















































IRISH WIT AND HUMOR.

THE deservedly great reputation of the Irish people for
wit and humor is one of the things upon which there is
universal agreement. This humor is no recent growth, as
may be seen by the folk lore, the proverbs, and the other
traditional matter of the country. It is one of Ireland’s
ancient characteristics, as some of its untranslated . early
literature conclusively proves. The curious twelfth-cen-
tury story of ¢ The Vision of McConglinne’ is a sample of
this early Celtic humor. The melancholy side of the older
Celtic literature having been most often emphasized and
referred to, it is usually thought that the most striking
feature of that literature is its sadness. Irish proverbs,
some of which are very ancient, are characteristic enough
to show that the early Irish were, as a primitive people
should be, of a naturally joyous turn; for sadness generally
comes with civilization and knowledge; and the fragments
of folk lore which have been rescued impress us with the
idea that its originators were homely, cheerful, and mirth-
ful. The early humor of the Irish Celts is amusing both
in conception and in expression, and, when it was soured
into satire, was frequently of marvelous power and efficacy.

Those who possessed the gift of saying galling things
were much dreaded, and it is not altogether surprising
that Aengus O’Daly and other satirists met with a terrible
retribution from those whom they had rendered wild with
anger. In the early native literature the Saxon of course
came in for his share of ridicule and scorn; but there is
much less of this racial feeling than might have been fairly
expected, and if the bards railed at the invader, they quite
as often assailed their own countrymen.

One reason for the undoubted existence of a belief in
some quarters that the old Celts had little or no humor is
that the reading of Irish history suggests it, and people
may perhaps be forgiven for presuming the impossibility
of preserving humor under the doleful circumstances re-
corded by historians. And, indeed, if there was little to
laugh at even before the English invasion, there was as-
suredly less after it. Life suddenly became tragic for the
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bards and the jesters. In place of the primitive amuse-
ments, the elementary pranks of the first ages, more seri-
ous matters were forced upon their attention; but, appear-
ances notwithstanding, the humorist thrived, and probably
improved in the gloom overcasting the country; at any
rate, the innate good humor of the Irish refused to be com-
pletely stifled or restricted. Personalities were not always
the most popular subjects for ridicule, and the most de-
tested characters, though often attacked in real earnest,
were not the favorite themes with the wits. Cromwell’s
name suggested a curse rather than a joke, and it is only
the modern writers who make a jest of him.

As it is impossible to define humor or wit exactly, it is
hardly wise to add another to the many failures. But Irish
humor, properly speaking, is, one may venture to say,
more imaginative than any other. And it is probably less
ill-natured than that of any other nation, though the Irish
have a special aptness in the saying of things that wound,
and the most illiterate of Irish peasants often puts more
scorn into a retort than the most highly educated of an-
other race. There is sometimes a half-pathetic strain in
the best Irish humorous writers, and just as in their sad-
dest moments the people are inclined to joke, so in many
writings where pathos predominates there gleams forth
native humor. If true Irish humor is not easily defined
with precision, it is at least easily recognizable—there is
so much buoyancy and movement in it, and usually so
much expansion of heart. An eminent French writer
has described humor as a fusion of smiles and tears, but
clearly that defines only one kind, and there are many
varieties; almost as many, one might say, as there are hu-
morists.

The distinguishing between wit and humor is not so
simple a matter as it looks, but one might hazard the opin-
ion that while the one expresses indifference and irrever-
ence, the other is redolent of feeling and sincerity. Hu-
mor and satire are at opposite extremes—the more barbed
and keen a shaft, the more malicious and likely to hurt,
whereas the genuine quality of humor partakes of tender-
ness and gentleness. Sheridan is an admirable example
of a wit, while Lover represents humor in its most confid-
ing aspect. There are intermediate kinds, however, and
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the malice of Curran’s repartees is not altogether akin to
the rasping personalities of “ Father Prout.”

Irish humor is mainly a store of merriment pure and
simple, without much personal taint, and it does not pro-
fess to be philosophical. Human follies or deformities are
rarely touched upon, and luckily Irish humorous writers
do not attempt the didactic. In political warfare, how-
ever, the bitterest taunts are heard, and it is somewhat
regrettable that Irish politics should have absorbed so
great a part of Irish wit, and turned what might have been
pleasant reading into a succession of biting sarcasms.

The Irish political satirists of the eighteenth and nine-
teenth centuries have often put themselves out of court by
the ephemeral nature of their gibes no less than by the ex-
tra-ferocious tone they adopted. There is no denying the
verve and point in the writings of Watty Cox, Dr. Brenan,
J. W. Croker, and so on, but who can read them to-day with
pleasure? Eaton Stannard Barrett’s ¢ All the Talents,
after giving a nickname to a ministry, destroyed it; it
served its purpose, and would be out of place if resurrected
and placed in a popular collection, where the student of
political history—to whom alone it is interesting and
amusing—will hardly meet with it. His ‘ The Heroine,
however, which deals with an evil as familiar in our day
as when he wrote, may well be quoted as an example of his
style.

Besides what has been wasted from a literary point of
view in the way above mentioned, a good deal of the native
element of wit has been dissipated as soon as uttered.
After fulfilling its mission in enlivening a journey or in
circling the festive board, it is forgotten and never appears
in print. How many of Lysaght’s and Curran’s best quips
are passed beyond recall? It cannot be that men like these
obtained their great fame as wits on the few sample witti-
cisms that have been preserved for us. Their literary re-
mains are so scanty and inconsiderable, and their reputa-
tion is so universal, that one can only suppose them to have
been continuously coining jokes and squandering them in
every direction.

Irish humor has been and is so prevalent, however, that
in spite of many losses, there is abundant material for
many volumes. Biographies and books of recollections
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abound with it, the pages of countless books of travel
and descriptions of Irish life are studded with it, and it is
imported into almost every incident and detail of Irish
life—it overflows in the discussions of the local boards, is
bandied about by car men (who have gained a perhaps un-
deserved repute among tourists), comes down from the
theater galleries, is rife in the law courts, and chronic in
the clubs, at the bar dinners, and wherever there is dulness
to be exorcised. Jokes being really as plentiful as black-
berries, no one cares to hoard so common a product.

A proof of the contempt into which the possession of wit
or humor has fallen may be observed in the fact that no
professedly comic paper has ever been able to survive for
long the indifference of the Irish public. There have been
some good ones in Dublin—notably Zoz, Zozimus, Pat,
and The Jarvey—Dbut they have pined away in a compara-
tively short time, the only note of pathos about their
brief existence being the invariable obituary announcement
in the library catalogues—“ No more published.” But
their lives, if short, were merry ones. It was not their
fault if the people did not require such aids to vivacity,
being in general able as they are to strike wit off the cor-
ners of any topic, no matter how unpromising it might ap-
pear.

Naturally enough, the chief themes of the Irish humorist
have been courting and drinking, with the occasional relief
of a fight. The amativeness of the humorous poets is little
short of marvelous. Men like Lover (who has never been
surpassed, perhaps, as a comic love-poet) usually confined
their humor in that groove; others, like Maginn, held reli-
giously to the tradition that liquor is the chief attraction
in life, and the only possible theme for a wit after exhaust-
ing his pleasantries about persons. Maginn, however, was
very much in earnest and did not respect the tradition
simply because it was one, but solely on account of his
belief in its excellence. There can be no question, it seems
to me, of Ireland’s supremacy in the literature devoted to
Bacchus. Whether any credit attaches to the distinction
is, of course, another matter. All the bards were not so
fierce as Maginn in their likes and dislikes when the liquor
was on the table. It may indeed be said of them in justice
that their enthusiasm for the god of wine was often enough
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mere boastfulness. It is difficult to believe Tom Moore’s
raptures about the joys of the bowl. He was no roysterer,
and there is wanting in his Bacchanalian effusions, as
in others of his light and graceful school, that reckless
abandon of the more bibulous set. The lives of the Irish
poets show that a goodly number of them lived up to their
professions of attachment to the bottle. The glorification
of its joys by so many of our poets, their implication that
from no other source is genius to be drawn, suggests that
wit was induced by drinking long and deep. Sallies flowed
therefrom, and the taciturn man without an idea developed
under the genial influence into a delightful conversation-
alist. The bards all declare of the brown jug that ¢ there’s
inspiration in its foaming brim ”—and what more natural
than that they should devote the result to eulogy of the
source? It may be somewhat consoling to reflect that often
they were less reckless than they would have us believe.
Something else besides poetic inspiration comes from the
bowl, which, after all, only brings out the natural quali-
ties.

As a rule, Irish poets have not extracted a pessimis-
tic philosophy from liquor; they are ¢ elevated,” not de-
pressed, and do not deem it essential to the production of a
poem that its author should be a cynic or an evil prophet.
One of the best attributes of Irish poetry is its constant ex-
pression of the natural emotions. Previous to the close of
the seventeenth century, drunkenness, it is said, was not
suggested by the poets as common in Ireland—the pop-
ularity of Bacchanalian songs since that date seems to
prove that the vice soon became a virtue. Maginn is the
noisiest of modern revelers, and easily roars the others
down.

Not a small portion of the humor of Ireland is the un-
conscious variety in the half-educated local poets. Some-
times real wit struggles for adequate expression in Eng-
lish with ludicrous and unlooked-for results. A goodly
number of the street ballads are very comic in descrip-
tion, phraseology, or vituperation, and ‘ Nell Flaherty’s
Drake’ may be taken as a fair specimen of the latter class.
Occasionally there is coarseness, usually absent from gen-
uine Irish songs; sometimes a ghastly sort of grotesquerie,
as in ‘The Night Before Larry Was Stretched.” Oaly a
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few examples of such are necessary to form an idea of the
whole.

Maginn’s great service in exposing the true character of
the wretched rubbish often palmed off on the English pub-
lic as Irish songs deserves to be noticed here. He proved
most conclusively that the stuff thus styled Irish, with
its unutterable refrains of the “ Whack Bubbaboo ” kind,
was of undoubted English origin ; topography, phraseology,
rhymes, and everything else being utterly un-Irish. The
internal evidence alone convicts their authors. No Irish-
man would rhyme O’Reilly to bailie, for instance, and cer-
tainly he would never introduce a priest named “ Father
Quipes” into a song, even if driven to desperation for
rhymes to ¢ swipes.”

In this connection it may be pointed out that not only
in songs, but in many stories and other writings purport-
ing to be Irish, the phraseology is anything but Irish.
Irishmen do not, and never did, speak of their spiritual
guardian as the praste. The Irishman never mispro-
nounces the sound of ie, and if he says tay for tea and mate
for meat he is simply conforming to the old and correct
English pronunciation, as may be seen by consulting the
older Iinglish poets, who always rhymed sea with day, etc.
To this hour, the original sound is preserved by English
people in great and break.

To leave the anonymous, the hybrid, and the spurious,
it will be well to consider the continuity of the humor of
Ireland. The long line of humorous writers who have ap-
peared in our literary history has never been broken, de-
spite many intervals of tribulation. In Anglo-Irish litera-
ture they commence practically with Farquhar, whose
method of treating the follies of fine ladies and ‘ men of
Lonor ” is anticipatory of that of The Spectator.

Swift’s irony, unsurpassable as it is, is cruel to excess,
and has little that is Irish about it. A contemporary and
countryman, Dean Smedley, said he was “ always in jest,
but most so in prayer”; but that is an exaggeration, for
Swift was mostly in grim earnest. The charge implies
that many of his contemporaries, like several moderns, had
a difficulty in satisfying themselves as to when he joked
and when he did not. Smedley is also responsible for an-
other poem directed against Swift, which was posted upon
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the door of St. Patrick’s, Dublin, when the great writer
was appointed its Dean, and of which the following is
the best stanza:—
‘¢ This place he got by wit and rhyme,
And many ways most odd,

And might a bishop be in time,
Did he believe in God.”

The impassive and matter-of-fact way in which Swift,
using the deadliest of weapons, ridicule, reformed the
abuses of his time, deceived a good many. He never moved
a muscle, and his wit shone by contrast with his moody ex-
terior as a lightning-flash illuminates a gloomy sky. It has
that element of unexpectedness which goes far to define the
nature of wit.

Real drollery in Anglo-Irish literature seems to have
begun with Steele. In Steele there is rarely anything to
offend modern taste. His tenderness is akin to Gold-
smith’s, and the natural man is clearly visible in his writ-
ings. A direct contrast is seen in Sterne, who was more
malicious and sly, full of unreality and misplaced senti-
ment, and depending chiefly upon his constant supply of
phrases & double entente and the morbid tastes of his
readers.

Writers like Derrick and Bickerstaff were hardly witty
in the modern sense, but rather in the original literal
meaning of the term. There are many wits, highly popu-
lar in their own day, who are no longer readable with any
marked degree of pleasure. Wit depends so largely upon
the manner of its delivery for the effect produced that the
dramatists do not yield so much as might be expected from
the special fecundity and excellence of the Irish in that
branch of literature. To extract the wit or humor from
some of the eighteenth-century plays is no very easy task.
In men like Sheridan,

* Whose wit, in the combat, as gentle as bright,
Ne'er carried a heart stain away on its blade,”

it is superabundant, over-luxuriant, and easily detachable;
but it is difficult to bring to a focus the wit of such men
as Kane O’Hara, Hugh Kelly, William O’Brien, James
Kenney, and others, whose plays were famous at one time
and are not yet forgotten.
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There never was a writer, perhaps, concerning whose
merits there has been less dispute than Goldsmith. Sher-
idan, with all his brilliance, has not been so fortunate.
Lysaght and Millikin were and are both greatly overrated
as poets and wits, if we are to judge by the fragments they
have left. Lysaght, however, must have been considered
a genuine wit, for we find a number of once popular songs
wrongly attributed to him. He most unquestionably did
not write ¢ The Sprig of Shillelagh,” ¢ Donnybrook Fair,’
‘The Rakes of Mallow,” or ¢ Kitty of Coleraine, though
they have all been put down as his. The first two were
written by H. R. Code and Charles O’Flaherty respec-
tively. Millikin’s fame is due to one of those literary acci-
dents which now and then occur. Henry Luttrell in his
verse had something of the sprightliness and point of
Moore.

Of parodists, Maginn may be considered the best. He
was a great humorist in every way, and may be claimed as
the earliest writer who showed genuine rollicking Irish
humor. He could be both coarse and refined; and his
boisterous praise of the bottle was not a sham. But his
occasional apparent delight in savage personal eriticism
was really quite foreign to his character, as he was a most
amiable man, much loved by those who knew him. It
was ditferent with “ Father Prout,” who was one of the
venomous order of wits, and certainly not a personal fa-
vorite with his colleagues. His frequent and senseless
attacks on O’Connell and other men, dragged into all his
essays, are blots on his work. His wit is too often merely
abusive, like that of Dr. Kenealy, who, almost as learned
as “ Prout,” was quite as unnecessarily bitter.

It is from Lover that we get the eream, not the curds, of
Irish humor. He is the Irish arch-humorist, and it is
difficult to exaggerate the excellence of his love songs.
Others may be more classical, more polished, more subtle,
but there is no writer more irresistible. Among his earlier
contemporaries Ettingsall was his nearest counterpart in
one notable story. It must not be forgotten, either, that
‘ Darby Doyle’s Voyage to Quebec’ appeared in print
before Lover’s ¢ Barny O’Reirdon.” Carleton and Lever
were admirable humorists, but only incidentally so;
whereas Lover was nothing if not a humorist before all.

































SAMUEL LOVER—(Continued).

NEW POTATOES.—AN IRISH MELODY.

Enter Katty with a gray cloak, a dirty cap, and a black eye; a sieve of
potatoes on her head, and a trifle o’ sper'ts <n it. Katty meanders down
Patrick-street.

KATTY. My new pittayatees!—My-a-new pittayatees!—
My new—(Meeting a friend.) Sally, darlin’, is that you?

SarLy. Throth, it’s myself; and what’s the matther?

KATTY. ’Deed my heart’s bruk, cryin’—(New pit-
tayatees!)—crying afther that vagabone.

SALLy. Is it Mike?

Karry. Throth, it’s himself indeed.

SAaLLy. And what is it he done?

Karry. Och! he ruined me with his—(New pittaya-
tees!)—with his goin-an—the owld thing, my dear—

SALLy. Throwin’ up his little finger,! I suppose?

KaTTy. Yis, my darlint: he kem home th’ other night,
blazin’ blind dhrunk, cryin’ out—(New pittay-a-tees!)—
roarin’ and bawlin’, that you’d think he’d rise the roof.

“ Bad luck attend you ; bad cess to you, you pot-wallopin’
varmint,” says he (maynin’ me, i’ you plaze),—* wait till
I ketch you, you sthrap, and it’s 1’1l give you your fill iv
— (New pittayatees!)—your fill iv a lickin’, if ever you got
it,”” says he.

So, with that, I knew the villain was mulvathered;? let
alone the heavy fut o’ the miscrayint an the stairs, that a
child might know he was done for— (New pittayatees!)

SALLy. Musha! God help you, Katty.

KATTY. Oh, wait till you hear the ind o° my—(New
pittayatees!)—o’ my troubles, and it’s then you’ll open
your eyes— (My new pittayatees!)—

SALLy. Oh, bud I pity you.

Karry. Oh, wait—wait, my jewel—(My new pittay-
atees!)—wait till T tell you the ind of it. Where did I
lave aff? Oh, ay, at the stairs.

1 Throwing . . . finger, getting drunk. 2 Mulvathered, intoxicated.
2071
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Well, as he was comin’ upstairs (knowin’ how it ud be),
I thought it best to take care o’ my— (New pittayatees!)—
to take care o’ myself; so with that I put the bowlt an the
door, betune me and danger, and kep’ listnin’ at the key-
hole; and sure enough, what should I hear but—(New
pittayatees!)—but the vagabone gropin’ his way round
the cruked turn in the stair, and tumblin’ afther into the
hole in the flure an the landin’, and whin he come to him-
self he gev a thunderin’ thump at the door. “ Who's
there? ” says 1: says he—(New pittayatees!)— Let me
in,” says he, “ you vagabone ” (swarin’ by what I wouldn’t
mintion), “or by this and that, 1’1l massacray you,” says
he, “ within an inch o'—(New pittayatees!)—within an
inch o’ your life,” says he. ¢ Mikee, darlint,” says I,
sootherin’ him.

SALLy. 'Why would you call sitch a ’tarnal vagabone,
darlint? _

Karry. My jew’l, didn’t I tell you I thought it best to
soother him with—(New pittayatees!y—with a tindher
word? So, says I, ¢ Mikee, you villain, you 're disguised,”
says I, “ you ’re disguised, dear.”

“You lie,” says he, ¢ you impident sthrap, I’m not dis-
guised, but if I’m disguised itself,” says he, “ I1’ll make
you know the differ,”” says he.

Oh! I thought the life id lave me, when I heerd him say
the word; and with that I put my hand an— (My new pit-
tayatees!)—an the latch o’ the door, to purvint it from slip-
pin’; and he ups and he gives a wicked kick at the door,
and says he, “ If you don’t let me in this minit,” says he,
“I°11 be the death o’ you—(New pittayatees!)—o’ your-
self and your dirty breed,” says he. Think o’ that, Sally
dear, to abuse my relations.

SALLY. Oh, the ruffin.

Karry. Dirty breed indeed! By my sowkins, they 're
as good as his any day in the year, and was never behoulden
to—(New pittayatees!)—to go a beggin’ to the mendicity
for their dirty—(New pittayatees!)—their dirty washin’
o’ pots, and sarvints’ lavins, and dogs’ bones, all as one as
that cruked disciple of his mother’s cousin’s sisther, the
owld drunken aper-se-and, as she is.

SALLY. No, in troth, Katty dear.

KATTY. Well, where was I? Oh, ay, I left off at—(New
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pittayatees!)—TI left off at my dirty breed. Well, at the
word “ dirty breed,” I knew full well the bad dhrop was up
in him—and, faith it’s soon and suddint he made me
sensible av it, for the first word he said was—(New pit-
tayatees!)—the first word he said was to put his shoulder
to the door, and in he bursted the door, fallin’ down in the
middle o’ the flure, cryin’ out— (New pittayatees!)—cryin’
out, “ Bad luck attind you,” says he, “ how dar’ you refuse
to lit me into my own house, you sthrap? ” says he, “ agin
the law o’ the land,” says he, scramblin’ up on his pins
agin, as well as he could, and as he was risin’, says I—
(New pittayatees!)—says 1 to him (screeching out loud,
that the neighbors in the flure below might hear me),
“ Mikee, my darlint,” says I

“ Keep the pace, you vagabone,” says he; and with that,
he hits me a lick av a—(New pittayatees!)—a lick av a
stick he had in his hand, and down I fell (and small blame
to me), down I fell on the flure, cryin’—(New pittaya-
tees!)—cryin out, ¢ Murther! murther!”

SaLLy. Oh, the hangin’ bone villian!

Karrty. Oh, that’s not all! As I was risin’, my jew’l,
he was goin’ to sthrek me agin; and with that I cried out—
(New pittayatees!)—1I cried out, ¢ Fair play, Mikee,” says
I, “ don’t sthrek a man down;”’ but he wouldn’t listen to
rayson, and was goin’ to hit me agin, when I put up the
child that was in my arms betune me and harm. ¢ Look
at your babby, Mikee,” says I. “ How do I know that, you
flag-hoppin’ jade?” says he. Think o’ that, Sally jew’l—
misdoubtin’ my vartue, and I an honest woman, as I am.
God help me!

SALLY. Ol! bud you’re to be pitied, Katty dear.

Karry. Well, puttin’ up the child betune me and harm,
as he was risin’ his hand—* Oh!” says I, “ Mikee, darlint,
don’t sthrek the babby ; ” but, my dear, before the word was
out o’ my mouth, he sthruk the babby. (I thought the life
’id lave me). And, iv coorse, the poor babby that never
spuk a word began to cry—(New pittayatees!)—began to
cry and roar, and bawl, and no wondher.

SALLY. Oh! the haythen, to go sthrek the child.

Karry. And, my jew’l, the neighbors in the flure below,
hearin’ the skrimmage, kem runnin up the stairs, cryin’
out—(New pittayatees!)—ecryin’ out ¢ watch, watch!
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Mikee M’Evoy,” says they, * would you murther your wife,
you villian? ” “ YWhat ’s that to you? ” says he; “isn’t she
my own?” says he, “and if I plaze to make her feel the
weight o’ my— (New pittayatecs!)—the weight o’ my fist,
what’s that to you? ” says he; “it’s none o’ your business,
anyhow, so keep your tongue in your jaw, and your toe ir
your pump, and ’t will be betther for your— (New pittaya-
tees!y—t will be betther for your health, I’m thinkin’,”
says he; and with that he looked cruked at thim, and
squared up to one ¢’ thim—(a poor definceless craythur, a
tailor).

“ Could you fight your match?” says the poor innocent
man.

“ Lave my sight,” says Mike, “or, by jingo, I’ll put a
stitch in your side, my jolly tailor,” says he.

