum’s tall groves were in view—
‘When Sol’s lucid beams were adorning,

And the meadows were spangled with dew-—
Reflecting, in deep contemplation,

On the state of my country kept low,
I perceived a fair juvenile female

On the side of the hill of Cloghroe.

Her form resembled fair Venus,
That amorous Cyprian queen;
8She ’s the charming young sapling of Erin,
As she gracefully trips on the green;
Bhe’s tall, and her form it is graceful,
Her features are killing also;
She ’s a charming, accomplished young maiden,
This beautiful dame of Cloghroe.

Fair Juno, Minerva, or Helen,

Could not vie with this juvenile dame;
Hibernian swains are bewailing,

And anxious to know her dear name.
She’s tender, she ’s tall, and she’s stately,

Her complexion much whiter than snow;
She outrivals all maidens completely,

This lovely young maid of Cloghroe.

8 Air—* Cailin deas cruithiwna-mbo,;):‘)The Pretty Girl Milking the Co'.‘,
32
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At Coachfort, at Dripsey, and Blarney
This lovely young maid is admired;
The bucks, at the Lakes of Killarney,
With the fame of her beauty are fired.
Her image, I think, is before me,
And present wherever I go;
Sweet, charming young maid, I adore thee,
Thou beautiful nymph of Cloghroe.

Now aid me, ye country grammarians!
Your learned assistance I claim,

To know the bright name of this fair one—
This charming young damsel of fame.

Two mutes auu a liquid united,
Ingeniously placed in a row,

Spell part of the name of this pheenix,
This beautiful maid of Cloghroe.

A diphthong and three semivowels
Will give us this cynosure’s name—
This charming Hibernian beauty, g
This lovely, this virtuous young dame.
Had Jupiter heard of this fair one,
He’d descend from Olympus, I know,
To solicit this juvenile pheenix—
This beautiful maid of Cloghroe.

MOLLY MULDOON.!

Molly Muldoon was an Irish girl,
And as fine a one
As you’d look upon

In the cot of a peasant or hall of an earl.

Her teeth were white, though not of pearl,

And dark was her hair, though it did not curl;

Yet few who gazed on her teeth and her hair,

But owned that a power o’ beauty was there.
Now many a hearty and rattling gorsoon,
‘Whose fancy had charmed his heart into tune,
Would dare to approach fair Molly Muldoon,

But for that in her eye
‘Which made most of them shy
And look quite ashamed, though they couldn’t tell why—

1 This poem was written about 1850, and its authorship has always been
a mystery. It has been ascribed to Fitzjames O’Brien.
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Her eyes were large, dark blue, and clear,

And heart and mind seemed in them blended.
If intellect sent you one look severe,

Love instantly leapt in the next to mend it.
Hers was the eye to check the rude,

And hers the eye to stir emotion,
To keep the sense and soul subdued,

And calm desire into devotion.

There was Jemmy O’Hare,
As fine a boy as you ’d see in a fair,
And wherever Molly was he was there.
His face was round and his build was square,
And he sported as rare
And tight a pair
Of legs to be sure, as are found anywhere.
And Jemmy would wear
His caubeen and hair
With such a peculiar and rollicking air,
That 1’d venture to swear
Not a girl in Kildare,
Nor Victoria’s self, if she chanced to be there,
Could resist his wild way——called ¢ Devil may care.”
Not a boy in the parish could match him for fun,
Nor wrestle, nor leap, nor hurl, nor run
With Jemmy—no gorsoon could equal him—none.
At wake or at wedding, at feast or at fight,
At throwing the sledge with such dext’rous sleight,—
He was the envy of men, and the women’s delight.

Now Molly Muldoon liked Jemmy O’Hare,
And in troth Jemmy loved in his heart Miss Muldoon.
I believe in my conscience a purtier pair
Never danced in a tent at a patthern in June,—
To a bagpipe or fiddle
On the rough cabin-door
That is placed in the middle—
Ye may talk as ye will,
There ’s a grace in the limbs of the peasantry there
With which people of quality couldn’t compare.
And Molly and Jemmy were counted the two
That could keep up the longest and go the best through
All the jigs and the reels
That have occupied heels
Since the days of the Murtaghs and Brian Boru.
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It was on a long bright sunny day
They sat on a green knoll side by side,
But neither just then had much to say;
Their hearts were so full that they only tried
To do anything foolish, just to hide
What both of them felt, but what Molly denied.
They plucked the speckled daisies that grew
Close by their arms,—then tore them too;
And the bright little leaves that they broke from the stalk
They threw at each other for want of talk;
While the heart-lit look and the sunny smile,
Reflected pure souls without art or guile;
And every time Molly sighed or smiled,
Jem felt himself grow as soft as a child;
And he fancied the sky never looked so bright,
The grass so green, the daisies so white;
Everything looked so gay in his sight
That gladly he’d linger to watch them till night—
And Molly herself thought each little bird,
Whose warbling notes her calm soul stirred,—
Sang only his lay but by her to be heard.

An TIrish courtship ’s short and sweet,
It’s sometimes foolish and indiscreet;
But who is wise when his young heart’s heat
Whips the pulse to a galloping beat—
Ties up the judgment neck and feet,
And makes him the slave of a blind conceit?
Sneer not therefore at the loves of the poor,
Though their manners be rude, their affections are pure;
They look not by art, and they love not by rule,
For their souls are not tempered in fashion’s cold school.
Oh! give me the love that endures no control
But the delicate instinct that springs from the soul,
As the mountain stream gushes in freshness and force,
Yet obedient, wherever it flows, to its source.
Yes, give me the love that but Nature has taught,
By rank unallured and by riches unbought;
Whose very simplicity keeps it secure—
The love that illuminates the hearts of the poor.

All blushful was Molly, or shy at least,
As one week before Lent
Jem procured her consent
To go the next Sunday and speak to the priest.
Shrove Tuesday was named for the wedding to be,
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And it dawned as bright as they’d wish to see.
And Jemmy was up at the day’s first peep,
For the livelong night no wink could he sleep.

A bran-new coat, with a bright big button,

He took from a chest and carefully put on—

And brogues as well lamp-blacked as ever went foot on,
Were greased with the fat of a quare sort of mutton!

Then a tidier gorsoon couldn’t be seen

Treading the Emerald Isle so green—

Light was his step, and bright was his eye,

As he walked through the slobbery streets of Athy.
And each girl he passed bid “ God bless him ”” and sighed,
While she wished in her heart that herself was the bride.

Hush ! here ’s the Priest—Ilet not the least
Whisper be heard till the Father has ceased.

“ Come, bridegroom and bride,

That the knot may be tied

Which no power on earth can hereafter divide.”

Up rose the bride and the bridegroom too,

And a passage was made for them both to walk through;
And his Riv’rence stood with a sanctified face,
Which spread its infection around the place.
The bridegroom blushed and whispered the bride,
Who felt so confused that she almost cried,

But at last bore up and walked forward, where
The Father was standing with solemn air;
The bridegroom was following after with pride,
When his piercing eye something awful espied!
He stopped and sighed,
. Looked round and tried
To tell what he saw, but his tongue denied;
With a spring and a roar
He jumped to the door,
AND THE BRIDE LAID HER EYES ON THE BRIDEGROOM NO MORE!

Some years sped on,

~ Yet heard no one

Of Jemmy O’Hare, or where he had gone.
But since the night of that widowed feast,
The strength of poor Molly had ever decreased;
Till, at length, from earth’s sorrow her soul released,
Fled up to be ranked with the saints at least.
And the morning poor Molly to live had ceased,
Just five years after the widowed feast,
An American letter was brought to the priest,
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Telling of Jemmy O’Hare deceased!
Who, ere his death,
With his latest breath,
To a spiritual father unburdened his breast,
And the cause of his sudden departure confest.—
“ Oh, Father,” says he, “ I’ve not long to live,
So 1’1l freely confess, and hope you ’ll forgive—
That same Molly Muldoon, sure I loved her indeed;
Ay, as well as the Creed
That was never forsaken by one of my breed;
But I couldn’t have married her, after I saw—"
“ Saw what? ” cried the Father, desirous to hear—
And the chair that he sat in unconsciously rocking—
“Not in her kardcter, yer Riv’rince, a flaw ”—
The sick man here dropped a significant tear,
And died as he whispered in the clergyman’s ear—
“ But I saw, God forgive her, A HOLE IN HER STOCKING!”

THE MORAL.

Lady readers, love may be

Fixed in hearts immovably,

May be strong and may be pure;
Faith may lean on faith secure,
Knowing adverse fate’s endeavor
Makes that faith more firm than ever;
But the purest love and strongest,
Love that has endured the longest,
Braving cross, and blight, and trial,
Fortune’s bar or pride’s denial,
Would—no matter what its trust—
Be uprooted by disgust:—

Yes, the love that might for years
Spring in suffering, grow in tears,
Parents’ frigid counsel mocking,
Might be—where ’s the use of talking?—
Upset by a BROKEN STOCKING !

THE NATIVE IRISHMAN.
BY A CONVERTED SAXON.

Before I came across the sea
To this delightful place,

I thought the native Irish were
A funny sort of race;
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I thought they bore shillelagh-sprigs,
And that they always said:
“ QOch hone, acushla, tare-an-ouns,”
“ Begorra,” and “ bedad!”

I thought they sported crownless hats
With dhudeens in the rim;

I thought they wore long trailing coats
And knickerbockers trim;

I thought they went about the place
As tight as they could get;

And that they always had a fight
With every one they met.

I thought their noses all turned up
Just like a crooked pin;

I thought their mouths six inches wide
And always on the grin;

I thought their heads were made of stuff
As hard as any nails;

I half suspected that they were
Possessed of little tails.

) . . . .

But when I came unto the land
Of which I heard so much,

I found that the inhabitants
Were not entirely such;

I found their features were not all
Exactly like baboons’;

I found that some wore billycocks,
And some had pantaloons.

I found their teeth were quite as small
As Europeans’ are,
And that their ears, in point of size,
‘Were not pecul-iar.
I even saw a face or two
Which might be handsome called;
And by their very largest feet
I was not much appalled.

I found them sober, now and then;
And even in the street,

It seems they do not have a fight
With every boy they meet.
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I even found some honest men
Among the very poor;

And I have heard some sentences
Which did not end with ¢ shure.”

It seems that praties in their skins
Are not their only food,

And that they have a house or two
Which is not built of mud.

In fact, they ’re not all brutes or fools,
And I suspect that when

They rule themselves they ’l11 be as good,
Almost, as Englishmen !

NELL FLAHERTY’S DRAKEZ!

My name it is Nell, quite candid I tell,
That I live near Coote hill, I will never deny;
I had a fine drake, the truth for to spake,
That my grandmother left me and she going to die;
He was wholesome and sound, he would weigh twenty pound,
The universe round I would rove for his sake—
Bad wind to the robber—be he drunk or sober—
That murdered Nell Flaherty’s beautiful drake.

His neck it was green—most rare to be seen,
He was fit for a queen of the highest degree;
His body was white—and would you delight—
He was plump, fat and heavy, and brisk as a bee.
The dear little fellow, his legs they were yellow,
He would fly like a swallow and dive like a hake,
But some wicked savage, to grease his white cabbage,
Has murdered Nell Flaherty’s beautiful drake.

May his pig never grunt, may his cat never hunt,
May a ghost ever haunt him at dead of the night;
May his hen never lay, may his ass never bray,
May his goat fly away like an old paper Kkite.
That the flies and the fleas may the wretch ever tease,
And the piercing north breeze make him shiver and shake,
May a lump of a stick raise bumps fast and thick
On the monster that murdered Nell Flaherty’s drake.

1 Many versions of this ballad are to be found in the Irish ballad-slips.

They are all corrupt and generally very gross. Note its similarity to
O’Kelly’s ¢ Curse of Doneraile.’ . s 4
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May his cradle ne’er rock, may his box have no lock,
May his wife have no frock for to cover her back;
May his cock never crow, may his bellows ne’er blow,
And his pipe and his pot may he evermore lack.
May his duck never quack, may his goose turn black,
And pull down his turf with her long yellow beak;
May the plague grip the scamp, and his villainy stamp
On the monster that murdered Nell Flaherty’s drake.

May his pipe never smoke, may his teapot be broke,
And to add to the joke, may his kettle ne’er boil ;
May he keep to the bed till the hour that he’s dead,
May he always be fed on hogwash and boiled oil.
May he swell with the gout, may his grinders fall out,
May he roll, howl and shout with the horrid toothache;
May the temples wear horns, and the toes many corns,
Of the monster that murdered Nell Flaherty’s drake.

May his spade never dig, may his sow never pig,

May each hair in his wig be well thrashed with a flail;
May his door have no latch, may his house have no thatch,
May his turkey not hatch, may the rats eat his meal.

May every old fairy, from Cork to Dunleary,
Dip him snug and airy in river or lake,
Where the eel and the trout may feed on the snout
Of the monster that murdered Nell Flaherty’s drake.

May his dog yelp and howl with the hunger and could,
May his wife always scold till his brains go astray;

May the curse of each hag that e’er carried a bag
Alight on the vag, till his hair turns gray.

May monkeys affright him, and mad dogs still bite him,
And every one slight him, asleep or awake;

May weasels still gnaw him, and jackdaws still claw him—
The monster that murdered Nell Flaherty’s drake.

The only good news that I have to infuse
Is that old Peter Hughes and blind Peter McCrake,
And big-nosed Bob Manson, and buck-toothed Ned Hanson,
Each man had a grandson of my lovely drake.
My treasure had dozens of nephews and cousins,
And one I must get or my heart it will break;
To keep my mind easy, or else I’ll run crazy—
This ends the whole song of my beautiful drake.
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THE NIGHT BEFORE LARRY WAS STRETCHED.!

The night before Larry was stretched,

The boys they all paid him a visit;
A bait in their sacks, too, they fetched;

They sweated their duds till they riz it:
For Larry was ever the lad,

When a boy was condemned to the squeezer,
‘Would fence all the duds that he had

To help a poor friend to a sneezer,

And warm his gob ’fore he died.

The boys they came crowding in fast,

They drew all their stools round about him,
Six glims round his trap-case were placed,

He couldn’t be well waked without ’em.
When one of us asked could he die

Without having duly repented,
Says Larry, “ That’s all in my eye;

And first by the clargy invented,

To get a fat bit for themselves.”

“I’m sorry, dear Larry,” says I,

“To see you in this situation;
‘And, blister my limbs if I lie,

1°d as lieve it had been my own station.”
¢ QOchone! it’s all over,” says he,

“ For the neckcloth I’ll be forced to put on
And by this time to-morrow you’ll see

Your poor Larry as dead as a mutton,”

Because, why, his courage was good.

¢“ And I’ll be cut up like a pie,

And my nob from my body be parted.”
“You’re in the wrong box, then,” says I,

“ For blast me if they 're so hard-hearted:
A chalk on the back of your neck

Is all that Jack Ketch dares to give you;
Then mind not such trifles a feck,

For why should the likes of them grieve you?

And now, boys, come tip us the deck.”

The cards being called for, they played,
Till Larry found one of them cheated;
1The authorship of this extraordinary piece of poetic ribaldry has been

much discussed, but has never been aiscovered. It is written in Dublin
slang of thie end of the eighteenth century.
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A dart at his napper he made
(The boy being easily heated) :
% Oh, by the hokey, you thief,
1’1l scuttle your nob with my daddle!
You cheat me because I’m in grief,
But soon I’ll demolish your noddle,
And leave you your claret to drink.”

Then the clergy came in with his book,
He spoke him so smooth and so civil;
Larry tipped him a Kilmainham look,
And pitched his big wig to the devil;
Then sighing, he threw back his head
To get a sweet drop of the bottle,
And pitiful sighing, he said:
¢ Qh, the hemp will be soon round my throttle
And choke my poor windpipe to death.

“ Though sure it’s the best way to die,
Oh, the devil a betther a-livin’!

For, sure, when the gallows is high
Your journey is shorter to Heaven:

But what harasses Larry the most,
And makes his poor soul melancholy,

Is to think of the time when his ghost
Will come in a sheet to sweet Molly—

Oh, sure it will kill her alive!”

So moving these last words he spoke,
We all vented our tears in a shower;
For my part, I thought my heart broke,
To see him cut down like a flower,
On his travels we watched him next day;
Oh, the throttler! I thought I could kill him;
But Larry not one word did say,

Nor changed till he come to “ King William ¥—

Then, musha! his color grew white.

When he came to the nubbling chit,

He was tucked up so neat and so pretty,
The rumbler jogged off from his feet,

And he died with his face to the city;
He kicked, too—but that was all pride,

For soon you might see ’t was all over;
Soon after the noose was untied,

And at darky we waked him in clover,

And sent him to take a ground sweat.

3309
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ON THE COLLEEN BAWN!

In the gold vale of Limerick,
Beside the Shannon stream,

The maiden lives who holds my heart,
And haunts me like a dream,

With shiny showers of golden hair
And gentle as a fawn,

The cheeks that make the red rose pale,
My darling Colleen Bawn.

Although she seldom speaks to me,
I think on her with pride;

For five long years I courted her,
And asked her to be my bride.

But dreary times of cold neglect
Are all from her I’ve drawn,

For I am but a laboring boy,
And she the Colleen Bawn.

Her hands are whiter than the snow
Upon the mountain side,

And softer than the creamy foam,
That floats upon the tide;

Her eyes are brighter than the snow
That sparkles on the lawn;

The sunshine of my life is she,
The darling Colleen Bawn.

To leave old Ireland far behind
Is often in my mind,
And wander for another bride
And country for to find,
But that I ’ve seen a low suitor
Upon her footsteps fawn,
Which keeps me near to guard my dear,
My darling Colleen Bawn.

Her beauty very far excels
All other females fine;

She is far brighter than the sun
That does upon us shine;

Each night she does disturb my rest,
I cannot sleep till dawn,

1 This is from a bunch of Dublin street ballads of the nineteenth cen-
tury, but its date of composition is of course uncertain.
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Still wishing her to be my bride,
My darling Colleen Bawn.

The women of Limerick take the sway,
Throughout old Erin’s shore;

They fought upon the city walls,
They did in days of yore.

They kept away the enemy
All night until the dawn:

Most worthy of the title is
My darling Colleen Bawn.

PROTESTANT BOYS.
AN ORANGE SONG.

Tell me, my friends, why are we met here?
Why thus assembled, ye Protestant Boys?
Do mirth and good liquor, good humor, good cheer,
Call us to share of festivity’s joys?
O no! ’tis the cause
Of King—Freedom—and Laws,
That calls loyal Protestants now to unite;
And Orange and Blue,
Ever faithful and true,
Our King shall support, and Sedition affright.

Great spirit of William ! from Heaven look down,
And breathe in our hearts our forefathers’ fire—
Teach us to rival their glorious renown,
From Papist or Frenchman ne’er to retire.
Jacobin—Jacobite—
Against all to unite,
Who dare to assail our Sovereign’s throne?
For Orange and Blue
Will be faithful and true,
‘And Protestant loyalty ever be shown.

In that loyalty proud let us ever remain,
Bound together in Truth and Religion’s pure band;
Nor Honor’s fair cause with foul Bigotry stain,
Since in Courage and Justice supported we stand.
So Heaven shall smile
On our emerald isle,
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And lead us to conquest again and again;
While Papists shall prove
Our brotherly love :—

We hate them as masters—we love them as men.

By the deeds of their fathers to glory inspired,
Our Protestant heroes shall combat the foe;
Hearts with true honor and loyalty fired,
Intrepid, undaunted, to conquest will go.
In Orange and Blue,
Still faithful and true,
The soul-stirring music of glory they ’11 sing;
The shades of the Boyne
In the chorus will join,
And the welkin re-echo with “ God save the King.”

THE RAKES OF MALLOW.

Beauing, belling, dancing, drinking,
Breaking windows, damning, sinking,?!
Ever raking, never thinking,
Live the rakes of Mallow.

Spending faster than it comes,
Beating waiters, bailiffs, duns,
Bacchus’s true-begotten sons,
Live the rakes of Mallow.

One time nought but claret drinking,
Then like politicians thinking
To raise the sinking funds when sinking,
Live the rakes of Mallow.

‘When at home with dadda dying,
Still for Mallow water erying;
But where there’s good claret plying,
Live the rakes of Mallow.

Living short but merry lives;
Going where the devil drives;
Having sweethearts, but no wives,
Live the rakes of Mallow.

1 Sinking, cursing extravagantly—i.e. damning you to hell and sinking
you lower,
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Racking tenants, stewards teasing,
Swiftly spending, slowly raising,
Wishing to spend all their days in

Raking as at Mallow.

Then to end this raking life
They get sober, take a wife,
Ever after live in strife,
And wish again for Mallow.

THE SHAN VAN VOCHT.!

Oh! the French are on the sea,
Says the Shan Van Vocht;
The French are on the sea,
Says the Shan Van Vocht;
Oh! the French are in the Bay,
They ’11 be here without delay,
And the Orange will decay,
Says the Shan Van Vocht.

Oh! the French are in the Bay,
They ’11 be here by break of day,
And the Orange will decay,

Says the Shan Van Vocht.

And where will they have their camp?
Says the Shan Van Vocht;

Where will they have their camp?
Says the Shan Van Vocht;

On the Curragh of Kildare,

The boys they will be there,

With their pikes in good repair,
Says the Shan Van Vocht.

To the Curragh of Kildare,

The boys they will repair,

And Lord Edward will be there,
Says the Shan Van Vocht.

Then what will the yeomen do?
Says the Shan Van Vocht;
1 Shan Van Voclt, *“ The Poor Old Woman”—a name for Ireland. This

was written in 1896, when the French fleet arrived in Bantry Bay.
208 ¢
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What will the yeomen do?
Says the Shan Van Vocht;
What should the yeonien do,
But throw off the red and blue,
And swear that they’ll be true
To the Shan Van Vocht?

What should the yeomen do,

But throw off the red and blue,

And swear that they ’ll be true
To the Shan Van Vocht?

And what color will they wear?
Says the Shan Van Vocht;
What color will they wear?
Says the Shan Van Vocht;
What color should be seen
Where our fathers’ homes have been,
But their own immortal Green?
Says the Shan Van Vocht.

What color should be seen

Where our fathers’ homes have been,

But their own immortal Green?
Says the Shan Van Vocht.

And will Ireland then be free?
Says the Shan Van Vocht;
Will Ireland then be free?
Says the Shan Van Vocht;
Yes! Ireland shall be free,
From the center to the sea;
Then hurrah for Liberty!
Says the Shan Van Vocht.

Yes! Ireland shall be free,

From the center to the sea;

Then hurrah for Liberty!
Says the Shan Van Vocht.
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SHULE AROON:.
A BRIGADE BALLAD.

I would I were on yonder hill,

T is there 1’d sit and cry my fill,
And every tear would turn a mill,
Is go d-teidh tu, a mhirnin, slin!

Siubhail, siubhail, siubhail, @ riin!
Siubhail go socair, agus siubhail go citin,
Situbhail go d-ti an doras agus eulaigh liom,
Is go d-teidh tu, a mhirnin, sldnf?

I°11 sell my rock, I°1l1 sell my reel,
I°11 sell my only spinning-wheel,
To buy for my love a sword of steel,
Is go d-teidh tu, a mhirnin, sldn!
Situbhail ete.

I°11 dye my petticoats, I’ll dye them red,

And round the world 1’1l beg my bread,

Until my parents shall wish me dead,

Is go d-teidh tu, a mhirnin, slan!
Siubhail ete.

I wish, I wish, I wish in vain,

I wish I had my heart again,

And vainly think I’d not complain,

Is go d-teidh tu, a mhirnin, slin!
Siubhail etc.

But now my love has gone to France,

To try his fortune to advance;

If he e’er come back, ’t is but a chance,

Is go d-teidh tu, @ mhirnin, slan!
Siubhail ete.

1The date of this ballad is not positively known, but it appears to be early
in the eighteenth century, when the flower of the Catholic youth of Ire-
land were drawn away to recruit the ranks of the Brigade. The inex-
pressible tenderness of the air, and the deep feeling and simplicity of the
words, have made the ballad a popular favorite, notwithstanding its
r}e}mgirm‘}ss’ and poverty.—Note by Sir Charles Gavan Duffy, ¢ Ballad Poetry
of Ireland.
. :lIn Sparling’s ¢ Irish Minstrelsy > this is versified almosi literally, as

ollows :

‘¢ Come, come, come, O Love!
Quickly come to me, softly move ;
Come to the door, and away we Il flee,
And safe for aye may my darling be ! ”
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THE SORROWFUL LAMENTATION OF CALLAGHAN,
GREALLY, AND MULLEN.

“ Come, tell me, dearest mother, what makes my father stay,

Or what can be the reason that he’s so long away?”

“Oh! hold your tongue, my darling son, your tears do grieve
me sore;

I fear he has been murdered in the fair of Turloughmore.”

Come, all you tender Christians, I hope you will draw near;

It’s of this dreadful murder I mean to let you hear,

Concerning those poor people whose loss we do deplore

(The Lord have mercy on their souls) that died at Turlough-
more.

It is on the First of August, the truth I will declare,
Those people they assembled that day all at the fair;
But little was their notion what evil was in store,

All by the bloody Peelers at the fair of Turloughmore.

Were you to see that dreadful sight ’t would grieve your heart,
I know ’

To see the c’omely women and the men all lying low;

God help their tender parents, they will never see them more,

For cruel was their murder at the fair of Turloughmore.

It’s for that base bloodthirsty crew, remark the word I say,

The Lord He will reward them against the judgment day;

The blood they have taken innocent, for it they’ll suffer sore,

And the treatment that they gave to us that day at Turlough-
more.

1This is a genuine ballad of the people, written and sung among them,
The reader will see at once how little resemblance it bears to the pseudo
Irish songs of the stage, or even to the street ballads manufactured by the
ballad singers. It is very touching, and not without a certain unpremed-
itated grace. The vagueness, which leaves entirely untold the story it
undertook to recount, is a common characteristic of the Anglo-Irish songs
of the prople. The circumstance on which it is founded took placein 1843,
at the fair of Darrynacloughery, held at Turloughmore. A faction fight
having occurred at the fair, the arrest of some of the parties led to an
attack on the police; after the attack had abated or ceased, the police
fired on the people, wounded several, and killed the three men whose
names stand at the head of the ballad. They were indicted for murder,
and pleaded the order of Mr. Brew, the stipendiary magistrate, which was
admitted as justification. Brew died before the day appointed for his
trial.—Noie by Sir Charles Gavan Duffy, ¢ Ballad Poetry of Ireland.’
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The morning of their trial as they stood up in the dock,

The words they spoke were feeling, the people round them
flock;

“T tell y(;u, Judge and Jury, the truth I will declare,

It was Brew that ordered us to fire that evening at the fair.”

Now to conclude and finish this sad and doleful fray,

I hope their souls are happy against the judgment day;

It was little time they got, we know, when they fell like new-
mowed hay,

May the Lord have mercy on their souls against the judgment
day.

THE STAR OF SLANE.

Ye brilliant muses, who ne’er refuses,
But still infuses in the poet’s mind,
Your kind sweet favors to his endeavors,
That his ardent labors should appear sublime;
Preserve my study from getting muddy,
My idea’s ready, so inspire my brain;
My quill refine, as I write each line,
On a nymph divine called the Star of Slane.

In beauteous Spring, when the warblers sing,
And their carols ring through each fragrant grove;
Bright Sol did shine, which made me incline
By the river Boyne for to go to rove,
* I was ruminating and meditating
And contemplating as I paced the plain,
When a charming fair, beyond compare,
Did my heart ensnare near the town of Slane,

Had Paris seen this young maid serene,

The Grecian queen he would soon disdain,
And straight embrace this virgin chaste,

And peace would grace the whole Trojan plain.
If Ancient Ceesar could on her gaze, sir,

He’d stand amazed for to view this dame;
Sweet Cleopatra he would freely part her,

And his crown he’d barter for the Star of Slane.

There’s Alexander, that famed commander,
Whose triumphant standard it did conquer all,
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Who proved a victor over crowns and scepters,
And great warlike structures did before him fall;
Should he behold her, I will uphold, sir,
From pole to pole he would then proclaim,
For the human race in all that wide space,
To respect the chaste blooming Star of Slane.

To praise her beauty then is my duty,
But alas! I’m footy ! in this noble part,
And to my sorrow, sly Cupid’s arrow
Full deep did burrow in my tender heart;
In pain and trouble yet I will struggle,
Though sadly hobbled by my stupid brain,
Yet backed by Nature I can tell each feature
Of this lovely creature called the Star of Slane.

Her eyes it’s true are an azure blue,
And her cheeks the hue of the crimson rose;
Her hair behold it does shine like gold,
And is finely rolled and so nicely grows;
Her skin is white as the snow by night,
Straight and upright is her supple frame;
The chaste Diana, or fair Susanna,
Are eclipsed in grandeur by the Star of Slane.

Her name to mention it might cause contention,
And it’s my intention for to breed no strife;
For me to woo her I am but poor,
I’m deadly sure she won’t be my wife;
In silent anguish I here must languish
Till time does banish all my love-sick pain,
And my humble station I must bear with patience,
Since great exaltation suits the Star of Slane.

TIPPERARY RECRUITING SONG.

T is now we ’d want to be wary, boys,

The recruiters are out in Tipperary, boys;

If they offer a glass, we’ll wink as they pass—
We’re old birds for chaff in Tipperary, boys.

Then, hurrah for the gallant Tipperary boys,
Although we ’re “ cross and contrary,” boys;

1 Footy, poor, mean, insignificant.
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The never a one will handle a gun,
Except for the Green and Tipperary, boys.

Now mind what John Bull did here, my boys,
In the days of our famine and fear, my boys;

He burned and sacked, he plundered and racked,
Old Ireland of Irish to clear, my boys.

Now Bull wants to pillage and rob, my boys,

And put the proceeds in his fob, my boys;

But let each Irish blade just stick to his trade,
And let Bull do his own dirty job, my boys.

So never to ’list be in haste, my boys,

Or a glass of drugged whisky to taste, my boys;
If to India you go, it’s to grief and to woe,
And to rot and to die like a beast, my boys.

But now he is beat for men, my boys,

His army is getting so thin, my boys,

With the fever and ague, the sword and the plague,
O, the devil a fear that he’ll win, my boys.

Then mind not the nobblin’ old schemer, boys,
Though he says that he’s richer than Damer, boys;
Though he bully and roar, his power is o’er,

And his black heart will shortly be tamer, boys.

Now, isn’t Bull peaceful and civil, boys,

In his mortal distress and his evil, boys?

.But we’ll cock each caubeen when his sergeants are seen,
And we 1l tell them to go to the devil, boys.

Then hurrah for the gallant Tipperary boys!
Although “ we ’re cross and contrary,” boys;
The never a one will handle a gun,

Except for the Green and Tipperary, boys.

TRUST TO LUCK:1:

Trust to luck, trust to luck, stare fate in the face,
Sure the heart must be aisy when it’s in the right place:
1This has for years been a favorite with the street singers and the people,

and its refrain has been sung by more than one notable criminal before
his execution, as a sort of Nunc dimitiis.
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Let the world wag away, let your friends turn to foes,
Let your pockets run dry and threadbare be your clothes;
Should woman deceive, when you trust to her heart,
Never sigh—'t won’t relieve it, but add to the smart.
Trust to luck, trust to luck, stare fate in the face,
Sure the heart must be aisy when it’s in the right place.

Be a man, be a man, wheresoever you go,
Through the sunshine of wealth, or the teardrop of woe.
Should the wealthy look grand and the proud pass you by
With the back of their hand and the scorn of their eye,
Snap your fingers and smile as you pass on your way,
And remember the while every dog has his day.

Trust to luck, trust to luck, stare fate in the face,

Sure the heart must be aisy when it’s in the right place.

In love as in war sure it’s Irish delight,
He’s good-humored with both, the sweet girl and a fight;
He coaxes, he bothers, he blarneys the dear,
To resist him she can’t, and he’s off when she’s near,
And when valor calls him, from his darling he ’d fly,
And for liberty fight and for ould Ireland die.

Trust to luck, trust to luck, stare fate in the face,

The heart must be aisy, if it’s in the right place.

THE WEARIN’ O’ THE GREEN.

Oh, Paddy dear! an’ did ye hear the news that’s goin’ round?

The shamrock is by law forbid to grow on Irish ground.

No more St. Patrick’s Day we ’11 keep, his color can’t be seen,

For there’s a cruel law agin the wearin’ o’ the green!

I met wid Napper Tandy, and he took me by the hand,

And he said, “ How’s poor Ould Ireland, and how does she
stand ? ”

She ’s the most disthressful country that iver yet was seen,

For they’re hangin’ men and women there for wearin’ o’ the
green.

An’ if the color we must wear is England’s cruel red,

Let it remind us of the blood that Ireland has shed;

Then pull the shamrock from your hat, and throw it on the
sod,—

And never fear, ’t will take root there, tho’ under foot ’tis
trod!
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When law can stop the blades of grass from growin’ as they
grow

And wheﬁ the leaves in summer-time their color dare not show,

Then I will change the color, too, I wear in my caubeen,

But till that day, plaze God, 1’1l stick to wearin’ o’ the green.

WILLY REILLY.!

“ Oh! rise up, Willy Reilly, and come along with me,

I mean for to go with you and leave this counterie,

To leave my father’s dwelling, his houses and free land;”
And away goes Willy Reilly and his dear Coolen Ban.

They go by hills and mountains, and by yon lonesome plain,
Through shady groves and valleys, all dangers to refrain;
But her father followed after with a well-armed band,
And taken was poor Reilly and his dear Coolen Ban.

It’s home then she was taken, and in her closet bound;
Poor Reilly all in Sligo jail lay on the stony ground,
Till at the bar of justice, before the Judge he’d stand,
For nothing but the stealing of his dear Coolen Ban.

“Now in the cold, cold iron my hands and feet are bound,
I’m handcuffed like a murderer, and tied unto the ground.
But all the toil and slavery I’m willing for to stand,

Still hoping to be succored by my dear Coolen Ban.”

The jailor’s son to Reilly goes, and thus to him did say:

“Oh! get up, Willy Reilly, you must appear this day,

For great Squire Foillard’s anger you never can withstand,
I’m afeered you’ll suffer sorely for your dear Coolen Ban.

“This is the news, young Reilly, last night that I did bear:
The lady’s oath will hang you or else will set you clear.”

“If that be so,” says Reilly, “ her pleasure I will stand,
Still hoping to be succored by my dear Coolen Ban.”

1¢<Willy Reilly’was the first ballad I ever heard recited, and it made a
painfully vivid impression on my mind. Ihave never forgotten the smallest
incident of it. The story on which it is founded happened some sixty
years ago ; and as the lover was a young Catholic farmer, and the lady’s
family of high Orange principles, it got a party character, which, no doubt,
contributed to its great popularity. There is no family under the rank of
gentry, in the inland counties of Ulster, where it is not familiarly known.
Nurses and sempstresses, the honorary guardians of national songs and
legends, have taken it into special favor, and preserved its popularity.—
Note by Sir Charles Gavan Dufy.
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Now Willy ’s drest from top to toe all in a suit of green,
His hair hangs o’er his shoulders most glorious to be seen;
He’s tall and straight, and comely as any could be found;
He’s fit for Foillard’s daughter, was she heiress to a crown.

The Judge he said: “ This lady being in her tender youth,

If Reilly has deluded her she will declare the truth.”

Then, like a moving beauty bright before him she did stand,

“You’re welcome there, my heart’s delight and dear Coolen
Ban.”

“ Oh, gentlemen,” Squire Foillard said, “ with pity look on me,
This villain came amongst us to disgrace our family,
And by his base contrivances this villainy was planner;
If I don’t get satisfaction I°ll quit this Irish land.”

The lady with a tear began, and thus replied she:

“The fault is none of Reilly’s, the blame lies all on me;

I forced him for to leave this place and come along with me;
I loved him out of measure, which wrought our destiny.”

Out bespoke the noble Fox, at the table he stood by:

“ Oh gentlemen, consider on this extremity;

To hang a man for love is a murder, you may see:

So spare the life of Reilly, let him leave this counterie.”

“ Good my lord, he stole from her her diamonds and her rings,

Gold watch and silver buckles, and many precious things,

Which cost me in bright guineas more than five hundred
pounds,

I°11 have the life of Reilly should I lose ten thousand pounds.”

“ Good my lord, I gave them him as tokens of true love,
And when we are a-parting I will them all remove; >
If you have got them, Reilly, pray send them home to me.”
“ T will, my loving lady, with many thanks to thee.”

“ There is a ring among them I allow yourself to wear,

With thirty locket diamonds well set in silver fair,

And as a true-love token wear it on your right hand,

That you’ll think on my poor broken heart when you’re in
foreign land.”

Then out spoke noble Fox: “ You may let the prisoner go;

The lady’s oath has cleared him, as the Jury all may know.

She has released her own true love, she has renewed his name;

May her honor bright gain high estate, and her offspring rise
to fame!?”



ALEXANDER MARTIN SULLIVAN.
(1830—1884.)

ALEXANDER MARTIN SULLIVAN was born in Bantry in 1830. At
an early age he discovered that his true vocation was journalism,
and in 1853 he began to contribute to The Nation. Two years after-
ward Duffy threw up in despair Irish journalism and Irish politics,
and Mr. Sullivan succeeded him as editor of The Nation. For up-
ward of twenty years his pen was constantly active in defense of
the Nationalist side in politics. His post, as well as his natural dis-
position and talents, threw him into political warfare, and there hag
been no movement of importance in Irish politics for the last quar-
ter of a century in which he has not taken a prominent part.

In 1857 he took a short vacation, paying a visit to this country,
and he has left a record of his impressions in a volume entitled ‘ A
Visit to the Valley of Wyoming.” In 1868 he came into collis-
ion with the authorities, like most National Irish journalists, and
having been indicted on two charges in connection with the proces-
sions in memory of the three Fenians executed at Manchester, he was
convicted on one of the charges and sent to prison. During his in-
carceration he learned that the corporation of Dublin had deter-
mined to give him the most significant mark of its respect by
nominating him to the position of Lord Mayor; but he refused the
flattering proposal.

Mr. Sullivan was started in 1864 torun for Louth in opposition to
an important member of the Liberal administration-—Mr, Chichester
Fortescue (afterward Lord Carlingford)—and was returned. In1876
he was admitted to the Irish bar, and in 1877 he joined the bar of
England, receiving the unusual honor of a ‘‘special call” to the
Inner Temple. He had in 1876 resigned his connection with The
Nation. He died in Dublin in October, 1884.

He was not long in the House when he established his right to
occupy a prominent position there; and he succeeded in placing
himself in the ranks of those speakers whose voices controlled divi-
sions. Mr. Sullivan published several works. Of these one of the
most popular was an Irish history called ‘The Story of Ireland,’
which had a very large sale. His best-known work, however, was
¢ New Ireland.’

SARSFIELD’S RIDE.
From ¢The Story of Ireland.’

Early on the 9th of August, 1690, William drew from
his encampment at Caherconlish, and, confident of an easy
victory, sat down before Limerick. That day he occu-

pied himself in selecting favorable sites for batteries to
3323
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command the city, and in truth, owing to the formation
of the ground, the city was at nearly every point nakedly
exposed to his guns. He next sent in a summons to sur-
render, but De Boisseleau courteously replied that ¢ he
hoped he should merit his opinion more by a vigorous
defense than a shameful surrender of a fortress which
he had been intrusted with.” !

The siege now began. William’s bombardment, how-
ever, proceeded slowly; and the Limerick gunners, on the
other hand, were much more active and vigorous than he
had expected. On Monday, the 11th, their fire compelled
him to shift his field train entirely out of range; and on
the next day, as if intent on following up such practice,
their balls fell so thickly about his own tent, killing Sev-
eral persons, that he had to shift his own quarters also.
But in a day or two he meant to be in position to pay back
these attentions with heavy interest, and to reduce those
old walls despite all resistance. In fine, there was coming
up to him from Waterford a magnificent battering train,
together with immense stores of ammunition, and, what
was nearly as effective for him as the siege train, a num-
ber of pontoon boats of tin or sheet copper, which would
soon enable him to pass the Shannon where he pleased.
So he took very coolly the resistance so far offered from
the city. For in a day more Limerick would be absolutely
at his mercy!

So thought William; and so seemed the inevitable fact.
But there was a bold heart and an active brain at work at
that very moment, planuing a deed destined to immortal-
ize its author to all time, and to baffle William’s now all-
but-accomplished designs on Limerick!

On Sunday, the 10th, the battering train and its convoy
had reached Cashel. On Monday, the 11th, they reached
a place called Ballyneety, within nine or ten miles of the
Williamite camp. The country through which they had
passed was all in the hands of their own garrisons or
patrols; yet they had so important and precious a charge
that they had watched it jealously so far; but now they
were virtually at the camp—only a few miles in its rear;
and so the convoy, when night fell, drew the siege train
and the vast line of ammunition wagons, the pontoon

1 ¢ Memoirs of King James the Second.’



ALEXANDER MARTIN SULLIVAN. 3325

‘ :
boats and store-loads, into a field close to an old ruined
castle, and, duly posting night sentries, gave themselves
to repose.

That day an Anglicized Irishman, one Manus O’Brien,
a Protestant landholder in the neighborhood of Limerick,
came into the Williamite camp with a piece of news. Sars-
field, at the head of five hundred picked men, had ridden
off the night before on some mysterious enterprise in the
direction of Killaloe; and the informer, from Sarsfield’s
character, judged rightly that something important was
afoot, and earnestly assured the Williamites that nothing
was too desperate for that commander to accomplish.

The Williamite officers made little of this. They
thought the fellow was only anxious to make much of a
trifle, by way of securing favor for himself. Besides, they
knew of nothing in the direction of Killaloe that could
affect them. Wailliam, at length, was informed of the
story. He, too, failed to discern what Sarsfield could be.
at; but his mind anxiously reverting to his grand batter-
ing train—albeit it was now but a few miles off—he, to
make safety doubly sure, ordered Sir John Lanier to pro-
ceed at once with five hundred horse to meet the convoy.
By some curious chance, Sir John—perhaps deeming his
night ride quite needless—did not greatly huyrry to set
forth. At two o’clock, Tuesday morning, instead of nine
o’clock on Monday evening, he rode leisurely off. His
delay of five hours made all the difference in the world,
as we shall see.

It was indeed true that Sarsfield, on Sunday night, had
secretly quitted his camp on the Clare side, at the head of
a chosen body of his best horsemen; and true enough also
that it was upon an enterprise worthy of his reputation
he had set forth. In fine, he had heard of the approach
of the siege train, and had planned nothing less than its
surprise, capture, and destruction!

On Sunday night he rode to Killaloe, distant twelve
miles above Limerick on the river. The bridge here was
guarded by a party of the enemy; but, favored by the
darkness, he proceeded further up the river, until he came
to a ford near Ballyvally, where he crossed the Shannon,
and passed into Tipperary county. The country around
him now was all in the enemy’s hands; but he had one
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with him as a guide on this eventful occasion, whose fa-
miliarity with the locality enabled Sarsfield to evade all
the Williamite patrols, and but for whose services it may
be doubted if his ride this night had not been his last.
This was Hogan, the Rapparee chief, immortalised in
local traditions as “ Galloping Hogan.” By paths and
passes known only to riders ““ native to the sod,” he turned
into the deep gorges of Silver Mines, and ere day had
dawned was bivouacked in a wild ravine of the Keeper
mountains. Here he lay perdu all day on Monday.

