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IRISH NOVELS.

THE new movement which is expressing itself in Irish
literature to-day is not akin to that movement which in-
fluenced the Irish novelists of the eighteenth and nine-
teenth centuries. In the first place (and this is one of its
chief values in many eyes) it is not a movement of reaction.
In the second, it is not purely social. There is not an Irish
novelist worthy to be mentioned in this paper whose work
can be judged by an exclusively literary or artistic stan-
dard. The most noted of them all, William Carleton, was
a novelist because he put character, alive and palpitating,
on paper and fixed it there for all time, preserving the vary-
ing shades of life. Hé likewise gave the atmosphere of cer-
tain conditions of his time so accurately that his novels,
whatever may be the literary judgment of the future, must
have an enormous sociological influence on the work of the
future historian of Ireland.

The influences that have touched on such diverse per-
sonalities as Miss Edgeworth and Miss Laffan, Samuel
Lover and Charles Kickham, Gerald Griffin, Lady Morgan,
Maturin, and Charles Lever, are not the influences that
move Lady Gregory, Mr. William Butler Yeats, Dr. Doug-
las Hyde, or Katherine Tynan-Hinkson when she does not
write novels. Canon Sheehan belongs also to the oldest
sociological school, while Dr. Barry, at least in one novel,
has shown that he is willing to be receptive to the influences
lately developed and recognized. In the new movement art
counts for much,—and there is the old yearning for the
mysticism of the past. In the older movement mysticism
counted for little and conscious art for less. All the Irish
novelists, except Miss Laffan and Mrs. Tynan-Hinkson,
whose importance, after all, does not lie in her novels, seem
to regard the laws of literary proportion,—in another
phrase, the art of construction,—as if they had no relation
to the gift of story-telling.

There is another very distinct difference between the
writers in the new Irish movement and the older novelists.
Carleton and Griffin, Lover and Lever, even the Banims,
cannot somehow prevent themselves from seeing their own
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viii IRISH NOVELS.

people from the outside. When Griffin sings of his child-
hood, one feels that there is a note of regret in the song
for the separation which the alien language, claiming and
holding him, has made for him from the essences of the
Irish past. And when Carleton makes some of his very
snobbish notes, for the benefit of a prejudiced and ignorant
public, one knows that he is trying to look at his own race
from an alien standpoint.

The Hon. Miss Lawless, Miss Laffan, Miss Jane Barlow,
and even the exquisite Moira O’Neill, who has the point of
view of a novelist, though she is not one, all have sympathy
and understanding, but it is a sympathy and understand-
ing not unconscious. Thackeray’s Irish characters are no
more evidently painted from the outside than many of
Lever’s and Lover’s. The dash, the sparkle, the irrespon-
sibility of Lever’s soldiers are only the glints of sunlight on
the surface of rippling waters; and the imitators of Lever,
Nugent Robinson, in his short story ¢The Little Chapel
Monamullin,” and Myles O’Reilly, have done no more than
reproduce their effects. Lover’s ¢ Handy Andy,’ of all his
works, has a coarseness of touch, a lack of art, and a habit
of patronizing the Irish, which are amusing now; it is
easy to imagine how irritating it must have been when
the people thus patronized and arranged for foreign inspec-
tion were powerless to resent it. It used to be a very
common remark among visitors to Ireland that ¢ the Irish
did not know their own literature.” “ Their own litera-
ture,” in the estimation of the tourist, was principally
‘ Father Tom and the Pope’ and the uproarious novels of
Lever. The defect in both of Samuel Lover’s novels ¢ Rory
O’More’ (by all odds the best) and ¢ Handy Andy’ is
that they were written with an eye on what the English
reader would expect the Irish characters to do y but of
all except the outer characteristics of a wonderfully com-
plex people they give only hints. We get near to the heart
of the people in Carleton’s ¢ Poor Scholar, in Banim’s
¢ Crohoore of the Bill-hook,” in Griffin’s ¢ The Collegians,’—
above all, it seems to me, in spite of the demands of a
sectarian market, in Carleton.

Miss Edgeworth was a novelist with a purpose. The Ire-
land of ¢ Castle Rackrent’ (1800) was not the Ireland of
fifty-nine years later. Miss Edgeworth, unlike Miss Aus-
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ten, but like Miss Burney and Marian Evans (George
Eliot), had the misfortune to fall under masculine in-
fluence. Miss Burney, who saw her world with keen, in-
terested, and observant eyes in ¢ Evelina,” became man-
nered and verbose in ¢ Cecilia’; George Eliot, who was
delightfully humorous and finely receptive to the values of
social relations in ‘Scenes of Clerical Life’ and ¢ The
Mill on the Floss,’ became more and more didactic and less
truly artistic as Mr. George Lewes’ influence over her in-
creased. Dr. Johnson’s habit of making little fishes talk
like whales, caught by Miss Burney, destroyed the promise
of her youth, and Dr. Edgewortl’s comfortable method of
settling everything by rule and measure interfered with
the free development of Miss Edgeworth’s talent as a novel-
ijst. In ¢ Castle Rackrent, in ‘Ennui, in The Absen-
tee, we see traces of those economic theories, those con-
stant appeals to the processes of natural philosophy which
had begun to take the place of spirituality in the bosom of
many self-complacent persons in the middle of the eight-
eenth century. It was in this atmophere of self-satis-
faction that Madame de Genlis brought up the Orleans
Princes; it permeated all the literature for youth, and the
very essentials of it are found in the maxims of Benjamin
Franklin.

¢ Castle Rackrent’ is the best remembered of Miss Edge-
worth’s novels. It interpreted certain picturesque phases of
Irish life to a public that was ignorant of them. All her
novels are free from sectarian prejudice, and, in spite of the
lack of vitality in some of the characters drawn by her from
fashionable life, she deserved the admiration that Sir Wal-
ter Scott unreservedly expressed for her. Her sympathy
is always on the side of the angels and the Irish. With the
terrible or the deeply pathetic, she is not at close quarters,
she prefers to see them at a distance. She had limitations,
__the limitations of her creed and time. A clear head, a
good heart, a well-balanced mind, a moral point of view, a
keen sense of humor and as keen an appreciation of wit
gave her the qualities that caused her Irish novels to be
appreciated by the only public that could afford to buy
them—the English. She saw the evils of absenteeism ; and
these evils she depicted as degrading the character of the
landlord as well as ruining both the mental and the physi-
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cal life of the tenant. ‘The Absentee’ and ‘ Ennui’ are
good examples of her work, in trying to corret the prevalent
absenteeism. ‘The Absentee’ opens with a picture, un-
happily, if one may judge from contemporary records, only
too faithful.

«¢ Areyou to be at Lady Clonbrony’s gala next week ?’ said Lady
Langdale to Mrs. Dareville, while they were waiting for their car-
riages in the crush-room of the opera-house.

“ ¢ yes ! everybody 'sto be there, I hear,’ replied Mrs. Dareville,
¢ Your ladyship, of course ¢’

“¢Why, I don’t know: if I possibly can. Lady Clonbrony makes
it such a point with me, that I believe I must look in upon her for
a few minutes. They are going to a prodigious expense on this
occasion. She tells me the reception rooms are all to be new fur-
nished, and in the most magnificent style.’

‘¢ At what a famous rate these Clonbronysare rushing on,’ said
Colonel Heathcock. ¢Up to anything.’

‘¢ Who are they #—these Clonbronys, that one hears of so much
of late ?’ said her Grace of Torcaster. ‘Irish absentees, I know.
But how do they support all this enormous expense ?’

““*The son will have a prodigiously fine estate when some Mr,
Quin dies,’” said Mrs. Dareville.

‘¢ Yes, everybody who comes from Ireland will have a fine estate
when somebody dies,’ said her Grace. ‘But what have they at
present ?’

‘¢Twenty thousand a year, they say,’ replied Mrs. Dareville.”

Later, Lady Langdale says of the Irish peeress:

¢ ¢If you knew all she endures to look, speak, move, breathe like
an Englishwoman, you would pity her.’

‘¢ Yes, and you cawn’t conceive the peens she teeks to talk of the
teebles and cheers, and to thank Q, and with 8o much feeste to speak
pure English,’ said Mrs. Dareville.

¢“¢ Pure cockney, you mean,’ said Lady Langdale.

‘ ¢ But does Lady Clonbrony expect to pass for English ?’ said the
duchess.

¢t ¢Oh, yes | because she is not quite Irish bred and born—only
bred, not born,’ said Mrs. Dareville. ‘And she could not be five
minutes in your Grace’s company before she would tell you that she
was Henglish, born in Hoxfordshire.!

To a healthy-minded woman like Miss Edgeworth, who
valued among other things not English her relationship
to the Abbé Edgeworth, the snobbishness of certain com-
patriots was unendurable; she liked and admired the
Irishman; even his faults were to her not real faults,—for,
at worst, they were faults of her family cirele, to be con-
doned, if possible; if not, to be accepted go long as they
did not simply imply meanness. ¢ Castle Rackrent’ led Sir
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Walter Scott to use his wide experience with Scottish char-
acters in a similar way.! ¢If I could,” he wrote to James
Ballantyne, “but hit Miss Edgeworth’s wonderful power
of vivifying all her persons, and making them live as beings
in your mind, I should not be afraid.”

The time came when he was not afraid, for the world
had given its verdict, and it justly put Sir Walter far be-
yond Miss Edgeworth in the portrayal of national char-
acteristics. Still, when Sir Walter attempted the novel
of fashionable society, he felt the limitations much
more than Miss Edgeworth. ¢ Belinda,” Miss Edgeworth’s
worst novel, because that philosophical doctor, her father,
would meddle with it, is incomparably better than ¢ St.
Ronan’s Well” Thady, the teller of the story of the family
of ¢Castle Rackrent,” was not, as a creation, surpassed
by Scott ;—one may yawn over the talk and the tribulations
of Miss Edgeworth’s fine ladies and gentlemen, but her
common people are always very much alive and racy
of the land which alone could give such beings birth.
¢Ormond,’ as far as the story of Irish life goes, is of more
importance than either ¢ Ennui’ or ‘ The Absentee” The
real Miss Edgeworth, the lover of the manifestations of
character, the sincere, the unaffected, the graphic, is here.
The novel of manners is one of the most useful documents
for the historian, as we know; and, in English literature,
it is of very recent growth. The historian of Ireland in the
eighteenth century could as fairly neglect ¢ Castle Rack-
rent’ and ‘Ormond’ in his sociological chapters as the
historian of the last quarter of the nineteenth century,
dealing with France, could afford to neglect the psycholog-
ical studies, expressed in fiction, of Paul Bourget.

The novel and the short story have very much in common,
as the short story is understood to-day. The narrative, the
mere string of episodes into which characteristics rather
than character enter, has not the qualities of the form of
literature which for almost two centuries we have called
the novel. The novel proper differs principally from the
romance in its accent on character and atmosphere. The
short story of to-day is not the tale made so famous in
English letters by Blackwood’s Magazine. It depends, like
the novel, on atmosphere,—the color of the society it in-

1 ¢Life and Letters of Maria Edgeworth,’ p. 72. Houghton, Mifflin & Co.
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xii IRISH NOVELS.

terprets,—and on the development of psychology. Most of
the Irish short-story writers approach more to the novel, as
we understand it to-day, and, as a rule, the writers of short
stories, like Miss Jane Barlow, are included among the
novelists.

Lover and Lever, however, are romancers rather than
story writers. Smollet, or Dickens at his worst,—when
best interpreted by Cruikshank,—was no more of a carica-
turist than Lover. Those who read Smollet now look on
his caricatures as bad art, and those of Dickens, though
deserving a similar censure, do not offend as Lover’s offend.
There is the effect, in some of Lover’s most comic pages, of
heartlessness. Poverty and wit, starvation and humor ex-
ist together, but the result, in the eyes of a writer who did
not write merely to make his public laugh, ought to be
pathetic, heart-stirring, and tear-stirring, rather than
amusing: if the test as to whether a work of fiction is a
novel or a romance is the question whether one remembers
character or incident, Lover must be both a novelist and a
romancer, for in ‘ Rory O’More’ and ¢ Handy Andy’ it is
the incidents as well as the principal characters that are
etched on our minds. In Lever’s books the characters do
not stand out as characters: From ¢ Harry Lorrequer’ to
‘Lord Kilgobbin,’ there is hardly one character except
Mickey Free that holds fast to the memory. There is no
person who seems so real as Carleton’s Poor Scholar,
Griffin’s Hardress Cregan, or the hero of William Banim’s
¢ Crohoore of the Bill-hook.’

Lever is the first of all the romancers of military life,
as Maxwell is of the sporting life of the Irish gentry.
Maxwell’s best work is in ¢ The Wild Sports of the West.’
It has all the sparkle, all the recklessness of Lever in his
Leveresque moods. Tt is evident, in this book, that con-
genial tastes bound Lever and Maxwell together. No suc-
ceeding writer in any language has given to the life of the
camp and barrack more successfully the glamour which
governments endeavor to give it by means of gold lace,
flags, and music; but the brilliance of Lever is a surface
brilliance. It seems almost a pity that Lever should have
chosen Ireland and Irish influences as his themes, for no
- writer has given the Irish a more widespread reputation
for that irresponsiblity and volatility—so agreeably con-
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templated by a dominant race—than this very clever ro-
mancer. He stands alone in literature; in light-hearted-
ness, in that gayety of heart which leads to anything
but gayety of head in the morning, who can come near
him! He apotheosizes wine, women, and song, and makes
the primrose path of dalliance as agreeable as the Moore-
Anacreon pictures of heaven, where rosy cupids float
on bubbles of rosier champagne. He saves himself
always from mere coarseness Or vulgarity, and he is so
light-hearted that few seriously ask whether his point
of view is moral or not. His pictures of Dublin society
in its bloom will live, and his fun no doubt continues to
smoothe the wrinkles of care, in spite of the fact that Jack
Hinton and Harry Lorrequer and Tom Burke, all chips
of the same block, seem rather more puppet-like than they
did twenty years ago. The improvement in taste and the
higher demands made on the constructive power of the
romancer of to-day are shown by the modern criticisms of
his ¢ Maurice Tierney’ and ¢Gerald Fitzgerald.” They
seem thin and tired at times; but, even as they are, there
has been so far no story of Irish chivalry that at all ap-
proaches Lever’s romances, even taking ¢Gerald Fitz-
gerald,” which he evidently regarded as his weakest, as a
standard.

And yet few periods in which Irishmen held a con-
spicuous place offer more alluring opportunities to the
man of imagination than the years following the flight
of the wild geese. With James II., or Louis XVI., Sars-
field or the Duke of Berwick and all the glittering groups
of fighting exiles, from the period of the Sun Monarch
to that of the Sea-Green Marat—what vistas of ro-
mance there are! ¢Gerald Fitzgerald’ brings us down to
the time of Louis XVI. Mirabeau and the figures that
move about him appear; this romance has not the verve
and the swing of the earlier books, yet, from the point of
view of the literary critic, it is constructively and in style
much better than are those which are more read to-day; but
he did not like it, and, in spite of the unusual pains he
took in writing it, he did not wish to include it in the
collected edition of his works. Mr. William McLennan in
¢ Spanish John,” Mr. S. R. Keightley in ¢ The Last Recruit
of Clare’s, and Mr. L. McManus in Lally of the Brigade’
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have tried their hands: so far they have made only
promises to transfigure epochs which will always appeal to
the lover of the heroie.

There are two romances (one written by an Irishman
but not an Irish romance, ¢ The Epicurean ’; the other Irish
of the Irish, Gerald Griffin’s ¢ Invasion ’) which have been
lost sight of by the general reader. °‘The Epicurean’ is
very remarkable and well-written; in spite of its erudition
it is vital. ‘The Invasion’ is worthy of a much higher
place than ‘ The Epicurecan ’; it ought to have done for the
later Danish period of Irish history what ¢ Ivanhoe’ did
for the early Norman period of English history. For some
reason or other, not apparent, ¢ The Invasion’ is almost
forgotten, though it abounds in stirring scenes and vivid
pictures of that old life of Druid and gallowglass and
Prince and sept of which most of us know so little. No
one who has read it can forget it. It might be said that
Gerald Griffin sometimes tints when he should lay on his
colors heavily, and this may have a shade of truth in 13
but who could color more heavily than Sir Samuel Fergu-
son in that wonderful ¢ Hibernian Nights’ of his, and who
has been more unhappily forgotten? The reason for the
neglect of ¢ The Invasion’ would seem more intangible if
it should be revived and read.

The melodrama of ¢ The Collegians ’ has, by comparison,
put the other novels of Gerald Griffin into the background.
When Dion Boucicault dramatized this novel, he did its
author a bad turn. He made the worst qualities of this
fine work of fiction permanent in the public mind. Noth-
ing can be said against ¢ The Colleen Bawn’ as a well-
constructed play for the stage; but it is stagy of the stage,
and Dion Bouicault found the points for this theatrical-
ism in the novel itself. It is not, however, the pervasive
quality of the story. Griffin had more art, more refine-
ment, more sense of the perspective of life than the Banims
or Carleton; his studies in the life around him resulted in
the expression of truths which all his contemporaries dis-
dained. He knew the heart of Munster as only a man who
was a poet could know it; there are pages in ‘Tales of
the Munster Festivals’ that cannot be rivaled in artistic
effect,—an effect so convincing that the means by which it
is obtained are lost to the reader in the terror or the pathos

P —




IRISH NOVELS. XY

of the moment. ¢The Half Sir’ is one of the most careful
presentations of certain phases of Irish life which Lover,
Lever, and Miss Laffan would have caricatured, the Ba-
pims seen as through a glass darkly, and which Carle-
ton would have coarsened. The strain of pessimism
which neutralized the Christian energy of Griffin at times
weakens his effort just as he touches a fine psychologi-
cal climax. Take him as he is, and without giving ‘ The
Collegians’ the exaggerated praise it has received at the
expense of his other works, he ranks very near the first of
all the Irish novelists. Lady Gilbert (Rosa Mulholland)
in ¢ The Wild Birds of Killeevy ’ shows some of the delicate
insight into character which distinguishes him from his
rivals. She has fine art, she is more healthy in her concep-
tion of life, more cheerful ; but her work to his is as a pastel
of the Lakes of Killarney on a sunny day to a Turner pic-
ture of a winter’s wreck on the southwest coast. ¢ The Ayl-
mers of Bally Aylmer’and ¢ The Birds of Killeevy ’ should
be read together as a contrast in Irish fiction;—and both
are works by careful artists. Contemporary with Lady
Gilbert, we have such different types of novelists as M. E.
Francis, who has touched on Irish life very widely, and
George Moore, who, no matter what his subject, illumines
it with the peculiar genius of the Celt.

Maginn and Mrs. Hall and Croker are names each of
importance to the student of comparative literature, and
there are times when Mrs. S. C. Hall strikes fire out of the
worn pathway of perfunctory writing.

Who reads Lady Morgan’s ¢ St. Clare ’now? It has gone
out of fashion with the turban and flowing ringlet, and the
¢ Annuals’ with desperate verses in them and sugar-and-
water stories and ¢ I never loved a dear gazelle’ and other
sentimental mush and slush. Lady Morgan is, above all,
sentimental, but ¢ The Wild Irish Girl’ and ¢ The O’Briens
and the O’Flahertys’ deserve respect; they opened vistas
of the past to people who seemed in their despair to have
neither past nor future. Say what we will, to give a man
a pedigree is to give him self-respect. Lady Morgan’s taste
is not always correct; she is often as untrammeled in her
sarcastic epithets as the first Lady Bulwer-Lytton; but she
did well, according to her light, and she loved a nation that
then had few to love it. You may smile at her Glorvina
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and the swelling harp, and yet, to a sound heart, that smile
ought to be very near a tear.

The critics place William Carleton very high. Preju-
dices have passed ;—they were founded on principles, but
let them go. Carleton has his vagaries, but when one reads
his stories one cannot help saying with Ophelia, “ God ha’
mercy on his soul! and of all Christian souls!” To read
when one is young Carleton’s series of novels ‘ Traits and
Stories of the Irish Peasantry’ is to go into a strange land
of bright sunshine and deep shadow, where there are great
sorrows and great joys but very little happiness. One feels
that one is looking at this new life in the grasp of a giant,
and a giant who is strong and coarse and sometimes mean,
Youth is intolerant. Carleton, with his glaring faults, is
not the writer for youth. When a man has reached middle
age he can turn to these works of genius, who never took
pains, for instruction and delight. Let us allow for all the
faults of construction, the vulgarity that prejudices all
readers of ‘Paddy Go-Easy’ against Carleton, the occa-
sional humble apologies to the English lords and gentle-
men, and you find one of the most moving writers that
ever dipped a pen in his experience and wrote in English.
To read  The Poor Scholar ’ well is to become a better man.
When Carleton lets his peasants speak for themselves, they
are perfect; when he speaks for them himself, he is at
times what the French call banal; when he becomes one of
them and speaks and acts with them, you see with their
hearts and souls, you know their country as they know it.
Then he is master of the pathetic, of the terrible, of the
simple, of the fair hope, of the dark sorrow, because he
understands, and, forgetting his understanding, he fires
you with sympathy. For truth and horror, read ‘The
Llanhan Shee’; for humor and grief, ¢ The Geography of
an Irish Oath ’; for simple faith—to feel all pure impulses
stir within, ¢ The Poor Scholar.’ Its Gaelic is incorrect, we
have been told—so incorrect that the philologers cannot
put it right. When Ophelia calls for her coach and Queen
Gertrude weeps, who cares whether coaches were used or
invented? And so with Carleton’s Gaelic. Verbal infeli-
cities are forgotten in a scene like that in ‘The Poor
Scholar,” where the father and mother look at the sleeping
boy who, they hope, will be a priest.
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There are strong and tender passages in ¢ Valentine
MecClutehy,” ¢ The Black Prophet,” and even in that popular
romance ¢ Willy Reilly,’—in ¢ Art Maguire,” in ‘ The Emi-
grants of Ahadarra’; but in ¢ The Traits and Stories’ we
may look for the manifestations of Carleton’s genius at its
highest point. There was a lesser man who had glimpses
of the fire that led Carleton onward, Charles Kickham.
¢ Sally Cavanagh’ and ¢ Knock-na-gow ’ cannot be forgot-
ten by those who lived in the charmed atmosphere which
Kickham’s wizard wand created. Carleton had led the
way, yet it was not easy to be followed by a man of more
imagination but of less feeling and experience.