“Yiv put a stitch in your wig already,” says the tailor
“and that’ll do for the present writin’.”

And with that, Mikee was goin’ to hit him with a—(New
pittayatees!)—a lift-hander; but he was cotch howld iv be-
fore he could let go his blow ; and who should stand up for-
ninst him, but—(My new pittayatees!)—but the tailor’s
wife; (and, by my sowl, it’s she that’s the sthrapper, and
more’s the pity she’s thrown away upon one o’ the sort;)
and says she, “ Let me at him,” says she, ¢“it’s I that used
to give 2 man a lickin’ every day in the week; you ’re bowld
an the head now, you vagabone,” says she; “but if I had
you alone,” says she, “ no matther if I wouldn’t take the
consait out o’ your— (New pittayatees!)—out o’ your brag-
in’ heart;” and that’s the way she wint an ballyraggin’
him, and by gor, they all tuk patthern afther her, and
abused him, my dear, to that degree, that I vow to the Lord,
the very dogs in the street wouldn’t lick his blood.

SALLY. Obh, my blessin’ an thim.

KaTry. And with that, one and all, they began to cry—
(New pittayatees!)—they began to ery him down; and, at
last they all swore out, “ Hell ’s bells attind your berrin’,”
says they, ¢ you vagabone,” as they just tuk him up by the
scruff o’ the neck, and threw him down the stairs; every
step he’d take you’d think he’d brake his neck (glory be
to God!) and so I got rid o’ the ruftin; and then they left
me cryin’—(New pittayatees!)—cryin’ afther the vaga-
bone—though the angels knows well he wasn’t desarvin’ 0’
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one precious drop that fell from my two good-lookin’ eyes:
—and, oh! but the condition he left me in.

SaLLy. Lord look down an you!

Karry. And a purty sight it id be, if you could see how
I was lyin’ in the middle of the flure, cryin’—(New pit-
tayatees!)—cryin’ and roarin’ and the poor child, with his
eye knocked out, in the corner cryin’—(New pittayatees!)
—and, indeed, every one in the place was cryin’—(New
pittayatees!)

SaLLY. And no wondher, Katty dear.

KarTy. Oh, bud that’s not all. If you seen the condi-
tion the place was in afther it; it was turned upside down,
like a beggar’s breeches. Throth, I’d rather be at a bull-
bait than at it—enough to make an honest woman cry—
(New pittayatees!)—to see the daycent room rack’d and
ruin’d, and my cap tore aff my head into tatthers—throth,
you might riddle bulldogs through it; and bad luck to the
hap’orth he left me, but a few— (New pittayatees!)—a few
coppers; for the morodin’ thief spint all his—(New pit-
tayatees!)—all his wages o’ the whole week in makin’ a
baste iv himself; and God knows but that comes aisy to
him! and divil a thing had I to put inside my face, nor a
dhrop to dhrink, barrin’ a few—(New pittayateces!)—a
few grains o’ tay, and the ind iv a quarter o’ sugar, and my
eyes as big as your fist, and as black as the pot (savin’ your
presence,) and a beautiful dish iv—(New pittayatces!)—
dish of delf, that I bought only last week in Templebar,
bruk in three halves, in the middle o’ the ruction—and the
rint o’ the room not ped—and I dipindin’ only an—(Necw
pittayatees!)—an cryin’ a sieve-ful o’ pratees, or schreech-
in’ a lock o’ savoys, or the like.

But I’ll not brake your heart any more, Sally dear;—
God ’s good, and never opens one door but he shuts another,
and that’s the way iv it; an’ strinthins the wake with—
(New pittayatees!)—with his protection—and may the
widdy and the orphin’s blessin’ be an his name, I pray'—
And my thrust is in Divine Providence, that was always
good to me—and sure I don’t despair; but not a night that
I kneel down to say my prayers, that I don’t pray for—
(New pittayatees!)—for all manner o’ bad luck to attind
that vagabone, Mikee M’Evoy. My curse light an him this
blessid minit; and—
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And ’t would save us so much bother when we’d both be one
another—
So listen now to reason, Molly Brierley.
O I’m not myself at all!

RORY O’MORE.

Young Rory O’More courted Kathleen bawn,

He was bold as a hawk, and she soft as the dawn;

He wished in his heart pretty Kathleen to please,

And he thought the best way to do that was to tease.

“ Now, Rory, be aisy,” sweet Kathleen would cry,

Reproof on her lips, but a smile in her eye;

“With your tricks I don’t know, in troth, what I’m about;
Faith, you 've teased till I’ve put on my cloak inside out.”
“Oh! jewel,” says Rory, “ that same is the way

You ’ve thrated my heart for this many a day,

And ’t is plazed that I am, and why not, to be sure?

For ’t is all for good luck,” says bold Rory O’More.

“ Indeed, then,” says Kathleen, “ don’t think of the like,
For I half gave a promise to soothering Mike;

The ground that I walk on he loves, I’ll be bound.”
“Faith,” says Rory, “1°d rather love you than the ground.”
“Now, Rory, I’ll cry, if you don’t let me go;

Sure I dream every night that I ’m hating you so!”
“Oh!” says Rory, “that same I’m delighted to hear,
For dhrames always go by contrairies, my dear!

Oh! jewel, keep dreaming that same till you die,

And bright morning will give dirty night the black lie;
And ’t is plazed that T am, and why not, to be sure?
Since ’t ig all for good luck,” says bold Rory O’More.

“ Arrah, Kathleen, my darlint, you ’ve teazed me enough,

Sure I’ve thrashed, for your sake, Dinny Grimes and Jim
Duff;

And I’ve made myself, drinking your health, quite a baste,

So I think, after that, I may talk to the priest.”

Then Rory, the rogue, stole his arm round her neck,

So soft and so white, without freckle or speck,

And he looked in her eyes that were beaming with light,

And he kissed her sweet lips,—don’t you think he was right?

“ Now, Rory, leave off, sir; you’ll hug me no more;

That ’s eight times to-day that you ’ve kissed me before.”

“Then here goes another,” says he, “ to make sure,

For there ’s luck in odd numbers,” says Rory O’More.
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A VILLAGE SOVEREIGN.

Her inches were hardly proportionate to her years, and
these measured three. She balanced the deficiency by
breadth, and toddled about on the fattest of short legs.
She was not pretty after the angelic pattern, and was all
the more engaging.

It would be difficult for her biographer to say which
were the more adorable; her smile, that raced like a pink
radiance from the soft little chin to the crystal blue eyes,
or the two perpendicular lines of thought and fearful anx-
iety that sometimes sprang between the mobile brows, and
generally furnished the occasion for stamping her foot
at some refractory subject, or were brought into play by
an earnest insistence on having the unanswerable an-
swered without delay.

As most of her hours were spent out-of-doors, and hats
were antipathetic to her, it followed that few of her sub-
jects enjoyed sight of the carefully combed and curled
little poll that left her mother’s hands every morning. In-
stead, they had the more disturbing, if less elegant, pic-
ture of fine brown silk rolling and shaking, like the floss of
a King Charles, in the dearest confusion imaginable round
and about the bright little face. The invasion of curls just
permitted the pretty upward play of brown eyelashes
against the protruding arch of brow, so that the big blue
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eyes looked out from a forest of winter shade. She had the
divinest of mouths, an arched rosy bud, formed as a
child’s mouth rarely is, sweet and perfectly shaped, with
an imperious claim upon kisses. Not to wish to kiss her,
was to prove yourself inhuman. She was never dirty,
though not exactly a precisian in the matter of raiment.
It would not be safe to trust her with an orange, if it were
intended she should sit upon the chairs of civilization, an
emblem of spotless childhood ; but she could be relied upon
any day to pass a neighborhood where mud-pies were being
manufactured and not succumb to the burning temptation
to bemire herself. ‘

Such was Norry, the uncrowned queen of a remote little
town on the edge of a glorious Irish lake. Like the Orien-
tal philanthropist, she loved her fellow-men. Her exist-
ence was based on the first law of Christianity, with such
a surprising result that her fellows of all classes, creeds,
sexes, and ages worshiped her.

She was not of the order of female infant that is con-
tent to stay indoors and play with dolls. Nor were out-
door games the chief delight of her life. What she liked
was the making and sustaining of universal acquaint-
ances.

She woke with the dawn preoccupied with the fortunes
of Tommy This and Molly That, and chattered about them
while she graciously submitted to the encroachments of
soap, water, bath-towel, and brush; and she was still dis-
coursing of them in passionate interludes while Marcella
fed her upon bread and milk and porridge in the kitchen.

She it was who welcomed all new-comers into the town
—tramps, travelers, and visitors. Her formula was as
rigid and unchanging as royal etiquette. She drew no line
between beggars and noblemen, but simply said to the
trousered male: ¢ Man, what’s your name?” If there
were any geniality in the reply (and there usually was),
she as invariably added: “ The blessings of Dod on you.
Kiss me!” Upon her lips, however, the command took the
form of tish. The person in petticoats she addressed as
‘’oman,” and if the ’oman happened to be accompanied by
a baby, it was an exciting moment for Norry.

Babies, puppies, and kittens constituted the most in-
teresting portion of humanity in her eyes. They were all
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doaty, as she called them. She insisted on kissing every
baby that crossed her path, even on occasional visits to
the thronged city where her grandmother lived, to the dis-
may and discomfort of her handsome young aunts. What-
ever she had in her hand she needs must bestow upon the
long-frocked creature, not infrequently to repent her of
her generosity five minutes later, and demand restitution
of the gift.

When she had, so to speak, conferred the freedom of
the town upon the stranger, Norry instantly toddled off
with eager intent to acquaint the world that Johnny Mur-
phy or Biddy Magrath had been welcomed to her domin-
ioms.

The episode of Norry and the Marquis is a tale in which
the town takes much pride. The idlers round the bar still
tell it to one another with unabated glee; and Norry’s
kindness to the big man is one of the reasons why the
town has lately begun to look with less open disfavor upon
that haughty aristocrat. IFor the lord of the soil is not a
genial person. He is distant, high-handed, and ungener-
ous. He takes no inconsiderable income from an impov-
erished land with never so much as a thank you, a humane
inquiry into the prosperity of his tenants, or a single evi-
dence of thought for their welfare; and he spends it to the
last farthing, along with, his good manners and smiles, in
England. There we hear of him as a delightful type of
the Irish gentleman, off-handed, witty, and a capital host;
in Norry’s town (which ought to be his) he is known as .
a morose, close-fisted, and overbearing Saxon. So much
may a man differ in his attitude toward one race and
another.

A wave of universal joy passed over the town the day
Kitty IFarrell publicly rebuked him for his lack of man-
ners among his own people. Kitty keeps the newspaper-.
shop, and an Irish daily paper being one of the few things
the Marquis could not import from England, it followed
that he ran up a small account with Kitty during his last
sojourn before Norry was born. Driving through the town
on his way to the station, the lord of the soil stopped his
carriage and called out from the window to Kitty to know
the amount due.

“ Half-a-crown, me lord,” said Kitty, dropping an ele-
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gant curtsy that quite carried off the inelegance of bare
feet and tattered skirts.

“ There, girl,” cried the Marquis, flinging a silver piece
on the ground.

Kitty did not move so much as an eyelash in direction
of the fallen coin, but as the carriage began to roll on
again, my lord lying back as proud as an invader, she ran
after it, shrieking at the top of her voice: * Me lord, me
lord, I telled ye ye owe me half-a-crown.”

“It’s on the ground,”’ the Marquis retorted, frowning.
“T threw it out of the window.”

“ Oh, me lord, I have nothing to do with your throw-
ings. Maybe ’t is your divarsion; ’t is no affair of mine
anyway. What I want is me money paid into me own
hand, as between Christian and Christian. Your driver is
welcome to the other bit of silver, if he likes, but I must
be paid in me own fashion.”

It was chanted in the sing-song brogue all over the town
that evening, how grand a sight it was to see the Marquis
take a half-crown out of his pocket, and submissively place
it on Kitty’s extended palm.

But a smaller flower of her sex was to subdue the
haughty Marquis in quite another way. He had not vis-
ited his Irish estates since the appearance of Norry on the
scene, and in consequence could not be aware that, in com-
parison with this pinafored autocrat, he was a personage
of no influence or prestige whatever. On the other hand,
Norry had never heard of the lord of the soil, and was
under the impression that the beautiful park formed, like
everything else around her, a suitable environment and
background for her own individuality.

While her mother dawdled over the breakfast-table, be.
lieving Norry still engaged upon her bread and milk in the
kitchen with Marcella, the child was toddling up the main
street, hatless, the brown floss on her head blown about in
every direction. After her straggled a band of admiring
children to whom she discoursed lispingly in her ardent,
imperious, and wholly delightful fashion. They obeyed
her because they loved her, but they would have had to
obey her in any case. Disobedience and dissent were
things she neither comprehended nor tolerated. She went
towards the park, and at the top of the street commanded
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her guard of honor to await her return; not because she
yearned to breathe awhile in the fresh morning air the
privacy of incognito, for she was unacquainted with shy-
ness as she was with fear; but she said she wanted to see
Jacky Molloy’s puppy, and Jacky was an invalid living in
a cottage close to the park avenue.

Her intention was suddenly diverted as she turned the
corner by the sight of an imposing stranger in a shooting-
jacket. The park gate had swung behind him, and he was
advancing rapidly in her direction. Norry put up a pink
finger and laid it against her lovely mouth. With her this
signified grave perplexity, and the gesture was rendered
still more quaint by the lines of intense mental effort that
so deliciously corrugated her forehead, and vested her in a
fascinating aspect of worry. Even at so young an age are
the cares of sovereignty apparent, and a regal mind is none
the less uneasy because the emblem of royalty happens not
to be visible. Here was a stranger entering Norry’s do-
minions with an air of command, while she herself was
not acquainted with him. She did not puzzle out the sit-
uation upon lines quite so clear perhaps, but she eyed the
imposing stranger questioningly, and promptly made up
her mind. It is possible she had a preference for ragged
humanity, but she was quite above such meanness as draw-
ing the line in the matter of tailoring. After all the
lonely, unhappy stranger could not help being well
dressed, she may have supposed, and it was really no
reason why he should not be greeted as well as her fa-
vorite tramps and idlers. So she walked unhesitatingly
up to him, and barred his way with one of her imperious
gestures.

The stranger cast a casual glance upon her. She was
not effectively pretty, and you had to look twice until you
knew her, to realize how adorable she was. He was mov-
ing on in his cold ungenial mood,—for children as mere
children did not appeal to him, above all the children of
his Irish tenants—when her lisped demand and frown of
ecstatic seriousness arrested him. *“ Man, what’s your
name? ”’

The stranger stared at the little creature, at first in
something like dismay; then the frown and the imperative
glance that revealed a nature not to be trifled with, amused
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him, and finally captivated him. He thought it the oddest
thing in the world, and smiled almost pleasantly as he
answered, “ Grandby.”

“ Dood-morrow, Dandby; I am dad to see you, and the
blessings of Dod on you, Dandby.”

There was a whiff of royal favor in the greeting on her
side, a sense of duty accomplished and a generous feeling
that this different kind of man had as much claim upon
her goodwill as Murphy the tramp. The Marquis of
Grandby, on his side, was convulsed with the comicality
of it; for he was not so saturnine that he had no sense of
humor. You see, he was born on Irish soil, by which
we explain any virtue there might be in him, while the
vices we good-naturedly lay to the account of his Saxon
training. Anyhow, if he did get out of bed that morning
on the wrong side, her Majesty Queen Norry soon set him
right. He showed his entertainment in the situation by
baring his teeth under a heavy gray mustache; then he
drew himself up, lifted his hat, and thanked her with a
gravity no less superb than her own.

Norry, I have said, had no salient marks of beauty;
there was nothing about her either of princess or fairy,
and she wore no more picturesque raiment than a little
red woolen frock and a plain pinafore. But she stirred
the heart of the Marquis to an unwonted softness. He was
about to ask her name when she continued in her broken
eagerness of voice: “ Have you tum to stay with us,
Dandby?”

Norry included the whole town in her definition of fam-
ily, and the man living at the other end of the street was
only a man occupying another room, and apt at any mo-
ment to drop into the family cirele.

“ May I not know your name too, little madam?”

“ Norry,” she said impatiently, as if in reply to an ir-
relevant question. '

“ And Mamma’s name? ” asked the Marquis.

“ Mother’s name is O’Neill. She lives down there; we
all live down there,” she jerked, chopping up in her ex-
citement her lisping syllables upon the click of tiny teeth.
“Wouldn’t you like to see Jack Molloy’s puppy,—a doaty
little dog? The Sergeant gave it to him.”

“Let us go and look at Jacky Molloy’s puppy, by all
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means,” said the amused Marquis. “ But first, Norry, I
think you ought to give me a kiss.”

Norry held up her rosebud mouth without a smile upon
her perplexed and shadowed countenance. This was part
of her duty, to kiss mankind, and the moment she felt to
be a very serious one. The Marquis lifted her in his arms,
and marveled at himself as he did so. When he had kissed
her, an irresistible impulse seized him. He did not set her
down again on her fat short legs, but just dropped her on
his broad shoulder. Norry shrieked with delight. Here
was virtue triumphantly rewarded! She had done a good
turn by an acquaintance worth making,—a man who could
hoist a little girl so easily and jolt her at a swinging pace
through the air.

She indicated the direction of Jacky’s house with a
dimpled hand, and concluded her information with the
assurance that she was glad she had met him. At the
cottage-door the Marquis rapped, and said to the white-
capped woman whom he summoned: ‘ Norry and I have
come to see Jacky’s puppy.” The woman at once curtsied
in a flutter of recognition and surprise. “I met this little
lady near my gates, and she was kind enough to make ac-
quaintance with me. She proposed to take me here to see
a puppy in the light of a favor, and I see she is accus-
tomed to .1ave her way,” he explained.

“ Sure’t is our own Miss Norry, blessings on her,” cried
Mrs. Molloy, gazing tenderly after the child, who had al-
ready made her way into the inner room, where Jacky lay
in bed nursing his puppy. ¢ Sure’tis herself we love, me
lord; she’s like sunshine on a wet day.”

“Tum in here, Dandby; tum!” Norry shouted impe-
riously. “ Watch me pull the puppy’s tail.”

Mrs. Molloy’s face wrinkled in a frightened smile. It
was nothing less than awful to her to hear the great man
addressed as Grandby.

The Marquis submissively went inside, and satisfied
Norry by kissing Jacky Molloy and taking the puppy into
his arms. It was one thing to kiss Norry, but he really felt
that, had any choice been left to him, he would have pre-
ferred not to kiss poor white-cheeked Jacky. He had no
sentiment for children, but having accepted Norry’s pro-
tection, he knew when it was becoming to yield.
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Now Norry could not stay long in one place, and when

she entered a house she felt it an obligation to visit every
living member thereof, so while the Marquis, for mere
form’s sake, was putting a few casual questions to Jacky
and his mother, she raced into the kitchen to greet the
tabby.
"~ Mrs. Molloy took the opportunity to follow her, and
whispered quickly to her: “ You mustn’t call that gentle-
man Grandby, Miss Norry. ’Tis he as is himself the
Markiss.”

Norry caught the word, and, still strangling the tabby
in her arms, returned to Jacky’s room. ¢ Dandby,” she
burst out in her passionate way, “ Mrs. Molloy she says
you isn’t Dandby but the Marskiss. Are you the Marskiss
or Dandby?”

“ Some big people call me a Marskiss, Norry, it is true;
but you must please call me Dandby,—unless you fall out
with me.”

“ Norry never falls out with anybody,” Jacky cried with
enthusiastic emphasis.

“I’1l tum a-morrow and see you adain, Jacky,” said
Norry, taking his championship as her due. “ Now I’m
doing up the town to see lots of people,—my aunt Mary,
and the Doctor, and Father Luke, and Biddy Malone’s
goat. Dood-bye, Jacky; I’ll tum a-morrow, Mrs. Molloy.
Tum, Dandby! He isn’t the Marskiss, Mrs. Molloy.”

The Marquis slipped a silver coin under Jacky’s pillow,
and went out in obedience to his superior’s order.

Outside Norry spied her guard of honor straggling down
toward her. She bethought herself that her duty to the
stranger was accomplished, and that she had her friends
to look after. He, she concluded, might be trusted to find
his way about the place. Releasing his hand, she gave him
a bright explanatory nod, and shouted out: “I’m tumin’,
Kitty and Tommy, pre’ntly. Wait for me, wait for me,”
and waddled on at a running pace extremely diverting to
watch.

The lonely stranger, thus abandoned to his own devices,
found occupation for the day; but he remembered to ques-
tion his agent about Norry. The subsidiary parents were
naturally mentioned only to drop into insignificance.
Norry’s parents might belong to her, and as such receive
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some slight attention; but no living soul dreamed of be-
lieving that Norry belonged to them. They were excellent
people, it was generally affirmed,—he a gentleman in
every sense of the word, she a very charming young lady—
but their fame rested mainly on the fact that they belonged
to Norry. When they traveled up to town and left the
child behind them, all the idlers and tramps of the place
were constituted her nurses,—Marcella not being regarded
as sufficiently ubiquitous to have an eye upon majesty of
so vagabond a disposition. When she voyaged out of
sight, a group of ruffians, engaged in supporting the town-
walls between the pauses of refreshing exhausted nature,
would forsake bar and gossip, and dawdle in her wake
with their hands in their pockets, whistling as they went
along. Like so many big mastiffs, each one felt upon his
honor to protect her.

She had a word for all; not the meanest of her subjects
went unrewarded. She felt as a princess feels, without
any vanity, that she was the center of universal attraction,
and that the person who attempted to quarrel with her
was bound by this very fact, as by an inevitable natural
law, to get the worst of it. This perhaps was the uncon-
scious meaning of her splendid generosity to her play-
mates, whatever their sex or class might be. If she in-
sisted on their obedience,—and this, I am afraid, she
did in no half-hearted way—at least she never told tales
of them, or procured them punishment or blame, and al-
ways gave more than she received. The result was that
there was not one rebel in her train, and I solemnly be-
lieve not one was jealous of her. Hers was a very equable
and magnanimous disposition; and her reign was pacific,
when, such was her power, it might have led to civil war.

The Marquis left the town next morning. From his car-
riage he caught sight of Norry clutching a slice of bread
and jam at which she took bites in the intervals of voluble
chatter with the parish priest, who had stopped to talk
to her. The jam had made big red blotches on her pina-
fore, and her face and fingers were in a lamentable state.
Nevertheless, this second vision of her revealed her as
more bewitching to the Marquis than the first. There was
no wind, so her curls were in a more orderly confusion,
and as she was less excited, her lisping chatter flowed on
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with a quainter fluency. The Marquis pulled the check-
string, and the carriage stopped in front of Norry and
Father Sullivan. “ Good-bye, Norry,” he called out.