When night fell there was anxious tightening of horse-
girths and girding of swords with Sarsfield’s five hundred.
They knew the siege train was at Cashel on the previous
day, and must by this time have reached near to the Wil-
liamite lines. The midnight ride before them was long,
devious, difficult, and perilous; the task at the end of it
was crucial and momentous indeed. Led by their trusty
guide, they set out southward, still keeping in by-ways
and mountain roads. Meanwhile, as already mentioned,
the siege train and convoy had that evening reached Bally-
neety, where the guns were parked and the convoy
bivouacked. It was three oclock in the morning when
Sarsfield, reaching within a mile or two of the spot, learnt
from a peasant that the prize was now not far off ahead of
him. And here we encounter a fact which gives the touch
of true romance to the whole story! It happened, by one
of those coincidences that often startle us with their singu-
larity, that the pass-word with the Williamite convoy on
that night was “ Sarsfield! ” 'That Sarsfield obtained the
pass-word before he reached the halted convoy is also un-
questionable, though how he came by this information is
variously stated. The painstaking historian of Limerick
states that from a woman, wife of a sergeant in the Wil-
liamite convoy, unfeelingly left behind on the road by her
party in the evening, but most humanely and kindly
treated by Sarsfield’s men, the word was obtained. *

Riding softly to within a short distance of the place indi-
cated, he halted, and sent out a few trusted scouts to scan
the whole position narrowly. They returned reporting
that besides the sentries there were only a few score
troopers drowsing beside the watch fires on guard; the

1 Lenihan’s ¢ History of Limerick,’ p. 2382.
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rest of the convoy being asleep in all the immunity of
fancied safety. Sarsfield now gave his final orders—si-
lence or death, till they were in upon the sentries; then,
forward like a lightning flash upon the guards. One of
the Williamite sentries fancied he heard the beat of horse-
hoofs approaching him; he never dreamt of foes; he
thought it must be one of their own patrols. And, truly
enough, through the gloom he saw the figure of an officer,
evidently at the head of a body of cavalry, whether phan-
tom or reality he could not tell. The sentry challenged,
and, still imagining he had friends, demanded the ¢ word.”

Suddenly, as if from the spirit land, and with a wild,
weird shout that startled all the sleepers, the “ phantom
troop ” shot past like a thunderbolt; the leader erying, as
he drew ‘his sword, “Sarsficld is the word, and Sarsfield
is the man!” The guards dashed forward, the bugles
screamed the alarm, the sleepers rushed to arms, but theirs
was scarcely an effort. The broadswords of Sarsfield’s
five hundred were in their midst; and to the affrighted gaze
of the panic-stricken victims that five hundred seemed
thousands! Short, desperate, and bloody, was that scene
—=so0 short, so sudden, so fearful, that it seemed like the
work of incantation. In a few minutes the whole of the
convoy were cut down or dispersed; and William’s splen-
did siege train was in Sarsfield’s hands!

But his task was as yet only half accomplished. Morn-
ing was approaching ; William’s camp was barely eight or
ten miles distant, and thither some of the escaped had hur-
riedly fled. There was scant time for the important work
yet to be done. The siege guns and mortars were filled
with powder, and each muzzle buried in the earth; upon
and around the guns were piled the pontoon boats, the con-
tents of the ammunition wagons, and all the stores of va-
rious kinds, of which there was a vast quantity. A train of
powder was laid to this huge pyre, and Sarsfield, removing
all the wounded Williamites to a safe distance drew off his
men, halting them while the train was being fired. There
was a flash that lighted all the heavens, and showed with
dazzling brightness the country for miles around. Then the
ground rocked and heaved beneath the gazers’ feet, as
with a deafening roar that seemed to rend the firmament
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that vast mass burst into the sky; and as suddenly all was
gloom again! The sentinels on Limerick walls heard the
awful peal. It rolled like a thunderstorm away by the
heights of Cratloe, and wakened sleepers amidst the hills
of Clare. William heard it too; and he at least needed no
interpreter of that fearful sound. He knew in that mo-
ment that his splendid siege train had perished, destroyed
by a feat that only one man could have so planned and exe-
cuted; an achievement destined to surround with unfad-
ing glory the name of Patrick Sarsfield!

Sir John Lanier’s party, coming up in no wise rapidly,
saw the flash, that, as they said, gave broad daylight for a
second, and felt the ground shake beneath them as if by an
earthquake, and then their leader found he was just in
time to be too late. Rushing on, he sighted Sarsfield’s
rear-guard ; but there were memories of the Irish cavalry
at the Boyne in no way encouraging him to force an en-
counter. I'rom the Williamite camp two other powerful
bodies of horse were sent out instantly on the explosion
being heard, to surround Sarsfield and cut him off from
the Shannon. But all was vain, and on Tuesday even-
ing he and his Five Hundred rode into camp amidst a
scene such as Limerick had not witnessed for centuries.
The whole force turned out; the citizens came with laurel
boughs to line the way; and as he marched in amidst a
conqueror’s ovation, the gunners on the old bastions
across the river gave a royal salute to him whom they all
now hailed as the saviour of the city!

OUR EXILES.

From a Speech in London in 1882 after hisreturn from America.

For my own part I am a student of what is passing
around me in the world, and I cannot disguise from my-
self that the Almighty God ruling this universe in His
own divine providence never gives an opportunity for
justice to the wronger that he does not reserve a penalty
for refusing to avail of that opportunity. I have met
American statesmen; I have met members of the Ameri-



ALEXANDER MARTIN SULLIVAN. 3329

can Senate; I have met governors of the American States
who, whatever opinion they held or hold about Ireland as
to the solution of the Irish question, failed to understand
— and the day will come when America, speaking through
her established Government, will give utterance to this
thought that she fails to understand—why this interna-
tional trouble which is disturbing her peace as well as
the peace of England could not be settled upon the reason-
able plan of giving to Ireland the rights and liberties that
a State in the American Union possesses under that sys-
tem.

That is American public opinion; and in view of the
recent elections there, and of others that are soon to fol-
low, I think it is not a far-fetched idea that, following the
example of England—who a few years ago carried her ad-
vice to Continental rulers as to how they ought to govern
—some day Uncle Sam may come to what is called the
mother country, and say, “ This Irish question has now
become an American question, and we invite you, in diplo-
matic language, to meet us in a friendly conference to de-
termine how it is to be settled.” Ah, gentlemen, what of
those millions across the way! You cannot know, you
cannot measure the intensity of their devotion. Would
to heaven to-night that the statesmen of England could
see with their own eyes that element of power, for good or
for mischief, that lies in the unchangeable devotion and
fond fidelity of that Irish race. You will pardon me if I
mention an incident which occurred during one of my
journeys in the West. As the train stopped at a little
wayside station a man came to me and said, ¢ Sir, I have
driven—there being no railway—ninety miles to see you
and shake hands with you,” and the tears came to his eyes,
“and to tell you to tell the men at home that we are all
praying for their success and victory.”

The gaze of those millions are upon your every move-
ment. Something was said a moment ago, and I desire to
speak with all solemnity on this subject, of what might
befall if any man or men by defection or apathy or hostility
could wreck this organization. T tell you that never again
in your generation will any Irish movement, constitutional
or unconstitutional, armed or unarmed, so largely enlist the

actizx(;g sympathy and support of the millions of the Irish
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race in America. And realizing, as I have done, that it is
not likely that the Irish millions in America would again
give themselves to this extent in purse, in pocket, in heart
and deed to the movements at home (seeing how many of
them have come to nought)—realizing the fact that if -
their hopes in this movement and this leadership be
wrecked your generation will see effort from them no more
—1I have felt that the man had better never been born who
by any act or word should take from the confidence and
earnestness of the Irish people in the movement now lead-
ing to national independence.

Every day some sneers are raised at the Parliamentary
party as “ Parliamentarians ”; as if in our day accepting a
seat in that assembly brought with it for the Irish party
aught but toil, and drudgery, and pain, and physical exer-
tion. The days are gone when the life of an Irish national
member of Parliament was that of easy enjoyment in Lon-
don. The men around me know that they had better be toil-
ing on the hillside in Ireland as to physical endurance than
going through the duties of that assembly; and yet rever
in the history of the Irish race for 200 years have the move-
ments of so many men been watched with such throbbing
hearts as are the movements of these men by the Irish mil-
lions in America. They watch the conflict passing, as it
were, before them. They know the disparity of numbers,
where fifty men fight against five hundred. They see, as it
were, the shock of conflict; the smoke of battle hides the
scene for a moment from their view, and with palpitating
hearts they wait until it has cleared away to see if the
Irish flag is still flying in the air. Passing near Fort
M’Henry, where there was confined during the war of
1812 the patriot poet who wrote one of the American
national songs, I was strongly reminded by this attitude
of the Irish race of the circumstances under which that
American anthem was composed in the prison cell. He
had been taken captive by the invading British expedition
that sailed up to capture Washington, and he and a num-
ber of patriot Americans lay in the works of that fort in
the hands of their British captors. Their jailors would
tell them not as to how the battle went, and they had only
one signal to tell them whether the cause of their country
was still intact. They gazed, as the sun rose, through the
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casemates every morning to see if the flag beyond was the
English red or the American stripes and stars; and the
prisoner gave utterance to his and their feelings in these
lines :—

¢, say can you see, by the dawn’s early light,
" What so proudly we hailed at the twilight’s last gleaming?—
‘Whose broad stripes and bright stars through the clouds of the
fight

O’elg the ramparts we watched, were so gallantly streaming !
And the rocket’s red glare, the bombs bursting in air,

Gave proof through the night, that our flag was still there ;
O say, does that Star-spangled banner yet wave
O’er the land of the Free and the home of the Brave ?”

Even so on that shore ten millions of our race now
nightly pray, and watch the morning with streaming eyes
to know how the struggle is waged upon the Irish shore.
I am one of those who believe that in this world moral
sympathy counts for a great deal—that Almighty God
cannot be left out of the account; and convinced am I
that that evening prayer and the morning anxiety, repre-
senting the fond and holy devotion and the desperate de-
termination of ten million of Irish hearts, will yet have
their way, and conduce to the establishment and restora-
tion of the national liberties of Ireland.

FAREWELL.

Sail bravely on, thou gallant bark,
Across the Western sea;

And safely guard the precious freight
Thou bear’st away from me.

Sail on, nor heed the frowning skies,
Nor angry wave nor wind;

Nor reck the grief of aching hearts
Thou leavest here behind.

Keep well thy watch, O seaman bold,
Out o’er the rushing prow;

Nor glimpse of land, nor guiding light,
Can aid thy vision now.

The night comes dark, and o’er the way
Big clouds are gathering wild!
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Great God! Protector of the world,
Guard Thou both wife and child.

Like miser watching from the shore
The argosy that bears

O’er ocean paths to distant lands
The treasures prized of years,

I sit and gaze, through streaming eyes,
Across the darkening main,

And fain would have the good ship turn
And bring back again.

Sail on, brave ship; a priceless stake
Is on thy fate for me!
May angels waft thee on thy course,
And calm each threatening sea!
Sancta Maria! to thy care
Are child and mother given,
Whether we meet again on earth,
Or meet our next in heaven!

Queenstown, 13th September, 1866.



TIMOTHY DANIEL SULLIVAN.
(1827——)

Tmmotay D. SULLIVAN, journalist, politician, and poet, was born in
May, 1827, in Bantry, County Cork. At an early age he gave in-
dications of a strong tendency toward literature; The Nation
gladly accepted the poetic contributions which he sent to it. In
1855 he entered on a permanent engagement, and from that day
till the present he has maintained his association with that journal.
In 1876 he became editor of The Nation on the retirement of his
brother, the late Mr. A. M. Sullivan, M.P.

Mr. Sullivan published in 1868 ¢ Dunboy and other Poems.” This
was followed in 1879 by ‘Green Leaves,” and in 1887 by ‘ Lays of
the Land League.” ‘Poems’ was published in 1888 ; ¢ Prison Poems
and Lays of Tullamore’ in the same year ; ‘Blanaid and other
Poems’ in 1892; and a volume of selections in 1899.

He was Lord Mayor of Dublin in 1886-87 ; he was imprisoned for
two months in Tullamore jail in 1888, for a press offense under the °
Coercion Act (publishing reports of ‘‘ Suppressed Branches” of the
Land League) ; was previously prosecuted with Mr. Parnell and
about eighteen others at state trials in Dublin for connection with the
Land League movement, when the jury disagreed, on Jan. 25, 1881;
was examined before Parnell Commission, May 23 and 24, 1889;
delivered speeches in many parts of Great Britain during the Home
Rule struggle; was Member of Parliament for Westmeath in 1880-
85; for Dublin City in 1885-92; and for West Donegal in 1892-1900.

The most popular perhaps among his lyrical compositions are
‘Thiggin Thu,” ‘God Save Ireland,’ ‘The Little Wife,” and ‘Our
Own Green Isle.” His best work is in the simple ballads of father-
land and home, and his style when dealing with congenial themes |
is clear, direct, and sincere. His political pasquinades with their
humor, satire and catchy rhythms have won him much popularity.

RACKRENTERS ON THE STUMP.
A REMARKABLE DEMONSTRATION.

The first public meeting held under the auspices of the
newly-formed Irish landlord organization was held on
Thursday last, in a field close by the charming residence of
W. L. Cromwellian Freebooter, Esq., J.P., and is con-
sidered by all who took part in it to have been a great
success. The Government gave the heartiest co-operation
to the project; they undertook to supply the audience;
they sent an engineer from the Royal Barracks, Dublin,
to select a strategic site for the meeting, and to superin-
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tend the erection of the platform; and they offered any
amount of artillery that might be considered requisite to
give an imposing appearance to the assembly, and to in-
spire a feeling of confidence in the breasts of those who
were to take part in it. All the police stations within a
radius of thirty miles were ordered to send in contingents
to form the body of the meeting, and a number of military
pensioners were also directed to proceed to the spot and
exert themselves in cheering the speakers. When the
meeting was fully constituted it was calculated that there
could hardly have been less than two hundred and fifty
persons on the ground.

At about one o’clock P.M. the carriages containing the
noble lords and gentlemen who were to occupy the plat-
form began to arrive at Freebooter Hall, where they set
down the ladies of the party, who were to figure in the
grand ball which was to be held there that evening. At
1.30 the noblemen and gentlemen proceeded to the scene of
the meeting, and took their place on the platform, amidst
the plaudits of the constabulary, which were again re-
newed in obedience to signals given by the sub-inspectors.
The view from the platform, which was situated on a ris-
ing ground, was particularly fine. Some years ago a num-
ber of peasant homes and three considerable villages ex-
isted on the property; but Mr. Freebooter, being of opin-
ion that they spoiled the prospect and tended to favor
over-population in the country, had the people all evicted
and their houses leveled to the ground. The wisdom and
the good taste he had shown in this matter were highly
praised by their lordships as they made their way up the
carpeted steps leading to the platform, and took their
seats on the chairs and sofas which had been placed there
for their accommodation. The meeting having presented
arms, it was moved by the Hon. Frederick Augustus
Mightyswell, and seconded by George Famous Grabber,
Esq., that the most noble the Marquis of Squanderall do
take the chair.

The noble marquis said—My lords and gentlemen, I
may say I thank you for having called me—that is, for
the honor you have done me in having called me to have
the honor of presiding over this, I may say, important
meeting, (Cheers.) I have come over from London—I
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may say across the Channel—to have the honor of attend-
ing this meeting, because we all know these tenant fellows
have been allowed to have this sort of thing too long to
themselves. (Hear, hear, and cheers.) There have been,
I may say, hundreds of these meetings, at which the fel-
lows say they want to get their rents reduced, that their
crops were short, that they must keep their families from
starving, and all that sort of rot. How can we help it if
their crops were short? (Hear, hear.) How can we help
it if they have families to support? (Cheers.) The idiots
talk about our rents being three or four times more than
Griffith’s valuation; if that be so, I may say, more shame
for the fellow Griffith, whoever he was. (Groans for
Griffith.) Are we to be robbed because Griffith was an
ass? (Cheers.) My lords and gentlemen, I shall not de-
tain you longer—(cries of “ Go on” from several sub-in-
spectors)—but will call upon, I may say, my eloquent
friend, Lord Deliverus, who will propose the first resolu-
tion. (Loud and long-continued cheering from the con-
stabulary.)

Lord Deliverus—My dear Squanderall, my good friends,
and other persons, you know I am not accustomed to this
sort of thing, but I have been asked to propose the follow-
ing resolution :—

“That we regret to notice that the unbounded prosper-
ity which is being enjoyed by the small farmers and the
laboring classes of Ireland is having a very bad effect on
them, leading them into all sorts of extravagance, and
producing among them an insolent and rebellious spirit,
and that in the interest of morality and public safety we
consider it absolutely necessary that the rents of the coun-’
try shall be increased by about 100 per cent.”

Now, my friends, this is a resolution which must waken
a sympathetic echo in the bosom of every rightly-consti-
tuted gentleman of property. Do we not all know, have
we not all seen, the lamentable changes that have taken
place in this country? Twenty years ago not half the pop-
ulation indulged in the luxury of shoes and stockings, and
the laboring classes never thought of wearing waistcoats;
now, most of them take care to provide themselves with
these things. Where do they get the money to buy them
but out of our rents? (True, truec.) Twenty years ago
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they were satisfied if they could get a few potatoes to live
upon each day, and a very good, wholesome, simple food
they were for such people. (Hear, hear.) But latterly
some bad instructors have got amongst them, and now
the blackguards will not be contented unless they have
rashers two or three times a week. (Oh, oh.) Where do
they get the money for these rashers? (Voices—‘ Out
of our rents.”) Yes, my friends, out of our rents. They
rob us to supply themselves with delicacies of this kind.
Eight or ten years ago we could bring up the fellows to
vote for us; now they do as they like. (Groans.) And
now the fellows say we must give them a reduction of their
rents!" (A voice—“ Give them an ounce of lead.”) The
rascals say they won’t starve. (Oh, oh, and groans.)
They say they will feed themselves first, and then con-
sider if they have anything to spare for us. (Shrieks and
groans on the platform—Colonel Hardup faints.) They
say the life of any one among them is just as precious as
the life of any one of us. (Expressions of horror on
all sides—Lord Tomnoddy looks unutterably disgusted,
changes color, puts his hand on his stomach, and retires
hastily to the back of the platform.) My friends, I need not
tell you that the Government is bound to put them down
at any cost. (Tremendous cheering.) Just think what
would result from any considerable reduction of our in-
comes; why, most of us might have to remain in this
wretched country, for we would be ashamed to return in
reduced circumstances to London and Paris; we should
have fewer horses, fewer yachts, fewer servants, less
champagne, less Italian opera, no rouge et noir—think,
my friends, of the number of charming establishments
from London to Vienna that would feel the shock. (Sobs
and moans on the platform.) Would life be worth living
under such circumstances? (No, no.) No, my lords and
gentlemen, it would not; and therefore we are entitled to
call upon the Government to interfere promptly and with
a strong hand to stop the spread of those subversive
theories that are now being taught to the lower classes in
this country. (Great applause.)

A. D. Shoneen, Esq., J.P., came forward to second the
resolution. He said—My lords and gentlemen, I feel that
I need not add a word, even if I were able to do so, to the
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beautiful, the eloquent, the argumentative, the thrilling
oration you have just heard from the estimable Lord De-
liverus. 1 will not attempt to describe that magnificent
performance in the language it deserves, for the task
would far transcend my humble capacity. But I do think
that this country should feel grateful—every country
should feel grateful—the human race should feel grateful
—to0 his lordship for the invaluable contribution he has
made to the sum of our political philosophy in that ad-
dress. I own I am moved almost to tears when I consider
that the people whose conduct has excited such righteous
indignation in the breast of his lordship, and so affected
the epigastric region of that most amiable young noble-
man, Viscount Tomnoddy—are my countrymen. I blush
to make the confession, I am so overcome by my feelings
that I am unable to do more than briefly second the reso-
lution, which has been proposed to you in words that de-
serve to live forever, and that mankind will not willingly
let die. (The resolution was passed unanimously.)

Major Bearhead came forward to propose the next reso-
lution, which was in the following terms:—* That, from
the unlawful, rebellious, and revolutionary spirit which
is now abroad, we deem it essential that a suspension of |
the Habeas Corpus Act shall at once be effected, that mar-
tial law shall be proclaimed in all disturbed districts, that
all land agitators shall be at once arrested, and all tenant-
right books, pamphlets, and newspapers shall be confis-
cated and suppressed.”

The gallant Major said—My lords and gentlemen,
ahem! you may talk of resolutions, but this is the resolu-
tion that is wanted. Ahem! by the soul of Julius Cesar,
it is only such spirited measures that will ever settle this
confounded Irish trouble. Ahem! the fellows want re-
ductions—by the boots of the immortal Wellington, I
would reduce them with grape and canister; that’s the
reduction I would give them! Thunder and lightning—
ahem! thunder and lightning! to think that these agitating
fellows have been going about the country these twelve
months, and not one of them shot, sabered, or hanged yet!
Two or three fellows were put under a sort of sham arrest,
and I am told they are to be tried; trial be damned, T say.
Ahem! a drumhead court-martial is the sort of trial for

-
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them.” No fear they would ever trouble the country after-
wards. Let the Horse-Guards only send me word, “ Bear-
head, you settle with these people,” and see how soon I’d
do it. (Cheers.) By all the bombshells in Britain, I’d
have the country as quiet as a churchyard in two months.
That is enough for me to say—ahem! (Great cheering.)
The Hon. Charles Edward Algernon Featherhead, in
seconding the resolution, said—My lords, ladies, and
gentlemen—oh, I really forgot that the ladies are not
present, which I take to be a dooced pity, for, as the poet
says, ¢ Their smiles would make a summer ”—oh, yes, I
have it—* where darkness else would be.”” (Applause.)
I can’t say I know much about these blooming agricultural
matters, for on my word of honor I always looked on them
as a low, vulgar sort of thing, and all my set of fellows do
just the same; but my old governor wished me to come
here and take part in the proceedings, and I have a little
reason for wishing to humor him just now. But, as I was
saying, I don’t see how any sort of fun can go on if we are
not to get money from these farming fellows. It may be
very true that oats were not worth digging this season, and
that potatoes were very short in the straw and very light in
the ear; but then, on the other hand, was there not a plenti-
ful supply of cucumbers? (Cheers.) We hear a great
deal about American importations, but it seems to me
that’s the jolliest part of the whole thing, because surely
the farming fellows can’t want to eat the American food
and the Irish food both together. Let them eat the Yankee
stuff, and then sell the Irish and give us the money, and
there’s the whole thing settled handsomely. It’s their
confounded stupidity that prevents them seeing this plain
and simple way of satisfying themselves and us. For, as
the poet says, ¢ Is there a heart that never loved? ’—mno,
that’s not it—* When the wine-cup is circling before us ”
—no, I forget what the poet said, but no matter: I beg to
say that I highly approve of the toast which has just been
proposed. (The resolution was carried unanimously.)
Sir Nathaniel H. Castlehack wished to offer a few re-
marks before the close of the meeting. It appeared to
him that the tone of some of the speakers had not shown
quite as much confidence in the Government as in his opin-
ion they deserved. I do not think (said the speaker) that
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the arrests which have been referred to were at all in-
tended to be a flash in the pan, for I have reason to know
that at this moment the jury panels are being carefully
looked after by the authorities—(good, good)—and I
think I may say to the gallant major who has just pre-
ceded me, and whose zeal for the public cause we all must
recognize and admire, that if he will only exercise to some
extent the virtue of patience, and allow things to take
their regular course, he will probably ere long have the
opportunity which he desires for again distinguishing
himself and rendering the State some service. . . . Dorn’t
be afraid, my friends; rely with confidence on the Govern-
ment ; they will give to this unreasonable and turbulent
people everything but what they want.

A scene of immense enthusiasm followed these remarks.
The gentlemen on the platform embraced each other; the
band of the 33d Dragoons struck up “God save the
Queen,” and the constabulary fired a feu de joie. The
meeting was then put through some evolutions, which they
performed in brilliant style, after which they broke into
sections and marched off to their different stations. Their
lordships and the gentry then proceeded to their carriages,
and drove off to Freebooter Hall. They expressed them-
selves highly pleased with the results of the demonstra-
tion, and stated that similar meetings would soon be held
in various parts of the country.

GOD SAVE IRELANDJ

High upon the gallows tree swung the noble-hearted three,
By the vengeful tyrant stricken in their bloom;
But they met him face to face, with the spirit of their race,
And they went with souls undaunted to their doom.
“God save Ireland,” said the heroes; “ God save Ireland,”
said they all:
“ Whether on the scaffold high, or the battle-field we die,
O what matter, when for Erin dear we fall!”
1 William O'Meara Allen, Michael O’Brien, Michael Larkin, executed

23d November, 1867, for arcidentally killing Brett, a policeman, in the
attempt to rescue Kelly and Deasy, September 18.
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Girt around with cruel foes, still their courage proudly rose,
For they thought of hearts that loved them, far and near,
Of the millions true and brave, o’er the ocean’s swelling

wave,
And the friends in holy Ireland, ever dear.
“ God save Ireland,” said they proudly; “ God save Ireland,”
said they all: ;i
“YWhether on the scaffold high, or the battle-field we die,
O what matter, when for Erin dear we fall!”

Climbed they up the rugged stair; rung their voices out in
prayer;
Then, with England’s fatal cord around them cast,
Close beneath the gallows tree kissed like brothers lovingly;
True to home and faith and freedom to the last.
“ God save Ireland,” prayed they loudly; ¢“ God save Ireland,”
said they all:
“ Whether on the scaffold high, or the battle-field we die,
O what matter, when for Erin dear we fall!”

Never till the latest day shall the memory pass away
Of the gallant lives thus given for our land;
But on the cause must go, amidst joy or weal or woe,
Till we’ve made our isle a nation free and grand.
“God save Ireland,” say we proudly; “ God save Ireland,”
say we all:
“If upon the scaffold high, or the battle-field we die,
O what matter, when for Erin dear we fall!”

YOU AND I

I know what will happen, sweet,
When you and I are one;

Calm and bright and very fleet,
All our days will run.

Fond and kind our words will be,
Mixed no more with sighs;

Thoughts too fine for words we’ll see
Within each other’s eyes.

Sweet, when you and I are one
Earth will bloom anew—

Brighter than the stars and sun,
Softer than the dew.
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Sweeter scents will then arise
From the fields and flowers;

Holier calm will fill the skies
In the midnight hours.

Music now unheard, unknown
Then will reach our ears;

Not a plaint in any tone,
Not a hint of tears.

In a round of bliss complete
All our days will run—

That is what will happen, sweet,
When you and I are one.

DEAR OLD IRELAND.

IRISH AIR.

L
Deep in Canadian woods we ’ve met,
From one bright island flown;

Great is the land we tread, but yet
Our hearts are with our own.
And ere we leave this shanty small,
While fades the Autumn day,
We’ll toast Old Ireland!
Dear Old Ireland!
Ireland, boys, hurrah!

11,

We ’ve heard her faults a hundred times,

The new ones and the old,
In songs and sermons, ranns and rhymes,
Inlarged some fifty-fold.
But take them all, the great and small,
And this we ’ve got to say:
Here’s dear Old Ireland!
Good Old Ireland!
Ireland, boys, hurrah!

III.

We know that brave and good men tried
To snap her rusty chain—

That patriots suffered, martyrs died—
And all, ’tis sad, in vain.

3341
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But no, boys, no! a glance will show
How far they’ve won their way—
Here ’s good Old Ireland!
Brave Old Ireland!
Ireland, boys, hurrah!

IV.

We ’ve seen the wedding and the wake,
The patron and the fair;
And lithe young frames at the dear old games
In the kindly Irish air;
And the loud “ hurroo,” we have heard it too,
And the thundering “ Clear the way!?”
Here’s gay Old Ireland!
Dear Old Ireland!
Ireland, boys, hurrah!

V.
And well we know in the cool gray eves,
When the hard day’s work is o’er,
How soft and sweet are the words that greet
The friends who meet once more;
With “ Mary machree!” “ My Pat! ’tis he!”
And “My own heart night and day!”
Ah, fond Old Ireland!
Dear Old Ireland!
Ireland, boys, hurrah!

VI
And happy and bright are the groups that pass
From their peaceful homes, for miles
O’er fields and roads and hills, to Mass,
When Sunday morning smiles;
And deep the zeal their true hearts feel
When low they kneel and pray.
Oh, dear Old Ireland!
Blest old Ireland!
Ireland, boys, hurrah!

VIIL.

But deep in Canadian woods we ’ve met,
And we never may see again
The dear old isle where our hearts are set
And our first fond hopes remain!
But come, fill up another cup,
And with every sup we’ll say,
“ Here’s dear Old Ireland!
Loved Old Ireland!
Ireland, boys, hurrah!









JONATHAN SWIFT.
(1667—1745.)

To most of us the name of Swift at once conjures up the memory
of that happy time of youth when we first made acquaintance with
the ever-entrancing Gulliver, of which Bulwer Lytton said—

“ And lo! the book from all its end beguiled,
A harmless wonder to some happy child.”

But few realize that the work was really one of the many power-
ful political pamphlets in which Swift brought his keen, biting
satire, his clear logical mind, his lofty uncompromising courage into
play, exercising as great, if not greater, influence, in the world
of politics than is wielded by any single one of the most powerful
newspapers of to-day.

This influence was due also to the clear, simple, straightforward
English which he employed in his writings. He always used lan-
guage which could be ‘‘ understanded of the people.” His homely
common-sense English prose, that a child can read and understand,
and a scholar appreciate and enjoy, was a more powerful weapon
than all his other intellectual endowments put together. For with-
out it he could never have reached the ear of the people as he did.

And yet in the background of this great power, this mighty intel-
lect, there is a grim shadow ever present from his birth to his mel-
ancholy end, which, becoming a reality, shattered his life, so that
as Thackeray says, ‘‘ To think of Swift, is like thinking of the ruins
of a great empire.”

Jonathan Swift was born at Dublin in 1667. His father, who
was a cousin of the poet Dryden, died before his birth, leaving his
mother inpoverty. By the slender charity of his uncle Godwin he
was intrusted to the care of a nurse, who took him to England with
her, where he remained until five years of age. Returning to Ire-
land, he was sent by his uncle to a school at Kilkenny. He entered
the University of Dublin at the age of fourteen, and proved a rebel-
lious and difficult student, for which perhaps the bitterness of spirit
engendered by his poverty was largely responsible. He studied
widely, but not along the lines prescribed by the college, and it was
only by special favor that he obtained his degree in 1685-86.

‘When he left college he was penniless and practically alone in
the world, but he found employment with Sir William Temple as
an amanuensis, at a salary of £20 ($100) a year. He made himself
useful to Temple and was enabled to go to Oxford, where in 1692 he
obtained the degree of M.A. Whileat Oxford he attempted some
translations from the Latin, which he showed to his cousin Dryden,
who told him that he would never be a poet, a remark which was
never forgotten nor forgiven by Swift.

In 1694-95, mainly through the influence of Sir William Temple,
he was admitted to deacon’s orders and appointed to the prebend
of Kilroot at a salary of £100 ($500) a year. He did not remain
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there long, however, but returned to Sir William Temple in 1695,
characteristically resigning his living in ‘favor of a poor curate
the father of eight children, who was

¢ passing rich with forty pounds a year.”

At Moore Park, Sir William Temple’s residence, Swift now be-
came more his confidential friend than his employé. Here he com-
pleted ¢ The Tale of a Tub,’ which he had begun while he was at the
University, and wrote ¢ The Battle of the Books,’ and here also he
met Esther Johnson, whom he has immortalized as ‘‘ Stella.”

In 1699 Sir William Temple died, leaving Swift a legacy of £100
{$500) and his literary remains, which Swift carefully edited and
published some time later.

After several times being tricked and disappointed, he at length
wag appointed Vicar of Laracor, Rathbeggan, and Agher, worth
about £270 ($1,350) a year, where 'he effected many reforms and im-
provements, both moral and material. Meanwhile, ‘ Stella” with a
gompanion took up her abode in the town of Trim near at hand.

The power of the pamphlet, first demonstrated by Wiclif, who
opened that new literary vein toward the end of the fourteenth
century, has been vigorously wielded by many writers since his
time ; notably by Daniel Defoe, who began in 1687. Swift took
up the weapon a few years later.

His power as a political pamphleteer was first manifested in 1701,
when he published anonymously his ¢ Discussions in Athens and
Rome.” The authorship was attributed to many people in high
places, among others, to Bishop Burnet, who made public disa-
vowal of it, in order to escape impeachment. Swift himself avowed
the authorship some two years later.

‘The Tale of a Tub ’ and ¢ The Battle of the Books,’ published in
1704, showed to the world that a new and tremendous literary power
had arisen ; and now followed a succession of pamphlets on public
affairs, which brought him into close conjunction with the Whig
party ; but about 1710, becoming more in sympathy with the Tories,
he threw in his lot with them and employed all the resources of his
intellect to the furtherance of their aims and policy, founding The
Examiner as the organ of the party. Itis impossible to give the
long catalogue of his writings in support of both of these political
parties. They mostly deal with issues which are long since past,
but they all bear the stamp of his powerful genius. It should be
said, however, that his change from the Whigs to the Tories was a
perfectly natural and logical one and was not made for the sake of
place or power. While he was in London he had a bitter con-
troversy with Steele, arising out of an article in his Crisis. Swift
fiercely opposed the views of Steele, who upheld the Union and ex-
tolled the Scottish character at the expense of the Irish, and for a
moment was in danger of prison, but the storm blew itself out.

For the detailed account of Swift’s sojourn in London the world
is indebted to his ¢ Journal to Stella,’ which was in a series of letters,
full of minute and circumstantial detail, sometimes in language of
playful tenderness, and at others as serious as a diplomat’s dis-
patches,
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In 1713 he wasappointed to the Deanery of St. Patrick’s, Dublin,
to which he retired on the death of Queen Anne and the collapse of
the Tory party. Here, though he was at first badly received and
even insulted, he soon made himself at home, and the Deanery was
twice a week the scene of a gathering of the foremost people in so-
ciety, art, and letters.

In 1720 his ¢ Proposal for the Universal Use of Irish Manufactures,’
etc., made him very popular with the people. It is interesting to
note here that the proposal has been renewed in our own day, with
far greater practical effect. The ‘Drapier Letters’ perhaps dis-
played the power of the press in that day more than anything else
ever did. They made inoperative a patent which had been granted
for coining £180,000 ($900,000) worth of copper money for Ireland,
for which the people of that country would have been severely
taxed. It is remarkable that many of the arguments employed in
these letters would apply almost exactly to the silver discussion in
the United States one hundred and eighty years later.

All this time Swift had been working on his ¢ Gulliver’s Travels,’
and when he went to England in 1726 he took the manuscript with
him ; it appeared in that year, and the public went wild over it at
once. ‘‘It was read by the high, the low, the learned and the
illiterate, and criticism for a while was lost in wonder.” Voltaire
read it with delight, and at his suggestion it was translated into
French.

In 1727 Swift paid another visit to England, and published there
the three volumes of ¢ Miscellanies,’ in which his name appeared with
that of Pope, to whom he gave the entire profits, as well as the copy-
right of ‘Gulliver’s Travels.” Indeed, it may be said that Swift
never directly made a single penny by his writings.

In 1728 ‘‘ Stella” died, and from that time forward he grew mo-
rose and passionate, intolerable to his friends and unendurable to
himself. His mind failed him, and in the last year of his life he be-
came a hopeless lunatic. In 1742 his reason returned for a few
days, but only to mock the hopes of his friends, and he died on Oct.
14, 1745. He is buried in St. Patrick’s Cathedral, Dublin.

It is impossible to take leave of Swift without some reference to
his relations with ‘‘Stella”—to whom allusion has already been
made—and to ‘‘ Vanessa,” a Miss Vanhomrig, whose acquaintance
Swift made when in London. The latter appeared in Dublin as soon
as Swift took up his residence at the Deanery, and her presence
aroused the jealousy of ‘‘Stella,” for whom Swift had taken lodg-
ings at Ormond Quay. Tt is said that Swift was married to ‘¢ Stella”
in 1716, but there is little to show the truth of this. Certain it is
that ‘‘ Vanessa” was passionately in love with the Dean, and that
she died with a broken heart because of him ; and it is equally cer-
tain that for ¢ Stella” Swift had such affection as it was in his
power to give to any woman. For the rest, the whole matter is
wragl%ed in mystery, where it is well to let it lie. C. W.
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GULLIVER AMONG THE PIGMIES.

From ¢ Gulliver’s Travels.’

My father had a small estate in Nottinghamshire; I was
the third of five sons. He sent me to Emmanuel College
in Cambridge, at fourteen years old, where I resided three
years, and applied myself close to my studies; but the
charge of maintaining me, although I had a very scanty
allowance, being too great for a narrow fortune, I was
bound apprentice to Mr. James Bates, an eminent surgeon
in London, with whom I continued four years; and my
father now and then sending me small sums of money, I
laid them out in learning navigation, and other parts of the
mathematics useful to those who intend to travel, as I al-
ways believed it would be, some time or other, my for-
tune to do. When I left Mr. Bates I went down to my
father; where, by the assistance of him, and my uncle John
and some other relations, I got forty pounds, and a promise
of thirty pounds a year to maintain me at Leyden. There
I studied physic two years and seven months, knowing it
would be useful in long voyages.

Soon after my return from Leyden I was recommended
by my good master Mr. Bates to be surgeon to the “ Swal-
low,” Captain Abraham Pannell, commander ; with whom I
continued three years and a half, making a voyage or two
into the Levant, and some other parts. When I came back
I resolved to settle in London; to which Mr. Bates, my
master, encouraged me, and by him I was recommended to
several patients. I took part of a small house in the Old
Jewry; and being advised to alter my condition, I married
Mrs. Mary Burton, second daughter to Mr. Edmund Bur-
ton, hosier, in Newgate Street, with whom I received four
hundred pounds for a portion.

But my good master, Bates, dying in two years after, and
I having few friends, my business began to fail; for my
conscience would not suffer me to imitate the bad practice
of too many among my brethren. Having, therefore, con-
sulted with my wife, and some of my acquaintance, I de-
termined to go again to sea. I was surgeon successively in
two ships, and made several voyages, for six years, to the
East and West Indies, by which I got some addition to my
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fortune. My hours of leisure I spent in reading the bgst
authors, ancient and modern, being always provided w11_:h
a good number of books; and, when 1 was ashore, in
observing the manners and dispositions of the people, as
well as learning their language, wherein I had a great
facility, by the strength of my memory.

The last of these voyages not proving very fortunate, I
grew weary of the sea, and intended to stay at home with
my wife and family. I removed from the Old Jewry to
Fetter Lane, and from thence to Wapping, hoping to get
business among the sailors; but it would not turn to ac-
count. After three years’ expectation that things would
mend, I accepted an advantageous offer from Captain Wil-
liam Prichard, master of the ¢ Antelope,” who was making
a voyage to the South Sea. We set sail from Bristol, May
4,1699; and our voyage at first was very prosperous.

It would not be proper, for some reasons, to trouble the
reader with the particulars of our adventures in those
seas. Let it suffice to inform him, that, in our passage from
thence to the East Indies, we were driven by a violent
storm to the northwest of Van Diemen’s Land. By an
observation, we found ourselves in the latitude of 30° 2’
south. Twelve of our crew were dead by immoderate labor
and ill food; the rest were in a very weak condition.

On the 5th of November, which was the beginning of sum-
mer in those parts, the weather being very hazy, the seamen
spied a rock within half a cable’s length of the ship; but the
wind was so strong, that we were driven directly upon it,
and immediately split. Six of the crew, of whom I was
one, having let down the boat into the sea, made a shift to
get clear of the ship and the rock. We rowed, by my com-
putation, about three leagues, till we were able to work
no longer, being already spent with labor, while we were
in the ship. We, therefore, trusted ourselves to the mercy
of the waves ; and, in about half an hour, the boat was over-
set by a sudden flurry from the north. What became of
Iny companions in the boat, as well as those who escaped
on the rock, or were left in the vessel, I cannot tell, but
conclude they were all lost.

For my own part, I swam as fortune directed me, and
was pushed forward by wind and tide. I often let my legs
Grop, and could feel no bottom; but, when I was almost
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gone, and able to struggle no longer, I found myself within
my depth ; and, by this time, the storm was much abated.

The declivity was so small that I walked near a mile be-
fore I got to the shore, which I conjectured was about eight
o’clock in the evening. I then advanced forward near half
a mile, but could not discover any sign of houses or inhab-
itants; at least, I was in so weak a condition, that I did not
observe them. I was extremely tired, and with that, and
the heat of the weather, and about half a pint of brandy
that I drank as I left the ship, I found myself much in-
clined to sleep. I lay down on the grass, which was very
short and soft, where I slept sounder than ever I remem-
bered to have done in my life, and, as I reckoned, about
nine hours; for, when I awakened, it was just daylight. I
attempted to rise, but was not able to stir: for as I hap-
pened to lie on my back, I found my arms and legs were
strongly fastened on each side to the ground ; and my hair,
which was long and thick, tied down in the same manner.
I likewise felt several slender ligatures across my body,
from my armpits to my thighs. I could only look upwards,
the sun began to grow hot, and the light offended my eyes.

I heard a confused noise about me; but, in the posture I
lay, I could see nothing except the sky. In a little time, I
felt something alive moving on my left leg, which, advanc-
ing gently forward over my breast, came almost up to my
chin; when, bending my eyes downward, as much as I
could, I perceived it to be a human creature, not six inches
high, with a bow and arrow in his hands, and a quiver at
his back. In the meantime I felt at least forty more of the
same kind (as I conjectured) followed the first.

I was in the utmost astonishment, and roared so loud
that they all ran back in a fright; and some of them, as I
was afterwards told, were hurt with the falls they got by
leaping from my sides upon the ground. However, they
soon returned, and one of them, who ventured so far as to
get a full sight of my face, lifting up his hands and eyes by
way of admiration, cried out in a shrill, but distinct voice—
Hekinah degul! the others repeated the same words sev-
eral times, but I then knew not what they meant.

I lay all this while, as the reader may believe, in great
uneasiness. At length, struggling to get loose, I had the
fortune to break the strings, and wrench out the pegs, that
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fastened my left arm to the ground; for by lifting it up to
my face, I discovered the methods they had taken to bind
me, and at the same time, with a violent pull, which gave
me excessive pain, I a little loosened the strings that tied
down my hair on the left side, so that I was just able to
turn my head about two inches.

But the creatures ran off a second time before I could
seize them; whereupon there was a great shout in a very
shrill accent, and after it ceased I heard one of them cry
aloud, T'olgo phonac; when, in an instant, I felt above an
hundred arrows discharged on my left hand, which pricked
me like so many needles; and, besides, they shot another
flight into the air, as we do bombs in Europe, whereof
many, I suppose, fell on my body (though I felt them not),
and some on my face, which I immediately covered with my
left hand.