Carleton stands alone. Heis ruthless at times; he revels
in horrors, as in ¢ The Black Prophet,” where the descrip-
tions of the famine are as heart-rending as the plague
scenes in Manzoni, or the yellow fever episode in Charles
Brockden Brown. Mr. D. J. O’Donoghue, in his admir-
able sketch of Carleton, says that Kickham is the only
Irish novelist who approached Carleton’s “ power over the
emotions.”’ “Outbursts of occasional misrepresentation,”
Mr. O’Donoghue says, returning to Carleton, “ cannot,
however, obliterate his great services to Ireland, and, in
the main, there is no picture so true as that presented in
his ¢ Traits and Stories.

It would be unfair to an author who has some of the best
qualities of both Carleton and Kickham,—with more art,
but not less matter,—not to mention Seumas Macmanus.
His work has more than kept its promise, and it gives
promise still of even higher development.

A careful study of the Irish novelists is necessary to
understand the history of Ireland for the last hundred and
fifty years, and the material is plentiful and easy of access.






























JOHN KELLS INGRAM.
(1823 —)

Dr. INGRAM, the distinguished scholar and political economist,
was born in 1823, in County Donegal, and was educated at Newry
School and in Trinity Coliege, Dublin. He became a Fellow of
Trinity in 1846, and is an Honorary LL.D. of Glasgow University.
He has held in Trinity College the offices of professor of Greek, pro-
fessor of English literature, Senior Lecturer and Vice-Provost, and
he has been President of the Royal Irish Academy and a Commis-
sioner for the Publication of the Ancient Laws and Institutions of
Ireland. He has written ¢ Work and the Workman '—an address
to the Trades Union Congress in 1880—and the articles on ¢ Political
Economy’ and ‘Slavery’in the Encyclopzedia Britannica,” ninth
edition.

‘The Memory of the Dead’ was written in his student days and
was for the first time formally acknowledged when Dr. Ingram
published a volume of poems in 1900.

In 1899, owing to the burden of years, he laid down most of his
public responsibilities and retired into private life.

THE MEMORY OF THE DEAD.

Who fears to speak of Ninety-Eight?
Who blushes at the name?
When cowards mock the patriot’s fate,
Who hangs his head for shame?
He ’s all a knave or half a slave
Who slights his country thus:
But a true man, like you, man,
Will fill your glass with us.

We drink the memory of the brave,
The faithful and the few—

Some lie far off beyond the wave,
Some sleep in Ireland, too;

All, all are gone—but still lives on
The fame of those who died;

And true men, like you, men,
Remember them with pride.

Some on the shores of distant lands
Their weary hearts have laid,
And by the stranger’s heedless hands
Their lonely gxi%%es were made;
9









JOHN IRELAND,

ARCHBISHOP OF ST. PAUL.
(1838 —)

JouN TRELAND was born in Ireland, Sept. 11, 1838. He came to
the United States in his boyhood, and was educated at the Cathe-
dral School in St. Paul, afterward studying theology in France.
He was ordained priest in 1861, and was chaplain of the Fifth Min-
nesota Regiment in the civil war. He was afterward rector of
St. Paul, then secretary and coadjutor to Bishop Doane of St. Paul.
He was consecrated in 1875 and became Archbishop in 1888.

He takes an active part in establishing Roman Catholic colonies
and in organizing total abstinence societies. The degree of LL.D.
was conferred upon him by Yale in 1901. He has written ‘The
Church and Modern Society.’

THE NATIVE LAND OF LIBERTY.

From ¢ The Church and Modern Society.’

Patriotism is love of country and loyalty to its life
and weal; love tender as the affection of son for mother,
strong as the pillars of death; loyalty generous and dis-
interested, shrinking from no sacrifice, seeking no reward
save country’s triumph.

Patriotism! There is magic in the word. It is bliss to
repeat it. Through the ages humanity has burnt the in-
cense of admiration and reverence at the shrines of
patriotism. The most beautiful pages of history are
those which count in deeds. Tireside tales, outpourings
of the memories of peoples, borrow from it their warmest
glow. Poets are sweetest when they echo its whisperings;
orators most potent when they attune their speech to
its inspirations.

Pagan nations were wrong in making gods of their
noblest patriots. But their error was the excess of the
great truth; that heaven unites with earth in approving
and blessing patriotism, that patriotism is one of earth’s
most exalted virtues, worthy to have come down from
the atmosphere of the skies.

The patriotism of the exiled Hebrew exhaled itself in
1662
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JOHN IRELAND. 1663

a canticle of religion which Jehovah inspired, and which
has been transmitted as the inheritance of God’s people
to the Christian Church:

“Upon the rivers of Babylon, there we sat and wept,
when we remembered Sion. . . . If I forget thee, O Jeru-
salem, let my right hand be forgotten. Let my tongue
cleave to my jaws, if I do not remember thee, if I do not
make Jerusalem the beginning of my joy.”

The human race pays homage to patriotism, because of
its supreme value. The value of patriotism to a people
is above gold and precious stones, above commerce and
industry, above citadels and war-ships. Patriotism is the
vital spark of the nation’s honor, the living fount of
the nation’s prosperity, the strong shield of the nation’s
safety.

The human race pays homage to patriotism because of
its supreme loveliness. Patriotism goes out to what is,
among earth’s possessions, the most precious, the first,
and best and dearest—country; and its effusion is the
fragrant flowering of the purest and noblest sentiments
of the heart.

Patriotism is innate in man—the absence of it betokens
a perversion of human nature; but it attains its full force
and beauty only where minds are elevated and hearts
generous.

Next to God is country, and next to religion is patriot-
ism. No praise goes beyond the deserts of patriotism.
It is sublime in its heroic oblation upon a field of battle.
“ Oh, glorious is he who for his country falls!” exclaims
the Trojan warrior, Hector. It is sublime in the oft re-
peated toil of dutiful citizenship. ¢ Of all human do-
ings,” writes Cicero, ‘“none is more honorable, none
more estimable, than to deserve well of the common-
wealth.”

Countries are of divine appointment. The Most High
“divided the nations, separated the sons of Adam, and
appointed the bounds of peoples.” The physical and
moral needs of God’s creatures are revelations of His
will and laws. Man is born a social being. The family
is a condition of his existence and of his growth to ma-
turity. Nor does the family suffice to itself. A larger
social organism is needed, into which families are gath-
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ered in order to obtain from one another security for life
and property, and to aid in the development of the powers
and faculties with which nature has endowed the chil-
dren of men.

This large organism is the country. Countries have
their providential limits—the waters of a sea, a mountain
range, the lines of similarity of requirements or modes of
life. The limits are widened according to the measures
of the destinies which the great Ruler allots to peoples
and the importance of their part in the mighty work of
the cycles of years, the ever-advancing tide of humanity’s
evolution. The Lord is the God of nations because He is
the God of men. Without His bidding no nation springs
into life or vanishes back into nothingness. I believe
in the providence of God over countries even as I be-
lieve in His wisdom and His love, and my allegiance to
my country rises before my soul encircled with the halo
of my loyalty to my God.

A century ago a transatlantic poet and philosopher,
reading the signs of the times, wrote:

‘ Westward the course of empire takes its way ;
The four first acts are already past ;

A fifth shall close the drama with the day—
Time’s noblest offspring is the last.”

Berkeley’s prophetic eye had descried America. What
ghall I say in a brief discourse of my country’s value and
beauty, of her claims to my love and fealty? I will pass
by in silence her fields and forests, her rivers and seas,
her boundless riches of soil and of mountain, her pure
and health-giving air, her transcendent wealth of nature’s
fairest and most precious gifts. I will not speak of the
noble qualities and robust deeds of her sons, prosperous in
peace, valorous in war, gifted in mind and heart, skilled
in commerce and industry. Be this my theme of praise
in America: She is, as none other, the land of human
dignity and of human liberty!

America, rising into the family of nations in these lat-
ter times, is the highest billow in humanity’s evolution,
the crowning effort of ages in the aggrandizement of man.
Unless we view her in this altitude we do not comprehend
her; we belittle her towering stature, and hide from our-
selves the singular design of Providence in creating her.
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When the fathers of the Republic declared: ¢ That all
men are created equal; that they are endowed by their
Creator with certain inalienable rights; that among these
are life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness,” a principle
was enunciated which, in its truth, was as old as the race,
but in practical realization was almost unknown.

Slowly and laboriously, amid suffering and revolution,
humanity had been reaching out towards a reign of the
rights of man. Paganism utterly denied such rights. It
allowed nothing to man as man; man was what wealth,
or place, or power made him. Even the wise Aristotle
taught that nature intended some men to be slaves and
chattels. The sweet religion of Christ proclaimed aloud
the doctrine of the common fatherhood of God and the
universal brotherhood of man. Eighteen hundred years,
however, went by, and the civilized world had not yet put
its civil and political institutions into accord with its
spiritual faith. During all that time the Christian
Church was leavening human society, and patiently
awaiting the promised fermentation. This came at last,
and it came in America. It came in a first manifestation
through the Declaration of Independence; it came in a
second and final manifestation through President Lin-
coln’s proclamation of emancipation.

In America all men are civilly and politically equal; all
have the same rights; all wield the same arm of defense
and of conquest—the suffrage; and the sole condition of
rights and of power is simple manhood.

Liberty is exemption from all restraint, save that of
the laws of justice and order, exemption from submission
to other men, except so far as they represent and enforce
those laws. The divine gift of liberty is God’s recogni-
tion of man’s greatness and man’s dignity. In liberty
lie the sweetness of life and the power of growth. The loss
of liberty is the loss of light and sunshine, the loss of
life’s best portion. TUnder the spell of heavenly mem-
ories, humanity never had ceased to dream of liberty,
and to aspire to its possession. Now and then, here and
there, liberty had for a moment caressed humanity’s
brow. But not until the Republic of the West was born,
not until the star-spangled banner rose towards the skies,
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was liberty caught up in humanity’s embrace and em-
bodied in a great and abiding nation. )

In America the government takes from the liberty of
the citizen only so much as is necessary for the weal of
the nation. In America there are no masters who govern
in their own right, for their own interest, or at their own
will. We have over us no Bourbon saying: * L’état c’est
moi;” no Hohenzollern proclaiming that in his acts as
sovereign he is responsible only to his conscience and
to God. Ours is the government of the people, by the
people, and for the people. Our government is our own
organized will.

In America, rights begin with, and go upward from the
people. In other countries, even in those which are ap-
parently the most free, rights begin with, and come
downward from the state; the rights of citizens, the
rights of the people, are concessions which have been
wrested from the governing powers.

In America, whenever the government does not prove
its grant, the liberty of the individual citizen remains in-
tact. Elsewhere there are governments called republics;
there, too, universal suffrage establishes the state; but
once established, the state is tyrannous and arbitrary; it
invades at will private rights, and curtails at will individ-
ual liberty. One republic only is liberty’s native home—
America.

The God-given mission of the Republic of America is
not confined to its own people—it extends to all the peo-
ples of the earth, to whom it is the symbol of human rights
and of human liberty, and towards whom its flag flutters
hopes of future happiness.

Is there not for Americans meaning to the word,
Country? Is there not for Americans reasons to live for
country, and, if need be, to die for country? Is there not
joy in the recollection that you have been the saviors of
your country? Is there not glory in the name of Amer-
ica’s “Loyal Legion”? In every country, patriotism is
a duty: in America, it is a duty thrice sacred.

The prisoner Paul rose at once into proud distinction,
and commanded the respect of the Roman soldiers and
Palestinian Jews, when, to the question of the tribune
at Jerusalem: “ Art thou a Roman? Dic mihi si tu es
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Romanus? ” he replied, “ I am.” The title of honor, among
the peoples of antiquity, was, “ Civis Romanus—a Roman
citizen.” More significant to-day, throughout the world,
is the title: ¢ Civis Americanus—an American citizen.”

The duty of patriotism is a duty of justice and of grati-
tude. The country fosters our dearest interests; it pro-
tects our hearths and altars. Without it there is no safety
for life and property, no opportunity for development and
progress. We are wise of our country’s wisdom, rich of
its opulence, strong of its fortitude, resplendent of its
glory.

Duty to country is a duty of conscience, a duty to God.
Country exists by divine right. It receives from God the
authority needful for its life and work; its right to com-
mand is divine: “ There is no power but from God, and
those that are, are ordained of God. Therefore, he that
resisteth the power resisteth the ordinance of God.” The
religion of patriotism is not sufficiently understood, and
yet it is this religion that gives to country its majesty,
and to patriotism its sacredness and force.

What the part is to the whole, that the citizen is to the
country; and this relation is the due measure of patriot-
ism. The country and its interests are above the citizen
and his interests. A king of France, St. Louis, set to his
device this motto: “ Dieu, la France et Marguerite.” The
motto told the order of allegiances: God first, next to God,
country, next to country, family, one’s self the last—the
chevalier, even unto death, of family, country and God.



THOMAS CAULFIELD IRWIN.
(1823—1892.)

TroMAs CAULFIELD IRWIN was born May 4, 1823, at Warren Point,
County Down. He was educated by private tutors, and acquired
a thorough acquaintance with classics and modern languages. He
was intended for the medical profession, but he lost all his private
means in 1848 and lived a desultory and unhappy life. He began
his literary career at an early age. By 1853 he was already so
favorably known that he was employed by Sir Charles Gavan Duffy
to write for his journal. In 1854 he began to contribute to The
Dublin University Magazine, and he continued to write frequently
for that periodical for a long time. Several collections of his poems
have been published, among them * Versicles,’ 1856 ; ‘ Poems,’ 1866
‘Trish Historical and Legendary Poems,” 1868 ; ‘Songs and
Romances,” 1878 ; ‘Summer and Winter Stories,’ 1878; * Pictures
and Songs,” 1880; ‘Sonnets, etc.,’ 1881; ‘Poems, Sketches, and
Songs,’ 1889.

He wrote one hundred and thirty tales of various length, and
essays on a large number of subjects. He was the author of a
romance of ancient life, ‘ From Ceesar to Christ,” in which there is
a striking representation of Roman and British civilization in the
reign of Nero. He was also the author of a poetic drama, ¢ Ortus
and Ermia,’ a versified translation of ‘Catullus,” and translations
from several classical and Continental poets. Mr. Irwin had true
poetic inspiration. Picturesqueness and rich color, a pure style,
and a mastery of measure characterized all that he wrote. Some
of his prose is remarkable for its picturesqueness and stately diction.
He died in Dublin in 1892.

*In his later days,” saysa writer in * A Treasury of Irish Poetry,’
‘“ as he used to be seen in the Dublin streets, he presented a weird
and uncouth but venerable figure. The gentle mania which had
then descended upon him had, however, occasionally made its
appearance much earlier. The great Irish antiquary, O'Donovan,
has left a picture of him and his ways in a note to Sir Samuel
Ferguson :

‘I understand that the mad poet who is my next-door neighbor
claims acquaintance with you. He says I am his enemy, and watch
him through the thickness of the wall which divides our houses,
He threatens in consequence to shoot me. One of us must leave.
I have a houseful of books and children ; he has an umbrella and a
revolver. If, under the circumstances, you could influence and
persuade him to remove to other quarters, you would confer agreat
favor on yours sincerely, JoHN O’DONOVAN.”
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AN EXTRAORDINARY PHENOMENON.

We read of many curious things in the world, from the
fish of the Amazon which pass part of their lives in the
branches of trees, thus realizing Virgil’s fancy of matters
impossible, to the echo in the south of Ireland which re-
turns a courteous answer to its interlocutor. On the
other hand, there are places without any echo. I‘or in-
stance, persons have been known to call many times de-
manding payment of an account without meeting with
any response whatever, and a diligent examination will
elicit facts of this character in other parts of Ireland be-
sides the south. That in the latter region other phe-
nomena equally remarkable once engaged the attention of
its philosophers, and at the same time illustrated the in-
quiring though simple intellect of the peasantry, ever
ready to lend their aid in the elucidation of Nature, and
for the advantage of acoustic science, and their own, may
we think be rendered manifest by the following narra-
tive:—

A number of years since, in the time before railways
or telegraphs, when something of the simplicity of the
prisca gens mortalium still lingered among a little group
of “savants” resident in a certain southern city, a
peasant one day called at the residence of a gentleman
(whom we shall call Mr. B.) well known for his love of
science, and his ardor as an amateur investigator of
natural phenomena. On the peasant being shown into
his study, the following colloquy oceurred :—

“Well, my man,” inquired Mr. B., “ what do you want
of me?”

“Why, yer honor, I’ve heard that you are a very
learned gentleman, and—but there’s no one within hear-
ing, yer honor?”

“No, no—go on.”

“The fact is, sir, that I’ve made a very curious dis-
covery, and thought I°d just call and acquaint yer honor
iv it.”

“Well, and what is the nature'of this discovery, my
man,” said Mr. B., all impatience.

“Troth, and that’s jist the thing that puzzles me, sir.
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It’s one of the most curious things that is of a subjunc-
tive, and I may say every day parenthetical way that ever
conjugated itself with my experience.”

“Well, what is it?”

«Well, yer honor, of course I’'m only a poor peasant,
and don’t understand the philosophy of it. But if yer
honor would only let me tell you—"

“Why it—man—don’t you see I’m most anxiously
waiting to hear you.”

“ Are you, sir, and troth and it’s myself’s glad to hear
you say so. Well, yer honor, what I’m going to tell you
is, without further circumlocution, just this. I’ve a little
holding a few miles away from the town—I’m not be-
holding just at present to say exactly where it is—and
there’s a little stream runs through it which, if I was
on my Bible oath, is not more than two foot broad.”

“Well, well?”

“Now, the curious thing is, that if you stud on one
side of it and I on the other, devil a won iv us could hear
the other speaking.”

“Qh, come,” said Mr. B., “ you don’t expect me to be-
lieve that?”

“T do, by my sowl, as much as I believe it, sir.”

“What! that you could not hear me speak across a
stream two foot broad?”’

“ Not if you had the lungs of Nebuchadnazar. I’ve tried
it myself, and might just as well think to make myself
heard across the Atlantic.”

The savant paused awhile, puzzled and slightly inter-
ested. Some local peculiarity, or, who could say, perhaps
some novel acoustic phenomenon.

“ But how did you find this out? ” he inquired.

“Troth, easy enough, yer honor. One day, about noon,
after I had been digging a bit of a potato trench, and feel-
ing a little tired, I called out to my wife, Judy, who was
weeding in a field a few perches off, ‘ Judy, light the
pipe. ”

“Well?”?

“Well, sir, devil a more notice she tuck of me than if I
was out of sight. ‘Judy, I says to her a second time,
‘light the pipe, and be quick about it, for I’m dying for a
draw.’ Judy, however, to my astonishment, kept on never
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minding—not even a turn iv her head, to let me see she
bheard me. This nettled me. ‘Judy,’ I says, the third time,
¢if you don’t bring me my pipe simultaneously, by the —
I’ll give you such a whopping.’

“1 spoke quite angry, as was nathral, as your honor can
understand, if it is a thing that you smoke, as I’m towld
by the annals of history many learned gentlemen have done
to ease their mind when they were tired wid pursuing their
lubrications, and in troth a whiff is a comfort, even to a
simple-minded peasant like myself, after he has been at
work wid his spade, from after breakfast, and when Mac-
Cormack (the sun) is in his noonday strength and glory.
Well, sir, when I minded that Judy went on plucking up
the chickenweed and groundsel, quite promiscuous, and
not seeming to hear what I said, I saw that something was
wrong, jumped across the stream, and when I landed on
the opposite side, called out to her to bring me my pipe,
or, by the mortial, I’d inaugurate her!

“On this she at once heard me, and came over to me,
smiling innocent and kindly as ever; and taking the du-
deen from a handful of things she had in her pocket—a
bone for cutting the teeth iv the last, her thimble, bits of
griddle bread, a cork of the bottle we shared on my birth-
day, and a key of the door—gave it to me. ¢ Why didn’t
you answer?’ I says to her. ‘Answer what?’ says she.
¢ Why, haven’t I been calling to you this half hour from
the other side of the stream there for the pipe?’ says I.
¢ As heaven’s betune me and harm,” says Judy, ‘a word iv
yours never reached me, though I saw you looking at me,
and thought you were joking to yourself.” On this I saw
there was something wrong in earnest. ‘Stand there, I
says; and leaping back across the stream began putting
interrogatories and equivocations to her as an experiment.
Oh, if you had seen her face when she found she couldn’t
hear me; and when she discovered I could only make faces
at her, and she at me, she began crying and saying the
Rosary as fast as she could. And, faix, yer honor, I was
so frightened myself I could scarce stand. °‘Paddy, it’s
the devil,” says Judy, after she ’d recovered her composure
and looking serious; ‘¢ and sure I never thought—the saints
be about us—that he’d occupy himself about such a little
stream as this.” ‘Judy,” I says, ‘ recollect where he comes
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from. Sorra much iv water he has when he is at home!’
¢True for ye, says Judy, ‘but I doubt if he’d care for
anything in the way iv water, that wasn’t half whisky,’
says she, looking slyly at me.” .

