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‘IRISH LITERATURE.”

¢IrisE LITERATURE’ is intended to give to the read-
ing world a comprehensive if only a rapid glance at the
whole development of literary art in prose and poetry from
the opening of Ireland’s history. I may say at once that
when I use the words “ opening of Ireland’s history ” I do
not intend to convey the idea that the survey is limited to
that period of Ireland’s story which is recognized as com-
ing within the domain of what we call authenticated his-
torical narrative. The real history of most countries,
probably of all countries, could be but little understood or
appreciated, could indeed hardly be proved to have its
claim to authenticity, if we did not take into account the
teachings of myth and of legend. This is especially to be
borne in mind when we are dealing with the story of Ire-
land. Only by giving full attention to the legends and the
poems, the memory of which has been preserved for us
from days long before the period when the idea of au-
thentic history had come into men’s minds, can we under-
stand the character and the temperament of the Irish race.

The Gaelic populations have ever been deeply absorbed
in legendary fancies and mythical creations, and only
through the study of such prehistoric literature can we
understand the true national character of these peoples.
The mythical heroes which a race creates for itself, the
aspirations which it embodies and illustrates, the senti-
ments which it immortalizes in story and in ballad, will
help us to understand the real character of the race better
than it could be expounded to us by any collection of the
best authenticated statistics. We could not really know
the history of Greece without the Homeric poems, and we
cannot understand the history of Ireland without study-
ing the legends and poems which have preserved for our
time the aspirations and the ideals of prehistoric Erin.
According to the accepted belief of prehistoric days, Ire-
land was occupied or colonized in the early past first by an
invasion, or perhaps it might better be called a settlement,
from the Far East, and afterward by an adventurous visi-
tation from the shores of Greece.

' vii



viii IRISH LITERATURE.

One of the names given to the Irish people as it developed
from this later settlement carries with it and must ever
carry the proclamation of its Greek origin. There is in-
deed in the early literature of Ireland much that still illus-
trates that Hellenic character. It may therefore be fairly
assumed that the Phenicians first and the Greeks after-
ward left their impress on the development of the Irish
race. Nothing impresses a stranger in Ireland who takes
any interest in studying the Irish people more often and
more deeply than the manner in which poetic and prehis-
toric legend finds a home in the Irish mind. The sentiment
of nationality is also a pervading characteristic of Irish lit-
erature from prehistoric times down to the present day.
The idea of Ireland is metaphorically embodied in the con-
ception of a mythical goddess and queen, to whom all
succeeding generations of Irishmen give a heartfelt, even
when half unconscious, reverence. In his marvelous poem
¢ Dark Rosaleen,’ James Clarence Mangan, the centenary
of whose birth was celebrated in Ireland in 1903, has made
this conception seem like an embodied reality. To the or-
dinary matter-of-fact person this feeling of devotion to the
national idea may sometimes appear like mere sentimen-
tality. But even the most matter-of-fact person would
have to acknowledge, if he looked into the question at all,
that this idea, sentimental or not, has lived and never
shows signs of decay through all the changes, all the con-
quests, and all the foreign settlements which have come
upon Ireland in the centurles of which we can trace the
authentic history.

No conqueror ever made more resolute attempts to sup-
press and to extirpate this national sentiment.than have
been made by the Normans, by the Anglo-Saxons, and by
the English masters who have held possession of Ireland
since the birth of Christianity. There never was a time
when the Irish language ceased to be the vernacular of
daily life among the Irish peasantry in many parts of the
Green Island. As with the Greeks so with the Irish: there
was always a vein of bright humor animating the native
“literature, even when the general tone of that literature
was naturally most disposed to melancholy and even to
tragedy. When, under the dominion of English-speaking
rulers, the Gaelic language ceased altogether to be the
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exponent of Irish literature, the same blended strains of
humor and of pathos distinguished Irish poetry and Irish
fiction from the poetry and the romance of the Anglo-
Baxon race. Every effort was made at one time by the
Lnglish conquerors to stamp out the use of the Gaelic
tongue, but no efforts and no power could change the
mold of the Irish mind. We know that in some mem-
orable instances captive Ireland, like captive Greece,
conquered her conquerors, and that the victor accepted
and welcomed the sway of the vanquished. The race of
the Geraldines came to be described as more Irish than
the Irish themselves, and down to very modern days were
identified with Ireland’s struggle for the recovery of her
national independence. So much of course could not be
said for that great English poet Edmund Spenser, who
lived so long in Ireland that some of the finest passages
in his poems seemed to have caught their inspiration from
the scenery and the atmosphere of that noble river on
whose banks he mused so much, that “ Avondhu which of
the Englishmen is called Blackwater.”

There came a time, as must naturally have been ex-
pected, when Irishmen ambitious of success in literature
sought a more favorable field for their work by settling
in the English metropolis. Irishmen became successful
in English literature, art, politics, and science, and were
able to hold their own in any competition. This was not,
however, the greatest period of English literature. Dur-
ing the Elizabethan age, the age of Shakespeare, Ben
Jonson, Beaumont, Fletcher, and Massinger, the great
change was taking place in Ireland which doomed the
native tongue to temporary silence and the genius of Ire-
land to a time of eclipse while the English language was
still only growing into use in Ireland. When we come to
that great era of English letters represented by the Queen
Anne period, and from that onward, we can find Irishmen
holding their own in the language of the Anglo-Saxon
against the best of the Anglo-Saxons themselves. The
plays and poems of Goldsmith, the dramas of Sheridan,
cannot be said to have had any rivals in the England of
their time, and have certainly had no rivals in later days.
Sheridan was one of the greatest parliamentary orators
who ever delighted the House of Commons. The great Sir
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Robert Peel declared that Edmund Burke was the most
eloquent of the orators and the most profound of the philo-
sophical politicians of the modern world.

During all this period there was little or nothing of
proclaimed nationality in the literature which Irishmen
contributed to the history of English letters. The public
Irishmen addressed was, first of all, an English public,
and it had to be supplied with literature appealing to
the taste and to the experiences of English readers. Yet
even during that time there was always strong evidence
of nationality in the work done by these Irishmen. It is
impossible not to see that the fervor of Irish feeling and
the vividness of Irish imagination counted for much in the
best speeches of Burke and Sheridan, and may be felt in
some of the finest passages contained in Burke’s ¢ French
Revolution.” Swift never, to my thinking, developed in
his own ways of thought and feeling any of the genuine
characteristics of Ireland’s national temperament. But
it is certain that until long after Swift’'s time Ireland’s
literary work was still passing through that curious period
of development when by the unavoidable conditions of the
era it had to address itself in a foreign tongue to a foreign
audience. The fact upon which I desire to dwell is that
even through this era the national genius and spirit of
Ireland showed itself distinct and vital, and never became
wholly absorbed into the moods and methods of Anglo-
Saxon literature.

As the years went on there began to grow up more and
more in Ireland the tendency toward a genuine revival of
the Irish national sentiment and toward the restoration
of a national literature. In Ireland there arose a race of
men who no longer thought of writing merely for the Eng-
lish publie, but who were inspired by the conviction that
there was still in their native country a welcome to be
found for an Irish national literature. There was at that
time no deliberate purpose for the restoration of the Irish
national language, such as we can see giving ample proof
of its existence in our own days; but there was very dis-
tinct and palpable evidence that a new generation had
already come up which was to have an Irish literature of
its own. It can be shown as a matter of fact that the up-
rising of this new spirit of vitality in Ireland’s literary de-
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velopment was due, in great measure, to that very scheme
of Lnglish statesmanship which was introduced and car-
ried 1nto effect for the purpose of extinguishing Ireland’s
nationality altogether. That scheme was, I need hardly
say, the Act of Union which deprived Ireland of her na-
tional Parliament with the object of blending the legisla-
tures of Great Britain and the so-called sister island into
one common Parliament and one common system of law,
and thus extinguishing the national spirit of Ireland.

One of the immediate results of the Act of Union and
the suppression of the Irish National Parliament was to
bring about a sharp and sudden reaction against the grow-
ing tendency to make Irish literature merely a part of the
literature of England. From that time, it may be said
with literal accuracy, there came into existence the first
school of really able Irish authors who, although writing
in the English language, made their work distinctively
and thoroughly Irish. Such novelists as Banim, Carleton,
Gerald Griffin, and others were as inherently Irish as if
they had written in the old language of the Gaelic race. 1
do not mean merely that the scenes and personages they
described were Irish, but I desire to emphasize the fact
that the feelings, the imagination, the way of looking at
subjects, and the very atmosphere of the novels breathed
the Irish nature as fully as a harp breathes the national
music of Ireland. Take even the novels of Lady Morgan,
with all their flippancy, their cheap cynicism, their highly
colored pictures of fashionable life in Dublin, their lack
of any elevated purpose whatever—even these novels were,
in their faults as well as in whatever merits they possess,
unquestionably Irish. There are descriptions in some of
Lady Morgan’s novels which give us the scenery and the
peasant life of Ireland with a realism and at the same
time a national inspiration which no stranger trying to
describe a foreign country could ever have accomplished.
Poor Lady Morgan—she had indeed many deficiencies and
many positive defects; but after all it may be allowed that
she would compare not disadvantageously with some Eng-
lish women who have written novels that are the rage
among large masses of novel-readers in the England of our
own tlmes I am not disposed to enter here into any study
of Lady Morgan’s literary productions. My only object in
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writing of her is to show that even she who worked under
the worst influences of the system of alien rule in Ireland,
and who certainly could not be supposed to have written
her novels in order to win the favor of the Irish, could not
escape from the influence of the new era, and was com-
pelled to write in the spirit and the style of the national
revival.

My own conviction is that the most interesting, the most
characteristic, and for my present purpose the most in-
structive of all Irish novels is ¢ The Collegians,” by Gerald
Griffin. This story is a literary masterpiece, and is well
entitled to take its place with some of the best of Sir Wal-
ter Scott’s immortal romances. Its story, its most striking
characters, its scenery are illumined by the very light of
genius; its pathos is as deep and true as its humor is rich,
racy, and genuine; it contains some original ballads which
seem as if they ought to be sung in Irish; and its pictures
of the Irish peasantry stand out like the living and breath-
ing embodiments of the people they illustrate. Let me add
that I do not know of any other Irish novelist who has
the happy faculty of reproducing with perfect accuracy the
different dialects of Ireland’s four provinces and never
making a Connaught man or woman talk quite like a na-
tive of Leinster or of Munster. I am afraid too many
readers get their ideas concerning ¢The Collegians’
chiefly from Dion Boucicault’s clever and, for stage pur-
poses, most effective adaptation of the novel under the title
of ¢ The Colleen Bawn.’ The more exquisite qualities of
the novel seem to vanish in the process of theatrical pres-
entation, and the marvelous beauties of Gerald Griffin’s
prose style, as well as the finer and more subtle touches of
character, are not reproduced for the benefit of the specta-
tors in the stalls, boxes, or galleries of the theater.

After the days of Gerald QGriffin’s finest work came
Charles Lever, with his broad, bright, comic humor, his
rattling descriptions of the drolleries and the contrasts of
Irish life among the landlord and the peasant class alike.
I do not desire to say a word of disparagement where books
like ¢ Charles O’Malley,” ‘ Jack Hinton,” and ‘ The Dodd
Family Abroad’ are concerned. They have served their
excellent purpose, have given much amusement and like-
wise some telling instruction, and they are likely to find
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readers for a long time yet to come. But there has often
come into my mind a distinct pang of mortified national
and literary pride at the thought that probably the great
majority of English-speaking readers who accept these
books as typical Irish novels know nothing whatever of
that real masterpiece of Irish romance, ¢ The Collegians,’
unless what they learn from the successful drama of Dion
Boucicault. However that may be, what I have especially
desired to explain in these latter pages is that the litera-
ture of Ireland broke away at a certain period altogether
from its companionship with the literature of England,
and asserted itself, consciously or unconsciously, as the
genuine product of the Irish soil, claiming, on that ac-
count, the especial recognition of the Irish people.

There now arose a new movement in the national prog-
ress of Ireland. That movement showed itself in organized
shape under the leadership of Daniel O’Connell. O’Con-
nell claimed first of all the legislative repeal of the Act of
Union and the restoration of the Irish National Parlia-
ment, but he asserted also the right and the duty of Irish-
men to maintain their distinct nationality in literature
and art as well as in political systems. I do not invite my
readers into any consideration of the political effects of
O’Connell’s movement, but I wish to call their attention
to the fact that it gave impulse and opportunity for the
opening of a new chapter in the story of Irish national lit-
erature. The Young Ireland Party rose into existence to
protest against what it believed to be the too passive and
too dilatory policy of O’Conrell, and to arouse the country
into a more earnest, vigorous, and concentrated expression
of nationality. Then came that brilliant chapter in Irish
literature illustrated by such poets as Thomas Davis,
James Clarence Mangan, Richard Dalton Williams (who
was known as “ Shamrock”); such prose writers as
Charles Gavan Duffy, John Mitchel, Devin Reilly; and
such orators as Thomas Francis Meagher and Richard
O’Gorman. Most of those men had to pay for their con-
duct of the National movement the penalty which was
habitual in earlier days, and were either sentenced by Eng-
lish law to expatriation or else compelled to seek in a
foreign country that career which was made impossible for
them in their own. Charles Gavan Duffy found a home and
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success in Australia; Thomas Francis Meagher fought for
the cause of the North in the American civil war and led
his Irish Brigade on the heights of Fredericksburg; and
Richard O’Gorman made his way to influence and posi-
tion in New York.

From that time up to the present the national spirit of
Ireland has asserted itself steadily in the literature of the
country, although some of its most gifted exponents, like
John Boyle O’Reilly, had still to seek for success and to
find it in the United States. But with the rise of that
literary movement which began with the days of “ Young
Ireland ” there passed away altogether the period when
Irish poetry and prose were content to regard themselves
as the minor auxiliaries of English letters. The Irish men
and women who now write histories, essays, romances, or’
poems are, as a class, proud of their nationality and pro-
claim it to the world.

The object of this library of ¢ IRISH LITERATURE’ is to
give to the readers of all countries what I may describe as
an illustrated catalogue of Ireland’s literary contributions
to mankind’s intellectual stores. The readers of these vol-
umes can trace the history of Ireland’s mental growth
from the dim and distant days of myth and legend down
to the opening of the present century. From the poetic
legend which tells ¢ The Three Sorrowful Tales of Erin’
and that which tells the fate of the children of Lir, down
to the poems and romances of our own time, this library
may well help the intelligent reader to appreciate the
spirit of Irish nationality and to follow the course of Ire-
land’s literary stream from the dim regions of the prehis-
toric day to the broad and broadening civilization of the
present. I desire especially to call the attention of readers
to the fact that throughout that long course of Irish litera-

—ture it has always retained in its brightest creations the
same distinct and general character of Irish nationality. I
think any one studying these volumes will see that éven
during the adverse and ungenial times when Irishmen
seemed to accept the condition of disparagement under
which they wrote, and to be quite willing to accept a place
as contributors to England’s literature, the characteristics
of the Irish nature still found clear, although, it may be,
quite unconscious, expression in their romances, dramas,
and poems.
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The same story has to be told of Scotland and even of
Wales; but neither Scotland nor Wales was ever subjected
to the same long and constant pressure for the extinction
of its nationality which strove for centuries against the
utterance of Ireland’s genuine voice. Scotland was always
able to hold her own against the domination of England,
just as when she consented to merge her Parliament into
that of Britain she was able to maintain her own system
of laws, her own creed, and her own national institutions.
No such pertinacity of effort on the part of the ruling
power was ever made to suppress the language of Wales
as that which was employed, even up to comparatively
modern times, for the suppression of the language of Ire-
land. -Yet the reader of these volumes will easily be able
to see for himself that the true spirit of the Irish Celt
found its full expression with equal clearness, whether it
breathed through the hereditary language of the Irish
people or through the Anglo-Saxon tongue which that peo-
ple was compelled to adopt. The literature of Ireland
remains from the first to the last distinctively Irish.