“ Dood-bye, Dandby,” Norry cried, remembering his
name without any hesitation. “Tum a-morrow adain;
I’se sorry you’re doing away.”

Father Sullivan wheeled round in profound amaze-
ment and quickly uncovered. The Marquis gave him a
curt nod, and before he could recover his wits and make
proffer of an elegant greeting, the carriage was rolling
down to the broad open road.

“ Mrs. Molloy called him the Marskiss,” Norry said
contemptuously, with as much bitterness as her genial
little heart was capable of harboring toward a fellow-
creature. The word Marskiss being an unknown quantity
in her ears, she conceived it as a term of obloquy, and re-
sented its application to the amiable stranger who ap-
peared so properly grateful for her kindness and conde-
scension. Now, if he had been called a Sergeant it would
be quite another thing. That would have been the highest
compliment, for was not the Sergeant of her own town
one of her very dearest friends,—Pat Maguire, a splendid
specimen of the Irish Constabulary, who was ready any
day to risk his life for her?

The story of Norry and the Marquis was round the town
before the morning papers from Dublin were distributed.
It was told in every shop, at every bar, and recounted in
various ways to that bird of passage, the bagman; it was
droned over fires in the bewitching sing-song brogue of
the country, mellowed and adorned with the people’s im-
aginative art, as it passed from mouth te mouth. Larry
Reilly had his version from Father Sullivan; the Doctor
had a more detailed and highly colored account from the
Marquis’s agent, who in turn received it direct from the
noble lord himself. The agent, as fine a Yellow as ever
crossed a bog and rolled the Irish r, was the only popular
person in the Grandby establishment, and the Marquis lost
nothing in his version of the tale. Then there was Mrs.
Molloy’s account; and here the unpopular person, by his
attitude of bland submission to the autocrat of the village
and his positively human behavior, quite captivated the

rusltic heart. He wasn’t, you see, such a black-bearted vil-
32
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lain after all, or at least Norry had charmed the fiend out
of him ; shouldn’t wounder if after this he reduced the rents
twenty-five per cent all round. The Marquis did not re-
duce the rents, or accomplish any other act of virtue that
we have heard of; but he returned to Ireland after a
shorter interval than was yet known of since his marriage
with a hard-faced and disagreeable Saxon.

Meanwhile Norry lived her life of al fresco sovereignty.
Her mother had taken her up to the city once in what
Norry described to us afterwards as ¢ the bogey puff-puff,”’
and there she had won hearts and broken them in about
.equal proportion.

She had a disconcerting habit of stopping every police-
man she met, under the impression he must be related to
her friend the Sergeant, with a quaint ‘ Dood-morrow,
Sergeant; the blessings of Dod on ye, Sergeant.” She
would insist on darting away from aunt or mother in a
crowded street, to kiss the latest baby, or pat a stray dog,
or strive gallantly in her enthusiasm to strangle a terrified
cat; she wanted to stop and make acquaintance with the
horses as well, and greeted every stranger that crossed
her path with a reassuring smile, when she was forcibly
restrained from asking his or her name. Once there was
a fearful accident, outside her grandmother’s gate. A
mastiff was lying on the path irritable from heat and
thirst. In any other mood, I am sure so large an animal
would Dbe gifted with sufficient sagacity to recognize a
friend; but he panted and glowered in a sullen and angry
temper, and when Norry stooped down to place two fat
arms round ¢ the doaty dog,” the ill-humored brute bit her
arm furiously. That was a bad moment for her aunts.
The child’s arm bled, but Norry herself never cried; she
was afraid the dog would be scolded if it were known how
much she suffered. In the garden, without waiting to go
inside, an aunt knelt down and sucked the arm till the
bleeding stopped ; and within ten minutes the magnificent
dog was shot. An hour afterwards Norry was running
about as bright and well as ever, though anxious eyes
dwelt upon her for some days.

Her aunts wisely felt that a dead country town, with
no traffic to speak of and a prevailing sense of brother-
hood, formed a more suitable and picturesque background
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for such a disturbing individuality as Norry’s, and were
not sorry to see her safely ensconced behind the railway
carriage window shaking her little fat fist at them, with
the smiling assurance that she would “ Tum a-morrow
adain in the bogey puff-putf to see them.”

It was not long after her return that we noticed her
bright color beginning to fade, and shadowy blue circles
forming under her eyes. Soon it was whispered, as a uni-
versal calamity, that Norry was not well. She lay at
home on the sofa and cried a good deal, or made her
mother hold her in her lap beside the fire. Poor Norry
was not an angel, as I have said, and she was a very fretful
and exacting little invalid. Her occupation, like Othello’s,
was gone, and she could not reconcile herself to the dul-
ness of the sick-room. Only the touch of her mother’s
hand comforted her; that withdrawn, she at once fell upon
wild sobbing.

No such fuss would have been made over the Marquis
himself, or even the parish priest. Lifelong enemies en-
countered on their way to inquire for her two or thrée
times a day. People not on speaking terms with her
parents sent to ask every morning how she had passed the
night. Marcella had to call in the services of a slip of a
girl to open the door to the tramps and idlers from the
nearest villages who came for news of her. Every morn-
ing and evening a bulletin was issued verbally and ran
from house to house, from cottage to cottage. On her way
to the telegraph office, Marcella was waylaid by a crowd of
rough and tattered youths. “ Troth an’ she’s very bad
indeed,” the maid replied tearfully. “ We don’t like to
think of it at all, at all.”

“Glory be to God, girl, but ’t isn’t thrue. Sure what
ud we do at all, at all, without her? ’T is lost the town ud
be if anything happened her.”

“She’s just the drawingest child the Almighty ever
sent on earth,” one fellow exclaimed, ramming the corner
of his sleeve into his eyes. '

That night the Marquis’s carriage drove through the
town, but no one had eyes or thought for it. The agent
was summoned late to the Hall, for the Marquis meant to
start by the earliest train for his son’s estates in a neigh-
boring county.
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Business done, gossip was a natural relaxation, and the
Marquis had not forgotten his friend Norry, and asked if
she still ruled the town. The agent told the dismal tale,
and the great man looked really distressed. “ What, my
little friend! Great heavens, it’s not possible! 1’1l go
off at once and inquire for her.”

The Marquis and the agent walked together as far as
the O’Neills’ pretty house. Here the agent lifted his hat
and departed, and the Marquis rapped loudly. The tre-
mendous peal rang through the whole house, and the
parents of the sick child upstairs started angrily. The
Marquis, as befits a big man, spoke in a big voice; there
was no need to go out of the room to ask who had made
such an intolerable noise. The message ascended in the
deliverer’s own voice up the stairs and into the balf-
opened door of the room where sick Norry lay in her
mother’s arms, while the father stood measuring out some
nauseous medicine.

“Tell Mrs. O’Neill that the Marquis of Grandby has
called to inquire for her little daughter. If possible, he
would be grateful for the privilege of seeing his little
friend.”

Young O’Neill gave the spoon and glass into his wife’s
hand, and went downstairs. The Marquis greeted him
quite cordially. “ Ah, Mr. O’Neill—so sorry—can’t be
true—temporary child’s complaint, of course—assure you,
quite looked forward to seeing my delightful little friend,
Norry—monstrous, ’pon my word, to think of her as
sick.”

Tears were in the poor father’s eyes, and he sobbed out
something or other in which My lord was just audible.
Young parents with an only child ill, perhaps dying, and
that child at the age of three already regarded as a public
personage! Is it to be expected that they should keep
their heads or talk coherently, when even all the outside
world was plunged in grief because of their private woe?

The Marquis slipped his arm into the stricken fellow’s,
and soothingly murmured: “ Come, come, Mr. O’Neill,
courage! Let’s go up and see her. 'We must have the best
of advice; little girls like bher can’t be snuffed out like
candles.” ‘

At the door the Marquis was the first to cross the thresh-
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old unbidden. Young O’Neill slipped into his own room
to work off a fit of increasing emotion. Norry was gath-
ered against her mother’s breast, white and querulous.
She moaned ever since she had been forced to swallow her
nasty medicine.

“ Do you know this friend who has come to see you,
Norry?” asked the mother, with a tragic upward glance of
greeting for the Marquis.

Norry opened her eyes, and stayed her peevish whimper.
She did not recognize him after eight months, and she
was too oppressed by the atmosphere of the sick-room to
smile. Looking down upon the wan and piteous little
visage with the curls brushed back from the protuberant
arch of brow and the blue eyes dulled and large and dark,
the Marquis himself had some ado to recognize the vivid
face with its sunny glance and rosy lips that some months
ago had drawn the heart of him as never child had drawn
it before. “ Norry, don’t you remember your friend
Grandby, whom you took to see Jacky Molloy’s puppy?”
he asked, dropping into her father’s chair, and taking the
white baby hand in his.

Norry stared at him in an effort of memory. To the
healthy eye there is a world of difference between daylight
and candle-light, and small wonder so little about the
stranger struck a reminiscent chord. She frowned crossly
and turned to her mother for explanation.

“You remember the gentleman Mrs. Molloy called the
Marskiss, Norry?” whispered her mother. And suddenly
Norry remembered. Her sick small face wrinkled and
quivered in one of the old bright smiles as faint as the
echo of a melody. “ Oh, yes, Dandby, I remember; and
stupid Mrs. Molloy says ever since that he’s the Mars-
kiss.”

The mother’s heart overflowed with gratitude for that
sweet smile. To her it seemed a promise of recovery, a
presage of health and merriment, and the dear vagabond
days restored. She kissed her child, and held her close to
her sobbing breast.

“ She’ll get well, Mrs. O’Neill ; she must. By heavens,
we can’t let her go! 1’1l send a messenger off this very
instant for Sir Martin Bunbury.”

The Marquis stooped and kissed the child, and strode
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away to post one of the Hall servants up to town by the
last train for the great doctor. He broke his appointment
with his son, and stayed on, calling every day at the
O’Neills’. He was quite a humanized figure for his ten-
ants by this. He was bound to them by a common tie, for
he, too, acknowledged their queen and hung upon her
whims. Because she spoke of the lake and wished she had
a boat, he telegraphed for the loveliest boat that money
could buy. She soon grew to know him as well as Father
Sullivan, or the Curate, or the Doctor. But she was faith-
ful to old friends, and preferred Murphy the Tramp and
Pat Maguire the big Sergeant.

The great man from overscas, summoned at the Mar-
quis’s expense, was at first dubious, then convinced that
nothing could save the child. His words ran across the
town, and knots of rustics and shop-boys gathered to shake
their heads and bemoan their fate. The clouds had burst
and sent rivers of muddy liquid along the street, and drove
a gray pall over the earth sheer to the somber horizon. It
was a picture of dense immeasurable gloom; Norry’s own
town in tears, large hissing tears, tearing at the roots of
her friendly trees and splashing into her magnificent lake,
till it swelled beneath the sense of universal sorrow.

The Marquis was seen coming down the street from the
park avenue, and it was decided to question him after his
visit like an ordinary fellow-mortal. His hat was tilted
over his eyes, and there was an air of sadness about him
that stirred the spectators to a belief in some latent virtue
in him. He was a hard landlord, true, but then Norry
liked him, and he had grown fond of the child. Surely he
might be pardoned not having reduced their rents.

His knock now was not so self-assertive as on the first
visit. The young father was downstairs, with his head
on the table, shaken by terrible sobs. Sir Martin Bunbury
had delivered his appalling opinion. The Marquis silently
closed the door and stole upstairs. Outside the sick-room
there was no sound. He peeped in, and saw it empty.
Much amazed, he wandered down again, and met Marcella
crossing the hall with a cup in her hand; the back of the
other she held against her eyes. “ Where’s the child?”
asked the astounded Marquis.

“ She’s down here, sir. She wanted a change, and the
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mistress carried her to the drawing-room.” As she spoke
she opened the door, and the Marquis marched in. Mrs.
O’Neill sat near the fire with a bundle of flannels in her
arms, and out of this two tired blue eyes gazed at him.

“ Dood-morrow, Dandby,” said Norry, with a touch of
the old spirit. The mother pressed her lips against the
brown floss curls and smiled wanly at her landlord. * A-
morrow,” Norry went on, lifting her head willfully and
striking out a thin arm in her eagerness, “I’ll be better,
and I’ll take you to the lake, Dandby, with my boat; won’t
I, mother?”

“ Yes, darling,” said the courageous young mother.

“ And papa’ll tum, too,—won’t he, Dandby? ”

“1If it is fine, Norry; but you know papa and I couldn’t
go out if it rained. We’d catch cold,” said the Marquis,
stroking her head.

She wrinkled her little marble face in a ghost of her
sweet pink smile. It had the old light but not the color,
and she spoke with some of her quaint ardor and broken
lisp. “Little children don’t mind the wain, do they,
mother? Me and Tommy O’Brien used to wun out in the
wain to grow big. But ’tisn’t the same wif big people,
I s’pose.” :

She had not spoken so much for a long while, and her
mother hardly knew whether to hope or be afraid. “ Norry
mustn’t tire herself if she wants to get well,” she ventured
to suggest.

“ Oh, mother, Norry isn’t tired a bit. I fink she is bet-
ter. Mother, do play the piano for Norry.”

“Yhat shall mother play?”

“Play ¢ Polly Perkins;’ you know, mother, the fing the
Sergeant sings. Do you know ¢ Polly Perkins,” Dandby? ”

“If you like to gratify her, Mrs. O’Neill, I’ll take her,”
said the Marquis reddening.

With a desperate glance Mrs. O’Neill deposited the
whimsical baby in his arms, and after she had complied
with her despot’s command for a tish, half staggered over
to the piano, blinded by her tears, to play the wretched
vulgar tune just imported from the London music-halls.

Never was ¢ Ta-ra-ra-boom-de-ay’ played in an atmos-
phere more tragic. The degraded jingle rose in the aston-
ished silence nothing less discordant and inappropriate
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than if it had been played in a church. For Norry alone it
was not out of place. She remembered her friend the Ser-
geant, and made a gallant effort to sing his parody. Ina
thin hurried voice she quavered, with painful earnestness:

¢ Polly Perkins had no sense,
She bought a fiddle for eighteen pence;
And all the tunes that she could play
Was Ta-ra-ra-boom-de-ay.”

She closed her eyes with the violence of her effort to finish
the verse, and nestled her little brown head against the
Marquis’s arm.

Marcella came in with something for her to take, but
the mother and Lord Grandby held up an arresting hand.
There was a drowsy look upon the child’s face that prom-
ised slumber. She muttered something vaguely, and
the Marquis bent down to catch the words, feeling that
he could never forgive the Sergeant if it proved to be
“ Ta-ra-ra-boom-de-ay.” ¢ He isn’t a Marskiss at all,” she
said. In spite of the heavy feelings of the moment, Lord
Grandby involuntarily smiled.

He sat on there in the darkened little drawing-room,
holding Norry asleep in his arms, while her parents and
Marcella hung over him, sometimes kneeling on either side
of him to inspect her and measure their chances of hope.
Not for worlds dared he stir so burdened. The scene re-
called a nursery episode at the beginning of his own mar-
ried life. Somehow he had taken it less to heart in those
days. A child then, even his own, had not seemed to him
so precious a charge; it was the heir of his estates he
thought of, not of the matchless sunniness of childhood.
Now it seemed to him that the opening and closing of baby
lids held all the mystery, the gravity, the import of the
universe. And when at last the blue eyes opened, and
unfevered sleep had given a faint tinge to the wan cheeks,
he instinctively held out his hand to the father, and cried
cheerily: ¢ There, Mr. O’Neill, she’s better already!
Youll find she has passed the crisis in that light sleep.”

The Marquis proved a prophet. Sir Martin Bunbury
stopped on his way to the station, and this time announced
the grand news that Nature had accomplished one of her
mysteries. By some unaccountable freak the child had
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Epwarp LyYsaGHT was the son of John Lysaght of Brickhill,
County Clare, and was born Dec. 21, 1763. The romantic associ-
ations that surrounded his father’s home made the names of the
ancient heroes and princes of his country familiar in his mouth as
household words. He went to the academy in Cashel conducted by
the Rev. Patrick Hare, where he had for schoolfellow the future
Dr. John Lanigan.

He soon began to distinguish himself by his wit and humor as
well as by his personal courage, earning for himself the name of
““ Pleasant Ned Lysaght.” In1779 he entered Trinity College, Dub-
lin. While he was at Trinity his father died, and Lysaght returned
home to his mother. With her he remained for some time, and in
1784 he was admitted a student of the Middle Temple, London.
Before long he gained some of the best prizes, and in 1797, having
taken his degree of M.A. at Oxford, was called to the English and
Irish bars.

Though his practice was small, he married while in London. Sir
Jonah Barrington says that his father-in-law, whom he had believed
to be a wealthy Jew, was a bankrupt Christian. Under financial
pressure, Lysaght returned to Dublin, where he was better known
as a bon vivant, a poet, and a wit, than as a lawyer. Hisg jests and
bon mots used to set the table in a roar, but there was no Boswell
to record them ; and many of his verses which delighted those who
were privileged to read them have been lost. On the other hand,
many good sayings and clever songs were attributed to him which
were not his. ‘¢ The Sprig of Shillelah,” ‘ The Rakes of Mallow,’
¢ Kitty of Coleraine,” and ¢ Donnybrook Fair’® have allbeen credited
to him without any justification. The following specimen of his
wit may, however, be considered authentic.

He met Mr. La Touche, the Dublin banker, and, knowing the
extreme particularity of this descendant of the Huguenots respect-
ing the character of his bank officials, startled the staid banker
by saying that ‘‘ when a situation among the officers of the house
on Corkhill was vacant, he, Mr. Lysaght, would be ready to fill it.”

“ You, my dear Lysaght,” said the banker, ‘¢ what situation in
my establishment could possibly suit you ?”

““Not only one, but two,” replied the wit.

““Pray, what are they ?” asked the banker.

*“ If you make me cashier for one day, I'll become runner the next,’
was the wit's reply.

He took a prominent and active part in the Volunteer movement ;
opposed the Union with all his power, and, though repeatedly
tempted, remained to the last unbribable and patriotic. In 1810,
when he had come to believe that Ireland would never more take
her place among the nations of the earth, he died, regretted by all
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So we took a course due north as round the old Black Head
we steered,

Till Ireland bore south-west by south, and Fingal’s rock ap-
peared.

Then on the poop stood Webster, whlle the ship hung flutter-
ingly,

About to take her tack across the wide, wide ocean sea—

He pointed to th’ Atlantic: “ Sure, yon ’s no place for slaves:

Haul down these British badges, for Freedom rules the waves—

Rules the waves!”

Three hundred strong men answered shouting, “ Freedom rules

the waves!”

Then all together rose and brought the British ensign down,

And up we hauled our Irish Green, without the British Crown.

Emblazoned there a Golden Harp like a maiden undefiled,

A shamrock wreath around her head, looked o’er the sea and
smiled.

A hundred days, with adverse wind, we kept our course afar,

On the hundredth day came bearing down a British sloop of
war.

When they spied our flag they fired a gun, but as they neared
us fast

Old Andrev’v Jackson went aloft and nailed it to the mast—

To the mast!
A soldier was old Jackson, and he made our colors fast.

Patrick Henry was our captain, as brave as ever sailed.
“Now we must do or die,” said he, “for the Green Flag is
nailed.”
Silently came the sloop along; and silently we lay
Flat, till with cheers and loud broadside the foe began the fray.
Then the boarders o’er the bulwarks, like shuttlecocks, we cast;
One close discharge from all our guns cut down the tapering
mast.
“ Now, British tars! St. George’s Cross is trailing in the sea—
How d’ ye like the greeting and the handsel of the Free?—
Of the Free!
How like you, lads, the greeting of the men who will be free? ”

They answered us with cannon, as befitted well their fame;

And to shoot away our Irish flag each gunner took his aim;

They ripped it up in ribbons till it fluttered in the air,

And riddled it with shot-holes till no Golden Harp was there,

But through the ragged holes the sky did glance and gleam in
light,









PATRICK J. McCALL.
(1861 —)

Patrick J. McCaLL was born in Dublin March 6, 1861. His
father was a member of an old Tyrone tamily, driven out by the
plantation of Ulster. Mr. McCall was educated at St. Joseph’s Mon-
astery, Harold's Cross, and at the Catholic University school in his
native city. He has published *Irish Noinins’ (Daisies), a volume
of verse, 1894 ; ‘The Fenian Nights’ Entertainment,” a volume of
stories, 1897 ; and ‘ Songs of Erinn,’ 1899.

He is a constant and welcome contributor to the Dublin press.
His poetry is racy and original, and chiefly descriptive of peasant
life in County Wexford. The half-serious, half-mocking love-mak-
ing of the Irish peasant is faithfully and simply pictured by him.
His ¢ Fenian Nights’ Entertainment’ is a series of Ossianic legends
compiled from various sources,—written in peasant dialect,with a
view to making the old pre-Christian legends of Erin known and
- attractive to the peasants themselves.

FIONN MACCUMHAIL AND THE PRINCESS.
From the ¢ Fenian Nights’ Entertainments.’

Wance upon a time, when things was a great’le betther
in Ireland than they are at present, when a rale king ruled
over the counthry wid four others undher him to look
afther the craps an’ other industhries, there lived a young
chief called I"an MaCool. Now, this was long afore we
gev up bowin’ and scrapin’ to the sun an’ moon an’ sich
like raumash;* an’ signs an it, there was a powerful lot
ov witches an’ Druids, an’ enchanted min an’ wimen goin’
about, that med things quare enough betimes for ivery wan.

Well, Fan, as I sed afore, was a young man when he kem
to the command, an’ a purty likely lookin’ boy, too—there
was nothin’ too hot or too heavy for him ; an’ so ye needn’t
be a bit surprised if I tell ye he was the mischief entirely
wid the colleens. Nothin’ delighted him more than to
disguise himself wid an ould coatamore? threwn over his
showlder, a lump ov a kippeen in his fist an’ he mayan-
derin’ about unknownst, rings around the counthry,
lookin’ for fun an’ foosther?® ov all kinds.

Well, one fine mornin’, whin he was on the shaughraun,

! Raumash, nonsense. 2 Coatamore, coat. 8 Foosther, diversion.
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he was waumasin’! about through Leinster, an’ near the
royal palace ov Glendalough he seen a mighty throng ov
grand lords an’ ladies, an’, my dear, they all dressed up to
the nines, wid their jewels shinin’ like dewdrops ov a May
mornin’, and laughin’ like the tinkle ov a deeshy ? moun-
tain strame over the white rocks. So he cocked his beaver,
an’ stole over to see what was the matther.

Lo an’ behould ye, what were they at but houldin’ a
race-meetin’ or faysh 3—somethin’ like what the quality
calls ataléticks now! There they were, jumpin’, and run-
nin’, and coorsin’, an’ all soorts ov fun, enough to make the
trouts—an’ they ’re mighty fine leppers enough—die wid
envy in the river benaith them.