Here the savant interrupted the peasant, and reflecting
a moment, said:

“ What you tell me, my man, of this local peculiarity is
very interesting—a very singular natural phenomenon,
indeed.”

“ Natural phenomena, yer honor! Troth, you may say
that. The like iv it’s not to be found in Ireland, and
that’s a big word.”

“Well,” said Mr. B.,, “I must get you to bring me to
this stream, until I examine the place myself.”

“ Of course, yer honor. But you see there’s a little diffi-
culty first—"

“ And what may that be? ”

“Why, yer honor, of course I’m only a poor peasant,
and know nothing of larning; but of course a larned gen-
tleman like yourself couldn’t expect me to part wid this
very curious secret without getting a little something for
showing it to yer honor—for sure you may take out a
patent for it.”

“ And how much do you want? ”” asked Mr. B.

“Well, it’s luck that this curiosity is on my bit of
land,” said the peasant, “and, of course, many another
would ask more than I have the conscience to charge. But
—and so I honestly tell you—under a pound the secret
won’t leave me.”

Mr. B. put his hand in his pocket, gave the man a pound
and told him to call the next day, when he should visit the
place in his company.

Next day they set out, and arrived at the little stream.
Mr. B. rubbed his hands with philosophical delight.

“Now, you just jump across the stream,” said Mr. B.
to the peasant. He did so.

“A fine day! Well, don’t you hear me? ” roared Mr. B.
at the top of his voice.

[Dumb show.]

On this he beckoned the man to his side of the stream,
and said:

“This is curious, certainly; but stay, I will now go to
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the other side, and do you call out to me as loud as you
can.”

All he saw, however—for he heard nothing—was the
man making faces and violent gestures at him a couple of
yards off. . . .

Convinced by this experiment, Mr. B., highly gratified
at having become acquainted with such an astonishing
acoustic phenomenon at so small a cost, retraced his steps
to the city, made up a party of friends, and returned
shortly after with them to the remarkable locality in
question.

“ Now, gentlemen,” said he, “I am at length in a posi-
tion to dissipate your skepticism. You can test the truth
of my statement yourselves. I will now address you from
the opposite side of this stream, while you remain on this,”
and, springing across, he roared out with stentorlan en-
ergy, “ Well, do you hear me now? ”

“To be sure we do,” cried his friends, in a laughing
chorus.

TO A SKULL.

Silent as thou, whose inner life is gone,
Let me essay thy meaning if I can,

Thou ghostly, ghastly moral carved in bone,
Old Nature’s quiet mockery of man.

I place thee in the light; the orient gold

Falls on thy crown, and strikes each uncouth line;
Strange shape! the earth has ruins manifold,

But none with meaning terrible as thine.

For here beneath this bleak and sterile dome
Did hatred rage, and silent sorrow mourn—
A little world, an infinite spirit’s home,
A heaven or hell abandoned and forlorn.

Here thought on thought arose, like star on star,
And love, deemed deathless, habited; and now
An empty mausoleum, vainer far
Than Cheops’ mountain pyramid, art thou.

Once on that forehead, radiant as the day,
Imagination flamed in trancéd mood:
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Once on thy fleshy mask, now fallen away,
Rippled the pulses of a bride-groom’s blood ;

And laughter wrinkled up those orbs with fun,
And sorrow furrowed channels as you prayed—
Well, now no mark is left on thee but one,
The careless stroke of some old sexton’s spade.

Lost are thy footprints; changeful as the air
Is the brown disk of earth whereon we move;
The bright sun looks for them in vain. Ah, where
Is now thy life of action, thought, and love?

Where are thy hopes, affections, toil, and gain?
Lost in the void of all surrounding death.
And does this pound of lime alone remain
To tell of all thy passion, pride, and faith?

“ Where is the soul?” we cry—and swift the sound
Dies in the morning depth of voiceless light;

“The structure where?” Oh, bend unto the ground,
And ask the worm that crawls the mold at night.

The brown leaf rots upon the Autumn breeze,
The empty shell is washed upon the shore,
The bubble glitters on the morning seas,
And bursting in the vast is seen no more.

Like mist thy life has melted on the air,
And what thy nature, history, or name,

No sorcery now of science or of prayer
Can make the voiceless infinite proclaim.

Dumb are the heavens; sphere controlling sphere
Chariot the void through their allotted span;
And man acts out his little drama here
As though the only Deity were man.

Cold Fate, who sways creation’s boundless tides,
Instinct with masterdom’s eternal breath,

Sits in the void invisible, and guides
The huge machinery of life and death,

Now strewing seeds of fresh immortal bands
Through drifts of universes deepening down;

Now molding forth with giant spectral hands
The fire of suns colossal for his crown 5
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Too prescient for feeling, still enfolds

The stars in death and life, in night and day,
And, clothed in equanimity, beholds

A blossom wither or a world decay;

Sleepless, eternal, laboring without pause,
Still girds with life his infinite abode,

And molds from matter by developed laws
With equal ease the insect or the God!

Poor human skull, perchance some mighty race,
The giant birth of never ceasing change,

Winging the world, may pause awhile to trace
Thy shell in some re-orient Alpine range;

Perchance the fire of some angelic brow
May glow above thy ruin in the sun,
And higher shapes reflect, as we do now
Upon the structure of the Mastodon.

e

A CHARACTER.

As from the sultry town, oppressed,
At eve we pace the suburb green,
There, at his window looking west,
Our good old friend will sure be seen:
Upon the table, full in light,
Backgammon box and Bible lie:
Behind the curtain, hid from sight,
A wine-glass no less certainly;
A finger beckons—nothing loath
We enter—ah! his heart is low,
His flask is brimming high, but both
Shall change their level ere we go.

We sit, and hour on hour prolong,
For memory loves on wine to float;
He tells old tales, chirps scraps of song,
And cracks the nut of anecdote;
Tells his best story with a smile—
’T is his by fifty years of right;
And slowly rounds his joke, the while,
With eye half closed, he trims the light:
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A radiant quiet fills the air,

And gleam the dews along the turf:
While the great wheel, bound
On its drowsy round,

Goes snoring through the gusts of surf.

A-south, beyond the hamlet, lie

The low, blue hills in mingling mist,
With furl of cloud along the sky,’

And ravines rich as amethyst,
And mellow edges golden-ored

As sinks the round sun in the flood,
And high up wings the crow line toward

Old turrets in the distant wood;
Awhile from some twilighted roof

The blue smoke rises o’er the thatch;
By cots along the green aloof

Some home-come laborer lifts the latch;

Or housewife sings her child to sleep,
Or calls her fowl-flock from the turf,
While the mill-wheel, bound
On its drowsy round,
Goes snoring through the gusts of surf.

Still at our open window, where

Gleams on the leaves the lamp new lit,
For hours we read old books, and share

Their thoughts and pictures, love and wit:
As midnight nears, its quiet ray

Thrown on the garden’s hedges faint,
Pales, as the moon, from clouds of gray,

Looks down serenely as a saint.
We hear a few drops of a shower,

Laying the dust for morning feet,
Patter upon the corner bower,

Then, ceasing, send an air as sweet.

And as we close the window down,
And close the volumes read so long,
Even the wheel’s snore
Is heard no more,
And scarce the runnel’s swirling song.



MRS. JAMESON.
(1794—1860.)

ANNA JaMESON was born in Dublin in 1794, Her father, Mr.
Brownell Murphy, was miniature painter-in-ordinary to the Princess
Charlotte. While she was still a child her parents went to live in
the north of England.

At sixteen she became governess in the family of the Marquis of
Winchester, in which position she remained for some years. Dur-
ing this time she made the acquaintance of her future husband,
Robert Jameson, a young barrister, and was engaged to him. For
some reason the engagement was broken off. In 1821 she became
governess in the family of Lord Hatherton. During this period
“The Diary of an Ennuyée’ was written. A second meeting with
Mr. Jameson was followed by a renewal of the engagement, and in
1824 they were married. In 1826 ‘The Diary of an Ennuyée’ was
published, and at once it was a popular favorite. During the four
years following her marriage she wrote ‘The Loves of the Poets’
(1829) and * Celebrated Female Sovereigns’ (1831).

About this time the husband and wife began to live apart; this
was the first of many separations, which were made by mutual
arrangement and due to no worse cause than incompatibility of
temperament, for Mr. Jameson, as is proved by his letters, always
retained for his wife deep respect. In the mean time Mrs. Jameson
resided with her father, and shortly afterward accompanied him
on a European tour. On her return to England she resumed
her pen, and in 1832 her ‘ Characteristics of Women, Moral, Poeti-
cal, and Historical,’ appeared. In 1833 appeared ‘Beauties of the
Court of Charles II.,” enriched by copies of the portraits by Sir
Peter Lely. A second European tour partially supplied the materials
11’%15 4‘ Visits and Sketches at Home and Abroad,” which appeared in

In 1836 Mrs. Jameson joined her husband in Canada. Here she
wrote her delightfully fresh and fanciful * Winter Studies and Sum-
mer Rambles in Canada,’ published in 1838. Before quite a year
had elapsed, Mrs. Jameson returned to England and settled down
quietly to a life of literary labor. ‘Talesand Miscellanies’ appeared
in 1838, being a collection in one volume of short stories and articles
contributed to various periodicals. She next undertook her trans-
lations from the dramas of the Princess Amelia of Saxony, which
were produced in 1840 as ¢ Pictures of Social Life in Germany.’ To
each drama were added an introduction and notes. Another trans-
lation, from the German of Dr. Waagen, followed, entitled ‘ Rubens,
his Life and Genius.’

Her industry was untiring, and as a kind of relaxation from her
labor she wrote Handbooks of all the principal public and private
art-galleries in and near London. ‘Memoirs of the Early Italian
Painters and of the Progress of Painting in Italy ' appeared in 1845,
followed by the useful work entitled ¢ Memoirs and Essays on Art,
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Literature, and Social Morals.” ‘Sacred and Legendary Art’' was
published in 1848. With admirable taste and judgment, both of
pen and pencil, she opened in this book a curious branch of well-
nigh forgotten learning. ‘A Commonplace Book of Thoughts,
Memories, and Fancies, Original and Selected,” appeared in 1854,
followed by * Sisters of Charity, Catholic and Protestant, at Home
and Abroad,’ 1855.

The later years of her life were devoted to the amelioration and
improvement of the position of women, and in her ¢ Lectures on the
Social Employments of Women’ and ‘ The Communion of Labor’
she evinces clear and deep thought, draws logical conclusions, and
sympathizes with woman’s labor as only an earnest worker could
do. For some years before her death Mrs. Jameson was in receipt
of a pension from the civil list. Her latest work was ¢ The History
of Our Lord as Exemplified in Works of Art; with that of his Types,
St. John the Baptist, and other Persons of the Old and New Tes-
taments.’ It was finished by Lady Eastlake after her death, which
took place in London, March 17, 1860.

STORY OF GENEVIEVE.

From ¢ Visits and Sketches at Home and Abroad.’

Genevieve de Sorbigny was the last of a noble family:
young, beautiful, and a rich heiress, she seemed born to
command all this world could yield of happiness. When
left an orphan, at an early age, instead of being sent to a
convent, as was then the universal custom, she was brought
up under the care of a maternal aunt, who devoted herself
to her education, and doated on her with an almost exclu-
sive affection.

Genevieve resided in the country with her aunt till she
was about sixteen; she was then brought to Paris to be
united to the marquis of ; it was a mere marriage de
convenance, a family arrangement entered into when she
was quite a child, according to the ancien régime; and, un-
fortunately for Genevieve, her affianced bridegroom was
neither young nor amiable; yet more unfortunately it hap-
pened that the marquis’ cousin, the Baron de Villay, who
generally accompanied him in his visits of ceremony,
possessed all the qualities in which he was deficient; being
young and singularly handsome, “amiable,” ‘ spirituel.”

While the marquis, with the good breeding of that day,
was bowing and paying his devoirs to the aunt of his in-
tended (sa future), the young baron, with equal success
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but in a very different style, was captivating the heart of
the niece. Her extreme beauty had charmed him at the
first glance, and her partiality, deliqately and involupta-
rily betrayed, subdued every scruple, 1f he ever entertained
any; and so, in the usual course of things, they were soon
irretrievably and éperdument in love with each other.

Genevieve, to much gentleness of character, united firm-
ness. The preparations for the marriage went on; the
trousseau was bought; the jewels set; but the moment she
was aware of her own sentiments, she had courage enough
to declare to her aunt, that, rather than give her hand to
the marquis, whom she detested past all her terms of detes-
tation, she would throw herself into a nunnery, and endow
it with her fortune. The poor aunt was thrown, by this
unexpected declaration, into the utmost amazement and
perplexity; she was au désespoir; such a thing had never
been heard of or contemplated: but the tears of Genevieve
prevailed; the marriage, after a long negotiation, was
broken off, and the baron appeared publicly as the suitor
of Genevieve. The marquis politely challenged his cousin,
and owed his life to his forbearance; and the duel, and the
cause of it, and the gallantry and generosity of De Villay,
rendered him irresistible in the eyes of all the women in
Paris, while to the heart of Genevieve he became dearer
than ever.

To gain the favor of the aunt was now the only difficulty;
she had ever regarded him with ill-concealed aversion and
suspicion. Some mystery hung over his character; there
were certain reports whispered relative to his former life
and conduct which it was equally difficult to discredit and
to disprove. Besides, though of a distinguished family, he
was poor, most of his ancestral possessions being confis-
cated or dissipated; and his father was mnotoriously a
mauvais sujet. All these reports and representations ap-
peared to the impassioned Genevieve mere barbarous cal-
umnies, invented to injure her lover; and regarding her-
self as the primal cause of these slanders, they rather
added to the strength of her attachment. A reluctant con-
sent was at last wrung from her aunt, and Genevieve was
united to her lover.

The chateau of the baron was situated in one of the wild-
est districts of the wild and desolate coast of Bretagne.
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The people who inhabited the country round were a fero-
cious, half-civilized race, and, in general, desperate smug-
glers and pirates. They had been driven to this mode of
life by a dreadful famine and the oppressions of the pro-
vincial tax-gatherers, and had pursued it partly from
choice, partly from necessity. They had carried on for
near half a century a constant and systematic warfare
against the legal authorities of the province, in which they
were generally victorious.

No revenue officer or exempt dare set his foot within a
certain district; and when the tempestuous season, or any
other accident, prevented them from following their law-
less trade on the sea, they dispersed themselves through
the country in regularly organized bands, and committed
the most formidable depredations, extending their out-
rages even as far as St. Pol. Such was their desperate
courage, the incredible celerity of their movements, and
the skill of their leaders, that though a few stragglers had
been occasionally shot, all attempts to take any of them
alive, or to penetrate into their secret fastnesses, proved
unavailing.

The baron had come to Paris for the purpose of repre-
senting the disturbed state of his district to the govern-
ment, and procuring an order from the minister of the
interior to embody his own tenantry and dependants into
a sort of militia for the defense of his property, and for the
purpose of bringing these marauders to justice, if possible.
He was at first refused, but after a few months’ delay,
money and the interest of Genevieve’s family prevailed;
the order was granted, and he prepared to return to his
chateau. The aunt and all her friends remonstrated
against the idea of exposing his young wife to such revolt-
ing scenes, and insisted that she should be left behind at
Paris; to which he agreed with seeming readiness, only
referring the decision to Genevieve’s own election. She
did not hesitate one moment; she adored her husband, and
the thought of being separated from him in this early stage
of their union, was worse than any apprehended danger:
she declared her resolution to accompany him. At length
the matter was thus compromised: they consented that
Genevieve should spend four months of every year in

Breltoaagne, and the other eight at Paris, or at her uncle’s
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chateau in Auvergne; in fact, so little was known th'en in
the capital of what was passing in the distant provinces,
that Genevieve only, being prepared by her husband, could
form some idea of what she was about to encounter.

On their arrival the peasantry were immediately armed,
and the chateau converted into a kind of garrison, regu-
larly fortified. A continual panic seemed to prevail
through the whole household, and she heard of nothing
from morning till night but the desperate deeds of the
marauders, and the exploits of their captain, to whom they
attributed more marvelous atrocities than were ever re-
lated of Barbone, or Blue Beard himself. Genevieve was
at first in constant terror; finding, however, that week
after week passed and the danger, though continually
talked of, never appeared, she was rather excited and
désennuyée, by the continual recurrence of these alarms.
She would have been perfectly happy in her husband’s
increasing and devoted tenderness, but for his frequent
absences in pursuit of the smugglers either on sea or on
shore, and the dangers to which she fancied him exposed:
but even these absences and these dangers endeared him
to her, and kept alive all the romantic fervor of her attach-
ment. He was not only the lord of her affections, but the
hero of her imagination. The time allotted for her stay
insensibly passed away; the four months were under dif-
ferent pretenses prolonged to six, and then her confine-
ment drawing near, it was judged safest to defer her jour-
ney to Paris till after her recovery.

Genevieve, in due time, became the mother of a son; an
event which filled her heart with a thousand delicious emo-
tions of gratitude, pride, and delight. It seemed to have a
very different and most inexplicable effect on her husband
the baron’s behavior. He became gloomy, anxious, ab-
stracted; and his absences, on various pretexts, more fre-
quent than ever: but what appeared most painful and
incomprehensible to Genevieve’s maternal feelings, was
his indifference to his child. He would hardly be per-
suaded even to look at it, and if he met it smiling in its
nurse’s arms, would perhaps gaze for a moment, then turn
:ﬁway as from an object which struck him with a secret

orror.

One day as Genevieve was sitting alone in her dressing-
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room, fondling her infant, and thinking mournfully on this
change in her husband’s conduct, her femme-de-chambre, a
faithful creature, who had been brought up with her, and
accompanied her from Paris, came into the room, pale as
ashes; and throwing herself at her feet, told her, that
though regard for her health had hitherto kept her silent,
she could no longer conceal the dreadful secret which
weighed upon her spirits. She then proceeded to inform
the shuddering and horror-struck Genevieve, that the rob-
bers who had excited so much terror, and were now sup-
posed to be at a distance, were then actually in the
chateau: that they consisted of the very servants and
immediate dependants, ‘with the baron himself at their
head. She supposed they had been less on their guard
during Genevieve’s confinement; and many minute circum-
stances had at first awaked, and then confirmed her sus-
picions. Then embracing her mistress’ knees, she besought
Ler, for the love of Heaven, to return to Paris instantly,
with those of her own attendants on whom she could
securely depend, before they were all murdered in their
beds.

Genevieve, as soon as she had recovered from her first
dizzy horror and astonishment, would have rejected the
whole as a dream, an impossible fiction. She thought upon
her husband, on all that her fond heart had admired in
him, and all that till lately she had found him—his noble
form, his manly beauty, his high and honorable bearing,
and all his love, his truth, his tenderness for her—and
could he be a robber, a ruffian, an assassin? No; though
her woman’s attachment and truth were beyond suspicion,
her tale too horribly consistent for disbelief, Genevieve
would trust to her own senses alone to confirm or disprove
the hideous imputation. She commanded ber maid to
maintain an absolute silence on the subject, and leave the
rest to her.

The same evening the baron informed his wife that he
was obliged to set off before light next morning, in pur-
suit of a party of smugglers who had landed at St. Pol;
and that she must not be surprised if she missed him at an
early hour. His absence he assured her would not be long:
ke should certainly return before the evening. They re-
tired to rest earlier than usual. Genevieve, as it may be
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imagined, did not sleep, but she lay_perfectly still‘as if in
a profound slumber. About the middle of the night she
heard her husband softly rise from his bed and dress him-
self; and taking his pistols he left the room. Genevieve
rushed to the window which overlooked the courtyard,
but there neither horses nor attendants were waiting; she
flew to another window which commanded the back of the
chateau—there too all was still; nothing was to be seen
but the moonlight shadows on the pavement. She hastily
threw round her a dark cloak or wrapper, and followed
her husband, whose footsteps were still within hearing. It
was not difficult, for he walked slowly, stopping every now
and then, listening, and apparently irresolute; he crossed
the court and several outbuildings, and part of the ruins
of a former chateau, till he came to an old well, which,
being dry, had long been disused and shut up, and moving
aside the trap-door which covered the mouth of it, he dis-
appeared in an instant. Genevieve with difficulty sup-
pressed a shriek of terror. She followed, however, with a
desperate courage, groped her way down the well by means
of some broken stairs, and pursued her husband’s steps,
guided only by the sound on the hollow damp earth.
Suddenly a distant light and voices broke upon her eye
and ear; and stealing along the wall, she hid herself be-
hind one of the huge buttresses which supported the vault
above; she beheld what she was half-prepared to sec—a
party of ruffians, who were assembled round a board drink-
ing. They received the baron with respect as their chief,
but with sullen suspicious looks, and an ominous silence.
Genevieve could distinguish among the faces many famil-
iar to her, which she was accustomed to see daily around
her, working in the gardens or attending in the chateau;
among the rest the concierge, or house-steward, who ap-
peared to have some authority over the rest. The wife of
this man was the nurse of Genevieve’s child. The baron
took his seat without speaking. After some boisterous
conversation among the rest, carried on in an unintelli-
gible dialect, a quarrel arose between the concierge and
another villain, both apparently intoxicated; the baron
attempted to part them, and the uproar became general.
The whole was probably a preconcerted plan, for from
reproaching each other they proceeded to attack the baron
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himself with the most injurious epithets; they accused him
of a design to betray them; they compared him to his
father, the old baron, who had never flinched from their
cause, and had at last died in it; they said they knew well
that a large party of regular troops had lately arrived at
Saint Brieu, and they insisted it was with his knowledge,
that he was about to give them up to justice, to make his
own peace with government, ete.