The study of this historical and ethnological truth may
well give to the reader a new and peculiar interest while he
is reading these volumes. But I must not be supposed to
suggest that this constitutes the chief interest in the works
of Irishmen and Irishwomen which are brought together
in this collection. The fact to which I have invited atten-
tion is one of great literary and historical value, but the
array of literary work we present to the world in this
library offers its best claim to the world’s attention by its
own inherent artistic worth. We are presenting to our
readers in these volumes a collection of prose and poetry
that cannot but be regarded as in itself a cabinet of literary
treasures. The world has no finer specimens of prose and
poetry, of romance and drama, than some of the best of
those which the genius of Ireland can claim as its own.
When we come somewhat below the level of that highest
order, it will still be found that Ireland can show an
average of successful and popular literature equal to that
of any other country. The great wonder-flowers of liter-
ature are rare indeed in all countries, and Ireland has
had some wonder-flowers which might well charm the most
highly cultivated readers. When we come to the literary
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gardens not claiming to exhibit those marvelous products,
we shall find that the flower-beds of Ireland’s literature
may fearlessly invite comparison with the average growth
of any other literature. I have spoken of the great
movement which is lately coming into such activity and
winning already so much practical success in Ireland for
the revival of the Gaelic language and its literature.

Every sincere lover of literature must surely hope that
this movement is destined to complete success; and that
the Irishmen of the coming years may grow up with the
knowledge of that language in which their ancestors once
spoke, wrote, and sang, as well as of that Anglo-Saxon
tongue which already bids fair to become the leading lan-
guage of civilization. But in the meanwhile it is beyond
question that Ireland has created a brilliant and undying
literature of her own in the English language and there
can be no more conclusive evidence of this than will be
found in the library of ¢ IRISH LITERATURE.

Ak, ﬁzf&'ﬁ,,
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FOREWORD.

PROFESSOR JOHN TYNDALL, an Irishman, was the first to
show the world “the scientific use of the imagination.”
He shared with Professor Huxley the honor of being the
most luminous exponent of abstruse scientific proposi-
tions that the world has ever seen. Powerful and vivid
imagination, both mystic and scientific, is the character-
istic and dominant element in Irish literature.

Even literary experts are hardly aware how many of the
bright particular stars which stud the firmament of Eng-
lish literature are Irishmen. Ireland has produced men of
mark and distinction in all departments of public life:
some of the greatest administrators, some of the greatest
soldiers, and, last but not least, some of the greatest
authors, poets, dramatists, and orators that have used
the English language as a medium. Furthermore, Ire-
land is at last figuring before the world as “a nation
once again,” as the poet Davis so fervently sang. Her na-
tionality and her national spirit have been recognized
during the last twenty years as they never were since
the days when Ireland was the “island of saints and
scholars,” the land of intellectual light and leading in
Europe; when it was, to quote Dr. Johnson, ¢ the School of
the West, the quiet habitation of sanctity and literature.”

Lady Gregory, in a letter addressed to the writer, while
this work was going through the press, speaking of the
good progress that is being made in Ireland toward the
building up of the character of the country, says: ¢ Its
dignity has suffered from persistent caricature, and too
often by the hands of its own children. I am not a poli-
tician, but I often say, if we are not working for Home
Rule, we are preparing for it. Ireland is looked upon with
far more respect by thinkers than it was ten years ago, -and
I feel sure that your Anthology will do good work in this
direction.”

The world has never yet fully recognized the fact that
Ireland has produced a literature of her own, fitted to
take rank with that of any other nation, and this lit-
erature is far too important a contribution to the sum of
human knowledge and delight to be obscured under a for-
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eign name. Because it has been so obscured is one reason
why Ireland has not been looked upon by thinkers with the
respect which she deserves; but this condition of things
will, it is hoped, be forever removed by the publication of
this work. :

Before Irishmen were forced to express themselves in
English they had a literature of which the wealth and the
wonder have been revealed in these later years by Dr.
Whitley Stokes, Standish Hayes O’Grady, Dr. Kuno
Meyer, Eugene O’Curry, John O’Donovan, Miss Eleanor
Hull, Lady Gregory, Dr. Douglas Hyde, M. de Jubainville,
and Professors Zummer and Wundlich, and others too
numerous to mention. The rich field of ancient Celtic lite-
rature has been explored by them, and many of its treasures
in translation will be found scattered through Volumes I.
to IX. of this library. But more than this. In Ireland’s
progress toward becoming “ a nation once again,” her peo-
ple have sought to make their native language a vehicle of
literary expression once more—with what success our tenth
volume shows.

After all, however, the great bulk of Irish literature
consists of the contributions of Irishmen and Irishwomen
to English literature. For the first time they are given
their due in this library, and Irish people themselves will
be astonished to find how the Irishmen and Irishwomen
who have written in the English language, and have never
been credited with their work as Irish, but have ever been
classified under an alien name, have preserved an indi-
viduality, a unity, a distinctive characteristic, a national
spirit, and a racial flavor, which entitle their work to a
place apart.

The continuity of the Irish genius in its literature for
nearly two thousand years is very clearly shown in these
volumes. The rich, full, and elaborate vocabulary of the
Irishmen who have written and spoken in English for the
last two centuries or so had its taproots in the Gaelic of a
far-off past. This will at once be seen by reading the adjeec-
tive-laden ¢ Description of the Sea,” taken from ¢ The Battle
of Magh Leana,” translated from the ancient Gaelic by

dugene O’Curry—almost Homeric in its form and Ti-
tanic in its forceful phrasing,—and comparing it with the
best of Irish-English prose and verse, or even with the
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literary efforts of any modern Irishmen. The same power
of glowing description, the same profusion of cumulative
adjectival phrase, the same simple yet bold and powerful
imagery, the same rhythmic sense, will be found to under-
lie them all.

The nationality of Ireland expressed in her literature
is the noblest monument she has reared, and to exhibit this
monument to the world in all its beauty is one of the ob-
jects of this work. The Irish is the most readable liter-
ature in the world; it is entertaining, amusing, bright,
sunny, poetical, tasteful, and it is written with an ease and
a fluency which have been the salt that has seasoned the
whole body of English literature.

This library contains in ten volumes representative
selections from the works of Irish writers, ancient and
modern, in prose and in verse. It gives examples of all
that is best, brightest, most attractive, amusing, readable,
and interesting in their work; and, while its contents have
received the approval of the highest and most fastidious
literary critics, it is, first and foremost, a library of en-
tertaining and instructive reading.

Few people can afford to have the works of the three
hundred and fifty Irish authors represented in this col-
lection. Few, indeed, could select the one hundred great-
est Irish books from a catalogue. The Editors have
selected from the works of nearly three hundred and fifty
authors, and this library is a guide, philosopher, and
friend to conduct the reader through the wide fields of
Irish literary lore.

From the vast storehouses of Irish literature they have
extracted the choicest of its treasures, and have brought
them within the reach of all—the mythology, legends,
fables, folk lore, poetry, essays, oratory, history, annals,
science, memoirs, anecdotes, fiction, travel, drama, wit and
humor, and pathos of the Irish race are all represented.
This library, therefore, focuses the whole 1nte11ectua11ty of
the Irish people. It not only presents a view of the lit-
erary history of Ireland, but it gives also a series of his-
torie plctures of the soc1al development of the people, for
literature is the mirror in which the life and movements
of historic periods are reflected.

From the story of ¢ The Hospitality of Cuanna’s House, .
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translated by Connellan, in which we have a picture of
social manners and customs nearly two thousand years
ago, down to the stories of the life of the present day,
Irish literature is full of pictures, some bright and some
dark, of the way in which the people of Ireland have lived
and loved and fought and prayed for twenty centuries.

This library will be found an inexhaustible source of
inspiration to old and young alike, an influence in forming
taste, in molding character, and in perpetuating all the
best qualities associated with the name of Irishmen; fur-
thermore, it will be a valued acquisition in every English-
speaking home, for the qualities of the Irish are those
which have made the chief glories of English literature.
It gives every household a share in the treasures with which
the genius of the Irish race has enriched mankind.

While this work brings together a representative selec-
tion of all that is best in Irish literature (and by “ Irish
literature” we mean the literature which is written by
Irish men and women), it does not appeal to the Irish
alone. Among the greatest novelists, dramatists, orators,
poets, and scientists of the world, Irishmen are to be
found, always vivacious, always lively, always bright, and
always attractive; therefore this library presents such a
body of representative reading as has never before been
put together. It is distinctly national in flavor, quality,
and character; it is entertaining at every point; it appeals
to humanity on every side; there are no acres of dryasdust
in ‘IrISH LITERATURE’ Open any one of these volumes
where you will, at any page, and there will be found some-
thing which, whether it amuses or instructs, will be sure
to possess in the most eminent degree the great qualities
of vivid imagination and readability.

Of the authors whose names appear in ‘ IRISH LITERA-
TURE’ one hundred and twenty are living to-day, or are of
the last twenty-five years. This indicates how fully the
new movement is represented. Here will be found the
work of Jane Barlow, Stopford Brooke, Shan Bullock,
Egerton Castle, John Eglinton, A. P. Graves, Lady Greg-
ory, Stephen Gwynn, Eleanor Hull, Dr. Douglas Hyde,
Coulson Kernahan, Seumas MacManus, George Moore,
F. F. Moore, R. B. O’Brien, T. P. O’Connor, Standish
O’Grady, T. W. Rolleston, G. W. Russell (“A. E.”),
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G. Bernard Shaw, Dr. Sigerson, the Misses Somerville and
Martin, Dr. Whitley Stokes, John Todhunter, Mrs. Tynan-
Hinkson, William Butler Yeats, and Sir Horace Plunkett.

To mention these names is sufficient to show that this
work properly represents the great modern revival in
Irish intellectual life—in its literature and art, and the
drama, as well as the great changes in the social, moral,
and commercial conditions which have been going on for
the past twenty-five years.

One of the most valuable features in ¢ IRISH LITERATURE
is a series of special articles written by men who are the
best qualified to deal with the subject assigned to each of
them. These special articles constitute a complete philo-
sophical survey of the whole field and embody the latest
knowledge on the subject of the origin, development, and
growth of the national literature of Ireland.

Mr. Justin McCarthy’s article introductory takes the
reader by the hand, as it were, and genially describes to
him the flowery paths along which he may wander in the
pages of ¢ IRISH LITERATURE.

Mr. William Butler Yeats, the accomplished orator and
poet, who has left such a good impression on the hearts of
all Irish-American people, deals with Modern Irish Poetry.
No living writer is better qualified to write on such a
theme, for his work is the latest and most fragrant flower
that has bloomed in the garden of Irish literature.

Dr. Douglas Hyde, President of the Gaelic League, the
world-famous Irish scholar, poet, and actor, the greatest
living authority on the subject, discourses upon ‘Early
Irish Literature,” while an article by Dr. George Siger-
son on ¢ Ireland’s Influence on European Literature’ will
be a revelation to thousands who have never considered
Irish literature to have had a life apart from that of the
English nation.

Mr. Maurice Francis Egan, professor of English liter-
ature in the Catholic University at Washington, D. C.,
contributes a valuable analytical and historical essay on
the subject of ¢ Irish Novels,” and a paper by the late John
. Taylor of the Irish bar, one of the greatest orators of
:‘;hls day and generation, gives an interesting and valuable
#apprematlon of Irish orators and oratory.

* Mr. Michael McDonagh, the Irish journalist, who prob-
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ably is more familiar with Irish character than any other
living writer, has contributed an essay on ‘ The Sunniness
of Irish Life, and Mr. D. J. O’Donoghue, the famous
author-publisher of Dublin, has written on the inexhaust-
ible subject of Irish wit and humor.

There is also an article giving a glance at Irish his-
tory, and another describing the origin, classification, and
distribution of the Fairy and Folk tales of Ireland, by the
present writer.

The Street Songs and Ballads and anonymous verse of
Ireland are a feature of her literature which cannot be
overlooked ; it is but natural that the land which was the
land of song for centuries should have countless unnamed
and forgotten songsters. Though the names of the writers
are forgotten, the songs have lived on the lips of the peopley
many of them coming down from considerable antiquity.
The songs and ballads of the ancient Irish were full of
love for country and for nature, and when it became
treason to love their country, the songsters personified her
in allegorical names, such as “ The Shan Van Vocht,”
“ The Coolin,” and numerous others.

We have given, as a preface to a very large and represen-
tative selection of the Street Songs and Ballads, a special
article which describes the vast area of subjects over which
they ranged, their general qualities and characteristics,
and also some hint of the manner of men and women who
wrote and who sang them.

As a final word on the latest phase of the intellectual
revival in Ireland, Mr. Stephen Gwynn contributes a spe-
cial article on the subject of the Irish Literary Theater.

The tenth volume contains brief biographies of ancient
Celtic authors, translations from whose works appear in
the previous nine volumes under the names of the transla-
tors. It also contains, printed in the Gaelic characters on
the left-hand pages, a number of folk tales; ranns (Irish
sayings or proverbs); several ancient and modern Irish
songs of the people; the play by Dr. Douglas Hyde entitled
‘ The Twisting of the Rope,” in which he has acted the lead-
ing character before many Irish audiences; and two or
three stories and some historical sketches by modern Irish
authors, with the English translations opposite—that is,
on the right-hand pages. This volume has been compiled
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by the foremost Irish scholars assisted by Dr. Douglas
Hyde in consultation with Lady Gregory, and has had the
advantage of being seen through the press by the former,
as the type-setting and the plate-making were done in
Dublin. A

Therefore the ten volumes not only present the spirit
of the Celtic writers before the dawn of the seventeenth
century, but give examples of the very latest literary crea-
tions of the Irish people, printed in the Irish tongue.

The work of assembling the contents of this library is
not that of one man. It is the outcome of the combined
wisdom, taste, literary judgment, and editorial skill of a
group of the foremost living Irish scholars and critics, as
will be seen by the list of the ladies and gentlemen forming
the Editorial Board and Advisory Committee.

First of all, the whole field of Irish literature in the
English language from the seventeenth century down to our
own day, including the works of the translators from the
ancient Irish, was carefully surveyed, and a mass of ma-
terial was collected sufficient in quantity for two or three
such libraries as this. Lists of these authors and of these
examples of their work were then prepared and for-
warded to each member of the Committee of Selection, who
subjected these lists to a most careful and critical process
of winnowing and weeding. The results of their inde-
pendent recensions were then carefully brought together,
compared, and combined. A new list of authors and their
works based upon this was made, and this was in turn
finally examined and passed upon by the Editor-in-Chief,
Mr. Justin McCarthy, and the eminent critic, Mr. Stephen
Gwynn, in personal conference.

Only by such effort could a selection have been made
which would be thoroughly representative, and in which
the people would have confidence that it really represented
the best work of the best Irish writers. Popular taste, na-
tional feeling and sentiment, and scholarly requirements
have been consulted and considered; and the result is a
cabinet of literary treasures which gives a full and clear
representation of what Ireland has done for the world’s
literature.

The selection has been made without bias, religious,
political, or social, and without fear or favor. It would
not, of course, be possible to present examples of all the
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Irish orators, memoirists, divines, scholars, poets, and ro-
mancists in Irish literature. Some selection had to be
made. Literary merit and human interest have been the
touchstones employed in choosing the contents of the li-
brary; at the same time care has been taken to avoid any-
thing which could wound the feelings or offend the taste
of any class or creed.

After much thought and consideration, the alphabetical
method of presenting the material was decided on; that
is, each author is presented in alphabetical order, ranging
from Mrs. Alexander to W. B. Yeats. The examples of
the work of each author are prefaced by a biography
giving the leading facts of his or her career, a literary
appreciation of his or her writings, and a practically com-
plete bibliography. In compiling these biographies the
best and most authentic sources were drawn upon, and in
many cases literary appreciations have been written by
well-known critics.

Among the numerous illustrations in black-and-white
and in color are facsimiles of the ancient Irish illuminated
manuseripts; some source illustrations, such as ancient
prints, and facsimiles of broadsides or street ballads; por-
traits of the men and women whose work appears in the
library, views of places and objects in the country, and of
such scenery and incidents as may help to elucidate the
articles.

In the transliteration of the Irish words, place names,
etc., we have followed the orthography of the author
quoted, without attempting to present them in uniform
manner all the way through. Authors differ in this mat-
ter, and had we attempted to employ a uniform method
throughout the work, we should have given an unfamiliar
look to many words and phrases which have become
classic by reason of long usage.

In the form of footnotes we have given translations of
the Irish words and phrases the first time they occur, and
all these will be found arranged alphabetically at the end
of the Index, the scope of which is fully set forth in the
tenth volume. We have not, however, included the fa-
miliar Irish words and phrases that are to be found in
an ordinary dictionary.