When this shower of arrows was over, I fell a-groaning
with grief and pain, and then striving again to get loose,
they discharged another volley larger than the first, and
some of them: attempted with spears to stick me in the
sides; but by good luck I had on me a buff jerkin, which
they could not pierce. I thought it the most prudent
method to lie still, and my design was to continue so till
night, when, my left hand being already loose, I could
easily free myself; and as for the inhabitants, I had reason
to believe I might be a match for the greatest army they
could bring against me, if they were all of the same size
with him that I saw.

But fortune disposed otherwise of me. When the people
observed I was quiet, they discharged no more arrows:
but by the noise I heard I knew their numbers increased;
and about four yards from me, over against my right ear,
I heard a knocking for above an hour, like that of people
at work; when, turning my head that way as well as the
pegs and strings would permit me, I saw a stage erected,
about a foot and a half from the ground, capable of hold-
ing four of the inhabitants, with two or three ladders to
mount it; from whence one of them, who seemed to be a
person of quality, made me a long speech, whereof I under-
stood not one syllable.

But I should have mentioned, that before the principal
person began his oration he cried out three times, Langro
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debul san (these words, and the former, were afterwards
repeated, and explained to me). Whereupon immediately
about fifty of the inhabitants came and cut the strings that
fastened the left side of my head, which gave me the liberty
of turning it to the right, and of observing the person and
gesture of him that was to speak. He appeared to be of a
middle age, and taller than any of the other three who at-
tended him, whereof one was a page that held up his train,
and seemed to be somewhat longer than my middle finger;
the other two stood one on each side to support him. He
acted every part of an orator, and I could observe many
periods of threatenings, and others of promises, pity, and
kindness.

I answered in a few words, but in the most submissive
manner, lifting up my left hand, and both my eyes, to the
sum, as calling him for a witness: and, being almost fam-
ished with hunger, having not eaten a morsel for some
hours before I left the ship, I found the demands of nature
so strong upon me, that I could not forbear showing my
impatience (perhaps against the strict rules of decency)
by putting my finger frequently to my mouth, to signify
that I wanted food.

The hurgo (for so they call a great lord, as I afterwards
learned) understood me very well. He descended from
the stage, and commanded that several ladders should be
applied to my sides; on which above a hundred of the in-
habitants mounted, and walked towards my mouth, laden
with baskets full of meat, which had been provided and
sent thither by the king’s orders, upon the first intelligence
he received of me.

I observed there was the flesh of several animals, but
could not distinguish them by the taste. There were
shoulders, legs, and loins, shaped like those of mutton,
and very well dressed, but smaller than the wings of a lark.
I eat them by two or three at a mouthful, and took three
loaves at a time, about the bigness of musket-bullets. They
supplied me as they could, showing a thousand marks of
wonder and astonishment at my bulk and appetite. I then
made another sign that I wanted drink.

They found by my eating that a small quantity would not
suffice me; and being a most ingenious people, they slung
up, with great dexterity, one of their largest hogsheads,
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then rolled it towards my hand, and beat out the top: I
drank it off at a draught; which I might well do, for it did
not hold half a pint, and tasted like a small wine of Bur-
gundy, but much more delicious. They brought me a
second hogshead, which I drank in the same manner, and
made signs for more; but they had none to give me.

When I had performed these wonders, they shouted for
joy, and danced upon my breast, repeating several times, as
they did at first, Hclkinah degul. They made me a sign that
I should throw down the two hogsheads, but first warning
the people below to stand out of the way, crying aloud,
Borach mevola; and, when they saw the vessels in the air,
there was an universal shout of Hekinah degul.

I confess, I was often tempted, while they were passing
backwards and forwards on my body, to seize forty or fifty
of the first that came in my reach, and dash them against
the ground. But the remembrance of what I had felt,
which probably might not be the worst they could do, and
the promise of honor I made them—for so I interpreted
my submissive behavior—soon drove out those imagina-
tions. Besides, I now considered myself as bound by the
laws of hospitality, to a people who had treated me with
so much expense and magnificence. However, in my
thoughts I could not sufficiently wonder at the intrepid-
ity of these diminutive mortals, who durst venture to
mount and walk upon my body, while one of my hands was
at liberty, without trembling at the very sight of so pro-
digious a creature, as I must appear to them.

After some time, when they observed that I made no
more demands for meat, there appeared before me a person
of high rank from his imperial majesty. His excellency,
having mounted on the small of my right leg, advanced for-
wards up to my face, with about a dozen of his retinue: and,
producing his credentials under the signet-royal, which he
applied close to my eyes, spoke about ten minutes, with-
out any signs of anger, but with a kind of determined reso-
lution, often pointing forwards, which, as I afterwards
found was towards the capital city, about half a mile dis-
tant, whither it was agreed by his majesty in council that
I must be conveyed. . . .

These people are most excellent mathematicians, and
arrived to a great perfection in mechanics, by the coun-
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tenance and encouragement of the emperor, who is a re-
nowned patron of learning. The prince has several ma-
chines fixed on wheels for the carriage of trees, and other
great weights. He often builds his largest men-of-war,
whereof some are nine feet long, in the woods where the
timber grows, and has them carried on these engines three
or four hundred yards to the sea. Five hundred carpen-
ters and engineers were immediately set to work to pre-
pare the greatest engine they had. It was a frame of wood,
raised three inches from the ground, about seven feet
long and four wide, moving upon twenty-two wheels.
The shout I heard was upon the arrival of this engine,
which, it seems, set out in four hours after my landing. - It
was brought parallel to me, as I lay. But the principal
difficulty was, to raise and place me in this vehicle.

Eighty poles, each of one foot high, were erected for this
purpose, and very strong cords, of the bigness of pack-
thread, were fastened by hooks to many bandages, which
the workmen had girt round my neck, my hands, my body,
and my legs. Nine hundred of the strongest men were em-
ployed to draw up these cords by many pulleys fastened on
the poles; and thus, in less than three hours, I was raised
and slung into the engine, and tied fast.

All this I was told; for while the whole operation was
performing, I lay in a profound sleep, by the force of that
soporiferous medicine infused into my liquor. Fifteen
hundred of the emperor’s largest horses, each about four
inches and a half high, were employed to draw me toward
the metropolis, which, as I said, was half a mile distant.

About four hours after we began our journey, I awaked,
by a very ridiculous accident; for the carriage being
stopt awhile, to adjust something that was out of order,
two or three of the young natives had the curiosity to see
how I looked, when I was asleep. They elimbed up into the
engine, and advancing very softly to my face, one of them,
an officer in the guards, put the sharp end of his half-
pike a good way up into my left nostril, which tickled my
nose like a straw, and made me sneeze violently; where-
upon they stole off, unperceived, and it was three weeks
before I knew the cause of my waking so suddenly.

We made a long march the remaining part of the day,
and rested at night with five hundred guards on each side
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of me, half with torches and half with bows and arrows,
ready to shoot me, if I should offer to stir. The next morn-
ing, at sunrise, we continued our march, and arrived with-
in two hundred yards of the city gates about noon. The
emperor, and all his court, came out to meet us; but his
great officers would by no means suffer his majesty to
endanger his person, by mounting on my body.

At the place where the carriage stopt there stood an
ancient temple, esteemed to be the largest in the whole
kingdom, which, having been polluted some years before
by an unnatural murder, was, according to the zeal of
these people, looked upon as profane, and therefore had
been applied to common use, and all the ornaments and
furniture carried away. In this edifice it was determined
I should lodge. The great gate, fronting to the north, was
about four feet high, and almost two feet wide, through
which I could easily creep. On each side of the gate was
a small window, not above six inches from the ground;
into that on the left side the king’s smith conveyed four-
score and eleven chains, like those that hang to a lady’s
watch in Europe, and almost as large, which were locked
to my left leg with six-and-thirty padlocks.

Over against this temple, on the other side of the great
highway, at twenty feet distance, there was a turret at least
five feet high. Here the emperor ascended, with many prin-
cipal lords of his court, to have an opportunity of viewing
me, as I was told, for I could not see them. It was reck-
oned that above a hundred thousand inhabitants came out
of the town upon the same errand; and, in spite of my
guards, I believe there could not be fewer than ten thou-
sand at several times, who mounted my body, by the help of
ladders. But a proclamation was soon issued, to forbid it,
upon pain of death.

When the workmen found it was impossible for me to
break loose, they cut all the strings that bound me; where-
upon I rose up, with as melancholy a disposition as ever I
had in my life. But the noise and astonishment of the peo-
ple, at seeing me rise and walk, are not to be expressed.
The chains that held my left leg were about two yards
long, and gave me not only the liberty of walking back-
wards and forwards in a semicircle, but being fixed within
four inches of the gate, allowed me to creep in, and lie at
my full length in the temple.
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GULLIVER AMONG THE GIANTS.
From ¢ Gulliver’s Travels.’

The king, who, as I before observed, was a prince of ex-
cellent understanding, would frequently order that I
should be brought in my box, and set upon the table in
his closet. He would then command me to bring one of
my chairs out of the box, and sit down within three yards
distance upon the top of the cabinet, which brought me
almost to a level with his face. In this manner I had sev-
eral conversations with him. I one day took the freedom
to tell his majesty that the contempt he discovered to-
wards Europe and the rest of the world did not seem an-
swerable to those excellent qualities of mind that he was
master of; that reason did not extend itself with the
bulk of the body; on the contrary, we observed in our
country that the tallest persons were usually least pro-
vided with it. That, among other animals, bees and ants
had the reputation of more industry, art, and sagacity
than many of the larger kinds; and that, as inconsiderable
as he took me to be, I hoped I might live to do his majesty
some signal service. The king heard me with attention,
and began to conceive a much better opinion of me than
he had ever before. He desired I would give him as exact
an account of the government of England as I possibly
could because, as fond as princes commonly are of their
own customs (for he conjectured of other monarchs by my
former discourses), he should be glad to hear of anything
that might deserve imitation.

Imagine with thyself, courteous reader, how often I then
wished for the tongue of Demosthenes or Cicero, that
might have enabled me to celebrate the praise of my own
dear native country, in a style equal to its merits and
felicity.

I began my discourse by informing his majesty that our
dominions consisted of two islands, which composed three
mighty kingdoms, under one sovereign, besides our plan-
tations in America. I dwelt long upon the fertility of our
soil and the temperature of our climate. I then spoke at
large upon the constitution of an English parliament,
partly made up of an illustrious body, called the House of
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Peers, persons of the noblest blood and of the most ancient
and ample patrimonies. I described that extraordinary
care always taken of their education in arts and arms, to
qualify them for being counselors both to the king and
kingdom ; to have a share in the legislature; to be members
of the highest court of judicature, from whence there
could be no appeal; and to be champions always ready for
the defense of their prince and country, by their valor, con-
duct, and fidelity. That these were the ornament and bul-
wark of the kingdom, worthy followers of their most re-
nowned ancestors, whose honor had been the reward of
their virtue, from which their posterity were never once
known to degenerate. To these were joined several holy
persons, as part of that assembly, under the title of bish-
ops, whose peculiar business it is to take care of religion,
and those who instruct the people therein. These were
searched and sought out through the whole nation, by the
prince and his wisest counselors, among such of the priest-
hood as were most deservedly distinguished by the sanctity
of their lives and the depth of their erudition, who were
indeed the spiritual fathers of the clergy and the people.

That the other part of the parliament consisted of an as-
sembly, called the House of Commons, who were all prin-
cipal gentlemen, freely picked and culled out by the people
themselves, for their great abilities and love of their coun-
try, to represent the wisdom of the whole nation. And
that these two bodies made up the most august assembly
in Europe, to whom, in conjunction with the prince, the
whole legislature is committed.

I then descended to the courts of justice, over which
the judges, those venerable sages and interpreters of the
law, presided, for determining the disputed rights and
properties of men, as well as for the punishment of vice
and protection of innocence. I mentioned the prudent
management of our treasury, the valor and achievements
of our forces by sea and land. I computed the number
of our people, by reckoning how many millions there
might be of each religious sect or political party among us.
I did not omit even our sports and pastimes, or any other
particular, which I thought might rebound to the honor of
my country. And I finished all with a brief historical ac-
count of affairs and events in England for about a hun-
dred years past.
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This conversation was not ended under five audiences,
each of several hours; and the king heard the whole with
great attention, frequently taking notes of what I spoke,
as well as memorandums of what questions he intended to
ask me.

When I had put an end to these long discourses, his
majesty, in a sixth audience, consulting his notes, pro-
posed many doubts, queries, and objections, upon every
articlee. He asked what methods were used to cultivate
the minds and bodies of our young nobility, and in what
kind of business they commonly spent the first and teach-
able part of their lives? What course was taken to supply
that assembly when any noble family became extinet?
What qualifications were necessary in those who are to
be created new lords; whether the humor of the prince, a
sum of money to a court lady as a prime minister, or a de-
sign of strengthening a party opposite to the public inter-
est, ever happened to be motives in those advancements?
What share of knowledge these lords had in the laws of
their country, and how they came by it, so as to enable
them to decide the properties of their fellow-subjects in
the last resort? Whether they were always so free from
avarice, partialities, or want, that a bribe or some other
sinister view could have no place among them? Whether
those holy lords I spoke of were always promoted to that
rank upe~ account of knowledge in religious matters
and the sanctity of their lives had never been compliers
with the times while they were common priests, or slavish
prostitute chaplains to some noblemen, whose opinions
they continued servilely to follow, after they were ad-
mitted into that assembly?

He then desired to know what arts were practiced in
electing those whom I called commoners; whether a
stranger, with a strong purse, might not influence the
vulgar voters to choose him before their own landlord, or
the most considerable gentleman in the neighborhood?
How it came to pass that people were so violently bent up-
on getting into this assembly, which I allowed to be a
great trouble and expense, often to the ruin of their fam-
ilies, without any salary or pension: because this appeared
such an exalted strain of virtue and publie spirit, that his
majesty seemed to doubt it might possibly not be always
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sincere: and he desired to know whether such zealous gen-
tlemen could have any views of refunding themselves for
the charges and trouble they were at, by sacrificing the
public good to the designs of a weak and vicious prince, in
conjunction with a corrupted ministry? He multiplied
his questions, and sifted me thoroughly upon every part of
this head, proposing numberless inquiries and objections,
which I think it not prudent or convenient to repeat.

Upon what I said in relation to our courts of justice,
his majesty desired to be satisfied in several points; and
this I was the better able to do, having been formerly al-
most ruined by a long suit in chancery, which was decreed
for me with costs. He asked what time was usually spent
in determining between right and wrong, and what degree
of expense? Whether advocates and orators had liberty
to plead in causes, manifestly known to be unjust, vexa-
tious, or oppressive? Whether party in religion or politics
was observed to be of any weight in the scale of justice?
Whether those pleading orators were persons educated
in the general knowledge of equity, or only in provincial,
national, and other local customs? Whether they, or
their judges, had any part in penning those laws which
they assumed the liberty of interpreting and glossing
upon at their pleasure? Whether they had ever, at dif-
ferent times, pleaded for or against the same cause, and
cited precedents to prove contrary opinions? Whether
they were a rich or a poor corporation? Whether they
received any pecuniary reward for pleading or delivering
their opinions? And, particularly, whether they were ad-
mitted as members in the lower senate?

He fell next upon the management of our treasury, and
said he thought my memory had failed me, because I
computed our taxes at about five or six millions a year,
and, when I came to mention the issues, he found they
sometimes amounted to more than double; for the notes
he had taken were very particular in this point, because
he hoped, as he told me, that the knowledge of our conduct
might be useful to him, and he could not be deceived in his
calculations. But if what I told him were true, he was
still at a loss how a kingdom could run out of its estate
like a private person. He asked me who were our credi-
tors, and where we found money to pay them. He won-
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dered to hear me talk of such chargeable and expensive
wars; that certainly we must be a quarrelsome people, or
live among very bad neighbors, and that our generals must
needs be richer than our kings. He asked what business
we had out of our own islands, unless upon the score of
trade or treaty, or to defend the coasts with our fleet.
Above all, he was amazed to hear me talk of a mercenary
standing army in the midst of peace and among a free
people. He said if we were governed by our own consent,
in the persons of our representatives, he could not imagine
of whom we were afraid, or against whom we were to
fight; and would hear my opinion, whether a private man’s
house might not better be defended by himself, his chil-
dren, and family, than by half-a-dozen rascals, picked up at
a venture in the streets for small wages, who might get
a hundred times more by cutting their throats?

He laughed at my odd kind of arithmetic (as he was
pleased to call it), in reckoning the numbers of our peo-
ple by a computation drawn from the several sects among
us, in religion and politics. He said, he knew no reason
why those who entertain opinions prejudicial to the publie
should be obliged to change, or should not be obliged to
conceal them. And as it was tyranny in any government
to require the first, so it was weakness not to enforce the
second : for a man may be allowed to keep poisons in his
closet, but not to vend them about for cordials.

He observed, that among the diversions of our nobility
and gentry, I had mentioned gaming; he desired to know
at what age this entertainment was usually taken up, and
when it was laid down; how much of their time it em-
ployed: whether it ever went so high as to effect their
fortunes: whether mean, vicious people, by their dexter-
ity in that art, might not arrive at great riches, and some-
times keep our very nobles in dependence, as well as habit-
uate them to vile companions, wholly take them from the
improvement of their minds, and force them, by the losses
they received, to learn and practice that infamous dex-
terity upon others?

He was perfectly astonished with the historical account
I gave him of our affairs during the last century, pro-
testing it was only a heap of conspiracies, rebellions,
murders, massacres, revolutions, banishments, the very
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worst effects that avarice, faction, hypocrisy, perfidious-
ness, cruelty, rage, madness, hatred, envy, lust, malice,
and ambition, could produce.

His majesty, in another audience, was at the pains to
recapitulate the sum of all T had spoken; compared the
questions he made with the answers I had given; then
taking me into his hands, and stroking me gently, deliv-
ered himself in these words which I shall never forget,
nor the manner he spoke them in: ¢ My little friend
QGrildrig, you have made a most admirable panegyric upon
your country; you have clearly proved that ignorance, idle-
ness, and vice are the proper ingredients for qualifying a
legislator; that laws are best explained, interpreted, and
applied by those whose interest and abilities lie in pervert-
ing, confounding, and eluding them. I observe among
you some lines of an institution, which in its original
might have been tolerable, but these half erased, and the
rest wholly blurred and blotted by corruptions. It doth
not appear, from all you have said, how any one perfection
is required towards the procurement of any one station
among you; much less that men are ennobled on account
of their virtue, that priests are advanced for their piety
or learning, soldiers for their conduct or valor, judges for
their integrity, senators for the love of their country, or
counselors for their wisdom. As for yourself, continued
the king, who have spent the greatest part of your life in
traveling, I am well disposed to hope you may hitherto
have escaped many vices of your country. But by what I
have gathered from your own relation, and the answers I
have with much pains wrung and extorted from you, I
cannot but conclude the bulk of your natives to be the
most pernicious race of little odious vermin that nature
ever suffered to ecrawl upon the surface of the earth.” . . .

In hopes to ingratiate myself farther into his majesty’s
favor, I told him of an invention discovered between three
and four hundred years ago, to make a certain powder into
a heap, on which the smallest spark of fire falling would
kindle the whole in a moment, although it were as big as
a mountain, and make it all fly up in the air together with
a noise and agitation greater than thunder. That a proper
quantity of this powder rammed into a hollow tube of
brass or iron, according to its bigness, would drive a ball
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of iron or lead with such violence and speed as nothing
was able to sustain its force. That the largest balls thus
discharged would not only destroy whole ranks of an army
at once, but batter the strongest walls to the ground, sink
down ships with a thousand men in each to the bottom of
the sea; and, when linked together by a chain, would cut
through masts and rigging, divide hundreds of bodies in
the middle, and lay all waste before them. That we often
put this powder into large hollow balls of iron, and dis-
charged them by an engine into some city we were besieg-
ing, which would rip up the pavements, tear the houses
to pieces, burst and throw splinters on every side, dash-
ing out the brains of all who came near. That I knew,the
ingredients very well, which were cheap and common; I
understood the manner of compounding them, and could
direct his workmen how to make those tubes of a size pro-
portionable to all other things in his majesty’s kingdom,
and the largest need not to be above a hundred feet long;
twenty or thirty of which tubes, charged with the proper
quantity of powder and balls, would batter down the walls
of the strongest town in his dominions in a few hours, or
destroy the whole metropolis if ever it should pretend to
dispute his absolute commands. This I humbly offered
to his majesty as a small tribute of acknowledgment, in
return for so many marks that I had received of his royal
favor and protection.

The king was struck with horror at the description I
had given him of those terrible engines, and the proposal
I had made. He was amazed, how so impotent and grov-
eling an insect as I (these were his expressions) could
entertain such inhuman ideas, and in so familiar a man-
ner, as to appear wholly unmoved at all the scenes of
blood and desolation, which I had painted, as the common
effects of those destructive machines, whereof, he said,
some evil genius, enemy to mankind, must have been the
first contriver. As for himself, he protested, that al-
though few things delighted him so much as new discover-
ies in art or in nature, yet he would rather lose half his
kingdom than be privy to such a secret, which he com-
manded me, as I valued my life, never to mention any
more,
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A strange effect of narrow principles and short, views!
that a prince possessed of every quality which procures
veneration, love, and esteem; of strong parts, great wis-
dom, and profound learning, endowed with admirable tal-
ents for government, and almost adored by his subjects,
should, from a nice unnecessary scruple, whereof in
Europe we can have no conception, let slip an opportunity
put into his hands, that would have made him absolute
master of the lives, the liberties, and the fortunes of his
people. Neither do I say this with the least intention to
whose character I am sensible will on this account be very
much lessened in the opinion of an English reader; but I
detract from the many virtues of that excellent king,
take this defect among them to have arisen from their ig-
norance, by not having hitherto reduced politics into a
science, as the more acute wits of Europe have done. For
I remember very well, in a discourse one day with the
king, when I happened to say there were several thousand
books among us, written upon the art of government, it
gave him (directly contrary to my intention) a very mean
opinion of our understandings. He professed both to
abominate and despise all mystery, refinement, and in-
trigue, either in a prince or a minister. He could not tell
what I meant by secrets of state, where an enemy or some
rival nation were not in the case. He confined the know-
ledge of governing within very narrow bounds, to common
sense and reason, to justice and lenity, to the speedy deter-
mination of civil and criminal causes, with some other
obvious topics, which are not worth considering. And he
gave it for his opinion, that whoever could make two ears
of corn, or two blades of grass grow upon a spot of ground,
where only one grew before, would deserve better of man-
kind, and do more essential service to his country, than
the whole race of politicians put together.

A SHORT VIEW OF IRELAND, 1727.

I am assured, that it has for some time been practiced

as z;linethod of making men’s court when they are asked
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about the rate of lands, the abilities of the tenants, the
state of trade and manufacture in this kingdom and how
their rents are paid; to answer that in their neighborhood
all things are in a flourishing condition, the rent and pur-
chase of land every day increasing. And if a gentleman
happen to be a little more sincere in his representation,
besides being looked on as not well-affected, he is sure to
have a dozen contradictors at his elbow. I think it is no
manner of secret, why these questions are so cordially
asked or so obligingly answered.

But since, with regard to the affairs of this kingdom I
have been using all endeavors to subdue my indignation;
to which indeed I am not provoked by any personal in-
terest, not being the owner of one spot of ground in the
whole island; I shall only enumerate, by rules generally
known and never contradicted what are the true causes of
any country’s flourishing and growing rich; and then ex-
amine what effects arise from those causes in the kingdom
of Ireland. :

The first cause of a kingdom’s thriving is the fruitfulness
of the soil to produce the necessaries and conveniences of
life, not only sufficient for the inhabitants but for exporta-
tion into other countries.

The second is the industry of the people in working up
all their native commodities to the last degree of manu-
facture.

The third is the conveniency of safe ports and havens,
to carry out their own goods as much manufactured, and
bring in those of others as little manufactured, as the
‘nature of mutual commerce will allow.

The fourth is that the natives should, as much as pos-
sible, export and import their goods in vessels of their
own timber, made in their own country.

The fifth is the privilege of a free trade in all foreign
countries which will permit them, except those who are
in war with their own prince or state.

The sixth is being governed only by laws made with
their own consent, for otherwise they are not a free people.
And therefore all appeals for justice or applications for
favor or preferment, to another country, are so many
grievous impoverishments.

The seventh is by improvement of land, encouragement
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of agriculture, and thereby increasing the number of
their people, without which any country, however blessed
by nature, must continue poor.

The eighth is the residence of the prince or chief ad-
ministrator of the civil power.

The ninth is the concourse of foreigners, for education,
curiosity, or pleasure, or as to a general mart of trade.

The tenth is by disposing all offices of honor, profit, or
trust, only to natives, or at least with very few exceptions,
where strangers have long inhabited the country and are
supposed to understand and regard the interests of it as
their own.

The eleventh is when the rents of land and profits of
employment are spent in the country which produced
them, and not in another, the former of which will cer-
tainly happen where the love of our native country pre-
vails.

The twelfth is by the public revenues being all spent and
employed at home, except on the occasions of a foreign
war.

The thirteenth is where the people are not obliged, un-
less they find it for their own interest or convenience, to
receive any moneys, except of their own coinage by a
public mint, after the manner of all civilized nations.

The fourteenth is a disposition of the people of a coun-
try to wear their own manufactures, and import as few
incitements to luxury either in clothes, furniture, food, or
drink, as they possibly can live conveniently without.

There are many other causes of a nation’s thriving,
which T at present cannot recollect; but without advan-
tage from at least some of these, after turning my thoughts
a long time, I am not able to discover whence our wealth
proceeds, and therefore would gladly be better informed.
In the meantime, I will here examine what share falls to
Ireland of these causes, or of the effects and consequences.

It is not my intention to complain, but barely to relate
facts, and the matter is not of small importance. For it
is allowed, that a man who lives in a solitary house, far
from help, is not wise in endeavoring to acquire in the
neighborhood the reputation of being rich, because those
who come for gold will go off with pewter and brass rather
than return empty, and in the common practice of the
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world, those who possess most wealth make least parade,
which they leave to others, who have nothing else to bear
them out in showing their faces on the Exchange.

As to the first cause of a nation’s riches, being the fer-
tility of the soil, as well as temperature of the climate,
we have no reason to complain; for, although the quantity
of unprofitable land in this kingdom, reckoning bog and
rock and barren mountain, be double in proportion to
what it is in England, yet the native productions, which
both kingdoms deal in, are very near an equality in point
of goodness, and might, with the same encouragement, be
as well manufactured. I except mines and minerals, in
some of which, however, we are only defective in poiht of
skill and industry.

In the second, which is the industry of the people, our
misfortune is not altogether owing to our own fault, but
to a million of discouragements.

The conveniency of ports and havens, which nature has
bestowed so liberally on this kingdom, is of no more use
to us than a beautiful prospect to a man shut up in a dun-
geon.

As to shipping of its own, Ireland is so utterly unpro-
vided that, of all the excellent timber cut down within
these 50 or 60 years, it can hardly be said that the nation
has received the benefit of one valuable house to dwell in,
or one ship to trade with.

Ireland is the only kingdom I ever heard or read of
either in ancient or modern story, which was denied the
liberty of exporting their native commodities and manu-
factures wherever they pleased, except to countries at war
with their own prince or state; yet this privilege, by the
superiority of mere power, is refused us in the most mo-
mentous parts of commerce,—besides an act of navigation,
to which we never consented, pinned down upon us, and
rigorously executed; and a thousand other unexampled
circumstances, as grievous as they are invidious to men-
tion. To go on to the rest.

It is too well known that we are forced to obey some
laws we never consented to, which is a condition I must
not call by its true uncontroverted name, for fear of Lord
Chief-Justice Whitshed’s ghost, with his Libertas et natale
solum written for a motto on his coach, as it stood at the
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door of the court, while he was perjuring himself to be-
tray both. Thus we are in the conditions of patients, who
have physic sent them by doctors at a distance, strangers
to their constitution and the nature of their disease, and
thus we are forced to pay 500 per cent. to decide our prop-
erties; in all of which we have likewise the honor to
be distinguished from the whole race of mankind.

As to the improvement of land, those few who attempt
that or planting, through covetousness, or want of skill,
generally leave things worse than they were; neither suc-
ceeding in trees nor hedges; and, by running into the
fancy of grazing, after the manner of the Scythians, are
every day depopulating the country.

We are so far from having a king to reside among us,
that even the vice-roy is generally absent four-fifths of
his time in the government.

No strangers from other countries make this a part of
their travels, where they can expect to see nothing but
scenes of misery and desolation.

Those who have the misfortune to be born here have the
least title to any considerable employment, to which they
are seldom preferred but upon a political consideration.

One third part of the rents of Ireland is spent in Eng-
land, which, with the profit of employments, pensions, ap-
peals, journeys of pleasure or health, education at the
inns of court and both universities, remittances at pleas-
ure, the pay of all superior officers in the army, and other
incidents, will amount to a full half of the income of the
whole kingdom, all clear profit to England.

We are denied the liberty of coining gold, silver, or even
copper. In the isle of Man they coin their own silver;
every petty prince, vassal to the emperor, can coin what
money he pleases. And in this, as in most of the articles
already mentioned, we are an exception to all other states
or monarchies that were ever known in the world.

As to the last, or fourteenth article, we take special care
to act diametrically contrary to it in the whole course of
our lives. Both sexes, but especially the women, despise
and abhor to wear any of their own manufactures, even
those which are better made than in other countries, par-
ticularly a sort of silk plaid, through which the workmen
are forced to run a kind of gold thread, that it may pass
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for Indian. Even ale and potatoes are imported from
England, as well as corn; and our foreign trade is little
more than importation of French wine, for which I am
told we pay ready money.

Now, if all this be true (upon which I could easily en-
large), I should be glad to know by what secret method it
is that we grow a rich and flourishing people, without
liberty, trade, manufactures, inhabitants, money, or the
privilege of coining, without industry, labor, or improve-
ment of land, and with more than hal. the rent and profits
of the whole kingdom annually exported, for which we
receive not a single farthing, and to make up all this,
nothing worth mentioning, except the linen of the north,
a trade casual, corrupted, and at mercy, and some butter
from Cork. If we do flourish, it must be against every law
of nature and reason, like the thorn at Glastonbury that
blossoms in the midst of winter.

Let the worthy commissioners who come from England
ride round the kingdom; and observe the face of nature,
or the face of the natives; the improvement of the land, the
thriving numerous plantations; the noble woods, the abun-
dance and vicinity of country seats; the commodious
farms, houses, and barns; the towns and villages, where
everybody is busy, and thriving with all kind of manu-
factures; the shops full of goods wrought to perfection,
and filled with customers, the comfortable diet, and dress,
and dwellings of the people; the vast numbers of ships in
our harbors and docks, and shipwrights in our sea-port
towns; the roads crowded with carriers laden with rich
manufactures; the perpetual concourse to and fro of pom-
pous equipages.

With what envy and admiration would these gentlemen
return from so delightful a progress! what glorious re-
ports would they make when they went back to England?

But my heart is too heavy to continue this irony longer,
for it is manifest that whatever stranger took such a jour-
ney would be apt to think himself traveling in Lapland or
Iceland rather than in a country so favored by nature as
ours, both in fruitfulness of soil and temperature of cli-
mate. The miserable dress and diet, and dwelling of the
people; the general desolation in most parts of the king-
dom; the old seats of the nobility and gentry all in ruins,
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and no new ones in their stead; the families of farmers,
who pay great rents, living in filth and nastiness upon
buttermilk and potatoes, without a shoe or stocking to
their feet, or a house so convenient as an English hogsty
to receive them. These indeed may be comfortable sights
to an English spectator, who comes for a short time, only
to learn the language, and returns back to his own country,
whither he finds all his wealth transmitted.

‘¢ Nostra miseria magna est.”

There is not one argument used to prove the riches of
Ireland which is not a logical demonstration of its poverty.
The rise of our rents is squeezed out of the very blood, and
vitals, and clothes, and dwellings of the tenants, who live
worse than English beggars. The lowness of interest, in
all other countries a sign of wealth, is in us a proof of mis-
ery, there being no trade to employ any borrower. Hence
alone comes the dearness of land, since the savers have no
other way to lay out their money; hence the dearness of
necessaries of life, because the tenants cannot afford to
pay such extravagant rates for land (which they must take
or go a-begging) without raising the price of cattle and of
corn, although themselves should live upon chaff. Hence
our increase of building in this city, because workmen have
nothing to do but to employ one another, and one half of
them are infallibly undone. Hence the daily increase of
bankers, who may be a necessary evil in a trading country,
but so ruinous in ours; who, for their private advantage,
have sent away all our silver and one third of our gold; so
that within three years past the running cash of the na-
tion, which was about £500,000, is now less than two, and
must daily diminish unless we have liberty to coin as well
as that important kingdom the Isle of Man, and the mean-
est principality in the German empire, as I before observed.

I have sometimes thought that this paradox of the king-
dom’s growing rich is chiefly owing to those worthy gentle-
men the Bankers, who, except some custom-house officers,
birds of passage, oppressive thrifty squires, and a few
others who shall be nameless, are the only thriving people
among us; and I have often wished that a law were en-
acted to hang up half a dozen bankers every year, and
thereby interpose at least some short delay to the further
ruin of Ireland.
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Ye are idle! ye are idle! answered Pharaoh to the Israel-
ites when they complained to his majesty that they were
forced to make bricks without straw.

England enjoys every one of those advantages for en-
riching a nation which I have above enumerated, and into
the bargain a good million returned to them every year
without labor or hazard or one farthing value received on
our side; but how long we shall be able to continue the
payment I am not under the least concern. One thing I
know, that when the hen is starved to death there will be
no more golden eggs.

I think it a little inhospitable, and others may call it
a subtile piece of malice, that, because there may be a
dozen families in this town able to entertain their English
frends in a generous manner at their tables, their guests
upon their return to England shall report that we wallow
in riches and luxury.

Yet I confess I have known an hospital where all the
household officers grew rich, while the poor, for whose sake
it was built, were almost starving.

To conclude; if Ireland be a rich and flourishing king-
dom, its wealth and prosperity must be owing to certain
causes that are yet concealed from the whole race of man-
kind, and the effects are equally invisible. We need not
wonder at strangers when they deliver such paradoxes,
but a native or inhabitant of this kingdom who gives the
same verdict must be either ignorant to stupidity, or a
man-pleaser at the expense of all honor.

CONCERNING THE BRASS HALFPENCE COINED
BY MR. WOOD. BY M. B. DRAPIER.

From ‘ The Drapier Letters.’

LETTER I. To THE TRADESMEN, SHOPKEEPERS, F'ARMERS,
AND COMMON PEOPLE GENERALLY OF IRELAND.

Brethren, Friends, Countrymen and Subjects:
It having been many years since Copper Halfpence or
Farthings were last coined in this Kingdom, they have
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been for some time very scarce, and many counterfeits
passed about under the name of raps, several apphcatlons
were made to England, that we might have liberty to coin
new ones, as in former times we did; but they did not suc-
ceed. At last one Mr. Wood, a mean ordinary man, a hard-
ware dealer, procured a patent under his Majesty’s broad
seal to coin fourscore and ten thousand pounds in cop-
per for this kingdom, which patent however did not oblige
any one here to take them, unless they pleased. Now you
must know, that the halfpence and farthings in England
pass for very little more than they are worth. And if
you should beat them to pieces, and sell them to the braz-
ier you would not lose above a penny in a shilling. But
Mr. Wood made his halfpence of such base metal, and so
much smaller than the English ones, that the brazier
would not give you above a penny of good money for a
shilling of his; so that this sum of fourscore and ten
thousand pounds in good gold and silver, must be given
for trash that will not be worth above eight or nine thous-
and pounds real value. But this is not the worst, for Mr.
Wood when he pleases may by stealth send over another
and another fourscore and ten thousand pounds, and buy
all our goods for eleven parts in twelve, under the value.
For example, if a hatter sells a dozen of hats for five shill-
ings apiece, which amounts to three pounds, and receives
the payment in Mr. Wood’s coin, he really receives only
the value of five shillings.

Perhaps you will wonder how such an ordinary fellow
as this Mr. Wood could have so much interest as to get his
Majesty’s broad seal for so great a sum of bad money, to
be sent to this poor country, and that all the nobility and
gentry here could not obtain the same favor, and let us
make our own halfpence, as we used to do. Now I will
make that matter very plain. We are at a great distance
from the King’s court, and have nobody there to solicit for
us, although a great number of lords and squires, whose es-
tates are here, and are our countrymen, spending all their
lives and fortunes there. But this same Mr. Wood was
able to attend constantly for his own interest; he is an
Englishman and had great friends, and it seems knew very
well where to give money, to those that would speak to
others that could speak to the King and tell a fair story.
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And his Majesty, and perhaps the great lord or lords who
advised him, might think it was for our country’s good;
and so, as the lawyers express it, ¢ the King was deceived
in his grant,” which often happens in all reigns. And I
am sure if His Majesty knew that such a patent, if it
should take effect according to the desire of Mr. Wood,
would utterly ruin this kingdom, which hath given such
great proofs of its loyalty, he would immediately recall it,
and perhaps show his displeasure to somebody or other.
But “a word to the wise is enough.” Most of you must
have heard, with what anger our honorable House of Com-
mons received the account of this Wood’s patent. There
were several fine speeches made upon it, and plain proofs
that it was all A WICKED CHEAT from the bottom to the
top, and several smart votes were printed, which that
same Mr. Wood had the assurance to answer likewise in
print, and in so confident a way, as if he were a better man
than our whole Parliament put together.

This Wood, as soon as his patent was passed, or soon
after, sends over a great many barrels of these halfpence,
to Cork and other sea-port towns, and to get them off of-
fered an hundred pounds in his coin for seventy or eighty
in silver. But the collectors of the King’s customs very
honestly refused to take them, and so did almost every-
body else. And since the Parliament hath condemned
them and desired the King that they might be stopped, all
the kingdom do abominate them.

But Wood is still working underhand to force his half-
pence upon us, and if he can by help of his friends in
England prevail so far as to get an order that the commis-
sioners and collectors of the King’s money shall receive
them, and that the army is to be paid with them, then he
thinks his work shall be done. And this is the difficulty
you will be under in such a case. For the common soldier
when he goes to the market or alehouse will offer this
money, and if it be refused, perhaps he will swagger and
hector, and threaten to beat the butcher or alewife, or
take the goods by force, and throw them the bad halfpence.
In this and the like cases, the shopkeeper or victualler, or
any other tradesman has no more to do, than to demand
ten times the price of his goods, if it is to be paid in Wood’s
money; for example, twenty pence of that money for a
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quart of ale; and so in all things else, and not part with
his goods till he gets the money.

For suppose you go to an alehouse with that base
money, and the landlord gives you a quart for four of these
halfpence, what must the victualler do? His brewer will
not be paid in that coin, or if the brewer should be such a
fool, the farmers will not take it from them for their bere?!
because they are bound by their leases to pay their rents
in good and lawful money of England, which this is not,
or of Ireland neither, and the ’squire their landlord will
never be so bewitched to take such trash for rent, so that
it must certainly stop somewhere or other, and wherever
it stops it is the same thing, and we are all undone.

The common weight of these halfpence is between four
and five to an ounce, suppose five, then three shillings and
four pence will weigh a pound, and consequently twenty
shillings will weigh six pound butter weight. Now there
are many hundred farmers who pay two hundred pound
a year rent. Therefore when one of these farmers comes
with his half-year’s rent, which is one hundred pound, it
will be at least six hundred pound weight, which is a three
horse load.

If a ’squire has a mind to come to town to buy clothes
and wine and spices for himself and family, or perhaps to
pass the winter here; he must bring with him five to six
horses loaded with sacks as the farmers bring their coin;
and when his lady comes in her coach to our shops, it must
be followed by a car loaded with Mr. Wood’s money. And
I hope we shall have the grace to take it for no more than
it is worth.

They say ’Squire Conolly has sixteen thousand pound
a year; now if he sends for his rent to town, as it is likely
he does, he must have two hundred and forty horses to
bring up his half-year’s rent, and two or three great cellars
in his house for stowage. But what the bankers will do I
cannot tell. For I am assured, that some great bankers
keep by them forty thousand pounds in ready cash to an-
swer all payments, which sum, in Mr. Wood’s money, would
require twelve hundred horses to carry it.

For my own part, I am already resolved what to do; I
have a pretty good shop of Irish stuffs and silks, and in-

1 Bere, barley.
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stead of taking Mr. Wood’s bad copper, I intend to truck
with my neighbors the butchers, and bakers, and brewers,
and the rest, goods for goods, and the little gold and silver
I have, I will keep by me like my heart’s blood till better
times, or till I am just ready to starve, and then I will
buy Mr. Wood’s money as my father did the brass money
in K. James’s time, who could buy ten pound of it with a
guinea, and I hope to get as much for a pistole, and so
purchase bread from those who will be such fools as to sell
it me.

These halfpence, if they once pass, will soon be counter-
feited, because it may be cheaply done, the stuff is so base.
The Dutch likewise will probably do the same thing, and
send them over to us to pay for our goods. And Mr. Wood
will never be at rest but coin on: So that in some years
we shall have at least five times fourscore and ten thous-
and pound of this lumber. Now the current money of
this kingdom is not reckoned to be above four hundred
thousand pound in all, and while there is a silver sixpence
left these blood-suckers will never be quiet.

When once the kingdom is reduced to such a condition,
I will tell you what must be the end: The gentlemen of es-
tates will turn off their tenants for want of payment, be-
cause as I told you before, the tenants are obliged by their
leases to pay sterling which is lawful current money of
England ; then they will turn their own farmers, as too
many of them do already, run all into sheep where they
can, keeping only such other cattle as are necessary, then
they will be their own merchants and send their wool and
butter, and hides and linen beyond sea for ready money
and wine and spices and silks. They will keep only a few
miserable cottiers. The farmers must rob or beg, or leave
their country. The shopkeepers in this and every other
town, must break and starve: For it is the landed man
that maintains the merchant, and shopkeeper, and handi-
craftsman.

But when the ’squire turns farmer and merchant him-
self, all the good money he gets from abroad, he will hoard
up or send for England, and keep some poor tailor or
weaver and the like in his own house, who will be glad to
get bread at any rate.

I should never have done if I were to tell you all the
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miseries that we shall undergo if we be so foolish and
wicked as to take this CURSED COIN. It would be very
hard if all Ireland should be put into one scale, and this
sorry fellow Wood into the other, that Mr. Wood should
weigh down this whole kingdom, by which England gets
above a million of good money every year clear into their
pockets, and that is more than the English do by all the
world besides.

But your great comfort is, that His Majesty’s Patent
does not oblige you to take this money, so the laws have
not given the crown a power of forcing the subjects to take
what money the King pleases: For then by the same
reason we might be bound to take pebble-stones or cockle-
shells or stamped leather for current coin, if ever we
should happen to live under an ill prince, who might like-
wise by the same power make a guinea pass for ten pound,
a shilling for twenty shillings, and so on, by which he
would in a short time get all the silver and gold of the
kingdom into his own hands, and leave us nothing but
brass or leather or what he pleased. Neither is anything
reckoned more cruel or oppressive in the French govern-
ment than their common practice of calling in all their
money after they have sunk it very low, and then coining
it anew at a much higher value, which however, is not a
thousandth part so wicked as this abominable project of
Mr. Wood. For the French give their subjects silver for
silver and gold for gold, but this fellow will not so much
as give us good brass or copper for our gold and silver, or
even a twelfth part of their worth.

