


TN DD DD VLA
o \\?" f\\\.\\" ™
SN RN N

Yy Ml
A

) @/?

=

7

)

(
\ ;

-

‘ U
} ™
) et

L




5 ‘}"J\‘w i "‘"ﬁ :

L/

P ‘ 3 ":- ( 2 ;
Ny S %L‘
o S S O U
<o & A C

<X 2



















LICERACURE

JUSTIN MCARTHY MP.

EDITOR IN CHIEF

MAURICE F.EGANLLD. DOUGLAS HYDE,LLD.
LADY GREGORY  JAMESJEFFREY ROCHE.LLD.

ASSOCIATE EDITORS

CHARLES WELSH

MANAGING EDITOR

JORD D. MORRIS & COMPADY
PRILADELPRIA






EDITORIAL BOARD
AND ADVISORY COMMITTEE

THE HON. JUSTIN McCARTHY, M.P., Epiror-IN-CHIEF

Mavrice Francis Ecax, LL.D.,
of the Catholic University,
‘Washington

Lapy GREGORY

Staxpisa O’GraDY

D. J. O’DoNOGHUE

Prof. F. N. Rosinsox, of Har-
vard University

W. P. Rvan

Doveras Hypg, LL.D.

James Jerrrey Rocmg, LLD.,
Editor Zhe Pilot

G. W. RusserL (“A. E.”)

STEPHEN GWYNN

Prof. W. P. Trent, of Columbia
University

Prof. H. S. PaxcoasT

Jonx E. Repmonp, M.P.

Cuaries WELsH, Managing Editor
Author of ¢ The Life of John Newbery ’ (Goldsmith’s friend and publisher),

SPECIAL ARTICLES anxp THEIR WRITERS

IrisE LITERATURE .
Moperx~ Irisn PorTrY
Earry Irisg LITERATURE
IreELAND’S INFLUENCE ON

PEAN LITERATURE . . .
Irisa NovELs .

Irisg FAIRY AND FOLK TALES Y

Tue Irisg ScrOOL 0F ORATORY

Tuar SunNiNEss oF IrisH Lire .

Irisg Wit Axp Humor

Trae Irisg LiTeraArRY THEATER .

. Justin McCarthy.
. William Butler Yeats
. Douglas Hyde, LL.D.

Euro-

. Dr. George Sigerson

. Maurice Francis Egan, LL.D.
. Charles Welsh

. J. F. Taylor, K.C.

. Michael MacDonagh

. D. J. O’Donoghue

. Stephen Gwynn

A Graxce At Irrraxp’s History . Charles Welsh
STREET SonGs AND BaLLaDps AND ANONYMOUS VERSE

BIOGRAPHIES axp LITERARY APPRECIATIONS

Georee W.RusseLL (“ A
W. P. Ryax

CHARLES WELSH
Doveras Hypg, LL.D.
T. W. RoLLESTON

G. BarNETT SMITH

H. C. Bux~ER

G. A. GREENE

BY

.E”) W.B. YEaTs
S. J. RicEARDSON
Stanpisa O’Grapy
D. J. O'DoxoGcHUE
Avustin Dosson
Dr. G. Sigerson
N. P. WiLLis
LionzL JorxNsoN






A GLANCE AT IRELAND’S HISTORY.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Under the stern Cromwell the condition of the Irish

became worse than ever. A rebellion had broken out in
the reign of Charles I.—the rising of 1641, which made for-
ever famous the names of Sir Phelim O’Neill, Roger
O’More, Conor M’Guire, O’Farrell, Clanricarde, Owen Roe
O’Neill, and Red Hugh O’Donnell—which continued after
his death, and Cromwell with the greatest cruelty reduced
the island to nominal submission in nine months, but the
native chiefs remained in the country undisturbed.
. In the reigns of Charles II. and James II. there was
some prospect of amelioration, but even under the latter,
Ireland was again turned into a theater of war. And
there are few more brilliant pages in history than the
record of the siege of Derry, the battle of the Boyne, the
defense of Limerick, and the battles of Athlone and Augh-
rim, while the names of McCarthy More, and Patrick
Sarsfield are forever held in honor by a grateful people for
their brave deeds.



X A GLANCE AT IRELAND’S HISTORY.

The treaty of Limerick, which followed these events, was
signed in 1691 and the stone on which it was signed is still
to be seen beside Thomond Bridge in that city. The in-
famous ignoring of this treaty by the conqueror was a
violation of plighted honor which has done more than any
one event to keep alive Irish hatred and distrust of Eng-
land.

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

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

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

This great movement led to the founding of The Nation
newspaper and the outbreak of a flood of patriotic poetry
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from all classes of people, the like of which can scarcely be
found in the history of any other nation—it awakened the
intellect of Ireland from slumber and set literary impulses
at work, the results of which are felt at the present day.

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

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

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

THE MAID OF GLOGHROE.

As T roved out, at Faha, one morning,

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

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

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

On the side of the hill of Cloghroe.

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

Fair Juno, Minerva, or Helen,

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

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

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

This lovely young maid of Cloghroe.

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

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

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

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

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

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

MOLLY MULDOON.!

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

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

Her teeth were white, though not of pearl,

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

Yet few who gazed on her teeth and her hair,

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

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

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

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

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

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

And calm desire into devotion.

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

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

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

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

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

He took from a chest and carefully put on—

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

Then a tidier gorsoon couldn’t be seen

Treading the Emerald Isle so green—

Light was his step, and bright was his eye,

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

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

“ Come, bridegroom and bride,

That the knot may be tied

Which no power on earth can hereafter divide.”