The concierge, who was by far the most insolent and
violent of these mutineers, at length silenced the others,
and affecting a tone of moderation he proposed, and his
proposal was received with an approving shout, that the
baron should give up his infant son into the hands of the
band; that they should take him to the island Guernsey,
and keep him there as a pledge of his father’s fidelity, till
the regular troops were withdrawn from the province.
How must the mother’s heart have trembled and died away
within her! She listened breathless for her husband’s
reply. The baron had hitherto with difficulty restrained
himself, and attempted to prove how absurd and un-
founded was their accusation, since his safety was in-
volved in theirs, and he would, as their leader, be con-
sidered as the greatest criminal of all. His eyes now
flashed with fury; he sprung upon the concierge like a
roused tiger, and dragged him by the collar from amid the
mutinous group. A struggle ensued, and the wretch fell,
stabbed to the heart by his master’s hand ; a crowd of fero-
cious faces then closed around the baron—Genevieve
heard—saw no more—her senses left her.

When she recovered she was in perfect silence and dark-
ness, and felt like one awakening from a terrible dream;
the first image which clearly presented itself to her mind
was that of her child in the power of these ruffians, and
their daggers at her husband’s throat. The maddening
thought swallowed up every other feeling, and lent her for
the moment strength and wings; she rushed back through
the darkness, fearless for herself; crossed the court, the
galleries;—all was still: it seemed to her affrighted imag-
ination that the chateau was forsaken by its inhabitants.
She reached her child’s room, she flew to his cradle and
drew aside the curtain with a desperate hand, expecting
to find it empty; he was quietly sleeping in his beauty and
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innocence: Genevieve uttered a cry of joy and thankful-
ness, and fell on the bed in strong convulsions.

Many hours elapsed before she was restored to herself.
The first object she beheld was her husband watching ten-
derly over her, her first emotion was joy for his safety—
she dared not ask him to account for it. She then called
for her son; he was brought to her, and from that moment
she would never suffer him to leave her. With the quick
wit of a woman, or rather with the prompt resolution of
a mother trembling for her child, Genevieve was no sooner
sufficiently recovered to think than she had formed her
decision and acted upon it; she accounted for her sudden
illness and terrors under pretense that she had been dis-
turbed by a frightful dream: she believed, she said, that
the dullness and solitude of the chateau affected her
spirits, that the air disagreed with her child, and that it
was necessary that she should instantly return to Paris.
The baron attempted first to rally and then to reason with
her: he consented—then retracted his consent; seemed ir-
resolute—but his affections finally prevailed over his sus-
picions, and preparations were instantly made for their
departure, as if he intended to accompany her.

Putting her with her maid and child into a traveling
carriage, he armed a few of his most confidential servants,
and rode by her side till they came to Saint Brieu: he then
turned back in spite of all her entreaties, promising to re-
join her at Paris within a few days. He had never during
the journey uttered a word which could betray his knowl-
edge that she had any motive for her journey but that
which she avowed ; only at parting he laid his finger expres-
sively on his lip, and gave her one look full of meaning:
it could not be mistaken; it said, “ Genevieve! your hus-
band’s life depends on your discretion, and he trusts you.”
She would have thrown herself into his arms, but he gently
replaced her in the carriage, and remounting his horse,
rode back alone to the chateau.

Genevieve arrived safely at Paris, and commanded her
maid, as she valued both their lives, and on pain of her
eternal displeasure, not to breathe a syllable of what had
passed; firmly resolved that nothing should tear the ter-
rible secret from her own breast: but the profound melan-
choly which had settled on her heart, and her pining and

2
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altered looks, could not escape the eyes of her affectionate
aunt; and her maid, either through indiscretion, timidity,
or a sense of duty, on being questioned, revealed all she
knew, and more than she knew. The aunt, in a transport
of terror and indignation, sent information to the governor
of the police, and Le Noir instantly summoned the un-
fortunate wife of the baron to a private interview.

Genevieve though taken by surprise, did not lose her
presence of mind, and at first she steadily denied every
word of her maid’s deposition; but her courage and her
affection were no match for the minister’s art: when he as-
sured her he had already sufficient proof of her husband’s
guilt, and promised, with jesuitical equivocation, that if
she would confess all shé knew, his life should not be
touched, that due regard should be had for the honor of his
family and hers, and that he (Le Noir) would exert the
power which he alone possessed to detach him from his
present courses, and his present associates, without the
least publicity or scandal—she yielded, and on this promise
being most solemnly reiterated and confirmed by an oath,
revealed all she knew.

In a short time afterwards, the baron disappeared, and
was never heard of more. In vain did his wretched wife
appeal to Le Noir, and recall the promise he had given:
he swore to her that her husband still lived, but more than
this he would not discover. In vain she supplicated, wept,
offered all her fortune for permission to share his exile if
he were banished, his dungeon if he were a prisoner—Le
Noir was inexorable.

Genevieve, left in absolute ignorance of her husband’s
fate, tortured by a suspense more dreadful than the
most dreadful certainty, by remorse, and grief, which re-
fused all comfort, died broken-hearted: what became of
the baron was never known.

I could not learn exactly the fate of his son: it is said
that he lived to man’s estate, that he took the name of his
mother’s family, and died a violent death during the Revo-
lution.

May not this singular anecdote be the foundation of
all the tales of mysterious freebooters and sentimental
bravoes, which have been written since the date of its oc-
currence? Not unlikely at least.
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Groree H. JEssop was born in Ireland in 1852, and was gradu-
ated at Trinity College, Dublin. He was a contributor to Kottabos.

In 1873 he came to this country and wrote abundantly while
here. He edited Judge in 1884 and contributed freely to Puck and
The Century. Some of his plays have been very successful,
especially his first, ‘Sam’l of Posen.’ He collaborated with Mr.
Prander Matthews in * A Gold Mine’ and in ‘ On Probation.’ He is
the librettist of ‘My Lady Molly,” which in 1903-4 had a run of
three hundred nights in London after it had failed in New York.

He has published a novel entitled ¢ Judge Lynch,’ and a volume
of short stories entitled * Gerald French's Friends,’ and in collab-
vration with Mr. Brander Matthews ¢ A Tale of 25 Hours.’

BOYCOTTED.

From ‘The Emergency Men.’

The party was breaking up; some had retired; others
were standing, bedroom candlesticks in their hands, ex-
changing a last word, when suddenly, out of the silence
of the night, the melodious notes of a huntsman’s horn
echoed through the room. Harold recalled the legend, and
paused at the door, mute and wondering.

Jack and his father exchanged glances.

“ Now which of you’s tryin’ to humbug us this year?”
asked the old man, laughing, while Jack looked round and
proceeded, as he said, to * count noses.”

This was a useless attempt, for half the party that had
sat up to wait for the New Year had already disappeared.

Dick sprang to the window and threw it open, but the
night was cloudy and dark.

Again came the notes of the horn, floating in through
the open window, and almost at the same moment there
was a sound of hoofs crunching the gravel of the drive as
a dozen or more animals swept past at wild gallop.

“This is past a joke,” cried Jack. “1I never heard of the
old hunt materializing in any such way as this.”

They rushed to the front door—dJack, Mr. Connolly, all
of them. Harold reached it first. Wrenching it open, he

1688

v



GEORGE H. JESSOP. 1689

stood on the step, while the others crowded about him and
peered out into the night. Only darkness, rendered murk-
ier by the lights in the hall; and from the distance, fainter
now, came the measured beat of the galloping hoofs.

No other sound? Yes, a long-drawn, quivering, piteous
sigh; and as their eyes grew more accustomed to the night,
out of the darkness something white shaped itself—some-
thing prone and helpless, lying on the gravel beneath the
lowest step. They did not stop to speculate as to what it
might be. With a single impulse, Jack and Harold sprang
down, and between them they carried back into the hall the
inanimate body of Polly Connolly.

Her eyes were closed and her face was as white as the
muslin dress she wore. Clutched in her right hand was
a hunting-horn belonging to Dick. It was evident that the
girl had stolen out unobserved to reproduce—perhaps for
the visitor’s benefit—the legendary notes of the phantom
huntsman. This was a favorite joke among the young Con-
nollys, and scarcely a New-Year’s night passed that it was
not practiced by one or other of the large family; but what
had occurred to-night? Whence came those galloping
hoofs, and what was the explanation of Polly’s condition?

The swoon quickly yielded to the usual remedies, but
even when she revived it was some time before the girl
could speak intelligibly. Her voice was broken by hyster-
ical sobs; she trembled in every limb. It was evident that
her nerves had received a severe shock.

While the others were occupied with Polly, Dick had
stepped out on the gravel sweep, where he was endeavor-
ing, by close examination, to discover some clue to the
puzzle. Suddenly he ran back into the house.

“ Something’s on fire,” he cried. ‘I believe it’s the
yard.”

They all pressed to the open door—all except Mrs. Con-
nolly, who still busied herself with her daughter, and
Harold, whose sole interest was centered in the girl he
loved.

Above a fringe of shrubbery which masked the farm-
yard, a red glow lit up the sky. It was evident the build-
ings were on fire. And even while they looked a man, half
dressed, panting, smoke-stained, dashed up the steps. It
was Tom Neil, one of the Emergency men.
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These men slept in the yard, in the quarters vacated by
the deserting coachman. In a few breathless words the
big, raw-boned Ulsterman told the story of the last half-
hour.

He and his comrade Fergus had been awakened by sus-
picious sounds in the yard. Descending, they had found
the cattle-shed in flames. Neil had forced his way in and
had liberated and driven out the terrified bullocks. The
poor animals, wild with terror, had burst from the yard
and galloped off in the direction of the house. This ac-
counted for the trampling hoofs that had swept across
the lawn, but scarcely for Polly’s terrified condition. A
country-bred girl like Miss Connolly would not lose her
wits over the spectacle of a dozen fat oxen broken loose
from their stalls. Had the barn been purposely burned,
and had the girl fallen in with the retreating incendiaries?

It seemed likely. No one there doubted the origin of the
fire, and Mr. Connolly expressed the general feeling as he
shook his head and muttered:

“ 1 mistrusted that they wouldn’t let us get them cattle
out o’ the country without some trouble.”

“But where is Fergus?” demanded Jack, suddenly.

“Isn’t he here? ” asked the Ulsterman. “ When we seen
the fire he started up to the big house to give the alarm,
while I turned to to save the bullocks.”

“No, he never came to the house,” answered Jack, and
there was an added gravity in his manner as he turned to
his brother.

“Get a lantern, Dick. This thing must be looked into
at once.”

Wkhile the boy went in search of a light, Mr. Connolly
attempted to obtain from his daughter a connected state-
ment of what had happened and how much she had seen;
but she was in no condition to answer questions. The poor
girl could only sob and moan and cover her face with her
hands, while convulsive tremblings shook her slight figure.

“ Oh, don’t ask me, papa; don’t speak to me about it. It
was dreadful—dreadful. I saw it all.”

This was all they could gain from her.

“Don’t thrubble the poor young lady,” interposed old
Peter, compassionately. ¢ Sure, the heart’s put acrass in
her wid the fright. TLave her be till mornin’.”
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There seemed nothing else to be done, so Polly was left
in charge of her mother and sister, while the men, headed
by Dick, who carried a lantern, set out to examine the
grounds.

There was no trace of Fergus between the house and
the farm-yard. The lawn was much cut up by the cattle,
for the frost had turned to rain early in the evening, and
a rapid thaw was in progress. The ground was quite soft
on the surface, and it was carefully scrutinized for traces
of footsteps, but nothing could be distinguished among the
hoof-prints of the bullocks.

In the yard all was quiet. The fire had died down; the
roof of the cattle-shed had fallen in and smothered the last
embers. The barn was a ruin, but no other damage had
been done, and there were no signs of the missing man.

They turned back, this time making a wider cirele. Al-
most under the kitchen window grew a dense thicket of
laurel and other evergreen shrubs. Dick stooped and let
the light of the lantern penetrate beneath the overhanging
branches.

There, within three steps of the house, lay Fergus, pale
and blood-stained, with a sickening dent in his temple—
a murdered man.

01d Peter Dwyer was the first to break the silence: “ The
Lord be good to him! They ’ve done for him this time, an’
no mistake.”

The lifeless body was lifted gently and borne toward the
house. Harold hastened in advance to make sure that none
of the ladies were astir to be shocked by the grisly sight.
The hall was deserted. Doubtless Polly’s condition de-
manded all their attention.

“The girl saw him murdered,” muttered Mr. Connolly.
“T thought it must have been something out of the com-
mon to upset her so.”

“ D’ ye think did she, sir? ”” asked old Peter, eagerly.

“I haven’t a doubt of it,” replied the old gentleman,
shortly. “Thank goodness, her evidence will hang the
villain, whoever he may be.”

“ Ah, the poor thing, the poor thing!” murmured the ser-
vant, and then the sad procession entered the house.

The body was laid on a table. It would have been useless
to send for a surgeon. There was not one to be found with-
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in several miles, and it was but too evident that life was
extinet. The top of the man’s head was beaten to a pulp.
He had been clubbed to death.

“If it costs me every shilling I have in the world, an’ my
life to the boot of it,” said Mr. Connolly, “ 1’1l see the
ruffians that did the deed swing for their night’s work.”

“ Amin,” assented Peter, solemnly; and Jack’s hand-
some face darkened as he mentally recorded an oath of
vengeance.

“There’ll be little sleep for this house to-night,” re-
sumed the old gentleman after a pause. “1I’m goin’ to look
round and see if the doors are locked, an’ then take a look
at Polly. An’ Peter.”

11 Sir! ”

“The first light in the mornin’—it’s only a few hours
off,” he added, with a glance at his watch—‘ you run
over to the police station, and give notice of what’s hap-
pened.”

“T will, yer honor.”

“ Come upstairs with me, boys. I want to talk with you.
Good-night, Mr. Hayes. This has been a blackguard busi-
ness, but there’s no reason you should lose your rest for
it.”

Mr. Connolly left the room, resting his arms on the
shoulders of his two sons. Harold glanced at the motion-
less figure of the murdered man, and followed. He did not
seek his bedroom, however; he knew it would be idle to
think of sleep. He entered the smoking-room, lit a cigar,
and threw himself into a chair to wait for morning.

All his ideas as to the Irish question had been changing
insensibly during his visit to Lisnahoe. This night’s work
had revolutionized them. He saw the agrarian feud—not
as he had been wont to read of it, glozed over by the New
York papers. He saw it as it was—in all its naked, brutal
horror.

He had observed that there had been no attempt on the
part of the Connollys to appeal to neighbors for help or
sympathy in this time of trouble, and he had asked Jack
the reason. Jack’s answer had been brief and pregnant.

“Where’s the good? We’re boycotted.”

And that dead man lying on the table outside was only
an example of boycotting carried to its logical conclusion.
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LIONEL JOHNSON.
(1867—1902.)

TaE full story of Lionel Johnson's inner life would be an ex-
traordinary addition to the world’s spiritual and intellectual bio-
graphies. His slight, delicate frame and boyish face gave little
hint of his deep and ‘fascinating personality, though they suggested
the gentleness, reticence, and dignity that always distinguished
him. Most of the years of his literary labor were spent in London;
he was in it but scarcely of it; his ideas were centered in Ireland,
in the Fathers of the Church and the masters of literature.

He saw the light of day in 1867, and it came to pass that while
still young he broke with family traditions in more ways than one.
He chose literature, instead of a military career, like the long line
of the Johnsons before him, and he became a Catholic. He was
educated at Winchester and at Oxford, where he took the degree of
B.A. at the age of twenty-three. He was worthy of that small com-
pany of rare spirits, of whom Newman was one, who have given
Oxford a grave and spiritual dignity in the imagination. Early in
the nineties he made his home in London, and soon became known
to inner spheres of its literary world for his brilliant critical articles
in a couple of high-clags weekly reviews and in a daily paper that
devoted much attention to literature. Asa critic heshowed then as
ever great breadth and fine poise, as well as abundant culture. The
general reader had, so far as he knew, the first taste of his intel-
lectual—and lyrical—quality in ‘ The Book of the Rhymers’ Club.’

The ** Rhymers” were a little band of poets, some of them Irish-
men (W. B. Yeats, Dr. Todhunter, G. A. Greene, and T. W. Roll-
eston as well as Johnson), who met periodically to recite and dis-
cuss their new poems at ‘‘ The Cheshire Cheese” in Fleet Street,
London, a haunt of famous earlier literary associations. The
gatherings had a social as well as an intellectual zest : social in a
kindly and mellow way as befitted such a fraternity.

Soon afterward Johnson and his fellow Irishmen found a wider
and still more congenial haunt in the Irish Literary Society. John-
son took his place at an early stage on a literary subcommittee and
proved a practical worker, full of hope and enthusiasm. Already
his learning might literally be described as colossal. He had a
profound knowledge of religious writers, while in early English
and Elizabethan literature, in the classics, in highways and byways
of Irish lore, and with the great figures of the Middle Ages, he was
equally at home. Hisown original poetry had a gravity and stately
grace, as of one whose life was passed ever between a university and
a cathedral. A breath from hills and seas and dreams of Ireland
came into it later. Indeed his Irish enthusiasm seemed to grow
with the years. The Gaelic League, whose great objects were (and
are) the preservation and extension of Irish as aspoken and literary
language, was founded in 1893, and for an early Oireachtos (the
annual literary and musical festival of all Ireland) Johnson offered
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a prize for the best essay in Irish on the subject of what Wales had
taught Ireland in the way of national language revival. The prize
was won by an Ulster writer, Mr. P. T. MacGinley, and duly pub-
lished. In those days Johnson reviewed many books of high
interest in the London Daily Chronicle, and the reviews had fine
flashes of insight, enthusiasm, and faith. He published a study of
¢ The Artof Thomas Hardy,’ a work that showed his amazing learn-
ing in its wealth of literary allusion, and that also proved his high
critical quality, too high perhaps for the London of the period. In
succeeding years two volumes of his poems were published, both
illustrating his grave austerity and dignity of spirit and his pro-
found religious character. The second especially showed his deep
and glowing attachment to Ireland.

Meanwhile, and to the last, in the social and personal sense his
life was aloof and retiring. Only a few friends knew the heights,
enthusiasms, and exaltations of his nature. By them he was more
than esteemed; he was beloved. In an age of ‘‘cheap” criticism
and cheaper literature, he wasnever ‘‘ cheap.” The fine soulin the
frail, boyish body shrank from the wvulgarities of the world, or
peopled it with Dantes, Augustines, and Deirdres. On the whole,
his fine-tempered and cultured criticism, his grave and stately
poetry, did not receive their due in London or in England. Illness
tried and darkened his closing years. The last chapter of all was
pathetic. He met with a serious accident in Fleet Street and died
from the effects of it in St. Bartholomew’s Hospital, in October,
1902. An Irish-speaking priest was with him in his last moments.
‘With his great gifts and his rare spirit, his life darkening and nar-
rowing down to a melancholy chapter in Fleet Street was a literary
tragedy. To the many his poetry, to a favored few the memories
of delightful converse and companionship, remain to show the noble
soul he was.

‘‘ Mr. Lionel Johnson,” says Mr. W. B. Yeats in * A Treasury of
Irish Poetry,” ‘‘ has in his poetry completed the trinity of the
spiritual virtues by adding Stoicism to Ecstasy and Asceticism. He
has renounced the world and built up a twilight world instead,
where all the colors are like the colors in the rainbow that is cast
by the moon, and all the people as far from modern tumults as the
people upon fading and dropping tapestries. He has so little interest
in our pains and pleasures, and is so wrapped up in his own world,
that one comes from his books wearied and exalted, as though one
had posed for some noble action in a strange tableau vivant that
cast its painful stillness upon the mind instead of the body.”

COUNTRY FOLK.

From ¢The Art of Thomas Hardy.’

“John Hewet was a well set man of about five and
twenty; Sarah Drew might be called rather comely than
beautiful, and was about the same age. They had passed
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thro’ the various labors of the year together with the
greatest satisfaction; if she milked, 't was his morning
and evening care to bring the cows to her hand; it was but
last fair day that he brought her a present of green silk
for her straw hat, and the posie on her silver ring was his
choosing. Their love was the talk of the whole neighbor-
hood ; for scandal never affirm’d that they had any other
views than the lawful possession of each other in marriage.
It was that very morning that he had obtain’d the con-
sent of her parents, and it was but till the next week that
they were to wait to be happy. Perhaps in the intervals
of their work they were now talking of the wedding cloaths
and John was suiting several sorts of poppys and field
flowers to her complection, to chuse her a knot for the wed-
ding-day.

“While they were thus busied (it was on the last of
July between three and four in the afternoon) the clouds
grew black, and such a storm of lightning and thunder en-
sued, that all the laborers made the best of their way to
what shelter the trees and hedges afforded. Sarah was
frightened, and fell down in a swoon on a heap of barley.
John, who never separated from her, sate down by her
side, having raked together two or three heaps the better
to secure her from the storm. Immediately there was
heard so loud a crack, as if heaven had split asunder ; every-
one was solicitous for the safety of his neighbor, and called
to one another throughout the field. No answer being re-
turned to those who called to our Lovers, they stept to the
place where they lay; they perceived the barley all in a
smoak, and then spy’d the faithful pair; John with one
arm about Sarah’s neck, and the other held over her, as to
skreen her from the lightning.