Perhaps the earliest decision in a question of copyright
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of which we have any record occurs in the Irish annals.
St. Columkille once borrowed from St. Finnen his copy
of the Psalms, and secretly made a copy for his own use
before returning it. The owner heard of this and claimed
both original and copy. The borrower, however, refused
to return the copy which he had made, and they agreed to
refer the matter to Dermot, the King of Ireland. He, after
hearing both sides, gave his decision thus:—

“To every cow belongeth her little offspring-cow ; so to every

book belongeth its little offspring-book ; the book thou hast copied
without permission, O Columba, I award to Finnan.”

Nothing herein that is copyrighted has been copied with-
out the permission of the owner, and thanks are due to
the publishers who have kindly granted permission to use
extracts from copyrighted works (which are protected by
the official notification on the page where the extract ap-
pears) ; to the various members of the Editorial Board and
our Advisory Committee, who have co-operated in the
work with enthusiastic fervor, placing all their store of
knowledge of matters Irish at our disposal; to Mr. John
D. Crimmins of New York; to Mr. Francis O’Neill of
Chicago; to Messrs. Ford of The Irish World; to Mr.
Charles Johnston, President of the Irish Literary So-
ciety of New York; to Mr. Joseph I. C. Clarke of The New
York Herald; to Mr. T. E. Lonergan of The York World;
to Professor J. Brander Matthews of Columbia University;
to Professor W. P. Trent of Columbia University; to
Professor F. N. Robinson of Harvard; to Mr. H. S. Pan-
coast; to Mr. H. S. Krans; to Mr. D. J. O’Donoghue
of Dublin; to Mr. George Russell (“ A. E.”); to Mr. W.
P. Ryan of London—for much helpful advice and sug-
gestion, and to Mr. 8. J. Richardson of The Gael, who has
placed at our disposal the treasures of his ‘ Encyclopedia
Hibernica’ and materials for illustration, and has allowed
free use of the material in the columns of his magazine.
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IRISH LITERATURE.

CECIL FRANCES ALEXANDER.
(1818—1895.)

MRs. ALEXANDER was born in Dublin in 1818 and died in 1895.
She was the daughter of Major John Humphreys. She came early
under the- religious influence of Dr. Hook, the Dean of Chichester,
and subsequently of John Keble, who edited her ‘ Hymns for Little
Children.’

In 1850 she married William Alexander, the protestant Archbishop
of Armagh and Primate of all Ireland, who after her death collected
and edited her poetical works.

Ag a writer of hymns and religious verse she has enjoyed a wide
reputation, and she has written some vigorous poetry on secular
subjects. Her poem on ‘The Siege of Derry ’is a fine example of
her mastery of language and of rhythm.

Gounod remarked that the words ‘ There is a green hill far away’
were so harmonious and rhythmic that they seemed to set them-
selves to music. When her ‘ Burial of Moses’appeared, anony-
mously, in 1856, in the Dublin University Magazine, Tennyson
declared it to be one of the few poems by a living author that he
would careto have written. Her poems have been published with
an introduction by her husband under the title ¢ Poems of the late
Mrs. Alexander.’

THE BURIAL OF MOSES.

By Nebo’s lonely mountain, on this side Jordan’s wave,

In a vale, in the land of Moab, there lies a lonely grave;

And no man knows that sepulchre, and no man saw it e’er;

For the angels of God upturned the sod, and laid the dead man
there. j

That was the grandest funeral that ever passed on earth;
But no man heard the trampling, or saw the train go forth—
Noiselessly, as the Daylight comes back when Night is done,
And the crimson streak on ocean’s cheek grows into the great
sun
1
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Noiselessly, as the spring-time her crown of verdure weaves,

And all the trees on all the hills open their thousand leaves;

So, without sound of musiec, or voice of them that wept,

Silently down from the mountain’s crown, the great procession
swept.

Perchance the bald old eagle, on gray Beth-Peor’s height,
Out of his lonely eyrie, looked on the wondrous sight;
Perchance the lion stalking still shuns that hallowed spot,

For beast and bird have seen and heard that which man

knoweth not!

But when the Warrior dieth, his comrades in the war,

With arms reversed and muffled drum, follow his funeral car;

They show the banners taken, they tell his battles won,

And after him lead his masterless steed, while peals the
minute-gun.

Amid the noblest of the land we lay the Sage to rest,

And give the Bard an honored place, with costly marble
drest,—

In the great minster transept, where llghts like glories fall,

And the organ rings, and the sweet choir sings, along the
emblazoned wall.

This was the truest warrior that ever buckled sword;

This the most gifted poet that ever breathed a word;

And never earth’s philosopher traced with his golden pen,

On the deathless page, truths half so sage as he wrote down for
men.

And had he not high honor,—the hill-side for a pall?

To lie in state, while angels wait, with stars for tapers tall?

And the dark rock-pines, like tossing plumes, over his bier to
wave!

And God’s own hand, in that lonely land, to lay him in the
grave!

In that strange grave without a name,—whence his uncoffined
clay

Shall break again, O wondrous thought! before the judgment
day,

And stand, with glory wrapt around, on the hills he never trod,

And speak of the strife that won our life, with the 1ncarnate
Son of God.
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O lonely grave in Moab’s land! O dark Beth-Peor’s hill!

Speak to these curious hearts of ours, and teach them to be
still. :

God hath his mysteries of grace, ways that we cannot tell;

He hides them deep, like the hidden sleep of him he loved so
well.

THERE IS A GREEN HILL.

There is a green hill far away,

. Without a city wall,

Where the dear Lord was crucified,
Who died to save us all.

We may not know, we cannot tell
What pains He had to bear,
But we believe it was for us
He hung and suffered there.

He died that we might be forgiven,
He died to make us good,

That we might go at last to heaven,
Saved by His precious blood.

There was no other good enough
To pay the price of sin;

He only could unlock the gate
Of heaven and let us in.

O dearly, dearly has He loved,
And we must love Him too,

And trust in His redeeming blood,
And try His works to do.

THE SIEGE OF DERRY.

O my daughter! lead me forth to the bastion on the north,
Let me see the water running from the green hills of Tyrone,
Where the woods of Mountjoy quiver above the changeful river,
And the silver trout lie hidden in the pools that I have
known.
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There I wooed your mother, dear! in the days that are so near
To the old man who lies dying in this sore-beleaguered
place:
For time’s long years may sever, but love that liveth ever
Calls back the early rapture—lights again the angel face.

Ah, well! she lieth still on our wall-engirdled hill,
Our own Cathedral holds her till God shall call His dead;
And the Psalter’s swell and wailing, and the cannon’s loud
assailing
And the preacher’s voice and blessing, pass unheeded o’er
her head.

T was the Lord who gave the word when His people drew the
sword
For the freedom of the present, for the future that awaits.
O child! thou must remember that bleak day in December
When the ’Prentice-Boys of Derry rose up and shut the gates.

There was tumult in the street, and a rush of many feet—
There was discord in the Council, and Lundy turned to fly,
For the man had no assurance of Ulstermen’s endurance,
Nor the strength of him who trusteth in the arm of God Most
High.

These limbs, that now are weak, were strong then, and thy
cheek
Held roses that were red as any rose in June—
That now are wan, my daughter! as the light on the Foyle
water
When all the sea and all the land are white beneath the
moon.

Then the foemen gathered fast—we could see them marching

past—
The Irish from his barren hills, the Frenchman from his
wars ‘
With their banners bravely beaming, and to our eyes their
seeming

Was fearful as a locust band, and countless as the stars.

And they bound us with a cord from the harbor to the ford,
And they raked us with their cannon, and sallying was hot;
But our trust was still unshaken, though Culmore fort was
taken
And they Wrote our men a letter, and they sent it in a shot.
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They were soft words that they spoke, how we need not fear
their yoke,
And they pleaded by our homesteads, and by our children
small,
And our women fair and tender; but we answered: “No
surrender!”
And we called on God Almighty, and we went to man the
wall.

There was wrath in the French camp; we could hear their
captain’'s stamp,
And Rosen, with his hand on his crossed hilt, swore
That little town of Derry, not a league from Culmore ferry,
Should lie a heap of ashes on the Foyle’s green shore.

Like a falcon on her perch, our fair Cathedral Church
Above the tide-vext river looks eastward from the bay—
Dear namesake of Saint Columb, and each morning, sweet
and solemn,

The bells, through all the tumult, have called us in to pray.

Our leader speaks the prayer—the captains all are there—

His deep voice never falters, though his look be sad and
grave

On the women’s pallid faces, and the soldiers in their places,

And the stones above our brothers that lie buried in the nave.

They are closing round us still by the river; on the hill
You can see the white pavilions round the standard of their
chief;
But the Lord is up in heaven, though the chances are uneven,
Though the boom is in the river whence we looked for our
relief.

And the faint hope dies away at the close of each long day,
As we see the eyes grow lusterless, the pulses beating low;
As we see our children languish. Was ever martyr’s anguish,
At tlI:e sts;ke or in the dungeon, like this anguish that we

know ?

With the foemen’s closing line, while the English make no sign,
And the daily less’ning ration, and the fall of stagg’ring
feet,



6 IRISH LITERATURE.

And the wailing low and fearful, and the women, stern and
tearful,
Speaking bravely to their husbands and their lovers in the
street.

There was trouble in the air when we met this day for prayer,
And the joyous July morning was heavy in our eyes;

Our arms were by the altar as we sang aloud the Psalter,
And listened in the pauses for the enemy’s surprise.

“Praise the Lord God in the height, for the glory of His
might!?”
It ran along the arches and it went out to the town:
“In His strength He hath arisen, He hath loosed the souls in
prison,
The wronged one He hath righted, and raised the fallen-down.”

And the preacher’s voice was bold as he rose up then and told
Of the triumph of the righteous, of the patience of the saints,
And the hope of God’s assistance, and the greatness of resist-
ance
Of the trust that never wearies and the heart that never
faints.

Where the river joins the brine, canst thou see the ships in
line?
And the plenty of our craving just beyond the cruel boom?
Through the dark mist of the firing canst thou see the masts
aspiring,
Dost thou think of one who loves thee on that ship amidst the
gloom ?

She was weary, she was wan, but she climbed the rampart on,
And she looked along the water where the good ships lay
afar:
“Oh! I see on either border their cannon ranged in order
And the boom across the river, and the waiting men-of-war.

“ There ’s death in every hand that holds a lighted brand,
But the gallant little Mountjoy comes bravely to the front.
Now, God of Battles, hear us! Let that good ship draw near
us.
Ah! the brands are at the touch-holes—will she bear the
cannon’s brunt?
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“ She makes a forward dash. Hark! hark! the thunder-crash!
O father, they have caught her—she is lying on the shore.

Another crash like thunder—will it tear her ribs asunder?
No, no! the shot has freed her—she is floating on once more.

“ She pushes her white sail through the bullets’ leaden hail—
Now blessings on her captain and on her seamen bold —
Crash! crash! the boom is broken; I ean see my true love’s
token—
A lily in his bonnet, a lily all of gold.

“ She sails up to the town, like a queen in a white gown;
Red golden are her lilies, true gold are all her men.
Now the Phecenix follows after—I can hear the women’s
laughter,
And the shouting of the soldiers, till the echoes ring again.”

She has glided from the wall, on her lover’s breast to fall,
As the white bird of the ocean drops down into the wave;
And the bells are madly ringing, and a hundred voices singing,
And J’[[he old man on the bastion has joined the triumph
stave:

“ Sing hye graises through the land; the Lord with His right
and, 2

With His mighty arm hath gotten Himself the victory now.

He hath scattered their forces, both the riders and their horses.

There is none that fighteth for us, O God! but only Thou.”



WILLIAM ALEXANDER.
(185 e

‘WILLIAM ALEXANDER was born at Derry in 1824, and educated at
Tunbridge and Oxford, where he received the degrees of D.D. and
D.C.L. In 1850 he married Miss Cecil Frances Humphreys, who
was destined to succeed in winning .distinction for her new name.
After holding cures at Upper Fahan and at Strabane he became, in
1867, Bishop of Derry and Raphoe, Archbishop of Armagh in 1896,
and in 1897 was called to the Primacy of all Ireland. He has pub-
lished ‘ The Death of Jacob,” 1858; ‘Specimens, Poetical and Crit-
ical,’ 1867; ‘Lyrics of Life and Light’ (by W. A. and others),
1878; ‘St. Augustine’s Holiday,’ 1886. Although it was as a poet
that he first became known in the intellectual world, the life and
duties of a churchman were his first occupation, The very titles of
his prose works testify to this—as, for example, ¢ The Witness of *
the Psalms to Christ,” ¢ Leading Ideas of the Gospels,’ ‘Redux
Crucis,’ and others.

For a long time his poems were not collected in accessible form.
The first volume in which his poetic writings were bound together
took the shape of ‘ Specimens,” published in obedience to the de-
mands of aspecial occasion. In 1853 he wrote the odein honor of the
then Lord Derby’s installation, and in 1860 gained the prize for a
sacred poem, ‘The Waters of Babylon.” In 1867 he was a candi-
date for the professorship of poetry in Oxford; he was defeated by
Sir F. H. Doyle after a close contest.

Dr. Alexander is eminent as a pulpit orator; and there are few
preachers of hischurch who have such power of poetic imagery and
graceful expression. He is a frequent contributor to ecclesiastic
literature. His cultivated imagination, his feeling for the glory of
Nature, his rich but never overloaded rhetoric, and the occasional
strains of a wistful pathos which reveal a sensitive human spirit—
all these qualities make his contribution to Irish literature one of
high worth and distinction.

INSCRIPTION

ON THE STATUE ERECTED TO CAPTAIN BOYD IN BT. PATRICK’S
CATHEDRAL, DUBLIN.

Oh! in the quiet haven, safe for aye,
If lost to us in port one stormy day,
Borne with a public pomp by just decree,
Heroic sailor! from that fatal sea,
A city vows this marble unto thee.

8
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And here, in this calm place, where never din

Of earth’s great waterfloods shall enter in,

Where to our human hearts two thoughts are given—
One Christ’s self-sacrifice, the other Heaven—

Here it is meet for grief and love to grave

The Christ-taught bravery that died to save,

The life not lost, but found beneath the wave.

VERY FAR AWAY.

One touch there is of magic white,
Surpassing southern mountain’s snow
That to far sails the dying light
Lends, where the dark ships onward go
Upon the golden highway broad
That leads up to the isles of God.

One touch of light more magic yet,
Of rarer snow ’neath moon or star,
Where, with her graceful sails all set.
Some happy vessel seen afar,
As if in an enchanted sleep
Steers o’er the tremulous stretching deep.

O ship! O sail! far must ye be

Ere gleams like that upon ye light.
O’er golden spaces of the sea,

From mysteries of the lucent night,
Such touch comes never to the boat
Wherein across the waves we float.

O gleams, more magic and divine,
Life’s whitest sail ye still refuse,
And flying on before us shine
Upon some distant bark ye choose.
By night or day, across the spray,
That sail is very far away.
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BURIAL AT SEA.
Lines from ¢ The Death of an Arctic Hero.’

How shall we bury him?

Where shall we leave the old man lying?

With music in the distance dying—dying,

Among the arches of the Abbey grand and dim,

There if we might, we would bury him;

And comrades of the sea should bear the pall;

And the great organ should let rise and fall

The requiem of Mozart, the Dead March in Saul—
Then, silence all!

And yet far grander will we bury him.

Strike the ship-bell slowly—slowly—slowly!

Sailors! trail the colors half-mast high;

Leave him in the face of God most holy,

Underneath the vault of Arctic sky.

Let the long, long darkness wrap him round,

By the long sunlight be his forehead crowned.

For cathedral panes ablaze with stories,

For the tapers in the nave and choir,

Give him lights auroral—give him glories

Mingled of the rose and of the fire.

Let the wild winds, like chief mourners, walk,

Let the stars burn o’er his catafalque.

Hush! for the breeze, and the white fog’s swathing sweep,

I cannot hear the simple service read;
Was it “earth to earth,” the captain said,
Or “we commit his body to the deep,

Till seas give up their dead ” ?



WILLIAM ALLINGHAM.
(1824—1889.)