The fun wint on fast an’ furious, an’ Fan, consaled be-
tune the trumauns* an’ brushna,® could hardly keep him-
self quiet, seein’ the thricks they wor at. Peepin’ out, he
seen, jist forninst him on the other bank, the prencess her-
self, betune the high-up ladies ov the coort. She was a
fine, bouncin’ geersha ® with goold hair like the furze an’
cheeks like an apple blossom, an’ she brakin’ her heart
laughin’ an’ clappin’ her hands an’ turnin’ her head this
a-way an’ that a-way, jokin’ wid this wan an’ that wan,
an’ commiseratin’, moryah! 7 the poor gossoons that failed
in their leps. IFan liked the looks ov her well, an’ whin the
boys had run in undher a bame up to their knees an’
jumped up over another wan as high as their chins, the
great trial ov all kem on. Maybe you’d guess what that
was? But I’m afeerd you won’t if I gev you a hundhered
guesses! It was to lep the strame, forty foot wide!

List’nin’ to them whisperin’ to wan another, Fan heerd
them tellin’ that whichever ov them could manage it wud
be med a great man intirely ov; he wud get the Prencess
Maynish in marriage, an’ ov coorse wud be med king ov
Leinster when the ould king, Garry, her father, cocked his
toes an’ looked up through the butts ov the daisies at the
skhy. Well, whin Fan h’ard this, he was put to a nonplush
te know what to do! With his ould duds on him, he was
ashamed ov his life to go out into the open, to have the
eyes ov the whole wurruld on him, an’ his heart wint down
to his big toe as he watched the boys makin’ their offers at

1 Waumasin’, strolling. 2 Deeshy, small. 8 Faysh, festival.
¢ Trumauns, elder trees. 5 Brushna, furze. ¢ Geersha, girl,
7 Moryah, forsooth.
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the lep. But no wan ov them was soople enough for the
job, an’ they kep on tumblin’, wan afther the other, into
the strame; so that the poor prencess began to look sorry-
ful whin her favorite, a big hayro wid a coolyeen a yard
long—an’ more betoken he was a boy o’ the Byrnes from
Imayle—jist tipped the bank forninst her wid his right
fut, an’ then twistin’, like a crow in the air scratchin’ her
head with her claw, he spraddled wide open in the wather,
and splashed about like a hake in a mudbank! Well, me
dear, Fan forgot himself, an’ gev a screech like an aigle;
an’ wid that, the ould king started, the ladies all screamed,
an’ Fan was surrounded. In less than a minit an’ a half
they dragged me bould Fan be the collar ov his coat right
straight around to the king himself.

“What ould geochagh® have we now?” sez the king,
lookin’ very hard at Fan.

“I’m Fan MaCool!” sez the thief ov the wurruld, as
cool as a frog.

“Well, Fan MaCool or not,” sez the king, mockin’ him,
“ye’ll have to jump the sthrame yander for freckenin’ the
lives clane out ov me ladies,” sez he, “an’ for disturbin’
our spoort ginerally,” sez he. :

“ An’ what’ll I get for that same?” sez Fan, lettin’ on
he was afeerd.

“ Me daughter, Maynish,” sez the king, wid a laugh; for
he thought, ye see, Fan would be drownded.

“ Me hand on the bargain,” sez Fan; but the owld chap
gev him a rap on the knuckles wid his specktre (scepter)
an’ towld him to hurry up, or he’d get the ollaves ? to put
him in the Black Dog pres’n or the Marshals—I forgets
which—it’s so long gone by!

Well, I'an peeled off his coatamore, an’ threw away his
bottheen ov a stick, an’ the prencess seein’ his big body an’
his long arums an’ legs like an oaktree, couldn’t help re-
markin’ to her comerade, the craythur—

“ Bedad, Cauth,” sez she, “ but this beggarman is a fine
bit ov a bouchal,” sez she; “it’s in the arumy he ought
to be,” sez she, lookin’ at him agen, an’ admirin’ him, like.

So, Fan, purtendin’ to be fixin’ his shoes be the bank,
jist pulled two lusmores® an put them anunder his heels;
for thim wor the fairies’ own flowers that works all soort

1 G'eochagh, beggar. 2 Ollaves, judges. 8 Lusmores, foxgloves,
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ov inchantment, an’ he, ov coorse, knew all about it; for
he got the wrinkle from an owld lenaun' named Cleena,
that nursed him when he was a little stand-a-loney.

Well, me dear, ye’d think it was on’y over a little
creepie ? stool he was leppin’ whin he landed like a thrish
jist at the fut ov the prencess; an’ his father’s son he was,
that put his two arums around her, an’ gev her a kiss—
faith, ye’d hear the smack ov it at the Castle o’ Dublin.
The ould king groaned like a corncrake, an’ pulled out his
hair in hatfuls, an’ at last he ordhered the bowld beggar-
man off to be kilt; but, begorrah, when they tuk off his
weskit an’ seen the collar ov goold around IFan’s neck the’
ould chap became delighted, for he knew thin he had the
commandher ov Airyun for a son-in-law.

“Iello!” sez the king, “ who have we now?” sez he,
seein’ the collar. ¢ Begonnys,” sez he, ‘“you’re mno
boccagh ® anyways!”

“I’m IFan MaCool,” sez the other, as impident as a
cock sparra’; ‘“ have you anything to say agen me?” for
his name wasn’t up, at that time, like afther.

“ Ay, lots to say agen you. How dar’ you be comin’
round this a-way, dressed like a playacthor, takin’ us in? ”
sez the king, lettin’ on to be vexed; “ an’ now,” sez he, ¢ to
annoy you, you ’ll have to go an’ jump back agen afore you
gets me daughter for puttin’ on us in such a manner.”

“Your will is my pleasure,” sez I'an; “ but I must have
a word or two with the girl first,” sez he, an’ up he goes
an’ commences talkin’ soft to her, an’ the king got as mad
as a hatther at the way the two were croosheemin’ an’
colloguin,* an’ not mindin’ him no more than if he was the
man in the moon, when who comes up but the Prence ov
Imayle, afther dryin’ himself, to put his pike in the hay
too. :

“Well, avochal’ ® sez Fan, “ are you dry yet?” an’ the
prencess laughed like a bell round a cat’s neck.

“You think yourself a smart lad, I suppose,”’ sez the
other; “ but there’s one thing you can’t do wid all your
prate!”

“What’s that?” sez Fan. ‘ Maybe not,” sez he.

1 Lenaun, fairy guardian. 2 Creepie, three-legged. 38 Boccagh, beggar.

4 C'roosheenin’ an’ colloguin’, whispering and talking.
5 Avochal, my boy.
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“You couldn’t whistle an’ chaw oatenmale,” sez the
Prence ov Imayle, in a pucker. “ Are you any good at
throwin’ a stone? ”” sez he, then.

“ The best!” sez Fan, an’ all the coort gother round like
to a cock-fight. “ Where’ll we throw to?”’ sez he.

“In to’ards Dublin,” sez the Prence ov Imayle; an’ be
all accounts he was a great hand at cruistin.!  Here goes
pink!” sez he, an’ he ups with a stone, as big as a castle,
an’ sends it flyin’ in the air like a cannon ball, and it never
stopped till it landed on top ov the Three Rock Mountain.

“I’m your masther!” sez Fan, pickin’ up another
clochaun ? an’ sendin’ it a few perch beyant the first.

“That you’re not,” sez the Prence ov Imayle, an’ he
done his best, an’ managed to send another finger stone
beyant Fan’s throw; an’ shure, the three stones are to be
seen, be all the world, to this very day.

“Well, me lad,” says Fan, stoopin’ for another as big as
a hill, “ I’m sorry I have to bate you; but I can’t help it,”
sez he, lookin’ over at the Prencess Maynish, an’ she as
mute as a mouse watchin’ the two big men, an’ the ould
king showin’ fair play, as delighted as a child. “ Watch
this,” sez he, whirlin’ his arm like a windmill, “ and now
put on your spectacles,” sez he; and away he sends the
stone, buzzin’ through the air like a peggin’-top, over the
other three clochauns, and then across Dublin Bay, an’
scrapin’ the nose off ov Howth, it landed with a swish in
the say beyant it. That’s the rock they calls Ireland’s Eye
now!

“ Be the so an’ so!” sez the king, “ I don’t know where
that went to, at all, at all! What direct did you send it?”
sez he to Fan. “TI had it in view, till it went over the
say,” sez he.

“I’m bet!” sez the Prence ov Imayle. “1I couldn’t pass
that, for I can’t see where you put it, even—good-bye to
yous,” sez he, turnin’ on his heel an’ makin off ; “ an’ may
yous two be as happy as I can wish you!” An’ back he
went to the butt ov Lugnaquilla, an’ took to fret, an’ I
undherstand shortly afther he died ov a broken heart; an’
they put a turtle-dove on his tombstone to signify that he
died for love; but I think he overstrained himself, throw-
in’, though that’s nayther here nor there with me story!

1 Cruistin, throwing. 2 Clochaun, stone,
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“ Are you goin’ to lep back agen? ” sez ould King Garry,
wantin’ to see more sport; for he tuk as much delight in
seein’ the like as if he was a lad ov twenty.

“To be shure I will!” sez FFan, ready enough, “ but 1’1l
have to take the girl over with me this time!” sez he.

% Oh, no, Fan!” sez Maynish, afeerd ov her life he might
stumble, an’ that he’d fall in with her; an’ then she’d
have to fall out with him—* take me father with you,”
sez she; an’, egonnys, the ould king thought more about
himself than any ov them, an’ sed he’d take the will for
the deed, like the lawyers. So the weddin’ went on; an’
maybe that wasn’t the grand blow out. But I capn’t stay
to tell yous all the fun they had for a fortnit; on’y, me
dear, they all went into kinks ov laughin’, when the ould
king, who tuk more than was good for him, stood up to
drink Fan’s health, an’ forgot himself.

“ Here’s to’ards your good health, Fan MaCool!” sez
he, as grand as you like—“an’ a long life to you, an’ a
happy wife to you—an’ a great many ov them!” sez he,
like he’d forgot somethin’.

Well, me dear, every one was splittin’ their sides like
the p’yates, unless the prencess, an’ she got as red in the
face as if she was churnin’ in the winther an’ the frost
keepin’ the crame from crackin’; but she got over it like
the maisles.

But I suppose you can guess the remainder, an’ as the
evenin’s gettin’ forrad 1’1l stop; so put down the Kkittle
an’ make tay, an’ if Fan and the Prencess Maynish didn’t
live happy together—that we may!

OLD PEDHAR CARTHY FROM CLONMORE.

If you searched the county o’ Carlow, ay, and back again,
Wicklow too, and Wexford, for that matter you might try,
Never the equal of Old Pedhar would you crack again’—
Never such another would delight your Irish eye!
Mirth, mime, and mystery, all were close combined in him,
Divelment and drollery right to the very core,
As many tricks and turns as a two-year-old you ’d find in him—
In Old Pedhar Carthy from Clonmore !
Ol1d Pedhar, Old Pedhar, Old Pedhar Carthy!
Old Pedhar Carthy from Clonmore!
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Shure, whene’er the bouchals used to have a game o’ “ Forty-
five,”
Pedhar was the master who could teach them how to play;
Bring a half-crown—though you lost it, yet, as I’m alive,
You’d be a famous player to your distant dying day.
Scornful grew his look if they chanced to hang your king or
queen;
Better for your peace o’ mind you’d never crossed his door.
“You to play cards!” would he mutter in sarcasm keen—
Old Pedbar Carthy from Clonmore!
Old Pedhar, Old Pedhar, Old Pedhar Carthy!
0Old Pedhar Carthy from Clonmore!

Politics he knew better than the men in Parliament,
And the wars in Europe for the past half-century;
If you were to hear him with Cornelius Keogh in argument,
Arranging every matter that was wrong in history!
Ah! but if the talking ever traveled back to “ Ninety-eight,”
Then our Pedhar’s diatribes grew vehement and sore.
Rebel in his heart, how he hated to have long to wait!—
Old Pedhar Carthy from Clonmore!
Old Pedhar, Old Pedhar, Old Pedhar Carthy!
Old Pedhar Carthy from Clonmore!

The mischief for tricks, he was never done inventing them;
Once he yoked Dan Donohoe’s best milker to the plow—
At the Fair of Hacketstown there was no circumventing him;
He’d clear a crowd of salachs,! and you never could tell how!
The Ryans and the Briens and their factions were afraid of
him;
For Pedhar’s fighting kippeen could command a ready score.
Woe to the boys that spoke cruked, undismayed of him—
Of Old Pedhar Carthy from Clonmore!
01d Pedhar, Old Pedhar, Old Pedhar Carthy!
Old Pedhar Carthy from Clonmore!

But the times grew bad, and the people talked so well and
wise
Fighting, left poor Ireland, and mad mischief had its head;
Pedhar, left alone, began to muse and to soliloquize,
Until the dear old fellow couldn’t bear to leave the bed.
But when dead and buried all the neighbors felt his bitter
logs—
The place in Pedhar’s absence such a look of sorrow wore—
They sighed and cried in turn from great Eagle Hill to Came-

I0sS
1 Salachs, untidy people, tinkers, etc.

.















DENIS FLORENCE MacCARTHY.
(1817—1882.)

DeN1s FLORENCE MACCARTHY was born in 1817. He is a descend-
ant of the great Clan of MacCaura, whose glories he has celebrated
in verse. He was trained for the law, but never practiced. Mr.
MacCarthy was a constant contributor to The Nation in its early
days, and some of his finest and best poems belong to. that period.
In 1850 the first collected edition of his works appeared, under the
title ¢ Ballads, Poems, and Lyrics,” which contained, besides the
original pieces, translations from most of the European languages,
Mr. MacCarthy, like Mangan, Lady Wilde, and several other Irish
singers, being a student of other literatures than his own.

In 1853 he gave further proof of both poetic talents and lin-
guistic attainments by publishing translations of Calderon’s dramas,
a work which has had high praise. In 1857 appeared a second col-
lection of poems, under the title ¢ Under-Glimpses and other Poems,’
and in the same year was also published the ‘¢ Bell-Founder and
other Poems.” ‘Shelley’s Early Life from Original Sources’ (1872)
brought out some highly interesting facts in reference to the great
English poet, especially as to that period of his youth when he for
a while threw himself into the struggles of Ireland for the ameli-
oration of her laws. In the centenary of Moore he was naturally
chosen to take a leading part, and composed an ode which was
fully worthy of the great occasion. Mr. MacCarthy has also edited
an excellent ¢ Book of Irish Ballads’ and ¢ The Poets and Dramatists
of Ireland.” He was appointed professor of English literature in the
Catholic University of Dublin, and died April 7, 1882,

CEASE TO DO EVIL—LEARN TO DO WELLZ!

O thou whom sacred duty hither calls,

Some glorious hours in freedom’s cause to dwell,
Read the mute lesson on thy prison walls—

“ Cease to do evil—learn to do well!”

If haply thou art one of genius vast,
Of generous heart, of mind sublime and grand,
Who all the spring-time of thy life hast passed
Battling with tyrants for thy native land—
If thou hast spent thy summer, as thy prime,
The serpent brood of bigotry to quell,
Repent, repent thee of thy hideous crime—
“ Cease to do evil—learn to do well!”
1 Inscription on the prison where O’Connell, his son John, T. M. Ray,
Thomas Steele, Richard Barrett, John Gray, and Charles Gavan Duffy

were imprisoned on the verdict for conspiracy, afterward quashed by the
House of Lords.
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If thy great heart beat warmly in the cause
Of outraged man, whate’er his race might be—
If thou hast preached the Christian’s equal laws,
And stayed the lash beyond the Indian sea—
If at thy call a nation rose sublime—
If at thy voice seven million fetters fell,
Repent, repent thee of thy hideous crime—
“ Cease to do evil—learn to do well!”

If thou hast seen thy country’s quick decay,

And, like a prophet, raised thy saving hand,
And pointed out the only certain way

To stop the plague, that ravaged o’er the land—
If thou hast summoned from an alien clime

Her banished senate here at home to dwell,
Repent, repent thee of thy hideous crime—

“ Cease to do evil—learn to do well!”

Or if, perchance, a younger man thou art,
Whose ardent soul in throbbings doth aspire,
Come weal, come woe, to play the patriot’s part
In the bright footsteps of thy glorious sire!
If all the pleasures of life’s youthful time
Thou hast abandoned for the martyr’s cell,
Do thou repent thee of thy hideous crime—
“ Cease to do evil—learn to do well!”

Or art thou one ! whom early science led

To walk with Newton through the immense of heaven,
Who soared with Milton and with Mina bled,

And all thou hadst in Freedom’s cause hast given?
Oh! fond enthusiast—in the after-time

Our children’s children of your worth shall tell!
England proclaims thy honesty a crime—

“ Cease to do evil—learn to do well!”

Or art thou one 2 whose strong and fearless pen
Roused the young isle, and bade it dry its tears,
And gathered round thee ardent, gifted men,
The hope of Ireland in the coming years—
Who dares in prose and heart-awakening rhyme
Bright hopes to breathe, and bitter truths to tell?
Oh'! dangerous criminal, repent thy crime—
“ Cease to do evil—learn to do well!”
1Thomas Steele, a “ young Protestant of Cromwellian descent, whose
enthusiasm for liberty led him to volunteer among the Spanish revolu-
tionligis under Mina.” 2 C. G. Duffy.
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“ Cease to do evil ”—aye! ye madmen, cease!

Cease to love Ireland, cease to serve her well,
Make with her foes a foul and fatal peace,

And quick will ope your darkest, dreariest cell.
“Learn to do well ”—aye! learn to betray—
Learn to revile the land in which you dwell;
England will bless you on your altered way—

“ Cease to do evil—learn to do well!”

THE PILLAR TOWERS OF IRELAND.

The pillar towers of Ireland, how wondrously they stand

By the lakes and rushing rivers, through the valleys of our
land!

In mystic file, through the isle, they lift their heads sublime,

These gray old pillar temples—these conquerors of time!

Beside these gray old pillars, how perishing and weak

The Roman’s arch of triumph, and the temple of the Greek,

And the gold domes of Byzantium, and the pointed Gothic
spires:

All are gone, one by one, but the temples of our sires!

The column, with its capital, is level with the dust,

And the proud halls of the mighty, and the calm homes of the
just;

For the f)roudest works of man, as certainly, but slower,

Pass like the grass at the sharp scythe of the mower!

But the grass grows again, when, in majesty and mirth,
On the wing of the Spring comes the goddess of the Earth;
But for man, in this world, no spring-tide e’er returns

To the labors of his hands or the ashes of his urns!

Two favorites hath Time—the pyramids of Nile,

And the old mystic temples of our own dear isle;

As the breeze o’er the seas, where the halcyon has its nest,
Thus Time o’er Egypt’s tombs and the temples of the West!

The names of their founders have vanished in the gloom,
Like the dry branch in the fire or the body in the tomb;
But to-day, in the ray, their shadows still they cast—
These temples of forgotten gods—these relics of the past!
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Around these walls have wandered the Briton and the Dane—

The captives of Armorica, the cavaliers of Spain—

Pheenician and Milesian, and the plundering Norman peers—

And the swordsmen of brave Brian, and the chiefs of later
years.

How many different rites have these gray old temples known!

To the mind, what dreams are written in these chronicles of
stone! 2

What terror and what error, what gleams of love and truth,

Have flashed from these walls since the world was in its youth!

Here blazed the sacred fire, and when the sun was gone,

As a star from afar to the traveler it shone;

And the warm blood of the victim have these gray old temples
drunk

And the déath-song of the Druid, and the matin of the Monk.

Here was placed the holy chalice that held the sacred wine,

And the gold cross from the altar, and the relics from the
shrine,

And the mitre shining brighter with its diamonds than the
East

And the c’rozier of the Pontiff, and the vestments of the Priest!

Where blazed the sacred fire, rung out the vesper bell,—
Where the fugitive found shelter, became the hermit’s cell;
And hope hung out its symbol to the innocent and good,
For the Cross o’er the moss of the pointed summit stood!

There may it stand for ever, while this symbol doth impart

To the mind one glorious vision, or one proud throb to the
heart;

While the’breast needeth rest may these gray old temples last,

Bright prophets of the future, as preachers of the past!

LINES FROM THE CENTENARY ODE TO THE
MEMORY OF THOMAS MOORE.

And as not only by the Calton Mountain,
Is Seotland’s bard remembered and revered,
But wheresoe’er, like some o’erflowing fountain,
Its hardy race a prosperous path has cleared,






JUSTIN McCARTHY.
(1830 —)

JustiN McCaArTHY was born in Cork in November, 1830. He
was educated there privately ; at that time no Roman Catholic in
the British Islands could receive an academic degree. He was first
of all a journalist in Cork. In 1853 he went to Liverpool, which
was then—perhaps owing to the fact that an Irishman was the
owner of a leading paper in the city—a favorite hunting-ground of
Irish journalists, and retained his connection with one of the news-
papers till 1860.

He then obtained a London engagement, being employed by The
Morning Star as a member of its reporting staff. In the autumn
of the same year he was appointed foreign editor, and in 1864 he
became editor-in-chief. In 1868 he resigned his post and came to
the United States. Here he found a public ready to welcome him ;
for he was well known, both through his own writings and as the
conductor of a journal that had been unswerving in its friendship
to this country. Though he wrote a good deal while here, he
chiefly employed himself in lecturing, and performed the remarkable
feat of visiting nearly every town in the Union. On his return to
England, Mr. McCarthy was offered an engagement as a leader-
writer on The Daily News.

Mr, McCarthy has found time to write a number of works which
have made his name familiar throughout the whole English-speak-
ing world. His first novel, ‘ The Waterdale Neighbors,” was pub-
lished in 1867. To this have succeeded ‘My Enemy's Daughter,’
1869 ; ¢ Lady Judith,’ 1871 ; ¢ A Fair Saxon,’ 1873—a work in which,
we may mention en passant, the Anglo-Irish difficulty is discussed
in a very good-tempered, and, indeed, it may be said, charming
fashion, for the disputants are a beautiful English woman and an
Irish lover; ¢ Linley Rochford,’ 1874 ; ‘Dear Lady Disdain,’ 1875;
¢ Miss Misanthrope,’ 1877; ‘ Donna Quixote,’ 1880; ‘ Maid of Athens’;
and ‘Red Diamonds.” The qualities which distinguish all these
works are a graceful, elegant, transparent style ; keen insight into
character, especially female character ; and a satire which is never
absolutely cruel, though it can occasionally be sharp.