“They were both struck dead in this tender posture.
Sarah’s left eyebrow was sing’d, and there appeared a
black spot on her breast; her lover was all over black, but
not the least signs of life were found in either. Attended
by their melancholy companions, they were convey’d to
the town, and the next day interr’d in Stanton-Harcourt
Church-yard.”

This letter by Gay, which Thackeray has immortalized
in another version, enshrines with so great a grace one view
of country life, that I have set it down here; innocent,
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comely laborers; pretty serious ways of love in the fields;
glimpses of the fair, that last fair at the busy, homely
town ; the kindly concern of the neighbors; then, the angry
storm bursting over that hot hayfield, the storm so grand
a visitation; all this makes of John Hewet and Sarah
Drew, typical figures, whom we can see now in the fields,
with no harsh presentiment of poverty or of coarseness to
come: they lie dead, those English country lovers, in all
the significant beauty of Cleobis and Bito. It is a story,
of which one loves to think, when challenged to think well
of country life, in face of certain horrors and brutalities
undeniably there: as in Madam Darmesteter’s ‘ The New
Arcadia,’ or Mrs. Woods' ‘A Village Tragedy.” It helps
us, this true idyll of the last century, to believe that much
vaunted sentiment about the country is born from more
than love of a pretty insincerity; Strephon sighing to
Chloe in the shade, Damon piping to Phyllis among the
flocks; those nymphs and swains, whom French and Eng-
lish art made so delightful an hundred years ago; giving
them, for all their coats and gowns of another mode,
something of Apollo’s glory and something of the Muse’s
grace.

The apparent monotony of rural ways, viewed by spec-
tators used to streets, crowded with strange faces, inclines
a writer to people his fields and villages with primitive
virtues, or with primitive vices, but hardly with both. ¢ To
make men moral something more is requisite than to turn
them out to grass,” wrote George Eliot, in protest against
the superstition about blameless Arcadians. But from
George Eliot’s protest to M. Zola’s practice, the descent is
long and difficult: la béte humaine is no more real than the
Arcadian, nor Hodge than Strephon. No long acquaint-
ance with country folk is wanted, to persuade us that every
Sabine laborer is not hardy, not every Breton poetical,
not every Russian patient. Though “ rustics ” be to some
men as undistinguishable as “silly sheep,” the shepherd
can distinguish a world of difference between silly face
and face. Mr. Hardy has given us some ten groups of
country folk; the farm hands, woodlanders, shepherds,
dairy-maids, furze cutters, carriers, nondescript laborers,
servants, cottagers, who form the main populace of his
Wessex scenes. Unessential, in many cases, to the conduct
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of the mere narrative, they and the landscape around them
yet serve to emphasize the force of that narrative: far
from being picturesque accessories, they form the chorus,
whose office is to insist upon stable moralities, the tried
wisdom and experience, with which the fortunes of the
chief actors are in contrast.

Young and old, prudent and foolish, consciously or un-
consciously, they come to represent a body of sentiment
and opinion, the growth of rustic times: their proverbs,
witticisms, anecdotes, comments, are all sententious.
Thus as a Greek chorus, with its leisurely, appropriate
utterances, sometimes full of an exasperating sobriety,
stands round about the two or three passionate souls in
travail; so these aged. patriarchs, half-witted clowns,
shrewd workmen, village butts and wits and characters,
move through the Wessex scenes, where Henchard or
Eustacia or Tess is acting and suffering, with grotesque,
stolid, or pathetic commentaries. But they never lose
their reality, their hold upon life and truth, in the creator’s
hands: not one of them is set up, a puppet of the stage, to
drawl bucolic commonplaces in a dialect, or to pass the
bounds of nature, in savagery, and whimsicality, and un-
couthness. As we read it is borne in upon us, that in this
pleasant talk we have the spiritual history of a country
side: feudalism and Catholicism and Protestantism, law
and education and tradition, changed in agriculture and
commerce and tenure, in traffic and society and living, all
these have worked and wrought upon the people, and here
is the issue: this and this is their view of life; thus and
thus they think and act; here is a survival, and there a
desire; here a spirit of conversatlon, and there a sign of
decay, and there again a look of progress. Poor laws and
school boards, the Established Church and the Dissenting
Mission, the extension of the franchise, and the condition
of the laborer, matters for grave inquiry and debate
among men of social studies, though you may read Mr.
Hardy’s books without noticing them there, are there none
the less: not discussed in set form, often not so much as
mentiorned, admirably kept back from intrusion, they are
yet to be recognized and felt.

Not only what the peasants are, but also the causes of

their being that, are implied in Mr. Hardy’s artistic treat-
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in the dawn of time. Under the warm wind’s caressing
breath the grass comes forth upon the meadows and the
hills, chasing dun Winter away. Every field is newly
vestured in young corn or the olive greenness of wheat;
the smell of the earth is full of sweetness. White daisies
and yellow dandelions star all our pastures; and on the
green ruggedness of every hillside, or along the shadowed
banks of every river and every silver stream, amid velvet
mosses and fringes of newborn ferns, in a million nooks
and crannies throughout all the land, are strewn dark
violets; and wreaths of yellow primroses with crimped
green leaves pour forth a remote and divine fragrance;
above them, the larches are dainty with new greenery and
rosy tassels, and the young leaves of beech and oak quiver
with fresh life. i

Still the benignance of Spring pours down upon us from
the sky, till the darkening fields are hemmed in between
barriers of white hawthorn, heavy with nectar, and twined
with creamy honeysuckle, the fingertips of every blossom
coral-red. The living blue above throbs with the tremu-
lous song of innumerable larks; the measured chant of
cuckoos awakens the woods; and through the thickets a
whole world’s gladness sings itself forth from the throat
of thrush and blackbird. Through the whole land between
the four seas benediction is everywhere; blue-bells and the
rosy fingers of heath deck the mountain-tops, where the
grouse are crooning to each other among the whins; down
the hillsides into every valley pour gladness and greenness
and song; there are flowers everywhere, even to the very
verge of the whispering sea. There, among the gray bent-
spikes and brackens on the sandhills, primroses weave
their yellow wreaths; and little pansies, golden and blue
and purple, marshal their weird eyes against the spears of
dark blue hyacinths, till the rich tribute of wild thyme
makes peace between them.

The blue sky overhead, with its flocks of sunlit clouds,
softly bends over the gentle bosom of the earth. A living
spirit throbs everywhere, palpable, audible, full of sweet-
ness and sadness immeasurable—sadness that is only a
more secret joy.

Then the day grows weary, making way for the magic
of evening and the oncoming dark with its mystery.. The
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tree-stems redden with the sunset; there is a chill sigh in
the wind; the leaves turn before it, burnished against the
purple sky. As the gloom rises up out of the earth, bands
of dark red gather on the horizon, seaming the clear bronze
of the sky, that passes upward into olive-color, merging
in dark blue overhead. The sun swings down behind the
hills, and purple darkness comes down out of the sky; the
red fades from the tree-stems, the cloud-colors die away;
the whole world glimmers with the fading whiteness of
twilight. Silence gathers itself together out of the dark,
deepened, not broken, by the hushing of the wind among
the beech-leaves, or the startled cluck of a blackbird, or a
wood-pigeon’s soft murmur, as it dreams in the silver fir.

Under the brown wings of the dark, the night throbs
with mystic presence; the hills glimmer with an inward
life; whispering voices hurry through the air. Another
and magical land awakes in the dark, full of a living rest-
lessness; sleepless as the ever-moving sea. Everywhere
through the night-shrouded woods, the shadowy trees seem
to interrupt their secret whispers till you are gone past.
There is no sense of loneliness anywhere, but rather a host
of teeming lives on every hand, palpable though hidden,
remote from us though touching our lives, calling to us
through the gloom with wordless voices, inviting us to en-
ter and share with them the mystical life of this miraculous
earth, great mother of us all. The dark is full of watch-
ing eyes.

Summer with us is but a brighter Spring, as our Winter
only prolongs the sadness of Autumn. So our year has but
two moods, a gay one and a sad one. Yet each tinges the
other—the mists of Autumn veiling the gleam of Spring—
Spring smiling through the grief of Autumn. When the
sad mood comes, stripping the trees of their leaves and
the fields of their greenness, white mists veil the hills and
brood among the fading valleys. A shiver runs through
the air, and the cold branches are starred with tears. A
poignant grief is over the land, an almost desolation—full
of unspoken sorrow, tongue-tied with unuttered complaint.
All the world is lost and forlorn, without hope or respite.
Everything is given up to the dirges of the moaning seas,
the white shrouds of weeping mist. Wander forth upon
the uplands and among the lonely hills and rock-seamed
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sides of the mountains, and you will find the same sadness
everywhere: a grieving world under a grieving sky. Quiet
desolation hides among the hills, tears tremble on every
brown grass-blade, white mists of melancholy shut out the
lower world.

Who ever has not felt the poignant sadness of the leaf-
less days has never known the real Ireland; the sadness
that is present, though veiled, in the green bravery of
Spring, and under the songs of Summer. Nor have they
ever known the real Ireland who have not divined beneath
that poignant sadness a heart of joy, deep and perpetual,
made only keener by that sad outward show.

Here in our visible life is a whisper and hint of our life
invisible; of the secret that runs through and interprets
so much of our history. For very much of our nation’s life
has been like the sadness of those autumn days,—a tale
of torn leaves, of broken branches, of tears everywhere.
Tragedy upon tragedy has filled our land with woe and
sorrow and, as men count success, we have failed of it, and
received only misery and deprivation. He has never known
the true Ireland who does not feel that woe. Yet, more,
he knows not the real Ireland who cannot feel within that
woe the heart of power and joy,—the strong life outlasting
darkest night,—the soul that throbs incessantly under all
the calamities of the visible world, throughout the long
tragedy of our history.

This is our secret: the life that is in sorrow as in joy:
the power that is not more in success than in failure—the
gne ioul whose moods these are, who uses equally life and

eat

Therefore, for the whole world and for our land there
was needed another epoch, a far more difficult lesson,—one
so remote from what had been of old, that even now we only
begin to understand it. To the Ireland that had seen
the valor of Cuculain, that had watched the wars of Fer-
gus—to the Ireland that listened to the deeds of Find and
the songs of Ossin,—came the Evangel of Galilee, the dark-
est yet the brightest message ever brought to the children
of earth. If we rightly read that Evangel, it brought the
doom of the natural man, and his supersession by the man
immortal; it brought the death of our personal perfecting
and pride, and the rising from the dead of the common
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soul, whereby a man sees another self in his neighbor; sees
all alike in the one Divine.

Of this one Divine, wherein we all live and live forever,
pain is no less the minister than pleasure; nay, pain is
more its minister, since pleasure has already given its
message to the natural man. Of that one Divine, sorrow
and desolation are the messengers, alike with joy and
gladness; even more than joy and gladuess, for the natural
man has tasted these. Of that one Divine, black and mys-
terious death is the servant, not less than bright life; and
life we had learned of old in the sunshine.

There came, therefore, to Ireland, as to a land cherished
for enduring purposes, first the gentler side, and then
the sterner, of the Galilean message. TI'irst, the epoch al-
most idyllic which followed after the mission of Patrick;
the epoch of learning and teaching the simpler phrases of
the Word. Churches and schools rose everywhere, taking
the place of fort and embattled camp. Chants went up
at morning and evening, with the incense of prayer, and
heaven seemed descended upon earth. Our land, which had
stood so high in the ranks of valor and romance, now rose
not less eminent for piety and fervid zeal, sending forth
messengers and ministers of the glad news to the heathen
lands of northern and central Europe, and planting re-
fuges of religion within their savage bounds. Beauty came
forth in stone and missal, answering to the beauty of life it
was inspired by ; and here, if anywhere upon earth through
a score of centuries, was realized the ideal of that prayer
for the kingdom, as in heaven, so on earth. Here, again,
we have most ample memorials scattered all abroad
throughout the land; we can call up the whole epoch, and
make it stand visible before us, visiting every shrine and
sacred place of that saintly time, seeing, with inner eyes,
the footsteps of those who followed that path, first traced
out by the shores of Gennesaret.

Once more, if the kingdom come upon earth were all
of the message, we might halt here; for here forgiveness
and gentle charity performed their perfect work, and learn-
ing was present with wise counsel to guide willing feet
in the way. Yet this is not all; nor, if we rightly under-
stand that darkest yet brightest message, are we or is
mankind destined for such an earthly paradise; our king-
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dom is not of this world. Here was another happiness, an-
other success; yet not in that happiness nor in that success
was hid the secret; it lay far deeper. Therefore we find
that morning with its sunshine rudely clouded over, its
promise swept away in the black darkness of storms.
Something more than holy living remained to be learned;
there remained the mystery of failure and death—that
death which is the doorway to our real life. Therefore
upon the shores broke wave after wave of invasion, storm
after storm of cruelest oppression and degradation. In
the very dust was our race ground down, destitute, afllicted,
tormented, according to prophecy and promise. Nor was
that the end. Every bitterness that the heart of man can
conceive, that the heart of man can inflict, that the heart
of man can endure, was poured into our cup, and we
drained it to the dregs. Of that saddest yet most potent
time we shall record enough to show not only what befell
through our ages of darkness, but also, so far as may be,
what miraculous intent underlay it, what promise the
darkness covered, of our future light; what golden rays
of dawn were hidden in our gloom.

Finally, from all our fiery trials we shall see the genius
of our land emerge, tried indeed by fire, yet having gained
fire’s purity; we shall see that genius beginning, as yet
with halting speech, to utter its most marvelous secret of
the soul of man. We shall try at least to gain a clear sight
of our great destiny, and thereby of the like destiny of uni-
versal man.

For we cannot doubt that what we have passed through,
all men and all nations either have passed through already,
or are to pass through in the time to come. There is but
one divine law, one everlasting purpose and destiny for
us all. And if we see other nations now entering that
time of triumph which passed for us long ago, that per-
fecting of the natural man, with his valor and his song,
we shall with fear and reverence remember that before
them also lie the dark centuries of fiery trial; the long
night of affliction, the vigils of humiliation and suffering.
The one Divine has not yet laid aside the cup that holds
the bitter draft,—the drinking of which comes ever be-
fore the final gift of the waters of life. What we passed
through, they shall pass through also; what we suffered,






CHARLES JOHNSTONE.
(1719—1800.)

CHARLES JOHNSTONE was born in Limerick County in 1719. He
had the benefit of a classical education, studied for the bar, and
on being called he chose to practice in England. Being slightly
deaf, he was principally engaged as a chamber counsel, and was
comparatively successful. Notwithstanding his defect of hearing,
he was welcomed in general society as lively and companionable.

In 1760 ‘¢ Chrysal; or, The Adventures of a Guinea’ appeared. It
is a political romance not unlike ‘Le Diable Boiteux.” As it set
forth the secret history of some political intrigues on the Continent,
and contained piquant sketches of celebrated living characters, it
became at once a success. ;

In 1762 Johnstone published another satire entitled ‘ The Reverie,
or a Flight to the Paradise of Fools.” This was followed in 1774 by
‘ The History of Arsaces, Prince of Betlis,’ a sort of political romance.
In 1775 appeared ‘ The Pilgrim, or a Picture of Life’; and in 1781
‘The History of John Juniper, Esquire, alias Juniper Jack,’ a
romance of low life.

Johnstone started for India in 1782. On his way thither he was
shipwrecked, but his life was saved and he finally reached Bengal.
In India he continued to write, but there his work was chiefly for
newspapers, and appeared over the signature of ¢* Onciropolos.” In
a short time he became one of the joint proprietors of a Bengal
paper, and acquired a considerable fortune before his death, which
occurred in 1800.

Sir Walter Scott called him ‘‘a prose Juvenal,” and, comparing
him with Le Sage, says: ‘‘ As Le Sage renders vice ludicrous, John-
stone seems to paint even folly as detestable, as well as ludicrous.”

POET AND PUBLISHER.
From ‘¢ Chrysal.’

My new master was one of those aspiring geniuses whom
desperate circumstances drive to push at everything, and
court consequences the bare apprehension of which terrifies
men who have some character and fortune to lose out of
their senses. He was that evening to meet at a tavern an
author the boldness and beauty of whose writings had for
some time engaged the public attention in a particular
manner, and made his numerous admirers tremble for his
safety.

As he happened to outstayohis time, my master’s impor-
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ance took offense at a freedom which he thought so much
out of character.

“This is very pretty, truly!” (said he, walking back
and forward in a chafe), ¢ that I should wait an hour for
an author. It was his business to have been here first and
waited for me, but he is so puffed up of late that he has
quite forgot himself. Booksellers seldom meet with such
insolence from authors. I should serve him right to go
away and disappoint him. But would not that disappoint
myself more? He is come into such vogue lately that the
best man in the trade would be glad to get him. Well, if
he does not do what I want, I know not who can! I'ools
may be frightened at the thoughts of a cart’s tail or a pil-
lory, I know better things. Where they come in a popular
cause nothing sets a man’s name up to such advantage, and
that’s the first step towards making a fortune; as for the
danger, it is only a mere bugbear while the mob is on my
side. And therefore I will go on without fear, if I am not
bought off. A pension or a pillory is the word.”

These heroic meditations were interrupted by the en-
trance of the author, who, throwing himself carelessly in-
to a chair, “ 1 believe I have made you wait,” said he, ¢ but
I could not help it. I was obliged to stay to kick a puppy
of a printer who had been impertinent; as I am to meet
company directly, so let me hear what you have to say.”

“I thought, sir,” answered my master with an air of
offended importance, *“ you had appointed me to meet you
here on business, and business, you know, cannot be hur-
ried over so soon.”

“ Don’t mention business to me, T hate the very name of
it, and as to any that can possibly be between you and me,
it may be done in five minutes as well as five years; so
speak directly, and without further preamble, for all your
finesse could have no effect upon me, even if I would sub-
mit to let you try it.”

“TIFinesse, sir! I do not know what you mean! I defy
the world to charge me with ever having been guilty of any.
The business I desired to meet you upon was about a poem
I was informed you had ready for the press, and which I
should be glad to treat with you for.”

“Well, sir, and what will you give me for it? Be quick,
for I cannot wait to make many words.”
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“What! before I have seen it? It is impossible for me
to say till I have looked it over and can judge what it is,
and how much it will make.”

“ As to your judging what it is, that must depend upon
inspiration, which I imagine you will scarcely make pre-
tense to till you turn Methodist at least; but for what it
will make here it is, and you may judge of that while I go
downstairs for a few minutes.”

Saying which he gave him a handful of loose papers and
left the room.

The first thing my master did when left thus to form
his judgment of a work of genius was to number the pages,
and then the lines in a page or two, by the time he had
done which the author returned, and, taking the papers out
of his hand, “ Well, sir,” said he, “ and what is the result
of your judgment? ”

“Why, really, sir,” answered my master after some
pause, “I hardly know what to say; I have cast off the
copy, and do not think that it will make more than a shill-
ing, however pompously printed.”

“What you think it will make is not the matter, but
what you will give me for it. I sell my work by the quality,
not the quantity.”

“1 do not doubt the quality of them in the least; but
considering how much the trade is overstocked at present,
and what a mere drug poetry has long been, I am a good
deal at a loss what to offer, as I should be unwilling to give
you or any gentleman offense by seeming to undervalue
your works. What do you think of five guineas? I do not
imagine that more can be given for so little, nor, indeed,
should I be fond of giving even that but in compliment to
you; I have had full twice as much for two many a time.”

“ Much good may your bargain do you, sir; but I will not
take less than fifty for mine in compliment to you, or any
bookseller alive; and so, sir, I desire to know without more
words (for I told you before that your eloquence would be
thrown away upon me!) whether you will give that, as
I am in haste to go to company much more agreeable to
me than yours.”—

“What, sir! fifty guineas for scarce five hundred lines!
Such a thing was never heard of in the trade.”—
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“ Confound your trade, and you together! Here, waiter!
what is to pay?”’—

“ But, dear sir! why will you be in such a hurry? can
you not give yourself and me time to consider a little?
Perhaps we might come nearer to each other!”—

“] have told you before, and I repeat it again, that I
will have so much, and that without more words.”—

“You are very peremptory, sir, but you know your own
value, and therefore in hopes you will let me have more for
my money next time, I will venture to give you your price
now, though really if it was not for your name I could not
possibly do it, but to be sure that is worth a shilling
extraordinary, I own.”

“Which is twelve pence more than yours ever will be,
unless to the ordinary of Newgate.—DBut come! give me
the money, I want to go to my company.”’—

“WWell, sir, this is a hasty bargain, but I take it upon
your word, and don’t doubt that there is merit in it, te
answer such a price. Satire, sir! keen satire, and so plain
that he who runs may read, as the saying is, is the thing
now o’ days. Where there is any doubt or difficulty in the
application it takes off the pleasure from the generality
of readers. That, sir, is your great merit. Satire must be
personal, or it will never do.”—

“ Personal! that mine never shall be. Vices, not per-
sons, are the objects of my satire; though where I find the
former, I never spare the latter, be the rank and character
in life what it will.”