WILLIAM ALLINGHAM was born in 1824, at Ballyshannon, County
Donegal, a place of primitive and kindly folk—in a country of
haunting loveliness which is often referred to in his poems. He
was educated at his native place, and at the age of fourteen became
a clerk in the bank, of which his father was manager. In this
employment he passed seven years, during which his chief delight
wag in reading and in acquiring a knowledge of foreign literature.
He then found employment in the Customs Office, and after two
years’ preliminary training at Belfast he returned to Ballyshannon
as Principal Officer.

In 1847 he visited London, and the rest of his life was largely
spent in England, where he held various government appointments.
He retired from the service in 1870, and became sub-editor, under
Mr. Froude, of Fraser's Magazine, succeeding him in 1874. Some
years before, he had been granted a pension for his literary services.
In the same year (1874) he married. He died at Hampstead in 1889.

Allingham was a fairly prolific writer, in both verse and prose :
his first volume appeared in 1850, and there is a posthumous edition
of his works in six volumes. No Life of him has been written, but
the ‘ Letters of Dante Gabriel Rossetti to William Allingham,’ edited
and annotated by Dr. Birkbeck Hill, with a valuable introduction,
record the chief facts of his life and literary friendships.

Allingham’s principal volumes are: ‘Poems,’ ‘ Day and Night
Songs,’ ‘The Music Master, &c.’ (containing Rossetti's illustration
of ‘ The Maids of Elfinmere,’ which moved Burne-Jones to become
a painter), ‘ Fifty Modern Poems,’ ‘ Laurence Bloomfield in Ireland,’
¢ A Modern Poem,’ ‘ With Songs, Ballads, and Stories,’ ¢ Evil May-
Day,’ ¢ Ashby Manor,” ‘* A Play,’ ‘ Flower Pieces,’ ‘ Life and Phan-
tasy,’ ¢ Blackberries.’

Mr. Lionel Johnson in ‘¢ A Treasury of Irish Poetry’says: * His
lyric voice of singular sweetness, his Muse of passionate or pensive
meditation, his poetic consecration of common things, his mingled
aloofness and homeliness, assure him a secure place among the poets
of his land and the Irish voices which never will fall silent. And
though ‘the Irish cause’ receives from him but little direct en-
couragement or help, let it be remembered that Allingham wrote
this great and treasurable truth:

‘¢ 'We 're one at heart, if you be Ireland’s friend,
Though leagues asunder our opinions tend :
There are but two great parties in the end.’

‘ We chiefly remember him as a poet whose aerial, Zolian melo-
dies steal into the heart—a poet of twilight and the evening star,
and the sigh of the wind over the hills and the waters of an Ireland

11
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that broods and dreams. His music haunts the ear with its perfect
simplicity of art and the cunning of its quiet cadences. Song upon
song makes no mention, direct or indirect, of Ireland; yet an Irish
atmosphere and temperament are to be felt in almost all.”

LOVELY MARY DONNELLY.

Oh, lovely Mary Donnelly, it’s you I love the best!

If fifty girls were round you I’d hardly see the rest.

Be what it may the time of day, the place be where it will,
Sweet looks of Mary Donnelly, they bloom before me still.

Her eyes like mountain water that’s flowing on a rock,

How clear they are, how dark they are! and they give me many
a shock.

Red rowans warm in sunshine and wetted with a show’r,

Could ne’er express the charming lip that has me in its pow’r.

Her nose is straight and handsome, her eyebrows lifted up,
Her chin is neat and pert, and smooth, just like a china cup,
Her hair’s the brag of Ireland, so weighty and so fine;

It’s rolling down upon her neck, and gathered in a twine.

The dance o’ last Whit-Monday night exceeded all before,
No pretty girl for miles about was missing from the floor;
But Mary kept the belt of love, and O but she was gay!

She danced a jig, she sung a song, that took my heart away.

When she stood up for dancing, her steps were so complete,

The music nearly killed itself to listen to her feet;

The fiddler moaned his blindness, he heard her so much praised,

But blessed his luck to not be deaf when once her voice she
raised.

And evermore I’m whistling or lilting what you sung,

Your smile is always in my heart, your name beside my
tongue;

But you ’ve as many sweethearts as you’d count on both your
hands

And for m,yself there’s not a thumb or little finger stands.

Oh, you ’re the flower 0> womankind in country or in town;
The higher I exalt you, the lower I’m cast down.
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If some great lord should come this way, and see your beauty
bright
And you to be his lady, 1’d own it was but right.

O might we live together in a lofty palace hall,

Where joyful music rises, and where scarlet curtains fall!
O might we live together in a cottage mean and small;
With sods of grass the only roof, and mud the only wall!

O lovely Mary Donnelly, your beauty ’s my distress.

It’s far too beauteous to be mine, but I’ll never wish it less.
The proudest place would fit your face, and I am poor and low;
But blessings be about you, dear, wherever you may go!

ABBEY ASAROE.

Gray, gray is Abbey Asaroe, by Ballyshanny town,

It has neither door nor window, the walls are broken down;
The carven stones lie scattered in briars and nettle-bed ;

The only feet are those that come at burial of the dead.

A little rocky rivulet runs murmuring to the tide,

Singing a song of ancient days, in sorrow, not in pride;
The bore-tree and the lightsome ash across the portal grow,
And heaven itself is now the roof of Abbey Asaroe.

It looks beyond the harbor-stream to Gulban mountain blue;

It hears the voice of Erna’s fall,—Atlantic breakers too;

High ships go sailing past it; the sturdy clank of oars

Brings in the salmon-boat to haul a net upon the shores;

And this way to his home-creek, when the summer day is done,

Slow sculls the weary fisherman across the setting sun;

While green with corn is Sheegus Hill, his cottage white
below

But gray at every season is Abbey Asaroe.

There stood one day a poor old man above its broken bridge;

He heard no running rivulet, he saw no mountain ridge;

He turned his back on Sheegus Hill, and viewed with misty
sight

The abbey walls, the burial-ground with crosses ghostly white;

Under a weary weight of years he bowed upon his staff,

Perusing in the present time the former’s epitaph;

For, gray and wasted like the walls, a figure full of woe,

This man was of the blood of them who founded Asaroe.
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From Derry to Bundrowas Tower", Tirconnell broad was

theirs;

Spearmen and plunder, bards and wine, and holy abbot’s
prayers;

With chanting always in the house which they had builded
high

To God and to Saint Bernard,—whereto they came to die.

At worst, no workhouse grave for him! the ruins of his race
Shall rest among the ruined stones of this their saintly place.
The fond old man was weeping; and tremulous and slow
Along the rough and crooked lane he crept from Asaroe.

ACROSS THE SEA.

I walked in the lonesome evening,
And who so sad as I,

When I saw the young men and maidens
Merrily passing by.
To thee, my love, to thee—
So fain would I come to thee!

While the ripples fold upon sands of gold
And I look across the sea.

I stretch out my hands; who will clasp them?
I call,—thou repliest no word:
O why should heart-longing be weaker
Than the waving wings of a bird!
To thee, my love, to thee—
So fain would I come to thee!
For the tide’s at rest from east to west,
And I look across the sea.

There’s joy in the hopeful morning,
There’s peace in the parting day,
There ’s sorrow with every lover
Whose true-love is far away,
To thee, my love, to thee—
So fain would I come to thee!
And the water’s so bright in a still moonhght
As I look across the sea.
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FOUR DUCKS ON A POND.

Four ducks on a pond,

A grass-bank beyond,

A blue sky of spring,
White clouds on the wing:
What a little thing

To remember for years,

To remember with tears!

THE LOVER AND BIRDS.

Within a budding grove,
In April’s ear sang every bird his best,
But not a song to pleasure my unrest,
Or touch the tears unwept of bitter love;
Some spake, methought, with pity, some as if in jest.
To every word,
Of every bird,
I listened or replied as it behove.

Screamed Chaffinch, “ Sweet, sweet, sweet!
Pretty lovey, come and meet me here!”
“ Chaffinch,” quoth I, “be dumb awhile, in fear
Thy darling prove no better than a cheat
And never come, or fly, when wintry days appear.”
Yet from a twig,
With voice so big,
The little fowl his utterance did repeat.

Then I, “ The man forlorn,
Hears earth send up a foolish noise aloft.”
“ And what’ll ke do? What’ll ke do? ” scoffed
The Blackbird, standing in an ancient thorn,
Then spread his sooty wings and flitted to the croft,
With cackling laugh,
Whom, I, being half
Enraged, called after, giving back his scorn.

Worse mocked the Thrush, “ Die! die!
Oh, could he do it? Could he do it? Nay!
Be quick! be quick! Here, here, here!” (went his lay)
“Take heed! take heed!” then, “ Why? Why? Why?
Why? Why?
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See-See now! eeee now! (he drawled) “ Back! Back! Back!
R-r-rrun away!”
Oh, Thrush, be still,
Or at thy will
Seek some less sad interpreter than I!

“ Air! air! blue air and white!
Whither I flee, whither, O whither, O whither I flee!”
(Thus the Lark hurried, mounting from the lea)

“ Hills, countries, many waters glittering bright
Whither I see, whither I see! Deeper, deeper, deeper, whither

I see, see, see!”
: “ Gay Lark,” T said,
“ The song that’s bred
In happy nest may well to heaven take flight!?”

“There ’s something, something sad,
I half remember,” piped a broken strain;
Well sung, sweet Robin! Robin, sing again.
“ Spring’s opening cheerily, cheerily! be we glad!”
Which moved, I wist not why, nie melancholy mad,
Till now, grown meek,
With wetted cheek,
Most comforting and gentle thoughts I had.

AMONG THE HEATHER.

One morning, walking out, I o’ertook a modest colleen,

When the wind was blowing cool and the harvest leaves were
falling.

“Is our road perchance the same? Might we travel on to-
gether? ”

“Oh, I keep the mountain-side,” she replied, “among the
heather.”

“Your mountain air is sweet when the days are long and
sunny,

When the grass grows round the rocks, and the whin-bloom
smells like honey;

But the winter ’s coming fast with its foggy, snowy weather,

And you’ll find it bleak and chill on your hill among the
heather.”
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She praised her mountain home, and I’ll praise it too with
reason,

For where Molly is there’s sunshine and flowers at every
season.

Be the moorland black or white, does it signify a feather?

Now I know the way by heart, every part among the heather.

The sun goes down in haste, and the night falls thick and
stormy,

Yet I’d travel twenty miles for the welcome that’s before me;

Singing “ Hi for Eskydun!” in the teeth of wind and weather,

Love’ll warm me as 1 go through the snow among the heather.

THE BAN-SHEE.

A BALLAD OF ANCIENT ERIN,

“ Heard’st thou over the Fortress wild geese flying and crying?

Was it a gray wolf’s howl? wind in the forest sighing?

Wail from the sea as of wreck? Hast heard it, Comrade? ”
“ Not so.

Here, all’s still as the grave, above, around, and below.

“The Warriors lie in battalion, spear and shield beside them,
Tranquil, whatever lot in the coming fray shall betide them.
See, where he rests, the Glory of Erin, our Kingly Youth!
Closed his lion’s eyes, and in sleep a smile on his mouth.”

“The cry, the dreadful cry! I know it—louder and nearer,

Circling our Dun—the Ban-shee!—my heart is frozen to hear
her!

Saw you not in the darkness a spectral glimmer of white

Flitting away?—I saw it!—evil her message to-night.

“ Constant, but never welcome, she, to the line of our Chief;

Bodeful, baleful, fateful, voice of terror and grief.

Dimly burneth the lamp—hush! again that horrible cry!—

If a (’;l;ogsand lives could save thee, Tierna, thou shouldest not
ie.

“Now! what whisper ye, Clansmen? I wake. Be your words
of me?

Wherefore gaze on each other? I too have heard the Ban-shee.
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Death is her message: but ye, be silent. Death comes to no
man :
Sweet as to him who in fighting crushes his country’s foeman.

“ Streak of dawn in the sky—morning of battle. The Stranger
Camps on our salt-sea strand below, and recks not his danger.
Victory !'—that was my dream: one that shall fill men’s ears
In story and song of harp after a thousand years.

“ Give me my helmet and sword. Whale-tusk, gold-wrought, I
clutch thee!

Blade, Flesh-Biter, fail me not this time! Yea, when I touch
thee

Shivers of joy run through me. Sing aloud as I swing thee!

Glut of enemies’ blood, meseemeth, to-day shall bring thee.

‘“Sound the horn! Behold, the Sun is beginning to rise.

Whoso seeth him set, ours is the victor’s prize,

When the foam along the sand shall no longer be white but
red—

Spoils and a mighty feast for the Living, a carn for the Dead.”

THE FAIRIES.
A CHILD’S SONG.

Up the airy mountain,
Down the rushy glen,
We daren’t go a-hunting
For fear of little men.

Wee folk, good folk,
Trooping all together;

Green jacket, red cap,

And white owl’s feather!

Down along the rocky shore
Some make their home—
They live on crispy pancakes
Of yellow tide-foam;
Some in the reeds
Of the black mountain-lake,
With frogs for their watch-dogs,
All night awake.
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High on the hill-top
The old King sits;
He is now so old and gray,
He ’s nigh lost his wits.
With a bridge of white mist
Columbkill he crosses,
On his stately journeys
From Slieveleague to Rosses;
Or going up with music
On cold starry nights,
To sup with the Queen
Of the gay Northern Lights.

They stole little Bridget
For seven years long;
When she came down again,
Her friends were all gone.
They took her lightly back,
Between the night and morrow;
They thought that she was fast asleep,
But she was dead with sorrow.
They have kept her ever since
Deep within the lake,
On a bed of flag-leaves,
Watching till she wake.

By the craggy hill-side,
Through the mosses bare,

They have planted thorn-trees,
For pleasure here and there.

Is any man so daring
As dig them up in spite,

He shall find their sharpest thorns
In his bed at night.

Up the airy mountain,
Down the rushy glen,
We daren’t go a-hunting
For fear of little men.
Wee folk, good folk,
Trooping all together;
Green jacket, red cap,
And white owl’s feather!
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THE LEPRECAUN, OR FAIRY SHOEMAKER.
A RHYME FOR CHILDREN.

Little cowboy, what have you heard,
Up on the lonely rath’s green mound?
Only the plaintive yellow-bird
Singing in sultry fields around?
Chary, chary, chary, chee-e!
Only the grasshopper and the bee?
“ Tip-tap, rip-rap,
Tick-a-tack-too!
Scarlet leather sewn together,
This will make a shoe.
Left, right, pull it tight,
Summer days are warm;
Underground in winter,
Laughing at the storm!”
Lay your ear close to the hill:
Do you not catch the tiny elamor,
Busy click of an elfin hammer,
Voice of the Leprecaun singing shrill
As he merrily plies his trade?
He’s a span
And a quarter in height:
Get him in sight, hold him fast,
And you’re a made
Man!

You watch your cattle the summer day,
Sup on potatoes, sleep in the hay;
How should you like to roll in your ecarriage
And look for a duchess’s daughter in marriage?
Seize the shoemaker, so you may!
“ Big boots a-hunting,
Sandals in the hall,
White for a wedding-feast,
And pink for a ball:
This way, that way,
So we make a shoe,
Getting rich every stitch,
Tick-tack-too!”
Nine-and-ninety treasure crocks,
This keen miser-fairy hath,
Hid in mountain, wood, and rocks,
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Ruin and round-tower, cave and rath,
And where the cormorants build;
From times of old
Guarded by him;
Each of them filled
Full to the brim
With gold!

I caught him at work one day myself,
In the castle-ditch where the foxglove grows;
A wrinkled, wizened, and bearded elf,
Spectacles stuck on the top of his nose,
Silver buckles to his hose,
Leather apron, shoe in his lap;
“ Rip-rap, tip-tap,
Tick-tack-too!
A grig stepped upon my cap,
Away the moth flew.
Buskins for a fairy prince,
Brogues for his son,
Pay me well, pay me well,
‘When the job’s done.”
The rogue was mine beyond a doubt,
I stared at him; he stared at me!
“ Servant, sir!” ¢ Humph!?” said he,
And pulled a snuff-box out.
He took a long pinch, looked better pleased,
The queer little Leprecaun;
Offered the box with a whimsical grace,—
Pouf! he flung the dust in my face,—
And, while I sneezed,
Was gone!

A DREAM.