Having said this much, I will now go on to tell you the
judgments of some great lawyers in this matter, whom I
fee’d on purpose for your sakes, and got their opinions
under their hands, that I might be sure I went upon good
grounds.

A famous law-book, called ¢ The Mirror of Justice, dis-
coursing of the articles (or laws) ordained by our an-
cient kings declares the law to be as follows: “It was
ordained that no king of this realm should change, impair
or amend the money or make any other money than of gold
or silver without the assent of all the counties,” that is,
as my Lord Coke, says, without the assent of Parliament.

This book is very ancient, and of great authority for the
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time in which it was wrote, and with that character is
often quoted by that great lawyer my Lord Coke.

By the law of England, the several metals are divided
into lawful or true metal and unlawful or false metal,
the former comprehends silver or gold ; the latter all baser
metals: That the former is only to pass in payments ap-
pears by an act of Parliament made the twentieth year
of Edward the First, called the ‘ Statute concerning the
Passing of Pence,” which I give you here as I got it trans-
lated into English, for some of our laws at that time, were,
as I am told writ in Latin: “ Whoever in buying or sell-
ing presumeth to refuse an halfpenny or farthing of law-
ful money, bearing the stamp which it ought to have, let
him be seized on as a contemner of the King’s majesty,
and cast into prison.”

By this Statute, no person is to be reckoned a contem-
ner of the King’s majesty, and for that crime to be com-
mitted to prison, but he who refuses to accept the King’s
coin made of lawful metal, by which, as I observed above,
silver and gold only are intended.

That this is the true construction of the Act, appears
not only from the meaning of the words, but from my Lord
Coke’s observation upon it. ‘“ By this act,” (says he) “it
appears, that no subject can be forced to take in buying
or selling or other payments, any money made but of law-
ful metal; that is, of silver or gold.”

The law of England gives the King all mines of gold and
silver, but not mines of other metals, the reason of which
prerogative or power, as it is given by my Lord Coke is,
because money can be made of gold and silver, but not of
other metals.

Pursuant to this opinion halfpence and farthings were
anciently made of silver, which is most evident from the
Act of Parliament of Henry the 4th. chap. 4, by which it
is enacted as follows: ¢ Item, for the great scarcity that
is at present within the realm of England of halfpence and
farthings of silver, it is ordained and established that the
third part of all the money of silver plate which shall be
brought to the bullion, shall be made in halfpence and
farthings.” This shows that by the word “ halfpenny”
and “ farthing ” of lawful money in that statutes concern-
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ing the passing of pence, are meant a small coin in half-
pence and farthings of silver.

This is further manifest from the statute of the ninth
year of Edward the 3rd, chap. 3, which enacts, “ That no
sterling halfpenny or farthing be molten for to make ves-
sel, nor any other thing by goldsmiths, nor others, upon
forfeiture of the money so molten ” (or melted).

By another Act in this King’s reign black money was
not to be current in England, and by an act made in the
eleventh year of his reign Chap. 5, galley halfpence were
not to pass; what kind of coin these were I do not know,
but I presume they were made of base metal, and that
these acts were no new laws, but farther declarations of
the old laws relating to the coin.

Thus the law stands in relation to coin, nor is there any
example to the contrary, except one in Davis’s Reports,
who tells us that in the time of Tyrone’s rebellion Queen
Elizabeth ordered money of mixed metal to be coined in
the tower of London, and sent hither for payment of the
army, obliging all people to receive it and commanding
that all silver money should be taken only as bullion, that
is, for as much as it weighed. Davis tells us several par-
ticulars in this matter too long here to trouble you with,
and that the privy-council of this kingdom obliged a mer-
chant in England to receive this mixed money for goods
transmitted hither.

But this proceeding is rejected by all the best lawyers
as contrary to law, the Privy-council here having no such
power. And besides it is to be considered, that the Queen
was then under great difficulties by a rebellion in this king-
dom assisted from Spain, and whatever is done in great
exigencies and dangerous times should never be an example
to proceed by in seasons of peace and quietness.

I will now, my dear friends, to save you the trouble, set
before you in short, what the law obliges you to do, and
what it does not oblige you to do.

First: You are obliged to take all money in payments
which is coined by the King and is of the English standard
or weight, provided it be of gold or silver.

Secondly: You are not obliged to take any money
which is not of gold or silver—no, not the halfpence, or
farthings of England, or of any other country; and it is
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only for convenience and ease that you are content to
take them, because the custom of coining silver halfpence
and farthings hath long been left off, I will suppose on
account of their being subject to be lost.

Thirdly: Much less are you obliged to take these vile
halfpence of that same Wood, by which you must lose al-
most eleven-pence in every shilling.

Therefore, my friends, stand to it one and all; refuse
this filthy trash. It is no treason to rebel against Mr.
Wood. His Majesty in his patent obliges nobody to take
these halfpence—our gracious prince hath no so ill advisers
about him; or if he had, yet you see the laws have not left
it in the King’s power to force us to take any coinsbut
what is lawful, of right standard gold and silver; there-
fore you have nothing to fear.

And let me in the next place apply myself particularly
to you who are the poor sort of tradesmen: perhaps you
may think that you will not be so great losers as the rich,
if these halfpence should pass, because you seldom see any
silver, and your customers come to your shops or stalls
with nothing but brass, which you likewise find hard to be
got; but you may take my word, whenever this money
gains footing among you, you will be utterly undone: if
you carry these halfpence to a shop for tobacco or brandy,
or any other thing you want, the shopkeeper will advance
his goods accordingly, or else he must break, and leave the
key under the door. Do you think I will sell a yard of ten-
penny stuff for twenty of Mr. Wood’s halfpence? No, not
under two hundred at least: neither will I be at the trouble
of counting, but weigh them in a lump; I will tell you one
thing further, that if Mr. Wood’s project should take, it
will ruin even our beggars; for when I give a beggar an
halfpenny, it will quench his thirst, or go a good way to
fill his belly, but the twelfth part of a halfpenny will do
him no more service than if I gave him three pins out of
my sleeve.

In short these halfpence are like “ the accursed thing
which,” as the Scripture tells us, “ the children of Israel
were forbidden to touch;” they will run about like the
plague and destroy every one who lays his hands upon
them. I have heard scholars talk of a man who told a king
that he had invented a way to torment people by putting
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them into a bull of brass with fire under it, but the prince
put the projector first into his brazen bull to make the ex-
periment; this very much resembles the project of Mr.
Wood, and the like of this may possibly be Mr. Wood’s
fate, that the brass he provided to torment this kingdom
with may prove his own torment, and his destruction at
last.

EXTRACT
From ¢ The Journal to Stella.’

I know it is neither wit nor diversion to tell you every
day where I dine; but I fancy I shall have, some time or
other, the curiosity of seeing some particulars how I passed
my life when I was absent from M. D. this time; and so I
tell you now that I dined to-day at Molesworth’s, the
Florence envoy’s; then went to the coffee-house, where I
behaved myself coldly enough to Mr. Addison; and so
came home to scribble. We dine together to-morrow and
next day by invitation; but I shall alter my behavior to
him till he begs my pardon, or else we shall grow bare ac-
quaintance. I am weary of friends and friendships are all
monsters but M. D’s. . . . How do I know whether china
be dear or not? I once took a fancy of resolving to grow
mad for it, but now it is off. And so you only want some
salad-dishes and plates, and etc. Yes, yes, you shall. I
suppose you have named as much as will cost five pounds.
Now to Stella’s little postscript; and I am almost crazed
that you vex yourself for not writing. Cannot you dictate
to Dingley and not strain your little dear eyes? I am sure
it is the grief of my soul to think you are out of order.
Pray be quiet, and if you will write, shut your eyes, and
write just a line and no more, thus: How do you do, Mrs.
Stella? That was written with my eyes shut. . . . O then,
you kept Presto’s little birthday? Would to God I had
been with you! Rediculous, Madam! I suppose you mean
ridiculous? 1 have mended it in your letter. And can
Stella read this writing without hurting her dear eyes?
O faith, I am afraid not. Have a care of those eyes, pretty
Stella. . . . What, will you still have the impudence to

Wri;g London, England, because 1 write Dublin, Ireland?
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Ts there no difference between London and Dublin, saucy-
box? The session, I doubt, will not be over till the end
of April; however I shall not wait for it if the minis-
try will let me go sooner. I wish I were just now in my
little garden at Laracor. I would set out for Dublin early
on Monday, and bring you an account of my young trees.
. . . I would fain be at the beginning of my willows-grow-
ing. Percival tells me that the quicksets upon the flat in
the garden do not grow so well as those famous ones in the
ditch. They want digging about them. The cherry-trees
by the river-side I have set my heart upon. . . . See how
my style is altered by living and thinking and talking
among these people instead of my canal and river walk
and willows. Yes, faith, I hope in God, Presto and M.D.
will be together this time twelvemonths. What then?
Last year, I suppose, I was at Laracor; but next I hope to
eat my Michaelmas goose at my little goose’s lodgings. I
drink no aile (I suppose you mean ale), but yet good wine
every day of five or six shillings the bottle. O Lord, how
much Stella writes. Pray do not carry that too far, young
woman, but be temperate to hold out. . . . Percival tells
me he can sell your horse. Pray let him know that he
shall sell his soul as soon. What! Sell anything that
Stella loves, and maybe rides! And so God Almighty pro-
tect poor, dear, dear, dear, dearest M. D. ’Night, dear-
est little M. D. i

THOUGHTS ON VARIOUS SUBJECTS.

We have just enough religion to make us hate, but not
enough to make us love, one another.

Positiveness is a good quality for preachers and orators,
because ke that would obtrude his thoughts and reasons upon
a multitude, will convince others the more as he appears con-
vinced himself.

The latter part of a wise man’s life is taken up in curing the
follies, prejudices, and false opinions he had contracted in the
former.

When a true genius appears in the world you may know him
Ey this sign, that the dunces are all in confederacy against

im.

Some men, under the notions of weeding out prejudices,

eradicate virtue, honesty, and religion.
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I have known some men possessed of good qualities which
were very serviceable to others, but useless to themselves;
like a sun-dial on the front of a house, to inform the neighbors
and passengers, but not the owner within.

The reason why so few marriages are happy, is, because
young ladies spend their time in making nets, not in making
cages.

Ambition often puts men upon doing the meanest offices; so
climbing is performed in the same posture with creeping.,

Censure is the tax a man pays to the public for being
eminent.

An idle reason lessens the weight of the good ones you gave
before.

The common fluency of speech in many men and most women
is owing to a scarcity of matter and a scarcity of words; for
whoever is a master of language, and hath a mind full of
ideas, will be apt in speaking to hesitate upon the choice of
both; whereas common speakers have only one set of ideas
and one set of words to clothe them in; and these are always
ready at the mouth : so people come faster out of a church when
it is almost empty than when a crowd is at the door.

Few are qualified to shine in company, but it is in most
men’s power to be agreeable. The reason therefore why con-
versation runs so low at present, is not the defect of under-
standing, but pride, vanity, ill-nature, affectation, singularity,
positiveness, or some other vice, the effect of a wrong edu-
cation.

I have known several persons of great fame for wisdom in
public affairs and counsels, governed by foolish servants.

I have known men of the greatest cunning perpetually
cheated.

Every man desires to live long; but no man would be old.

That was excellently observed, say I, when I read a passage
in an author where his opinion agrees with mine. When we
differ, there I pronounce him to be mistaken.

ON THE DEATH OF DR. SWIFT.!

As Rochefoucault his maxims drew
From nature, I believe them true:

10ccasioned by reading the following maxim in Rochefoucault : ¢ Dans
Padversité de nos meilleurs amis nous trouvons toujours quelque chose qui
ne nous déplait pas.”—* In the adversity of our best friends we always
find something that does not displease us.”
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They argue no corrupted mind
In him; the fault is in mankind.

This maxim more than all the rest
Is thought too base for human breast:
“In all distresses of our friends
We first consult our private ends;

While Nature, kindly bent to ease us,
Points out some circumstance to please us.”
If this perhaps your patience move,

Let reason and experience prove.

. .

I have no title to aspire;
Yet, when you sink, I seem the higher.
In Pope I cannot read a line
But with a sigh I ywish it mine;
When he can in one couplet fix
More sense than I can do in six;
It gives me such a jealous fit,
I cry, “ Pox take him and his wit!”
I grieve to be outdone by Gay
In my own humorous biting way.
Arbuthnot is no more my friend,
Who dares to irony pretend,
Which I was borne to introduce,
Refined it first, and showed its use.
St. John, as well as Pulteney, knows
That I had some repute for prose;
And, till they drove me out of date,
Could maul a minister of state.
If they had mortified my pride,
And made me throw my pen aside;
If with such talents Heaven has blessed ’em,
Have I not reason to detest ’em?
To all my foes, dear Fortune, send
Thy gifts! but never to my friend:
I tamely can endure the first
But this with envy makes me burst.
Thus much may serve by way of proem;
Proceed we therefore to our poem.
The time is not remote when I
Must by the course of nature die;
When I foresee, my special friends
Will try to find their private ends;
And, though ’t is hardly understood
Which way my death can do them good,
Yet, thus, methinks, I hear them speak:
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¢ See, how the dean begins to break!
Poor gentleman, he droops apace!
You plainly find it in his face.
That old vertigo in his head
Will never leave him till he’s dead.
Besides, his memory decays:
He recollects not what he says;
He cannot call his friends to mind:
Forgets the place where last he dined;
Plies you with stories o’er and o’er;
He told them fifty times before.
How does he fancy we can sit
To hear his out-of-fashion wit?
But he takes up with younger folks,
Who for his wine will bear his jokes.
Faith! he must make his stories shorter
Or change his comrades once a quarter:
In half the time he talks them round,
There must another set be found.
“TFor poetry he’s past his prime:
He takes an hour to find a rhyme;
His fire is out, his wit decayed,
His fancy sunk, his Muse a jade.
I’d have him throw away his pen;—
But there’s no talking to some men!”
And then their tenderness appears
By adding largely to my years:
“ He’s older than he would be reckoned,
And well remembers Charles the Second.
He hardly drinks a pint of wine;
And that, I doubt, is no good sign.
His stomach too begins to fail:
Last year we thought him strong and hale;
But now he’s quite another thing:
I wish he may hold out till spring!”
They hug themselves, and reason thus:
“1t is not yet so bad with us!”

o

Yet, should some neighbor feel a pain
Just in the parts where I complain,
How many a message would he send!
What hearty prayers that 1 should mend!
Inquire what regimen I kept;
What gave me ease, and how I slept?
‘And more lament when I was dead
Than all the snivelers round my bed.
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My good companions, never fear;
For, though you may mistake a year,
Though your prognostics run too fast,
They must be verified at last.
Bebold the fatal day arrive!
“How is the dean? ”—*“ He’s just alive.”
Now the departing prayer is read;
“He hardly breathes.”—“ The dean is dead.”
Before the passing bell begun,
The news through half the town is run.
“O! may we all for death prepare!
What has he left? and who’s his heir? ”
“1 know no more than what the news is;
’T is all bequeathed to public uses.”—
“To public uses! there’s a whim!
What has the public done for him?
Mere envy, avarice, and pride:
He gave it all—but first he died.
And had the dean, in all the nation,
No worthy friend, no poor relation?
So ready to do strangers good,
Forgettmg his own flesh and blood!”
Here shlft the scene to represent
How those I love my death lament.
Poor Pope would grieve a month, and Gay
A week, and Arbuthnot a day.
St. John himself will scarce forbear
To bite his pen and drop a tear.
The rest will give a shrug, and cry,
“I’m sorry—but we all must die.”

When we are lashed they kiss the rod,
Resigning to the will of God.

The fools, my juniors by a year,
Are tortured with suspense and fear;
Who wisely thought my age a screen,
‘When death approached, to stand between:
The screen removed, their hearts ‘are trembling;
They mourn for me without dissembling.

My female friends, whose tender hearts
Have better learned to aect their parts,
Receive the news in doleful dumps
“The dean is dead: (Pray, what is trumps‘?)
Then lord have mercy on his soul!

(Ladies, I°11 venture for the vole.)
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Six deans, they say, must bear the pall:
(I wish I knew what king to call.)
Madam, your husband will attend
The funeral of so good a friend.
No, madam, 't is a shocking sight;
And he’s engaged to-morrow night:
My lady Club will take it ill
If he should fail her at quadrille.
He loved the dean— (I lead a heart),
But dearest friends, they say, must part.
His time has come: he ran his race;
We hope he ’s in a better place.”

Why do we grieve that friends should die?
No loss more easy to supply.
One year is past; a different scene:
No further mention of the dean;
Who now, alas! no more is missed
Than if he never did exist.
Where ’s now this favorite of Apollo?
Departed :—and his works must follow;
Must undergo the common fate;
His kind of wit is out of date.

¥ As for his works in verse and prose,

I own myself no judge of those;

Nor can I tell what critics thought ’em:
But this I know, all people bought ’em.
As with a moral view designed

To cure the vices of mankind:

His vein, ironically grave,

Exposed the fool and lashed the knave.
To steal a hint was never known,

But what he writ was all his own.

“ He never thought an honor done him
Because a duke was proud to own him;
Would rather slip aside and choose
To talk with wits in dirty shoes;
Despised the fools with stars and garters,
So often seen caressing Chartres.

He never courted men in station,
Nor persons held in admiration;

Of no man’s greatness was afraid,
Because he sought for no man’s aid.
Though trusted long in great affairs,
He gave himself no haughty airs:
Without regarding private ends,
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Spent all his credit for his friends;
And only chose the wise and good;
No flatterers; no allies in blood;
But succored virtue in distress,

And seldom failed of good success.

As numbers in their hearts must own,
Who but for him had been unknown.

“ With princes kept a due decorum,

But never stood in awe before ’em.
He followed David’s lesson, just,
In princes never put thy trust:

And would you make him truly sour,
Provoke him with a slave in power.
The Irish senate if you named,

With what impatience he declaimed!
Fair LiBerTY was all his cry,

For her he stood prepared to die;
For her he boldly stood alone;

For her he oft exposed his own.

Two kingdoms, just as faction led,
Had set a price upon his head;

But not a traitor could be found

To sell him for six hundred pound.

“ Had he but spared his tongue and pen,
He might have rose like other men:
But power was never in his thought,
And wealth he valued not a groat;
Ingratitude he often found,

And pitied those who meant the wound:
But kept the tenor of his mind,

To merit well of humankind:

Nor made a sacrifice of those

Who still were true, to please his foes.
He labored many a fruitless hour

To reconcile his friends in power;
Saw mischief by a faction brewing,
While they pursued each other’s ruin.
But finding vain was all his care,

He left the court in mere despair.

“ And oh! how short are human schemes!
Here ended all our golden dreams.
What St. John’s skill in state affairs,
What Ormond’s valor, Oxford’s cares,
To save their sinking country lent,

‘Was all destroyed by one event.
Too soon that precious life was ended
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On which alone our weal depended.

When up a dangerous faction starts,

With wrath and vengeance in their hearts;

By solemn league and covenant bound

To ruin, slaughter and confound;

To turn religion to a fable,

And make the government a Babel;

Pervert the laws, disgrace the gown,

Corrupt the senate, rob the crown;

To sacrifice Old England’s glory,

And make her infamous in story:

When such a tempest shook the land,

How could unguarded Virtue stand?

With horror, grief, despair, the dean

Beheld the dire destructive scene:

His friends in exile or the Tower,

Himself within the frown of power;

Pursued by base envenomed pens

Far to the lands of saints and fens;

A servile race in folly nursed,

Who truckle most when treated worst.
“ By innocence and resolution,

He bore continued persecution,

While numbers to preferment rose

Whose merits were to be his foes;

When even his own familiar friends,

Intent upon their private ends,

Like renegadoes now he feels

Against him lifting up their heels.
“The dean did by his pen defeat

An infamous destructive cheat;

Taught fools their interest how to know,

And gave them arms to ward the blow.

Envy has owned it was his doing.

To save that hapless land from ruin;

While they who at the steerage stood,

And reaped the profit, sought his blood.
“To save them from their evil fate,

In him was held a crime of state.

A wicked monster on the bench,

‘Whose fury blood could never quench;

As vile and profligate a villain

As modern Scroggs or old Tresilian;

Who long all justice had discarded,

Nor feared he God, nor man regarded,

Vowed on the dean his rage to vent,
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And make him of his zeal repent:
But Heaven his innocence defends,
The grateful people stand his friends;
Nor strains of law, nor judge’s frown,
Nor topics brought to please the crown,
Nor witness hired, nor jury picked,
Prevail to bring him in convict.

“In exile, with a steady heart,
He spent his life’s declining part,
‘Where folly, pride, and faction sway,
Remote from St. John, Pope, and Gay,
His friendships there, to few confined,
Were always of the middling kind;
No fools of rank, a mongrel breed,
Who fain would pass for lords indeed:
Where titles give no right or power,
And peerage is a withered flower;
He would have held it a disgrace
If such a wretch had known his face.
On rural squires, that kingdom’s bane,
He vented off his wrath in vain;

In every job to have a share,
A jail or turnpike to repair;
And turn the tax for public roads,
Commodious to their own abodes.

“ Perhaps I may allow the dean
Had too much satire in his vein,
And seemed determined not to starve it,
Because no age could more deserve it.
Yet malice never was his aim;
He lashed the vice, but spared the name;
No individual could resent,
Where thousands equally were meant;
Hig satire points at no defect
But what all mortals may correct;
For he abhorred that senseless tribe
Who call it humor when they gibe;
He spared a hump or crooked nose,
Whose owners set not up for beaux.
True genuine dullness moved his pity,
Unless it offered to be witty.
Those who their ignorance confessed .
He ne’er offended with a jest;
But laughed to hear an idiot quote
A verse from Horace learned by rote.
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“He knew a hundred pleasing stories,
With all the turns of Whigs and Tories;
Was cheerful to his dying day,

And friends would let him have his way.

“ He gave the little wealth he had
To build a house for fools and mad;

And showed by one satiric touch
No nation wanted it so much.
That kingdom he had left his debtor,
I wish it soon may have a better.”

TO STELLA,
VISITING ME IN MY SICKNESS, 1720.

When on my sickly couch I lay,

Impatient both of night and day,

Lamenting in unmanly strains,

Called every power to ease my pains;

Then Stella ran to my relief,

With cheerful face and inward grief,

And, though by Heaven’s severe decree

She suffers hourly more than me,

No cruel master could require,

From slaves employed for daily hire,

What Stella, by her friendship warmed

With vigor and delight performed:

My sinking spirits now supplies

With cordials in her hands and eyes:

Now with a soft and silent tread

Unheard she moves about my bed.

I see her taste each nauseous draught,

And so obligingly am caught;

I bless the hand from whence they came,

Nor dare distort my face for shame.
Best patterns of true friends! beware;

You pay too dearly for your care,

If, while your tenderness secures

My life, it must endanger yours;

For such a fool was never found,

Who pulled a palace to the ground,

Only to have the ruins made

Materials for a house decayed.
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TWELVE ARTICLES.

I. Lest it may more quarrels breed,
I will never hear you read.

II. By disputing I will never,
To convince you, once endeavor.

III. When a paradox you stick to,
I will never contradict you.

IV. When I talk and you are heedless,
I will show no anger needless.

V. When your speeches are absurd,
I will ne’er object a word.

VI. When you, furious, argue wrong,
I will grieve and hold my tongue.

VII. Not a jest or humorous story
Will 1 ever tell before ye:
To be chidden for explaining,
When you quite mistake the meaning,

VIII. Never more will I suppose
You can taste my verse or prose.

. IX. You no more at me shall fret,
" While I teach and you forget.

X. You shall never hear me thunder
When you blunder on, and blunder.

XI. Show your poverty of spirit,
And in dress place all your merit;
Give yourself ten thousand airs;
That with me shall break no squares.

XII. Never will I give advice
Till you please to ask me thrice:
Which if you in scorn reject,
T will be just as I expect.
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TIME.

Ever eating, never cloying,
All-devouring, all destroying,
Never finding full repast

Till I eat the world at last.

A CIRCLE.

I’m up and down and round about,

Yet all the world can’t find me out;

Though hundreds have employed their leisure,
They never yet could find my measure.

I’m found in almost every garden,

Nay, in the compass of a farthing,

There’s neither chariot, coach, nor mill,

Can move an inch except I will.

THE VOWELS.

We are little airy creatures,

All of different voice and features;
One of us in glass is set,

One of us you’ll find in jet,

T’ other you may see in tin,

And the fourth a box within:

If the fifth you should pursue,

It can never fly from you.



JOHN F. TAYLOR.
(—— 1902))

Joux F. TAYLOR was a member of the Irish bar, who occasionally
wrote on Irish subjects for the magazines. He was a Dublin jour-
nalist and a correspondent of The Manchester Guardian for many
years.

He wrote verses in the Irish periodicals over the signature of
‘“Ridgeway ” and published ‘A Life of Owen Roe O’Neill.” He
died December, 1902.

A CENTURY OF SUBJECTION.
From ¢ A Life of Owen Roe O'Neill.’

The O’Neills had ruled as princes in Ulster for cen-
turies, and eighty successive chiefs of the name, accord-
ing to the Chroniclers, had been solemnly installed in
power at the Rath of Tallahogue before Con the Lame
(Con Bocagh) accepted the earldom of Tyr-Owen from
King Henry VIII. in 1542, abandoning the simple title of
“ O’Neill ” so hateful to English ears. In that same year
the King of England was for the first time proclaimed
King of Ireland, and the two countries, England and Ire-
land, were declared to be thenceforward indissolubly con-
nected by law. A few years before, Henry had struck a
heavy blow at the feudal semi-independent nobles of the
Pale, by sweeping off the whole house of Kildare; when in
1537, Silken Thomas and his uncles were put to death at
Tyburn, the line of the great Geraldines closed, and the
Anglo-Normans in Ireland were left without any recog-
nized head. It was at this time, too, that Henry was de-
clared Supreme Head of the Church in Ireland, and all
ecclesiastical jurisdiction was vested by law in the hands
of Protestant churchmen, who became mere civil servants.
I'rom an Irish Parliament the king had nothing to fear.
The parliament was nothing but an assembly of the Eng-
lish in Ireland. Even such little power as it had exer-
cised in former times had been taken away in the previous
reign, when in a moment of panic it committed suicide by
passing Poynings’ Act at Drogheda, in 1495, binding all
future parliaments not to propose any legislation without

5000
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having first obtained the assent of the English king or
council. With Nobles, Church, and Parliament at his
feet, Henry held undisputed power in Ireland, and no
contending authority of any kind remained to limit, ham-
per, or control his government.

There were at this time three distinct peoples in Ire-
land—the Ancient Irish; the amalgamated Norman-Irish,
usually called the New Irish; and the Ancient English of
the Pale. No deep or lasting lines of hostility separated
these three peoples. For when the Statute of Kilkenny
was passed in 1367, ordering all Englishmen in Ireland to
cut off communication with the natives, few of the nobler
Anglo-Norman houses obeyed that decree. Outside the
Pale, indeed, the statute rather hastened amalgamation;
and although within the Pale it was for some time ob-
served, it gradually fell into desuetude in the fifteenth
century, and England was too busy elsewhere to look after
its observance. The lines of division grew fainter and
fainter until it seemed as if all traces of difference should
soon fade away. But new disturbing influences now came
in, and religious rancor acerbated national animosity.
Those who refused to acknowledge the spiritual suprem-
acy of Henry were put outside the protection of the law.
Cathedrals, churches, and abbeys, and the lands by which
they were maintained, were taken from Catholics and
handed over to Protestants, except in some rare instances
when Catholic consciences were elastic enough to acknowl-
edge Henry’s claims.

These claims, however, could only be enforced within
the limits of the Pale, which was now once more hemmed
in from the rest of Ireland by a new dividing line. For
two centuries the limits of the English Pale had not ad-
vanced into Irish quarters. The Bruce campaign of 1314~
18 had rolled back the tide of invasion almost to the gates
of Dublin, and there up to Tudor times it has stood. But
it was part of Henry’s policy to make real the kingship
which he claimed. If his predecessors, who had been
merely lords of Ireland, were contented with the sub-
mission of the Pale he for his part was resolved not to
stop short of dominion over the whole island. Conquest
recommenced, and wars of aggression on the native chiefs
followed one another quickly. The completion of the con-
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quest of Ireland was the Tudor programme, and the com-
pletion was accomplished precisely at the extinction of
the Tudor dynasty. Terrible slaughters and devastation
took place during the sixty years that elapsed from Con Bo-
cagh’s submission until Con’s grandson, the great Hugh
O’Neill, submitted at Mellifont on the very day of Eliza-
beth’s death.

It was in these years that Munster was laid desolate in
the frightful “ Desmond waste” (1571), and the old Celtic
population was exiled from Leix, and Offaly, the King’s
County and the Queen’s. New English settlers came and
occupied the confiscated lands, and a new tide of invasion
swelled and rolled as wave after wave of bold adventurers
poured into Ireland carrying destruction in their wake.
These new adventurers made settlements on the conquered
lands and the limits of Englishry were extended daily. In
Ulster, however, no such lodgment was attempted. Little
scattered bodies of Scotch were splashed on the Eastern
seaboard of Antrim, but up to O’Neill’s submission in
1603 Ulster was still substantially -unmixed “ Ancient
Irish.” To them the accession of James the First irre-
sistibly brought hopes of a better day. James had
boasted of his descent from the Irish Fergus, the con-
queror of Scotland. He was dear to the Catholics as the
son of the most romantic of queens, for Ireland had been
deeply moved by the sufferings and death of Mary, Queen
of Scots. Hugh O’Neill and James had been in alliance,
and it looked as if the Saxon supremacy was about to
pass,” and that the Celt once more was to have his day.
Great rejoicings took place in Ireland. Bards foretold
the golden days at hand when, under a Gaelic king, Gael
and Goall should live in brotherhood and peace. For the
first time all the Irish people were claimed as subjects of
the English Crown. For the first time, too, all Ireland
lay calm, peaceful, and exhausted, and the time for mag-
nanimous statesmanship had come.

To the wise reforming ruler, sympathetically approach-
ing the Irish problem, there could not come a more auspi-
cious moment, but it soon became clear that James was
not the man for such a task. The sword was no longer
used or needed, but James’ agents effected by fraud what
the Tudor soldiers had effected by force. For open
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tyranny chicane was substituted. Adventurers ravened
for spoils, and they employed in procuring them the
weapons of the forger, the cheat and the false witness.
Unwary victims were lured into the meshes of a law un-
known and unintelligible to them, and their ignorance
and credulity became the instruments of their ruin. Land-
owners were encouraged to surrender their lands on the
promise of better and safer titles; but the surrenders once
made, the titles were either refused, or granted with de-
liberate flaws which afterwards worked the annulment of
the grants. The first blow fell on Ulster. The Bann and
Foyle fisheries had been in the immemorial possession of
the O’Neills; and Hugh, the Earl, had received a grant
from the King of all the lands and appurtenances of the
clan. By subtle quibbles it was now sought to deprive him
of his seigniorial rights over these fisheries. They were
taken from him and granted to adventurers. When he ex-
postulated he was threatened with worse treatment still.
His clansmen, now his tenants, were urged by castle agents
to pay him no rent, and they had to come secretly to Dun-
dalk, where he lived to escape the eyes of the officials.
Hugh was harassed with summons after summons call-
ing him to answer in Castle Chamber for charges unsub-
stantiated by a tittle of proof. Warned from abroad by an
Irish officer of an intended charge of treasonable conspir-
acy about to be brought against him, and knowing well
that his life was aimed at so that his lands might be
seized, he with kith and kin sailed away from Ireland in
1607.

The confiscators were now let loose in Ulster; but the
Chichesters and Hamiltons had to share the plunder with
great commercial “adventurers.”” Lord Bacon had very
strongly advocated a settlement or ¢ plantation” of ¢ es-
tated tenants’’ with fixed rights independent of any lord
or landowner, and great London companies were willing
to carry out this scheme. This was a terrible blow to the
clansmen, for to make room for yeoman ‘ planters” it
was necessary that the clansmen should go. Now the
clansmen were in no way involved in O’Neill’s alleged con-
spiracy, and O’Neill had by Brehon law no more right to
the lands of the clan than a managing director has to the
property of the shareholders. But these considerations
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did not stand in the way. By a test known as the case of
Tanistry, a judgment of the courts was obtained against
Brehon law, and as, by the royal grace, the common law
of England had been extended to all Ireland, it followed
that all rights and titles recognized by Brehon jurispru-
dence were no longer of any avail. All land was held
mediately or immediately from the king, and as the Earl
of Tyrone had forfeited his estate to the king, all those
who held under him were involved in the destruction of
his title.

O’Donnell’s clansmen were similarly involved in the
ruin of their chief; and two years later, in 1609, the
O’Doghertys were ousted from all legal right to their
lands by the forfeiture declared against young Sir Cahir
O’Dogherty, Owen Roe’s brother-in-law. All Ulster was
given over to the devourers, and although self-interest,
humanity and fear modified the plans of expropriation,
the clearance was effective and thorough. Ulster was
made the most miserable of the provinces, by a parody of
the forms of law subdued to the uses of the swindler and
the cheat. The chief contriver of these fraudulent prac-
tices was Sir John Davies, who by a few gracious words
has won for himself a respected name through the kind-
ness of historians. He was in truth an unprincipled ad-
venturer, and, as James’s attorney-general, was the ready
and eager adviser in every scheme of plunder.

It was part of the policy of Davies to introduce the
forms of the English constitution into Ireland, only to
distort them from their original purpose. A parliament
of all Ireland was called; but it was packed with Castle
clerks and assistants returned for imaginary boroughs
created by royal writ. Trial by jury was introduced; but
sheriffs carefully chose “safe’” men, and if Catholie
jurors declined to find priests guilty of having celebrated
mass their “ recalcitrance” was put forward as a proof of
the unfitness of Papists to serve on juries at all. Although
the penal statutes of Elizabeth were graciously allowed to
lapse, old acts passed against Rome “ in Catholic times”
were now resuscitated; and by Father Lalor’s trial and
condemnation for premunire in 1607, Davies accom-
plished all the purposes of Elizabeth’s Acts through the
older acts of Edward IIIL and of Richard II. Priests were
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again banned, churches were closed, schools suppressed,
and education forbidden.

Then the great exodus began. Irish students had to
seek abroad for intellectual training and scholarship. A
number of colleges were founded by Irish piety and mu-
nificence, and the youth of Ireland thronged these homes
of learning, which stretched like lines of light from Lou-
vain to Rome, and from Salamanca to Prague. While
Waterford see was polluted by the abominable Atherton,!
the sons of Waterford City, the Lombards and Whites and
Waddings were the counselors of cardinals and kings.
The sages and scholars of Ireland were in exile and the
light of knowledge faded from the land. Swordsmen as
well as bookmen fled from Ireland to seek careers abroad.
Irish Catholic soldiers had fought against Hugh O’Neill
at the close of the seven years’ war against Elizabeth.
They found themselves now turned adrift, and nothing re-
mained for them but to fly from their unhappy country.
Irish “swordsmen ” were already famous in great Conti-
nental armies, and during the first quarter of the seven-
teenth century Irishmen joined the ranks of the Spanish,
Austrian, French, and even Swedish forces.? The English
officials gave hearty encouragement to this flight from Ire-
land and were at no loss for high reasons and lofty justifi-
cation for their policy. Thousands of young Irishmen
thronged into the Spanish service. Captains and colonels
rapidly procured commissions for raising regiments, and
at stated times the Irish harbors were filled with ships
bearing brave men away forever from their native land.
The drain grew greater as confiscations increased; and
although rulers came and went, policy glided on in satis-
factory continuity, names only changing as Mountjoy, Chi-
chester, St. John, and Falkland succeeded one another.

In Ulster the rich valleys were occupied by the Scotch
planters, and the houseless and landless clansmen, hud-

1Carte doubts his guilt of the loathsome charges for which he was
hanged, and believes that Boyle, Earl of Cork, by subornation, procured
his judicial murder. In such a mire of iniquity, who can pick his steps ?

2 Attempts were made to induce the clansmen of Ulsterto join the army
of Gustavus Adolphus, and many were shipped for Sweden. But they
must have in some way eluded their guards, as there is no instance of an
Irish regiment in Swedish service, nor could Dr. Sigerson, a ripe Norse

scholar, find any trace of Irish swordsmen in Sweden, although he made
special and minute inquiries.
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dled on the mountain tops in their poor, rude, wicker
cots called “ creaghts,” or ¢ keraghts,” followed the herds
of cattle which were now their sole wealth. These wan-
dering outcasts sent many soldiers to the wars; but they
still remained at home in numbers uncomfortably large for
the planters. Mysterious midnight drilling went on.
Clouds of priests and friars passed to and fro between Ire-
land and the Continent. Rumors of Tyrone’s return were
heard everywhere. “ He would come; he was coming; he
had come.” To those who asked if a rising were lawful
in the eye of the Church, priests dexterously distinguished
between rebellion and a war of restoration. * Tyrone
might have become a rebel,” they said; “ but O’Neill ecan-
not.” The saying stamps the character of the new rising.
It was to be no revolt against the ancient over-lordship of
the English king. It was a rising for the old tribal king-
dom of the clan against the new claims of sovereignty, the
assertion of which for over a hundred years had brought
such desolation on the whole land.

But there were others who took wider views. Some
among the leaders of the people thought that the time had
come for a national movement for liberty. Old barriers
were broken down, and the tie of common creed be-
gan to unite races and tribes long torn asunder by hatred,
jealousy, and prejudice. The ¢ Ancient Irish” of Ulster,
Connaught, and Wicklow were for once united in interest
with their old hereditary enemies, the English of the Pale.
Priests and bishops encouraged this new spirit and fanned
the flame of national consciousness and unity. Outlaws
themselves, they came from abroad in rude crazy barks,
on dark nights when seas were breaking, and winds were
in uproar, so that they might escape the foeman and the
spy. Then lurking in cave and mountain fastnesses, they
gathered their flocks around them and told them what
popes and emperors were doing, and how in God’s good
time Erin should again be free. Captains and colonels
came too, rousing the men at home to be ready when the
men abroad should return. England, it was thought,
should be swept into the vortex of European troubles, and
then the blow for Irish liberty should be struck. But Eng-
land kept aloof from European complications, and Hugh,
the great earl, went down to his grave in 1616 without
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having once caught one gleam of hope during his nine
weary years of exile. With his death all purpose seemed
to die out in Ireland. The stillness of the tomb settled
over the whole land, and English statesmen boasted that
the Irish sphinx had yielded up her secret, and that reso-
lute and salutary restraint soon overcame all unruliness in
the strange wayward island. For twenty-five years that
hymn of victory went up. The ashes of assassinated Ire-
land at last reposed in their final resting place; and Eng-
land’s great mission in the world should no longer be im-
peded by the importunate outlaw at her door.

What healing measures came during these twenty-five

ears? What thought was taken of Ireland? What pol-
icy was adopted? New confiscations took place in Wick-
Jow and in Connaught, and heavier blows than ever fell
npon unhappy Ulster ; while the machinery of Church and
State worked out the degradation of the people, steeping
them in ignorance, poverty, and terror. Forgery and fraud
were as efficacious as ever; and the highest in the land
stooped, as in the attempted spoliation of the O’Byrnes of
Wicklow, to subornation of perjury and to perjury itself.
One of the most skillful and persevering of these legal
swindlers was the insatiable Boyle, queerly called ¢ The
Great Earl of Cork.” With gospel precepts on his lips
this plunderer waded to wealth through the blood of his
victims, and therewithal he much increased his store and
piously rejoiced in the abundance which the Lord had
given unto him. His counsels were ever at the disposal of
active confiscators, and he now and then rebuked the
“remissness ” of the officials in Dublin for not putting
such “ practices ” into more frequent operation.

In 1632 Spenser’s “ View of the State of Ireland ” was
published, and its publication struck terror into the hearts
of the defenseless Irish. The book had been written forty
years earlier; but its maxims were quite in tune with the
time of its issue to the world. The “ gentle” poet had a
policy of clear and logical simplicity; the clearing out and
extermination of the native Irish. In the temper of 1632
such a book was as it were a message from hell, working
on the passions of evil men. Another book, written by a
Mr. Blennerhassett, was published about the same time.
The writer was an English settler, and he had taken much
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thought about Ulster and the troubles there. He ad-
vanced a system of kerne-hunting as the best remedy.
Spirited English sportsmen would enjoy the novelty, and
so the ¢ wolfe and the wood-kerne ” would be cut down by
the spears of hardy huntsmen. The “ kerne” were “ poor
wandering creatures in creaghts,” he explained, and he
was confident that they could readily be extirpated.

Spenser and Blennerhassett, the two evangelists of rob-
bery and murder, found ready disciples. In that very year
new clearances, took place in Ulster. The new owners had
found that Irish tenants were less troublesome than
Scotch or English. They paid more rent, and they were
far less sturdy in the assertion of rights. Gradually a
great part of the confiscated lands went back into their
possession. Intermarriages between the planters and the
natives became frequent and notable; and it looked as if
the old weird attractiveness of the Celt was once again to
charm the enemy into a friend and lover. This serious
peril was properly appreciated by an ever-watchful gov-
ernment. New laws breathing the spirit of the Statute of
Kilkenny were passed, and all tenancies to Irishmen in
the planted lands were declared void in 1632. Ulster was
once more crowded with poor ‘ wandering creatures in
the creaghts,” and the cruel policy lit the old fires in the
most temperate and cautious breasts. Wise men dreaded
a return to the methods of the Desmond war with its ra-
pine, massacre, and devastation. Waterford, the eye of
Ireland, was deeply stirred by the closing up of its schools,
which had by salutary connivance been allowed to go on
in a simple and obscure way, doing most excellent work in
the mental training of the south, till Ulster Puritans
again called out for the forcible closing of such schools
“more like universities than schools” they explained,
where Papists were still surreptitiously taught.

Lured by some slight concessions the Catholics of the
Pale had hoped to found a University in Dublin which
would relieve them from the perils of seeking education
abroad ; for they had tried in vain to bring about an agree-
ment with Oxford or Trinity College, to which many Cath-
olics had resorted until the gates were closed in their faces.
In Back-lane the beginnings of a home of learning were
quietly formed; but the poor embryonic University was
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trampled under foot, its teachers were imprisoned, and its
rooms and teaching apparatus were handed over to Trinity
College. These were the blessed fruits of that long peace,
the unsettling of which by “ Papist rebels ” has moved the
indignation of supercilious critics. Threats of worse
things to come drove the outcast Catholics into agues of
terror, and they waited like poor dumb animals for the
scourge and the goad. But men pass through terror unto
courage. The quarry at bay forgets fear, and fights for
dear life. Its wrath is the black tragedy of history.



JAMES HENTHORN TODD.
(1805—1869.)