His most successful work, and that perhaps on which he would
prefer his reputation to rest, is, however, in quite another line. As
a historian he takes high rank. His ‘ History of Our Own Times,*
written in lucid and vigorous English, free from party spirit and
abounding in picturesque description and striking portraits, is
already a standard book, and he has also made the following con-
tributions to historical literature : * A History of the Four Georges,’
‘ An Epoch of Reform,’ ¢ The Life of Sir Robert Peel,’ ¢ Life of Pope
Leo XIII.,” ‘The Story of Mr. Gladstone's Life,” 1898; ‘Modern
England,’ 1898; and ‘ Reminiscences,’ 1899. Mr. McCarthy is also
the author of a volume of essays entitled ‘ Con Amore?’ and of ‘Ire-
land's Cause in England’s Parliament.’
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In 1879 he stood for County Longford and was returned without
opposition. He was again returned for this county at the general
election in 1880. From 1886 to 1892 he represented Derry City.
He was for six years Chairman of that section of the Irish Parlia-
mentary party which seceded from Mr. Parnell in 1890.

NATHANIEL P. CRAMP.
From ¢Dear Lady Disdain.’

The genius of young liberty had indeed not yet proved
propitious to Natty Cramp. He landed at Hoboken, on
the New Jersey shore of the North River at New York, one
sunny and lovely morning, and he gazed across at the
somewhat confused and unalluring river front of the great
city, with the air of a conqueror. The fresh breath of
freedom, he proudly said to himself, was already filling
him with new manhood. But New York is in some ways
a discouraging place to land at. There are no cabs; and
there are no street porters; and to hire a “ hack ” carriage
is expensive; and to track out one’s way in the street cars
and the stages is almost hopeless work for the new comer.
Then the examination at the Custom-house was long and
vexatious; and yet, when Natty got through the Custom-
house, he felt as if he were thrown adrift on the world
without any one more to care about him. As Melisander
in Thomson’s poem declares that, bad as were the wretches
who deserted him, he never heard a sound more dismal
than that of their parting oars, so, little as Nathaniel
Cramp liked the brusque ways of the Custom-house offi-
cers, he felt a sort of regret when they had released him
and his baggage, and he found himself absolutely turned
loose upon the world and his own resources.

This small preliminary disappointment was ominous.
Natty had come out with a little money and a great faith
in himself and his destiny. He had the usual notion that
New York and the United States in general are waiting
eagerly to be instructed in anything by Europeans, and
especially by Englishmen. Having failed utterly in Lon-
don, he thought he must be qualified to succeed in New
York. His idea was to give lectures and write books—
poems especially. He soon found that every second person
in America delivers lectures, and that every village has at

?
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least three poets—two women and one man. He had
brought a few letters of introduction from some members
of the church of the future in London, to congenial spirits
in New York, and he made thereby the acquaintance of the
editor of a spiritualist journal, of a German confectioner
and baker who had a small shop on Fourth avenue (and
Fourth avenue is to Fifth avenue as Knightsbridge is to
Park Lane or Piccadilly), and of a lady who wore trousers
and called herself the Rev. Theodosia Judd.

The influence of these persons over New York, however,
was limited, and although they endeavored to get an au-
dience for one of Natty’s lectures at a very little hall in a
cross street far up town, the public did not rush in, and
Nat delivered his lecture so feebly that a few of the few
who were in went boldly out again, and one elderly man
produced from his pocket a copy of the New York Even-
ing Mail, and read it steadily through. Yet the spiritual-
ist journal had had several little notices preliminary of
Natty, whom it described variously as Professor Cramp
and Doctor Cramp, the celebrated author and lecturer,
from London, England; and this was a secret delight to
Nathaniel, for the blind fury with abhorred shears might
slit away his audiences, but not the printed and published
praise. It cheered him for a little while to be thus pub-
licly complimented, and he said to himself, with great
pride, that that came of being in a land of equality, and
that he would have been long in London before the hire-
ling and subservient press of that city would thus have
spoken of him.

Still New York as a community was absolutely unawak-
ened to any recognition or even knowledge of Natty’s exist-
ence, and his money was melting away. He “boarded ”
very modestly in a quiet little cross street, where he paid
but a few dollars a week, but he was earning nothing.
There were awful moments when, as he passed some of
the showy hairdressing shops in Broadway, and saw the
richly dressed ladies going in and out, he began to wonder
whether he had not better take at once to the single craft
and mystery whereof he was really possessed, and do for
the curls and chignons of Broadway what he had done in
other days for those of Wigmore street. But his pride
would not as yet suffer this. He went home to his bed-
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room in the boarding-house and read over again the par-
agraph in the spiritualist paper which spoke of his literary
gifts, and he vowed that he would never stoop to curl heads
of hair again—never.

Suddenly another chance opened up for him. His friend
the editor of the spiritualist journal came to him one day
with the grand news that he had procured him an appoint-
ment to deliver a lecture in the Lyceum course of Acro-
ceraunia, one of the rising cities on the northwestern con-
fines of New York State. Acroceraunia was beginning
now to hold its head pretty high in the world. It had al-
ready celebrated the twentieth anniversary of its founda-
tion, and as its neighbor and rival, Pancorusky City, had
long been having its Lyceum winter course of lectures,
Acroceraunia had at last made up its mind for a winter
course of lectures as well. All the leading citizens had
come forward most spiritedly, and so liberal were the
promises of assistance that Acroceraunia put itself in com-
munication at once with the American Literary Bureau of
New York, to engage a certain limited number of ¢ star”
lecturers, the other nights of the course to be filled up with
local and volunteer talent, and any rising young lecturers
who might be known to private members of the committee,
and might be willing to offer their lecture for a modest
sum in consideration of the opening thus afforded. Now
the brother of the spiritualist editor was one of the most
important men in all Acroceraunia. He edited the Re-
publican journal of that city. He wrote to his brother in
New York requesting him to recommend some promising
young lecturer who would not object to take twenty-five
dollars and his expenses. The “stars” would not any of
them shine for an hour on Acroceraunia under a hundred
dollars, and many of them could not even be tempted out
of their ordinary spheres by such a sum as that; and some
again were so heavily engaged in advance that Acroce-
raunia would not have a chance of getting them on any
terms for many seasons to come. In fact, Acroceraunia
had only engaged two genuine stars for her course, one to
open and one to close it. There seemed a great deal too
much local talent and singing society in between, and
therefore some padding of a less familiar kind had to be
sought out. Hence the offer to Natty Cramp.
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Nathaniel jumped at it. He was beginning to fear that
he never again should have a chance of testing his rhetor-
ical skill; and besides twenty-five dollars, look you, are
equivalent to five pounds, and would be a substantial gain
to Nathaniel Cramp. It so happened, too, that Nathaniel
suited the conditions of the Lyceum course of Acroce-
raunia very well. That season, and indeed for some seasons
back, all the Lyceums had had some lecturer from Lon-
don, England, in their course. But when Acroceraunia had
secured, and with immense difficulty, its two American
stars, there was not nearly enough of money still in pros-
pect or possibility to enable them to get one of the British
luminaries as well. Therefore Nathaniel Cramp was posi-
tively a godsend. ¢ The celebrated English orator, Pro-
fessor Nathaniel P. Cramp, from London, England,”
would look very well on the placards and advertisements.
The people of Acroceraunia were in general a steady-
going, home-keeping community. They rose early, they
worked hard, and when the gentlemen of a family came
home in the evening they generally went to sleep on the
lounge after supper, and were awakened by their wives
in time to go to bed at a proper hour. They never dreamed
of trips to Europe in the summer, and they did not take
in the British journals. For half of them, then, the name
of Natty Cramp would do just as well as that of any of
the more distinguished Britons who were stumping the
States that fall.

So Nathaniel accepted the offer, and when the time
came he took the train for Acroceraunia. He traveled all
night and arrived at Acroceraunia about eleven o’clock
next morning. He was straining his eyes anxiously for the
spires and domes of the city where he was to make what
he really held to be his début as a lecturer in the States;
but when the train stopped he could see no spires, no
domes, no city. The land wherever his eye could reach
was covered with snow; he saw nothing but snow. Natty
was beginning to think this could not be the right station
at all, when the brakesman at the upper end of the car,
who had been madly straining and tugging at his piece
of mechanism like a sailor set all alone to work at a cap-
stan, suddenly dashed open the door and shouted
“ Acrocerauny!” and Nat had to bundle himself out,
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portmanteau and all, as quickly as he could, on the
wooden platform of the station. He stood hesitatingly a
few moments, expecting to find some one to receive him.
But there was clearly no one there to escort him, and the
train had gone its way.

He took up his portmanteau and walked slowly, doubt-
fully out of the station, wondering what he should do next.
Outside the station he saw two staggery and ramshackle
looking omnibuses waiting. One had in its day been a
Fulton ferry omnibus in New York, and bore on its side
the well-known pictorial ornamentations, a little faded,
which distinguish that conveyance as it rumbles up and
down Broadway and IFulton street. This omnibus now be-
longed to the “ Acroceraunia House.” The other was in
the service of the ¢ American Hotel.” Natty thought as
he had to choose he ought to give the preference to the hos-
telry which assumed the name of the city which had hon-
ored him with its invitation, and so he got into the car-
riage of the Acroceraunia House, feeling very much out
of spirits, and divided mentally between an anxiety to
know where Acroceraunia was and a feeble wish that the
moment of his arrival might be postponed as long as
possible.

There was no other passenger in the omnibus as it jolted
away. Nat was rather glad of that. He was rattled along
white road after white road until he began to wonder
whether the town had any right to consider itself as in any
manner connected with the railway station which bore its
name. At last a few houses appeared, each standing sep-
arately in its piece of ground. Most of the houses were
built of wood, and had bright green shutters and little
Grecian porticoes, and every house had a clothes-line.
Natty must apparently have passed in review the ¢ pan-
talettes ” of the whole female population of Acroceraunia
as he drove along. At last the omnibus turned into some-
thing which bore resemblance to a street, or at least was
like a high-road with houses at each side. But Natty saw
a little placard on a wall as they were turning into this
street or road which for the moment withdrew his atten-
tion from everything else, and made him blush and feel
shy, proud, terrified, and delighted. For he could see on
it the words “ Lyceum Lecture Course,” “ This Night,”
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and “ Professor Nathaniel P. Cramp, of London, Eng-
land.” Natty positively drew himself into a corner of the
omnibus as if every eye must have been looking out for
him, or as if he were Lady Godiva riding through Coventry
and had just been seized with a suspicion of the craft of
Peeping Tom. But pride soon came to Natty’s rescue
again, and he felt that at last he was coming to be some-
body; that this was the beginning of fame, and that the
world comes to him who waits. He delivered to himself in
a proud undertone the closing sentences of his lecture.

The omnibus stopped at last in front of a house of dark
brick, with a sign swinging above, and after a good deal
of clattering and stamping on the part of the horses, and
cries of “ Git up” on the part of the driver, it backed up
to the porch and Professor Nathaniel P. Cramp got out.
He made his way into the office of the hotel, a gaunt, bare
room with a stove in the midst, a counter at one side, and
a grave man behind the counter. When Nathaniel walked
up to the counter the grave man turned round a huge
ledger or register which lay before him, pushed it toward
Nat, and handed him a pen without saying a word. Natty
knew the ways of the new world well enough now to know
what this meant. He inscribed himself in the book, Na-
thaniel Cramp, London, England. The grave man marked
a number in the book opposite to Nat’s name, and handed
a key with a corresponding number to an Irish porter,
who took Nat’s portmanteau and preceded him upstairs.
The porter opened the door of a small bare bedroom in a
gusty corridor, and showed Natty in.

“ Guess you’ll want a fire built? ” said the porter.

“1 should like a fire,” Nat mildly answered.

The attendant put down the key of the room on the
table, and Nat observed that the key was stuck or set in
a large triangular piece of metal like the huge and ill-
shaped hilt of a dagger.

“What do you have that thing on the keys for?’’ Nat
asked.

“To keep the guests from putting ’em in their pockets
—don’t ye see?”

“ And what matter if they did put them in their pock-
ets?” :

“ Then they forgot ’em there, don’t you see? When a
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guest is in a hurry he never rec’lects to give up his key.
Last fall every key in the Acrocerauny House was carr’d
right off one morning. Now we fix ’em that way, don’t
you see? They can’t put ’em in their pockets anyhow.”

And the porter took himself off, loudly whistling as he
went ¢ The Wearing of the Green.

Presently he came back with wood and lit the stove.
Natty was too dispirited to talk. He looked out of the
window at the one long street white in the snow. Op-
posite was a “ dry goods ” store with a liberal display of
red and white “clouds” (light soft shawls of fleecy
worsted or some such material) for women, and with some
spectral crinolines dangling at the door. Next was a shop
where ¢ rubbers ”—india-rubber overshoes—were sold;
next was a hardware shop; next a grocery store; then a
blank wall, ornamented with a huge announcement of
some sort of pill, and a small, square bill, which Natty
knew to be the placard of his own lecture. It was now
barely noon. Dinner, he had been informed, was at two;
supper at six. What was he to do in the meantime?

A tap at the door. Natty called “ Come in,” and two
men—one young, bright-eyed, handsome, and awkward;
the other tall, hard-featured, and of middle age—came in.
Nat bowed.

“ Professor Cramp, I presume?” the elder visitor said.

Nat intimated that his name was Cramp, but he did not
make it clear that he had no claim to the title of professor.

“ Professor Cramp,” the younger man struck in, “I
have the pleasure of making you acquainted with the pres-
ident of our society, Mr. Fullager.”

Mr. Fullager and Nat solemnly shook hands. .

“ Professor Cramp,” said Mr. Fullager, “I have the
pleasure to make you acquainted with our secretary, Mr.
Plummer, junior.”

Nathaniel and Mr. Plummer shook hands. ¢ There was
a little mistake with regard to our meeting you at the
depot,” Mr. Fullager explained; and Nat luckily remem-
bered that “ depot,” in Mr. Fullager’s sense, corresponded
with “station” in Nat’s. ¢ The train was on time to-day,
which it usually is not, and when Mr. Plummer and I got
to the depot you were gone, sir.”

Nat affirmed that it didn’t matter at all, and that he
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was much obliged. His visitors were now seated, and were
waiting calmly in silence, evidently understanding that
the responsibility of the conversation rested on him. He
felt that he must rise to the dignity of the situation some-
how. A sudden inspiration possessed him, and he said—

“Yours is a very charming town, Mr. Fullager. It
seems to grow very fast.”

“ 1t is quite a place, sir—quite a place.”

“What population, now, have you?” And the wily
Nat crossed one foot over the other knee, nursed the foot
with his hand, put his head sideways, and waited for an
answer with the air of one who had studied populations
a good deal.

“WWell, sir,” Mr. Fullager said, after some grave deliber-
ation, “ we have forty-five hundred persons in this city.”

“ I'orty-seven hundred,” Mr. Plummer said.

“1 guess not, sir—not quite so many.”

“ Not if you take in the houses on the other side of
Colonel Twentyman’s lot, Mr. Fullager?”

“ Ah, well ; yes—perhaps if you do that we should figure
up to forty-seven hundred.”

“That is a remarkable population,” Mr. Cramp said
patronizingly, “ for so young a town.” Nat hardly knew
one population from another. _

“We are only twenty years old, sir.”

“Twenty years only! Wonderful!” Nat observed, with
an air of dreamy enthusiasm.

Then there was another pause. The two visitors were
perfectly composed. They gazed at the stove, and did not
feel that they were called upon to say anything. They
bad come to pay their respects to the foreign lecturer as a
matter of courtesy and politeness, and when they consid-
ered that they had remained long enough they would rise
and go away. There are plenty of talkative Americans,
no doubt, but the calmn self-possession of silence is no-
where so manifest as among the men of some of the States.

But Nathaniel was much discomposed, and racked his
brain for a topic.

“What kind of audiences do you have here, Mr. Fulla-
ger?” he asked, in another rush of inspiration.

“Well, sir (after some deliberation), I should say a



2142 IRISH LITERATURE.

remarkably intelligent audience. You would say so, Mr.
Plummer? ”

“ Decidedly so,” said Mr. Plummer with a start, for he
had been thinking of nothing in particular at the time.
“ Decidedly so, Mr. Fullager. Several gentlemen have
told me that our audience is far more intelligent than that
of Pancorusky City.”

“ Oh, yes. I should certainly have expected that,” said
Nat, with the air of one who was rather surprised to hear
the comparison made, and who would not on any terms
have consented to bring himself down to an audience such
as that of Pancorusky City. Nat was really developing
a considerable aptitude for playing the part of distin-
guished foreign visitor.

“Would you like to see some of our institutions, sir?”
Mr. Fullager asked—* the City Hall, the ward schools, our
water power, Deacon Rensselaer’s sawmills? ”

Nat said he should like it of all things; and he remem-
bered that he must call on the editor of the Republican
journal, to whom indirectly he owed his renewed chances
of fame.

“We’ll call on them both, sir,” said Mr. Fullager—
“we’ll call on the editors of both our journals—the Demo-
crat and the Republican. We have no politics, sir, in our
association, and they both, sir, have said kind words about
your visit and your lecture.”

Nat professed himself delighted to have the chance of
being presented to both the editors, and felt indeed a
great deal more proud than he would have cared to tell. If
the people at home could only see him thus treated like a
distinguished stranger and made a regular lion of, what
would they say?

So Natty was conducted over the town, and had all its
growing wonders pointed out to him, and was presented
to the editors of the rival journals, and was not invited to
“liquor up,” or, by any form of phraseology, to drink
anything. This latter fact we mention with some hesita-
tion to English readers, being aware of their preconceived
opinions on the subject of American usages. It is an
article of faith in England that every conversation in
America opens with an invitation to drink. Nathaniel
had already discovered that, outside the great cities where
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the foreigners abound and diffuse their customs, nine out
of ten Americans rarely taste any liquid stronger than
tea.

The day thus wore away pleasantly enough for Nat, who
found it more and more agreeable to be allowed to play
the part of distinguished stranger. But when he returned
to his room in the hotel, and the evening came on bringing
the hour of his public appearance terribly near, his spirits
sank dismally. When the gong sounded at six o’clock for
supper, and he went down to the lighted room where the
guests were refreshing themselves on tea, hot ‘ biscuit,”
and preserves, he had a nervous consciousness that every
eye was turned upon him and that he was looking awk-
ward. He thought it a very objectionable institution
which obliged the lecturer to take his meals in public and
to be seen swallowing hot dough, denominated biscuit, im-
mediately before his appearance on the platform. He
would have liked so much better to burst upon Acroce-
raunia all at once, and for the first time, when stepping
forward to deliver his harangue. He nearly choked over
his biscuit with blended nervousness and self-conceit.

Opposite to him at the same narrow table Nat saw a
handsome man with soft blue eyes, a bald head, and a full
fair beard and mustache, who was evidently regarding
the distinguished lecturer with interest. YWhen Nat looked
toward him the blue-eyed man said—

“I think, sir, I have the pleasure of addressing Mr.
Cramp.”

Nat started and awkwardly admitted the fact.

“T have heard you lecture already—in the Avenir Hall,
isn’t it called?—in London.”

“ Oh, indeed,” Nat replied, with an effort to be calm and
dignified, which was combated by three emotions rushing
upon him at once: a pang of home-sickness at the sound
of the word “ London,” a distressing consciousness that the
stranger must have heard him make a sad mess of it, and
a sickening dread that the stranger must have also learned
that he was once a hairdresser.

“I was on a visit to Europe for some years,” the new
acquaintance said, “and I spent a considerable time in
London, and I went into Avenir Hall one Sunday and
heard you lecture,”
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“T didn’t do very well that day,” said Nat.

“You were evidently not used to public speaking, and
you were nervous, but I shouldn’t think the worse of
your chances for that. If a man has anything in him, he is
sure to be nervous.”

Nat was glad to hear that anyhow, although there was
an easy patronizing way about his friend which, as a dis-
tinguished lecturer, he hardly relished.

“You live here, I presume?”” Nathaniel said, anxious to
turn the conversation from his oratorical deficiencies.

“In Acroceraunia? Noj; I live further westward,” and
he mentioned the name of a town which Nat had heard
of, and where there was a large and well-known State
college. “ I hope to have the pleasure of seeing you there.”
And presently the blue-eyed man, having finished his sup-
per, rose from the table, bowed to Nat, and left the room.

If Nat had been a little less deeply engrossed in the
thought of his lecture, he might have been struck with the
strange and picturesque sights which met his eyes as he
proceeded with his friends Mr. IFullager and Mr. Plummer
to the hall where he was to confront his audience. The
carth was white all around with the crackling and glit-
tering snow. The “ red-litten windows ’’ of the hall seemed
to have an unearthly color as they shone between the white
of the ground and the blue of the moon-lighted sky. The
street and the houses were but sharp black lines and
cubes against the snow. The dark belt of a pine wood from
whose depths, much thinned lately, the bear had more
than once made his way into Acroceraunian streets in
Acroceraunia’s earlier days, girdled the valley all around,
and then above and behind it rose the hills, through the
clefts of which a melancholy wind swept down along the
frozen roads. The sleighs came rattling up to the hall
from outlying farms and villages, and the sleigh bells
tinkled merrily, and the lights in the carriages sparkled
like fireflies out of season. Never had Nat seen such a
waste of brilliant white as that upon the earth, such a
profound blue as that in the sky; for the sky was not
black with the hue of the night, even low down on the
horizon where the moon least lighted it, but a deep pur-
pling blue. It was strange to turn one’s eyes up to what
seemed the awful solitude of the hills, and the belt of pine
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woods and the horizon, and then to drop one’s gaze sud-
denly to the little luminous and bustling space just around
the hall. As Nat stood on the steps of the hall, which was
on the side of a slightly ascending street, the town was
lost, swallowed up in shadow and darkness, and outside
the sphere of light which radiated from the windows of the
hall there seemed nothing but the hills, the pine woods,
and the snow. Where did they come from—that cluster of
people with their sleighs and sleigh-bells, and lights and
furs, and rapid feet, and pleasant talk? From the drear
waste of snow around, from the black pine woods, from
the cold far hills? There was something strange, un-
earthly, uncanny in the sudden crowd and the twinkling
lights thus starting up out of shadow, out of darkness, out
of nothing. At a breath one might have thought the whole
vision would disappear, the lights would go out, the bright-
eyed lasses and tall sinewy lads, the sober elders with the
set faces, the stamping horses with the rattling bells—all
would vanish and leave the stranger alone with the drear
hills and the moaning pines.

But Nat Cramp did not give many thoughts to these
things. His may be called a subjective mind, and he only
saw a hall where he was to give a lecture and a little crowd
of people, whom he thought with a certain terror he should
presently have to address. He had chosen a theme which
he considered must especially appeal to the sympathies
of a republican audience. His subject was “ The Worn-
out Aristocracies of Europe.”