I heard the dogs howl in the moonlight night;
I went to the window to see the sight;

All the Dead that ever I knew

Going one by one and two by two.

On they passed, and on they passed;
Townsfellows all, from first to last;
Born in the moonlight of the lane,
Quenched in the heavy shadow again.
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Schoolmates, marching as when we played
At soldiers once—but now more staid;
Those were the strangest sight to me

Who were drowned, I knew, in the awful sea.

Straight and handsome folk; bent and weak, too;
Some that I loved, and gasped to speak to;
Some but a day in their churchyard bed;

Some that I had not known were dead.

A long, long crowd—where each seemed lonely,
Yet of them all there was one, one only,
Raised a head or looked my way.

She lingered a moment,—she might not stay.

How long since I saw that fair pale face!

Ah! Mother dear! might I only place

My head on thy breast, a moment to rest,
While thy hand on my tearful cheek were prest!

On, on, a moving bridge they made

Across the moon-stream, from shade to shade,
Young and old, women and men;

Many long-forgot, but remembered then.

And first there came a bitter laughter;
A sound of tears the moment after; :
And then a music so lofty and gay,
That every morning, day by day,

I strive to recall it if I may.

THE RUINED CHAPEL.

By the shore, a plot of ground
Clips a ruined chapel round,
Buttressed with a grassy mound,
Where Day and Night and Day go by,
And bring no touch of human sound.

Washing of the lonely seas,
Shaking of the guardian trees,
Piping of the salted breeze;

Day and Night and Day go by,
To the endless tune of these.






EDMUND JOHN ARMSTRONG.
(1841—1865.)

EpmMunp JoHN ARMSTRONG was the elder brother of G. F. Savage-
Armstrong (g.v.). He was born in Dublin, July 23, 1841. As a
child he showed great intellectual power, and he began to write
poetry while still aboy. Hecommenced his career at Trinity College
in 1859 with a series of brilliant successes; but in the spring of 1860
he ruptured a blood-vessel and was obliged to go to the Channel
Islands. His health being restored, he made a long tour in France
with his brother in 1862, during which he collected the material for®
¢ The Prisoner of Mount Saint Michael,” a poem which was highly
praised, both for the treatment of the story and for the remarkable
ease and power of the blank verse. Inthe same year he returned to
Dublin and recommenced his university studies. In 1864 he‘was
awarded the gold medal for composition by the Historical Society,
and elected President of the Philosophical Society. Inthe winter of
1864, though apparently of strong physique and a great lover of out-
door life, he was attacked by consumption, and died Feb. 24, 1865.

A selection from his poems was published in the autumn of 1865,
as a memorial, by the Historical and Philosophical Societies and
several eminent friends; it was well received by the press and
warmly praised by distinguished writers of the day. He was also
the author of ¢ Ovoca, an Idyllic Poem,’ and other poetical works, a
second edition of which, with his ‘ Life and Letters ’ and ¢ Essays
and Sketches,” was published in London in 1877. There can be
little doubt that Armstrong might have attained to high poetic ex-
cellence. He had a bright fancy, a keen sensibility, and a fine
character which endeared him to many.

THE BLIND STUDENT.

On Euripides’ plays we debated,
In College, one chill winter night;
A student rose up, while we waited
For more intellectual light.

As he stood, pale and anxious, before us,
Three words, like a soft summer wind,
Went past us and through us and o’er us—

A whisper low-breathed: “ He is blind!?”

And in many a face there was pity,
In many an eye there were tears;
For his words were not buoyant or witty,
As fitted his fresh summer years.
24
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And he spoke once or twice, as none other
Could speak, of a woman’s pure ways—

He remembered the face of his mother
Ere darkness had blighted his days.

ADIEU.

I hear a distant clarion blare,
The smoldering battle flames anew;
A noise of onset shakes the air—
Dear woods and quiet vales, adieu!

Weird crag, where I was wont to gaze v
On the far sea’s aerial hue,

Below a veil of glimmering haze
At morning’s breezy prime—adieu!’

Clear runnel, bubbling under boughs’
Of odorous lime and darkling yew,
Where I have lain on banks of flowers
And dreamed the livelong noon—adieu!

And, ah! ye lights and shades that ray
Those orbs of brightest summer blue,
That haunted me by night and day %

For happy moons—adieu! adieu!

FROM FIONNUALA.

With heaving breast the fair-haired Eileen sang
The mystic, sweet, low-voweled Celtic rhyme

Of Fionnuala and her phantom lover,

Who wooed her in the fairy days of yore
Beneath the sighing pines that gloom the waves
Of Luggala and warbling Anamoe—

And how he whispered softly vows of love,
While the pale moonbeam glimmered down and lit
The cataract’s flashing foam, and elves and fays
Played o’er the dewy harebells, wheeling round
The dappled foxglove in a flickering maze

Of faint aerial flame; and the wild sprites
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Of the rough storm were bound in charmeéd sleep—
And how the lovely phantom lowly knelt,

And pleaded with such sweet-tongued eloquence,
Such heavenly radiance on his lips and eyes,
That Fionnuala, blushing, all in tears,

Breaking the sacred spell that held her soul,

Fell on his bosom and confessed her love—

And how the demon changed, and flashed upon her
In all his hideous beauty, and she sank

In fearful slumbers, and, awaking, found

Her form borne upward in the yielding air;

And, floating o’er a dark blue lake, beheld

The reflex of a swan, white as the clouds

That fringe the noonday sun, and heard a voice,
As from a far world, shivering through the air:

“ Thou shalt resume thy maiden form once more
When yon great Temples, piled upon the hills
With rugged slabs and pillars, shall be whelmed
In ruin, and their builders’ names forgot!”—
And how she knew her phantom lover spoke,

And how she floated over lake and fell

A hundred years, and sighed her mournful plaint
Day after day, till the first mass-bell pealed

Its silvery laughter amid Erin’s hills,

And a young warrior found her, with the dew
Of morning on her maiden lips, asleep

In the green woods of warbling Anamoe,

And wooed and won her for his blushing bride.

PILGRIMS.

Wild blows the tempest on their brows

Lit by the dying sunset’s fire;
While round the brave ship’s keel and o’er the bows
The thundering billows break. And, as a lyre
Struck by a maniac writhes with storms of sound,
Wherein the moan of some low melody
I8 crushed in that tumultuous agony
That sweeps and whirls around;
So, in the roar and hiss of the vexed sea,
And ’mid the flapping of the tattered sails,
The thousand voices of the ruthless gales
Are blended with the sigh of murmured prayer,
The long low plaint of sorrow and of care—
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The sound of prayer upon the storm-blown sea,
The sound of prayer amid the thunder’s roll,
’Mid the howl of the tempest, the paleflashing gleam
Of the waters that coil o’er the decks black and riven,
While hither and thither through chink and through seam
The foam of the green leaping billows is driven.
A moment their forms are aglow in the flash
Of the red, lurid bolt; then the vibrating crash
Of the echoing thunder above and below
Shakes the folds of the darkness; they reel to and fro
From the crest to the trough of the flickering wave,
Where the waters are curved like the crags of a cave
That drip with red brine in the vapors of gold
From the doors of the sunrise in hurricane rolled.
The sea-birds are screaming,
The lightning is gleaming,
The billows are whirling voluminously;
Like snakes in fierce battle
They twist and they fold,
Amid the loud rattle
Of ocean and sky,
While the terrible bell of the thunder is tolled
And the fiends of the storm ride by;
Till the buffeting blast
Is hushed to a whisper at last;
And the sun in his splendor and majesty
Looks down on the deep’s aerial blue;
And the soft low cry of the white seamew,
And the plash of the ripple around the keel,
Like a girl’s rich laughter, lightly steal
O’er those true hearts by troubles riven;
And a song of praise goes up to Heaven.
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(1823—1893.)

Mgs. ATKINSON, a most prolific contributor to periodical literature
and the author of at least one book which has made a distinctive
mark, was born Oct. 13, 1823, in the town of Athlone, where she re-
ceived her early education. From the age of fifteen it was continued
at Dublin. At school she began that system of diligent note-taking
which remained with her through life, and which helped her to the
extraordinary accuracy and completeness of detail which marked
her later work. She married Dr. George Atkinson in her twenty-
fifth year ; and in a life devoted to good works she found time for a
good deal of writing. With perfect womanly sweetness, she had a
masculine force and clearness of intellect. She would have made
an ideal historian, for she had the broadest and most impartial of"
minds, a keen vision, a strong, clear, noble style, and an infinite
capacity for taking pains.

The preface to her ‘ Life of Mary Aikenhead,” déaling with the
penal days in Ireland, packed full as it is with out-of-the-way infor-
mation most lucidly stated, excited the warm admiration of the late
Mr. Lecky. Indeed, her mind was in many respects of the same
encyclopeedic character as that of this great historian.

WOMEN IN IRELAND IN PENAL DAYS.

From ¢ Mary Aikenhead, Her Life, Her Work, and Her Friends.’

Hardly necessary is it to remark that the home life of
the people was their dearest refuge—their impregnable
stronghold. Not that iniquitous legislation had over-
looked this sanctuary of divine faith and domestic virtue.
The penal laws, as we have seen, sought to make the fourth
commandment a dead letter by encouraging disobedience
to parental authority, and rewarding rebellion with priv-
ilege and wealth. The Code supplemented this attempt to
set children against their parents, by endeavoring to dis-
turb the relations between husband and wife; for, if the
wife of a Catholic declared herself a Protestant, the law
enabled her to compel her husband to give her a separate
maintenance, and to transfer to her the custody and guar-
dianship of all their children; and, as if to bring injury
and insult to a climax, every Catholic was by act of Par-
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liament deprived of the power of settling a jointure on his
Catholic wife or charging his lands with any provision
for his daughters. Disruption of the strong and tender
bond that held the Irish household as a Christian family
was not to be effected by royal proclamation or Parlia-
mentary decree: nevertheless, the legislation that aimed
at depriving the naturally dependent members of the fam-
ily of manly protection and necessary provision was felt
as a biting insult and an inhuman tyranny.

In Irish households, high and low, the women through-
out those troubled times kept well up to the Christian
standard, cherishing the domestic virtues, accepting with
patience their own share of suffering, defying the tempta-
tions held out by the enemies of the faith, refusing to
barter the souls of the young, in the midst of calamity
keeping the eternal reward in view, and daily exercising
works of charity and zeal. As far as circumstances would
allow, the people in their domestic life followed the tradi-
tional standard of their ancestors and preserved the cus-
toms of immemorial days.

Women, from the earliest times, have ever been held in
great respect in Ireland. The Brehon law, by which the
inhabitants of the territories outside the Pale were gov-
erned from long before St. Patrick’s time, to the reign of
James I., and according to whose provisions the people in
many parts of the country continued, up to a compara-
tively recent period, to arrange their affairs and settle
their disputes, secured to women the rights of property,
and provided for their rational independence in a far more
effectual way than was contemplated by other codes. In
social life the spirit of the Brehon law was embodied, and
transmitted to succeeding generations, in the customs and
manners of the people. One cannot read the annals of
Ireland without observing how important was the position
occupied by women in Erin. All, according to their de-
gree, were expected to fill a part, both influential and hon-
orable, in the constitution of the clan. A considerable
share of the internal administration of the principality
was intrusted to the wife of the chieftain or provincial
king. The duties of hospitality—onerous and constant,
and precisely defined by the Brehon law—were exercised
by her. To her was intrusted the care of the poor and
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suffering. She was expected to be an encourager of learn-
ing, and a friend to the ollamhs or professors, a benefactor
to the churches, and a generous helper of the religious
orders.

While the chieftain was out fighting or taking preys
from his enemies, the chieftain’s wife kept everything in
order in the little kingdom, and held herself ready, at a
moment’s notice, to protect her people from robbers or de-
fend her castle from invaders. The mother of Hugh
O’Neill is described by the annalists as “ a woman who was
the pillar of support and maintenance of the indigent and
the mighty, of the poets and exiled, of widows and or-
phans, of the clergy and men of science, of the poor and
the needy; a woman who was the head of council and ad-
vice to the gentlemen and chiefs of the province of Conor
MacNessa; a demure, womanly, devout, charitable, meek,
benignant woman, with pure piety and the love of God
and her neighbors.” In the obituary notice of a certain
great lady, the annalist tells us how she was ‘“a nurse of
all guests and strangers, and of all the learned men in
Ireland ”; of another we read that she was “the most
distinguished woman in Munster in her time, in fame,
hospitality, good sense, and piety.” The old writers, in
summing up the noble qualities of an Irish chieftain’s wife,
do not omit to mention that she was distinguished by her
checking of plunder, her hatred of injustice, by her tran-
quil mind and her serene countenance.

We get the portrait of a woman of this stamp, and a pic-
ture of the manners of the fifteenth century in Ireland, in
the account of Margaret, the daughter of the king of Ely,
and wife of Calvagh O’Carroll. This lady was accustomed
to give a great feast twice in the year, bestowing “ meate
and moneyes, with all other manner of gifts,” on all who
assembled on these occasions. The guests took their
places according as their names were entered in a roll kept
for that purpose, while the chieftain and his wife devoted
themselves entirely to their guests. Margaret “clad in
cloath of gold, her deerest friends about her, her clergy
and judges too; Calvagh himself being on horseback, by
the church’s outward side, to the end that all things might
be done-orderly, and each one served successively.” On
one of those days of festivity Margaret gave two chalices
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of gold as offerings on the altar to God Almighty, and
“gshe also caused to nurse or foster two young orphans.”
She was distinguished among the women of her time for
preparing highways and erecting bridges and churches,
and doing “all manner of things profitable to serve God
and her soule.” Her days were shortened by a fatal can-
cer; and the annalist concludes his notice with a beautiful
prayer and a pathetic malediction. ¢ God’s blessing,” he
exclalms, “ the blessing of all saints, and every other bless-
ing from Jerusalem to Inis Gluair, be on her going to
heaven, and blessed be he that will reade and heare this,
for blessing her soule. Cursed be that sore in her breast
that killed Margrett.”

And should one of these fair women, who acted well her
part in the chieftain’s household, renounce *all worldly
vanityes and terrestrial glorious pomps ¥ and betake her-
self to “an austere, devoute life”, in a monastery, the
chronicler fails not to speed thither the blessings of guests
and strangers, poor and rich, and poet-philosophers of Ire-
land, which he prays “ may be on her in that life.” In
recording the erection of churches and the foundation of
monasteries, the old historians constantly note that it is
a joint work of the chief and his wife. Sometimes, indeed,
the wife seems to have been sole founder; and we are led
to infer that she had at her disposal certain revenues,
whether the property of the head of the clan or the pro-
ceeds of her own dowry.

We read that the wife of Stephen Lynch Fitz-Dominick,
while her husband was beyond the seas in Spain, began, in
the year 1500, to build a convent on an eminence over the
sea at Galway. Church and steeple were finished be-
fore his return, and on entering the bay he was much sur-
prised to behold so stately a building on the heights.
Having learned on his landing that the edifice had been
erected by his own wife in honor of St. Augustine, he knelt
down on the seashore and returned thanks to Heaven for
inspiring her with that pious resolution. Subsequently
he took part in the good work, finished the monastery, and
endowed it with rents and several lands. Another case
in point may be noted in the story of the building of the
famous Franciscan monastery of Donegal.

If the women of Erin took their full share of the bur-
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dens and responsibilities of life in those bygone stirring
times, they were not for that excluded from participation
in the pleasures of life, and in the advantages of whatever
culture was then attainable. Like their husbands, they
were fond of traveling abroad, and made pilgrimages to
St. James of Compostella; to Rome, “ the capital of the
Christians ”’; and even to more distant shrines. But it
does not appear to have been customary for the chief and
the chieftainess to leave home together: the one or the
other should stay to receive strangers, entertain guests,
and carry on the government of the principality. In days
when certain important professions, such as those of Bre-
hon, poet, and historian, were hereditary in certain fam-
ilies, the women of those families received an education
fitting them to take a part in the avocations of their male
relatives. Thus, among the Brehons, who were the law-
yers of the clans, there were women eminent as judges or
expounders of the laws; and in the learned families there
were women historians and poets. The learned men of
Erin, it is evident, enjoyed the sympathy and appreciation
of the daughters of the land, and were not ungrateful for
the encouragement and hospitality they received. They
inscribed the names of their lady friends on the tracts com-
piled for their use or at their desire. One of the very
ancient Gaelic manuscripts still in existence is a tract
entitled ¢ History of the Illustrious Women of Erin’;
another valuable relic of the olden times is inscribed
¢ Lives of the Mothers of the Irish Saints.’