Up rose the bride and the bridegroom too,

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

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

Some years sped on,

~ Yet heard no one

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

THE MORAL.

Lady readers, love may be

Fixed in hearts immovably,

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

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

THE NATIVE IRISHMAN.
BY A CONVERTED SAXON.

Before I came across the sea
To this delightful place,

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

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

I thought they wore long trailing coats
And knickerbockers trim;

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

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

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

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

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

I half suspected that they were
Possessed of little tails.

) . . . .

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

I found that the inhabitants
Were not entirely such;

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

NELL FLAHERTY’S DRAKEZ!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The night before Larry was stretched,

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

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

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

To help a poor friend to a sneezer,

And warm his gob ’fore he died.

The boys they came crowding in fast,

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

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

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

And first by the clargy invented,

To get a fat bit for themselves.”

“I’m sorry, dear Larry,” says I,

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

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

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

Your poor Larry as dead as a mutton,”

Because, why, his courage was good.

¢“ And I’ll be cut up like a pie,

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

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

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

For why should the likes of them grieve you?

And now, boys, come tip us the deck.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh, sure it will kill her alive!”

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

Nor changed till he come to “ King William ¥—

Then, musha! his color grew white.

When he came to the nubbling chit,

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

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

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

And at darky we waked him in clover,

And sent him to take a ground sweat.

3309
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ON THE COLLEEN BAWN!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Her beauty very far excels
All other females fine;

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

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

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

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

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

They kept away the enemy
All night until the dawn:

Most worthy of the title is
My darling Colleen Bawn.

PROTESTANT BOYS.
AN ORANGE SONG.

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

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

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

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

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

THE RAKES OF MALLOW.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Raking as at Mallow.

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

THE SHAN VAN VOCHT.!

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

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

Says the Shan Van Vocht.

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

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

On the Curragh of Kildare,

The boys they will be there,

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

To the Curragh of Kildare,

The boys they will repair,

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

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

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

What should the yeomen do,

But throw off the red and blue,

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

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

What color should be seen

Where our fathers’ homes have been,

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

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

Yes! Ireland shall be free,

From the center to the sea;

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

I would I were on yonder hill,

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

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

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

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

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

Until my parents shall wish me dead,

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

I wish, I wish, I wish in vain,

I wish I had my heart again,

And vainly think I’d not complain,

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

But now my love has gone to France,

To try his fortune to advance;

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

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

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

ollows :

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Concerning those poor people whose loss we do deplore

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

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

All by the bloody Peelers at the fair of Turloughmore.

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

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

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

For cruel was their murder at the fair of Turloughmore.

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

The Lord He will reward them against the judgment day;

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

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

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

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

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

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

Now to conclude and finish this sad and doleful fray,

I hope their souls are happy against the judgment day;

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

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

THE STAR OF SLANE.

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

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

Had Paris seen this young maid serene,

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

TIPPERARY RECRUITING SONG.

T is now we ’d want to be wary, boys,

The recruiters are out in Tipperary, boys;

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

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

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

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

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

Now Bull wants to pillage and rob, my boys,

And put the proceeds in his fob, my boys;

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

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

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

But now he is beat for men, my boys,

His army is getting so thin, my boys,

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

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

And his black heart will shortly be tamer, boys.

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

In his mortal distress and his evil, boys?

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

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

Except for the Green and Tipperary, boys.

TRUST TO LUCK:1:

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

THE WEARIN’ O’ THE GREEN.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

WILLY REILLY.!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“ Oh gentlemen, consider on this extremity;

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

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

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

Gold watch and silver buckles, and many precious things,

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

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

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

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

With thirty locket diamonds well set in silver fair,

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

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

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

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

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

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



ALEXANDER MARTIN SULLIVAN.
(1830—1884.)

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

1 ¢ Memoirs of King James the Second.’
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‘ :
boats and store-loads, into a field close to an old ruined
castle, and, duly posting night sentries, gave themselves
to repose.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

OUR EXILES.

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

For my own part I am a student of what is passing
around me in the world, and I cannot disguise from my-
self that the Almighty God ruling this universe in His
own divine providence never gives an opportunity for
justice to the wronger that he does not reserve a penalty
for refusing to avail of that opportunity. I have met
American statesmen; I have met members of the Ameri-
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can Senate; I have met governors of the American States
who, whatever opinion they held or hold about Ireland as
to the solution of the Irish question, failed to understand
— and the day will come when America, speaking through
her established Government, will give utterance to this
thought that she fails to understand—why this interna-
tional trouble which is disturbing her peace as well as
the peace of England could not be settled upon the reason-
able plan of giving to Ireland the rights and liberties that
a State in the American Union possesses under that sys-
tem.

That is American public opinion; and in view of the
recent elections there, and of others that are soon to fol-
low, I think it is not a far-fetched idea that, following the
example of England—who a few years ago carried her ad-
vice to Continental rulers as to how they ought to govern
—some day Uncle Sam may come to what is called the
mother country, and say, “ This Irish question has now
become an American question, and we invite you, in diplo-
matic language, to meet us in a friendly conference to de-
termine how it is to be settled.” Ah, gentlemen, what of
those millions across the way! You cannot know, you
cannot measure the intensity of their devotion. Would
to heaven to-night that the statesmen of England could
see with their own eyes that ele<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>