The hall was tolerably well filled, for people in Acro-
ceraunia went to every lecture in their winter course
regularly as a matter of duty. But they were to Nat’s
thinking sadly undemonstrative. .American audiences,
especially in country places, hardly ever applaud. They
listen, as if they were really interested, with a motionless
and an awful interest. Nat kept his manuscript open be-
fore him, but tried to speak as far as possible without con-
sulting the paper. But he soon began to feel afraid of
facing the grave and silent audience. The echo of his
own words alarmed him. He lashed the weakness and
excesses of the effete aristocracies of Europe, and the
calm audience betrayed no fervor of republican enthu-
siasm. He narrated what he held to be a very good story,

135
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and on ne rit pas, as the French reporters used to say
sometimes when an orator’s joke failed to draw fire. He
paused for a moment in one or two places for the expected
applause, but it did not come, and he had to hurry on
again abashed. He became cowed and demoralized. He
forgot his task, and he hid his face in his manuscript and
read, conscious that he was reading a great deal too fast,
and yet thirsting to get done with the now hopeless effort.
The essay was awfully long. Several persons quietly got
up and glided out of the hall, the soft fall of their india-
rubber-covered feet having in Nat’s ears a spectral sound.
There was a pretty girl with beaming eyes whom Nat had
noticed as she leaped from a sleigh at the door when he
was entering the hall before the battle. He saw her too
when he began his lecture, and the beaming eyes were
turned upon him. Alas! the beaming eyes were now cov-
ered with their heavy lids, and the pretty girl was asleep.
To add to his confusion and distress, Nathaniel saw that
his friend of the supper was among the audience, and was
broad awake.

At last the final word of the discourse was pronounced,
and the released audience began to melt away as rapidly
as possible. Nat sat upon the platform with downcast
eyes, utterly miserable.

“ QOur audiences, sir,” Mr. Fullager explained with grave
politeness, “are accustomed to lectures of about three
quarters of an hour in length. You have occupied an hour
and a half. They are early people here, and they make
arrangements accordingly. You will therefore not at-
tribute the premature departure of some of our citizens
to any want of respect for you. I have no doubt they all
enjoyed the lecture very much.”

“ It was remarkably instructive,” said Mr. Plummer.

Instructive! Nat had intended it for a burst of brilliant
and impassioned eloquence, blended with scathing sar-
casm.

As they came out Nat heard a young lady say—

“ It didn’t interest me at all; just not one bit.”

“ English orators don’t amount to anything, I guess,”
was another commentary which Nat caught in passing.
For him the sky seemed to have turned from blue to black,
and the moon to have withdrawn her light.
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He was sitting in his bedroom cold and wretched. He
had got rid of his friends of the committee, and the fire
in the stove had got rid of itself, when a tap was heard at
the door, and his bald and blue-eyed acquaintance of the
supper table came in. For some unaccountable reason
Nat particularly detested this man.

“ Come,” said his visitor cheerily, and going to the very
heart of the subject at once, ¢ you must not be cast down.
You are not used to this sort of thing, and you don’t
understand our people here. In places like this they have
forgotten all about the effete aristocracies of Europe, and
don’t care, as they would say, a snap one way or the
other. I suppose an English village audience wouldn’t
care much for a lecture on the dangers of our Third Term
system. Half our Acroceraunian folks have no other no-
tion attaching to England than the thought that your
Queen is an excellent woman and a pattern mother. Are
you going to try again?”

“ No,” said poor Nat bluntly; “I’m not.”

“Well, you know, it isn’t every one who can hold an
audience. 1’m a wretched speaker myself, although I’m
a professor. The mistake you English people make—ex-
cuse me if I say it—is in thinking that anything will do for
us here in the States. Now I am a blunt man, as you see.
Can I serve you in any way? I see you have got on a
wrong track, but I think there’s something in you, and I
love London; so what can I do for you?”

“You are very kind—but there is nothing.”

“ Oh, yes, there is. Let me see. I am Professor Clinton,
of the University of New Padua; and I am going home to-
morrow—a few hours in the cars. Come and pass a few
days at my house, and we’ll talk things over. We want
all sorts of clever young fellows about our university—
and who knows? Come with me to-morrow.”

He clapped Nat on the shoulder: Nat burst into tears.
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THE IRISH CHURCH.

From ‘ A History of Our Own Times.

‘The Irish Peasant to his Mistress’ is the name of
one of Moore’s finest songs. The Irish peasant tells his
mistress of his undying fidelity to her. * Through grief
and through danger,” her smile has cheered his way.
“The darker our fortunes the purer thy bright love
burned ;” it turned shame into glory; fear into zeal. Slave
as he was, with her to guide him he felt free. She had a
rival; and the rival was honored, “ while thou wert mocked
and scorned.” The rival wore a crown of gold; the other’s
brows were girt with thorns. The rival wooed him to
temples, while the loved one lay hid in caves. ‘ Her
friends were all masters, while thine, alas, are slaves!”
“ Yet,” he declares, “ cold in the earth at thy feet I would
rather be than wed one I love not, or turn one thought
from thee.”

The reader already understands the meaning of this
poetic allegory. If he failed to appreciate its feeling it
would be hardly possible for him to understand the mod-
ern history of Ireland. The Irish peasant’s mistress is
the Catholic church. The rival is the state church set up
by English authority. The worshipers in the Catholic
faith had long to lie hid in caves, while the followers of
the state church worshiped in temples. The Irish peas-
ant remained through centuries of persecution devotedly
faithful to the Catholic church. Nothing could win or
wean him from it. The Irish population of Ireland—there
is meaning in the words—were made apparently by nature
for the Catholic faith. Hardly any influence on earth
could make the genuine Celtic Irishman a materialist, or
what is called in France a Voltairean. For him, as for
Schiller’s immortal heroine, the kingdom of the spirits
is easily opened. Half his thoughts, half his life, belong
to a world other than the material world around him.

The supernatural becomes almost the natural for him.
The stream, the valleys, the hills of his native country are
peopled by mystic forms and melancholy legends, which
are all but living things for him. Even the railway has not
banished from the land his familiar fancies and dreams.
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The ¢ good people ” still linger around the raths and glens.
The banshee even yet laments, in dirge-like wailings, the
death of the representative of each ancient house. The
very superstitions of the Irish peasant take a devotional
form. They are never degrading. His piety is not merely
sincere; it is even practical. It sustains him against many
hard trials, and enables him to bear in cheerful patience,
a life-long trouble. He praises God for everything; not as
an act of mere devotional formality, but as by instinct; the
praise naturally rising to his lips. Old men and women
in Ireland who seem, to the observer, to have lived lives
of nothing but privation and suffering, are heard to mur-
mur with their latest breath the fervent declaration that
the Lord was good to them always. Assuredly this gen-
uine piety does not always prevent the wild Celtic nature
from breaking forth into fierce excesses. Stormy out-
bursts of passion, gusts of savage revenge, too often sweep
away the soul of the Irish peasant from the quiet moorings
in which his natural piety and the teachings of his church
would hold it. But deep down in his nature is that faith
in the other world and its visible connection and inter-
course with this; his reverence for the teaching which
shows him a clear title to immortality. For this very
reason, when the Irish peasant throws off altogether the
guidance of religion, he is apt to rush into worse extrava-
gances and excesses than most other men. He is not made
to be a rationalist, he is made to be a believer.

The Irishman was bound by ties of indescribable
strength and complication to his own church. It was the
teacher of that faith which especially commended itself
to his nature and his temperament. It was made to be the
symbol and the synonym of patriotism and nationality.
Centuries of the cruel, futile attempt to force another re-
ligion on him in the name of his English conquerors had
made him regard any effort to change his faith, even by
argument, as the attempt of a spy to persuade a soldier
Lo forsake his flag. To abandon the Catholic Church was,
for the Irishman, not merely to renounce his religion, but
to betray his country. It seemed to him that he could not
become a Protestant without also becoming a renegade to
the national cause. The state church set up in Ireland
was to him a symbol of oppression. It was Gessler’s hat
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stuck up in the market-place; only a slave would bow down
to it. It was idle to tell him of the free spirit of Protes-
tantism ; Protestantism stood represented for him by the
authority which had oppressed his fellow-countrymen and
fellow-Catholics for generations; which had hunted men
to the caves and the mountains for being Catholic, and had
hanged and disembowled them for being Irish.

Almost every page of the history of the two countries
was read with a ditferent interpretation by the Irishman
and the Englishman. To the English student Spenser was
a patriot as well as a poet; to the Irish scholar he was the
bitterest and most unthinking enemy of Ireland. To the
Englishman of modern days Cromwell was a great states-
man and patriot; the Irishman thought of him only as
the remorseless oppressor of Ireland and the author of
the massacre of Drogheda. The Englishman hated James
I1. because he fought against England at the Boyne; the
Irishman despised him because he gave up the fight so
soon. Chesterfield was to Englishmen a fribble and a
fop; he was to Irishmen of education the one English lord
lieutenant who ever seemed to have any comprehension
of the real needs of Ireland. Fox was denounced in Eng-
land and adored in Ireland because he made himself the
champion of the principle of governing Ireland accord-
ing to Irish ideas.

One of Byron’s chief offenses in the eyes of English
Conservatives was that his enthusiasm for Ireland was
almost equal to his enthusiasm for Greece. Again and
again, in every generation, the object of admiration to
Englishmen was the object of distrust or dislike, or both,
to all Irishmen who professed to have in them anything
of the sentiment of nationality. All this feeling of antag-
onism was undoubtedly strengthened and sharpened by
the existence of the state church. There was not one
rational word to be said on principle for the maintenance
of such an institution. Sydney Smith said, in his humor-
ous way: “ There is no abuse like it in all Europe, in all
Asia, in all the discovered parts of Africa, and in all we
have heard of Timbuctoo.” No foreign statesman prob-
ably ever admired English institutions more than Count
Cavour did. Yet Cavour wrote that the state church in
Ireland “ remains to the Catholics a representative of the
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cause of their miseries, a sign of defeat and oppression. It
exasperates their sufferings and makes their humiliation
more keenly felt”” Every argument in favor of the state
church in England was an argument against the state
church in Ireland. The English church, as an institution,
is defended on the ground that it represents the religious
convictions of the great majority of the English people
and that it is qualified to take welcome charge of those
who would otherwise be left without any religious care or
teaching in England. The Catholics in Ireland were, to
all other denominations together, as five to one; the state
church represented only a small proportion of a very small
minority. There was not the slightest pretext for affecting
to believe that it could become the mother and the guar-
dian of orphans and waifs among the Irish people. In
many places the Protestant clergyman preached to a dozen
listeners; in some places he thought himself lucky when he
could get half a dozen. There were places with a Protes-
tant clergyman and Protestant church and absolutely no
Protestant worshipers. There had not of late years been
much positive hostility to the state church among the
Irish people. Since the abolition of the system of tithes,
since the dues of the parson were no longer collected by an
armed military force with occasional accompaniment of
bloodshed, the bitterness of popular feeling had very much
mitigated. The Irish people grew to be almost indifferent
on the subject.

“With Henry I1.,” says Sydirey Smith, ¢ came in tithes,
to which, in all probability, about one million of lives may
have been sacrificed in Ireland.” All that was changed at
last. So long as the clergyman was content to live quietly
and mind his own flock, where he had any to mind, his
Catholic neighbors were not disposed to trouble them-
selves much about him. If, indeed, he attempted to do
that which, by all strict logical reasoning he must have re-
garded himself as appointed to do—if he attempted any
work of conversion, then he aroused such a storm of anger
that he generally found it prudent to withdraw from the
odious and hopeless enterprise. If he was a sensible man
he was usually content to minister to his own people and
meddle no further with others. In the large towns he
generally had his considerable congregation, and was busy
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enough. In some of the country places of the south and
west he preached every Sunday to his little flock of five
or six, while the congregation of the Catholic chapel a
short distance off were covering a great part of the hillside
around the chapel door, because their numbers were many
times too great to allow them to find room within .the
building itself. Sydney Smith has described, in a few
words, the condition of things as it existed in his time:
“On an Irish Sabbath the bell of a neat parish church
often summons to church only the parson and an occasion-
ally conforming clerk; while two hundred yards off a
thousand Catholics are huddled together in a miserable
hovel and pelted by all the storms of heaven ”

In days nearer to our own the miserable hovel had for
the most part given place to a large and handsome church;
in many places to a vast and stately cathedral. Nothing
could be more remarkable than the manner in which the
voluntary offerings of the Irish Catholics covered the face
of the country with churches dedicated to the uses of their
faith. Often the contributions came in liberal measure
from Irishmen settled in far-off countries who were not
likely ever again to see their native fields. Irish Catholic
priests crossed the Atlantic, crossed even the Pacific, to ask
for help to maintain their churches; and there came from
Quebec and Ontario, from New York, New Orleans, and
Chicago, from Melbourne and Sydney, from Tasmania and
New Zealand, the money which put up churches and spires
on the Irish mountain-sides. The proportion between the
Protestants and the Catholics began to tell more and more
disadvantageously for the state church as years went on.
Of late the influx of the Catholic working population into
the northern province threatens to overthrow the suprem-
acy of Protestantism in Protestantism’s own stronghold.

It has often been said that if England had not perse-
cuted the Catholics, if she had not thrust her state church
on them under circumstances which made it an insolent
badge of conquest, the Irish people might have been grad-
ually won over to the religion of England. To us nothing
seems more unlikely than any such change. The Irish
people, we are convinced, would under any circumstances
whatever have remained faithful to the Catholic Church.
As we have already endeavored to show, it is the church
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which seems specially appointed to be the guide of their
feelings and their nature. But it is certain that if there
had been no persecution and no state church the feelings
of the Irish people toward England would have been very
different from what they actually are even at this day.
There would have been no rebellion of 1798. There would
have been no hatred of Protestant to Catholic, Catholic to
Protestant. All this is obvious; every one says as much
now. But there is another view of the question; there is
another harmful effect of the state church and its sur-
roundings, which is not so often considered nor so com-
monly admitted. This is the indirect harm which was
done by the setting up in Ireland of a “ British party,” to
employ a phrase once familiar in politics, a party supposed
to represent the interests of the Inglish government, and
indeed to be, as it was commonly called, the Protestant
garrison in Ireland. Naturally the government always
acted on the advice of that party, and as a matter of
course they were frequently deceived. The British party
had no way of getting at the real feelings of the Irish
people; they were among them, but not of them. They
kept on continually assuring the government that there
was no real cause of dissatisfaction in Ireland; that the
objection to this or that odious institution or measure
came only from a few agitators, and not from the whole
population.

It will not be forgotten that down to the very outbreak
of the American War of Independence there were the rem-
nants of a British party in the northern states, who as-
sured the English government that there was no real
dissatisfaction among the American colonists, and no idea
whatever of severing the connection with England. The
same sort of counsel was given, the same fatal service was
rendered, on almost all important occasions by the British
party in Ireland. It was probably from observing this
condition of things that Mr. Gladstone came to the conclu-
sion that the Fenian outbreak, the Manchester rescue, and
the Clerkenwell explosion furnished a proper opportunity
for a new system of legislation in Ireland. Few actions on
the part of a public man have been more persistently mis-
represented or more obstinately misunderstood than the
course taken by Mr. Gladstone. It has been constantly
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asserted that he declared himself impelled to propose new
legislation for Ireland by the violence of the Fenian enter-
prises, and that he thus held out a premium to political agi-
tation of the most audacious kind by offering an assurance
to the agitator that if he would only be daring and lawless
enough he might have full gratification of his demands.
Yet Mr. Gladstone’s meaning was surely plain.

He saw that one great difficulty in the way of substantial
legislation for Irish grievances had always been found in
the fact that the English parliament and public did not be-
lieve in the reality of the grievance. Englishmen put aside
every claim made on behalf of Ireland with the assurance
that the Irish people were entirely indifferent on the sub-
ject; that the Irish people felt no grievance, and therefore
had not complained of any. The Fenian movement was in
Mr. Gladstone’s eyes the most substantial refutation of
this comfortable belief. The most easy-going and self-com-
placent Philistine could not feel satisfied that there was
no grievance pressing on the minds of the Irish people
when he found rebellion going on under his very eyes, and
Fenian devotees braving death for their cause and its
captains in his very streets. Mr. Gladstone was right.
One of the sad defects of our parliamentary system is that
no remedy is likely to be tried for any evil until the evil
has made its presence felt in some startling way. The
Clerkenwell explosion was but one illustration of a com-
mon condition of things. We seldom have any political
reform without a previous explosion.

On March 16, 1868, a remarkable debate took place in
the House of Commons. It had for its subject the condi-
tion of Ireland, and it was introduced by a series of resolu-
tions which Mr. John Francis Maguire, an Irish member,
proposed. Mr. Maguire was a man of high character and
great ability and earnestness. He was a newspaper pro-
prietor and an author; he knew Ireland well, but he also
knew England and the temper of the English people. He
was ardent in his national sympathies; but he was opposed
to any movement of a seditious or a violent character. He
had more than once risked his popularity among his coun-
trymen by the resolute stand which he made against any
agitation that tended toward rebellion. Mr. Maguire al-
ways held that the geographical situation of England and
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Ireland rendered a separation of the two countries im-
possible.

He had often expressed his belief that even in the event
of a war between England and some foreign state—the
American republic, for instance—and even in the event of
England’s losing temporary possession of Ireland, one of
the conditions of peace which the foreign power would
most freely accept would be the handing back of Ireland
to Great Britain. To his mind, then, separation was a
result not to be seriously thought of. But he accepted
cordially the saying of Grattan that if the ocean forbade
separation, the sea denied union. He was in favor of a
domestic legislature for Ireland, and he was convinced
that such a measure would be found the means of estab-
lishing a true and genial union of feeling, a friendly
partnership between the two countries. Mr. Maguire was
looked on with respect and confidence by all parties in
England as well as in his own country. Even the Fenians,
whose schemes he condemned as he had condemned the
Young Ireland movement of 1848, were willing to admit
his honesty and his courage, for they found that there was
no stancher advocate in parliament for a generous deal-
ing with the Fenian prisoners. A speaker of remarkable
power and earnestness, although ocecasionally too vehe-
ment of words and gesture, he was always listened to with
attention in the House of Commons. It was well known
that he had declined tenders of office from both of the
great English parties; and it was known too that he had
done this at a time when his personal interests made his
refusal a considerable sacrificee. When therefore he in-
vited the attention of the House of Commons to the con-
dition of Ireland, the house knew that it was likely to
have a fair and trustworthy exposition of the subject.
In the course of his speech, Mr. Maguire laid great stress
upon the evil effect wrought upon Ireland by the existence
of the Irish church. He described it as “ a scandalous and
monstrous anomaly.”

During the debate Lord Mayo, then Irish secretary,
made a speech in which he threw out some hint about a
policy of equalizing all religious denominations in Ireland
without sacrificing the Irish church. He talked in a mys-
terious way of “leveling up, and not leveling down.” It
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has never since been known for certain whether he was
giving a hint of a scheme actually in the mind of the
government ; whether he was speaking as one set up to
feel his way into the opinion of the House of Commons
and the public; or whether he was only following out
some sudden and irresponsible speculations of his own.
The words, however, produced a great effect on the House
of Commons. It became evident at once that the question
of the Irish church was making itself at last a subject for
the practical politician. Mr. Bright in the course of the
debate strongly denmounced the Irish establishment, and
enjoined the government and all the great English parties
to rise to the occasion and resolve to deal in some serious
way with the condition of Ireland. Difficulties of the
gravest nature he fully admitted were yet in the way, but
he reminded the house in tones of solemn and penetrating
earnestness that, “ to the upright there ariseth light in the
darkness.” But it was on the fourth night of the debate
that the importance of the occasion became fully manifest.
Then it was that Mr. Gladstone spoke, and declared that
in his opinion the time had come when the Irish church
as a state institution must cease to exist. Then every man
in the house knew that the end was near. Mr. Maguire
withdrew his resolutions. The cause he had to serve was
now in the hands of one who, though not surely more
earnest for its success, had incomparably greater power to
serve it. The Protestant garrison in Ireland was doomed.
There was probably not a single IEnglishman capable of
forming an opinion who did not know that from the
moment when Mr. Gladstone made his declaration, the
fall of the Irish state church had become merely a question
of time. Men only waited to see how Mr. Gladstone would
proceed to procure its fall.

Public expectation was not long kept in suspense. A
few days after the debate on Mr. Maguire’s motion, Mr.
(iladstone gave notice of a series of resolutions on the
subject of the Irish state church. The resolutions were
three in number. The first declared that in the opinion
of the House of Commons it was necessary that the estab-
lished church of Ireland should cease to exist as an estab-
lishment, due regard being had to all personal interests
and to all individual rights of property. The second reso-
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lution pronounced it expedient to prevent the ereation of
new personal interests by the exercise of any public
patronage; and the third asked for an address to the
queen, praying that her majesty would place at the dis-
posal of parliament her interest in the temporalities of
the Irish church. The object of these resolutions was sim-
ply to prepare for the actual disestablishment of the
church by providing that no further appointments should
be made, and that the action of patronage should be
stayed, until parliament should decide the fate of the
whole institution. On March 30, 1868, Mr. Gladstone
proposed his resolutions. Not many persons could have
had much doubt as to the results of the debate.

But if there were any such their doubts must have begun
to vanish when they read the notice of amendment to the
resolutions which was given by Lord Stanley.. The amend-
ment proclaimed even more surely than the resolutions the
impending fall of the Irish church. Lord Stanley must
have been supposed to speak in the name of the government
and the Conservative party; and his amendment merely de-
clared that the house, while admitting that considerable
modifications in the temporalities of the church in Ireland
might appear to be expedient, was of opinion “that any
proposition tending to the disestablishment or disendow-
ment of that church ought to be reserved for the decision
of the new parliament.” Mr. Gladstone seized on the evi-
dence offered by the terms of such an amendment. He ob-
served that before the hour at which notice was given of
that amendment, he had thought the thread of the remain-
ing life of the Irish established church was short, but since
the notice was given he thought it shorter still. For, as
Mr. Gladstone put it, suppose his resolutions had been
declarations calling for the abolition of the House of
Lords, was it possible to conceive that the government
would have met them by an amendment admitting that
the constitution of the upper house might appear to stand
in need of considerable modification, but offering the opin-
ion that any proposal tending to the abolition of that house
ought to be left to the decision of a new parliament? If
such an amendment were offered by the government, the
whole country would at once understand that it was not
intended to defend the existence of the House of Lords.
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So the country now understood with regard to the Irish
church. Lord Stanley’s amendment asked only for delay.
It did not plead that to-morrow would be sudden; it only
asked that the stroke of doom should not be allowed to
fall on the Irish church to-day.

The debate was one of great power and interest. Some
of the speakers were heard at their very best. Mr. Bright
made a speech which was well worthy of the occasion and
the orator. Mr. Gathorne Hardy was in his very element.
He flung aside all consideration of amendment, compro-
mise, or delay, and went in for a vehement defense of the
Irish church. He spoke in the spirit of M. Rouher’s fa-
mous Jamais! Mr. Hardy was not a debater of keen logi-
cal power nor an orator of genuine inspiration, but he
always could rattle a defiant drum with excellent effect.
He beat the war-drum this time with tremendous energy.
On the other hand Mr. Lowe threw an intensity of bitter-
ness remarkable even for him into the unsparing logic with
which he assailed the Irish church. That church, he
said, was “like an exotic brought from a far country,
tended with infinite pains and useless trouble. It is kept
alive with the greatest difficulty and at great expense in
an ungenial climate and an ungrateful soil. The curse of
barrenness is upon it. It has no leaves, puts forth no
blossom, and yields no fruit. Cut it down; why cum-
bereth it the ground?” Not the least remarkable speech
of the debate was that made by Lord Cranbourne, who
denounced the government of which he was not long since
a member with an energy of hatred almost like ferocity.
He accused his late colleagues of having in every possible
way betrayed the cause of Conservatism, and he assailed
Mr. Disraeli personally in a manner which made older
members think of the days when Mr. Disraeli was de-
nouncing Sir Robert Peel.