It is interesting to learn what impression the women of
Ireland at a later period—the middle of the seventeenth
century—made on strangers from the classic land of Italy.
The Rev. C. P. Meehan has enriched the fifth edition of
his ‘Rise and FFall of the Irish Franciscan Monasteries,
and Memoirs of the Hierarchy,” with the original account
of the journey from Kenmare to Kilkenny of Rinucini,
Archbishop of Fermo, who was sent to this country as
Papal nuncio in 1645. Massari, Dean of Fermo, accom-
panied the nuncio as secretary, and wrote the narrative
which is given in the appendix to the work just cited. The
dean speaks more than once with genuine delight of the
elegant hospitality with which the distinguished visitors
were entertained by the lords and ladies of Munster, and
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specially dwells on the reception they received from Lady
Muskerry, whose husband was then from home, either with
the army of the Confederates, or in Dublin discussing Lord
Ormonde’s peace. “The women,” he says, “are exceed-
ingly beautiful, and heighten their attractions by their
matchless modesty and piety. They converse freely with
every one, and are devoid of suspicion and jealousy. Their
style of dress differs from ours, and rather resembles the
French; all wear cloaks with long fringes; they have also
a hood sewn to the cloak, and they go abroad without any
covering for the head; some wearing a kerchief, as the
Greek women do, which, being gracefully arranged, adds,
if possible, to their native comeliness.” !

There may seem to have been but little relation between
the position of a chieftainess in ancient times and that of
the mistress of an Irish Catholic household in the eigh-
teenth century; and yet, even during the penal days, the
spirit of the earlier time survived, the old ideal was not
supplanted by anything less worthy. The houses of the re-
duced gentry were still the center of a generous hospitality,
and charity was dispensed from the gentleman’s door with
a liberality wholly incommensurate with the revenues of
a fallen estate. The careful mother, who could not grace
her home with the presence of the learned, sent forth her
sons to encounter the risks of a perilous voyage and the
dangers of foreign travel, that so they might escape the
dreaded doom of ignorance; she lent her best efforts to
the fostering of that magnanimous loyalty so requisite for
the preservation of the ancient faith. The mother’s lessons
proved a stay and conscience to her sons when, in after-life,
temptations rudely pressed upon them. The mother’s ex-

1The Dean of Fermo does equal justice to the men of Ireland, who are,
he says, ‘‘good-looking, incredibly strong, fleet runners, equal to any
hardship, and indescribably patient. They are given to arms ; and those
who apply themselves to learning become highly distinguished in every
domain of science.” Of the people in general he speaks in high terms.
‘I have not words,” he continues, ‘‘ to describe to you the kindness and
politeness which we experienced at the hands of this Irish people, whose
devotion to the Holy See is beyond all praise, and I assure you that I was
often moved to tears when I saw them, wholly forgetful of self, kneeling
in the very mire in order to kiss the nuncio’s robe and hands as if they
were holy relics. At almost every stage of our journey, the nuncio was
escorted by strong squadrons of horse to protect him from the enemy.
We are in Ireland | we are in Ireland ! praise to God.”

3
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ample taught her daughters how to unite a virile courage
with womanly modesty and grace.

Nor was it among the higher classes alone that these
characteristics remained distinctly marked during the
days of the nation’s trial; they were noticeable in the
farmer’s cottage and the peasant’s hut. The poor man’s
wife did not turn the weary and the hungry from her door;
she received the poor scholar with a motherly welcome; !
she accustomed her children to think nothing of a run of
two or three miles to the hedge-school. By precept and
by example she taught them fidelity to the faith, love for
the old land, reverence for God’s ministers, and respect for
learning. The high moral tone pervading the social life
of the humbler classes in Ireland was at once the cause and
consequence of the important position which the women
maintained at the domestic hearth, and of the beneficial
- sway which they exercised among their neighbors of the
same degree.

The circumstances of the time were favorable to the
growth of this influence. As a rule the women did not
work in the fields: their occupations were of an indoor
character; and the habits of the people, both men and wo-
men, were domestic. The latter half of the eighteenth cen-
tury being happily free from such famines which had laid
waste the country during the previous two hundred years,
and were fated to reappear at a later period, there was
plenty of food for the people. The staff of life—the potato
—was then in its prime, as to quality and quantity. Each
little holding produced a crop sufficient for the support of
a numerous family, with a large surplus for the poultry
that crowded round the door, and the pigs, which even the
poorest cotter reared; while a paddock was reserved from
tillage as pasture for the high-boned native cow, which
formed an important item of the live stock. In the

1In Ireland it is a custom, immemorially established, for those petty
schoolmasters who teach in chapels, or temporary huts, freely to instruct
such poor boys as come from remote places, and are unable to pay. The
poor scholar, while he remains at the school, goes home, night and night
about, with his school-fellows, whose parents that can afford it occasion-
ally supply him with a few old clothes, as well as food and lodging. This
appears to be a faint emarnation of the ancient custom in Ireland, so cele-
brated by historians, of supplying, at the national expense, all foreign
students with meat, drink, clothes, lodging, books, etc.
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farmers’ families linen and woolen stuffs were spun,
woven, knitted, bleached, and dyed, and made into wear-
ing apparel by the women. A spinning-wheel was as neces-
sary a part of the furniture as a pot for cooking the stira-
bout. Public-houses were few and far between, facilities
for locomotion were not abundant, and the men did not
range to any great distance from home.

Their amusement was to sit by the fire in the winter
evenings, or smoke their pipes at the door in summer, lis-
tening to the story-teller or the singer, while their wives
and daughters knitted or spun: all, young and old, being
ready to break out into a dance the moment a piper or
fiddler appeared on the scene. Perhaps the greatest testi-
mony borne to the genuine worth of the poor Irish Cath-
olics was that afforded by the custom which prevailed
among the Protestant and respectable classes, of sending
their children to be nursed or fostered by the peasantry.
Sons and heirs destined to fill prominent and honorable
posts, and daughters born to grace luxurious homes, were
in all trust committed to the care of peasant women, and
grew from tender infancy to hardy childhood in the moun-
tain cabins, sharing the homely fare and joining in the
simple sports of their foster brothers and sisters. One
thing was certain: the nurse’s fidelity and affection could
be implicitly relied on, and the gentleman’s child would
have no vice to unlearn when transferred from the peas-

ant’s guardianship to the protection of the parental roof.
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ROBERT STAWELL BaLL, LL.D., F.R.S., was born in Dublin, July 1,
1840. He is the son of Robert Ball, LL.D., of Dublin (the well-known
naturalist). He married in 1863 Frances Elizabeth, the daughter
of W. E. Steele, the director of the Science and Art Museum, Dub-
lin, He was educated at Abbott’s Grange, Chester ; and at Trinity
College, Dublin. He is an Honorary M.A. of Cambridge, 1892, and
an LL.D. of Dublin. He was Royal Astronomer of Ireland from
1874 to 1892, and Scientific Adviser to the Commissioners of Irish
Lights from 1884. He has been President of the Royal Astronomi-
cal Society, President of the Mathematical Association, and Presi-
dent of the Royal Zoblogical Society of Ireland. His title was
created in 1886. He was Lowndean Professor of Astronomy and
Geometry at Cambridge. He is a Fellow of King’s College, Cam-
bridge, and he has been Director of the Cambridge Observatory
since 1892,

Sir Robert’s publications are : ‘The Theory of Screws’; many
memoirs on mathematical, astronomical, and physical subjects ;
and the following works on Astronomy: ‘The Story of the Heavens,’
1885 ; ¢ Starland,’ 1889; ¢ In Starry Realms,’ ¢ In the High Heavens,’
‘ Time and Tide,” 1889 ; ‘ Atlas of Astronomy,’ 1892 ; ‘ The Story of
the Sun,’ 1893 ; ‘Great Astronomers,” 1895; ‘The Earth’s Begin-
ning,’ 1901.

His lectures on scientific subjects are much appreciated, and heis
well known on the lecture platform in this country. He has a
pleasing manner and a very happy method of presenting abstruse
maftters to popular audiences.

THE DISTANCES OF THE STARS.
From ¢The Starry Heavens.’

Now about the distances of the stars. I shall not make
the attempt to explain fully how astronomers make such
measurements, but I will give you some notion of how it
is done. 'We make the two observations from two opposite
points on the earth’s orbit, which are therefore at a dis-
tance of 186,000,000 miles. Imagine that on Midsummer
Day, when standing on the earth here, I measured with a
piece of card the angle between the star and the sun. Six
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months later on, on Midwinter Day, when the earth is at
the opposite point of its orbit, I again measure the angle
between the same star and the sun, and we can now deter-
mine the star’s distance by making a triangle. I draw a
line a foot long, and we will take this foot to represent
186,000,000 miles, the distance between the two stations;
then placing the cards at the corners, I rule the two sides
and complete the triangle, and the star must be at the re-
maining corner; then I measure the sides of the triangle,
and how many feet they contain, and recollecting that each
foot corresponds to 186,000,000 miles, we discover the dis-
tance of the star. 1f the stars were comparatively near
us, the process would be a very simple one; but, unfor-
tunately, the stars are so extremely far off that this tri-
angle, even with a base of only one foot, must have its sides
many miles long. Indeed, astronomers will tell you that
there is no more delicate or troublesome work in the whole
of their science than that of discovering the distance of a
star.

In all such measurements we take the distance from the
earth to the sun as a conveniently long measuring-rod,
whereby to express the results. The nearest stars are still
hundreds of thousands of times as far off as the sun. Let
us ponder for a little on the vastness of these distances.
We shall first express them in miles. Taking the sun’s dis-
tance to be 93,000,000 miles, then the distance of the near-
est fixed star is about twenty millions of millions of miles
—that is to say, we express this by putting down a 2 first,
and then writing thirteen ciphers after it. It is, no doubt,
easy to speak of such figures, but it is a very different mat-
ter when we endeavor to imagine the awful magnitude
which such a number indicates. I must try to give some
illustrations which will enable you to form a notion of it.
At first I was going to ask you to try and count this num-
ber, but when I found it would require at least 300,000
years, counting day and night without stopping, before the
task was over, it became necessary to adopt some other
method.

When on a visit in Lancashire I was once kindly per-
mitted to visit a cotton mill, and I learned that the cotton
yarn there produced in a single day would be long enough
to wind round this earth twenty-seven times at the equator.
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It appears that the total production of cotton yarn each
day in all the mills together would be on the average about
155,000,000 miles. In fact, if they would only spin about
one-fifth more, we could assert that Great Britain pro-
duced enough cotton yarn' every day to stretch from the
earth to the sun and back again! It is not hard to find
from these figures how long it would take for all the mills
in Lancashire to produce a piece of yarn long enough to
reach from our earth to the nearest of the stars. If the
spinners worked as hard as ever they could for a year, and
if all the pieces were then tied together, they would extend
to only a small fraction of the distance; nor if they worked
for ten years, or for twenty years, would the task be fully
accomplished. Indeed, upwards of four hundred years
would be necessary before enough cotton could be grown
in America and spun in this country to stretch over a dis-
tance so enormous. All the spinning that has ever yet
been done in the world has not formed a long enough
thread!

There is another way in which we can form some notion
of the immensity of these sidereal distances. You will rec-
ollect that, when we were speaking of Jupiter’s moons,
I told you of the beautiful discovery which their eclipses
enabled astronomers to make. It was thus found that light
travels at the enormous speed of about 185,000 miles per
second. It moves so quickly that within a single second
a ray would flash two hundred times from London to Edin-
burgh and back again.

We said that a meteor travels one hundred times as
swiftly as a rifle bullet; but even this great speed seems
almost nothing when compared with the speed of light,
which is 10,000 times as great. Suppose some brilliant
outbreak of light were to take place in a distant star—an
outbreak which would be of such intensity that the flash
from it would extend far and wide throughout the uni-
verse. The light would start forth on its voyage with ter-
rific speed. Any neighboring star which was at a distance
of less than 185,000 miles would, of course, see the flash
within a second after it had been produced. More distant
bodies would receive the intimation after intervals of time
proportioned to their distances. Thus, if a body were
1,000,000 miles away, the light would reach it in from five
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to six seconds, while over a distance as great as that which
separates the earth from the sun the news would be car-
ried in about eight minutes. We can calculate how long
a time must elapse ere the light shall travel over a distance
so great as that between the star and our earth. You will
find that from the nearest of the stars the time required
for the journey will be over three years. Ponder on all
that this involves. That outbreak in the star might he
great enough to be visible here, but we could never become
aware of it till three years after it had happened. When
we are looking at such a star to-night we do not see it as
it is at present, for the light that is at this moment enter-
ing our eyes has traveled so far that it has been three years
on the way. Therefore, when we look at the star now we
see it as it was three years previously. In fact, if the star
were to go out altogether, we might still continue to see it
twinkling for a period of three years longer, because a cer-
tain amount of light was on its way to us at the moment
of extinction, and so long as that light keeps arriving here,
so long shall we see the star showing as brightly as ever.
When, therefore, you look at the thousands of stars in the
sky to-night, there is not one that you see as it is now, but
as it was years ago.

I have been speaking of the stars that are nearest to us,
but there are others much farther off. It is true we can-
not find the distances of these more remote objects with
any degree of accuracy, but we can convince ourselves how
great that distance is by the following reasoning. Look
at one of the brightest stars. Try to conceive that the
object was carried away farther into the depths of space,
until it was ten times as far from us as it is at present, it
would still remain bright enough to be recognized in quite
a small telescope; even if it were taken to one hundred
times its original distance it would not have withdrawn
from the view of a good telescope; while if it retreated one
thousand times as far as it was at first it would still be a
recognizable point in our mightiest instruments. Among
the stars which we can see with our telescopes, we feel
confident there must be many from which the light has
expended hundreds of years, or even thousands of :years, on
the journey. When, therefore, we look at such objects, we
see them, not as they are now, but as they were ages ago;
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in fact, a star might have ceased to exist for thousands of
years, and still be seen by us every night as a twinkling
point in our great telescopes.

Remembering these facts, you will, I think, look at the
heavens with a new interest. There is a bright star, Vega,
or Alpha Lyre, a beautiful gem, so far off that the light
from it which now reaches our eyes started before many of
my audience were born. Suppose that there are astrono-
mers residing on worlds amid the stars, and that they have
" sufficiently powerful telescopes to view this globe, what do
you think they would observe? They will not see our earth
as it is at present; they will see it as it was years (and
sometimes many years) ago. There are stars from which
if England could now be seen, the whole of the country
would be observed at this present moment to be in a great
state of excitement at a very auspicious event. Distant as-
tronomers might notice a great procession in London, and
they could watch the coronation of the youthful queen,
Queen Victoria, amid the enthusiasm of a nation. There
are other stars still further, from which, if the inhabitants
had good enough telescopes, they would now see a mighty
battle in progress not far from Brussels. One splendid
army could be beheld hurling itself time after time against
the immovable ranks of the other. There can be no doubt
that there are stars so far away that the rays of light which
started from the earth on the day of the battle of Waterloo
are only just arriving there. Ifarther off still, there are
stars from which a bird’s-eye view could be taken at this
very moment of the signing of Magna Charta. There are
even stars from which England, if it could be seen at all,
would now appear, not as the great England we know, but
as a country covered by dense forests, and inhabited by
painted savages, who waged incessant war with wild beasts
that roamed through the island. The geological problems
that now puzzle us would be quickly solved could we only
go far enough into space and had we only powerful enough
telescopes. We should then be able to view our earth
through the successive epochs of past geological time; we
should be actually able to see those great animals whose
fossil remains are treasured in our museums, tramping
about over the earth’s surface, splashing across its swamps,
or swimming with broad flippers through its oceans. In-
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deed, if we could view our own earth reflected from mirrors
in the stars, we might still see Moses crossing the Red Sea,
or Adam and Eve being expelled from Eden.

—

WHAT THE STARS ARE MADE OF.
Fr;)m ¢ The Starry Heavens.’