Dr. TopD, the son of Dr. Charles H. Todd, a well known surgeon in
his day, was born in Dublin, April 23, 1805. His course in Trinity
College was a distinguished one. He was graduated B.A. in 1825 ;
in 1831 he was elected to a fellowship ; in 1849 he became regius
professor of Hebrew, and he was appointed librarian in 1852. He
also was closely connected with St. Patrick’s Cathedral. He was
elected its Treasurer in 1837. Four years after his entry into the
Royal Irish Academy he was—in 1837—elected to the Council ; he
was Secretary from 1847 to 1855, and he held the post of President
from 1856 to 1861.

He produced ‘ The Irish Version of the Historia Britonum of Nen-
nius,’ ‘ The Martyrology of Donegal,’ ¢ The Book of Hymns of‘the
Ancient Church of Ireland,’and healso contributed to the series
published by Lord Romilly an account of the wars of the Danes and
Norsemen from MSS, in the libraries of Dublin and Brussels. He
also edited the following works of Wiclif : ‘The Last Age of the
Church,’ then first printed from a manuscript in the library of Dub-
lin University, with notes (Dublin, 1840); ‘ An Apology for Lollard
Doctrines,’ also from a MS. in Dublin University (1842); and ‘ Three
Treatises™—I. ¢Of the Church and her Members’; II. ‘Of the
Apostasy of the Church’; III. ¢ Of Antichrist and his Meynee,’ also
from the same source (1851). His most important original work
was a ‘Life of St. Patrick ' (1864). Another original work of hig
was ‘ The Book of the Vaudois’ (1865), in which he gave some new
and highly important information on the history of the Wal-
denses. He also gave some assistance in the preparation of the new
edition of O'Reilly’s ‘Irish and English Dictionary,” which Dr.
O’Donovan published in 1864. He was a frequent contributor to
Notes and Queries, and he did good service to Celtic study by pro-
curing transcripts of Irish MSS. scattered in foreign libraries.

He died at Rathfarnham, June 28, 1869, in his sixty-fourth year,
and was buried in the churchyard of St. Patrick’s Cathedral, Dub-
lin, where a Celtic cross marks his last resting place.

ST. PATRICK’S SUCCESS.
From ¢§St. Patrick, Apostle of Ireland.’

The extent of St. Patrick’s success, as well as the rapid-
ity of his conquests, has been greatly overrated by our
popular historians. ‘ While in other countries,” says Mr.
Moore, ¢ the introduction of Christianity has been the
slow work of time, has been resisted by either government
or people, and seldom effected without a lavish effusion of
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blood, in Ireland, on the contrary, by the influence of one
humble but zealous missionary, and with little previous
preparation of the soil by other hands, Christianity burst
forth at the first ray of apostolic light, and with the sud-
den ripeness of a northern summer at once covered the
whole land. Kings and princes, when not themselves
among the ranks of the converted, saw their sons and
daughters joining in the train without a murmur. Chiefs,
at variance in all else, agreed in meeting beneath the
Christian banner; and the proud Druid and bard laid
their superstitions meekly at the foot of the cross; nor, by
a singular disposition of Providence, unexampled indeed
in the whole history of the Church, was there a single drop
of blood shed on account of religion through the entire
course of this mild Christian revolution, by which, in the
space of a few years, all Ireland was brought tranquilly
under the influence of the gospel.”

Unhappily, a deeper insight into the facts of Irish
history effaces much of this pleasing picture. It is not
true that no blood was shed. It is not true that all Ire-
land was brought tranquilly under the influence of the
gospel. St. Patrick’s life was often attempted, and often
in danger. On one occasion his charioteer was slain in
mistake for himself. When going into Connaught he took
the precaution of providing himself with an escort, and
narrowly escaped the efforts of the Druids to destroy him.
His écclesiastical establishments were surrounded by for-
tifications for the protection of the inmates, and many of
the most celebrated of them, as Armagh, Cashel, Down-
patrick, Clogher, and others, were built in situations pos-
sessing natural advantages for defense, or near the already
fortified habitations of the ancient chieftains. There were
many districts and tribes of Ireland where the teaching
of St. Patrick was rejected. The Hi Garchon are particu-
larly mentioned as having resisted both Palladius and
Patrick, and the biographers of the saint would, no doubt,
have recorded many similar instances had it been their
object to chronicle the failures instead of the triumphs of
their hero. The catalogue of the three orders of Irish
saints, and many passages in the Book of Armagh, afford
undoubted proofs that all Ireland did not submit to Pat-
rick’s influence, and the partial apostasy which took place
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during the two centuries following his death is a convine-
ing evidence that the Christianity he had planted did not
strike its roots as deeply as has been popularly supposed.
An adhesion to Christianity which was in a great measure
only the attachment of a clan to its chieftain, and in which
pagan usages under a Christian name were of necessity
tolerated, could not, in the nature of things, be very last-
ing.
Many of the foundations of St. Patrick appear to have
had the effect of counteracting this evil by creating a sort
of spiritual clanship, well calculated to attract a clannish
people, and capable of maintaining itself against the
power of the secular chieftains. But this was perhaps an
accidental result only; it was certainly not the primary
design of these institutions. St. Patrick had a much
higher object in view. He seems to have been deeply im-
bued with faith in the intercessory powers of the Church.
He established throughout the land temples and oratories
for the perpetual worship of God. He founded societies
of priests and bishops, whose first duty it was “ to make
constant supplications, prayers, intercessions, and giving
of thanks for all men, for kings, and for all that are in
authority ; ” persuaded, in accordance with the true spirit
of ancient Christianity, that the intercessions of the faith-
ful, in their daily sacrifice of praise and thanksgiving,
were efficacious, as St. Paul’s words imply, for the salva-
tion of mankind, and for bringing to the knowledge of the
truth those upon whom appeals to reason and arguments
addressed to the intellect would have been probably a
waste of words.









JOHN TODHUNTER.
(1839 —)

It has been said of Dr. John Todhunter that had he lived in the
Middle Ages he would probably have made experiments in astrology.
He gives one the impression of an artist who has had quiet dealings
with occult powers. He is also like one of the old Irish bards, but
a bard who knows he has fallen on quiet times, and whose lot is
cast in an unheroic environment. He sometimes sings or chants his
song in the style of one of those old bards. When his theme ig
Irish it is generally weird or passionate ; something from the deep
and expansive world of legend, into which, however, he can breathe
the fire and wildness of primeval human nature. He has other
moods, some of them modern, but he turns ever and anon to the
stormy and epic past with a grim enthusiasm.

Dr. Todhunter was born in Dublin in 1839. He was educated at
Trinity College, and showed his literary bent early in contributions
to the Trinity magazine, Kottabos. He pursued his medical studies
in Paris and in Vienna, and returning to Dublin practiced there as
a physician in the seventies. He succeeded Professor Dowden as
professor of English literature at Alexandra College. His ambition
went beyond medicine or a professorship ; in 1875 he virtually
broke the old connection ; he traveled much on the continent of
Europe and has since devoted himself to literature, living chiefly in
London. He gradually became noted for his poems and poetical
plays upon classic and idyllic themes, several of them revealing a
rare poetic insight. Legends, forest songs, old tragedies and mys-
teries were the loves of his antique and contemplative muse. His
poems on Irish themes were a later development, and revealed a
new intensity and power in his poetry. ‘The Fate of the Children
of Lir’ woke old enchantments and pathos, but ‘The Banshee’
sounded a note at once weirder and more passionate as well as mod-
ern. ‘The Shan Van Vocht (Sean Bhean Bhocht) of 87’ and the
intense and passionate ‘Aghadoe’ carried his fame still farther
among Irishmen, and revealed him as a kindred spirit to a rising
and more spirited generation. Dr. Todhunter was of the little band
of Irishmen who found a congenial haunt for a time in the Rhy-
mers’ Club, but who were destined to fare far in the more hopeful
sphere of Irish ideas. He was one of the original members of the
Irish Literary Society, and a steady and unobtrusive worker from
the start. He seemed a grave and gentle bard, who habitually
brooded on the past and would like the world to be antique or
at least medieval ; but finding it modern had not the heart to com-
plain, preferring, gently and thoughtfully, to make the best of it.

He wrote a ¢ Life of Sarsfield,” for ‘The New Irish Library,’
founded by the first President of the Irish Literary Society, Sir
Charles Gavan Duffy. He did the work conscientiously and care-
fully ; though poetry, not history, was his forfe, he felt that the new
day demanded the less ambitious and plainer duty. He showed in
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the book that the battle of the Boyne had been no more than a
drawn battle in reality, when all was said. A somewhat unex-
pected development of his power—at least, to some—was his work
as a playwright for the Independent Theater. His mostsuccessful
achievement in this connection was his play ‘The Black Cat.’
But the drama had fallen on evil and ironical days in England, and
though he wrote more in the dramatic way Dr. Todhunter did not
follow the doubtful fortunes of the stage very long nor apparently
very zealously. The Irish language movement grew, and he joined
the Gaelic League in London. He remains a quiet and estimable
figure, with a bardic and artistic air in a world none too devoted
to deep ideas. He is a true poet who in a more poetic age and
land would have achieved far more distinction.

In addition to the works already referred to Dr. Todhunter has
written ¢ Alcestes, a Dramatic Poem,’ a volume entitled ‘ A Study
of Shelley,” ‘ The True Tragedy of Rienzi,” ¢ Forest Songs,’ * Helena
in Troas,’ ¢ The Banshee and Other Poems 7 ¢ A Sicilian Idyll,’ ¢ The
Poison Flowers,” ¢ A Comedy of Sighs,’ ete. W.P. R,

THE WAVES’ LEGEND OF THE STRAND OF BALA.

The sea moans on the strand,
Moans over shingle and shell.

O moaning sea! what sorrowful story
Do thy wild waves tell ?

Ever they moan on the strand,

And my ear, like a sounding shell,
Chants to me the sorrowful story

The moaning billows tell.

For Bala the Sweet-Voiced moan!
Here on the lonely strand

Fell Bala, Prince of the Race of Rury,
Slain by no foeman’s hand.

Sweet was thy tongue, O Bala,
To win man’s love! Thy voice
Made'sigh for thee the maids of Eman;
But nobler was thy choice.

She gave for thy heart her heart
Warm in her swan-white breast,

Aillin of Laigen, Lugah’s daughter,
The fairest bird of her nest.

Their pledge was here by the shore
To meet, come joy or pain;



JOHN TODHUNTER.

And swift in his war-car Bala from Eman
Sped o’er Muirthemne plain.

He found her not by the shore,
Gloom was o’er sea and sky,

And a man of the Shee with dreadful face
On a blast from the South rushed by.

Said Bala: “ Stay that man!
Ask him what word he brings?”
“ A woe on the Dun of Lugah! a woe
On Eman of the Kings!

“Wail for Aillin the Fair!
Wail for him her feet

Were swift to meet on the lonely strand
YWhere they shall never meet!

“ Swift were her feet on the way,
Till me she met on her track,

A hound of swiftness, a shape of fear,
A tiding to turn her back.

“ Swift are the lover’s feet,
But swifter our malice flies!
I told her: Bala is dead; and dead
In her sunny house she lies.”

He scowled on Bala, and rose
A wraith of the mist, and fled

Like a wind-rent cloud; and suddenly Bala
With a great cry fell dead.

Mourn for all lovers true,
Mourn for all beautiful things,
Vanished, faded away, forgotten
With dead forgotten Springs!

So moans the sea on the strand,
Moans over shingle and shell.
Gray sea, of many and many a Sorrow

Thy sad waves tell.
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FORSAKEN.

There’s a sally standing by the river,
Ah Mary! why is it standing there?
To make a garland for my hair,

For my lover is gone from me for ever;
And that’s why it stands there!

There’s a thrush that sits in that sally-tree,
Ah Mary! why is he sitting there?
To sing the song of my lonely care

For the lover that cares no more for me;
And that’s why he sits there!

The wind comes keening in that sally-tree,

Ah Mary! why is it keening there?

It keens the keene of my heart’s despair!
For my lover is gone, is gone from me;

And that’s why it’s keening there!

IN SEPTEMBER.

Where lurk the merry elves of Autumn now,
In this bright breezy month of equinox?
Among tanned bracken on the mountain’s brow;
Or deep in heather tufted round white rocks
On a wild moor, where heath-bells wither slow,
Twined with late blooming furze—a home of grouse?
By river alders? Or on stubbly plains?
Bound not their kingdom so;
They follow Beauty’s train, of all her house
Gay pensioners, till not one leaf remains.

The splendor of the year is not yet dead;
After cold showers the sun shines hotly still,
To dry the grass and kiss the trembling head
Of each wind-shaken harebell on the hill.
There are great visions on the mountain-side,
And cloudy revelations in the sky
On breezy morns and golden afternoons,
And sunsets that abide
Like music in the spirit; and mystery
Of solemn nights when all things are the moon’s.
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It is the month when blazoned butterflies
Bask on hot stones after each honeyed meal,
The month when, brooding where pale woodbine sighs
Her odorous incantation, lovers feel
As when they heard in May’s most hidden dells
Love’s passionate bird ; the month of wizard’s might,
When virtuous herbs breathe balm by hedge and stream,
Where gleam the delicate bells
Of bindweed, bridelike with its wreath of white,
Moving things withering of new Springs to dream.

As Ceres when she sought her Proserpine
Slow moved, majestically sad—a wreath

Of funeral flowers above those eyes divine,
The widowed year draws ripely to its death.

The moist air swoons in a still sultriness
Between the gales; save when a boding sigh
Shivers the crisp and many-hued tree-tops,

Or a low wind’s caress

Wakes the sere whispers of fallen leaves that lie,

Breathing a dying odor through the copse.

Soon the last field is reaped, safe harvested
The tardiest-ripening grain, and all the dale

Made glad with far-seen stacks; barn floors are spread
With golden sheaves, sport of the clanging flail;

In sunny orchards the mossed apple-trees
Bend with their ruddy load, and wasp-gnawn pears
Tremble at every gust; the berried lanes

Blush with their bright increase;

Brown acorns rustle down; and in their lairs

Deft-handed squirrels hoard their daintiest gain,

So the month wanes, till the new-risen moon
Shines on chill torpor of white mist stretched o’er
Low-lying pastures, like a wan lagune
In a dim land of ghosts; and evermore
Through the sad wood the wind sighs waitfully,
And great owls hoot from boughs left desolate,
When first the morn finds skeleton-leaves made fair
With frosted tracery;
And then must all things frail yield to their fate—
October strikes the chord of their despair.
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WAITING.

Lone is my waiting here under the tree,
Under our tree of the woods, where I wait and wait;
Why tarry those white little feet that would bring you to me,
Where are the warm sweet arms that are leaving me des-
olate?
Oona, asthore machree?

Oona, the woods are sighing—they sigh and say:
“ The wind of Summer will pass like a lover’s sigh,
And love’s glad hour as lightly passes away:”
Come to me then, ere my longing hope of despair shall die,
Oona, asthore machree!

LONGING.

O the sunshine of old Ireland, when it lies
On her woods and on her waters;
And gleams through her soft skies,

Tenderly as the lovelight in her daughters’

Gentle eyes!

O the brown streams of old Ireland, how they leap
From her glens, and fill their hollows
With wild songs, till charmed to sleep
By the murmuring bees in meadows, where the swallows
Glance and sweep!

O my home there in old Ireland—the old ways
We had, when I knew only
Those ways of one sweet place;
Ere afar from all I loved I wandered lonely,
Many days!

O the springtime in old Ireland! O’er the sea
I can smell our hawthorn bushes,
And it all comes back to me—
The sweet air, the old place, the trees, the cows, the thrushes
Mad with glee.

I’m weary for old Ireland—once again
To see her fields before me,
In sunshine or in rain!
And the longing in my heart when it comes o’er me
Stings like pain.
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THE BANSHEE.

Green, in the wizard arms

Of the foam-bearded Atlantic,
An isle of old enchantment,

A melancholy isle,

Enchanted and dreaming lies;
And there by Shannon’s flowing,
In the moonlight, specter thin,
The specter Erin sits.

An aged desolation,

She sits by old Shannon’s flowing,

A mother of many children,

Of children exiled and dead;

In her home, with bent head, homeless,
Clasping her knees, she sits

Keening, keening!

And at her keene the fairy-grass

Trembles on dun and barrow;

Around the foot of her ancient crosses

The grave-grass shakes and the nettle swings;
In haunted glens, the meadow-sweet

Flings to the night-wind

Her mystic, mournful perfume;

The sad spearmint, by holy wells,

Breathes melancholy balm.

Sometimes she lifts her head,

With blue eyes, tearless,

And gazes athwart the reek of night
Upon things long past,

Upon things to come.

And sometimes, when the moon

Brings tempest upon the deep,

And roused Atlantic thunders from his caverns
in the west,

The wolf-hound at her feet

Springs up with a mighty bay,

And chords of mystery sound from the wild harp
at her side,

Strung from the heart of poets,

And she flies on the verge of the tempest

Around her shuddering isle,
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With gray hair streaming:
A meteor of evil omen,

The specter of hope forlorn,
Keening, keening.

She keenes, and the strings of her wild harp shiver

On the gusts of night;

O’er the four waters she keenes—over Moyle she keenes,
O’er the sea of Milith, and the straits of Strongbow,
And the ocean of Columbus.

And the Fianna hear, and the ghosts of her cloudy hovering
heroes;

And the swan, Fianoula, wails o’er the waters of In1sfa11

Chanting her song of destlny,

The rime of the weaving Fates.

And the nations hear in the void and quaking time of night,
Sad unto dawning, dirges,

Solemn dirges,

And snatches of bardic song;

Their souls quake in the void and quaking time of night,
And they dream of the weird of kings,

And tyrannies moulting, sick

In the dreadful wind of change.

Wail no more, lonely one, mother of exiles, wail no more,
Banshee of the world—no more!

Thy sorrows are the world’s, thou art no more alone;

Thy wrongs, the world’s.

AGHADOE.

There’s a glade in Aghadoe, Aghadoe, Aghadoe,

There ’s a green and silent glade in Aghadoe,

‘Where we met, my love and I, love’s fair planet in the sky,
O’er that sweet and silent glade in Aghadoe.

There’s a glen in Aghadoe, Aghadoe, Aghadoe,

There ’s a deep and secret glen in Aghadoe,

Where I hid him from the eyes of the red-coats and their spies,
That year the trouble came to Aghadoe.

O my curse on one black heart in Aghadoe, Aghadoe,
On Shaun Dhuv, my mother’s son in Aghadoe,
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When your throat fries in hell’s drouth, salt the flame be in
your mouth,
For the treachery you did in Aghadoe.

For they tracked me to that glen in Aghadoe, Aghadoe,

When the price was on his head in Aghadoe;

O’er the mountain, through the wood, as I stole to him with
food

When in hiding lone he lay in Aghadoe.

But they never took him living in Aghadoe, Aghadoe;

With the bullets in his heart in Aghadoe,

There he lay, the head—my breast keeps the warmth where
once 't would rest—

Gone, to win the traitor’s gold, from Aghadoe!

I walked to Mallow Town from Aghadoe, Aghadoe,
Brought his head from the jail’s gate to Aghadoe;

Then 1 covered him with fern, and I piled on him the cairn,
Like an Irish king he sleeps in Aghadoe.

O! to ereep into that cairn in Aghadoe, Aghadoe!

There to rest upon his breast in Aghadoe!

Sure your dog for you could die with no truer heart than I,
Your own love, cold on your cairn in Aghadoe.

FAIRY GOLD.
A BALLAD OF 48,

Buttercups and daisies in the meadow,
And the children pick them as they pass,

Weaving in the sunlight and the shadow
Garlands for each little lad and lass;

Weave with dreams their buttercups and daisies,
As the poor dead children did of old.

Will the dreams, like sunshine in their faces,
Wither with their flowers like Fairy Gold?

Once, when lonely in Life’s crowded highway,
Came a maiden sweet, and took my hand,

Led me down Love’s green delightful byway,
Led me dreaming back to Fairyland.
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But Death’s jealous eye that lights on lovers
Looked upon her, and her breast grew cold,

And my heart’s delight the green sod covers,
Vanished from my arms like Fairy Gold!

Then to Ireland, my long-suffering nation,
That poor hope life left me yet I gave;

With her dreams I dreamed, her desolation
Found me, called me, desolate by that grave.

Once again she raised her head, contending
For her children’s birthright as of old;

Once again the old fight had the old ending,
All her hopes and dreams were Fairy Gold.

Now my work is done and I am dying,
Lone, an exile on a foreign shore;
But in dreams roam with my love that’s lying
Lonely in the old land 1’1l see no more.
Buttercups and daisies in the meadows
When I’m gone will bloom; new hopes for old
Comfort her with sunshine after shadows,
Fade no more away like Fairy Gold.



THEOBALD WOLFE TONE.
(1763—1798.)

THEOBALD WOLFE TONE was born in Dublin, June 20, 1763. Mr.
Darling, his schoolmaster, acknowledged that he possessed very
remarkable talents combined with much want of application. Noth-
ing could induce him to work but his great love of distinction, which
even at this early age was a marked feature in his character. The
boy found he could master his week’s lessons in three days, and he
was in the habit of spending his spare time in attending the field-
days, parades, and reviews of the soldiers in Phoenix Park.

He was in his eighteenth year when he entered Trinity College,
and he relates that, although he worked with a will to prepare for
his first examination, he happened to be examined by ‘‘an egre-
gious dunce, who, instead of giving me the premium, which, as the
best answerer, I undoubtedly merited, awarded it to another.” He
now determined to abandon his studies, and urged his father to
furnish him with means to take part in the American war. His
father refused, and he says that, in revenge, for about twelve months
he did not *‘ go near the college, or open a book that was not a mil-
itary one.” He returned to his university, where, notwithstanding
loss of time and occasional inattention, he gained in 1874 three
premiums and a scholarship. About this time he made the ac-
quaintance of Miss Matilda Witherington. She was very pretty,
scarcely sixteen, and the heiress of her grandfather : they eloped in
1785. The forgiveness of friends soon followed, and Tone now de-
termined to adopt the law as a profession. In 1786 he was gradu-
ated B.A., resigned his scholarship, and, leaving his wife and child
with his father, went to London in January, 1787, and entered
his name as a student-at-law on the books of the Middle Temple ;
but this, he said, was all the progress he ever made in his profession.

After some vicissitudes in London, he returned to Dublin, and in
1789 was called to the bar. His wife’s grandfather presented him
with £500 ($2,500), and to make up for his deficiency in law one of
his first acts was to purchase £100 ($500) worth of law books. His
legal career was short, and, although he had wide acquaintance
among the members of the profession and had achieved a tolerable
measure of success, his hatred of it increased, and he turned to
politics as a relief. About this time he made the acquaintance of
Thomas Russell, an ensign, whose ‘‘identity of sentiment ” formed
a tie between them which lasted forlife. Tone's devotion to politics
now led to the discovery, which he says he might have found in the
pages of Swift or Molyneux, ‘ that Ireland would never be either
free, prosperous, or happy, until she was independent, and that in-
dependence was unattainable while the connection with England
existed.”

In the summer of 1790 he took a little cottage at Irishtown on the
seacoast. In the winter of this year Tone and his friends formed a
political and literary club in Belfast ; and among other pamphlets
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written at this time was ‘¢ An Argument on Behalf of the Catholics
of Ireland.” He then formed the Society of United Irishmen and
began to intrigue with France against England. He was obliged to
flee his country. The Catholic Committee presented him with £300
($1,500), with which he paid his debts, and in June, 1795, he sailed
with his wife, sister, and three children for this country. The
voyage was not without adventure ; his ship was boarded by a
British cruiser, and fifty of the passengers and all but one of the sea-
men were pressed into the naval service. Only the entreaties of
Tone’s wife and sister prevented his being carried off with the others.
They arrived safely at Philadelphia. Here he met Hamilton Rowan
and Dr. Reynolds. By the former he was presented to Citizen Adet,
the French Ambassador at Philadelphia. He atoncelaid before him
his plan for the invasion of Ireland, which was favorably received,
and at the Ambassador’s request he drew up a memorial for presen-
tation to the French government.

Tone now seems to have had some idea of settling down as an
American farmer ; butin the autumn he received letters from Keogh,
Russell, and others, detailing the great progress of the cause in Ire-
land, and urging him to proceed to France at once, and endeavor to
secure her aid in the impending struggle. Mrs. Tone, instead of
throwing obstacles in his way, encouraged him to proceed in his
duty to his country, and so on the 1st of January, 1796, he left for
Paris with introductions to the government from Adet. Arrivedin
Paris, he found in the republican government the realization of his
most sanguine dreams. He was met on all sides with a flattering
reception, and was created a chef de brigade. After much delay,
negotiation, and an interview with Bonaparte, the details of the in-
vasion were settled. Heembarked Dec. 16, 1796, in the Indomitable,
one of a fleet of forty-three vessels carrying 15,000 troops and a
large supply of arms and ammunition,—General Hoche holding the
military and Admiral Morand de Galles the naval command. But
the weather, which had so often befriended England, again came to
her aid. The expedition was ineffectual and Tone says in his
journal : ‘“ Well, England has not had such an escape since the
Spanish Armada ; and that expedition, like ours, was defeated by
the weather.”

Two other attempts were made and failed, and the third ex-
pedition, commanded by General Hardy, which consisted of only
one sail-of-the-line and eight frigates, containing 3,000 men, failed
also. Wolfe Tone had little or no hope of success ; but although
failure was almost certain death to him, he set out with this expe-
dition, which started on the 20th of September, 1798. He assured
his wife on parting that should death overtake him he would never
submit to die by the halter. The story of this expedition and its
disastrous ending, and of the capture and last hours of Wolfe Tone,
is told by Mr. R. Barry O'Brien (q.v.), in his new edition of ‘The
Autobiography of Wolfe Tone,” and it will be found in the work
of that gentleman,
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ESSAY ON THE STATE OF IRELAND IN 1720.
Read before the Political Club formed in Dublin in 1790.

In inquiring into the subject of this essay I shall take a
short view of the state of this country at the time of her
greatest abasement; I mean about the time when she was
supposed to be fettered for ever by the famous act of the
6th of George 1., and I shall draw my facts from the most
indisputable authority, that of Swift.

It is a favorite cant under which many conceal their
idleness, and many their corruption, to cry that there is
in the genius of the people of this country, and particu-
larly among the lower ranks, a spirit of pride, laziness,
and dishonesty, which stifles all tendency to improvement,
and will forever keep us a subordinate nation of hewers
of wood and drawers of water. It may be worth while
a little to consider this opinion, because, if it be well
founded, to know it so may save me and other well-wish-
ers to Ireland the hopeless labor of endeavoring to excite
a nation of idle thieves to honesty and industry; and if it
be not, it is an error the removal of which will not only
wipe away an old stigma, but in a great degree facilitate
the way to future improvement. If we can find any cause,
different from an inherent depravity in the people, and
abundantly sufficient to account for the backwardness of
this country compared with England, I hope no man will
volunteer national disgrace so far as to prefer that hypo-
thesis which, by degrading his country, degrades himself.

Idleness is a ready accusation in the mouth of him
whose corruption denies to the poor the means of labor.
“Ye are idle,” said Pharaoh to the Israelites when he de-
manded bricks of them and withheld the straw. . ..

Yet, surely misrule, and ignorance, and oppression in
the government are means sufficient to plunge and to keep
any nation in ignorance and poverty, without blaspheming
Providence by imputing innate and immovable depravity
to millions of God’s creatures. It is, at least, an hypo-
thesis more honorable to human nature; let us try if it be
not more consonant to the reality of things. Let us see
the state of Ireland in different periods, and let us refer
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those periods to the maxims and practice of her then gov-
ernment.

To begin with the first grand criterion of the prosperity
of a nation. In 1724 the population of Ireland was 1,500,-
000, and in 1672 1,100,000, so that in fifty-two years it
was increased but one-third, after a civil war. The rental
of the whole kingdom was computed at £2,000,000 an-
nually, of which, by absentees, about £700,000 went to
England. The revenue was £400,000 per annum ; the cur-
rent cash was £500,000, which in 1727 was reduced to less
than £200,000; and the balance of trade with England, the
only nation to which we could trade, was in our disfavor
about £1,000,000 annually. Such were the resources of
Ireland in 1724.

Commerce we had none, or what was worse than none,
an exportation of raw materials for half their value; an
importation of the same materials wrought up at an im-
mense profit to the English manufacturer; the indispen-
sable necessaries of life bartered for luxuries for our men
and fopperies for our women; not only the wine, and
coffee, and silk, and cotton, but the very corn we con-
sumed was imported from England.

Our benches were filled with English lawyers; our bish-
oprics with English divines; our custom-house with Eng-
lish commissioners; all offices of state filled, three deep,
with Englishmen in possession, Englishmen in reversion,
and Englishmen in expectancy. The majority of these not
only aliens, but absentees, and not only absentees, but
busily and actively employed against that country on
whose vitals and in whose blood they were rioting in ease
and luxury. Every proposal for the advantage of Ireland
was held a direct attack on the interests of England.
Swift’s pamphlet on the expediency of wearing our own
manufactures exposed the printer to a prosecution, in
which the jury were sent back by the chief-justice nine
times, till they were brow-beaten, and bullied, and wearied
into a special verdict, leaving the printer to the mercy of
the judge.

The famous project of Wood is known to every one; it
is unnecessary to go into the objections against it, but it is
curious to see the mode in which that ruinous plan was
endeavored to be forced down our throats. Immediately



THEOBALD WOLFE TONE. 3417

on its promulgation the two Houses of Parliament, the
privy-council, the merchants, the traders, the manufactur-
ers, the grand-juries of the whole kingdom, by votes, reso-
lutions, and addresses testified their dread and abhorrence
of the plan. What was the conduct of the English minis-
ter? He calls a committee of the English council to-
gether; he examines Mr. Wood on one side, and two or
three prepared, obscure, and interested witnesses on the
other; he nonsuits the whole Irish nation; thus committed
with Mr. William Wood, he puts forth a proclamation,
commanding all persons to receive his halfpence in pay-
ment, and calls the votes of the Houses of Lords and Com-
mons and the resolutions of the Privy-council of Ireland
a clamor. But Swift had by this time raised a spirit not
to be laid by the anathema of the British minister; the
project was driven as far as the verge of civil war; there it
was stopped; and this was the first signal triumph of the
virtue of the people in Ireland.

In one of his inimitable letters on the subject of Wood’s
halfpence, Swift, with a daring and a generous indigna-
tion worthy of a better age and country, had touched on
the imaginary dependence of Ireland on England. The
bare mention of a doubt on the subject had an instanta-
neous effect on the nerves of the English government here.
A proclamation was issued offering £300 for the author;
the printer was thrown into jail ; the grand-jury were tam-
pered with to present the letter, and, on their refusing to
do so, were dissolved in a rage by the chief-justice, a step
without a precedent, save one, which happened in the time
of James II., and was followed by an immediate censure
of the House of Commons of England. Yet all that Swift
had said was that, “ under God, he could be content to
depend only on the king his sovereign, and the laws of his
own country; that the Parliament of England had some-
times enacted laws binding Ireland, but that obedience to
them was but the result of necessity, inasmuch as eleven
men well armed will certainly subdue one man in his shirt,
" be his cause ever so righteous, and that, by the laws of
God, of nature, and of nations, Irishmen were, and ought
to be, as free as their brethren in England.” We, who live
at this day, see nothing like sedition, privy conspiracy, or
rebellion in all this; and we may bless God for it; but in
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1724 the case was very different. The printer was prose-
cuted, and died in jail; Swift escaped, because it was im-
possible to bring it home to him; and so little were the
minds of men prepared for such opinions, that, in a paper
addressed to the grand-jury who were to sit on the bills of
indictment, Swift is obliged to take shelter under past
services, and admit that the words which were taken up
by government as offensive were the result of inadvert-
ency and unwariness.

The famous act of the 6th of George I., Swift, with all
his intrepidity, does no more than obscurely hint at, a
crying testimony to the miserable depression of spirit in
this country, when the last rivet, driven into her fetters
and clenched, as England hoped, forever could not excite
more than an indistinct and half-suppressed murmur.

From this brief sketch it appears that no prospect could
be more hopeless than that the star of liberty should again
arise in Ireland. If, notwithstanding the impenetrable
cloud in which she seemed buried forever, she has yet
broke forth with renovated splendor, and again kindled
the spirit of the people, surely it is a grand fact, overbear-
ing at once the efforts of thousands of corrupt cavillers,
who cry out that this is not a nation capable of political
virtue or steady exertion.

INTERVIEWS WITH BUONAPARTE.

Extracts from Tone’s Journal.

December, 1797.—General Desaix brought Lewines and
me this morning and introduced us to Buonaparte, at his
house in the Rue Chanteraine. He lives in the greatest sim-
plicity; his house is small, but neat, and all the furniture
and ornaments in the most classical taste. He is about five
feet six inches high, slender, and well made, but stoops con-
siderably ; he looks at least ten years older than he is, owing
to the great fatigues he underwent in his immortal cam-
paign of Italy. His face is that of a profound thinker, but
bears no mark of that great enthusiasm and unceasing ac-
tivity by which he has been so much distinguished. It is

B e
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rather, to my mind, the countenance of a mathematician
than of a general. He has a fine eye, and a great firmness
about his mouth ; he speaks low and hollow. So much for
his manner and figure. We had not much discourse with
him, and what little there was, was between him and
Lewines, to whom, as our ambassador, I gave the pas. We
told him that Tennant was about to depart for Ireland, and
was ready to charge himself with his orders if he had any to
give. He desired us to bring him the same evening, and so
we took our leave. In the evening we returned with Ten-
nant, and Lewines had a good deal of conversation with
him ; that is to say, he insensed him a good deal into Irish
affairs, of which he appears a good deal uninformed; for
example, he seems convinced that our population is not
more than two millions, which is nonsense. Buonaparte
listened, but said very little. When all this was finished,
ke desired that Tennant might put off his departure for a
few days, and then, turning to me, asked whether I was
not an adjutant-general. To which I answered, that I had
the honor to be attached to General Hoche in that ca-
pacity. He then asked me where I had learned to speak
French. To which I replied, that I had learned the little
that I knew since my arrival in France, about twenty
months ago. He then desired us to return the next even-
ing but one, at the same hour, and so we parted. As to
my French I am ignorant whether it was the purity or
barbarism of my diction which drew his attention, and as
I shall never inquire it must remain as an historical doubt,
to be investigated by the learned of future ages.

January 6th.—Saw Buonaparte this evening with Lew-
ines, who delivered him a whole sheaf of papers relative to
Ireland, including my two memorials of 1795, great part
of which stands good yet. After Lewines had had a good
deal of discourse with him, I mentioned the affair of
M’Kenna, who desires to be employed as secretary. Buona-
parte observed that he believed the world thought he had
fifty secretaries, whereas he had but one; of course there
was an end of that business; however, he bid me see what
the man was fit for, and let him know. I took this oppor-
tunity to mention the desire all the refugee United Irish-
men, now in Paris, had to bear a part in the expedition,
and the utility they would be of in case of a landing in
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Ireland. He answered that they would all be undoubt-
edly included, and desired me to give him in, for that pur-
pose, a list of their names. Finally, I spoke of myself, tell-
ing him that General Desaix had informed me that I was
carried on the tableau of the Armée d’Angleterre; he said
I was. I then observed that I did not pretend to be of the
smallest use to him whilst we were in France, but that I
hoped to be serviceable to him on the other side of the
water; that I did not give myself at all to him for a military
man, having neither the knowledge nor the experience that
would justify me in charging myself with any function.
“ Mais vous étes brave,” said he interrupting me. I replied
that, when the occasion presented itself, that would appear.
“Eh bien,” said he, “cela suffit”” We then took our
leave. . .

We have now seen the greatest man in Europe three
times, and I am astonished to think how little I have to
record about him. I am sure I wrote ten times as much
about my first interview with Charles de la Croix, but
then I was a greenhorn; I am now a little used to see great
men, and great statesmen, and great generals, and that
has, in some degree, broke down my admiration. Yet,
after all, it is a droll thing that I should become acquaint-
ed with Buonaparte. This time twelve months I arrived in
Brest from my expedition to Bantry Bay. Well, the third
time, they say, is the charm. My next chance, I hope, will
be with the Armée d’Angleterre.—Allons! Vive la Ré-
publique!

April 1st.—Lewines waited yesterday on Merlin, who is
President of the Directory for this 7rimestre, and pre-
sented him a letter of introduction from Talleyrand.
Merlin received him with great civility and attention.
Lewines pressed him as far as he could with propriety on
the necessity of sending succor to Ireland the earliest
possible moment, especially on account of the late arres-
tations; and he took that occasion to impress him with a
sense of the merit and services of the men for whom he
interested himself so much on every account, public and
personal. Merlin replied that, as to the time or place of
succor he could tell him nothing, it being the secret of the
state, that, as to the danger of his friends, he was sincerely
sorry for the situation of so many brave and virtuous pa-
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triots; that, however, though he could not enter into the
details of the intended expedition, he would tell him thus
much to comfort him, “ T'hat France never would grant a
peace to England on any terms short of the independence
of Ireland.” This is grand news. It is far more direct
and explicit than any assurance we have yet got. Lewines
made the proper acknowledgments, and then ran off to me
to communicate the news. The fact is, whatever the rest
of our countrymen here may think, Lewines is doing
his business here fair and well, and like a man of honor.
I wish others of them whom I could name had half as good
principles.

THE STATE OF IRELAND IN 1798

EXTRACT FROM A MEMORIAL DELIVERED BY WOLFE TONE TO
THE FRENCH GOVERNMENT.

From ¢ The Autobiography of Theobald Wolfe Tone.’

The genius of the English nation, their manners, their
prejudices, and their government, are so diametrically
opposite to those of the French Republie, in all respects,
that it is unnecessary to dwell upon this subject. I as-
sume it as an axiom that there is an irreconcilable oppo-
sition of interests between the two nations. Since the
French Revolution there is one still more irreconcilable
between the Governments, so that neither can be said to
be in security while the other is in existence.

The war hitherto, however glorious to France, has not
been unprofitable to England; her fleets were never more
formidable, and, in the true spirit of trade, she will con-
sole herself for the disgrace of her arms by land, in the
acquisition of wealth, and commerce, and power by sea;
and these very acquisitions render it, if possible, incum-
bent, not merely on France, but on all Europe, to en-
deavor to reduce her within due limits, and to prevent
that enormous accumulation of wealth which the undis-
turbed possession of the commerce of the whole world
would give her; and this reduction of her power can be
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alone, as I presume, accomplished, with certainty and ef-
fect, by separating Ireland from Great Britain.

The French Government cannot but be well informed
of the immense resources, especially in a military point of
view, which England draws from Ireland. It is with the
beef and the pork, the butter, the tallow, the hides, and
various other articles of the first necessity, which Ireland
supplies, that she victuals and equips her navy, and, in a
great degree, supports her people and garrisons in the
West Indies. It is with the poor and hardy natives of
Ireland that she mans her fleets and fills the ranks of her
army.

From the commencement of the present war to the
month of June, 1795, not less than 200,000 men were
raised in Ireland, of whom 80,000 were for the navy alone.
It is a fact undeniable, though carefully concealed in
England, that Two-THIRDS of the British navy are manned
by Irishmen—a circumstance, which, if it stood alone,
should be sufficient to determine the French Government
to wrest, if possible, so powerful a weapon from the hands
of her implacable enemy. I shall not dwell longer on the
necessity of the measure which I shall propose, but will
endeavor to show how it may best be executed, and on
what grounds it is that I rest my confidence of success, if
the attempt be but once made.

For the better elucidation of the plan it is necessary to
take a review of the actual state of Ireland. I shall con-
dense the facts as much as possible, as I trust the French
Government is already in possession of those which are
most material.

The people of Ireland consist of about four million five
hundred thousand persons, distributed under three dif-
ferent religious sects, of whom the Protestants, whose re-
ligion is the dominant one, and established by law, consti-
tute four hundred and fifty thousand, or one-tenth of the
whole; the Dissenters, or Presbyterians, about nine hun-
dred thousand, or one-fifth; the Catholics form the re-
maining three million one hundred and fifty thousand.
They may also be considered with regard to property,
which is necessary, in some degree, to explain the political
situation of the country.

The Protestants, who are almost entirely the descend-
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ants of Englishmen, forming so very small a minority
as they do of the whole people, have yet almost the whole
landed property of the country in their hands; this prop-
erty has been acquired by the most unjust means, by
plunder and confiscation during repeated wars, and by the
operation of laws framed to degrade and destroy the Cath-
olics, the natives of the country. In 1650 the people of
three entire provinces were driven by Cromwell into the
fourth, and their property divided amongst his officers
and soldiers, whose descendants enjoy it at this day.

In 1688, when James II. was finally defeated in Ireland,
the spirit of the Irish people was completely broken, and
the last remnant of their property torn from them and di-
vided amongst the conquerors. By these means the pro-
prietors of estates in Ireland, feeling the weakness of their
titles to property thus acquired, and seeing themselves,
at it were, a colony of strangers, forming not above one-
tenth part of the population, have always looked to Eng-
land for protection and support; they have, therefore,
been ever ready to sacrifice the interests of their country
to her ambition and avarice, and to their own security.
England, in return, has awarded them for this sacrifice by
distributing among them all the officers and appointments
in the church, the army, the revenue, and every depart-
ment of the state, to the utter exclusion of the other two
sects, and more especially of the Catholics. By these
means the Protestants, who constitute the aristocracy of
Ireland, have in their hands all the force of the Govern-
ment; and they have at least five-sixths of the landed prop-
erty; they are devoted implicitly to the connection with
England, which they consider as essential to the secure
possession of their estates; they dread and abhor the prin-
ciples of the French Revolution, and, in case of any at-
tempt to emanecipate Ireland, I should calculate on all the
opposition which it might be in their power to give.

But it is very different with regard to the Dissenters,
who occupy the province of Ulster, of which they form at
present the majority. They have among them but few
great landed proprietors; they are mostly engaged in
trade and manufacture, especially the linen, which is the
staple commodity of Ireland, and is almost exclusively
in their hands. From their first establishment in 1620,
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until very lately, there existed a continual animosity be-
tween them and the Catholic natives of the country,
grounded on the natural dislike between the old inhabi-
tants and strangers, and fortified still more by the
irreconciliable difference between the genius of the re-
ligions of Calvinism and Popery, and diligently culti-
vated and fomented by the Protestant aristocracy, the
partisans of England, who saw in the feuds and
dissensions of the other two great sects their own pro-
tection and security.

Among the innumerable blessings procured to mankind
by the French Revolution, arose the circumstance which
I am about to mention, and to which I do most earnestly
entreat the particular attention of the French Govern-
ment, as it is, in fact, the point on which the emancipation
of Ireland may eventually turn.