No eloquence and no invective however could stay the
movement begun by Mr. Gladstone. When the division
was called there were three hundred and thirty-one votes
for the resolutions and only two hundred and seventy
against them. The doom of the Irish church was pro-
nounced by a majority of sixty-one. Mr. Disraeli made
a wild effort by speech and by letter to get up an alarm in
the country on the score of some imaginary alliance or
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conspiracy between “ High Church Ritualists ” and “ Irish
Romanists.” The attempt was a complete failure; there
was only a little flash; no explosion came. The country
did not show the slightest alarm. An interval was af-
forded for agitation on both sides. The House of
Commons had only decided against Lord Stanley’s amend-
ment. Mr. Gladstone’s resolutions had yet to be discussed.

Lord Russell presided at a great meeting held in St.
James’ Hall for the purpose of expressing public sympa-
thy with the movement to disestablish the Irish church.
Many meetings were held by those on the other side of the
question as well; but it was obvious to every one that there
was no great force in the attempt at a defense of the
Irish church. That institution had in truth a position
which only became less and less defensible the more it was
studied. Every example and argument drawn from the
history of the church of England was but another con-
demnation of the church of Ireland. During one of the
subsequent debates in the House of Lords, Lord Derby
introduced with remarkable effect an appropriate quota-
tion from Scott’s ‘ Guy Mannering.” He was warning his
listeners that if they helped the enemies of the Irish
church to pull it down, they would be preparing the way
for the destruction of the English church as well.

He turned to that striking passage in ¢ Guy Mannering,’
where Meg Merrilies confronts the laird of Ellangowan
after the eviction of the gypsies, and warns him that ¢ this
day have ye quenched seven smoking hearths; see if the
fire in your ain parlor burn the blyther for that; ye have
riven the thack off seven cottar houses—Ilook if your ain
roof-tree stand the faster.” Nothing could be more apt as
a political appeal or more effective in a rhetorical sense
than this quotation. But it did not illustrate the relations
between the English and the Irish church. The real dan-
ger to the English church would have been a protracted
and obstinate maintenance of the church of Ireland.

It is not necessary here to enter upon any of the general
arguments for or against the principle of a state church.
But it will be admitted by every one that the claim made
on behalf of the church of England is that it is the church
of the great majority of the English people, and that it has
a spiritual work to do which the majority of the nation
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admit to be its appropriate task. To maintain the church
of England on that ground is only to condemn the church
of Ireland. The more strongly an Englishman was in-
clined to support his own church, the more anxious he
ought to have been to repudiate the claim of the Irish
church to a similar position. The state church in Ireland
was like a mildewed ear blasting its wholesome brother.
If the two institutions had to stand or fall together, there
could be but one end to the difficulty ; both must fall.

Mr. Gladstone’s first resolution came to a division about
a month after the defeat of Lord Stanley’s amendment.
It was carried by a majority somewhat larger than that
which had rejected the amendment. Three hundred and
thirty votes were given for the resolution; two hundred
and sixty-five against it. The majority for the resolution
was therefore sixty-five. Mr. Disraeli quietly observed
that the government must take some decisive step in con-
sequence of that vote; and a few days afterward it was
announced that as soon as the necessary business could be
got through, parliament would be dissolved and an appeal
made to the country. On the last day of July the dissolu-
tion took place, and the elections came on in November.
Not for many years had there been so important a general
election. The keenest anxiety prevailed as to its results.
The new constituencies created by the reform bill were to
give their votes for the first time. The question at issue
was not merely the existence of the Irish state church.
It was a general struggle of advanced Liberalism against
Toryism. No one could doubt that Mr. Gladstone, if he
came into power, would enter on a policy of more decided
Liberalism than had ever been put into action since the
days of the reform bill of Lord Grey and Lord John
Russell. The result of the elections was on the whole
what might have been expected. The Liberals had a great
majority.
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HOW IRELAND LOST HER PARLIAMENT.

From ¢ Ireland’s Cause in England’s Parliament.’

How, then, did Ireland come to lose her national parlia-
ment? What was the crime, or series of crimes, which that
Parliament committed, and which rendered necessary its
sudden extinction? The story is an old one now. It has
often been told, yet it will bear telling once again. Per-
haps it cannot be told too often for the purpose of im-
pressing on the minds of stranger readers the full force and
meaning of the claim which Ireland has upon England for
the restoration of her national Parlian.ent. The British
Philistine idea is just this: ¢“Ireland had a Parliament
for a few, a very few, years; and the Irish Parliament man-
aged things so badly,—getting up frightful rebellions
among its other fantasies of wickedness,—that, for the
sake of Ireland itself, the wicked Irish Parliament had to
be abolished, and Ireland brought under the saving shelter
of the imperial Parliament at Westminster.” Let me, in
a few words, now tell the story as authentic history tells
it. We shall see then whether it was through any fault
of her own, that Ireland lost her national Parliament. We
shall see whether the cause of her losing it does not
strengthen immensely her claim for its restoration. We
shall see whether the Irish Parliament, with all its faults,
was not fighting the battle of religious liberty, the battle of
civilization, against the English sovereign and his minis-
ter. The Irish Parliament was extinguished because its
leaders were men more enlightened than George the Third;
because they, Protestant as well as he, stood up for that
cause of Catholic emancipation which he was determined
to crush.

The Irish Parliament, as I have said, was not an inde-
pendent Parliament in our modern sense of the word. It
was not, even after the repeal of Poynings’ Act, indepen-
dent in that modern sense. Neither was it representative,
according to our ideas of representation. It made laws for
a country five-sixths of whose population then, as now, be-
longed to the Roman Catholic Church. But a Catholic
could not be a member of the Irish Parliament; more than

that, a Catholic could not give a vote for the election of
136
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a member of the Irish Parliament. The Irish Parlia-
ment, therefore, could no more be said to represent the
Irish people than a South Carolina Legislature in the
days before the civil war could be said to represent the
slave population of the State. Yet so national in spirit
were the leaders and the best men of that Irish Parliament,
that, although responsible to no single Catholic voter,—
for there was no Catholic voter,—the first use these Protes-
tant gentlemen made of the increased independence of the
Parliament was to endeavor to carry legislative measures
for the emancipation of their Catholic fellow-subjects. The
leaders of the movement had a hard struggle for a while.
The Irish Parliament was made up for the most part of
landlords and lawyers, and the majority represented the
ascendency of race and of creed. Still Grattan and his
friends were able to accomplish a reform which at least
enabled Catholics to vote for the election of members of
the House of Commons.

This was not enough for Grattan. He and his friends
were determined that the chains of the Catholic should
not “ clank o’er his rags.”

In the mean time an association had been formed in
Ireland which afterwards became famous in Ireland’s
history, and the original objects of which have been more
constantly and systematically misrepresented than those
of any other political organization of which I have read. I
am speaking of the Society of United Irishmen. The So-
ciety of United Irishmen was founded in 1791 by Theobald
Wolfe Tone. Wolf Tone was a Protestant patriot, a man
of genius and indomitable spirit and rich mental resource.
He founded the Society of United Irishmen for the purpose
of obtaining Catholic emancipation and parliamentary re-
form in Ireland. Tone’s great grievance was that there
was no national government in Ireland; that the country
was ruled “by Englishmen and the servants of English-
men,” whose sole object was to advance the interests of
England at the expense of those in Ireland. The Irish
Parliament was mainly elected by a number of pocket bor-
oughs, and rotten boroughs, and constituencies dependent
on some great peer or other territorial magnate. Tone’s
policy was to unite all true Irishmen against this system;
and it was by his urgent advice that the new association
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took no account in its title of anything sectarian, and
merely styled itself a Society of United Irishmen. Tone
became secretary of a Catholic association, for the purpose .
of obtaining relief from penal disqualification for the’
Catholics. He had worked so gallantly and zealously in
the Catholic cause, that the Catholics were only too glad
to make him, a Protestant, secretary of their distinctive
association.

The Society of United Irishmen was composed mainly
of young Protestants,—men, for the most part, of tal-
ents, education, and social position. Men like Thomas
Addis Emmet and Lord Edward Fitzgerald and Hamilton
Rowan belonged to it. Many wealthy merchants and
bankers belonged to it. We know all about it now. We
can study its proceedings and its records, its resolutions,
its appeals to the Sovereign, its petitions to Parliament.
We know that its objects were peaceful, loyal, patriotic,
constitutional. We know that its aim was, as set out in its
own pledge, to “ endeavor to promote a brotherhood of af-
fection and union among Irishmen of every religious per-
suasion,” with the object of procuring “a full, equal, and
adequate representation of all the people of Ireland in
Parliament.” For this full and equal and adequate repre-
sentation, the first thing needful was the abolition of
religious disqualification ; the next thing, a comprehensive
measure of parliamentary reform.

Such was the object of the Society of United Irishmen
at the beginning, and for many years of its subsequent ex-
istence. It was a constitutional association altogether;—
peaceful in its professions, peaceful in its alms. I hasten to
anticipate a possible criticism by at once admitting that
there were writers even then who denounced the United
Irishmen as men of treasonable purpose. For these critics
argued, as George the Third argued: * You must be dis-
loyal to the Constitution and to the Sovereign, if you seek
to have the Catholics emancipated. You must contemplate
civil war; because you must know that England will never
consent to grant Catholic emancipation unless you can con-
quer her in a civil war. Therefore, no matter what your
protestations of loyalty, you must be disloyal. If you were
to swear yourself black in the face, that you are only for
measures of peace, you must, all the same, be conspiring
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for war.” We hear this sort of argument in England just
now, a good deal; and we can appreciate it. Those who
employed it at that time employed it not only against
Wolfe Tone, but against Grattan as well. “ Henry Grattan
must know,” they said, “ that he is allying himself with
men whose policy will conduct them to a civil war, to rebel-
lion; therefore he is a rebel.” Grattan never, as a matter of
fact, was a member of the Society of United Irishmen; but
that did not count for much with his opponents. Gladstone
was never a member of the National League.

The unquestionable fact, however,—unquestionable by
any one who knows anything of the history of the times,
—1is that the Society of United Irishmen was in the begin-
ning, and through all its existence down to a certain event
of which I shall presently tell, a peaceful, constitutional as-
sociation, laboring for noble objects by pacific means. In
truth, the United Irishmen were fully convinced that they
were walking the straight way to a complete and peaceful
success. All the patriotism of Ireland was with them;
the best and loftiest intellect of England was with them.
Their cause was making illustrious converts every day.
Grattan himself,—what was he but a convert to the prin-
ciple of Catholic emancipation? He entered public life as
its opponent, he soon became its warmest and most power-
ful friend. In January, 1795, the hopes of the United
Irishmen secemed confirmed to the full; their success
seemed to be proclaimed by the appointment of Lord Fitz-
william as viceroy of Ireland.

I am anxious that my American readers should fix their
eyes closely on this event in Irish history. The viceroyalty
of Lord Fitzwilliam is a turning point. Fitzwilliam was
a man of generous, beneficent, and noble life. He had been
a friend and follower of Fox; but he had quitted Fox, as
Burke did, in the controversy about the French Revolution.
He retained, however, his devotion to those principles of
civil and religious liberty which Fox had always pro-
claimed. He came over to Ireland, as he understood, with
full powers to satisfy the demands of the country, both
as to Catholic emancipation, and the purifying of the ad-
ministrative and the representative system. He threw
himself heart and soul into Grattan’s plans. He assisted
Grattan with his own hand to draw up some of the meas-
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ures of religious and political reform; and he gave it to be
publicly understood that he intended nothing short of a
complete emancipation of the Catholics of Ireland. What
was the consequence? King George took fright. King
George’s conscience was awakened. King George’s Pro-
testant zeal began once again to eat him up. Lord Fitz-
william was recalled. He was summoned back to England
under conditions of humiliation and disgrace. He was
hurried back like some criminal about to be brought before
some bar of public justice. For what? Because he had
promised to assist the Irish National Parliament in ob-
taining political emancipation for five-sixths of the popula-
tion of Ireland.

The effect upon the Irish people was like the effect upon
the Northern States of the Union when the flag at Fort
Sumter was fired on. The Irish people saw that under
such a king there was no hope of any peaceful settlement
of the national demand. - On the very threshold of the
temple of hope they had been flung back into the cavern
of despair. What was the effect more especially on the
leaders of the Society of United Irishmen? These leaders
were men of high spirit, brave men. Most of them were at
that generous time of life when the loss of mere existence
seems nothing, if compared with the surrender of a great
principle and the tame sacrifice of a great cause. De-
spairing of a peaceful settlement of the national demands,
they did what all true hearts must feel that they had a
right to do: they flung themselves and the country into
rebellion against the government of King George. I need
hardly remind my American readers, that this was the
same King George whose perversity and obstinacy com-
pelled their forefathers to fly to arms against him.

Let us mark once more the difference between success
and failure. The American rebels succeeded, and ceased
to be rebels. Even contemporary history and public
opinion justified their uprising and glorified their leaders.
Our forefathers failed; and down to this very day, there
has hardly been an English historian of mark who has
done anything like justice to the motives of the uprising
or of the men who took part in it, or to the many chances
it had of success. Had this, that, and the other thing hap-
pened, or happened otherwise, had the winds not blown
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this way, had that man not died at the wrong time,—the
Irish insurrection might have been a success. As it is,
English historians, when they have condescended to no-
tice the leaders of the Irish insurrection at all, have treated
them usually as fools or miscreants. I know of hardly any-
thing in historical literature so utterly perverse as Mr.
Froude’s picture of Wolf Tone. The whole description is
simply ignoble, a scandal and a shame to its author. Yet,
Mr. Froude himself told me once, in private conversation,
that he rather admired Wolfe Tone.

A deluge of blood swept over the country, and then the
rebellion was put down. Sir Ralph Abercromby, the hu-
mane, high-minded soldier, who once said that his victories
made him melancholy, was for a time commander-in-chief
of the English forces in Ireland, and has left it on record,
that crimes of bloodshed and savagery were committed by
the soldiers under his command, which he was utterly
powerless to prevent. ¢ Every crime, every cruelty, that
could be committed by Cossacks or Calmucs, has been com-
mitted here.” Abercromby soon left the work of repression
to other and less humane Irands. The rebellion was over;
and pot one of the gallant young Protestant gentlemen who
had taken part in it ever again appeared at an Irish meet-
ing or in an Irish council-room to give his countrymen the
benefit of his advice. The battlefield had dealt with some;
the scaffold had disposed of others; mysterious midnight
deaths in prison-cells, seming very like convenient assassi-
nations to avoid the trouble of public trial, had disposed of
others yet; and those who survived had fled across the seas
to find a home in foreign lands. There is to this day a
monument conspicuous on Broadway, in the city of New
York, which testifies to the manner in which the citizens
of that great community appreciated the public services of
Thomas Addis Emmet, one of the refugees of Ninety-eight.
“Who fears to speak of Ninety-eicht?” "~ Not surely any
of the descendants of the men who flung their souls into
that gallant cause, and gave to it their generous blood, not
surely any of the descendants of those Englishmen whose
wise and noble policy would have prevented Ninety-eight,
by conceding to justice and right those national claims
which King George and his ministers rejected with scorn.

Ireland was now, once again, as a corpse on the dissect-
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ing-table,—to use an expression that more lately became
famous. The king and his minister could do with her, as
they well knew, pretty well what they pleased. The idea
had for some time been afloat in ministerial circles in
England, and Ireland too, that the only way of making
Ireland manageable would be by the destruction of her
separate Parliament, and by absorbing her representation
into the English assemblies at Westminster. King George
would seem to have made up his mind to this, from the mo-
ment when it became evident that the Irish Parliament
would end by accepting the principle of Catholic emanci-
pation. The outbreak of the rebellion gave, unfortunately,
an opportunity to the King and his ministers to carry out
the scheme of absorption,— the union of the shark and
his prey,” as Byron called it. Pitt determined at once to
bring up the scheme on which the King had set his heart.
It was resolved that the Irish Parliament must be extin-
guished. A new viceroy was sent over especially for this
purpose. lLord Camden had succeeded Lord Fitzwilliam.
Lord Camden was now succeeded by a soldier; but a sol-
dier whose name is not associated, at least on the American
side of the Atlantic, with any very splendid military
achievement. The new viceroy of Ireland was that Lord
Cornwallis whose name will be remembered in American
history, chiefly in connection with a certain famous capit-
ulation at Yorktown. It was doubtless the idea of the good
King George, that, although Lord Cornwallis might not
have proved quite the sort of man to deal with George
Washington and his followers, he was good enough to
manage the population of Ireland, exhausted as Ireland
was after her fierce and unsuccessful struggle. Lord Corn-
wallis was sent over with a commission to extinguish the
National Parliament of Ireland, by whatever process, and
at whatever cost.

By whatever process? Well, to be sure, the words must
not to be taken too literally. Even in those days, even
George the Third could not simply abolish the Irish Par-
liament, and bid his will avouch it. The King had to put
on some show of respect for constitutional and legal right.
The thing to be done was to get the Irish Parliament to
abolish itself; the problem for Lord Cornwallis was, in
fact, how to persuade or prevail upon the Irish House of
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Commons, to vote away the legislative independence of the
country. There was an Irish House of Lords, of course,
but the Irish House of Lords was—very much like other
Houses of Lords. No one expected, from the majority in
the Irish House of Lords, any very heroic resistance to the
will of the King, or patriotic deference to the will of the
people. Therefore, the problem was, how to get at the
House of Commons; how to get over the House of Com-
mons; how, as we should say in modern English slang, to
“mnobble ” the House of Commons. Lord Cornwallis went
to work to nobble the House of Commons. He had three
agencies at his command,—terrorism, fraud, and bribery.
He made ample use of all his powers. He threatened, he
deceived, he bribed and corrupted. Ample funds were
placed at his disposal. He spent millions of pounds ster-
ling in buying up some of the pocket boroughs from the
peers and other territorial magnates who owned them, and
who counted on their right to sell them just as they did on
their right to sell their cattle and their sheep. The vice-
roy filled all the vacated places with creatures of his own.
It was a familiar practice with him, when he got hold of a
constituency in this way, to send for election the command-
ant of the nearest English garrison,—some garrison just
employed in putting down the rebellion—and have this
Iinglish soldier returned for the Irish House of Commons,
and commissioned to vote away Ireland’s national life.
The practical working of the schemes to get the Act of
Union passed was in the hands of Lord Castlereagh, the
Irish Secretary, the man whom Byron spoke of as “a
wretch never named but with curses and jeers.” Corn-
wallis, Castlereagh, and Clare,—Lord Clare, the Irish lord
chancellor,—were the triumvirate intrusted with the
odious task. Let us do Lord Cornwallis the justice to ad-
mit that the task to him was odious. He was a soldier of
the old-fashioned order, who would carry out every instruc-
tion given by his master, no matter how base and detest-
able it might be. But he had enough of the spirit of a
soldier, and enough of the heart of a man, tv loathe the
task to which he was now set. His own letters contain re-
iterated descriptions of the work he had to do, and of the
disgust with which it inspired him. He tells again and
again of the manner in which the wretched castle gang and
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their associates were continually. crying out for more and
more severity in Ireland; more imprisonments, more tor-
ture, more blood. He gives examples of the sort of conver-
sation which used to go on at his own dinner table, among
the creatures whom he was compelled to court and to en-
tertain. He declares that he could go back to England
with a conscience comparatively light, if he were only al-
lowed “ to kick those whom my public duties oblige me to
court.”

So far as one may judge, Lord Castlereagh and Lord
Clare had no such qualms of conscience. They appear to
have found the work congenial, and gone into it heart and
soul. Lord Castlereagh made a public announcement that
every mnobleman who returned members to Parliament
should be paid in cash fifteen thousand pounds for every
member so returned, provided of course that the member
voted the right way; next, that every member who had
bought his own seat should be paid back the money he had
given for it; and, thirdly, that all members of Parliament
and others who were losers by the union should be com-
pensated for their loss, and that a sum of one million
and a half sterling should be voted for this latter purpose.

An absurd attempt, founded, I suppose, on some imper-
fect knowledge of this latter transaction, has lately been
made in England, to persuade the public that Castlereagh’s
alleged bribery was not bribery at all, but only compensa-
tion for injured interests. The contention would be ab-
surd in any case, for much of the money given away as
compensation was really only the reward of corruption;
but, besides that, the so-called compensation money repre-
sents only a small part of the money spent in carrying the
Act of Union, and by far the larger part of this money was
spent merely in the buying-up of votes. About five millions
sterling were spent in all. Much of the bribery, too, con-
sisted in the giving-away of offices, and the creating of new
offices to give away. Bishoprics, judgeships, one chief-
justiceship, rank in the navy, rank in the army,—all these
were bribes freely given. Forty new peerages were created.
If a man was too public-spirited to sell his country for a
mere payment in money, and preferred a peerage, or in-
sisted on a peerage as well, the obliging minister granted
his demand ; and to this day the phrase ‘“a Union peer ” is
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used in Ireland as a stigma, as describing a man whose
ancestors sold the legislative independence of his country
for a coronet and a seat in the English House of Lords.

Of course there were men at that time, as there are at
every great crisis in the history of every state,—men who
were, as the old Scottish saying puts it, “ ower good for
banning, and ower bad for blessing; > men who had not the
moral courage to stand up in the face of day for their
country’s right, nor the immoral courage to stand up in the
face of day against it. Such men commonly sought refuge
in retirement and obscurity; and every vacancy made in
that way was, of course, a new opportunity to Castlereagh
to buy some creature of his own into the House of Com-
mons. Another sort of policy also was pursued. Any
man who held any manner of public office or benefice under
the Crown, and who refused to pledge himself to Castle-
reagh’s policy, was remorselessly stripped of any rank or
emolument he might have possessed. Under such con-
ditions, the wonder is that the minister did not succeed in
getting much larger majorities for his proposals in the
Irish House of Commons. The plain fact was, that any one
who chose to sell his vote could get any price he liked for it.
Any one who would not sell his vote had to brave the wrath
of an unscrupulous minister, and, if he could be hurt by
the Government, he most assuredly would be hurt. The
wonder is that so many men held out; that such a large
proportion of the Irish House of Commons fought against
the union to the last. Grattan, who had gone out of parlia-
mentary life, made hopeless by the outbreak of armed re-
bellion, came back to the House of Commons to lead the
fight against the Act of Union. One of his stanchest com-
rades in the noble work of resistance was a man whose fam-
ily name comes out again at a somewhat later period in
Irish history,—Sir John Parnell. The Parnell of that day
fought as bravely for the maintenance of Ireland’s legis-
lative independence as his descendant, the Parnell of our
day, is fighting for its restoration. All that was best in
English public life and English intelligence was opposed
to the policy of Pitt.