Here is a piece of stone. If I wanted to know what it
was composed of, I should ask a chemist to tell me. He
would take it into his laboratory, and first crush it into
powder, and then, with his test tubes, and with the liquids
which his bottles contain, and his weighing scales, and
other apparatus, he would tell all about it; there is so
much of this, and so much of that, and plenty of this, and
none at all of that. But now, suppose you ask this chemist
to tell you what the sun is made of, or one of the stars.
Of course, you have not a sample of it to give him; how,
then, can he possibly find out anything about it? Well,
he can tell you something, and this is the wonderful dis-
covery that I want to explain to you. We now put down
the gas and I kindle a brilliant red light. Perhaps some
of those whom I see before me have occasionally ven-
tured on the somewhat dangerous practice of making
fireworks. If there is any boy here who has ever con-
structed sky-rockets and put the little balls into the top
which are to burn with such vivid colors when the explosion
takes place, he will know that the substance which tinged
that fire red must have been strontium. He will recog-
nize it by the color; because strontium gives a red light
which nothing else will give. Here are some of these light-
ning papers, as they are called; they are very pretty and
very harmless; and these, too, give brilliant red flashes as I
throw them. The red tint, has, no doubt, been produced
by strontium also. You see we recognized the substance
simply by the color of the light it produced when burning.

There are, in nature, a number of simple bodies called
elements. Every one of these, when ignited under suitable
conditions, emits a light which belongs to it alone, and by
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which it can be distinguished from every other substance.
Many of the materials will yield light which will require to
be studied by much more elaborate artifices than those
which have sufficed for us. But you will see that the
method affords a means of finding out the actual sub-
stances present in the sun or in the stars. There is a prac-
tical difficulty in the fact that each of the heavenly bodies
contains a number of different elements; so that in the
light it sends us the hues arising from distinct substances
are blended into one beam. The first thing to be done is to
get some way of splitting up a beam of light, so as to dis-
cover the components of which it is made. You might have
a skein of silks of different hues tangled together, and this
would be like the sunbeam as we receive it in its unsorted
condition. How shall we untangle the light from the sun
or a star? I will show you by a simple experiment.

Here is a beam from the electric light; beautifully white
and bright, is it not? It looks so pure and simple, but yet
that beam is composed of all sorts of colors mingled to-
gether, in such proportions as to form white light. I take
a wedge-shaped piece of glass called a prism, and when I
introduce it into the course of the beam, you see the trans-
formation that has taken place. Instead of the white light
you have now all the colors of the rainbow—red, orange,
yellow, green, blue, indigo, violet. These colors are very
beautiful, but they are transient, for the moment we take
away the prism they all unite again to form white light.
You see what the prism has done; it has bent all the light
in passing through it; but it is more effective in bending
the blue than the red, and consequently the blue is carried
away much farther than the red. Such is the way in which
we study the composition of a heavenly body. We take a
beam of its light, we pass it through a prism, and imme-
diately it is separated into its components; then we com-
pare what we find with the lights given by the different
elements, and thus we are enabled to discover the sub-
stances which exist in the distant object whose light we
have examined. I do not mean to say that the method is a
simple one; all I am endeavoring to show is a general out-
line of the way in which we have discovered the materials
present in the stars. The instrument that is employed for
this purpose is called the spectroscope. And perhaps you
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may remember that name by these lines, which I have
heard from an astronomical friend :

‘¢ Twinkle, twinkle, little star,
Now we find out what you are,
‘When unto the midnight sky
‘We the spectroscope apply.”

I am sure it will interest everybody to know that the
elements which the stars contain are not altogether differ-
ent from those of which the earth is made. It is true there
may be substances in the stars of which we know nothing
here; but it is certain that many of the most common ele-
ments on the earth are present in the most distant bodies.
I shall only mention one, the metal iron. That useful sub-
stance has been found in some of the stars which lie at
almost incalculable distances from the earth.



JOHN BANIM.
(1798—1844.)

JouN Banmy, ‘‘a bright-hearted, trve-souled Irishman,” is chiefly
known through the powerful ¢ Tales 7 the O'Hara Family,’ which
he wrote in conjunction with his elder brother Michael. He was
born in Kilkenny, April 3, 1798. Hisfather wasa farmer and trader,
who gave higsons a good education. Instances of John’s precocity
are numerous : when only ten years old he had written a romance
and some poetry. His progress at school was rapid, and at thirteen
he was sufficiently advanced to enter the college of his native town.
Here his decided talent as a sketcher and painter first developed
itself, and when his father gave him a choice of professions he
determined to become an artist. In 1814 he went to Dublin, and
there entered the Royal Academy, to study art. After two years
he returned to Kilkenny and began life as a teacher of drawing.
At the same time his early taste for literature manifested itself in
his frequent contributions of poems and sketches to the local period-
icals.

His life was a checkered one. His first serious trouble was the
death of a young lady (one of his pupils) to whom he was engaged.
This blow affected his mind so .deeply that his health was perma-
nently injured, and he passed some years in an aimless and hopeless
manner nearly akin to despair. At length, by the advice of his
friends, he resolved to try change of both scene and employment,
and in 1820 he removed to Dublin and relinquished his profession
of art for that of literature. At this time his contributions to
periodical literature were very numerous, and so continued through-
out his whole career. Were it now pos51ble to identify these, many
of them would probably add little to his fame as an author since
they were for the most part written hurriedly as a means of gain-
ing a living. But among the sketches a few on theatrical topics,
written over the signature of ‘‘ A Traveler,” appeared in a Lime-
rick journal, and were remarked as particularly clever. In 1821
he published ‘The Celt’'s Paradise,” a poem now almost forgotten ;
but at the time it gained recognition of the talents of the young
author, and the friendship of Sheil and other literary men. Banim
now attempted dramatic composition, and the tragedy ¢ Turgesius’
was written and offered in succession to the managers of Covent
Garden and Drury Lane theaters, but was rejected by both. Not
deterred by this failure, the author once more composed a tragedy,
‘ Damon and Pythias,” which through the recommendation of his
friend Sheil was produced at Covent Garden, London, in 1821, and
met with a reception which amply consoled him for his former
disappointment.
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In the summer of 1822 Banim revisited his home in Kilkenny,
and during his stay he and his brother Michael planned and com.-
menced writing the first series of the ¢ O'Hara Tales.” He married
Miss Ellen Ruth, and subsequently removed to London, where he
continued to reside for several years. Here he resumed his neces-
sary labor as a periodical writer. In April of the following year
the first series of the celebrated ¢ O’Hara Tales’ was published, and
commanded immediate success. ‘John Doe, or the Peep o’ Day’
and ¢ The Fetches’ were John Banim’s sole work in this first series.
His next work, ¢ The Boyne Water,’ a political novel, the scenes of
which are laid in the time of William of Orange and James II.,
depicts the siege of Limerick and other stirring events of that
troubled period. The second series of the ‘ Tales’ appeared in 1826,
and included ‘ The Nowlans,” which was severely handled by the
critics. In 1828 ‘ The Anglo-Irish’ was published. It was different
in character from the ‘Tales,” and was not so well received. In
1829 the concluding series of the ‘Tales’ appeared, commencing
with ¢ The Disowned,’ the work of John Banim, and ending in 1842
with ¢ Father Connell,’ the work of Michael.

‘John’s health now began to decline rapidly, and the death of a
child and the illness of his wife pressed heavily upon his mind. In
1829, by the advice of numerous friends, he went to France for
change of scene, but still continued his contributions to the journals,
and wrote besides several small pieces for the English opera-house.
In 1835 he returned home, but his health never rallied, and on
Aug. 13, 1844, he breathed his last, aged forty-six years. A
_ provision was made for his widow ; his daughter died a few years
after her father.

The ‘OQ’Hara Tales’ were a joint production in so far that they
were published together, and one brother passed his work to the
other for suggestions and criticism. Those written by John Banim
were ‘John Doe, or the Peep o’ Day,’ ‘ The Fetches,’ ‘The Smug-
gler,” ‘Peter of the Castle,” ‘The Nowlans,’ ‘ The Last Baron of
Crana,’ and ‘Disowned.” We quote from Chamber’s ¢ Cyclopeedia
of English Literature’ the following estimate of Banim’s powers as
a novelist :—*‘ He seemed to unite the truth and circumstantiality
of Crabbe with the dark and gloomy power of Godwin ; and in
knowledge he was superior even to Miss Edgeworth or Lady Mor-
gan. The force of the passions and the effects of crime, turbulence,
and misery have rarely been painted with such overmastering
energy, or wrought into narratives of more sustained and harrow-
ing interest. The probability of his incidents was not much at-
tended to by the author, and he indulged largely in scenes of hor-
ror and violence—in murders, abductions, pursuits, and escapes ;
but the whole was related with such spirit, raciness, and truth of
costume and coloring, that the reader had neither time nor inclina-
tion to note defects.”

““'Where his songs are at all tolerable,” says Mr. D. J. O'Dono-
ghue, ‘‘ they are full of fire and feeling, and written with quite a
natural simplicity and strength....His chief fault is his general
disregard of metrical laws.”



46 IRISH LITERATURE.

AN ADVENTURE IN SLIEVENAMON.
From ‘¢ The Peep o’ Day.’

[Lieutenant Howard, pursuing some persons over the mountain,
lost his way, and in springing across a chasm alighted on soft turf
which gave way and precipitated him through the roof of an illicit
manufactory of spirits, presided over by Jack Mullins.]

The first perception of Howard’s restored senses brought
him the intelligence of his being in the midst of an almost
insufferable atmosphere, oppressive as it was strange and
unusual. He breathed with difficulty, and coughed and
sneezed himself very nearly back again into the state of un-
consciousness out of which, it would seem, coughing and,
sneezing had just roused him; for he gained his senses
while performing such operations as are understood by
these words. When a reasonable pause occurred and that
reflection had time to come into play, Howard wondered
whether he was alive or dead, and whether or no he felt
pain. Due consideration having ensued, he was able to as-
sure himself that, so far as he could judge, he lived, and
without much pain of any kind into the bargain. Next he
tried to stir himself, but here he was unsuccessful. Some
unseen power paralyzed his legs and arms, feet and hands.
He lay, it was evident, upon his back, and the surface he
pressed seemed soft and genial enough.

While in this position he looked straight upward. The
stars, and a patch of deep blue sky, twinkled and smiled
upon him through a hole in a low squalid roof overhead.
This was a help. He remembered having fallen in through
the slope of the hill, and, as an aperture must have been
the consequence or the cause of his descent, he ventured
to argue accordingly. He had intruded, it would rather
seem, upon the private concerns of some person or persons,
who, from motives unknown to him, chose to reside in a
subterraneous retreat among the very sublimities of Slieve-
namon. Here the strange scent again filled his nostrils
with overpowering effect. There was some part of it he
thought he could or ought to recollect having before ex-
perienced, and he sniffed once or twice with the hope of
becoming satisfied. But a fresh, and, he conceived, a dif-
ferent effluvium thereupon rushed up into his head, and
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down his throat, and he had again to sneeze and cough his
way into a better comprehension.

When Howard was in this second effort successful, he
observed that he dwelt not in absolute darkness. A pande-
monium kind of light dismally glared around him, clouded
by a dense fog of he knew not what color or consistency.
Was he alone? He listened attentively. The melancholy
female voice that he had heard lamenting at the cabin and
among the hills came on his ear, though it was now poured
forth in a subdued cadence. Still he listened, and a hissing
of whispers floated at every side, accompanied by the noise
of a fire rapidly blazing, together with an intermittent ex-
plosion that very much resembled a human snore.

Again he strove to rise or turn, but could not. “1I will
just move my head round, at all events,” thought he. He
did so, very slowly, and his eyes fixed upon those of Jack
Mullins, who, bent on one knee at his side, held his left arm
tightly down with one hand, while with the other he pre-
sented a heavy horseman’s pistol. Howard, little cheered
by this comforter, turned his head as slowly in the other
direction, and encountered the full stare of another ruf-
_ fianly visage, while with both hands of his attendant he
was at this side pinioned. Two other men secured his
feet.

“ Where am I? and why do you hold me? and how did all
this happen? ” asked Howard, as he began to comprehend
his situation.

“ Hould your tongue, and be quiet,” said Mullins.

“I know you well, Jack Mullins,” resumed Howard.
“’T is some time since we met at the Pattern, but I know
your voice and face perfectly well.”

3 }:Ionsense,” said Mullins. ‘“ Hould your pace, I tell
you.

“You surely would not take away my life for nothing.
And it can be no offense to ask you why you hold me down
in this strange manner.”

“ Bother, man. Say your prayers, an’ don’t vex me.”

“ Mullins, I have drunk with you out of the same cup,
and clasped your hand in good fellowship; and I desire you
for the sake of old acquaintance to let me sit up and look
about me. I never did you an injury, nor intended one.”

“I don’t know how that is,” observed Mullins.
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“ Never, by my soul!” repeated Howard with energy.
“ This unhappy intrusion, whatever place I may have got
into, was an accident: I missed my way among the hills
and wandered here unconsciously. Let me up, Mullins, and
you shall have a handsome recompense.”

“ The divil a laffina® you have about you,” said Mullins.
“ Don’t be talkin’.”

“ As you have found my purse, then,” rejoined Howard,
easily suspecting what had happened, ¢ you are most wel-
come to it, so you release me for a moment.”

“ An’ who, do you think, is to pay us for the roof of our
good, snug house you have tattered down on our heads this
blessed night? ”’ asked Mullins.

“T will, to be sure,” replied Howard, ¢ who else should?.

Come, Mullins, bid these men let me go, and you ’ll never
be sorry for it. Is this the way Irishmen treat an old
friend? ”

“For the sake of that evening we had together at the
Pattern you may get up—that is, sit up, an’ bless yourself.
Let him go, men, bud watch the ladder.”

The three other men instantly obeyed Mullins’ orders,
and, Jack himself loosening his deadly gripe, Howard was
at last free to sit up.

“ Now, never mind what you see,” he continued. * An’,
in troth, the less you look about you, at all, at all, so much
the betther, I’m thinkin’.”” And Mullins sat down oppo-
site his prisoner, still holding the cocked pistol on his arm.

This caution seemed in the first instance altogether use-
less, for Howard could observe nothing through the dense
vapor around him, except, now and then, the blank and
wavering outline of a human figure, flitting in the remote
parts of the recess. The whispers, however, had deepened
into rather loud tones; but here he was as much at a loss
as ever, for the persons of the drama spoke together in
Irish. Atlength he gained a hint to the mystery. A young
man, stripped as if for some laborious work, approaching
Mullins, said, somewhat precipitately, “ Musha, Jack, the
run ’ull go for nothin’ this time unless you come down an’
put your own hand to the still.”

Here, then, from all he had previously heard, and could
now see, smell, and conceive, Howard found himself in the

1 Laffina, a halfpenny (a cent).

.
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presence of illicit distillation, at work, though it was Sun-
day, in all its vigor and glory. He snuffed again, and
wondered at his own stupidity, and indeed ingratitude,
that he should not at once have recognized the odor of the
pottheen atmosphere—a mixture of the effluvium of the
liquor and the thick volumes of pent-up smoke, in° which
for some time he had lived and breathed.

When the young man addressed to Mullins the words we
have just recorded, that person’s ill-boding face assumed a
cast of more dangerous malignity, and, after a ferocious
scowl at the speaker, he said with much vehemence:

“ Upon my conscience, Tim, a-gra,! you ’re afther spakin’
the most foolish words that your mother’s son ever spoke:
an’ I don’t know what bad blood you have to the Sassenach
officer, here, that you couldn’t lave him a chance for his
life when it was likely he had id. Musha, evil end to you,
Tim, seed, breed, an’ generation!—Mahurp-on-duoul!?2
What matther was it if the whole shot went to Ould Nick
this blessed evenin’, providin’ we didn’t let strangers into
our sacrets? Couldn’t you let him sit here awhile in pace?
But since the murther’s out take this, you ballour [bab-
bler] o’ the divil,”” giving the pistol, ¢ while I go down to

“the pot. An’, Tim, lave well enough alone now, an’ if you
can’t mend what ’s done try not to do any more. Don’t be
talkin’ at all, I say; you needn’t pull the trigger on him
for spakin’ a little, if it isn’t too much entirely. Bud take
care o’ your own self, Tim, an’ hould your gab till I come
to you agin.”