The Dissenters are, from the genius of their religion,
and the spirit of inquiry which it produces, sincere and
enlightened republicans; they have ever, in a degree,
opposed the usurpations of England, whose protection, as
well from their numbers and spirit as the nature of their
property, they did not, like the Protestant aristocracy,
feel necessary for their existence. Still, however, in all
the civil wars of Ireland they ranged themselves under the
standard of England, and were the most formidable en-
emies to the Catholic natives, whom they detested as
Papists, and despised as slaves. These bad feelings were,
for obvious reasons, diligently fomented by the Protes-
tant and English party. At length, in the year 1790, the
French Revolution produced a powerful revulsion in the
minds of the most enlightened men amongst them. They
saw that, whilst they thought they were the masters of the
Catholics, they were, in fact, but their jailers, and that,
instead of enjoying liberty in their own country, they
served but as a garrison to keep it in subjection to Eng-
land ; the establishment of unbounded liberty of conscience
in Irance had mitigated their horror of Popery; one hun-
dred and ten years of peace had worn away very much of
the old animosity which former wars had raised and fo-
mented. Eager to emulate the glorious example of
France, they saw at once that the only guide to liberty
was justice, and that they neither deserved nor could ob-
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tain independence, whilst their Catholic brethren, as they
then, for the first time, called them, remained in slavery
and oppression. Impressed with these sentiments of
liberality and wisdom, they sought out the leaders of the
Catholics, whose cause and whose suffering were, in a
manner, forgotten. The Catholies caught with eagerness
at the slightest appearance of alliance and support from a
quarter whose opposition they had ever experienced to be
so formidable, and once more, after lying prostrate for
above one hundred years, appeared on the political theater
of their country. Nothing could exceed the alarm, the
terror, and confusion which this most unexpected coali-
tion produced in the breasts of the English Government,
and their partisans, the Protestant aristocracy of Ireland.

Every art, every stratagem, was used to break the new
alliance, and revive the ancient animosities and feuds
between the Dissenters and Catholics. Happily such
abominable attempts proved fruitless. The leaders on
both sides saw that as they had but one common country,
they had but one common interest; that while they were
mutually contending and ready to sacrifice each other,
England profited of their folly to enslave both, and that
it was only by a cordial union and affectionate co-opera-
tion that they could assert their common liberty, and
establish the independence of Ireland. They therefore
resisted and overcame every effort to disunite them, and
in this manner has a spirit of union and regard succeeded
to 250 years of civil discord—a revolution in the political
morality of the nation of the most extreme importance,
and from which, under the powerful auspices of the
French Republic, I hope and trust her independence and
liberty will arise.

I beg leave again to call the attention of the French
Government to this fact of the national union, which,
from my knowledge of the situation of Ireland, I affirm to
be of importance, equal to all the rest. Catholics and
Dissenters, the two- great sects whose mutual animosi-
ties have been the radical weakness of their country, are
at length reconciled, and the arms which have been so
often imbrued in the blood of each other are ready for the
first time to be turned in concert against the common en-
emy.

215
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I come now to the third party in Ireland, the Catholies,
who are the Irish, properly so called, and who form almost
the entire body of the peasantry of the country. The va-
rious confiscations, produced by the wars of five centuries,
and the silent operation of the laws for 150 years, have
stripped the Catholics of almost all property in land; the
great bulk of them are in the lowest degree of misery and
want, hewers of wood and drawers of water; bread they
seldom taste, meat never, save once in the year; they live
in wretched hovels, they labor incessantly, and their land-
lords, the Protestant aristocracy, have so calculated, that
the utmost they can gain by this continual toil will barely
suffice to pay the rent at which these petty despots assess
their wretched habitations; their food the whole year
round is potatoes; their drink, sometimes milk, more fre-
quently water; those of them who attempt to cultivate a
spot of ground as farmers are forced, in addition to a
heavy rent, to pay tithes to the priests of the Protestant re-
ligion, which they neither profess nor believe; their own
priests fleece them. Such is the condition of the peasantry
of Ireland, above 3,000,000 of people. But though there be
little property in land, there is a considerable share of the
commerce of Ireland in the hands of the Catholic body;
their merchants are highly respectable and well informed ;
they are perfectly sensible, as well of their own situation
as that of their country. It is of these men, with a few of
the Catholic gentry, whose property escaped the fangs of
the English invaders, that their General Committee, of
which I shall have occasion to speak by and by, is com-
posed, and it is with their leaders that the union with the
Dissenters, so infinitely important to Ireland, and, if
rightly understood, to France also, has been formed.

I have now stated the respective situation, strength, and
views of the parties of Ireland ; that is to say: First. The
Protestants, 450,000, comprising the great body of the
aristocracy, which supports and is supported by England.
Their strength is entirely artificial, composed of the power
- and influence which the patronage of Government gives
them. They have in their hands all appointments in every
department, in the church, the army, the revenue, the
navy, the law, and a great proportion of the landed prop-
erty of the country, acquired and maintained as has been
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stated; but it cannot escape the penetration of the French
Government that all their apparent power is purely fic-
titious; the strength they derive from Government results
solely from opinion; the instant that prop is withdrawn,
the edifice tumbles into ruins; the strength of property
acquired like theirs by the sword continues no longer than
the sword can defend it, and, numerically, the Protestants
are but one-tenth of the people.

Second. The Dissenters, 900,000, who form a large and
respectable portion of the middle ranks of the community.
These are the class of men best informed in Ireland; they
constituted the bulk of what we called the Volunteer army
in 1782, during the last war, which extorted large conces-
sions from England, and would have completely estab-
lished their liberty had they been then, as they are now,
united with their Catholic brethren. They are all, to a
man, sincere Republicans, and devoted with enthusiasm to
the cause of liberty and France; they would make per-
haps the best soldiers in Ireland, and are already in a con-
siderable degree trained to arms.

Third. The Catholics, 3,150,000. These are the Irish,
properly so called, trained from their infancy in an hered-
itary hatred and abhorrence of the English name, which
conveys to them no ideas but those of blood and pillage
and persecution. This class is strong in numbers and in
misery, which makes men bold; they are used to every
species of hardship; they can live on little; they are easily
clothed; they are bold and active; they are prepared for
any change, for they feel that no change can make their
situation worse. For these five years they have fixed their
eyes most earnestly on France, whom they look upon, with
great justice, as fighting their battles, as well as those of
all mankind, who are oppressed. Of this class, I will stake
my head, there are five hundred thousand men, who would
fly to the standard of the Republic if they saw it once dis-
played in the cause of liberty and their country.



MRS. TONNA (“CHARLOTTE ELIZABETH ”).
(1790—1846.)

¢ CHARLOTTE ELIZABETH,” as she generally signed herself, is best
known for the two vigorous ‘‘ Orange Songs” which follow. She
was born Oct. 1, 1790, her father being the Rev. M. Browne of Nor-
wich. She married a Captain Phelan, but was soon separated from
him, and later on she married L. H. J. Tonna, with whom she lived
in Kilkenny for many years, becoming deeply in love with that part
of Ireland. She published ¢ Osric,’ ¢ Izrani,’ ¢ A Mexican Tale,” and
‘The Convent Bell : Poems.” She wrote a great many tracts and
missionary works for the Dublin Tract Society, and edited several
religious publications. She died July 12, 1846.

THE MAIDEN CITY.

Where Foyle his swelling waters
Rolls northward to the main,
Here, Queen of Erin’s daughters,
Fair Derry fixed her reign:
A holy temple crowned her,
And commerce graced her street,
A rampart wall was round her,
The river at her feet;

And here she sate alone, boys,
And, looking from the hill,
Vowed the Maiden on her throne, boys,

Would be a Maiden still.

From Antrim crossing over,
In famous eighty-eight,

A plumed and belted lover
Came to the Ferry Gate:

She summoned to defend her
Our sires—a beardless race—!

They shouted No SURRENDER!
And slammed it in his face.

Then, in a quiet tone, boys,
They told him ’t was their will

That the Maiden on her throne, boys,
Should be a Maiden still.

1 The famous ¢ Prentice Boys.”
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Next, crushing all before him,
A kingly wooer came

(The royal banner o’er him,
Blushed crimson deep for shame)

He showed the Pope’s commission,
Nor dreamed to be refused,

She pitied his condition,
But begged to stand excused.

In short, the fact is known, boys,
She chased him from the hill,

For the Maiden on the throne, boys,
Would be a Maiden still.

On our brave sires descending,
’Twas then the tempest broke,
Their peaceful dwellings rending,
’Mid blood, and flame, and smoke,
That hallowed graveyard yonder,
Swells with the slaughtered dead—
Oh, brothers! pause and ponder,
It was for us they bled;
And while their gifts we own, boys—
The fane that tops our hill,
Oh, the Maiden on her throne, boys,
Shall be a Maiden still.

Nor wily tongue shall move us,
Nor tyrant arm affright,

We’ll look to One above us
‘Who ne’er forsook the right;

Who will, may crouch and tender
The birthright of the free,

But, brothers, No SURRENDER!
No compromise for me!

We want no barrier stone, boys,
No gates to guard the hill,

Yet the Maiden on her throne, boys,
Shall be a Maiden still.
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THE ORANGEMAN’S SUBMISSION.

We ’ve furled the banner that waved so long
Its sunny folds around us;

We ’ve stilled the voice of our ancient song,
And burst the tie that bound us.

No, no, that tie, that sacred tie,
Cannot be loosed or broken;

And thought will flash from eye to eye,
Though never a word be spoken.

Go raze old Derry’s tell-tale wall—
Bid Enniskillen perish;

Choke up the Boyne—abolish all
That we too fondly cherish;

T will be but as the pruning knife
Used by a skillful master,

" To concentrate the sap of life,

And fix the strong root faster.

We love the throne—oh, deep you planned
The hateful wile to prove us!
But firm in loyal truth we stand—
The Queen shall know and love us.
When William came to free the isle
From galling chains that bound her,
Our fathers built, beneath his smile,
This living rampart round her.

Ye’ve taken the outer crust away,

But secret strength supplying,
_ A spirit shrined within the clay,

Lives quenchless and undying—

A sparkle from the hallowed flame
Of our insulted altars,

Pure as the source whence first it came
Our love nor fades nor falters.

Our love to thee, dear injured land,
By mocking foes derided;
Our duteous love to the Royal hand,
By traitorous craft misguided.
Banner, and badge, and name alone,
At our monarch’s call we tender;
The loyal truth that guards the throne
We’ll keep, and—No Surrender!

1These verses were written and published anonymously when the Orange
Institution was disbanded.
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HERBERT TRENCH.
(1865 ——)

HerBerT TRENCH was born in 1865 at Avoncore, Middleton,
County Cork. He is of Irish descent on the maternal side (by the
Allins of Youghal, the Sealys, and Corrs of Corr Castle) as well as
by his father’s family. In 1889 he was elected to an open fellow-
ship at All Souls College, Oxford. He is an examiner at the Educa-
tion Office, Whitehall. His ‘Deirdre Wed and other Poems’
appeared in 1900.

DEIRDRE IN THE WOODS.:
From Part III. of ¢ Deirdre Wed.’

(Naois speaks) . . . “O to see once more
Thee dance alone in this divine resort

Of wings and quietness; where none but rains
Visit the leaf-pelted lattice—none o’er-peers
And none the self-delightful measure hears
That thy soul moves to, quit of mortal ears.”

Full loth she pleads, but cannot him resist,

And on those mossy lights begins to dance:

Away, away withdrawing like a mist

To fade into the leafy brilliance;

Then, smiling to some inward melodist,

Over the printless furf with slow advance

Of showery footsteps maketh infinite

That crowded glen. But quick! possest by strange
Rapture, wider than dreams her motions range
Till to a span the forests shrink and change.

And hither, in beam-glimmering arms she brings

All zests of promise—all the unlooked-for boon

Of rainbowed life, all rare and speechless things
That shine or swell under the brimming moon.
Who shall pluck timpans? For what need of strings
To waft her blood who is herself the Tune,

Herself the heart of her own melody ?

Art come from the Land of the Ever-Young?—O stay
For his heart, too, when thou dost rise away—

Burns dark and spirit-faint within the clay.

1 Copyright, John Lane, };3?]‘_” York. By permission,
3
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And griefs, like the yellow leaves by winters curled,
Rise after her, dead pangs disturbed, arouse.

About that bosom the gray forests whirled

And tempests with her beauty might espouse.

She rose with the green waters of the world

And the winds heaved with her their depths of boughs,
Then vague again as blows the woodbine odor

On the dark lap of air she chose to sink

Winnowing with plumes; as to the river-brink

The pigeons from the cliff come down to drink.

SCHIEHALLIONA
From ¢ Deirdre Wed and other Poems.?

Far the gray loch runs
Up to Schiehallion;
Lap, lap the water flows
Where my wee boatie rows;
Greenly a star shows
Over Schiehallion.

She that I wandered in
Over Schiehallion—
How far beyont your ken,
Crags of the merry glen,
Strayed she, that wandered then
Down fro’ Schiehallion.

Sail of the wild swan,
Turn to Schiehallion!
Here, where the rushes rise,
Low the dark hunter lies:
Beat thou the pure skies
Back to Schiehallion.

1 Copyright, John Lane, New York. By permission,
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MAURYA’S SONG.!
From ¢ Deirdre Wed and other Poems.’

Rushes that grow by the black water
When will I see you more?
‘When will the sorrowful heart forget you,
Land of the green, green shore?
When will the field and the small cabin
See us more
In the old country?

What is to me all the gold yonder?
She that bore me is gone.
Knees that dangled and hands that blessed me
Colder than any stone;
Stranger to me than the face of strangers
Are my own
In the old country.

Vein o’ my heart, from the lone mountain
The smoke of the turf will die
And the stream that sang to the young childer
Run down alone from the sky:
On the door-stone, grass,—and the cloud lying
Where they lie
In the old country.

1 Copyright, John Lane, New York. By permission.



ARCHBISHOP TRENCH.
(1807—1886.)

RicEARD CHENEVIX TRENCH was the second son of the late Mr,
Richard Trench, brother of the first Lord Ashtown. He was born in
Dublin, Sept. 9, 1807. Having been graduated in Trinity College,
Cambridge, in 1829, he became perpetual curate of Curdridge Chapel;
thence he passed to other cures, the most important of which, in its
consequences on his after life, was that of Alverstoke, near Gosport.
Here he was under Dr. Wilberforce, afterward the famous Bishop
of Winchester. The friendship which was thus formed lasted
throughout life and joined the two men in many undertakings.
When Dr. Wilberforce ceased to be Dean of Westminster, Dr.
Trench stepped into the vacant place ; and in his new episcopal
dignity as Bishop of Oxford Dr. Wilberforce had his old friend
beside him as examining chaplain. ’

In 1835 he published * Justin Martyr and other Poems,’ which has
passed through numerous editions. *‘Sabbation, Honor Neale, and
other Poems,’ followed in 1838, and further enhanced the reputation
of the author. At intervals followed ¢ Elegiac Poems,’ ¢ Poems from
Eastern Sources,’ ¢ Genoveva and other Poems.” Dr. Trench's other
poems were ‘Sacred Poems for Mourners,’ ‘Sacred Latin Poetry,’
and ‘¢ Life’s a Dream,’ from the Spanish of Calderon. He also wrote
a considerable number of prose works. The greater part of those
are devoted to theological subjects, and need not be recapitulated
here.

Besides these he published a series of books on philological sub-
jects which are very widely known. ‘The Study of Words ’ and
‘English Past and Present’ are the most popular of the series.
The pedigree of our vocabulary is so traced as to make the reader
appreciate the delight of following the history of an ancient and
romantic family ; and a subject which with most writers is dry is
enlivened with poetic feeling, anecdote, and a charming style. But
the study of philology has made vast strides since this work
appeared, and, while it may be read and enjoyed for its beauty, its
scholarship cannot be implicitly accepted.

Dr. Trench was consecrated Archbishop of Dublin, Jan. 1, 1864,
on the decease of Dr. Whately. He died March 29, 1886, and is
buried in Westminster Abbey.

THE POETRY OF WORDS.
From *‘ The Study of Words.’

Language is fossil poetry; in other words, we are not ’.co
look for the poetry which a people may possess only in
its poems, or its poetical customs, traditions, and beliefs.
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Many a single word also is itself a concentrated poem, hav-
ing stores of poetical thought and imagery laid up in it.
* Examine it, and it will be found to rest on some deep anal-
ogy of things natural and things spiritual; bringing those
to illustrate and to give an abiding form and body to these.
The image may have grown trite and ordinary now; per-
haps, through the help of this very word, may have become
so entirely the heritage of all, as to seem little better than
a commonplace; yet not the less he who first discerned the
relation, and devised the new word which should express
it, or gave to an old, never before but literally used, this
new and figurative sense, this man was in his degree a
poet—a maker, that is, of things which were not before,
which would not have existed, but for him, or for some
other gifted with equal powers. He who spake first of a
“dilapidated ” fortune, what an image must have risen
up before his mind’s eye of some falling house or palace,
stone detaching itself from stone, till all had gradually
sunk into desolation and ruin. Or he who to that Greek
word which signifies ¢ that which will endure to be held
up to and judged by the sunlight,” gave first its ethical
signification of ¢ sincere,” *truthful,”” or as we some-
times say, ¢ transparent,” can we deny to him the poet’s
feeling and eye? Many a man had gazed, we are sure, at
the jagged and indented mountain ridges of Spain before
one called them ¢ sierras” or ¢ saws,” the name by which
now they are known, as Sierra Morena, Sierra Nevada;
but that man coined his imagination into a word, which
will endure as long as the everlasting hills which he
named. . . .

“Iliads without a Homer,” some one has called, with a
little exaggeration, the beautiful but anonymous ballad
poetry of Spain. One may be permitted, perhaps, to push
the exaggeration a little further in the same direction, and
to apply the same language not merely to a ballad but to
a word. . . . Let me illustrate that which I have been here
saying somewhat more at length by the word “ tribula-
tion.” We all know in a general way that this word,
which occurs not seldom in Scripture and in the Liturgy,
means affliction, sorrow, anguish; but it is quite worth our
while to know how it means this, and to question the word
a little closer. It is derived from the Latin “ tribulum ”
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—which was the threshing instrument or harrow, whereby
the Roman husbandman separated the corn from the
husks; and “ tribulatio” in its primary significance was
the act of this separation. But some Latin writer of the
Christian church appropriated the word and image for the
setting forth of a higher truth; and sorrow, distress, and
adversity being the appointed means for the separating in
men of whatever in them was light, trivial, and poor, from
the solid and the true, their chaff from their wheat, he
therefore called these sorrows and trials “ tribulations,”
threshings, that is, of the inmner spiritual man, without
which there could be no fitting him for the heavenly gar-
ner. Now in proof of my assertion that a single word is
often a concentrated poem, a little grain of pure gold
capable of being beaten out into a broad extent of gold-
leaf, I will quote, in reference to this very word “ tribula-
tion,” a graceful composition by George Wither, a poet of
the seventeenth century. You will at once perceive that it
is all wrapped up in this word, being from first to last only
the expanding of the image and thought which this word
has implicitly given; it is as follows :—

¢ Till from the straw, the flail the corn doth beat,
Until the chaff be purged from the wheat,
Yea, till the mill the grains in pieces tear,
The richness of the flour will scarce appear.
So, till men’s persons great afflictions touch,
If worth be found, their worth is not so much,
Because, like wheat in straw, they have not yet
That value which in threshing they may get.
For till the bruising flails of God’s corrections
Have threshéd out of us our vain affections;
Till those corruptions which do misbecome us
Are by thy sacred Spirit winnowed from us;
Until from us the straw of worldly treasures,
Till all the dusty chaff of empty pleasures,
Yea, till his flail upon us he doth lay,
To thresh the husk of this our flesh away,
And leave the soul uncovered; nay, yet more,
Till God shall make our very spirit poor,
‘We shall not up to highest wealth aspire;
But then we sghall; and that is my desire.”

This deeper religious use of the word ¢ tribulation ” was
unknown to classical antiquity, belonging exclusively to
the Christian writers: and the fact that the same deepen-
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ing and elevating of the use of words recurs in a multitude
of other, and many of them far more signal, instances, is
one well deserving to be followed up. Nothing, I am per-
suaded, would more mightily convince us of the new power
which Christianity proved in the world than to compare
the meaning which so many words possessed before its
rise, and the deeper meaning which they obtained so soon
as they were assumed as the vehicles of its life, the new
thought and feeling enlarging, purifying, and ennobling
the very words which they employed.

THE EVENING HYMN.

To the sound of evening bells
All that lives to rest repairs,

Birds unto their leafy dells,
Beasts unto their forest lairs.

All things wear a home-bound look,
From the weary hind that plods

Through the corn-fields, to the rook
Sailing toward the glimmering woods.

T is the time with power to bring
Tearful memories of home

To the sailor wandering
On the far-off barren foam.

What a still and holy time!
Yonder glowing sunset seems

Like the pathway to a clime
Only seen till now in dreams.

Pilgrim! here compelled to roam,
Nor allowed that path to tread,

Now, when sweetest sense of home
On all living hearts is shed,

Doth not yearning sad, sublime,
At this season stir thy breast,
That thou canst not at this time

Seek thy home and happy rest?
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SOME MURMUR.

Some murmur, when their sky is clear
And wholly bright to view,

If one small speck of dark appear
In their great heaven of blue.

And some with thankful love are filled,
If but one streak of light,

One ray of God’s good mercy gild
The darkness of their night.

In palaces are hearts that ask,
In discontent and pride,

Why life is such a dreary task,
And all good things denied.

And hearts in poorest huts admire
How love has in their aid

(Love that not ever seems to tire)
Such rich provision made.



KATHARINE TYNAN-HINKSON.
(1861 ——)

KATHARINE TYNAN was born in Dublin, Feb. 3, 1861, and was
educated at the Dominican Convent of St. Catherine of Siena,
Drogheda, which she left at the age of fourteen. The rest of her
education was gained at home mainly by her own energy and love
of study, aided by a broad-minded and sympathetic father.

In 1893 she married Mr. Henry Hinkson, ex-scholar of Trinity
College, Dublin, himself a well-known writer. Her first poems
appeared in Young Ireland (Dublin), and her first contribution to
an English periodical in The Graphic. Since that time she has con-
tributed to all the leading journals in Ireland, as well as to many
in England and America.

The Rossettian tinge so noticeable in her first book is very curious,
seeing that she has declared she never read Rossetti till after those
poems were written. ‘‘She is,” says a critic, ‘‘ an authentic singer
with the true lyric note, that she seems to have caught from the
birds in the Irish trees and which gives to her songs written in
English a homely Irish flavor.” }

Her poetical output began in 1885 with the publication of ¢ Louise
de la Valliére and other Poems’, which hasbeen followed by ¢ Sham-
rocks,” ‘Ballads and Lyrics,” ¢ Cuckoo Songs,’ ¢ Miracle Plays,’, ¢ A
Lover’s Breast-knot,” and ‘ The Wind in the Trees.” Mrs. Tynan-
Hinkson has also written a number of prose works, among which
we may mention ‘ A Nun : Her Friends and Her Order’ ¢ The Land
of Mist and Mountain,” ‘An Isle in the Water,” ‘ The Way of a
Maid,” ‘The Handsome Brandons,’ ¢ Three Fair Maids,’ ¢ A Daughter
of the Fields,” ‘A Union of Hearts,” ‘A Girl of Galway,” ¢ That
Sweet Enemy,’ ‘ The Handsome Quaker,” ‘A King’s Woman,’ and
*Love of Sisters.’

“HAPPY THE WOOING THAT’S NOT LONG
A-DOING.”

From ¢ Oh, What a Plague is Love!’

It was a gray, sad July evening. Beatrice Challoner’s
room was high above a roaring slum, which one would
to be anywhere near its prosperous neighborhood. The
never suppose, approaching Albury House from the front,
slum street was the play-ground of the multitude of chil-
dren from the tall burrows of houses, an uncomfortable
playground this evening, when the wind swept round cor-
ners and raised the dust in little eddies and whirls, and
with a great commotion drove before it the paper it had
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stripped off the hoarding round the corner. However, the
children made their plays contentedly in the midst of the
dust, and were swept up hastily by stunted elder sisters
when a jingling hansom came cheerfully through Seaman
Street on its way to more favored localities. There was
a barrel-organ grinding out its abject tune before the
public-house at the corner, and two or three dirty little
girls danced to its strains, lifting their skirts as daintily
as any ballerina of the foot-lights. Seaman Street was
one of those tireless London streets that never sleep.

Though the evening was so overcast, it was densely hot.
Every window in Seaman Street gasped for air, and if
Beatrice Challoner were so minded she could have gazed
across the handbreadth of space between into the melan-
choly interiors. There, by one window, was a woman sew-
ing, while her foot incessantly rocked a cradle. A young
man, apparently asleep, lay on a broken-backed couch a
little farther within the shadows. It was the artisan in
the last stages of consumption, whose harrowing night
cough had often reached her wakeful ears across the nar-
row thoroughfare.

By another window was a group of pallid girls. They
were working overtime at making cheap jackets. A more
fortunate sister high up in the attic of another house was
attiring herself in finery before going out. One house was
a laundry, through the windows of which, all day, had
smoked a fume of hot soap-suds. The laundry-workers,
mostly French, had departed one by one, to take the air,
or had been fetched by their young men, very smart in
straw hats and flannels. A deaf and dumb child sat with
a lonely quietude at another window, and nursed a doll,
and looked down curiously on the happier children in the
street.

Seaman Street had been awake since four.o’clock in the
morning, and would not close its eyes, though the
chemist’s shop and the public-house both closed theirs at
a comparatively respectable hour, till two hours after
midnight. Its noise and its dust came up to Beatrice Chal-
loner’s little room under the roof. If she excluded these
she excluded her only chance of a mouthful of air. The
dust littered everything. No matter how she strove to
keep her room fresh, the dust drifted in, first coating the
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window-panes, and then descending in a gray film on bed
and toilet-table and desk and chair.

This special July evening Miss Challoner was feeling
as if the dust had entered the pores of her skin, as it had
penetrated her eyes and her throat. Yet her own room
was quiet. If she had gone downstairs to the drawing
room, with its oleographs and antimacassars, and its gen-
eral air of unhomeliness, she might have been pounced
upon by Mrs. Ransom, or the Misses Fothergill, or old Mr.
Nayman, who had insisted on teaching her whist and was
so cross when she made a blunder. The light in the room
was failing, and her novel was dull, and her head ached.
She longed for freshness and dews and scent; but since
she could not have these, at least she would have her soli-
tude.

A tap at the door interrupted her.

“If you please, miss,” said Mary, the parlor-maid,
“there’s a gentleman for you, miss, and I’ve put him in
* the parlor as Mrs. Brown’s out, and the drawing-room so
stufty with all them old ca—, ladies, I mean, miss, over
their books and cards.”

“ Thank you, Mary,” said Beatrice, taking the card, on
which she read “ Mr. Arthur Strangways.”

Mary tripped off blithely to the lower regions to inform
cook and Susan and John that old Mr. Strangway’s son
as ever was had come visiting Miss Challoner. Beatrice
had a good deal of sympathy, if she had only known it,
from the domestics, who found her sweet-spoken, and in
the way of giving trouble very. different from the old ladies
who formed Mrs. Brown’s permanent clientéle.

It was remarkable that, as she read the name on the
card, she blushed vividly, and felt a queer excitement not
Wholly pleasant or unpleasant Whenever she had thought
of Arthur Strangways since the day of her accident—and
she had thought a good many times—it was with conflict-
ing emotions. How brutal, how cruel, how unpardonable
his conduct had been in the beginning of the day! How
he had wronged and misrepresented her, and put her to
sore shame and humiliation. But then, on the other hand,
how kind and clever, and how repentant he had been after
her accident. She remembered his faltering appeal to her

thag 1sﬁhe would forgive, and allow him to begin over again.
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No, she could not hate him, could not regard him as an
enemy.

She waited a minute or two in the dusky room after the
maid had left her, and then went downstairs with a very
slow and stately step. Her usual pallor had returned by
the time she reached Mrs. Brown’s parlor, and Arthur
Strangway’s first thought was of how sadly beautiful she
looked in the dreary London gloaming. When he took her
extended hand it felt very cold.

“You have been well,” he said, with anxious solicitude,
“gsince you left Gardenhurst? You should not have left
after so short a convalescence.”

Then he faltered and felt wretchedly guilty, remember-
ing what it was that had made it difficult for her to accept
the hospitality of his home.

“T am quite well,” she said gently, “ but the summer is
very hot in town, and I find the long twilights a little sad.”

They talked on indifferent topics for a while. Then he
found that, difficult as it was to speak, it was intolerable
to spend the time in uttering conventionalities.

“ Miss Challoner,” he said, impulsively, “I resolved
when I was coming here this evening to tell you how bit-
terly sorry I have been for my conduct to you. It was not
alone the accident, but all that went before. I wish to
heavens I had broken a limb myself. It was I who stood
in need of punishment.”

“You were very unjust to me,” said the girl, simply; but
somehow the words sounded more like a pardon than an
accusation.

‘“ Beatrice, Beatrice!” cried the young man, wildly.
“ Don’t you understand it? Put me in sackeloth and ashes
if you will, after I have spoken, but let me speak now.
Don’t you know it was because I loved you from the first
minute I set eyes on your beauty? That it was because I
was mad with jealousy of you, and rage against your con-
tempt of me? I was a brute, an unspeakable brute, but it
was the brutality of a man towards the woman he loves,
and who stands out against him.”

He stopped and tried to see what expression was in her
averted face, but the room was full of shadows.

“You are not angry, Beatrice? ”’ he said.

“ No,” she replied, very low; “ but you are too sudden.”
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“Is that all, my queen? ” he said laughing out of his
excitement and happy relief. ¢ Then I will give you time
to get used to me. I will go by little steps. I will not
ask you now to love me, but only forgive me, and let me
start with a fair chance.”

“T have forgiven you,” she said. “I forgave you that
day of my accident, when you took care of me.”

He wondered at her calm. Another girl would have
been all blushes and tremors, but somehow he did not feel
that the calm, boded ill for his success.

“ But I have something to forgive you,” he said again.
“Why did you not come to tea with me that evening I
asked you and Dolly?”

“1 did not believe you could care. I thought you only
asked me to satisfy yourself.”

“Care! Why, the hour I spent listening for your foot-
step on the stairs was an hour of purgatory; and after-
wards I hoped you would write.”

“T tried to, but I did not know what to say.”

“Presently I am going to forgive you. Not yet though,
not till you have learned to love me.”

She made no reply. Neither of them thought of the con-
ventions, or of what Mrs. Brown would think if she came
in and found them sitting in a room, the dusk of which
the horn of the summer moon did little to illumine.

“You will have to learn your lesson soon, Beatrice, and
give me your answer soon. I can’t leave you in Mrs.
Brown’s all during the summer.”

“WWlat would they think at Gardenhurst? ”

It was his turn to blush, and he blushed ingenuously.

“ They will love you, as they were ready to do before.”

“ But your father? ”

There was a troubled note in her voice which revealed
how things stood to him.

“Dear old dad, he will be resigned after a time. He is
the dearest old fellow, Beatrice; I never knew how dear
till after your accident.”

“Yes, there is no one like him,” said the girl, simply.

4 D1d you know that Fred oﬁered to kick me?—I jolly
well deserved it—as your champion.”

“Dear boy!” with a sudden, sweet laugh. “ He pro-
posed to me, though I don’t know if I ought to betray his
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confidence. Offered even to give up the ’Varsity and his
chance of a blue for my sake.”

“ Impudent young beggar! What did you say?”

“ Put before him what he was resigning for my sake,
whereupon he faltered, and was in his inmost heart re-
lieved that for prudential motives I declined.”

“I daresay he’ll want to kick me again for all that
when he knows.”

He looked keenly at her glimmering profile. Then he
laughed triumphantly and suddenly.

“ Beatrice, Beatrice!’ he cried, ‘“ do you know that you
as well as I seem to take everything for granted? For ten
minutes back we have talked as if you had not yet,your
lesson to learn. Have you learnt it, Beatrice? And if
not, will you not learn it now? Don’t keep me an hour
out of Paradise.”

“You will think I am too facile,” she said, coming to
him as willingly as any lover could desire.

THE STORY OF FATHER ANTHONY OTOOLE.
From ¢ An Isle in the Water.’

On the wall of the Island Chapel there is a tablet which
strangers read curiously. The inscription runs:

FATHER ANTHONY O'TOOLE
FOR THIRTY YEARS THE SHEPHERD OF
HIS FLOCK

Died 18th of December 1812
Aged 80 years

‘“He will avenge the blood of his servants, and will be
merciful unto his land, and to his people.”

Many a time has a summer visitor asked me the meaning
of the Old Testament words on the memorial tablet of a
life that in all probability passed so queitly.

Any child in the Island will tell you the story of Father
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Anthony O’Toole. Here and there an old man or woman
will remember to have seen him and will describe him—
tall despite his great age, with the frost on his head but
never in his heart, stepping down the cobbles of the vil-
lage street leaning on his gold-headed cane, and greeting
his spiritual children with such a courtesy as had once
been well in place at Versailles or the Little Trianon.
Plainly he never ceased to be the finest of fine gentlemen,
though a less inbred courtesy might well rust in the isola-
tion of thirty years. Yet he seems to have been no less
the humblest and simplest of priests. Old Peter Devine
will tell you his childish memory of the old priest sitting
by the turf fire in the fisherman’s cottage, listening to the
eternal complaint of the winds and waters that had de-
stroyed the fishing and washed the potato-gardens out to
sea, and pausing in his words of counsel and sympathy to
take delicately a pinch of the finest snuff, snuff that had
never bemeaned itself by paying duty to King George.

But that was in the quite peaceful days, when the coun-
try over there beyond the shallow water lay in the apathy
of exhaustion—helpless and hopeless. That was years
after Father Anthony had flashed out as a man of war in
the midst of his quiet pastoral days, and like any Old Test-
ament hero had taken the sword and smitten his enemies
in the name of the Lord.

Father Anthony was the grandson of one of those Irish
soldiers of fortune who, after the downfall of the Jacobite
cause in Ireland, had taken service in the French and
Austrian armies. In Ireland they called them the Wild
Geese. He had risen to high honors in the armies of King
Louis, and had been wounded at Malplaquet. The son fol-
lowed in his father’s footsteps and was among the slain
at Fontenoy. Father Anthony, too, became a soldier and
saw service at Minden, and carried away from it a wound
in the thigh which made necessary the use of that gold-
beaded cane. They said that, soldier as he was, he was a
fine courtier in his day. One could well believe it looking
at him in his old age. From his father he had inherited
the dashing bravery and gay wit of which even yet he
carried traces. From his French mother he had the deli-
cate courtesy and finesse which would be well in place in
the atmosphere of a court.
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However, in full prime of manhood and reputation,
Father Anthony, for some reason or other, shook the dust
of courts off his feet, and became a huinble aspirant after
the priesthood at the missionary College of St. Omer. He
had always a great desire to be sent to the land of his
fathers, the land of faith and hope, of which he had heard
from many an Irish refugee, and in due time his desire
was fulfilled. He reached the Island one wintry day, flung
up out of the teeth of storms, and was in the Island thirty
years, till the reveille of his Master called him to the
muster of the Heavenly host.

Father Anthony seems to have been innocently ready to
talk over the days of his fighting. He was not at all averse
from fighting his battles over again for these simple ehil-
dren of his who were every day in battle with the elements
and death. Peter Devine remembers to have squatted,
burning his shins by the turf fire, and watching with fas-
cination the lines in the ashes which represented the en-
trenchments and the guns, and the troops of King Fred-
erick and the French line, as Father Anthony played the
war-game for old Corney Devine, whose grass-grown grave
is under the gable of the Island Chapel.

Now and again a fisherman was admitted by special
favor to look upon the magnificent clothing which Father
Anthony had worn as a colonel of French Horse. The
things were laid by in lavender as a bride might keep her
wedding-dress. There were the gold-laced coat and the |
breeches with the sword-slash in them, the sash, the belt,
the plumed hat, the high boots, the pistols, and, glittering
among them all, the sword. That chest of Father An-
thony’s and its contents were something of a fairy tale to
the boys of the Island, and each of them dreamt of a day
when he too might behold them. The chest, securely locked
and clamped, stood in the sacristy; and Father Anthony
would have seen nothing incongruous in its neighborhood
to the sacred vessels and vestments. He generally dis-
played the things when he had been talking over old
fighting days, to the Island men mostly, but occasionally to
a French captain, who with a cargo, often contraband of
wines and cigars, would run into the Island harbor for
shelter. Then there were courtesies given and exchanged;
and Father Anthony’s guest at parting would make an
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offering of light wines, much of which found its way to sick
and infirm Island men and women in the days that fol-
lowed., :

Father Anthony had been many placid years on the
Island when there began to be rumors of trouble on the
mainland. Just at first the United Irish Society had been
quite the fashion, and held no more rebellious than the
great volunteer movement of a dozen years earlier. But
as time went by things became more serious. Moderate
and fearful men fell away from the Society, and the union
between Northern Protestants and Southern Catholics,
which had been a matter of much concern to the Govern-
ment of the day, was met by a policy of goading the lead-
ers on to rebellion. By and by this and that idol of the
populace was flung into prison. Wolfe Tone was in
France, praying, storming, commanding, forcing an expe-
dition to act in unison with a rising on Irish soil. Father
Anthony was excited in those days. The France of the
Republic was not his France, and the stain of the blood of
the Lord’s Anointed was upon her; but for all that the
news of the expedition from Brest set his blood coursing
so rapidly and his pulses beating, that he was fain to calm
with much praying the old turbulent spirit of war which
possessed him,

‘Many of the young fishermen had left the Island and
were on the mainland, drilling in secrecy. There were
few left save old men and women and children when the
blow fell. The Government, abundantly informed of
what went on in the councils of the United Irishmen,
knew the moment to strike, and took it. The rebellion
broke out in various parts of the country, but already
the leaders were in prison. Calamity followed calamity.
Heroic courage availed nothing. In a short time Wolfe
Tone lay dead in the Provost-Marshal’s prison of Dublin;
and Lord Edward Fitzgerald was dying of his wounds.
In Dublin, dragoonings, hangings, pitch-capping and flog-
ging set up a reign of terror. Out of the first sudden
silence terrible tidings came to the Island.

At that time there was no communication with the main-
land except by the fishermen’s boats or at low water. The
Island was very much out of the world; and the echoes of
what went on in the world came vaguely as from a dis-
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tance to the ears of the Island people. They were like
enough to be safe, though there were blood and fire and
torture on the mainland. They were all old and helpless
people, and they might well be safe from the soldiery.
There was no yeomanry corps within many miles of the
Island, and it was the yeomanry, tales of whose doings
made the Islander’s blood run cold. Not the foreign sol-
diers—oh no, they were often merciful, and found this
kind of warfare bitterly distasteful. But it might well be
that the yeomanry, being so busy, would never think of
the Island.

IFather Anthony prayed that it might be so, and the ele-
ments conspired to help him. There were many storms
and high tides that set the Island riding in safety. Father
Anthony went up and down comforting those whose hus-
bands, sons, and brothers were in the Inferno over yonder.
The roses in his old cheeks withered, and his blue eyes
were faded with many tears for his country and his people.
He prayed incessantly that the agony of the land might
cease, and that his own most helpless flock might be pro-
tected from the butchery that had been the fate of many
as innocent and helpless.

The little church of gray stone stands as the vanguard
of the village, a little nearer to the mainland, and the spit
of sand that runs out towards it. You ascend to it by a
hill, and a wide stretch of green sward lies before the door.
The gray stone presbytery joins the church and communi-
cates with it. A ragged boreen, or bit of lane, between
rough stone walls runs zigzag from the gate, ever open,
that leads to the church, and wanders away to the left to
the village on the rocks above the sea. Everything is just
the same to-day as on that morning when Father Anthony,
looking across to the mainland from the high gable win-
dow of his bedroom, saw on the sands something that
made him dash the tears from his old eyes, and go hastily
in search of the telescope which had been a present from
one of those wandering sea-captains.

As he set his glass to his eye that morning, the lassitude
of age and grief seemed to have left him. For a few min-
utes he gazed at the objects crossing the sands—for it was
low water—in an attitude tense and eager. At last he
lowered the glass and closed it. e had seen enough.
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Four yeomen on their horses were crossing to the island.
He was alone in the house, and as he bustled downstairs
and made door and windows fast, he was rejoiced it should
be so. Down below the village was calm and quiet. The
morning had a touch of spring, and the water was lazily
lapping against the sands. The people were within doors,
—of that he was pretty well assured—for the Island was
in a state of terror and depression. There was no sign of
life down there except now and again the barking of a dog
or the cackling of a hen. Unconsciously the little homes
waited the death and outrage that were coming to them as
fast as four strong horses could carry them. ¢ Strengthen
thou mine arm,” cried Father Anthony aloud, *that the
wicked prevail not! Keep thou thy sheep that thou hast
confided to my keeping. Lo! the wolves are upon them!”
and as he spoke his voice rang out through the silent
house. The fire of battle was in his eyes, his nostrils smelt
blood, and the man seemed exalted beyond his natural
size. Father Anthony went swiftly and barred his church
doors, and then turned into the presbytery. He flashed
his sword till it caught the light and gleamed and glanced.
“ For this, for this hour, friend,” he said, “ I have polished
thee and kept thee keen. Hail, sword of the justice of
God!”

There came a thundering at the oaken door of the
church. “ Open, son of Belial!”” cried a coarse voice, and
then there followed a shower of blasphemies. The men
had lit down from their horses, which they had picketed
below, and had come on foot, vomiting oaths, to the church
door. Father Anthony took down the fastenings one by
one. Before he removed the last he looked towards the
little altar. “ Now,” he said, ¢ defend Thyself, all-power-
ful!” and saying, he let the bar fall.

The door swung open so suddenly that three of the men
fell back. The fourth, who had been calling his blas-
phemies through the keyhole of the door, remained yet on
his knees. In the doorway, where they had looked to find
an infirm old man, stood a French colonel in his battle
array, the gleaming sword in his hand. The apparition
was so sudden, so unexpected, that they stood for the mo-
ment terror-stricken. Did they think it something super-
natural? as well they might, for to their astonished eyes
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the splendid martial figure seemed to grow and grow, and
fill the doorway. Or perhaps they thought they had fallen
in an ambush.

Before they could recover, the sword swung in air, and
the head of the fellow kneeling rolled on the threshold of
the church. The others turned and fled. One man fell, the
others with a curse stumbled over him, recovered them-
selves and sped on. Father Anthony, as you might spit a
cockroach with a long pin, drove his sword in the fallen
man’s back and left it quivering. The dying scream rang
in his ears as he drew his pistols. He muttered to himself:
“If one be spared he will return with seven worse devils.
No! they must die that the innocent may go safe;” and on
the track of the flying wretches, he shot one in the head as
he ran, and the other he pierced, as he would have dragged
himself into the stirrups.

In the broad sunlight, the villagers, alarmed by the
sound of shooting, came timidly creeping towards the
presbytery to see if harm had befallen the priest, and
found Father Anthony standing on the bloody green
sward wiping his sword and looking about him at the
dead men. The fury of battle had gone out of his face, and
he looked gentle as ever, but greatly troubled. “ It had to
be,” he said, “ though, God knows, I would have spared
them to repent of their sins.”

“Take them,” he said, “to the Devil’s Chimney and
drop them down, so that if their comrades come seeking
them there may be no trace of them.” The Devil’s Chim-
ney is a strange, natural oublictte of the Island, whose
depth none has fathomed, though far below you may hear
a subterranean waterfall roaring.

Orne of the dead men’s horses set up a frightened whin-
nying. ‘ But the poor beasts,” said Father Anthony, who
had every kindness for animals, ¢ they must want for noth-
ing. Stable them in M’Ora’s Cave till the trouble goes
by, and see that they are well fed and watered.”