My master had by this time counted out his money
(among which I was), which the author took without tell-
ing over, and then went to his company, leaving the book-
seller scarcely more pleased with his bargain than morti-
fied at the cavalier treatment he had met in making it.
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PATRICK WESTON JOYCE, the well-known educator and collector of
Irish music, is a brother of R. D. Joyce (q.v.). He was born in 1827
in the village of Ballyorgan, County Limerick. He was educated
at private schools. In 1845 he entered the service of the Commis-
sioners of National Education, under whom he held several succes-
sive posts till 1860, when he was placed at the head of the Central
National Model Schools, Dublin. He was next raised to the position
of a professor in the Commissioners’ training department for teachers
—a post he still holds. While he was thus climbing the ladder of
promotion in his department he found time to enter Trinity College,
of which he became B.A. in 1861, M.A. in 1865, and LL.D. in 1870.

Dr. Joyce's first book, ¢ A Handbook of School Management and
Methods of Teaching,” was published in 1863, has passed through
many editions, and continues to be universally used by teachers of
Irish National Schools. He was elected a member of the Royal
Irish Academy in 1863, and two years afterward he put at the dis-
position of that body the results of his investigations into the laws
by which the Irish names of places were formed. The series of
papers in which he developed his ideas was received with favor by
Petrie, Todd, and other leading Irish scholars. Thus encouraged,
Dr. Joyce continued his investigations, and in 1869 published his
work on the ¢ Origin and History of Irish Names of Places,’ a fasci-
nating volume, full of quaint stories, curious information, and most
interesting analysis of the superstitions and history hidden in the
names by which localities are known. The success of the book was
immediate, a second edition being called for within a few months.
In 1875 came a ‘‘ Second Series,” and the book, now consisting of
two volumes, is unique of its kind; for in no other country in Europe
have place-names been subjected to the same detailed scientific
analysis, and the results given in more readable form.

¢ Ancient Irish Musie,’” a collection of one hundred Irish airs
theretofore unpublished, with historical and illustrativetext,appeared
in 1872. The work contained, besides, several songs, some of them
by Dr. Joyce himself, others by his brother, Robert Dwyer Joyce.
In 1879 appeared ‘ Old Celtic Romances,’ a series of eleven of the
ancient bardic tales of Ireland, translated into plain homely Eng-
lish from the Gaelic manuscripts of the Royal Irish Academy and
Trinity College, Dublin—a work which, like the ¢Irish Names of
Places,” has been very favorably reviewed and is an established
success. Tennyson was indebted to the story of ‘The Voyage of
Maeldune’ in this book for his exquisite attempt to reproduce the
Irish form of verse. Of his poem bearing this title Tennyson says,
‘I read the legend in ‘Joyce’s Celtic Legends,’ but most of the
details are mine.”

“ By this story ” (his son continues) ‘‘ he intended to represent in
his i)wn original way the Celtic genius, and he wrote the poem with

08 1713
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a genuine love of the peculiar exuberance of the Irish imagination.”
(See * Alfred Lord Tennyson, a Memoir,” by his son, vol. ii. p. 255.)
Dr. Joyce is, besides, author of ‘ A History of Ireland’ and ‘A
Qchool Irish Grammar.” Among his best-known works are * A Short
History of Ireland from the Earliest Times to 1608,’ ‘A Concise
History of Ireland from the Earliest Times to 1837,” and his especially
popular and latest books, Child’s History of Ireland 'and ‘ A Read-
ing Book of Irish History,’ etc. ) ) )

“ A Reading Book of Irish History’ contains a mixture of Irish
history, biography, and romance. A knowledge of the history of
the country is conveyed partly in special historical sketches, partly
in notes under the illustrations, and partly through the biography
of important personages who flourished at various periods from St.
Bridget down to the great Earl of Kildare.

OISIN IN TIRNANOGE;' OR, THE LAST OF
THE FENA.

According to an ancient legend, Finn’s son Oisin, the hero-poet,
gurvived to the time of St. Patrick, two hundred years (the legend
makes it three hundred) after the other Fena. On a certain oc-
casion, when the saint asked him how he had lived to such a great
age, the old hero related the following story.

A short time after the fatal batle of Gavra,? where so
many of our heroes fell, we were hunting on a dewy morn-
ing near the brink of Lough Lein,2® where the trees and
hedges around us were all fragrant with blossoms, and the
little birds sang melodious music on the branches. We

1 Tirnanoge, the Land of Youth. The ancient Irish had a sort of dim,
vague belief that there was a land where people were always youthful,
and free from care and trouble, suffered no disease, and lived for ever.
This country they called by various names: Tir-na-mbeo, the land of
the [ever-]living ; Tir-na-nég, the land of the [ever-] youthful ; Moy-Mell,
the plain of pleasure, etc. It had its own inhabitants—fairies ; but mor-
tals were sometimes brought there, and while they lived in it were
gifted with the everlasting youth and beauty of the fairy people them-
selves, and partook of their pleasures. As to the exact place where
Tirnanoge was situated, the references are shadowy and variable; but
they often place it far out in the Atlantic Ocean, as far as the eye can
reach from the high cliffs of the western coast. And here it is identical
with O’Brasil.

The fairies were also supposed to live in palaces in the interior of pleas-
ant green hills, and thatthey were hence called Aes-shee or Deena-shee, i.e.
people of the shee or fairy hills ; and hence also the word ** banshee,” i.e.
a woman (bean) of the fairy hills. Tirranoge was often regarded as
identical with these bright, subterranean palaces. In my boyhood days,
the peasantry believed that the great limestone cavern near Michelstown,
in the County Cork, was one of the entrances to Tirnanoge.

2 Gavra, now Garristown, in the northwest of the County Dublin.

8 Lough Lein, the Lakes of Killarney.
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soon roused the deer from the thickets, and as they bounded
over the plain, our hounds followed after them in full
cry.

We were not long so engaged, when we saw a rider com-
ing swiftly towards us from the west; and we soon per-
ceived that it was a maiden on a white steed. We all
ceased from the chase on seeing the lady, who reined in as
she approached. And Finn and the IFena were greatly
surprised, for they had never before seen so lovely a
maiden. A slender golden diadem encircled her head; and
she wore a brown robe of silk, spangled with stars of red
gold, which was fastened in front by a golden brooch, and
fell from her shoulders till it swept the ground. Her yel-
low hair flowed far down over her robe in bright, golden
ringlets. Her blue eyes were as clear as the drops of dew
on the grass; and while her small, white hand held the
bridle and curbed her steed with a golden bit, she sat more
gracefully than the swan on Lough Lein. The white steed
was covered with a smooth, flowing mantle. He was shod
with four shoes of pure yellow gold, and in all Erin a bet-
ter or more beautiful steed could not be found.

As she came slowly to the presence of Finn, he addressed
her courteously in these words—

“Who art thou, O lovely youthful princess? Tell us thy
name and the name of thy country, and relate to us the
cause of thy coming.”

She answered in a sweet and gentle voice, “ Noble king
of the Fena, I have had a long journey this day, for my
country lies far off in the Western Sea. I am the daughter
of the king of Tirnanoge, and my name is Niam of the
Golden Hair.”

“And what is it that has caused thee to come so far
across the sea? Has thy husband forsaken thee; or what
other evil has befallen thee? ”

“ My husband has not forsaken me, for I have never
been married or betrothed to any man. But I love thy
noble son, Oisin; and this is what has brought me to Erin.
It is not without reason that I have given him my love,
and that I have undertaken this long journey; for I have
often heard of his bravery, his gentleness, and the noble-
ness of his person. Many princes and high chiefs have
sought me in marriage; but I was quite indifferent to all
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men, and never consented to wed, till my heart was moved
with love for thy gentle son, Oisin.”

When I heard these words, and when I looked on the
lovely maiden with her glossy, golden hair, T was all over
in love with her. I came near, and, taking her small hand
in mine, I told her she was a mild star of brightness and
beauty, and that I preferred her to all the princesses in
the world for my wife.

“ Then,” said she, “I place you under gesa, which true
heroes never break through, to come with me on my white
steed to Tirnanoge, the land of never-ending youth. It is
the most delightful and the most renowned country under
the sun. There is abundance of gold and silver and jewels,
of honey and wine; and the trees bear fruit and blossoms
and green leaves together all the year round. You will get
a hundred swords and a hundred robes of silk and satin,
a hundred swift steeds, and a hundred slender, keen-
scented hounds. You will get herds of cows without num-
ber, and flocks of sheep with fleeces of gold; a coat of mail
that cannot be pierced, and a sword that never missed a
stroke and from which no one ever escaped alive. There
are feasting and harmless pastimes each day. A hundred
warriors fully armed shall always await you at call, and
harpers shall delight you with their sweet music. You will
wear the diadem of the king of Tirnanoge, which he never
yet gave to any one under the sun, and which will guard
you day and night, in tumult and battle and danger of
every kind. Lapse of time shall bring neither decay nor
death, and you shall be for ever young and gifted with un-
fading beauty and strength. All these delights you shall
enjoy, and many others that I do not mention; and I
myself will be your wife if you come with me to Tirnan-
oge.”

I replied that she was my choice above all the maidens in
the world, and that I would willingly go with her to the
Land of Youth.

When my father, Finn, and Fena heard me say this, and
knew that I was going from them, they raised three shouts
of grief and lamentation. And Finn came up to me and
took my hand in his, saying sadly—

“Woe is me, my son, that you are going away from me,
for I do not expect that you will ever return to me!”
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The manly beauty of his countenance became quite
dimmed with sorrow; and though I promised to return
after a little time, and fully believed that I should see him
again, I could not check my tears, as I gently kissed my

father’s cheek.

I then bade farewell to my dear companions, and
mounted the white steed, while the lady kept her seat be-
fore me. She gave the signal, and the steed galloped
swiftly and smoothly towards the west, till he reached the
strand ; and when his gold-shod hoofs touched the waves,
he shook himself and neighed three times. He made no de-
lay but plunged forward at once, moving over the face of
the sea with the speed of a cloud-shadow on a March day.
The wind overtook the: waves and we overtook the wind,
so that we straightway lost sight of land ; and we saw noth-
ing but billows tumbling before us and billows tumbling
behind us.

Other shores came into view, and we saw many wonder-
ful things on our journey—islands and cities, lime-white
mansions, bright greenans! and lofty palaces. A horn-
less fawn once crossed our course, bounding nimbly along
from the crest of one wave to the crest of another; and close
after, in full chase, a white hound with red ears. We saw
also a lovely young maiden on a brown steed with a golden
apple in her hand; and as she passed swiftly by a young
warrior on a white steed plunged after her, wearing a long,
flowing mantle of yellow silk, and holding a gold-hilted
sword in his hand.

I knew naught of these things, and, marveling much, 1
asked the princess what they meant; but she answered—

“ Heed not what you see here, Oisin; for all these won-
ders are as nothing compared with what you shall see in
Tirnanoge.”

At last we saw at a great distance, rising over the waves
on the very verge of the sea, a palace more splendid than
all the others; and, as we drew near, its front glittered like
the morning sun. I asked the lady what royal house this
was and who was the prince that ruled over it.

“ This country is the Land of Virtues,” she replied.  Its
king is the giant, Fomor of the Blows, and its queen the
daughter cf the king of the Land of Life. This Fomor

1 G'reenan, a summer house ; a house in a bright airy spot.




1718 IRISH LITERATURE.

brought the lady away by force from her own country, and
keeps her in his palace; but she has put him under gesa
that he cannot break through, never to ask her to marry
him till she can find a champion to fight him in single com-
bat. But she still remains in bondage; for no hero has yet
come hither who has the courage to meet the giant.”

“ A blessing on you, golden-haired Niam,” T replied; “I
have never heard music sweeter than your voice; and al-
though I feel pity for this princess, yet your story is pleas-
ant to me to hear; for of a certainty I will go to the palace,
and try whether I cannot kill this Fomor, and free the
lady.”

So we came to land ; and as we drew nigh to the palace,
the lovely young queen met us and bade us welcome. She
led us in and placed us on chairs of gold; after which
choice food was placed before us, and drinking-horns filled
with mead, and golden goblets of sweet wine.

When we had eaten and drunk, the mild young princess
told us her story, while tears streamed from her soft blue
eyes; and she ended by saying—

“1 shall never return to my own country and to my
father’s house, so long as this great cruel giant is
alive!?”

When I heard her sad words, and saw her tears falling,
I was moved with pity, and telling her to cease from her
grief, I gave her my hand as a pledge that I would meet
the giant, and either slay him or fall myself in her de-
fense.

While we were yet speaking, we saw the giant coming
towards the palace, large of body, and ugly and hateful in
appearance, carrying a load of deerskins on his back, and
holding a great iron club in his hand. He threw down his
load when he saw us, turned a surly look on the princess,
and, without greeting us or showing the least mark of
courtesy, he forthwith challenged me to battle in a loud,
rough voice.

It was not my wont to be dismayed by a call to battle,
or to be terrified at the sight of an enemy; and I went forth
at once without the least fear in my heart. But though
I had fought many battles in Erin against wild boars and
enchanters and foreign invaders, never before did I find it
80 hard to preserve my life. We fought for three days and
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three nights without food or drink or sleep; for the giant
did not give me a moment for rest, and neither did I give
him. At length, when I looked at the two princesses weep-
ing in great fear, and when I called to mind my father’s
deeds in battle, the fury of my valor arose; and with a
sudden onset I felled the giant to the earth; and instantly,
before he could recover himself, I cut off his head.

When the maidens saw the monster lying on the ground
dead, they uttered three cries of joy; and they came to me,
and led me in the palace. For I was indeed bruised all
over, and covered with gory wounds; and a sudden dizzi-
ness of brain and feebleness of body seized me. But the
daughter of the king of the Land of Life applied precious
balsam and healing herbs to my wounds; and in a short
time I was healed, and my cheerfulness of mind re-
turned.

Then I buried the giant in a deep and wide grave; and I
raised a great carn over him, and placed on it a stone with
his name graved in Ogam.

We rested that night, and at the dawn of next morning
Niam said to me that it was time for us to resume our
journey to Tirnanoge. So we took leave of the daughter
of the king of the Land of Life; and though her heart was
joyful after her release, she wept at our departure, and
we were not less sorry at parting from her. When we had
mounted the white steed, he galloped towards the strand;
and as soon as his hoofs touched the wave, he shook himself
and neighed three times. We plunged forward over the
clear, green sea, with the speed of a March wind on a hill-
side; and soon we saw nothing but billows tumbling be-
fore us and billows tumbling behind us. We saw again
the fawn chased by the white hound with red ears; and the
maiden with the golden apple passed swiftly by, followed
by the young warrior in yellow silk on his white steed. And
again we passed many strange islands and cities and white
palaces.

The sky now darkened, so that the sun was hidden from
our view. A storm arose, and the sea was lighted up with
constant flashes. But though the wind blew from every
point of the heavens, and the waves rose up and roared
around us, the white steed kept his course straight on,
moving as calmly and swiftly as before, through the foam
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and blinding spray, without being delayed or disturbed in
the least, and without turning either to the right or to the
left.

At length the storm abated, and after a time the sun
again shone brightly; and when I looked up, I saw a coun-
try near at hand all green and full of flowers, with beauti-
ful smooth plains, blue hills, and bright lakes and water-
falls. Not far from the shore stood a palace of surpassing
beauty and splendor. It was covered all over with gold
and with gems of every color—blue, green, crimson, and
yellow; and on each side were greenans shining with pre-
cious stones, built by artists the most skilled that could be
found. I asked Niam the name of that delightful country,
and she replied—

“This is my native country, Tirnanoge; and there is
nothing I have promised you that you will not find in
it.”

As soon as we reached the shore, we dismounted; and
now we saw advancing from the palace a troop of noble
looking warriors, all clad in bright garments, who came
forward to meet and welcome us. IFollowing these we saw
a stately glittering host, with the king at their head wear-
ing a robe of bright yellow satin covered with gems, and
a crown that sparkled with gold and diamonds. The queen
came after, attended by a hundred lovely young maidens;
and as they advanced towards us, it seemed to me that this
king and queen exceeded all the kings and queens of the
world in beauty and gracefulness and majesty.

After they had kissed their daughter, the king took my
hand, and said aloud in the hearing of the host—

“ This is Oisin, the son of Finn, for whom my daughter,
Niam, traveled over the sea to Erin. This is Oisin, who
is to be the husband of Niam of the Golden Hair. We
give you a hundred thousand welcomes, brave Oisin. You
will be for ever young in this land. All kinds of delights
and innocent pleasures are awaiting you, and my daughter,
the gentle, golden-haired Niam, shall be your wife; for I
am the king of Tirnanoge.”

I gave thanks to the king, and I bowed low to the queen;
after which we went into the palace, where we found a
banquet prepared. The feasting and rejoicing lasted for
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ten days, and on the last day I was wedded to gentle Niam
of the Golden Hair.

I lived in the Land of Youth more than three hundred
years; but it appeared to me that only three years had
passed since the day I parted from my friends. At the end
of that time, T began to have a longing desire to see my
father, Finn, and all my old companions, and I asked leave
of Niam and of the king to visit Erin. The king gave per-
mission, and Niam said—

“1 will give consent, though I feel sorrow in my heart,
for I fear much you will never return to me.”

I replied that I would surely return, and that she need
not feel any doubt or dread, for that the white steed knew
the way, and would bring‘me back in safety. Then she ad-
dressed me in these words, which seemed very strange to
me—

“T will not refuse this request, though your journey af-
flicts me with great grief and fear. Erin is not now as it
was when you left it. The great king Finn and his Fena
are all gone; and you will find instead of them, a holy
father and hosts of priests and saints. Now, think well on
what I say to you and keep my words in your mind. If
once you alight from the white steed, you will never come
back to me. Again I warn you, if you place your feet on
the green sod in Erin, you will never return to this lovely
land. A third time, O Oisin, my beloved husband, a third
time I say to you, if you alight from the white steed, you
will never see me again.”

I promised that I would faithfully attend to her words,
and that I would not alight from the white steed. Then, as
I looked into her gentle face and marked her grief, my
heart was weighed down with sadness, and my tears flowed
plentifully; but even so, my mind was bent on coming back
to Erin.

When I had mounted the white steed, he galloped
straight towards the shore. We moved as swiftly as before
over the clear sea. The wind overtook the waves and we
overtook the wind, so that we straightway left the Land of
Youth behind; and we passed by many islands and
cities, till at length we landed on the green shores of
Erin.

As I traveled on through the country, I looked closely
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around me; but I scarcely knew the old places, for every-
thing seemed strangely altered. I saw no sign of Finn and
his host, and I began to dread that Niam’s saying was com-
ing true. At length, I espied at a distance a company of
little men and women,! all mounted on horses as small as
themselves; and when I came near, they greeted me kindly
and courteously. They looked at me with wonder and cu-
riosity, and they marveled much at my great size, and at
the beauty and majesty of my person.

1 asked them about I'inn and the Fena; whether they
were still living, or if any sudden disaster had swept them
away. And one replied—

“ We have heard of the hero Finn, who ruled the Fena
of Erin in times of old, and who never had an equal for
bravery and wisdom. The poets of the Gaels have written
many books concerning his deeds and the deeds of the
Fena, which we cannot now relate; but they are all gone
long since, for they lived many ages ago. We have heard
also, and we have scen it written in very old books, that
Finn had a son named Oisin. Now this Oisin went with a
young fairy maiden to Tirnanoge, and his father and his
friends sorrowed greatly after him, and sought him long;
but he was never seen again.”

When I heard all this, I was filled with amazement, and
my heart grew heavy with great sorrow. I silently turned
my steed away from the wondering people, and set forward
straightway for Allen of the mighty deeds, on the broad,
green plains of Leinster. It was a miserable journey to
me; and though my mind, being full of sadness at all I
saw and heard, forecasted further sorrows, I was grieved
more than ever when I reached Allen. For there, indeed,
I found the hill deserted and lonely, and my father’s palace
all in ruins and overgrown with grass and weeds.

I turned slowly away, and afterwards fared through the
land in every direction in search of my friends. But I met
only crowds of little people, all strangers, who gazed on
me with wonder; and none knew me. I visited every place
throughout the country where I knew the IFena had lived;
but I found their houses all like Allen, solitary and in
ruins.

. 1 The gigantic race of the Frna had all passed away, and Erin was now
inhabited by people who looked very small in Oisin’s eyes.
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At length I came to Glenasmole,! where many a time I
had hunted in days of old with the Fena, and there I saw
a crowd of people in the glen. As soon as they saw me, one
of them came forward and said—

“ Come to us, thou mighty hero, and help us out of our
strait; for thou art a man of vast strength.”

I went to them, and found a number of men trying in
vain to raise a large, flat stone. It was half lifted from
the ground; but those who were under it were not strong
enough either to raise it further or to free themselves from
its weight. And ‘they were in great distress, and on the
point of being crushed to death.

I thought it a shameful thing that so many men should
be unable to lift this stone, which Oscar, if he were alive,
would take in his right hand and fling over the heads of
the feeble crowd. After I had looked a little while, I
stooped forward and seized the flag with one hand; and,
putting forth my strength, I flung it seven perches from
its place, and relieved the little men. But with the great
strain the golden saddle-girth broke, and, bounding for-
ward to keep myself from falling, I suddenly came to the
ground on my two feet.

The moment the white steed felt himself free, he shook
himself and neighed. Then, starting off with the speed of
a cloud-shadow on a March day, he left me standing help-
less and sorrowful. Instantly a woeful change came over
me: the sight of my eyes began to fade, the ruddy beauty
of my face fled, I lost all my strength, and I fell to the
earth, a poor, withered old man, blind and wrinkled and
feeble.

The white steed was never seen again. I never recov-
ered my sight, my youth, or my strength; and I have lived
in this manner, sorrowing without ceasing for my gentle,
golden-haired wife, Niam, and thinking ever of my father,
Finn, and of the lost companions of my youth.