Of course Pitt’s policy prevailed. The Act of Union was
passed, and the national Parliament of Ireland was extin-
guished—for a time. The first article of the Act of Union
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declares that ¢ The Kingdoms of Great Britain and Ireland
shall upon the first day of January, 1801, and forever af-
ter be united into one kingdom.” Forever after! We are
already beginning to see signs enough of the worthlessness
of a statutory “ forever ” in the suppression of a nation’s
right. No doubt, the hope and firm belief of Pitt and
Castlereagh was, that with the extinction of the Irish na-
tional Parliament, would be extinguished also the Irish
national sentiment. Plunket, then still a patriot, warned
the ministry that as well might the miserable maniac
imagine that by the suicidal act which destroyed his perish-
able body, he could extinguish also his immortal soul. Time
has even already shown that Plunket was right. The na-
tional sentiment is not extinguished. It burns now, at
this very hour, more brightly and strongly than it did even
in the day when Plunket gave out, all in vain, his eloquence
and impassioned warning to a stupid king and an unscru-
pulous minister. There is one way, and only one, by which
the opponents of Ireland’s demand can get rid of Irish
national sentiment; and that one way is the extinction
of the Irish race. Until the last man, woman, and child
of Irish birth, or Irish descent, be got rid of from off the
earth,—until that great and final act of eviction ean be
accomplished, the sentiment of Irish nationality will be a
trouble to Tory statesmanship. There does not at present
seem any immediate prospect of this complete extinction of
the Irish race. The Irish race is growing everywhere but
in Ireland. The time is not far distant when it will be al-
lowed a chance of growing in Ireland too.

Something was needed to give the last touch of fraud
and cruelty to the policy which was consummated in the
Union. The something needed was given, and it was this:
Numbers of the weaker-kneed among the Catholics had
been cajoled into supporting, or at all events not opposing,
the Union, by the assurance of Castlereagh and his col-
leagues, that, the moment the Act was passed, the imperial
Parliament would emancipate the Catholics in England
and in Ireland. Lord Cornwallis, who no doubt believed
what he said, had gone so far as to declare that Catholic
emancipation would be made a cabinet measure in the first
days of the imperial Parliament. The imperial Parlia-
ment, the Union Parliament, had hardly come into exis-
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tence, when Pitt and his colleagues resigned office. This
step it was loudly told to the public, had been taken be-
cause the King would not consent to Catholic emancipa-
tion. It was taken, in reality, because a peace had to be
made with France, as the English people were growing
sick of the long war,—the war which, as it afterwards
turned out, was then only beginning ; and Pitt, who did not
believe in the possibility of any abiding peace, and did not
want peace, would not have anything to do with the ar-
rangements. He went out of office, a sham peace was made,
which was very soon after unmade; and Pitt came back,
master of the situation. He made no stipulation or even
suggestion about the emancipation of the Catholics; nor
did he ever again distress the conscience and disturb the
nerves of his august sovereign by saying one single word
to him on the subject of the Catholic claims. ~

TO MY BURIED RIFLE.
From ¢ Monomia.’

Deep, deep in the earth you must lie, my old friend,
Though I once fondly hoped for a test of your worth.
But alas for our hopes! they are all at an end,
All gone like the smoke you so often sent forth.
Your barrel will soon grow all yellow with rust,—
That barrel whose radiance I used to admire;
But be not ashamed, though down in the dust;
T was not my old rifle, but we who hung fire.

Yet call us not cowards: the spirit was strong,
But famine our weakness too sorely had tried;

And our arms had been cramped by the shackles so long
They could only hang powerless down by our side.

It may have but needed one brave upward bound,—
Our limbs were too feeble to compass it then;

For you know that to lie very long on the ground,
Corrodes the best metal in rifles or men.

Yet our masters, all crushed as we are, should beware!
They have tried us too long; we may rally at length;






JUSTIN HUNTLEY McCARTHY.
(1860 —)

JusTiN HUNTLEY MCCARTHY was born in 1860. He is the son of
the distinguished historian and novelist. He began writing for
Belgravia when quite a boy, contributing some clever stories at the
expense of the esthetic movement of the times. He was educated
at University College School and University College, London. He
sat in Parliament from 1884 to 1892.

He has been very active as a journalist, and has traveled much in
Europe, Egypt, and the Holy Land, and in this country. He mar-
ried Miss Cissie Loftus, the clever mimic, who is also a writer of
verses and short stories. His books include, in verse, ¢ Serapion,’
‘Hafiz in London,’ ¢ Harlequinade ’ ; stories, ‘ Dolly,” * Doom,’ ¢ Lily
Lass,” * A London Legend,’ ¢ The Royal Christopher’; history, ¢ Out-
line of Irish History,’ ¢ England under Gladstone,’” ‘ Ireland since the
Union,” ‘The French Revolution, 1789-91’; translations, ‘Omar
Khayyam,” ¢ Hafiz,” ¢ Thousand and One Days’; plays, ‘ The Candi-
date,” ‘ The White Carnation,” ‘ The Highwayman,’ ‘ The Wife of
Socrates,” ¢ His Little Dodge,” ‘ My Friend the Prince,’” ‘If I Were
King,’ etc.

THE BEGINNINGS OF HOME RULE.

From ‘¢ Qutline of Irish History.’

For some years after the failure of the Fenian insurrec-
tion there was no political agitation in Ireland; but in 1873
a new national movement began to make itself felt; this was
the Home Rule movement. It had been gradually formed
since 1870 by one or two leading Irishmen, who thought the
time was ripe for a new constitutional effort; chief among
them was Mr. Isaac Butt, a Protestant, an eminent law-
yer and an earnest politician. The movement spread rap-
idly, and took a firm hold of the popular mind. After the
general election of 1874, some sixty Irish members were
returned, who had stood before their constituencies as
Home Rulers. The Home Rule demand is clear and simple
enough; it asks for Ireland a separate government, still al-
lied with the imperial government, on the principles which
regulate the alliance between the United States of Amer-
ica. The proposed Irish Parliament in College Green

would bear just the same relation to the Parliament at
2174 ‘
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Westminster that the Legislature and Senate of every
American state bear to the head authority of the Congress
in the Capitol at Washington. All that relates to local
business it was proposed to delegate to the Irish Assembly;
all questions of imperial policy were still to be left to the
imperial government. There was nothing very startling,
very daringly innovating, in the scheme. In most of the
dependencies of Great Britain, Home Rule systems of some
kind were already established. In Canada, in the Austral-
asian colonies, the principle might be seen at work upon
a large scale; upon a small scale it was to be studied near-
er home in the neighboring Island of Man. One of the
chief objections raised to the new proposal by those who
thought it really worth while to raise any objections at all,
was that it would be practically impossible to decide the
border line between local affairs and imperial affairs. The
answer to this is, of course, that what has not been found
impossible, or indeed exceedingly difficult, in the case of
the American republic and its component states, or in the
case of England and her American and Australasian col-
onies, need not be found to present unsurpassable difficul-
ties in the case of Great Britain and Ireland.

“1f the Home Rule theory,” says Mr. Lecky, *brings
with it much embarrassment to English statesmen, it is at
least a theory which is within the limits of the constitution,
which is supported by means that are perfectly loyal and
legitimate, and which, like every other theory, must be dis-
cussed and judged upon its merits.” This is exactly what
English statesmen and politicians generally have refused
to do. They will have none of the Home Rule theory; they
will not admit that it comes within the limits of a constitu-
tional question; Home Rule never could and never shall be
granted, and so what is the use of discussing it?

This was certainly the temper in which Home Rule was
at first received in and out of Parliament. Of late days, pol-
iticians who have come to concede the possibility, if not the
practicability, of some system of local government for Ire-
land, still fight off the consideration of the question by
saying, “ What is the use of discussing Home Rule until
you who support it present us with a clear and defined plan
for our consideration? ” This form of argument is no less
unreasonable than the other. The supporters of Home
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Rule very fairly say, “ We maintain the necessity for es.
tablishing a system of local government in Ireland. That
cannot be done without the government; till, therefore, the
government is willing to admit that Home Rule is a ques-
tion to be entertained at all, it is no use bringing forward
any particular plan; when it is once admitted that some
system of Home Rule must be established in Ireland, then
will be the time for bringing forward legislative schemes
and plans, and out of the multiplicity of ideas and sug-
gestions creating a complete and cohesive whole.”

The principle of Home Rule obtains in every state of the
American Union, though the plan of Home Rule in each
particular state is widely different. The principle of
Home Rule obtains in every great colony of the crown,
but the plan pursued by each colony is of a very different
kind. When the people of the two countries have agreed
together to allow Ireland to manage for herself her own
local affairs, it will be very easy to bring forward some
scheme exactly deciding the form which the conceded Home
Rule is to take. But to bring forward the completed
scheme before a common basis of negotiation has been es-
tablished would be more the duty of a new Abbé Sieyés,
with a new “theory of irregular verbs,” than of a prac-
tical and serious politician.

At first the Home Rule party was not very active. Mr.
Butt used to have a regular Home Rule debate once every
session, when he and his followers stated their views, and
a division was taken and the Home Rulers were, of course,
defeated. Yet, while the English House of Commons was
thus steadily rejecting, year after year, the demand made
for Home Rule by the large majority of the Irish members,
it was affording a strong argument in favor of some sys-
tem of local government, by consistently outvoting every
proposition brought forward by the bulk of the Irish mem-
bers relating to Irish questions. In 1874 it threw out the
Irish Municipal Franchise Bill, the Irish Municipal Privi-
leges Bill, and the bill for the purchase of Irish railways.
In 1875 it threw out the motion for inquiry into the work-
ing of the Land Act, the Grand Jury Reform Bill, the Irish
Municipal Corporation Bill, the Municipal Franchise Bill.
In 1876 it threw out the Irish Fisheries Bill, the Irish Bor-
ough Franchise Bill, the Irish Registration of Voters Bill,
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and the Irish Land Bill. These were all measures purely
relating to Irish affairs, which, had they been left to the
decision of the Irish members alone, would have been
carried by overwhelming majorities. The Irish vote in
favor of these measures was seldom less than twice as
great as the opposing vote; in some cases it was three times
as great, in some cases it was four, seven, and eight times
greater.

Mr. Butt and his followers had proved the force of the
desire for some sort of national government in Ireland, but
the strength of the movement they had created now called
for stronger leaders. A new man was coming into Irish
political life, who was destined to be the most remarkable
Irish leader since O’Connell.

Mr. Charles Stewart Parnell, who entered the House
of Commons in 1875 as member for Meath, was a descend-
ant of the English poet Parnell, and of the two Parnells,
father and son, John and Henry, who stood by Grattan to
the last in the struggle against the Union. He was a grand-
nephew of Sir Henry Parnell, the first Lord Congleton,
the advanced reformer, and friend of Lord Grey and Lord
Melbourne. He was Protestant, and a member of the Prot-
estant Synod. Mr. Parnell set himself to form a party
of Irishmen in the House of Commons who should be ab-
solutely independent of any English political party, and
who would go their own way, with only the cause of Ire-
land to influence them. Mr. Parnell had all the qualities
that go to make a good political leader, and he succeeded
in his purpose. The more advanced men in and out of
Parliament began to look up to him as the real representa-
tive of the popular voice. In 1878 Mr. Butt died. He had
done good service in his life; he had called the Irish Home
Rule party into existence, and he had done his best to
form a cohesive parliamentary party. If his ways were
not the ways most in keeping with the political needs of the
hour, he was an honest and able politician, he was a sincere
Irishman, and his name deserves grateful recollection in
Ireland. The leadership of the Irish parliamentary party
was given to Mr. William Shaw, member for Cork County,
an able, intelligent man, who proved himself in many

ways a good leader. In quieter times his authority might
187
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have remained unquestioned, but these were unquiet times.
The decorous and demure attitude of the early Home Rule
party was to be changed into a more aggressive action, and
Mr. Parnell was the champion of the change. It was soon
obvious that he was the real leader recognized by the major-
ity of the Irish Home Rule members, and by the country
behind them.

Mr. Parnell and his following have been bitterly de-
nounced for pursuing an obstructive policy. They are
often written about as if they had invented obstruction:
as if obstruction of the most audacious kind had never been
practiced in the House of Commons before Mr. Parnell en-
tered it. It may, perhaps, be admitted that the Irish mem-
bers made more use of obstruction than had been done
before their time; yet it should be remembered that the
early Irish obstruction was on English measures, and was
carried on with the active advice and assistance of English
members. The Tory party was then in power and the ad-
vanced Liberals were found often enough voting with the
Obstructionists in their fiercest obstruction to the exist-
ing government. The Irish party fought a good fight on
the famous South African Bill, a fight which not a few
Englishmen now would heartily wish had proved success-
ful. It should also be remembered that Mr. Parnell did
some good service to English legislation; he worked hard
to reform the Factories and Workshops Bill of 1878, the
prison Code, and the Army and Navy Mutiny Bills. Many
of his amendments were admitted to be of value; many, in
the end, were accepted. His earnest efforts contributed
in no small degree to the abolition of flogging in the army.

The times undoubtedly were unquiet; the policy which
was called in England obstructive and in Ireland active
was obviously popular with the vast majority of the Irish
people. The Land Question, too, was coming up again, and
in a stronger form than ever. Mr. Butt, not very long be-
fore his death, had warned the House of Commons that the
old land war was going to break out anew, and he was
laughed at for his vivid fancy by the English press and by
English public opinion; but he proved a true prophet.
Mr. Parnell had carefully studied the condition of the Irish
tenant, and he saw that the Land Act of 1870 was not the
last word of legislation on his behalf. Mr. Parnell was at
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first an ardent advocate of what came to be known as the
three F’s—fair rent, fixity of tenure, and free sale.

But the three F’s were soon to be put aside in favor of
more advanced ideas. Outside parliament a strenuous and
earnest man was preparing to inaugurate the greatest land
agitation ever seen in Ireland. Mr. Michael Davitt was
the son of an evicted tenant; his earliest youthful impres-
sions had been the misery of the Irish peasant and the
tyranny of the Irish landlord. The evicted tenant and
his family came to England, to Lanecashire. The boy
Michael was put to work in a mill, where he lost his right
arm by a machine accident. When he grew to be a young
man he joined the Fenians, and in 1870, on evidence of an
informer, he was arrested and sentenced to fifteen years’
penal servitude; seven years later he was let out on ticket-
of-leave. In his long imprisonment he had thought deeply
upon the political and social condition of Ireland and
the best means of improving it. When he came out he
had abandoned his dreams of armed rebellion, and he went
in for constitutional agitation to reform the Irish land
system.

THE PENAL LAWS.
From ¢ Outline of Irish History.’

Under these laws Catholics could not sit in the Irish
Parliament or vote members to it. They were excluded
from the army, and navy, the magistracy, and the bar, the
benches, the grand juries, and the vestries. They could not
be sheriffs, or soldiers, game-keepers, or constables. They
were forbidden to own any arms, and any two justices or
sheriffs might at any time issue a search warrant for arms.
The discovery of any kind of weapons rendered their Cath-
olic owner liable to fines, imprisonment, whipping, or the
pillory. They could not own a horse worth more than five
pounds, and any Protestant tendering that sum could
compel his Catholic neighbor to sell his steed. No educa-
tion whatever was allowed to Catholics. A Catholic could
not go to the university; he might not be the guardian of
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. a child; he might not keep a school, or send his children to
be educated abroad, or teach himself.

No Catholic might buy land, or inherit or receive it as a
gift from Protestants, or hold life annuities, or lease it for
more than thirty-one years, or any lease on such terms as
that the profits of the land exceeded one-third the value of
the land. If a Catholic purchased an estate, the first Prot-
estant who informed against him became its proprietor.
The eldest son of a Catholic, upon apostatizing, became
heir-at-law to the whole estate of his father, and reduced
his father to the position of a mere life tenant. A wife
who apostatized was immediately freed from her husband’s
control, and assigned a certain portion of her husband’s
property. Any child, however young, who professed to be
a Protestant, was at once taken from his father’s care, and
a certain proportion of his father’s property assigned to
him. In fact, the Catholics were excluded, in their own
country, from every profession, from every Government of-
fice from the highest to the lowest, and from almost every
duty or privilege of a citizen.

A YOUNG IRELAND MEETING.
From ¢ Lily Lass.’

So it was settled, and a little before eight all three quit-
ted the Crown, and crossed the street towards the open
doors of the Desmond Confederate Club, into which al-
ready a number of persons were making their way.

Mr. Geraldine’s tickets were for a few reserved seats in
the front of the rest, and in a few minutes Lilias found
herself seated between Mr. Geraldine and Lord Mountmar-
vel in the front row, quite close to the platform, and sur-
veying with keen interest the strangely unfamiliar scene.

Although it still wanted some time of the hour for which
the meeting was summoned, the body of the hall was begin-
ning to be thronged with people. The hall itself was a
bare, bleak, barrack-like place; the cold monotony of its
whitewashed walls only slightly relieved by a few green
flags bearing the uncrowned harp.
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At the far end was a platform with chairs and a table
also covered with green cloth. A few persons were sit-
ting on the platform, surveying the body of the hall with
that curiously constrained air of assumed indifference
which the earliest occupants of a platform invariably put
on pending the arrival of the orators of the occasion.

Lord Mountmarvel was whispering some contemptuous
comment on the place and its people into the ear of Lilias,
when her attention, diverted for a moment from the plat-
form, was rapidly recalled to it by the loud applause of
those who occupied it, applause which was taken up and
echoed in deafening volume by the great crowd that now
thronged the hall and filled its every available inch of sit-
ting or standing room.

Murrough MacMurchad had just made his appearance
on the platform, accompanied by Brian Fermanagh and
half a dozen friends. He bowed slightly to the plaudits
of the hall, and sat down near the table. His dark eyes,
wandering over the audience, smiled recognition as they
met Mr. Geraldine’s gaze, and flashed for a moment angrily
as they saw ILord Mountmarvel. Then they rested on
Lilias, and a look of sudden interest quickened them into
unusual brightness. The next instant they surveyed the
whole audience with the calm, impassive, far-away look
which was most familiar to them.

The routine proceedings incidental to all meetings were
meantime being hurried through, little heeded by Lilias,
whose interest in the novel scene was entirely absorbed in
the attraction of the Young Irelander’s dark, melancholy
face.

Brian Fermanagh was moved into the chair; some let-
ters, to which nobody paid much attention, were read over
by the secretary of the Desmond Confederate Club; the
minutes of a preceding meeting were mumbled over, and
solemnly signed by the chairman.

There was a moment’s pause, and then Brian Ferma-
nagh, rising to his feet, said that it would be needless for
him to waste the time of the assembly with any preliminary
utterances, and that he would at once call upon Murrough
MacMurchad to address them.

At the mention of MacMurchad’s name a storm of ap-
plause broke from every part of the hall, growing louder
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and wilder as MacMurchad got up, and moving towards the
table stood facing his supporters with his right hand rest-
ing lightly on the green flag with the uncrowned harp of
gold which covered it.

Every man in the assemblage sprang to his feet waving
his hat and shouting himself hoarse. Lilias, half startled
by the sudden tumult, looked for-a moment away from
the platform and glanced round upon the crowd about
her.

In that glance she saw one thing, and one thing only,
out of all the medley of moving, shouting, shrieking hu-
manity—a girl’s face gazing up intently at the Young
Irelander with a look which the quick eyes of another
woman were able to read only too easily.

The girl was young and beautiful, with the antique
beauty of the Celt. The pale proud face, the dark passion-
ate eyes, the braids of blacker hair than midnight, were all
characteristics of an ancient Irish type. Women of that
type trod the old paths between the Athenian olive-trees,
and moved amid the arbutus groves of Eryx. Women of
that type are to be found to-day on the slopes of Pentelicus,
in the valleys of the Parnes range, and beneath the orange-
trees of Parthenope, to prove the common bond of Grecian
blood among the Irish race and the dwellers by the Tyr-
rhene Sea.

Lilias as she looked could scarcely restrain an involun-
tary cry of admiration at the girl’s beauty; a moment more
and she resented the vague pang with which she followed
the direction of those dark eyes and saw them rest on Mac-
Murchad.

MacMurchad appeared to be wholly unaware of that
fixed gaze. IHis eyes were looking across the audience far
into the distant corner of the hall.

The pang which had anncyed Lilias was succeeded by a
yvet more unreasonable throb of pleasure as she perceived
the indifference of the Young Irelander to the bright eyes
that shone so ardently upon him. Then the throb of
pleasure was followed by a thrill of pity as Lilias saw how
eagerly the face of Fermanagh was turned in the direction
of the girl, and the pained lines about his mouth and eyes
as he noted how her eyes were riveted on the face of his
friend.
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“ Here is a tragedy to begin with,” Lilias thought to her-
self, and at that moment MacMurchad began to speak, and
Lilias forgot the girl and Fermanagh and everything else
except the charm of the speaker’s voice and the mar-
velous magic of his words.

MacMurchad spoke slowly and quietly at first, with
full, grave enunciation that reached the fartherest ears
as easily as those which harkened to him in his immediate
neighborhood.

It is no part of my purpose to give here the speech which
Murrough MacMurchad made that day. The very words
lie before me as I write, lie before me in the slip of yel-
lowed paper and faded print, a cutting from the report
of the local paper which I found carefully preserved among
the contents of Fermanagh’s box. Who shall say how the
hot words which then burned their way like flame into
the hearts and brains of his hearers might show, copied
out coldly here by me?

Burning words they were, which stir my tamed, elderly
blood as I read them, and bring so vividly before my
Transatlantic eyes the crowded hall and the faces I never
saw—the faces of that wild young speaker and his fast
friend, and the two fair women who watched him so
eagerly.

Words of flame they seemed to most men there, who
hung upon them as upon the utterances of a prophet.
Words of flame they seemed to Lilias, as she listened with
clasped hands and beating heart to the impetuous flood of
the young man’s eloquence. MacMurchad talked of the
themes which then were agitating all men’s minds with
the wealth of language, the almost gorgeous grace of words,
and the glowing passion which the Young Irelanders drew
from the fountain of the Girondists, and in which they so
far surpassed their masters.

In the pause that followed upon the applause that suc-
ceeded to some fiery appeal to the old traditions and the
new hopes of the race Mountmarvel whispered sneeringly
into the ear of Lilias:

“The fellow gets every line of this by heart, and repeats
it like a parrot.”

Lilias gave her companion an angry flash of scorn, which
brought a smile to Mountmarvel’s thin lips. The next mo-
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ment an odd chance gave MacMurchad the opportunity of
refuting the charge which unknown to him had been just
made against him.

He was speaking of the dangers of the moment, and as
he paused for a moment for breath, from the back of the
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