An hour later, except for some disturbance of the grass,
you would have come upon no trace of these happenings.
I have never heard that they cast any shade upon Father
Anthony’s spirit, or that he was less serene and cheerful
when peace had come back than he had been before. No
hue and ery after the dead yeomen ever came to the Island,
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and the troubles of 98 spent themselves without crossing
again from the mainland. After a time, when peace was
restored, the yeomen’s horses were used for drawing the
Island fish to the market, or for carrying loads of seaweed
to the potatoes, and many other purposes for which hu-
man labor had hitherto served.

But Father Anthony O’Toole was dead many and many
a year before that tablet was set up to his memory. And
the strange thing was that Mr. Hill, the rector, who, hav-
ing no flock to speak of, is pretty free to devote himself to
the antiquities of the Island, his favorite study, was a
prime mover in this commemoration of Father Anthony
O’Toole, and himself selected the text to go upon the
tablet.

In a certain Wicklow country-house an O’Toole of this
day will display to you, as they display the dead hand of
a martyr in a reliquary, the uniform, the sword and pis-
tols, the feathered hat and the riding boots, of Father
Anthony O’Toole.

SAINT FRANCIS AND THE WOLF,

This wolf for many a day
Had scourged and trodden down
The folk of Agobio town;

Old was he, lean and gray.

Dragging a mildewed bone,
Down from his lair he came,
Saw in the sunset flame

Our Father standing alone.

Dust on his threadbare gown,
Dust on his blessed feet,
Faint from long fast and heat,

His light of life died down.

This wolf laid bare his teeth,
And growling low there stood;
His lips were black with blood,
His eyes were fires of death.
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So for a spring crouched he;
But the Saint raised his head—
“ Peace, Brother Wolf,” he said,
“ God made both thee and me.”

And with the Cross signed him:
The wolf fell back a-stare,
Sat on his haunches there,

Forbidding, black, and grim.

“ Come nearer, in Christ’s Name,”
Said Francis, and, so bid,
Like a small dog that’s chid,
The fierce beast fawning came,

Trotting against his side,
And licked the tender hand
That with soft touch and bland
Caressed his wicked hide.

“ Brother,” the Saint said then,
“VWho gave thee leave to kill?
Thou hast slain of thine own will

Not only beasts, but men.

“ And God is wroth with thee:
If thou wilt not repent,
His anger shall be sent

To sn ite thee terribly.

¢ See, all men hate thy name,
And with it mothers fright
The froward child by night.

Great are thy sin and shame.

“ All true dogs thee pursue;
Thou shouldst hang high in air
Like a thief ard murderer,

Hadst thou thy lawful due.

“Yet, seeing His hands have made
Even thee, thou wicked one,
I bring no malison,

But blessing bring instead.

“ And I will purchase peace
Between this folk and thee
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So love for hate shall be,
And all thy sinning cease.

% Say, wilt thou have it so?”
Thereat, far off, we saw
The beast lift up his paw,

His great tail wagging go.

Our Father took the paw
Into his blessed hand,
Knelt down upon the sand,

Facing the creature’s jaw.

That were a sight to see:
Agobio’s folk trooped out;
They heard not all that rout,

Neither the beast nor he.

For he was praying yet,
And on his illumined face
A shamed and loving gaze

The terrible wolf had set.

When they came through the town,
His hand that beast did stroke,
He spake unto the folk

Flocking to touch his gown.

A sweet discourse was this;
He prayed them that they make
Peace, for the Lord Christ’s sake,
With this poor wolf of His;

And told them of their sins,
How each was deadlier far
Than wolves or lions are,

Or sharks with sword-like fins.

Afterward some came near,
Took the beast’s paw and shook,
And answered his sad look
With words of honest cheer.

Our Father, ere he went,
Bade that each one should leave
Some food at morn and eve
For his poor penitent.
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And so, three years or more,
The wolf came morn and even—
Yea, long forgiven and shriven,
Fed at each townsman’s door;

And grew more gray and old,
Withal so sad and mild,
Him feared no little child

Sitting in the sun’s gold.

The women, soft of heart,
Trusted him and were kind:
Men grew of equal mind,

None longer stepped apart.

The very dogs, 't was said,
Would greet him courteously,
And pass his portion by,

Though they went on unfed.

But when three years were gone
He came no more, but died ;
In a cave on the hillside
You may count each whitening bone.

And then it came to pass
All gently of him spake,
For Francis his dear sake,
Whose Brother Wolf this was.

SHEEP AND LAMBS.

All in the April evening,
April airs were abroad,

The sheep with their little lambs
Passed me by on the road.

The sheep with their little lambs
Passed me by on the road;

All in the April evening
I thought on the Lamb of God.

The lambs were weary, and crying
With a weak, human cry.



KATHARINE TYNAN-HINKSON.

I thought on the Lamb of God
Going meekly to die.

Up in the blue, blue mountains
Dewy pastures are sweet,
Rest for the little bodies,
Rest for the little feet,

But for the Lamb 'of God,
Up on the hill-top green,
Only a Cross of shame
Two stark crosses between.

All in the April evening,
April airs were abroad,’

I saw the sheep with their lambs,
And thought on the Lamb of God.

DE PROFUNDIS.

You must be troubled, Asthore,
Because last night you came
And stood on the moonlit floor,
And called again my name.
In dreams I felt your tears,
In dreams mine eyes were wet;
O, dead for seven long years!
And can you not forget?
Are you not happy yet?

The mass-bell shall be rung,
The mass be said and sung,
And God will surely hear;
Go back and sleep, my dear!

You went away when you heard

The red cock’s clarion crow.
You have given my heart a sword,

You have given my life a woe,
I, who your burden bore,

On whom your sorrows fell;
You had to travel, Asthore,

Your bitter need to tell,

And I—was faring well!

3455
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The mass-bell shall be rung,
The mass be said and sung,
And God will surely hear;
Go back and sleep, my dear!

——

SINGING STARS.

“ What sawest thou, Orion, thou hunter of the star-lands,

On that night star-sown and azure when thou cam’st in
splendor sweeping, K
And amid thy starry brethren from the near lands and the

far lands
All the night above a stable on the earth thy watch wert
keeping ? ”?

“Oh, I saw the stable surely, and the young Child and the
Mother,

And the placid beasts still gazing with their mild eyes full of
loving.

And I saw the trembling radiance of the Star, my lordliest.
brother,

Light the earth and all the heavens as he kept his guard un-
moving.

“There were kings that came from Eastward with their ivory,
spice, and sendal,

With gold fillets in their dark hair, and gold broidered robes
and stately,

And the shepherds, gazing starward, over yonder hill did
wend all,

And the silly sheep went meekly, and the wise dog marvelled

greatly.

“ Oh we knew, we stars, the stable held our King, His glory

shaded,

That His baby hands were poising all the spheres and con-
stellations;

Berenice shook her hair down, like a shower of stardust
braided,

And Arcturus, pale as silver, bent his brows in adorations.

“The stars sang all together, sang their love-songs with the
angels,
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With the Cherubim and Seraphim their shrilly trumpets

blended.

They have never sung together since that night of great
evangels,

And the young Child in the manger, and the tlme of bondage
ended.”

217

LARKS.

All day in exquisite air

The song clomb an invisible stair,
Flight on flight, story on story,
Into the dazzling glory.

There was no bird, only a singing,

Up in the glory, climbing and ringing,
Like a small golden cloud at even,
Trembling 't wixt earth and heaven.

I saw no staircase winding, winding,
Up in the dazzle, sapphire and blinding,
Yet round by round, in exquisite air,
The song went up the stair.

SUMMER-SWEET.

Honey-sweet, sweet as honey smell the lilies,
Little hhes of the ‘gold in a ring;
Little censers of pale gold are the lilies,
That the wind, sweet and sunny, sets a-swing.
Smell the rose, sweet of sweets, all a-blowing!
Hear the cuckoo call in dreams, low and sweet!
Like a very John-a-Dreams coming, going.
There ’s honey in the grass at our feet.

There’s honey in the leaf and the blossom,
And honey in the night and the day,
And honey-sweet the heart in Love’s bosom,

And honey-sweet the words Love will say.
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Dead heat and windless air,
And silence over all;
Never a leaf astir,
But the ripe apples fall;
Plums are purple-red,
Pears amber and brown;
Thud! in the garden-bed
Ripe apples fall down.

Air like a cider-press

With the bruised apples’ scent;
Low whistles express -

Some sleepy bird’s content;
Still world and windless sky,

A mist of heat o’er all;
Peace like a lullaby,

And tlie ripe apples fall.

AN ISLAND FISHERMAN.

I groan as I put out
My nets on the say,

To hear the little girshas? shout,
Dancin’ among the spray.

Ochone! the childher pass
An’ lave us to our grief;
The stranger took my little lass
At the fall o’ the leaf.

Why would you go so fast
With him you never knew ?

In all the throuble that is past
I never frowned on you.

The light o’ my ould eyes!
The comfort o’ my heart!
Waitin’ for me your mother lies
In blessed Innishart.

1 Girshas, little girls.
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Her lone grave I keep
‘From all the cold world wide,
But you in life an’ death will sleep
The stranger beside.

Ochone! my thoughts are wild:
But little blame I say;

An ould man hungerin’ for his child,
Fishin’ the livelong day.

You will not run again,
Laughin’ to see me land.

Oh, what was pain an’ throuble then,
Holdin’ your little hand?

Or when your head let fall
Its soft curls on my breast?
Why do the childher grow at all
To love the stranger best?

WINTER EVENING.

But the rain is gone by, and the day ’s dying out in a splendor;
There is flight as of many gold wings in the heart of the sky:
God’s birds, it may be, who return from their ministry tender,
Flying home from the earth, like the earth-birds when dark-
ness is nigh.
Gold plumes and gold feathers, the wings hide the roseate
faces,
But a glimmer of roseate feet breaks the massing of gold:
There’s gold hair blowing back, and a drifting of one in clear
spaces
A little chfld-angel whose flight is less sure and less bold.

They are gone, they are flown, but their footprints have left the
sky ruddy,
And the night’s coming on with a moon in a tender green
sea,
And my heart is fled home, with a flight that is certain and
steady
To her‘home, to her nest, to the place where her treasure
shall be—
Across the dark hills where the scarlet to purple is waning;
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For the birds will fily home, will fly home, when the night’s
coming on.
But hark! in the trees how the wind is complaining and strain-
in
For the birds that are flown it may be, or the nests that are
gone.

THE CHILDREN OF LIR.

Out upon the sand-dunes thrive the coarse long grasses,
Herons standing knee-deep in the brackish pool,
Overhead the sunset fire and flame amasses,
And the moon to Eastward rises pale and cool:
Rose and green around her, silver-gray and pearly,
Checkered with the black rooks flying home to bed;
For, to wake at daybreak birds must couch them early,
And the day’s a long one since the dawn was red.

On the chilly lakelet, in that pleasant gloaming,
See the sad swans sailing: they shall have no rest:

Never a voice to greet them save the bittern’s booming
Where the ghostly sallows sway against the West.

“ Sister,” saith the gray swan, “ Sister, I am weary,”
Turning to the white swan wet, despairing eyes;

“Q,” she saith, “ my young one.” “O0,” she saith, “ my dearie,”
Casts her wings about him with a storm of cries.

Woe for Lir’s sweet children whom their vile stepmother
Glamoured with her witch-spells for a thousand years;
Died their father raving—on his throne another—
Blind before the end came from his burning tears.
She—the fiends possess her, torture her forever,
Gone is all the glory of the race of Lir,
Gone and long forgotten like a dream of fever:
But the swans remember all the days that were.

Hugh, the black and white swan with the beauteous feathers;
Fiachra, the black swan with the emerald breast;

Conn, the youngest, dearest, sheltered in all weathers,
Him his snow-white sister loves the tenderest.

These her mother gave her as she lay a-dying,
To her faithful keeping, faithful hath she been,

With her wings spread o’er them when the tempest’s crying,
And her songs so hopeful when the sky’s serene.
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Other swans have nests made 'mid the reeds and rushes,
Lined with downy feathers where the cygnets sleep
Dreaming, if a bird dreams, till the daylight blushes,
Then they sail out swiftly on the current deep,
With the proud swan-father, tall, and strong, and stately,
And the mild swan-mother, grave with household cares,
All well-born and comely, all rejoicing greatly:
Full of honest pleasure is a life like theirs.

OH, GREEN AND FRESH.

Oh, green and fresh your English sod
With daisies sprinkled over;

But greener far were the fields I trod,
And the honeyed Irish clover.

Oh, well your skylark cleaves the blue
To bid the sun good-morrow;

He has not the bonny song I knew
High over an Irish furrow.

And often, often, I ’m longing still,
This gay and golden weather,

For my father’s face by an Irish hill
And he and I together.



JOHN TYNDALL.
(1820—1893.)

JoaN TYNDALL was born in 1820 at Leighlin Bridge, Carlow. His
parents were poor, but they managed to have their son taught
well, and he early acquired a sound knowledge of mathematics.
His first employments were not of a particularly philosophic character,
for he had to be content with the post of a ** civil assistant” of the
Ordnance Survey in his native district, and later with employment
in railway engineering operations in connection with a Manchester
firm. In 1847 came what was, probably, much more congenial
employment, when he received an appointment as a teacher in
Queenwood College, Hampshire.

In 1848 he went to Germany with Dr. Franklin for further scien-
tific study, working in the laboratory and making original investi-
gations. He secured his doctorate in 1857, and after more study in
Berlin he returned to England, where the publication of his scien-
tific discoveries brought him a fellowship in the'Royal Society. In
1853 he was, on the proposal of Faraday, elected to the chair of
Natural Philosophy at the Royal Institution, with which he re-
mained connected for more than thirty years.

He began as a young man the study of radiant heat, and the
problems of electricity, magnetism, and acoustics also engaged his
attention, valuable books upon these subjects resulting. Such
volumes as ¢ Heat Considered as a Mode of Motion,’ ¢ On Radiation,’
and ‘Dust and Disease,” are among the more familiar. The scien-
tific phenomena of glaciers interested him for many years, and from
1856 to hisdeath he visited the Alps every season—the initial journey
was in company with Huxley—and made studies, the deductions
from which were embodied in a series of books very enjoyable in
point of literary value. ‘Mountaineering in 1861, and ‘ Hours of
Exercise in the Alps’ are typical of this class. The publications of
Tyndall also indicate a large number of more technical treatises,
adding substantially to his reputation as a physicist and to the
advancement of modern science in the field of his election. In 1872
he made a successful lecture tour in the United States, and devoted
the proceeds to the establishment of scholarships for the benefit of
students occupied in original research in science.

He was President of the British Association, an LL.D. of Cam-
bridge and Edinburgh, a D.C.L. of Oxford, and held office in 1877
as Pregident of the Birmingham and Midland Institute.

Professor Tyndall shared with his friend, Professor Huxley, a
singular power of making the dark ways of science light to the
ordinary understanding by a style of wonderful clearness and
brightened with humor and apt illustration. Indeed, he was one
of the pioneers in the new era, in which a polished literary style
has been found quite compatible with the revelation of physical
truths.

Professor Tyndall died at Haslemere, Surrey, England, Dec. 4,1893,
from an overdose of chloral accidently administered by his wife,
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THE CLAIMS OF SCIENCE.
From the ‘¢ Belfast Address.’

Trace the line of life backwards, and see it approaching
more and more to what we call the pure physical condi-
tion. We come at length to those organisms which I have
compared to drops of oil suspended in a mixture of alcohol
and water. We reach the protogenes of Haeckel, in which
we have “a type distinguishable from a fragment of al-
bumen only by its finely granular character.” Can we
pause here? We break a magnet and find two poles in
each of its fragments. We continue the process of break-
ing; but however small the parts, each carries with it,
though enfeebled, the polarity of the whole. And when
we can break no longer, we prolong the intellectual vision
to the polar molecules. Are we not urged to do something
similar in the case of life? Is there not a temptation to
close to some extent with Lucretius, when he affirms that
¢ Nature is seen to do all things spontaneously of herself,
without the meddling of the gods”? or with Bruno, when
he declares that Matter is not “ that mere empty capacity
which philosophers have pictured her to be, but the univer-
sal mother, who brings forth all things as the fruit of her
own womb ”? Believing as I do in the continuity of na-
ture, I cannot stop abruptly where our microscopes cease
to be of use. Here the vision of the mind authoritatively
supplements the vision of the eye. By an intellectual
necessity I cross the boundary of the experimental evi-
dence, and discern in that Matter—which we, in our ig-
norance of its latent powers, and notwithstanding our
professed reverence for its Creator, have hitherto covered
with opprobrium—the promise and potency of all terres-
trial life. :

If you ask me whether there exists the least evidence to
prove that any form of life can be developed out of matter,
without demonstrable antecedent life, my reply is that
evidence considered perfectly conclusive by many has been
adduced; and that, were some of us who have pondered
this question to follow a very common example, and ac-
cept testimony because it falls in with our belief, we also
should eagerly close with the evidence referred to. But
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there is in the true man of science a wish stronger than the
wish to have his beliefs upheld,—namely, the wish to have
them true; and this stronger wish causes him to reject
the most plausible support if he has reason to suspect that
it is vitiated by error. Those to whom I refer as having
studied this question, believing the evidence offered in
favor of ‘spontaneous generation” to be thus vitiated,
cannot accept it. They know full well that the chemist
now prepares from inorganic matter a vast array of sub-
stances which were some time ago regarded as the solé
products of vitality. They are intimately acquainted with
the structural power of matter as evidenced in the phe:
nomena of crystallization. They can justify scientifically
their belief in its potency, under the proper conditions,
to produce organisms. But in reply to your question, they
will frankly admit their inability to point to any satis-
factory experimental proof that life can be developed
save from demonstrable antecedent life. As already in-
dicated, they draw the line from the highest organisms
through lower ones down to the lowest; and it is the
prolongation of this line by the intellect beyond the range
of the senses that leads them to the conclusion which
Bruno so boldly enunciated.

The “ materialism ” here professed may be vastly dif-
ferent from what you suppose, and I therefore crave your
gracious patience to the end. ¢ The question of an ex-
ternal world,” says Mr. J.-S. Mill, “is the great battle-
ground of metaphysics.” Mr. Mill himself reduces ex-
ternal phenomena to * possibilities of sensation.” Kant,
as we have seen, made time and space “ forms ”’ of our own
intuitions. Fichte, having first by the inexorable logic of
his understanding proved himself to be a mere link in that
chain of eternal causation which holds so rigidly in nature,
violently broke the chain by making nature, and all that
it inherits, an apparition of his own mind. And it is by
no means easy to combat such notions. For when I say I
see you, and that I have not the least doubt about it, the
reply is, that what I am really conscious of is an affection
of my own retina. And if I urge that I can check my sight
of you by touching you, the retort would be that I am
equally transgressing the limits of fact; for what I am
really conscious of is, not that you are there, but that



JOHN TYNDALL. 3465

the nerves of my hand have undergone a change. All we
hear, and see, and touch, and taste, and smell, are, it would
be urged, mere variations of our own condition, beyond
which, even to the extent of a hair’s-breadth, we cannot
go. That anything answering to our impressions exists
outside of ourselves is not a fact, but an inference, to
which all validity would be denied by an idealist like
Berkeley, or by a skeptic like Hume. Mr. Spencer takes
another line. With him, as with the uneducated man,
there is no doubt or question as to the existence of an ex-
ternal world. But he differs from the uneducated, who
think that the world really is what consciousness repre-
sents it to be. Our states of consciousness are mere sym-
bols of an outside entity, which produces them and de-
termines the order of their succession, but the real nature
of which we can never know. In fact, the whole process
of evolution is the manifestation of a Power absolutely in-
scrutable to the intellect of man. As little in our day as
in the days of Job can man by searching find this Power
out. Considered fundamentally, then, it is by the opera-
tion of an insoluble mystery that life on earth is evolved,
species differentiated, and mind unfolded, from their pre-
potent elements in the unmeasurable past. There is, you
will observe, no very rank materialism here.

The strength of the doctrine of evolution consists, not
in an experimental demonstration (for the subject is
hardly accessible to this mode of proof), but in its general
harmony with scientific thought.

From contrast, moreover, it derives enormous relative
strength. On the one side, we have a theory (if it could
with any propriety be so called) derived, as were the
theories referred to at the beginning of this address, not
from the study of nature, but from the observation of men
—a theory which converts the Power whose garment is
seen in the visible universe into an artificer, fashioned
after the human model, and acting by broken cfforts as
a man is seen to act. On the other side, we have the con-
ception that all we see around us, and all we feel within
us,—the phenomena of physical nature as well as those
of the human mind,—have their unsearchable roots in a
cosmical life (if I dare apply the term), an infinitesimal
span of which is offered to the investigation of man. And
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even this span is only knowable in part. We can trace the
development of a nervous system, and correlate with it
the parallel phenomena of sensation and thought. We
see with undoubting certainty that they go hand in hand.
But we try to soar in a vacuum the moment we seek to
comprehend the connection between them. An Archi-
medean fulerum is here required which the human mind
cannot command; and the effort to solve the problem, to
borrow a comparison from an illustrious friend of mine,
is like the effort of a man trying to lift himself by his own
waistband. All that has been here said is to be taken
in connection with this fundamental truth. When “ nas-
cent senses” are spoken of, when “ the differentiation of
a tissue at first vaguely semnsitive all over” is spoken of,
and when these processes are associated with ¢ the modi-
fication of an organism by its environment,” the same par-
allelism, without contact or even approach to contact, is
implied.. Man the object is separated by an impassable
gulf from man the subject. There is no motor energy in
intellect to carry it without logical rupture from the one
to the other.

Further, the doctrine of evolution derives man in his
totality from the interaction of organism and environ-
ment through countless ages past. The human under-
standing, for example,—that faculty which Mr. Spencer
has turned so skillfully round upon its own antecedents,—
is itself a result of the play between organism and environ-
ment through cosmic ranges of time. Never surely did
prescription plead so irresistible a claim. But then it
comes to pass that, over and above his understanding,
there are many other things appertaining to man whose
prescriptive rights are quite as strong as those- of the
understanding itself. It is a result, for example, of the
play of organism and environment, that sugar is sweet and
that aloes are bitter, that the smell of henbane differs from
the perfume of a rose. Such facts of consciousness (for
which, by the way, no adequate reason has yet been ren-
dered) are quite as old as the understanding; and many
other things can boast an equally ancient origin. Mr.
Spencer at one place refers to that most powerful of pas-
sions, the amatory passion, as one which when it first oc-
curs is antecedent to all relative experience whatever; and
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we may pass its claim as being at least as ancient and valid
as that of the understanding. Then there are such things
woven into the texture of man as the feelings of awe,
reverence, wonder ; and not alone the sexual love just re-
ferred to, but the love of the beautiful, physical, and moral,
in nature, poetry, and art. There is also that deep-set
feeling, which since the earliest dawn of history, and prob-
ably for ages prior to all history, incorporated itself in the
religions of the world. You who have escaped from these
religions into the high-and-dry light of the intellect may
deride them ; but in so doing you deride accidents of form
merely, and fail to touch the immovable basis of the re-
ligious sentiment in the nature of man. To yield this
sentiment reasonable satisfaction is the problem of prob-
lems at the present hour. And grotesque in relation to
scientific culture as many of the religions of the world
have been and are,—dangerous, nay destructive, to the
dearest privileges of freemen as some of them undoubtedly
have been, and would, if they could, be again,—it will be
wise to recognize them as the forms of a force, mischie-
vous if permitted to intrude on the region of knowledge,
over which it holds no command, but capable of being
guided to noble issues in the region of emotion, which is
its proper and elevated sphere.

All religious theories, schemes, and systems, which em-
brace notions of cosmogony, or which otherwise reach into
the domain of science, must, in so far as they do this, sub-
mit to the control of science, and relinquish all thought of
controlling it. Acting otherwise proved disastrous in the
past, and it is simply fatuous to-day. Every system which
would escape the fate of an organism too rigid to adjust
itself to its environment, must be plastic to the extent
that the growth of knowledge demands. When this truth
has been thoroughly taken in, rigidity will be relaxed, ex-
clusiveness diminished, things now deemed essential will
be dropped, and elements now rejected will be assimilated.

The lifting of the life is the essential point; and as long
as dogmatism, fanaticism, and intolerance are kept out,
various modes of leverage may be employed to raise life to
a higher level. Science itself not unfrequently derives a
motive power from an ultra-scientific source. Whewell
speaks of enthusiasm of temper as a hindrance to science;
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but he means the enthusiasm of weak heads. There is a
strong and resolute enthusiasm in which science finds an
ally; and it is to the lowering of this fire, rather than to
the diminution of intellectual insight, that the lessening
productiveness of men of science in their mature years is
to be ascribed. Mr. Buckle sought to detach intellectual
achievement from moral force. He gravely erred; for
without moral force to whip it into action, the achieve-
ments of the intellect would be poor indeed.

It has been said that science divorces itself from liter-
ature; but the statement, like so many others, arises from
lack of knowledge. A glance at the least technical writ-
ings of its leaders—of its Helmholtz, its Huxley, and its
Du Bois-Reymond—would show what breadth of literary
culture they command. Where among modern writers
can you find their superiors in clearness and vigor of lit-
erary style? Science desires not isolation, but freely
combines with every effort towards the bettering of man’s
estate. Single-handed, and supported not by outward
sympathy but by inward force, it has built at least one
great wing of the many-mansioned home which man in his
totality demands. And if rough walls and protruding
rafter-ends indicate that on one side the edifice is still in-
complete, it is only by wise combination of the parts re-
quired, with those already irrevocably built, that we can
hope for completeness. There is no necessary incongruity
between what has been accomplished and what remains to
be done. The moral glow of Socrates, which we all feel by
ignition, has in it nothing incompatible with the physics
of Anaxagoras which he so much scorned, but which he
would hardly scorn to-day.

And here I am reminded of one amongst us, hoary but
still strong, whese prophet-voice some thirty years ago,
far more than any other of his age, unlocked whatever of
life and nobleness lay latent in its most gifted minds; one
fit to stand besides Socrates or the Maccabean Eleazar,
and to dare and suffer all that they suffered and dared,—
fit, as he once said of Fichte, “ to have been the teacher
of the Stoa, and to have discoursed of beauty and virtue in
the grove of Academe.” With a capacity to grasp physical
principles which his friend Goethe did not possess, and
which even total lack of exercise has not been able to re-
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duce to atrophy, it is the world’s loss that he, in the vigor
of his years, did not open his mind and sympathies to
science, and make its conclusions a portion of his message
to mankind. Marvelously endowed as he was, equally
equipped on the side of the heart and of the understand-
ing, he might have done much towards teaching us how to
reconcile the claims of both, and to enable them in coming
times to dwell together in unity of spirit, and in the bond
of peace.

And now the end is come. With more time or greater
strength and knowledge, what has been here said might
have been better said, while worthy matters here omitted
might have received fit expression. But there would have
been no material deviation from the views set forth. As
regards myself, they are not the growth of a day; and as
regards you, I thought you ought to know the environment
which, with or without your consent, is rapidly surround-
ing you, and in relation to which some adjustment on
your part may be necessary. A hint of Hamlet’s, however,
teaches us all how the troubles of common life may be
ended ; and it is perfectly possible for you and me to pur-
chase intellectual peace at the price of intellectual death.
The world is not without refuges of this description ; nor is
it wanting in persons who seek their shelter, and try to
persuade others to do the same. The unstable and the
weak will yield to this persuasion, and they to whom re-
pose is sweeter than the truth. But I would exhort you
to refuse the offered shelter, and to scorn the base repose;
to accept, if the choice be forced upon you, commotion be-
fore stagnation, the leap of the torrent before the stillness
of the swamp.

In the course of this address I have touched on debat-
able questions, and led you over what will be deemed
dangerous ground ; and this partly with the view of telling
you that as regards these questions, science claims unre-
stricted right of search. It is not to the point to say that
the views of Lucretius and Bruno, of Darwin and Spencer,
may be wrong. Here I should agree with you, deeming it
indeed certain that these views will undergo modification.
But the point is, that whether right or wrong, we ask the
freedom to discuss them. For science, however, no ex-
clusive claim is here made; you are not urged to erect it
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into an idol. The inexorable advance of man’s under-
standing in the path of-’knowledge, and those unquenchable
claims of his moral and emotional nature which the under-
standing can never satisfy, are here equally set forth.
The world embraces not only a Newton, but a Shake-
speare; not only a Boyle, but a Raphael ; not only a Kant,
but a Beethoven; not only a Darwin, but a Carlyle. Not
in each of these, but in all, is human nature whole. They
are not opposed, but supplementary; not mutually exclu-
sive, but reconcilable. And if, unsatisfied with them all,
the human mind, with the yearning of a pilgrim for his dis-
tant home, will turn to the Mystery from which it emerged,
seeking so to fashion it as to give unity to thought and
faith ;—so long as this is done not only without intoler-
ance or bigotry of any kind, but with the enlightened rec-
ognition that ultimate fixity of conception is here unat-
tainable, and that each succeeding age must be held free
to fashion the Mystery in accordance with its own needs,—
then casting aside all the restrictions of materialism, I
would affirm, this to be a field for the noblest exercise of
what, in contrast with the knowing faculties, may be
called the creative faculties of man.

“ F'ill thy heart with it,” said Goethe, “ and then name it
as thou wilt.” Goethe himself did this in untranslatable
language, Wordsworth did it in words known to all Eng-
lishmen, and which may be regarded as a forecast and re-
ligious vitalization of the latest and deepest scientific
truth: —

““For I have learned
To look on nature, not as in the hour
Of thoughtless youth, but hearing oftentimes
The still, sad music of humanity,—
Nor harsh nor grating, though of ample power
To chasten and subdue. And I have felt
A presence that disturbs me with the joy
Of elevated thoughts; a sense sublime
Of something far more deeply interfused,
hose dwelling is the light of setting suns,
- And the round ocean, and the living air,
And the blue sky, and in the mind of man ;
A motion and a spirit that impels
All thinking things, all objects of all thoughts,
And rolls through all things.”
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SCIENTIFIC LIMIT OF THE IMAGINATION.

From an Address to British Association.

If you look at the face of a watch you see the hour and
minute hands, and possibly also a second-hand, moving
over the graduated dial. Why do these hands move? and
why are their relative motions such as they are observed
to be? These questions cannot be answered without open-
ing the watch, mastering its various parts, and ascertain-
ing their relationship to each other. When this is done
we find that the observed motion of the hands follows of
necessity from the inner mechanism of the watch when
acted upon by the force invested in the spring.

The motion of the hands may be called a phenomenon
of art, but the case is similar with the phenomena of na-
ture. These also have their inner mechanism, and their
store of force to set that mechanism going. The ultimate
problem of physical science is to reveal this mechanism,
to discern this store, and to show that from the combined
action of both the phenomena of which they constitute the
basis must of necessity flow.

I thought that an attempt to give you even a brief and
sketchy illustration of the manner in which scientific
thinkers regard this problem would not be uninteresting
to you on the present oceasion; more especially as it will
give me occasion to say a word or two on the tendencies
and limits of modern science; to point out the region
which men of science claim as their own, and where it is
mere waste of time to oppose their advance, and also to
define, if possible, the bourne between this and that other
region to which the questionings and yearnings of the
scientific intellect are directed in vain.

There have been writers who affirmed that the pyra-
mids of Egypt were the productions of nature; and in his
early youth Alexander von Humboldt wrote a learned es-
say with the express object of refuting this notion. We
now regard the pyramids as the work of men’s hands, aided
probably by machinery of which no record remains. We
picture to ourselves the swarming workers toiling at those
vast erections, lifting the inert stones, and, guided by the
volition, the skill, and possibly at times by the whip of the
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architect, placing them in their proper positions. The
blocks in this case were moved and posited by a power
external to themselves, and the final form of the pyramid
expressed the thought of its human builder.

Let us pass from this illustration of constructive power
to another of a different kind. When a solution of com-
mon salt is slowly evaporated, the water which holds the
salt in solution disappears, but the salt itself remains be-
hind. At a certain stage of concentration the salt can no
longer retain the liquid form; its particles, or molecules,
as they are called, begin to deposit themselves as minute
golids, so minute, indeed, as to defy all microscopic power.
As evaporation continues solidification goes on, and we
finally obtain, through the clustering together of innumer-
able molecules, a finite crystalline mass of a definite form.
What is this form? It sometimes seems a mimicry of the
architecture of Egypt. We have little pyramids built by
the salt, terrace above terrace from base to apex, forming
a series of steps resembling those up which the Egyptian
traveler is dragged by his guides. The human mind is as
little disposed to look unquestioning at these pyramidal
salt-crystals as to look at the pyramids of Egypt without
inquiring whence they came. How, then, are those salt-
pyramids built up?

Guided by analogy, you may, if you like, suppose that,
swarming among the constituent molecules of the salt
there is an invisible population, guided and coerced by
some invisible master, and placing the atomic blocks in
their positions. This, however, is not the scientific idea,
nor do I think your good sense will accept it as a likely
one. The scientific idea is that the molecules act upon
each other without the intervention of slave labor; that
they attract each other and repel each other at certain
definite points, or poles, and in certain definite directions;
and that the pyramidal form is the result of this play of
attraction and repulsion. While, then, the blocks of
Egypt were laid down by a power external to themselves,
these molecular blocks of salt are self-posited, being fixed
in their places by the forces with which they act upon each
other.

I take common salt as an illustration because it is so
familiar to us all; but any other crystaline substance
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would answer my purpose equally well. Everywhere, in
fact, throughout inorganic nature, we have this formative
power, as Fichte would call it—this structural energy
ready to come into play, and build the ultimate particles
of matter into definite shapes. The ice of our winters and
of our polar regions is its handiwork, and so equally are
the quartz, felspar, and mica of our rocks. Our chalk-beds
are for the most part composed of minute shells, which
are also the product of structural energy; but behind the
shell, as a whole, lies a more remote and subtle formative
act. These shells are built up of little erystals of cale-
spar, and to form these crystals the structural force had
to deal with the intangible molecules of carbonate of lime.
This tendency on the part of matter to organize itself, to
grow into shape, to assume definite forms in obedience to
the definite action of force, is, as I have said, all-pervad-
ing. It is in the ground on which you tread, in the water
you drink, in the air you breathe. Incipient life, as it were,
manifests itself throughout the whole of what we call in-
organic nature.

The forms of the minerals resulting from this play of
polar forces are various, and exhibit different degrees of
complexity. Men of science avail themselves of all pos-
sible means of exploring their molecular architecture.
For this purpose they employ in turn as agents of explora-
tion, light, heat, magnetism, electricity, and sound. Polar-
ized light is especially useful and powerful here. A beam
of such light when sent in among the molecules of a crys-
tal is acted on by them, and from this action we infer with
more or less of clearness the manner in which the mole-
cules are arranged. That differences, for example, exist
between the inner structure of rock-salt and crystalized
sugar or sugar-candy, is thus strikingly revealed. These
differences may be made to display themselves in chro-
matic phenomena of great splendor, the play of molecular
force being so regulated as to remove some of the colored
constituents of white light, and to leave others with in-
creased intensity behind.

And now let us pass from what we are accustomed to re-
gard as a dead mineral to a living grain of corn. When 4t
it examined by polarized light, chromatic phenomena simi-

lar to those noticed in crystals are observed. And why?
218
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Because the architecture of the grain resembles the archi-
tecture of the crystal. In the grain also the molecules are
set in definite positions, and in accordance with their ar-
rangement they act upon the light. But what has built
together the molecules of the corn? I have already said
regarding crystalline architecture that you may, if you
please, consider the atoms and molecules to be placed in
position by a power external to themselves. The same
hypothesis is open to you now. But if in the case of crys-
tals you have rejected this notion of an external architect,
I think you are bound to reject it now, and to conclude
that the molecules of the corn are self-posited by the forces
with which they act upon each other. It would be poor
philosophy to invoke an external agent in one case and.to
reject it in the other.

Instead of cutting our grain of corn into slices and sub-
jecting it to the action of polarized light, let us place it
in the earth and subject it to a certain degree of warmth.
In other words, let the molecules, both of the corn and of
the surrounding earth, be kept in that state of agitation
which we call warmth. Under these circumstances the
grain and the substances which surround it interact, and
a definite molecular architecture is the result. A bud is
formed ; this bud reaches the surface, where it is exposed
to the sun’s rays, which are also to be regarded as a kind
of vibratory motion. And as the motion of common heat
with which the grain and the substances surrounding it
were first endowed, enabled the grain and these substances
to exercise their attractions and repulsions, and thus to
coalesce in definite forms, so the specific motion of the
sun’s rays now enables the green bud to feed upon the car-
bonic acid and the aqueous vapor of the air. The bud
appropriates those constituents of both for which it has
an elective attraction, and permits the other constituent
to resume its place in the air. Thus the architecture is
carried on. Forces are active at the root, forces are active
in the blade, the matter of the earth and the matter of the
atmosphere are drawn towards both, and the plant aug-
ments in size. We have in succession the bud, the stalk,
the ear, the full corn in the ear; the cycle of molecular
action being completed by the production of grains similar
to that with which the process began.
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Now there is nothing in this process which necessarily
eludes the conceptive or imagining power of the purely
human mind. An intellect the same in kind as our own
would, if only sufficiently expanded, be able to follow the
whose process from beginning to end. It would see every
molecule placed in its position by the specific attractions
and repulsions exerted between it and other molecules, the
whole process and its consummation being an instance of
the play of molecular force. Given the grain and its en-
vironment, the purely human intellect might, if suffi-
ciently expanded, trace out & priori every step of the
process of growth, and, by the application of purely me-
chanical principles, demonstrate that the eycle must end,
as it is seen to end, in the reproduction of forms like that
with which it began. A similar necessity rules here to
that which rules the planets in their circuits round the
sun.

You will notice that I am stating my truth strongly. . .
But I must go still further, and affirm that, in the eye of
science, the animal body is just as much the product of
molecular force as the stalk and ear of corm, or as the
crystal of salt or sugar. Many of the parts of the body
are obviously mechanical. Take the human heart, for ex-
ample, with its system of valves, or take the exquisite
mechanism of the eye or hand. Animal heat, moreover, is
the same in kind as the heat of a fire, being produced by the
same chemical process. Animal motion, too, is as directly
derived from the food of the animal, as the motion of
Trevethyck’s walking engine from the fuel in its furnace.
As regards matter, the animal body creates nothing; as
regards force, it creates nothing. “ Which of you by taking
thought can add one cubit to his stature? ” All that has
been said, then, regarding the plant may be restated with
regard to the animal. Every particle that enters into the
composition of a muscle, a nerve, or a bone, has been
placed in its position by molecular force. And unless the
existence of law in these matters be denied, and the ele-
ment of caprice introduced, we must conclude that, given
the relation of any molecule of the body to its environ.
ment, its position in the body might be determined mathe-
matically. Our difficulty is not with the quality of the
problem, but with its complewity,; and this difficulty might
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be met by the simple expansion of the faculties which we
now possess. Given this expansion, with the necessary
molecular data, and the chick might be deduced as rigor-
ously and as logically from the egg as the existence of
Neptune was deduced from the disturbances of Uranus,
or as conical refraction was deduced from the undulatory
theory of light.

You see I am not mincing matters, but avowing nakedly
what many scientific thinkers more or less distinctly be-
lieve. The formation of a crystal, a plant, or an animal,
is in their eyes a purely mechanical problem, which differs
from the problems of ordinary mechanics in the smallness
of the masses and the complexity of the processes involved.
Here you have one half of our dual truth; let us now
glance at the other half. Associated with this wonderful
mechanism of the animal body we have phenomena no less
certain than those of physics, but between which and the
mechanism. we discern no necessary connection. A man,
for example, can say I feel, I think, I love; but how does
consciousness infuse itself into the problem? The human
brain is said to be the organ of thought and feeling; when
we are hurt the brain feels it, when we ponder it is the
brain that thinks, when our passions or affections are ex-
cited it is through the instrumentality of the brain. Let
us endeavor to be a little more precise here. I hardly
imagine there exists a profound scientific thinker, who
has reflected upon the subject, unwilling to admit the ex-
treme probability of the hypothesis, that for every fact of
consciousness, whether in the domain of sense, of thought,
or of emotion, a certain definite molecular condition is set
up in the brain; who does not hold this relation of physies
to consciousness to be invariable, so that, given the state
of the brain, the corresponding thought or feeling might
be inferred; or given the thought or feeling, the corre-
sponding state of the brain might be inferred.

But how inferred? It is at bottom not a case of logical
inference at all, but of empirical association. You may
reply that many of the inferences of science are of this
character ; the inference, for example, that an electric cur-
rent of a given direction will deflect a magnetic needle in
a definite way ; but the cases differ in this, that the passage
from the current to the needle, if not demonstrable, is
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thinkable, and that we entertain no doubt as to the final
mechanical solution of the problem. But the passage
from the physics of the brain to the corresponding facts of
consciousness is unthinkable. Granted that a definite
thought, and a definite molecular action in the brain occur
simultaneously; we do not possess the intellectual organ,
nor apparently any rudiment of ‘the organ, which would
enable us to pass, by a process of reasoning, from' the one
to the other. They appear together, but we do not know
why. Were our minds and senses so expanded, strength-
ened, and illuminated as to enable us to see and feel the
very molecules of the brain; were we capable of following
all their motions, all their groupings, all their electric dis-
charges, if such there be; and were we intimately ac-
quainted with the corresponding states of thought and
feeling, we should be as far as ever from the solution of
the problem, “ How are these physical processes connected
with the facts of consciousness?’”” The chasm between
the two classes of phenomena would still remain intellect-
vally impassable. Let the consciousness of love, for ex-
ample, be associated with a right-handed spiral motion of
the molecules of the brain, and the consciousness of hate
with a left-handed spiral motion. We should then know
when we love that the motion is in one direction, and
when we hate that the motion is in the other; but the
“wHY?” would remain as unanswerable as before.

In affirming that the growth of the body is mechanical,
and that thought, as exercised by us, has its correlative in
the physies of the brain, I think the position of the “ Ma-
terialist ”” is stated, as far as that position is a tenable one.
I think the materialist will be able finally to maintain
this position against all attacks; but I do not think, in
the present condition of the human mind, that he can pass
beyond this position. I do not think he is entitled to say
that his molecular groupings and his molecular motions
explain everything. In reality they explain nothing. The
utmost he can affirm is the association of two classes of
phenomena, of whose real bond of union he is in absolute
ignorance. The problem of the connection of body and
soul is as insoluble in its modern form as it was in the
prescientific ages. Phosphorus is known to enter into the
composition of the human brain, and a trenchant German
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writer has exclaimed, ¢ Ohne Phosphor, kein Gedanke.” !
That may or may not be the case; but even if we knew it to
be the case; the knowledge would not lighten our dark-
ness. On both sides of the zone here assigned to the ma-
terialist he is equally helpless. If you ask him whence is
this “ Matter ” of which we have been discoursing, who or
what divided it into molecules, who or what impressed
upon them this necessity of running into inorganic forms,
he has no answer. Science is mute in reply to these ques-
tions. The process of things upon this earth has been one
of amelioration. It is a long way from the iguanodon and
his contemporaries to the president and members of the
British Association. A time may, therefore, come when
this ultra-scientific region by which we are now enfolded
may offer itself to terrestrial, if not to human investiga-
tion. Meanwhile, the mystery is not without its uses. It
certainly may be made a power in the human soul; but it
is a power which has feeling, not knowledge, for its base.
It may be, and will be, and we hope is, turned to account,
both in steadying and strengthening the intellect, and in
rescuing man from that littleness to which, in the
struggle for existence, or for precedence in the world, he
is continually prone.