1 Glenasmole, a fine valley about seven miles south of Dublin, through
which the river Dodder flows.
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THE VOYAGE OF THE SONS OF O’CORRA.!

From ‘¢ Old Celtic Romances.’

A princely upright hundred-herd brugaid ? was born one
time in the lovely province of Connaught, namely, Conall
derg O’Corra the fair-haired. And thus was this brugaid
(circumstanced) :—he was a fortunate, rich, prosperous
man; and his house was never found without three shouts
in it—the shout of the brewers brewing ale, and the shout
of the servants over the caldrons distributing (meat) to the
hosts, and the shout of the youths over the chessboards 3
winning games from one another.

The same house was never without three measures:—
a measure of malt for making yeast, a measure of wheat for
providing bread for the guests, and a measure of salt for
savoring each kind of food.

His wife was Cairderga * the daughter of the erenach ®
of Clogher.® They felt no want of any kind except being
without children; and it was not that they were without
children (being born to them), but that the infants always
died the moment after birth.

Then this brugaid said (one day) to his wife as she
reclined near him on the couch:—* It is a sad thing for
us,” said he, “ that we have no children who would take our
place and fill it worthily when we are gone.”

“What desire is in your mind in regard to that?” says
the wife.

“1t is my desire,” says the brugaid, “ to make a bond
with the demon to try if he would give us a son or a daugh-
ter who would take our place after us (since God has not
done s0).”

171 translated this tale from two Royal Irish Academy MSS., 23. N. 1
and 23. M. 50 ; and T subsequently made some modifications after I had
an opportunity of consulting the more correct text of the Book of Fermoy.
This last text has since been published, with literal translation, by Dr.
‘Whitley Stokes, in the Revue Celtique (January, 1893). After comparing
my somewhat free version with Dr. Stokes’ close translation, I have not
thought it necessary to make any changes.

2 Brugaid, a sort of local officer who maintained a large establishment
as keeper of a house of public hospitality. See my ‘Short History of
Ireland,’ p. 57.

3 Chess-playing was a favorite amusement among the ancient Irish.

4 Cairderga, original Caer-derg. red berry.

5 Erenach, the holder or impropriator of a church and its lands : usually
a layman.

8 Clogherin Tyrone, where there was a monastery.
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“ Let us do that,” said the woman.

They accordingly fasted (and prayed) to the demon;
(and the demon hearkened unto them. And in due time)

. she bore three sons at that great birth, namely, a
son at the beginning of the night, and a son at the middle
of the night, and a son at the end of the night.

And they were baptized according to the baptism of the
pagans (by which they were dedicated not to God but to
the demon) ; and their names were Lochan, Enna, and Sil-
vester. And after that, they were reared and carefully
trained up till they were swift and active on sea and land;
so that they were an overmatch for all the young people of
their own age in every game and in every accomplishment.
And they were in the mouths and on the tongues of all who
saw or heard of them in théir day.

One day when they were resting at the railings of the
house of their father and mother, wearied after their hurl-
ing and their martial games, the housefolk said that they
saw no fault or defect in these handsome much-renowned
youths, except only their being baptized in the service of
the devil. (And the youths hearing this said) :—“ If it
be so,” said they, ¢ that the devil is our lord and master,
it is very wrong of us not to bring ruin and wrath and woe
on his enemies, that is to say (we ought), to slaughter the
clergy, and burn and spoil their churches.”

Then did these three youths arise (and collecting a
band), and taking unto them their arms, they came to
Tuam-da-Gualann,! and spoiled and burned the town. And
(after that) they plundered and made dreadful havoc on
the churches and clergy throughout the province of Con-
naught, until their wicked and bloodthirsty ravages were
noised over the four quarters of Erin. Thus did they run
their evil course without ceasing for a whole year, during
which time they destroyed more than half the churches of
Connaught.

At the end of the year Lochan said to his brothers: “ We
have made one great mistake through forgetfulness,” says
he, “and our lord the devil will not be thankful to us on
account of it.” “What is that?’ said the other two
youths. ‘ Our grandfather,” says he, “ that is our moth-

1 Tuam-da-Gualann, where was formerly a celebrated ecclesiastical
establishment : now Tuam in Galway,
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er’s father—not to have killed him and burned his
church.”

So they set out straightway, journeying without spar-
ing or respite (to Clogher), and this was how they found
the erenach, namely, on the green of the church with a
great company of his folk around him (waiting for the
O’Corras), in order to attend on them and to deal out to
them the choice of every food and the best of every ale.
And the intention that the elder had towards them, that
indeed was not the intention they had towards him, but
to murder him and to burn and spoil his church.

Then the O’Corras came to the spot where the elder was
standing, and they made up their minds not to kill him or
burn the houses till night, when the cows and the (other)
cattle of the homestead would be housed, all in their own
proper places.

The elder welcomed them and led them to the home-
stead; and he now became aware of their intention. Nev-
ertheless he put them in a goodly pleasant Greenan, and
they were served with food and ale till they became exhil-
arated and cheerful: after which couches were made ready
for them on lofty bedsteads.

And now deep slumber and heavy sleep fell on them, and
a wonderful vision was revealed in a dream to Lochan, the
cldest of the sons of O’Corra, in which he was carried to see
heaven and hell. And after this he awoke. The other two
awoke at the same time, and they said:—* Let us now
arise, for it is time to plunder and destroy the homestead.”

“ Seems to me,” said Lochan, “ that this is not the right
thing for us to do: for evil is the lord we have served until
now, and good is the Lord we have plundered and outraged.

“ And last night I had,” said he, “a fearful dream, in
which I saw a vision of heaven and hell. And first I was
taken to see hell, where were countless souls of men and
vast crowds of demons suffering divers tortures, and
plagues unexampled. And I saw the four rivers of hell,
that is to say, a river of toads, a river of serpents, a river
of fire, and a river of snow. I saw also a monstrous ser-
pent with many heads and legs, at sight whereof, even
though it were only a single glance, all the men in the
world would drop dead with loathing and horror.

‘“ After this methought I was taken to see heaven; where
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I beheld the Lord Himself seated on His kingly throne, and
angels in the shapes of white birds singing for Him. And
among them was one great snow-white bird of dazzling
brightness that excelled all the others in size and beauty
and voice, chanting strains of surpassing sweetness. Wo-
men in travail and men sore wounded and sick people
racked with pain would fall asleep if they heard the de-
lightful harmony of his voice. And it was made known to
me that this great bird who chanted such heavenly music
to his mild Lord was Michael the Archangel.

“ And now,my brothers,” said Lochan, “ it is my counsel
to you that you follow God henceforward.”

“ But,” said the others, ¢ will the Lord accept repentance
from us for the dreadful evils we have already done? ”

They go to the father of their mother, namely, the
erenach, and they ask this thing of him. “ He will accept
your repentance without doubt,” says the erenach.

“Well then,” said Lochan, “let Mass be celebrated for
us, and put us under instruction, and let us offer our
confession to God. After that we will make staffs of the
handles of our spears; and we will go to Finnen of Clo-
nard, the tutor of the saints and of the just men of all
Erin. He is a very holy man, and he will advise us in
regard to what we ought to do.”

To this counsel they agreed; and on the morrow they set
out for the place where Finnen was; whom they found on
the green of Clonard with a number of his clerics.

“YWho are these coming towards us?” said the clerics.
And one said, “ They are the O’Corras the robbers.” Hear-
ing this they fled, like lightning, in a body from their mas-
ter, for they felt quite sure that the O’Corras were coming
to slay them ; so that Finnen was left quite alone before the
three brothers.

“Tt is from us the clerics are fleeing,’’ says Lochan.
“QOf a certainty it is,” said his brothers. * Let us,” said
Lochan, “ cast from us our staffs, the only little remnant
of our arms left with us; and let us throw ourselves on our
knees before the cleric.”

And this they did. “What is your desire?” says the
cleric (Finnen). “Our desire,” said they, “is faith and
piety, and to serve God, and to abandon the lord whom we
have hitherto served, namely, the devil.”
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“That is a good resolution,” says the cleric; “and let
us go now to the homestead yonder, the place where live
our brotherhood.”

They go accordingly with him to the brotherhood; and
after the matter had been considered, it was arranged to set
apart a young cleric to teach them; and it was decreed that
they should not speak to any one except their own master
till the end of a year.

So they continued for a whole year till they had read the
Canons through, and by the time they had come to be able
to read them, the whole brotherhood felt grateful (to God)
for their piety and their gentleness.

At the end of the year they came to Finnen; and they
knelt before him, and said to him:—* It is time now that
we should be judged and sentence passed on us for the
great crimes we have committed.”

“ What,” said Finnen, “ do ye not think it enough—the
penance you have done already for a whole year among
the brotherhood? ” ¢ It is not enough,” said they. ‘ What
then are the greatest crimes ye have committed?” says
Finnen. ‘“ We have burned more than half the churches
of Connaught; and neither priest nor bishop got quarter
or protection from us.”

“You cannot,” replied Finnen, “ give back life to the
people you have killed ; but do ye that which will be in your
power, namely, to build up the churches ye have burned,
and to repair every other damage ye have committed in
them. And I will give to each man of you,” says he, “ the
swiftness and strength of a hundred; and I will take from
you all weariness of feet, of hands, and of body; and I
will give you light and understanding which will have
neither decay nor end.”

So the O’Corras departed, and went first to Tuam-da-
Gualann; and after that, they fared through the province,
obedient to rule and working hard each day, until it came
to pass that they had restored everything they had pre-
viously destroyed.

After that they came at the end of the year to speak
with Finnen. ‘“Have you been able,” asks Finnen, “to
repair everything ye destroyed belonging to the Church?”
“We have,” said they, “except one place alone, namely
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Kenn-Mara.”! ¢ Alas for that,” says Finnen; ¢ that is the
very first place you should have repaired ; for it is the home-
stead of the oldest of all the saints of Ireland, namely,
the aged Camann of Kenn-Mara. And now go and care-
fully restore everything ye have destroyed in that home-
stead. And the sentence that holy man passes on you,
fulfill it patiently.”

So they went gladly to Kenn-Mara; and they repaired
everything they had ruined there.

One day when they had come forth from the homestead,
they sat on the margin of the litle bay, watching the sun
as it went westward. And as they gazed and reflected on
the course of the sun, they began to marvel greatly, pon-
dering whither it went after it had gone down beneath the
verge of the sea. “ What more wonderful thing is there
in the whole world,” said they, “ than that the sea does
not freeze into ice, while ice is formed in every other
water!”

Thereupon they formed the resolution on the spot to
bring unto them a certain artificer who was a fast friend
of theirs, and to (get him) to make a three-hide curragh
for them. Accordingly the curragh was made, and a
strong-sided one it was. And the reward the artificer
asked for building it was to be let go with them.

When the time had come, and they were about to em-
bark, they saw a large crowd passing close by; and this
crowd was a company of crossans.?. When the crossans
saw the curragh putting forth on the sea, they inquired :—
“Who are yonder people that are launching this curragh
on the sea? ” said they.

The furshore (juggler) of the crossans said :—“ I know
them well; they are the sons of Conall derg O’Corra the
fair-haired of Connaught, the destroyers and robbers, go-
ing on their pilgrimage on the sea and on the great ocean,
to make search for their Lord.” ¢ And indeed,” added the
furshore, “ my word for it, they do not stand more in need
of seeking for heaven than we do.”

1 Kenn-Mara, now Kinvarra on Galway Bay.

2 Crossans, traveling gleemen : the clothes, musical instruments, etc.,
were the property of the company. This word is the origin of the Scotch
and Irish family name Mac Crossan, now often changed to Crosbie, A
company of crossans had always among them a fuirseoir, i.e. a juggler or
buﬂ"(i%n.

9
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« It is a long day I fancy till you go on your pilgrimage,”
said the leader of the band. ¢ Say not so,” answered the
furshore: “for 1 will certainly go with these people on
my pilgrimage now without delay.”

“ Upon our word,” said the crossans, “ you will not take
away our clothes with you; for not a single article of the
garments you wear belongs to you.” ‘It is not so small
a matter that would keep me with you,” says he.

So they stripped off all his clothes, and sent him away
mother naked to the curragh.

“Who and what in the world are you, good man? ”’ asked
the crew. “ A poor wretch who wishes to go with you on
pilgrimage,” said he. “Indeed,” said they, “ you shall not
by any means come with us, seeing that you are stark
naked.” ¢ Say not so, young men,” said he; ¢ for the sake
of God do not refuse me; for I will amuse you and keep
your hearts cheerful (with my music and singing); and
your piety will not be a whit the worse for it.”

And (inasmuch as he had asked) for the sake of God
they consented to let him go.

Now this is how it was with the crew:—each man of
them had built a church and raised an altar to the Lord
in his own district. Their number was nine; among whom
was a bishop, and a priest, and a deacon; and they had one
gilla (attendant) who was the ninth man.

“ Let us go aboard our curragh now,” says Lochan, ¢ as
we have finished our task of restoring the churches, and
as we have, besides, each of us built a church to the Lord
in our own district.”

It was then they put up their prayers fervently to God
in the hope that they might have fine weather; and that
the Lord would quell the fury of the billows, and the
might of the ocean, and the rage of the terrible sea mon-
sters. So they embarked in their curragh, bringing their
oars; and they began to question among themselves what
direction they should take.  The direction in which this
wind will bring us,” says the bishop. And having com-
mended themselves to God, one and all, they betook them
to their oars. A great wind now arose, which drove them
out on the waste of waters straight to the west; and they
were forty days and forty nights on the ocean. And God
revealed to them great and unheard of wonders.
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They had not been long rowing when the crossan died;
and sad and sorrowful were they for his loss, and wept
much. While they were still mourning, they saw a little
bird alight on the deck of the curragh. And the little
bird spoke and said to them :—* Good people, tell me now
in God’s name what is the cause of your sorrow.”

“ A crossan that we had playing music for us; and he
died a little while ago in this curragh; and that is the
cause of our sorrow.”

And the bird said :—* Lo, T am your little crossan: and
now be not sorrowful any longer, for I am going straight-
way to heaven.” So saying he bade them farewell and flew
away.

. CONNLA OF THE GOLDEN HAIR AND THE
FAIRY MAIDEN.

.From ¢ 01d Celtic Romances.’

Connla of the Golden Hair was the son of Conn the Hun-
dred-fighter.? One day as he stood with his father on the
royal Hill of Usna,? he saw a lady a little way off, very
beautiful, and dressed in strange attire. She approached
the spot Where he stood; and when she was near, he spoke
to her, and asked who she was, and from what place she
had come.

The lady replied, “I have come from the Land of the
Living—a land where there is neither death nor old age,
nor any breach of law. The inhabitants of earth call us
Aes-shee, for we have our dwellings within large, pleas-
ant, green hills. We pass our time very pleasantly in
feasting and harmless amusements, never growing old;
and we have no quarrels or contentions.”

The king and his company marveled very much; for

1 This has been translated from the Book of the Dun Cow, a manuscript
which was transceribed A.D. 1100, now in the Royal Irish Academy. Dublin.
The story is one of the most ancient illustrations to be found of the wide-
spread Irish superstition that fairies sometimes take away mortals to their
enchanted palaces.

2 Conn Ced-cathach, or Conn the Fighter of a Hundred (not Conn of the
Hundred Battles, as the name is generally translated), was King of Ireland
from A.D. 123 to 158.

3 The Hill of Usna, in the parish of Conry, in Westmeath, one of the
royal residences of Ireland.
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though they heard this conversation, no cne saw the lady
except Connla alone.

“Who is this thou art talking to, my son? ” said the
king.

fnd anon she answered for the youth, ¢ Connla is
speaking with a lovely, noble-born young lady, who will
never die, and who will never grow old. I love Connla
of the Golden Hair, and I have come to bring him with
me to Moy-mell, the plain of never-ending pleasure. On
the day that he comes with me he shall be made king, and
he shall reign for ever in Fairyland, without weeping and
without sorrow. Come with me, O gentle Connla of the
ruddy cheek, the fair, freckled neck, and the golden hair!
Come with me, beloved Connla, and thou shalt retain the
comeliness and dignity of thy form, free from the wrinkles
of old age, till the awful day of judgment.”

“ Thy flowing golden hair, thy comely face,
Thy tall majestic form of peerless grace,
That show thee sprung from Conn’s exalted race.”

King Conn the Hundred-fighter being much troubled,
called then on his druid?! Coran, to put forth his power
against the witchery of the banshee:—“ O Coran of the
mystic arts and of the mighty incantations, here is a con-
test such as I have never been engaged in since I was made
king at Tara—a contest with an invisible lady, who is be-
guiling my son to Fairyland by her baleful charms. Her
cunning is beyond my skill, and I am not able to withstand
her power; and if thou, Coran, help not, my son will be
taken away from me by the wiles and witchery of a woman
from the fairy hills.”

Coran the druid then came forward, and began to chant
against the voice of the lady. And his power was greater
than hers for that time, so that she was forced to retire.

As she was going away she threw an apple to Connla,
who straightway lost sight of her; and the king and his
people no longer heard her voice.

1The ancient Irish druids do not appear to have been priests in any
sense of the word. They were, in popular estimation, men of knowledge
and power—‘“men of science.” as they were often designated; they
knew the arts of healing and divination, and they were skilled above all
in magic. In fact, the Irish Druids were magicians, neither more nor less;
and hence the Gaelic word for *‘druidical” is almost always applied
where we should use the word ‘ magical "—to spells, incantations, met-
amorphoses, etc,
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The king and the prince returned with their company to
the palace; and Connla remained for a whole month with-
out tasting food or drink except the apple. And though he
ate of it each day, it was never lessened, but was as whole
and perfect in the end as at the beginning. Moreover,
when they offered him aught else to eat or drink he re-
fused it; for while he had his apple he did not deem any
other food worthy to be tasted. And he began to be
very moody and sorrowful, thinking of the lovely fairy
maiden.

At the end of the month, as Connla stood by his father’s
side among the nobles, on the Plain of Arcomin, he saw the
lady approaching him from the west. And when she had
come near, she addressed him in this manner:—*“ A glo-
rious seat, indeed, has Connla among wretched, short-lived
mortals, awaiting the dreadful stroke of death! But now,
the ever-youthful people of Moy-mell, who never feel age,
and who fear not death, seeing thee day by day among thy
friends, in the assemblies of thy fatherland, love thee with
a strange love, and they will make thee king over them
if thou wilt come with me.”

When the king heard the words of the lady, he com-
manded his people to call the druid again to him, saying,
—“ Bring my druid Coran to me; for I see that the fairy
lady has this day regained the power of her voice.”

At this the lady said, “ Valiant Conn, fighter of a hun-
dred, the faith of the druids has come to little honor
among the upright, mighty, numberless people of this land.
When the righteous law shall be restored, it will seal up
the lips of the false black demon; and his druids shall no
longer have power to work their guileful spells.”

Now the king observed, and marveled greatly, that when-
ever the lady was present his son never spoke one word to
any one, even though they addressed him many times. And
when the lady had ceased to speak, the king said, ¢ Connla,
my son, has thy mind been moved by the words of the
lady?”

Connla spake then, and replied, “ FFather, I am very
unhappy; for though I love my people beyond all, I am
filled with sadness on account of this lady!”

When Connla had said this, the maiden again addressed
him, and chanted these words in a very sweet voice :—






\






SN

*
e,

.

2R \‘&“ )‘c"g;»

Wy

v
AL
2

(*

Y

p4

1§

i
il

v
| o

X1

i

NI et

N0 e el
i

3

)Y;






PATRICK WESTON JOYCE. 1735

# Tt will guard thee, gentle Connla of the flowing golden hair;
My crystal boat shall guard thee, till we reach that silver strand
‘Where thou shalt reign in endless joy, the king of the Fairyland!”?

When the maiden had ended her chant, Connla sud-
denly walked away from his father’s side, and sprang into
the curragh, the gleaming, straight-gliding, strong, crystal
canoe. The king and his people saw them afar off, and
dimly moving away over the bright sea towards the sunset.
They gazed sadly after them, till they lost sight of the
canoe over the utmost verge; and no one can tell whither
lthey went, for Connla was never again seen in his native
and.

———

FOOD, DRESS, AND DAILY LIFE IN ANCIENT
IRELAND.

From ¢ A Child’s History of Ireland.’

At the regular meals the whole household sat in one
large room, the chief and his family and distinguished
guests at the head, and the rest of the company ranged
downwards in order of rank.

For food, the higher classes used the flesh of wild and
domestic animals, boiled or roast, much as at the present
day, with wheaten bread. The main food of the general
body of the people consisted of various kinds of bread
baked on a griddle; milk, curds, cheese, butter; fish and
fruit; and, for those who could afford it, pork and bacon.
Pork was a favorite food among all classes. Oatmeal por-
ridge, or stirabout, as it is called in Ireland, was in very
general use, especially for children, and was eaten with
milk, butter, or honey. The Irish rivers abounded then
as now in salmon, a food which was in great request.

There was then no sugar, and honey was greatly valued :
bechives were kept everywhere; and the management of
bees was considered such an important industry that a
special section of the Brehon laws is devoted to it. The
people used honey in a great many different ways: they
basted roasting meat with it; it was used on salmon while

1 This is an expansion rather than a translation of the'original, which
is very short, and in some places very obscure. .
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cooking, and as a seasoning with all sorts of dishes. Often
at meals each person had a little dish, sometimes of sil-
ver, filled with honey, beside his plate, and each morsel,
whether meat, fish, or bread, was dipped into it before
being conveyed to the mouth. For drink, they had—be-
sides plain water and milk—ale, mead, and frequently wine

brought from the Continent: for in those early days there’

was frequent communication, as well as considerable trade,
with France and other Continental countries. The people
often mixed honey with milk, either sweet or sour, for
drinking. From honey also was made a kind of liquor
called mead, very sweet and slightly intoxicating. This
was considered a delicacy; and a visitor was often treated
to a drink of mead immediately on arrival. People of
the higher classes often drank from ‘a beautiful horn of
elaborate and costly workmanship. A much more com-
mon drinking-vessel was what was called a mether (from
mead), made of wood, with one, two, or four handles,
which circulated from hand to hand, each passing it to his
neighbor after taking a drink.