THOUGHTS ON THE MATTERHORN.

From ‘ Hours of Exercise in the Alps.’

Standing on the aréte, at the foot of a remarkable cliff
gable seen from Zermatt, and permitting the vision to range
over the Matterhorn, its appearance is exceedingly wild
and impressive. Hardly two things can be more different
than the two aspects of the mountain from above and be-
low. Seen from the Riffel, or Zermatt, it presents itself as
a compact pyramid, smooth and steep, and defiant of the
weathering air. From above, it seems torn to pieces by
the frosts of ages; while its vast facettes are so foreshort-
ened as to stretch out into the distance like plains. But
this underestimate of the steepness of the mountain is

1 Ohne . . . Gedanke—Without phosphorus there is no thought.
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checked by the deportment of its stones. Their discharge
along the side of the pyramid to-day was incessant; and at
any moment, by detaching a single bowlder, we could let
loose a cataract of them, which flew with wild rapidity and
with a thunderous clatter down the mountain. We once
wandered too far from the aréte, and were warned back to
it by a train of these missiles sweeping past us.

As long as our planet yields less heat to space than she
receives from the bodies of space, so long will the forms
upon her surface undergo mutation; and as soon as equi-
librium in regard to heat has been established, we shall
have, as Thomson has pointed out, not peace but death.
Life is the product and accompaniment of change; and
the selfsame power that tears the flanks of the hills to
pieces is the mainspring of the animal and vegetable
worlds. Still there is something chilling in the contem-
plation of the irresistible and remorseless character of
those infinitesimal forces, whose integration through the
ages pulls down even the Matterhorn. Hacked and hurt
by time, the aspect of the mountain from its higher crags
saddened me. Hitherto the impression that it made was
that of savage strength ; but here we had inexorable decay.

This notion of decay, however, implied a reference to a
period when the Matterhorn was in the full strength of
mountainhood. My thoughts naturally ran back to its
possible growth and origin. Nor did they halt there; but
wandered on through molten worlds to that nebulous haze
which philosophers have regarded, and with good reason,
as the proximate source of all material things. I tried
to look at this universal cloud, containing within itself
the prediction of all that has since occurred; I tried to
imagine it as the seat of those forces whose action
was to issue in solar and stellar systems, and all that they
involve. Did that formless fog contain potentially the
sadness with which I regarded the Matterhorn? Did the
thought which now ran back to it simply return to its
primeval home? If so, had we not better recast our defini-
tions of matter and force? for if life and thought be the
very flower of both, any definition which omits life and
thought must be inadequate if not untrue.

Questions like these, useless as they seem, may still have
a practical outcome. For if the final goal of man has not
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been yet attained, if his development has not been yet ar-
rested, who can say that such yearnings and questionings
are not necessary to the opening of a finer vision, to the
budding and the growth of diviner powers? Without this
upward force could man have risen to his present height?
When I look at the heavens and the earth, at my own body,
at my strength and weakness of mind, even at these pon-
derings, and ask myself, Is there no being or thing in the
universe that knows more about these matters than I do?
—what is my answer? Supposing our theologic schemes
of creation, condemnation, and redemption to be dissi-
pated; and the warmth of denial which they excite, and
which, as a motive force, can match the warmth of affirma-
tion, dissipated at the same time: would the undeflected
human mind return to the meridian of absolute neutrality
as regards these ultra-physical questions? Is such a posi-
tion one of stable equilibrium?

Such are the questions, without replies, which could
run through consciousness during a ten-minutes’ halt
upon the weathered spire of the Matterhorn.



WILLIAM F. WAKEMAN (1822—1900) AND
JOHN COOKE (1860 —).

WiLLiam F. WAKEMAN was born about the year 1822, and when he
was about fifteen years old studied drawing under Dr. Petrie.
Through Dr. Petrie’s influence with the Director of the Ordnance
Survey in Ireland (Lieutenant, afterward General, Sir Thomas Lar-
com), he obtained a position as draftsman in the Topographical
Department of the Survey. Here he was under the orders and
guidance of both Petrie and O’Donovan, and for several years he
accompanied O’Donovan over the districts then being examined,
drawing, measuring, and describing the various subjects of anti-
quarian interest met with. Happy in an employment congenial to
his taste, and in the company of officials whom he fully appreciated
and, indeed, revered, these few years of work were, perhaps, the
brightest and freest from care of Wakeman’s life ; but they came
to an end all too soon, when the work of the Survey was contracted,
and nearly all the antiquarian investigations, so happily begun,
were stopped.

Mr. Wakeman had for some time found employment in draw-
ing on wood and by taking pupils, and four years were spent in
London, which city he left on his receiving the appointment of art
teacher to St. Columba’s College at Stackallen. While here he
published in 1848 ‘The Handbook of Irish Antiquities’ with illus-
trations from his own pencil. Of this useful little work a second
edition was published in 1891. When the College was translated to
the neighborhood of Rathfarnham, Wakeman resigned his post, but
in a short time he received the appointment of drawing master to
the Royal School at Portora. Here he passed nearly twenty years,
years which heregarded as ‘¢ golden ones,” for he had both time and
opportunity to investigate the antiquities of the district, and he con-
tributed to the Journal of the Royal Society of Antiquarians of Ire-
land more than fifty articles about them. On the breaking up of
the art class at Portora, Wakeman went once more to Dublin, and
for years continued to read papers on Irish antiquities before the
Antiquarian Society and the Academy, but for the best of art work
there was but a feeble demand ; the evolution of the ‘‘process
block ” destroyed the wood-cutter’s livelihood and photogravure
lessened the demand for hand drawings, and so, while the journals
were even more lavishly illustrated than before, work for Wake-
man was wanting. Almost to the very last he attended the meet-
ings of the Royal Society of Antiquarians, and he always helped the
students from his long accumulated stores of knowledge. He was
elected a Member of the Society in 1868, a Fellow in 1876, and an
Honorary Fellow in 1888, and died (at the residence of his daughter
in Coleraine) on Oct. 14, 1900, aged 78 years.

The task of editing Wakeman’s ¢ Handbook of Irish Antiquities’
could not have been confined to better hands than those of John
Cooke, the editor of Murray’s ‘ New Handbook to Ireland.’
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Mr. Cooke, educator and antiquarian, was born in Ireland about
1860 and was educated there, graduating from Trinity College,Dublin,
in 1882. He was the Auditor of the Historical Society and delivered
the opening address on ‘ The Political Evolution of the Age.’ He
was appointed professor in the Church of Ireland Training Col-
lege soon after he was graduated and still holds that post. He is an
examiner to the Intermediate Education Board of Ireland and takes
more than ordinary interest in educational matters affecting that
country. He has edited many English classics for higher-school
use. He is a member of the Council and a Fellow of the Royal
Society of Antiquaries. His interest in that subject is shown by
the manner of hishandling the new edition of Wakeman’s ¢ Hand-
book,’ which, while retaining its original general plan and spirit, has
been transformed in his hands into what is practically a new book.

He is a contributor to the Quarterly Review, Blackwood’s, and
other magazines.

FORTS, CROSSES, AND ROUND TOWERS
OF IRELAND.

From Wakeman and Cooke’s * Handbook of Irish Antiquities.’

Out of the mass of myths and legends concerning prim-
itive times in Ireland, it is invariably difficult, if not im-
possible, to disentangle the slight threads of fact from the
web of romantic fables of bards and chroniclers. These
have their value, however, when supported or tested by
the evidence gleaned in the actual field of archeological
investigation. Isolated geographically as Ireland was,
she was yet the shore upon which the successive waves of
influence sweeping over Europe spent themselves. She
was, as a rule, not only late in being brought under the
sphere of new influences, but some had especial oppor-
tunity of development, and many retained their hold and
flourished long after they had ceased to exist elsewhere.
The extent of the forts of Ireland, and the length of time
they remained in occupation, is an example of this.

Most writers in the past have attributed the stone forts
of the west of Ireland to the Firbolgs of the first century
of our era, basing their conclusions on a bardic legend re-
cited a thousand years after their invasion. But the forts
are too numerous, and many of too vast proportions, for
the stricken remnants of a race to have raised in their de-
fence when driven to their last extremity on the wild
shores of the Atlantic. The far-fetched theory, too, like
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many other such, that they were erected by sea-rovers to
hold their spoils, is equally untenable for the same and
other very apparent reasons. The absence of water-sup-
plies within the forts, which has puzzled some, is paralleled
in the British and other European forts, and was no doubt
a precautionary measure to prevent the pollution of
springs and wells. It is an indication, also, that the forts
were not intended to stand a prolonged siege, a practice
in warfare of a later time, but were raised as a protection
against raiding and sudden assault.

Their height above the sea was to give greater security,
and their commanding sites, with due precaution in watch-
ing, prevented the dwellers being taken unawares. When
life and property were unsafe, the desire for security, as
well as social habit, gave rise to these works. The dwel-
lers fortified their camps for themselves and their cattle,
moving about freely in times of peace, and withdrawing
to these strongholds in times of danger. They were as
much a necessity in early days as the walls and bastions
defending the towns in the Middle Ages. Their extraor-
dinary number, out of all proportion compared to Scot-
land with its 1,300, testify to the fact that the land was not
a peaceful land long before the coming of the Dane. It
is difficult in the present state of our knowledge even to
approximate the date of their first introduction, as it is
difficult, if not impossible, to assign a definite date to any
archeological period in Ireland.

The Irish forts are among the finest of a type of prim-
itive defences extending across the continent of Europe
from the Atlantic to the Black Sea and the Mediterranean
shores of Greece. The construction of the walls in sec-
tions, and the passages and chambers, link the western
forts through similar, though more perfect, features with
the cyclopean walls of Tiryns, Mycen®, and the Punic
cities of North Africa. The cashels, the mounds, and the
hill forts with their encircling ramparts have their coun-
terpart in the middle latitudes of Europe, in the lands
once dominated by the Celt, and which cover a period from
the Bronze Age, at least, to the days of the Roman occupa-
tion. In Ireland their use ranges from prehistoric times
down to the Middle Ages; and some were occupied for or-
dinary dwelling purposes down to modern times. . . .
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Early Christian graves were usually marked by stones
nowise differing from the pagan pillar-stone, except that
in some instances they were sculptured with a cross.
These were of the simplest form and rudely cut, and con-
sisted of an elementary line cross, or one slightly devel-
oped and within a circle. Plain undressed slabs or rude
stones were generally adopted in the first instance, the
only use of the cutter’s instrument being on the incised
work. Many of the stones of this class are found in old
Christian graveyards, or within the area of early monastie
establishments.

The richest collection of them is to be seen at Clonmac-
noise, numbering 188; and inscribed slabs to the number
of 74 have been lost from this one spot alone. Clonmac-
noise was founded by St. Kieran in the middle of the sixth
century; and, in time, it was, as Ware says, “above all
others famous for the sepulchers of nobility and bishops.”
Petrie, in his work on ¢ Christian Inscriptions,’” shows, by
means of the recorded names and ¢ Annals,” that for over
600 years, beginning with 628 A.D., this class of monument
was used for sepulchral purposes. The inscribed crosses
are of great variety—Celtic, Latin, and Greek—many being
very chaste, with key-end and other patterns. The most
typical form of Celtic cross is that formed from the plain
Latin type enclosed in a ring that connects the arms, and
leaves varie” spaces between it and the corners of their
intersection.

This style of memorial appears to have been succeeded
by a rudely formed cross, the arms of which are little more
than indicated, and which is usually fixed in a socket, cut
in a large flat stone. Such crosses rarely exhibit any kind
of ornament; but occasionally, even in very rude examples,
the upper part of the shaft is hewn into the Celtic form
already described, the portions of the stone by which the
circle is indicated being frequently perforated or slightly
recessed. A fine plain cross of this style may be seen on
the road adjoining the graveyard of Tully, County Dublin;
and there is an early decorated example near the church of
Finglas, in the same county.

In the process of development of Christian art and ar-
chitecture we find an advance in the work on the memo-
rials of the dead. The design becomes more complicated,
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ornamentation more profuse; and there is a change to the
minuscule form of the alphabet in the inscriptions. From
the rude pillar-stone, marked with the symbol of our Faith
inclosed within a circle, the emblem of eternity, the finely-
proportioned and elaborately-sculptured crosses of a later
period were developed. In the latter, the circle, instead
of being simply cut upon the face of the stone, is repre-
sented by a ring, binding, as it were, the shaft, arms, and
upper portion of the cross together. The top of the shaft
is usually in the form of a roof with sloping sides, resem-
bling the shrines of the period for holding the relics of
saints. The spaces between the binding ring and the in-
tersecting arms are pierced; and these are finely relieved
by rounded bands across the corners of intersection, or on
the inner surface of the ring. The whole sculpture thus
forms the cross, and is in striking contrast to the Scotch
type of memorial, which has the cross carved in relief
upon an upright slab. The inscribed crosses were sepul-
chral, and principally used in covering the grave; but the
free standing crosses were erected either to the memory of
some famous ecclesiastic or king, or dedicatory, as in the
case of the SS. Patrick and Columba Cross at Kells, or
terminal, marking the bounds of a sanctuary.

Of these ¢ high’ crosses forty-five still remain, many of
which are in a fair state of preservation. The striking fea-
ture of these crosses is the ornamental and pictorial work
displayed in the carving. As in the manuscript and metal
work, and in the general ornamentation of the churches,
this is of a most elaborate character. There is a profusion
of spiral pattern, Celtic tracery, and zoomorphic design
found on these crosses. The whole body of Christian doc-
trine finds its expression in their sculpture, intended, no
doubt, by means of symbolical representation, to be great
object-lessons in the way of faith to every beholder. The
central idea on the face of the cross is usually the Cruci-
fixion, and on the back the Resurrection, or Christ in
Glory; the remaining spaces in the panels and on the sides
being filled with various sacred and other subjects. These
highly-sculptured crosses appear to have been very gen-
erally erected between the tenth and thirteenth centuries;
and there are few examples of a later date remaining, if
we except a small number bearing inscriptions in Latin
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or English, which generally belong to the close of the six-
teenth or to the seventeenth century, and which can hardly
be looked upon as either Irish or ancient.

The beautiful remains of this class at Monasterboice,
near Drogheda, are the finest now remaining in Ireland,
though nearly equaled by some of the many others scattered
over the whole island. In these crosses alone there is evi-
dence sufficient to satisfy the most sceptical of the skill
which the Irish had attained, in more of the arts than one
during the earlier ages of the Church. They may be re-
garded, not only as memorials of the piety and munificence
of the founders, but also as the finest works of sculptured
art of their period now existing.

Two of the crosses at Monasterboice remain in their‘an-
cient position, and are well preserved, though one of them,
in particular, bears distinct evidence of a systematic at-
tempt having been made to destroy it. A third has been
broken to pieces, the people say by Cromwell ; but its head
and part of the shaft remaining uninjured, the fragment
has been reset in its ancient socket. The Great Cross, the
largest of the two more perfect crosses, measures 27 feet
in height, and is composed of three stones. A portion of
the base is buried in the soil. The shaft at its junction
with the base is 2 feet in breadth, and 1 foot 3 inches in
thickness. It is divided upon the western side by fillets
into seven compartments, each of which contains two or
more figures executed with bold effect, but much worn by
the rain and wind of nearly nine centuries. The sculpture
of the first compartment, beginning at the base, has been
destroyed by those who attempted to throw down the
monument. The second contains four figures, of which
one, apparently the most important, is presenting a book
to another, who receives it with both hands, while a large
bird seems resting upon his head. The other figures in
this compartment represent females, one of whom holds a
child in her arms.

Compartments 3, 4, 5, and 6 contain three figures each,
evidently the Apostles; and each figure is represented as
holding a book. The seventh division, which runs into the
circle forming the head of the cross, is occupied by two
figures; and immediately above them is a representation of
our Saviour crucified, with the usual figures of a soldier
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upon each side, one piercing His body with a spear, and
the other offering a sponge. To the right and to the left
of the figure of our Saviour other sculptures appear. The
figures upon the right arm of the cross are represented ap-
parently in the act of adoration. The action of those upon
the left is obscure; and, in consequence of the greater ex-
~ posure of the upper portion of the stone to the weather,
the sculpture which it bears is much worn, and almost
effaced.

The sides of the shaft are ornamented with figures and
scroll-work, placed alternately in compartments, one above
the other. Of the circle by which the arms and stem are
connected, the external edges are enriched. The eastern
side is also divided into compartments occupied by sculp-
tures, which may refer to Scripture history.

The smaller cross is the finest example of this class of
Celtic sculpture now remaining. The figures and orna-
ments with which its various sides are enriched, appear
to have been executed with an unusual degree of care and
of artistic skill. It has suffered but little from the effects
of time. The sacrilegious hands which attempted the ruin
of the others appear to have spared this; and it stands al-
most as perfect as when, nearly a thousand years ago, this
unrivaled work left the sculptor’s hands. An inscription
in Irish upon the lower part of the west face of the shaft
desires “ A prayer for Muiredach, by whom was made this
cross ”’; but as Petrie, by whom the inscription has been
published, remarks, there were two of the name mentioned
in Irish ¢ Annals’ as having been connected with Monas-
terboice—one an abbot, who died in the year 844, and the
other in the year 924 —“so that it must be a matter of
some uncertainty to which of these the erection of the cross
should be ascribed.” There is reason, however, to assign
it to the latter, “ as he was a man of greater distinction,
and probably wealth, than the former, and therefore more
likely to have been the erector of the crosses.” Its total
height is exactly 15 feet, and it is 6 feet in breadth at the
arms. The shaft, which at the base measures in breadth
21, feet, and in thickness 1 foot 9 inches, diminishes
slightly in its ascent, and is divided upon its various sides
by twisted bands into compartments, each of which con-
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tains either sculptured figures or tracery of very intricate
design, or animals, probably symbolical.

The figures and other carvings retain much of their orig-
inal form and beauty of execution. The former are of
great interest, as affording an excellent idea of the dress,
both ecclesiastical and military, of the Irish during the
ninth and tenth centuries. In the first of the two lower
compartments upon the west side are three ecclesiastics
holding books, the central one with raised hand in the act
of blessing. The lower panel is supposed to represent
Christ being led away by armed soldiers. Within the cir-
cular head of the cross, upon its eastern face, He is repre-
sented sitting in judgment; in His right hand is a cross,
indicating His Passion, and in his left a scepter, signifying
His victory over death and the grave. A choir of angels
occupy the arm to the right of the figure. Several are
represented with musical instruments, among which the
ancient Irish harp may be seen; it is small and triangular,
and rests upon the knees of David, who is represented sit-
ting ; the Holy Spirit, in the form of a dove, rests upon the
harp, inspiring the Psalmist.

The space to the left of the Saviour is crowded with fig-
ures, several of which are in an attitude of despair. They are
the damned; and a fiend armed with a trident is driving
them from before the throne. In the compartment imme-
diately beneath is the Archangel Michael, the guardian of
souls, weighing in a pair of huge scales a soul, the balance
seeming to preponderate in his favor. One who appears
to have been weighed, and found wanting, is lying beneath
the scales in an attitude of terror. The next compartment
beneath represents, apparently, the adoration of the Wise
Men. The star above the head of the infant Christ is dis-
tinctly marked. The third compartment contains several
figures, but what they symbolize is not known. The signi-
fication of the sculpture of the next following compartment
is also very obscure: a figure seated upon the throne or chair
is blowing a horn, and soldiers with conical helmets,
armed with short broad-bladed swords, and with small cir-
cular shields, appear crowding in. The fifth and lowest
division illustrates the Temptation and the Expulsion of
Adam and Eve. The head of the cross upon this side is
sculptured with a Crucifixion, very similar to that upon
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the head of the larger cross; but the execution is better.
Its northern arm, to the left of the Crucifixion, underneath
bears the representation of the Dextera Dei, or Hand Sym-
bol, used in early Christian art to represent the First Per-
son of the Trinity. It is also to be seen on the Cross of
Flann, at Clonmacnoise, where it is on the right of the
Crucifixion; in both cases it is surrounded by a nimbus.

Round towers of about 18 feet in external diameter, and
varying in height from 60 to about 110 feet, are frequently
found in connection with the earlier monastic establish-
ments of Ireland. The question of their origin and uses
long occupied much antiquarian attention. In the seven-
teenth and eighteenth centuries they had been regarded
by arch®ologists as the work of the Danes; but towards
the close of the latter century General Vallancey pro-
pounded various theories, which assumed them to be of
Pheenician or Indo-Scythian origin, and to have contained
the sacred fire from whence all the fires in the kingdom
were annually rekindled. By those who affirmed their
Christian origin they were successively declared to be an-
chorite towers in imitation of that of St. Simon Stylites,
- and penitenial prisons, and thus theories were multiplied
until they became almost as numerous as the towers them-
selves. Each succeeding writer, instead of elucidating,
appeared to involve the subject in deeper mystery than
ever—a mystery that was proverbial until dispelled by
George Petrie in his great work on ¢ The Origin and Uses
of the Round Towers of Ireland,” which was received, with
good cause for the effusion, as “ the most learned, the most
exact, and the most important ever published upon the
antiquities of the ancient Irish nation.”

That the general conclusions embodied in this work were
arrived at after a long and patient investigation, not only
of the architectural peculiarities of the numerous round
towers, but also of the ecclesiastical structures usually
found in connection with them, is sufficiently shown by
the many references to, and illustrations of, examples scat-
tered over the whole country. But Petrie also, with the
assistance of the best Celtic scholars in Ireland, sought in
the ‘Annals’ and other Irish MSS. for references to such
buildings as it was the custom of the early inhabitants to

eregitgg and from these hitherto-neglected sources of in-
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formation, much light was thrown upon the subject of an-
cient Irish ecclesiastical architecture. The following is a
summary of Petrie’s conclusions :(—

1. That the Irish ecclesiastics had, from a very early
period, in connection with their cathedral and abbey
churches, campaniles or detached belfries, called in the
Irish ‘Annals’ and other ancient authorities by the term
Cloictheach, ¢ House of a bell.’

2. That no other building, either round or square, suited
to the purpose of a belfry, has ever been found in conneec-
tion with any church of an age anterior to the twelfth cen-
tury, with the single exception of the square belfry attached
to a church on Inis Clothrann or Clorin, an island in Lough
Ree, which seems to be of earlier date. :

3. That they were designed to answer at least a twofold
purpose—to serve as belfries, and as keeps or places of
strength, in which the sacred utensils, books, relics, and
other valuables were deposited, and into which the eccle-
siastics to whom they belonged could retire for security
in cases of sudden attack.

4. An examination of ancient Irish literature tends
strongly to the conclusion that the people so generally rec-
ognized this use of the round towers as a primary one, that
they very rarely applied to a tower erected for defense any
other term but that of ¢ cloictheach’ or belfry.

5. That they were probably also used, when occasion re-
quired, as beacons and watch-towers.

Petrie, while establishing their ecclesiastical character
and origin, gave, however, too wide a margin to the date
of their erection, viz., from the sixth century to the thir-
teenth. The investigations of the late Lord Dunraven in
tracing such structures on the Continent narrowed their
first erection down to the ninth century. He shows that
they were founded on European examples, the most notable
being those of Ravenna, where six of its round towers still
stand. The round towers were due to Byzantine influ-
ences, and some writers trace their original source to the
towers built in connection with early Syrian churches.
Miss Stokes, following Lord Dunraven, assigns the Irish
round towers to three periods between 890 and 1238 A.D.,
and classifies them into four distinet groups, according to
their style of masonry and doorways.
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The Norse sea-rovers rendered ecclesiastical establish-
ments most unsafe. The first period of their invasions
extended from the end of the eighth century to the middle
of the ninth century, and the land was ravaged from north
to south with fire and sword. On the sea-coast and along
the river valleys the country lay waste. On the banks of
the Bann, the shores of Lough Neagh, by the Boyne, and
broad expansions of the Shannon, and as far south as the
distant Skellig Rock, few sacred establishments escaped
plunder and desecration. To protect their churches, ora-
tories, and sacred treasures, these towers were built by the
monks, from which watch could be kept, and an easy re-
treat made to them as places of safety; their lines can still
be traced along the shores of the waters where the fleets of
the Danes are known to have appeared.

The usual features of the round towers may be thus
summarized :

Doorways.—In form these are similar to the doorways
we have described as characteristic of the early churches,
but they are generally more highly ornamented, and ap-
pear to have been furnished with double doors. They are
placed almost invariably at a considerable elevation above
the ground. A flat projecting band, with a small bead-
molding at the angles, is the most usual decoration; but
in some instances a human head, sculptured in bold relief,
is found upon each side of the arch. A stone immediately
above the doorway of Antrim tower exhibits a cross sculp-
tured in alfo-relievo; and at Donaghmore, in County
Meath, a figure of the Crucifixion, in bold relief, occupies a
similar position. This style of decoration may have been
much more common than is generally supposed, as, of the
number of towers remaining in Ireland, the doorways of at
least one-third have been destroyed. Concentric arches,
with chevron and other moldings, occur at Timahoe and
at Kildare.

Windows and Apertures—Generally speaking, these are
similar in form to the windows in contemporary churches
—with this difference, that they never splay, and that the
arch-head in numerous examples differs in interior form
from that of the exterior. The windows in the earliest
towers are square-headed or triangular, and in the latest
they are well formed, and of cut stone. The tower was
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divided into stories, about 12 feet in height, the floors of
which were supported by projections of the masonry or by
brackets. Each story, except the highest, was generally
lighted by one small window; the highest has generally
four of large size. A conical roof of stone completed the
building. The tower usually rested on a low circular
plinth ; the walls varied in thickness, from 3 to 5 feet; the
lowest story had no aperture, and sometimes its space
was filled by solid masonry. The earliest towers were
built of rubble masonry; and the spaces between the stones
were filled with spawls; little mortar was used in laying
the courses, but grouting abundantly. In the latest towers
fine ashlar masonry was used, like the Norman work of
the twelfth century; a few have extérnal string courses,
as in the perfect tower at Ardmore, County Waterford.
About seventy round towers still remain, thirteen of which
are perfect, of which ten retain the original conical cap.
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JosePH COOPER WALKER was born in 1747, at St. Valerie, near
Bray, County Wicklow. While yet young he was appointed to a
place in the Treasury in Dublin, but in consequence of bad health
he went to Europe and traveled through the greater part of Italy,
where he acquired a strong taste for the fine arts and increased his
love of literature. In 1787 he was admitted a member of the Royal
Irish Academy, and a little later was chosen Secretary to the Com-
mittee of Antiquities. He had already in 1786 produced his ¢ Histor-
ical Memoirs of the Irish Bards,’ a work which gave him a distin-
guished place among literary antiquarians.

Two years later he issued his ¢ Historical Essays on the Dress of
the Ancient and Modern Irigh,’ in which volume he also printed a
‘ Memoir on the Armor and Weapons of the Irish.” For some years
after this he contributed largely to the ‘ Transactions of the Royal
Irish Academy.” In 1799appeared in London ‘An Historical Memoir
of Italian Tragedy from the Earliest Period to the Present Time, by
a Member of the Arcadian Academy at Rome,” which in 1805 was
reprinted in Edinburgh under the title of ‘An Historical and Critical
Essay on the Revival of the Drama in Italy.’ On April 12, 1810,
after a lingering illness, Walker died at St. Valerie, the place of his
birth. His ‘ Memoirs of Alessandro Tassoni,’ edited by his brother,
Samuel Walker, appeared in 1815.

DRESS OF THE ANCIENT IRISH.

From * Historical Essays on the Dress of the Ancient and Modern
Irish.’

Amongst the ornaments which formerly adorned the fair
daughters of this isle, the bodkin is peculiarly deserving
our notice. Whence the Irish derived this implement, I
might conjecture, but cannot determine. Although I have
pursued it with an eager inquiry, I have not been able to
trace it beyond the foundation of the celebrated palace of
Eamania. The design of this palace (according to our old
chroniclers) was sketched on a bed of sand by the Empress
Macha with her bodkin. If this tradition be founded in
reality, bodkins must have been worn by the Irish ladies
several centuries before the Christian Era. But I should
be contented to give them a less remote, provided I could
assign them a more certain antiquity. If the word
aiccde in the Brehon laws will admit of being translated
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a bodkin, we may infer their use in Ireland about the com-
mencement of the Christian Era: for in a code of sumptuary
laws of the second century we find frequent mention of the
aiccde. But I am rather inclined to consider the aicede
as a kind of broach from the circumstance of its marking
the rank of the wearer by its value, as was formerly the
case amongst the Highlanders, whose frequent intercourse
with the Irish occasioned a striking familiarity in the cus-
toms and manners of both people.

This instrument was known in Ireland under several
names, viz. coitit, dealg, meannadh. Its uses were two-
fold: it was equally worn in the breast and head. The
custom of wearing the bodkin in the breast is alluded to
in the following passage of an old Irish MS. romance,
called ¢ The Interview between Fion Ma Cubhall and Can-
nan ’:—‘ Cannan, when he said this, was seated at the
table; on his right hand sat his wife, and upon his left his
beautiful daughter Findalve, so exceedingly fair, that the
snow driven by the winter storm surpassed not her fairness,
and her cheeks were the color of the blood of a young calf.
Her hair hung in curling ringlets, and her teeth were like
pearls. A spacious veil hung from her lovely head down on
her delicate body, and the veil was bound by a golden bod-
kin.”

Such bodkins as were worn in the head were termed
dealg-fuilt. Even at this day the female peasants in the
interior parts of this kingdom, like the women of the same
class in Spain and Turkey, collect their hair at top, and
twisting it several times make it fast with a bodkin.

Besides these uses, the bodkin had another: it was some-
times made to answer the purpose of a needle. Hence its
name of meannadh-fuaghala. To be so employed it must
have an eye. It is in a bodkin of this kind that Pope’s
Ariel threatens to imprison such of his sylphs as are care-
less of their charge—

“ Or plunged in lakes of bitter washes lie,
Or wedged whole ages in a bodkin’s eye.”

Whether or not the Irish ladies, like those of the neigh-
boring nations, employed their bodkins as weapons offen-
sive and defensive, neither tradition nor history informs
us. But such of those implements as I have seen, certainly
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seemed as capable of making a man’s quietus, as that with
which Julius Ceesar is said to have been killed, or that with
which Simekin in the ¢ Reves Tale’ protected the honor of
his wife.

But perhaps we should not confine our bodkin to the
toilet of the fair. However, I shall let it remain there un-
til I am properly authorized either to give it a place in
the breast, or to bury its body in the hair of the ancient
heroes of this isle. According to the ingenious Mr.
Whitaker, bodkins constituted a part of the ornamental
dress of the early British kings. This he asserts on the
authority of coins. And from the works of some of the old
English dramatists it appears that bodkins were worn by
Englishmen during the middle ages. :

Of the dresses of the turbulent relgn of James II, I
cannot speak with certainty; for little is certainly known
If any particular fashion prevailed at that time, it was
probably of English origin. Some of the female peasantry,
however, still continued attached to their old habits. Of
these I will here describe one, as worn to the hour of her
death by Mary Morgan, a poor woman, who was married
before the battle of the Boyne, and lived to the year 1786.
On her head she wore a roll of linen, not unlike that on
which milkmaids carry their pails, but with this difference,
that it was higher behind than before; over this she combed
her hair, and covered the whole with a little round-eared
cap or coif, with a border sewed on plain; over all this
was thrown a kerchief, which, in her youth, was made fast
on the top of her head, and let to fall carelessly behind;
in her old age it was pinned under her chin. Her jacket
was of brown cloth, or pressed frieze, and made to fit close
to the shape by means of whalebone wrought into it before
and behind ; this was laced in front, but not so as to meet,
and through the lacing were drawn the ends of her necker-
chief. The sleeves, halfway to the elbows, were made of
the same kind of cloth with the jacket; thence continued
to the wrist of red chamlet striped with green ferreting;
and there, being turned up, formed a little cuff embraced
with three circles of green ribbon. Her petticoat was in-
variably of either scarlet frieze or cloth, bordered with
three rows of green ribbon. Her apron green serge,
striped longitudinally with scarlet ferreting, and bound
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with the same. Her hose were blue worsted; and her
shoes of black leather, fastened with thongs or strings.

This fashion of habit, however, had not been always pe-
culiar to the peasantry: it appears to have prevailed form-
erly in the principal Irish families. About the close of the
last century there lived at Credan, near Waterford, a Mrs.
Power, a lady of considerable fortune, who, as being line-
ally descended from some of the kings of Munster, was
vulgarly called the Queen of Credan. This lady, proud of
her country and descent, always spoke the Irish language,
and affected the dress and manners of the ancient Irish.
Her dress, in point of fashion, answered exactly to that of
Mary Morgan as just described, but was made of richer
materials. The border of her coif was of the finest Brus-
sels lace; her kerchief of clear muslin; her jacket of the
finest brown cloth, trimmed with narrow gold lace, and the
sleeves of crimson velvet striped with the same; and her
petticoat of the finest scarlet cloth, bordered with two rows
of broad gold lace.

The Huguenots who followed the fortunes of William
III. brought with them the fashions of their country. But
I cannot find that these fashions were infectious; at least
it does not appear that the Irish caught them.

The hat was now shaped in the Ramillie cock. The
periwig, which had been of several years’ standing in Ire-
land, was not yet generally worn: it was confined to the
learned professions, or to those who affected gravity.
“Qur ignorant nation (says Farquhar, in a comedy writ-
ten in this reign), our ignorant nation imagine a full wig
as infallible a token of wit as the laurel.” L

The head-dress which, The Spectator says, “ made the
women of such an enormous stature, that we appeared as
grasshoppers before them,” now prevailed here. This in-
formation I owe to the inquisitiveness of Lucinda, in the
comedy which I have just quoted.

“ Lucinda. Tell us some news of your country; I have
heard the strangest stories, that the people wear horns
and hoofs.

“ Roebuck. Yes, faith, a great many wear horns; but
we have that, among other laudable fashions, from Lon-
don; I think it came over with your mode of wearing high
top-knots; for ever since the men and wives bear their
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heads exalted alike. They were both fashions that took
wonderfully.”

The reign of Queen Anne seems to have been an age of
gay attire: the single dress of a woman of quality then was
the product of an hundred climes. Swift, in a poem writ-
ten in 1708, thus metamorphoses the dress of his Goody
Baucis into the dress of the day.

‘‘ Instead of home-spun coifs, were seen
Good pinners edged with colberteen,
Her petticoat transformed apace,
Became black satin flounced with lace.
Plain Goody would no longer down,
'Twas Madam in her grogram gown.”

Besides the different articles of dress enumerated in
those lines, the Irish ladies wore short jackets with close
sleeves, made of Spanish cloth, each side of which was dyed
of a different color: thiese jackets were fastened on the
breast with ribbons. Their petticoats were swelled to a
monstrous circumference by means of hoops. High stays,
piked before and behind, gave an awkward stiffness to
their carriage. Their shoes were of red and blue Spanish
leather, laced with broad gold and silver lace at top and
behind; the heels broad, and of a moderate height: some
were fastened with silver clasps, others with knots or roses.
Their stockings were generally of blue or scarlet worsted
or silk, ornamented with clocks worked with gold or silver
thread: neither thread nor cotton hose were then known.
And their necks were usually adorned with black collars,
tied in front with ribbons of divers colors. :

I cannot find that the riding-coat, in such general use
among the English ladies in this reign, and so justly rep-
robated by The Spectator, was now worn here: dress had
not yet mingled the sexes. A lady in those days mounted
her horse in the same dress in which she entered the draw-
ing-room :(—nay, she did not even forget her hoop.

“ There is not (says Addison) so variable a thing in na-
ture as a lady’s head-dress.” The justness of this observa-
tion deters me from attempting to describe the head-dress
of the ladies of those days. I shall be content with con-
cluding that it rose and fell with the head-dress of the Eng-
lish ladies, which, within Addison’s memory, rose and fell
above thirty degrees. I must, however, observe that I can-
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not learn, on the strictest inquiry, that the lovely tresses
of nature were then permitted, as in the present day, to
wanton on the neck, where (to borrow the language of
Hogarth) ¢ the many waving and contrasted turns of nat-
urally intermingling locks ravish the eye with the pleas-
ure of the pursuit, especially when put in motion by a
.gentle breeze.”

But though I waive any attempt to describe the fashion
of the ladies’ hair at that time, I ought not to omit to men-
tion, that they wore hoods of divers colors, and beaver hats
trimmed with broad gold and silver lace, and a buckle in
front.

Wafted by the breath of fashion, the mask alighted in
this island. Immediately the ladies took it up and ap-
peared in it in the streets, public walks, and theaters.
Under this disguise they could now, without fear of dis-
covery, rally their lovers or their friends, and safely smile
at the obscenity of a comedy. Patches, too, were much
worn: but whether or not their position was determined,
as in England, by the spirit of party, I cannot say.

I have been informed that some Irish ladies of this reign
affected the dress in which the unfortunate Queen of Scots
is usually depicted: so that we may presume the ruff now
occasionally rose about the neck of our lovely country-
women.

The dress of the gentlemen of this reign was more uni-
form than that of the ladies. Their coats and waistcoats
were laced with broad gold or silver lace: the skirts of
each were long, and the sleeves of the coat slashed. In-
stead of stocks they wore cravats, edged with Flanders or
Brussels lace, which, after passing several times round the
neck, wandered through the button-holes of the coat, al-
most the whole length of the body. Their hose, like those
of the ladies, were blue or scarlet worsted or silk, worked
with gold or silver clocks. Their shoes in this (and in the
following reign) had broad square toes, short quarters, and
high tops; and were made fast with small buckles. Their
heads—even the heads of youthful beaux—were enveloped
in monstrous periwigs, on which perched a small felt hat.
And through the skirts of their coats, stiffened with buck-
ram, peeped the hilt of a small sword.
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Longs cloaks too of Spanish cloth, each side dyed of a
different color, were now worn by the gentlemen.

With the line of the Stuarts I shall close this crude es-
say. For, from the accession of George I. to the present
day fashion has been such a varying goddess in this coun-
try, that neither history, tradition, nor painting has been
able to preserve all her mimic forms: like Proteus strug-
gling in the arms of Telemachus on the Pharian coast, she
passed from shape to shape with the rapidity of thought.



JOHN FRANCS WALLER.

(1810—1894.)

JoHN FrANCIS WALLER was born in Limerick in 1810; entered
Trinity College when he was but sixteen, and was graduated in 1832.
He was called to the bar in 1833; in 1852 he received from his uni-
versity the honorary degrees of LL.B. and LL.D., and was ap-
pointed one of the permanent officials of the Courts of Chancery.

He began to write when he was in London studying for the bar.
For many years he was one of the most frequent poetic contributors
to The Dublin University Magazine, his poems appearing usually
under the name of ‘ Jonathan Freke Slingsby.” A collection of
those poems under the title of ‘ The Slingsby Papers’ was published
in 1852. In 1854 Dr. Waller brought out a second volume of poems,
which were highly spoken of in both the English and the Irish press.
In 1856 ‘The Dead Bridal’ appeared. He edited The University
Magazine for some years after the retirement of Charles Lever,
wrote many of the articles in * The Imperial Dictionary of Universal
Biography,” and generally supervised an edition of Goldsmith’s
works. He died in 1894, and to the end was actively engaged with
his pen.

KITTY NEAL.

Ah, sweet Kitty Neal, rise up from that wheel,
Your neat little foot will be weary from spinning.
Come, trip down with me to the sycamore-tree;
Half the parish is there, and the dance is beginning.
The sun is gone down, but the full harvest moon
Shines sweetly and cool in the dew-whitened valley;
While all the air rings with the soft loving things
Each little bird sings in the green-shaded alley.

With a blush and a smile Kitty rose up the while,

Her eye in the glass, as she bound her hair, glancing;
’T is hard to refuse when a young lover sues—

So she couldn’t but choose to go off to the dancing.
And now on the green the glad couples are seen,

Each gay-hearted lad with the lass of his choosing;
And Pat without fail leads out sweet Kitty Neil—

Somehow, when he asked, she ne’er thought of refusing.

Now Felix Magee puts his pipes to his knee,
And with flourish so free sets each couple in motion;
With a cheer and bound the boys patter the ground,
The maids move around just like swans on the ocean,
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Cheeks bright as the rose, feet light as the doe’s,
Now coyly retiring, now boldly advancing;

Search the world all around, from the sky to the ground,
NO SUCH SIGHT CAN BE FOUND AS AN IRISH LASS DANCING,

Sweet Kate, who could view your bright eyes of deep blue,
Beaming humidly through their dark lashes so mildly,
Your fair-turned arm, heaving breast, rounded form,
Nor feel his heart warm, and his pulses throb wildly?
Young Pat feels his heart, as he gazes, depart,
Subdued by the smart of such painful, yet sweet love;
The sight leaves his eye, as he cries with a sigh,
“ Dance light, for my heart it lies under your feet, love”



EDWARD WALSH.
(1805—1850.)

EpwARD WALSH was born in 1805, while his father, a small farmer
of County Cork, who had joined the militia under pressure of poverty,
was stationed at Londonderry. He returned to Cork, and there
his son received a good education, devoting a great deal of his time
and attention to the Irish language, becoming thoroughly acquainted
with the ancient tongue.

‘Walsh gained his poetic reputation chiefly by translating poems
from the Irish. 'While engaged at various places as tutor or school-
master he published a number of translations and poems. These
attracted the attention of men of intelligence, and gained for the
poet the friendship of Charles Gavan Dufty, who procured him the
post of sub-editor of The Dublin Monitor. But he did not remain
in this position very long. When he resigned it he was engaged in
some fugitive literary work, and collected a number of his ewn
poems and translations of the waifs and strays of Gaelic poetry pre-
served among the people, which afterward appeared under the title
of ¢ Jacobite Poetry.’

Later on he was appointed schoolmaster to the convicts on Spike
Island. Here it was that there occurred the interview between him
and John Mitchel, of which the latter has given a touching account
in his ‘ Jail Journal.” ‘¢ A tall gentleman-like person in black but
rather over-worn clothes, came up to me and grasped my hands with
every demonstration of reverence. I knew his face, but could not
at first remember who he was—he was Edward Walsh, author of
¢ Mo Craoibhin Cno,’ and other sweet songs, and of some very mu-
sical translations from Irish ballads. Tears stood in his eyes as he
told me he had contrived to get an opportunity of seeing and shak-
ing hands with me before I should leave Ireland. I asked him what
he was doing in Spike Island, and he told me he had accepted the
office of teacher to a school they kept here for small convicts—a
very wretched office, indeed, and to a shy, sensitive creature like
‘Walsh it must be daily torture. He stooped down and kissed my
hands. ¢Ah!’ he said, ‘you are now the man in all Ireland most
to be envied.” 1 answered that I thought there might be room for
difference of opinion about that; and then after another kind word
or two, being warned by my turnkey, I bid farewell, and retreated
into my own den. Poor Walsh! He has a family of young chil-
dren; he seems broken in health and spirits; ruin has been on his
track for years, and I think has him in the wind at last. There
are more contented galley-slaves moiling at Spike than the school-
master. Perhaps, t<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>