In every great house there was at least one large-sized
caldron which was kept in continual use boiling food, so
that guests might be hospitably entertained whenever they
happened to arrive.

At intervals through the country there were houses of
public hospitality—open brudins or hostels—where all
travelers who called, and also certain important persons,
such as kings, chiefs, bishops, brehons, etc.,, when on their
circuits, were entertained free of expense. The keeper of
one of these houses was called a brugaid [broo-ce], 1. e.
a public hostel-keeper: and sometimes a beetagh. He was
held in great honor; and he had a tract of land, besides
other large allowances, to enable him to maintain his ex-
pensive establishment.

Small corn mills driven by water were used in Ireland
from very remote ages. In early Christian times almost
every monastery had a mill attached to it for the use of
the community. In most houses there was a quern or hand-
mill, which was commonly worked by women, who each
evening ground corn enough for next day. Querns con-
tinued in use down to our time in remote parts of Ireland.

For light they had dipped candles, which were held in
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candlesticks, sometimes with branches. The poorer classes
used peeled rushes soaked in grease, as we sometimes see
at the present day. As bees were so abundant, beeswax,
as might be expected, was turned to account. In some of
our old records we find wax candles mentioned as being
used in the houses of the richer classes (in Dinnree for in-
stance) long before the fifth century. For a king, it was
customary to make an immense candle, sometimes as thick
as a man’s body, with a great bushy wick, which was al-
ways kept burning in his presence at night :—in the palace
it was placed high over his head ; during war it blazed out-
side his tent door; and on night marches it was borne be-
fore him. As there were forests and thickets everywhere,
wood was the most usual fuel; but dried peat cut from
bogs was also burned; and coal and charcoal were used
by smiths and other metal-workers.

In ordinary out-door life, the men wore a large loose
frieze mantle or overall, which was often so long as to
cover them down to the ankles: among the rich it was
usually of fine cloth, often variegated with scarlet and
other brilliant colors, and fastened at the throat with a
beautiful brooch.

Well-dressed people wore inside this a shorter tight-
fitting garment, generally reaching to the middle of the
thigh, but often below the knee, plaited up and down and
fastened at the waist by a belt. This was sometimes dyed
in color. In active life the outer mantle was thrown off.
A single short mantle, always dyed in color, and some-
times furnished with a hood, was also much worn. It
should be remarked here that the Irish were very fond of
bright colors, and well understood the art of dyeing. The
trousers were tight fitting ; the cap was usually cone-shaped
and without a leaf. But the common people generally
went bareheaded, wearing the hair long, hanging down
behind, and clipped in front just above the eyes. Perhaps
the oldest extant representations of Irish costume are in
the Book of Kells—seventh century. The shoes or sandals
were mostly of untanned hide stitched with thongs, but
sometimes of tanned leather curiously stamped or en-
graved. Occasionally the ladies of high families wore san-
dals of whitish bronze highly ornamented. In early times
gloves were common among the higher classes.
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The women generally wore variously colored tunics
down to the very feet, with many folds and much material
—twenty or thirty yards—under which was a long gown
or kirtle. Linen, whether used by men or women, was dyed
saffron. The married women had a kerchief on the head:
the unmarried girls went bareheaded, with the hair either
folded up neatly or hanging down on the back. They took
much care of the hair, and used combs, some of them very
ornamental. The higher classes were fond of gold orna-
ments; such as brooches, bracelets for the arms, rings,
necklaces, twisted torques or collars to be worn round the
neck, or bright rich-looking clasps to confine the hair.
Other ornamental articles were made of silver or white
bronze, enameled in various colors and set with gems. A
great number of these, many of most beautiful workman-
ship, are preserved in the National Museum in Dublin.
One torque of pure gold found near Tara measures five
and a half feet in length, and weighs twenty-seven and a
half ounces.

It was the custom to hold fair-meetings in various places
for the transaction of important business, sometimes once
a year, sometimes once in three years. The most impor-
tant of all was the I'es of Tara. Very important yearly
meetings were held at the Hill of Ward (7Tlachtga) near
Athboy in Meath; at the Hill of Ushnagh in Westmeath;
and at Tailltenn, now Teltown, on the Blackwater between
Navan and Kells in Meath. This last was the great na-
tional assembly for horse races and all kinds of athletic
games and exercises. A triennial meeting was held at
Wexford; and there were fair-meetings in numberless
other places. At these assemblies laws were proclaimed
to keep them before the minds of the people, taxes were ar-
ranged, pastimes and athletic sports were carried on, as
g'ell as buying and selling as we see at fairs of the present

ay.

In those times so very few were able to read, that for all
information and amusement to be derived from books the
people had to depend on professional story-tellers and
poets, who had great numbers of tales and poems by heart,
the very tales and poems contained in the Book of Leinster
and other volumes. There were many such men, who often
traveled from place to place and earned a good livelihood
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by their profession. At every festive gathering, among
the lowest as well as the highest, one of these story-tellers
was sure to be present, who was now and then called upon
to repeat a tale or a poem for the amusement of the com-
pany. And as soon as he stood up, these rough men ceased
their noisy revels, and listened with rapt delight to some
tale of the heroes of old. A harper was also present, who
charmed the company with his beautiful Irish airs: or if it
was a gathering of the lower classes, more likely a piper.

Chess-playing was a favorite pastime of kings and
chiefs; and in every great house there were sure to be a
chessboard and a set of chessmen for the amusement of
the family and their guests. The chessmen were kept in a
bag often of woven brass wire. Chess is mentioned in the
very oldest of the Irish romantic tales; and it was consid-
ered a necessary accomplishment of every hero to be a good
player.

Fosterage prevailed from the remotest period, and was
practiced by persons of all classes, but more especially by
those of the higher ranks. A man sent his child to be
reared and educated in the home and with the family of an-
other member of the tribe, who then became foster-father,
and his sons and daughters the foster-brothers and foster-
sisters of the child. Fosterage, which was the closest tie
between families, was subject to strict regulations, which
were carefully set forth in the Brehon Law.

When a man stood sponsor for a child at baptism, he be-
came the child’s godfather, and gossip to the parents: this
was called gossipred. It was regarded as a sort of reli-
gious relationship between families, and created mutual
obligations of regard and friendship.

There were five great highways leading in five different
directions through Ireland from Tara: and besides these

_ there were numerous others; so that the country seems to

have been very fairly provided with roads. The Brehon
Law laid down arrangements for keeping them in repair;
and every man whose land lay for any distance next a road
had to help in cleaning and repairing that part of it. But
the roads then were not near so smooth and good as those
we have at the present time. When the road came to a bog
or marsh, a causeway of bushes and clay was constructed
across. Stone bridges were not then used in Ireland; but
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there were many constructed of timber planks or rough
tree-trunks. Rivers however were very generally crossed
by wading through fords where the stream spread out
broad and shallow, and often by swimming; for most
young persons were taught to swim as a regular part of
their education.

Chariots were used both in private life and in war. The
early Irish saints commonly traveled in chariots when on
their long missionary journeys. Chariots were often cov-
ered in; and those used by persons of high rank were lux-
uriously furnished with cushions and furs. It was usual
to yoke two horses; but sometimes there were four. The
battle chariots were open, and were furnished with spikes
and scythe-blades for driving through the ranks of the
enemy.

Horses were used a good deal by the higher classes. The
men rode without saddle or stirrup; and were trained
to vault into their seat from either side, right or left.
Mac Murrogh Kavanagh rode down hill in this manner
when coming to confer with the Earl of Gloucester. Low
benches were common on the roadsides to enable old or
infirm persons to mount.

The Irish had three kinds of boats:—small sailing ves-
sels, with which oars were employed when the wind failed;
canoes of one piece hollowed out from the trunks of trees,
which were chiefly used on lakes; and currachs, that is,
wickerwork boats covered with hides. The single-piece
canoes are now often found deep down in bogs, where there
were or are lakes or crannoges. Currachs are still used
on the western coast, as for instance at Kilkee in County
Clare; but instead of hides, they are now covered with a
cheaper material, tarred canvas.
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RoBERT DWYER JOYCE was born in 1830, in the village of Gleno-
sheen, County Limerick. He was the brother of Patrick Weston
Joyce. After entering the service of the Commissioners of National
Education, he became a student at Queen’s College, Cork, was
graduated with science honors, and took the degree of M.D. in
1865. 3

In 1866 he came to this country and settled in Boston, practicing
medicine there. While in Cork he had been a frequent contributor
to the poetical columns of The Nation, and he had also written a
number of articles on Irish literature in several other periodicals.

His first book was a volume of ‘ Ballads, Romances, and Songs,’
published in Dublin in 1861. In 1868 appeared his ‘ Legends of the
Wars in Ireland,’ a number of prose stories, founded on traditions
preserved by the peasantry of the northern counties of Ireland.
This was followed in 1871 by another volume of the same kind,
‘Irish Fireside Tales.’ His next work was ‘Ballads of Irish
Chivalry’(1872). In 1876 appeared the most successful of his poems,
‘ Deirdre,’ a free poetical version of one of the old romances of Ire-
land, ‘The Fate of the Children of Usna.” The story is told in
heroic rhyming verse, and the character of Deirdre, the heroine, is
one of the most beautiful and attractive in the poetic literature of
Ireland. The poem was at oncereceived here with enthusiasm, and
the judgment of critical periodicals in England and Ireland has fully
confirmed the favorable verdict.

Dr. Joyce's latest work, ‘Blanid,” published in 1879, was fully
equal in merit to ‘Deirdre.” The author pursued the same plan of
weaving into poetic story a tragedy of real life in the old days. The
period described is the first century of the Christian era, when the
Red Branch Knights flourished, and the basis of the tale is an
ancient Irish tragedy, the death of the great champion Curoi, King
of South Munster, and of his captive, the ‘‘ bloom-bright Blanid.”
The poem bears some resemblance in its construction to Tennyson’s
¢ Princess.” He died in October, 1883.

THE BLACKSMITH OF LIMERICK.

He grasped his ponderous hammer; he could not stand it more,
To hear the bombshells bursting and the thundering battle’s
roar.
He said: “ The breach they ’re mounting, the Dutchman’s mur-
dering crew—
I’ll try my hammer on their heads and see what ¢that can do!
1741
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“ Now, swarthy Ned and Moran, make up that iron well;

» is Sarsfield’s horse that wants the shoes, so mind not shot or
shell.”

“ Ah, sure,” cried both, “ the horse can wait—for Sarfield’s on
the wall,

And where you go we ’1l follow, with you to stand or fall!”

The blacksmith raised his hammer, and rushed into the street,

His ’prentice boys behind him, the ruthless foe to meet—

High on the breach of Limerick, with dauntless hearts they
stood

Where the bombshells burst and shot fell thick, and redly ran
the blood.

“Now look you, brown-haired Moran, and mark you, swarthy
Ned;

This day we ’ll prove the thickness of many a Dutchman’s head !

Hurrah! upon their bloody path they ’re mounting gallantly;

And now the first that tops the breach, leave him to this and
me!”

The first that gained the rampart, he was a captain brave!

A captain of the Grenadiers, with blood-stained dirk and glaive;
He pointed and he parried, but it was all in vain,

For fast through skull and helmet the hammer found his brain!

The next that topped the rampart, he was a colonel bold,

Bright through the murk of battle his helmet flashed with gold.
“ Gold is no match for iron!” the doughty blacksmith said,
As with that ponderous hammer he cracked his foeman’s head!

“ Hurrah for gallant Limerick!” black Ned and Moran cried,

As on the Dutchmen’s leaden heads their hammers well they
plied;

A bombshell burst between them—one fell without a groan,

One leaped into the lurid air, and down the breach was thrown!

“ Brave smith! brave smith!” eried Sarsfield, “beware the
treacherous mine—

Brave smith! brave smith! fall backward, or surely death is
thine!”

The smith sprang up the rampart and leaped the blood-stained
wall,

As high into the shuddering air went foemen, breach and all!

Up like a red volcano they thundered wild and high,

Spear]; gun, and shattered standard, and foemen through the
sky;
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And dark and bloody was the shower that round the blacksmith
fell—

He thought upon his ’prentice boys, they were avenged well!

On foemen and defenders a silence gathered down,

'T' was broken by a triumph-shout that shook the ancient town;

As out its heroes sallied, and bravely charged and slew,

And taught King William and his men what Irish hearts can
do!

Down rushed the swarthy blacksmith unto the river side,

He hammered on the foes’ pontoon, to sink it in the tide;

The timber it was tough and strong, it took no crack or strain—

“Mavrone, 't won’t break,” the blacksmith roared; “I’ll try
their heads again!”

The blacksmith sought his smithy, and blew his bellows strong;

He shod the steed of Sarsfield, but o’er it sang no song:

“Ochon! my boys are dead,” he eried; “ their loss 1’1l long de-
plore

But comfort ’s in my heart—their graves are red with foreign
gore!”

FINEEN THE ROVER.

An old castle towers o’er the billow
That thunders by Cleena’s green land,
And there dwelt as gallant a rover
As ever grasped hilt by the hand.
Eight stately towers of the waters
Lie anchored in Baltimore Bay,
And over their twenty score sailors,
Oh! who but the Rover holds sway?
Then, ho! for Fineen the Rover!
Fineen O’Driscoll the free! .
Straight as the mast of his galley,
And wild as the wave of the sea!

The Saxons of Cork and Moyallo,
They harried his lands with their powers;
He gave them a taste of his cannon,
And drove them like wolves from his towers.
The men of Clan London brought over
Their strong fleet to make him a slave;
They met him by Mizen’s wild highland,
And the sharks crunched their bones ’neath the wave!
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THE WIND THAT SHAKES THE BARLEY.

I sat within the valley green,
I sat me with my true love;
My sad heart strove the two between,
The old love and the new love;
The old for her, the new that made
Me think on Ireland dearly,
While soft the wind blew down the glade,
And shook the golden barley.

T was hard the woeful words to frame
To break the ties that bound us;
But harder still to bear the shame
Of foreign chains around us.
And so I said, “ The mountain glen
I’ll seek at morning early,
And join the brave United Men,”
While soft winds shook the barley.

While sad I kissed away her tears,
My fond arms around her flinging,
The foeman’s shot burst on our ears,
From out the wildwood ringing;
The bullet pierced my true love’s side,
In life’s young spring so early,
And on my breast in blood she died,
When soft winds shook the barley.

But blood for blood without remorse
I’ve ta’en at Oulart Hollow;

I’ve placed my true love’s clay-cold corse
Where 1 full soon will follow;

And round her grave I wander drear,
Noon, night, and morning early,

With breaking heart where’er I hear
The wind that shakes the barley!

NAISI RECEIVES HIS SWORD.
From ¢ Deirdre.’
Naisi the Usnanian prince, while waiting to attack the Fomorian

pirates, receives a mighty sword from the sea-god Mananan. The
pirates with their King Talc are defeated and slain, their galleys
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are captured, and in them Naisi with Deirdre and their companions
sail for Alba or Scotland.

Now in the lonely hour when with her ray

The moon o’er ocean trailed a shimmering way
That the bright Spirit-folk to heaven might take,
A voice struck Naisi’s ear and bade him wake.
Sudden he woke and wondering, to behold,
Beneath the couch’s furs and cloth of gold,

His wife beside him wrapped in sleep serene,

And ’mid the pillows, in the moony sheen,

His little boy with wild eyes weird and bright
Laughing and crowing loud in huge delight,
With dimpled arms outstretched all silvered o’er
By moonbeams from the calm tent’s open door,

As if some godlike Presence none could see

With kindly wiles there woke his infant glee!
There Naisi looked, and filled with sudden awe

A mighty sword beside its scabbard saw

Stuck two good span-lengths in the grassy earth,
And bright as though the moon had given it Lirth
And cast it flashing down to where it stood
Within the tent-door, glorying in her flood

Of silver light. Then back in calm repose

The strong babe sank, and, wildered, Naisi rose
And bent above the weapon, marveling

If mortal hand ere forged so fair a thing.

And as with curious eyes the hero gazed

On the gold hilt that bright with diamonds blazed,
A spirit voice through his whole being ran

That seemed to say, “ The gift of Mananan!

Take it, and fear not!” Then with eager hand
He grasped the hilt, and plucked the dazzling brand
From the soft earth, and from the tent withdrew
Into the light, and looked with wonder new

On the great blade whereon was picturéd

All shapes that live and move in Ocean’s bed.
Long time he gazed upon its mimic sea,

Then whirled the weapon round full joyously

O’er his proud head in circles of bright lame
That made the night breeze whistle as it came.

He stood and paused; stole softly to the tent;
Donned his strong garb of war, and musing went
Down the smooth hill-side to the glassy sound,
And halted on the shore and gazed around

On rugged isle and smooth white-tented hill,
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And moonlit shore, that lay all cold and still,
Sleeping as though they ne’er would wake again
To life and morning and the sea-lark’s strain.
And, as he looked, a breeze blew on his face,
Perfumed with scents from all the lovely race

Of flowers that blossom by the windy sea,—

The fragrant pink, the wild anemone,

The armeéd thistle ere its head grows old

And the winds blow its beard across the wold,
The foxglove, heather, and sweet-smelling thyme,—
Yea, all the flowers, from north to southland clime
That meet the morn with smiles, their odors sent,
With the fresh salty smell of ocean blent,

On that strange breeze that, waxing momently,
Fulfilled the hero with wild ecstasy

Of heart and brain, as though his footsteps fell

In heaven 'mid meadows of sweet asphodel!

And now, as stronger still the breeze blew by,

The sound’s clear water caught the hero’seye:
Moveless it gleamed, with not one wave to show
That o’er its surface that weird breeze could blow.
Whereat great wonder filled him. To a tree,
That grew behind on the declivity

Of the green height, he turned: no motion there
Of branch or leaf ;—not even his own dark hair
Was lifted by the marvelous wind. Around
Again the hero turned, and with a bound

Of his strong heart, and tingling cheeks all warm
From the fresh blood, beheld the giant form

Of a huge warrior, clad in sea-green mail,
Standing upon the shore. The flowing sail

Of a great bark appeared his cloak; the spray
That dances with the morning winds at play,
Topmost o’er all the woods on Scraba’s elm,
Seemed the tall plume that waved above his helm,
While like a spire he stood, upon the sand

His long spear resting, towering from his hand
As a great larch’s shaft in Ara’s dell.

Silent be stood, the while his glances fell

On the FFomorian gate. A shadow vast

Betimes he seemed, wherethro’ the moonbeams passed

With shimmering glow, or in his mantle caught,
Or linked mail, to Naisi’s vision brought
Strange shifting shapes of all the things that be,
Living or dead, within the crystal sea!
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THE EXPLOITS OF CUROIL
From ‘ Blanid.’

The princes form a league to attack the stronghold of the King
of Mana and carry off his beautiful daughter Blanid. The place
is defended by a mighty wheel ‘‘ set in ages long gone by by Mana-
nan the ruler of the sea,” which stirred the waters of the fosse into
a torrent no ‘‘living wight could pass.” By the help of his magic
spear Curoi destroys the terrible monsters, and strikes the * magic

engine still as a frozen mill-wheel.” Mana is captured, and Blanid
carried off.

There many a man’s dim closing eye was cast
In wonder at the strange Knight’s glittering form,
His spear-staff sloped, like a tall galley’s mast
Bent slantwise by the buffets of the storm,
As with grim frowning brows and footsteps fast
Along the breach with heroes’ heart-blood warm,
’Mid showers of bolts and darts, like Crom the God
Of Thunder, toward the magic wheel he trod.

Now paused he for a space and looked, when, lo!
Between him and the fosse erstwhile so near,
There spread a stricken war-field, where the glow

Fell lurid upon broken sword and spear;
And from a reedy marsh a javelin’s throw

Upon his right crept forth a thing of fear,
A serpent vast, with crested head, and coils
Would crush ten battle chargers. Like the spoils

Of a great city gleamed his spotted back

As from the trembling reeds his volumes rolled,
Wide spread, approaching o’er the tangled wrack

Of battle, his bright head now flashing gold,
Now red, now green, now sapphire. On his track

The hero stood in wrath, and with firm hold
Raised high the spear that from his right hand sped
Down crashing through the monster’s burnished head.

As he plucked forth his spear and still strode on,
Out from behind a heap of slain there rose

A dreadful beast with eyes that gleamed and shone
In fury, like the eyes of one of those

Twin Dragons of the strife that ever run
Beside the feet of Bava when she goes

From the bright Mount of Monad with the brand

Of war far flaring in her arméd hand.
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So flashed the beast’s wild eyes, while o’er the dead
He rushed to meet his foe; as he drew nigh
Uprose the glittering shaft and spear-point dread
And then shot forth, and 'mid the fire-bright eye
Pierced him through brain and body, on the bed
Of war transfixing him; then rising high
The hero loosed his spear, and ’mid the slain
Left him still writhing, and strode forth again.

And, as he went, there rose at every rood
Some monster dire his onward course to stay
To the dread wheel, but through the demon brood
He fearless broke, until before him lay
A river whirling by of streaming blood.
Shouting he plunged therein, and made<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>