After this speech, the longest that Mullins was ever
known to deliver, he strode away from Howard’s side to-
wards the most remote end of the place, where the fire was
blazing. Howard, comprehending that Jack’s indignation
was aroused because of the revealing summons of the
young man, and that his own life might probably be sac-
rificed to his innocent advancement in knowledge, very
prudently resolved to avail himself of the hints contained
in the harangue he had heard, by observing, in Mullins’ ab-
sence, the most religious silence, and withal the most nat-
ural unconsciousness. The latter part of his resolve was,
however, soon rendered superfluous and unavailing. The
wind rose high abroad, and entering at the recent aperture,

1 A-gra, my love. 2 Mahurp-on-duoul, My soul to the devil.
4
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attributable to Howard, took an angry circuit round the
cavern, agitated the mass of smoke that filled it, and com-
pelled the great portion to evaporate through another vent
at the opposite side. In about five minutes, therefore, the
whole details of the apartment became visible to any ob-
server, nor could Howard refuse to his curiosity the easy
investigation thus afforded. . . .

He was, however, little pleased on the whole with the
scene revealed by the partial expulsion of the smoke. Mul-
ling’ late hints still rang in his ears, and, while contem-
plating the faces of those round the fire, the unintentional
visitant thought he looked on men who would have little
hesitation, all circumstances of prejudice and relative
place duly weighed, to assist the master ruffian in any de-
signs upon an Englishman and a redcoat. Then he recol-
lected his untimely absence from his men; the intelligence
Sullivan had given him; the disastrous consequences that
to them might ensue: and his cheek and brow flamed with
impatience; while, the next moment, a recurrenece to his
own immediate peril corrected, if it did not change, their
courageous glow.

The young man who had reheved guard over Howard
well obeyed the parting orders of Mullins, for he did not
open his lips to the prisoner, contenting himself with
watching his every motion, and keeping fast hold of the
pistol. Utter silence, therefore, reigned between both, as
Howard also strictly observed his own resolution.

After he had fully investigated every thing and person
around him, and when thought and apprehension found no
relief from curiosity, this blank pause disagreeably af-
fected him. It was uncertainty and suspense; fear for
others and for himself; or, even if he escaped present dan-
ger, the unhappy accident might influence his future char-
acter and prospects. Under the pressure of these feelings
Howard most ardently desired the return of Mullins, in
order that his fate might be at once decided.

And in his own due time Mullins at length came. Every-
thing about the pot seemed prosperous, for, with a joyous
clatter of uncouth sounds, the men now gathered near the
worm, and, one by one, held under it the large shell of a
turkey-egg, which was subsequently conveyed to their
mouths. Mullins himself took a serious, loving draught,
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and, refilling his shell, strode towards Howard, bumper in
hand.

“ First,” he said, as he came up, “ since you know more
than you ought about us, taste that.”

“ Excuse me, Mullins,” said Howard, “ I should not be
able to drink it.”

“ Nonsense,” resumed Jack, “ dhrink the Queen’s health,
good loock to her, in the right stuff, that is made out o’ love
to her, an’ no one else. Drink, till you see how you’d like
1t

“ I cannot, indeed,” said Howard, wavering.

¢ Musha, you’d betther,” growled Mullins. Howard
drank some.

“So you won’t finish it?—Well, what brought you
here? ”

“T11 luck,” answered Howard, “ I knew of no such place
—had heard of no such place; but, as I told you, lost my
way, and—and—in truth I tumbled into it.”

“ And well you looked, didn’t you, flyin’ down through
an ould hill’s side among pacable people?—An’ this is all
thrue? no one tould you? ”’

“ Upon my honor, all true, and no one told me.”

“ By the vartch o’ your oath, now?—Will you sware
it?”

“ T am ready for your satisfaction to do so.”

“Well. Where’s our own Soggarth, Tim? ” continued
Mullins, turning to the young guardsman.

“In the corner beyant, readin’ his breviary,” replied
Tim.

A loud snore from the corner seemed, however, to belie
the latter part of the assertion.

“Och, I hear him,” said Mullins. “ Run, Peg,” he con-
tinued, speaking off to the girl, “ run to the corner an’ tell
Father Tack’em we want him.”

The girl obeyed, and with some difficulty called into im-
perfect existence a little bundle of a man, who there lay
rolled up among bundles of straw.

“ What ’s the matter now? ” cried he, as, badly balancing
himself, with the girl’s assistance, he endeavored to resume
his legs, and then waddle towards Mullins at a short du-
bious pace.

“ What ’s the matter at all, that a poor priest can’t read
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his breviary once a day without being disturbed by you,
you pack of—”

“ Don’t be talkin’,” interrupted Mullins, “ but look afore
you, an’ give him the Buke.”

“The Book,” echoed Father Tack’em, “the Book for
him! Why, then, happy death to me, what brings the like
of him among us?”

“You’d betther not be talkin’, I say, bud give him the
Buke at once,” said Mullins, authoritatively; and he was
obeyed. Howard received from Tack’em a clasped volume,
“ much the worse of the wear,” as its proprietor described
it; and, at the dictation of Mullins, swore upon it to the
truth of the statement he had already made.

“So far, so good,” resumed Mullins, “an’ hould your
tongue still, plase your reverence, it’s betther fur you.
Now, Captain Howard—"

“1 only want to ask, is the shot come off? ”” interrupted
Tack’em, “ for, happy death to me, I’m thirsty. And,” he
mumbled to himself, with a momentary expression that
showed the wretched man to be not unconscious of the sin
and shame of his degradation, “it is the only thing to
make me forget—"’ the rest of his words were muttered too
low to be audible even to Howard, beside whom he stood.

‘“ Here, Tim,” said Mullins, giving the shell to the young
man, and taking the pistol, ¢ go down to the worm and get
a dhrop for the Soggarth.”

The shell returned top-full, and Tack’em, seizing it
eagerly, was about to swallow its contents when, glancing
at Howard, he stopped short, and offered him “a taste.”
The politeness was declined, and Tack’em observed, with
fresh assumption of utter flippancy:

“Ah, you haven’t the grace to like it yet. But wait
awhile. I thought like yourself at first, remembering my
poor old Horace’s aversion to garlic—which, between our-
selves, a-vich,! is a wholesome herb after all ”’; and he re-
peated the beginning of the ode—

¢t Parentis olim si quis impia manu,
Senile guttur fregerit—"

“ Bother,” interrupted Mullins, “ ould Hurrish, whoever
he is, an’ barrin’ he’s no friend o’ your reverence, could

1 A-vich, my son.
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never be an honest man to talk o’ ¢ gutter’ and the pot-
theen in one breath.”

“(Qch, God help you, you poor ignoramus,” replied
Tack’em, draining his shell. “ What a blessed ignorant
crew I have round me! Do you know humanity, a-vich?”
he continued, addressing himself to Howard.

“ Nonsense,” interposed Mullins, “ we all know that in
our turns, and when we can help it. Don’t be talkin’, but
let me do my duty. I was a-sayin, a-roon,”! he went on,
turning to Howard, “that all was well enough so far.
Bud, somehow or other, I ’'m thinkin’ you will have to do a
thing or two more. ’T isn’t clear to myself, a-gra, but you
must kiss the Primer agin, in the regard of never sayin’ a
word to a Christhen sowl of your happening to stray down
through that hole over your head, or about any one of us,
or anything else you saw while you were stayin’ wid us.”

" Howard, remembering that part of his duty was to ren-
der assistance at all times to the civil power of the country
in putting down illicit distillation, hesitated at this prop-
osition, doubtful but he should be guilty of an indirect
compromise of principle in concealing his knowledge of the
existence and situation of such a place. He therefore made
no immediate answer, and Mullins went on:

“ There’s another little matther too. Some poor gossips
of ours that have to do with this Captain John—God help
’em !—are all this time in the bog, we hear, in regard o’ the
small misunderstandin’ betwixt you and them. Well,
a-vich. You could jest let ’em out, couldn’t you? ”

“I can engage to do neither of the things you have last
mentioned,” said Howard, who, assured that concession to
the first would not avail him unless he also agreed to the
second, thus saved his conscience by boldly resisting both.

“ Don’t be talkin’,”” rejoined Mullins, “ throth you’ll be
just afther promisin’ us to do what we ax you, an’ on the
Buke, too; ” and his eye glanced to the pistol.

“1It is impossible,” said Howard, “ my honor, my char-
acter, my duty forbid it. If those unfortunate persons yet
remain within my lines, they must stay there, or else sur-
render themselves, unconditionally, as our prisoners.”

“I don’t think you’re sarious,” resumed Mullins.
“ Suppose a body said—you must do this.”

1 should give the same answer.”

1 A-roon, dear.
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“ Thonomon duoul !don’t vex me too well. Do you see
what I have in my hand?”

“T see you can murder me if you like, but you have
heard my answer.”

“ Stop, you bloodhound, stop!” screamed Tack’em.
“ Happy death to me, what would you be about? Don’t
you know there’s wiser heads than yours settling that mat-
ter? Isn’t it in the hands of Father O’Clery by this time?
An’ who gave you leave to take the law into your own
hands?”’

“ Bother,” said Mullins, “ who ’ll suffer most by lettin’
him go? Who bud myself, that gets the little bit I ate, an’
the dhrop I taste, by showin’ you all how to manage the
still through the counthry? An’ wouldn’t it be betther to
do two things at once, an’ get him to kiss the Buke fur all
I ax him?”

“You don’t understand it,” rejoined Tack’em, * you
were never born to understand it. You can do nothin’ but
pull your trigger or keep the stone in your sleeve. Let
better people’s business alone, I say, and wait awhile.”

Mullins, looking as if, despite previous arrangements, he
considered himself called on, in consequence of a lucky ac-
cident, to settle matters his own way, slowly resumed :

“ Then I°11 tell you how it ’ll be. Let the Sassenach kneel
down in his straw, an’ do you kneel at his side, plase
your reverence, an’ give him a betther preparation nor his
mother, poor lady, ever thought he’d get. Just say six
Patterin’-Aavees, an’ let no one be talking. Sure we’ll give
him a little time to think of it.”

“ Murderous dog!” exclaimed Howard, with the tremu-
lous energy of a despalrlncr man; “ recollect what you are
about to do. If I fall in this manner there’s not a pit or
nook of your barren hills shall serve to screen you from
the consequences! Nor is there a man who now hears me,
yet refuses to interfere, but shall become an accessory,
equally guilty and punishable with yourself, if indeed you
dare proceed to an extremity!”

“Don’t be talkin’,” said Mullins, “ bud kneel down.”

“ 1’1l give you my curse on my two bended knees if you
touch a halr of his head!” Tack’em cried, with as much
energy as his muddled brain would allow. “ And then see

1 Thonomon duoul, thy soul to the devil.
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how you ’11 look, going about on a short leg, and your elbow
scratching your ear, and your shins making war on each
other, while all the world is at peace.”

“ An’ don’t you be talkin’, ayther,” resumed Mullins,
who seemed pertinacious in his objection to the prolonged
sound of the human voice; “ bud kneel by his side an’ hear
what he has to tell you first. An’ then say your Patterin’-
Aavees.”

Evidently in fear for himself Tack’em at last obeyed.
The other men, with the old hag and the girl, gathered
round, and Howard also mechanically knelt. He was
barely conscious, and no more, of the plunging gallop in
which he hastened into eternity. He grew, despite of all
his resolutions to die bravely, pale as a sheet; cold perspira-
tion rushed down his face; his jaw dropped, and his eyes
fixed. Strange notions of strange sounds filled his ears
and brain. The roaring of the turf fire, predominantly
heard in the dead silence, he confusedly construed into the
break of angry waters about his head; and the muttering
voice of Tack’em as he rehearsed his prayers echoed like
the growl of advancing thunder. The last prayer was said
—Mullins was extending his arm—when a stone descended
from the aperture under which he stood, and at the same
time Flinn’s well-known voice exclaimed from the roof:
“Take that, an’ bloody end to you, for a meddling, mur-
therin’ rap!” Mullins fell senseless.

“ Bounce up, a-vich; you ’re safe!” said Tack’em, while,
kneeling himself, he clasped his hands, and continued, as
if finishing a private prayer that had previously engaged
him—* in secula seculorum—Amen!—Jump, I say—jump!
—O festus dies hominis!—viz sum apud me!—jump!”’
but Howard did not rise till after he had returned ardent
thanks for his deliverance; and he was still on his knees
when Flinn rushed down the ladder, crying out: ¢ Tun-
dher-un-ouns!—it’s the greatest shame ever came on the
counthry !—a burnin’ shame! Och! captain, a-vourneen,
are you safe an’ sound every inch o’ you? And they were
goin’ to trate you in that manner? Are you in a whole
skin? ” he continued, raising Howard and taking his hand.

“ Quite safe, thank you, only a little frightened,” said
Howard, with a reassured though faint smile.

1 A-vourneen, my beloved.



56

IRISH LITERATURE.

SOGGARTH AROON!

Am I the slave they say,
Soggarth aroon?
Since you did show the way,
Soggarth aroon,
Their slave no more to be,
While they would work with me
Old Ireland’s slavery,
Soggarth aroon!

Loyal and brave to you,
Soggarth aroon,
Yet be not slave to you,
Soggarth aroon,
Nor, out of fear to you,
Stand up so near to you—
Och! out of fear to you,
Soggarth aroon!

Who, in the winter’s night,
Soggarth aroon,

When the cold blast did bite,
Soggarth aroon,

Came to my cabin door,

And, on the earthen floor,

Knelt by me, sick and poor,
Soggarth aroon?

Who, on the marriage day,
Soggarth aroon,

Made the poor cabin gay,
Soggarth aroon?

And did both laugh and sing,

Making our hearts to ring,

At the poor christening,
Soggarth aroon?

Who, as friend only met,
Soggarth aroon,

Never did flout me yet,
Soggarth aroon?

And when my heart was dim

Gave, while his eye did brim,

What I should give to him,
Soggarth aroon?

1Soggarth aroon, ‘¢ Priest, dear.”
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Och, you and only you,
Soggarth aroon!

And for this I was true to you,
Soggarth aroon;

In love they’ll never shake,

When for Old Ireland’s sake

We a true part did take,
Soggarth aroon!

AILEEN.

P ig not for love of gold I go,
'T is not for love of fame;
Though fortune should her smile bestow,
And I may win a name,
Aileen;
And I may win a name.

And yet it is for gold I go,
And yet it is for fame,
That they may deck another brow,
And bless another name,
Aileen;
And bless another name.

For thig, but this, I go: for this
I lose thy love awhile,

And all the soft and quiet bliss
Of thy young faithful smile,
Aileen;

Of thy young faithful smile.

And I go to brave a world I hate,
And woo it o’er and o’er,
- And tempt a wave and try a fate,
Upon a stranger shore,
Aileen;
Upon a stranger shore.

Oh, when the bays are all my own,
I know a heart will care,
Oh, when the gold is wooed and won,
I know a brow shall wear,
Aileen;
I know a brow shall wear.
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And when with both returned again,
My native land to see,
I know a smile will meet me then,
And a hand will welcome me,
Aileen;
A hand will welcome me.

HE SAID THAT HE WAS NOT OUR BROTHER.

[This ferocious attack was provoked by some utterances of the
Duke of Wellington about Ireland.]

He said that he was not our brother—
The mongrel! he said what we knew.
No, Eire! our dear Island-mother,
He ne’er had his black blood from you!
And what though the milk of your bosom
Gave vigor and health to his veins?
He was but a foul foreign blossom,
Blown hither to poison our plains!

He said that the sword had enslaved us—
That still at its point we must kneel.
The liar !'—though often it braved us,
We crossed it with hardier steel!
This witness his Richard—our vassal!
His Essex—whose plumes we trod down!
His Willy—whose peerless sword-tassel
We tarnished at Limerick town!

No! falsehood and feud were our evils,

While force not a fetter could twine.
. Come Northmen—come Normans—come Devils!

We give them our Sparth! to the chine!

And if once again he would try us,
To the music of trumpet and drum,

And no traitor among us or nigh us—
Let him come, the Brigand! let him come!

1 Sparth, battle-axe.



MICHAEL BANIM.
(1796—1876.)

MicHAEL BANIM was born in Kilkenny in August, 1796, and for
many years of his boyhood he attended school in his native town.
This school the eccentric proprietor dignified with the name of
“The English Academy,” and a true and amusing picture of the
school and its master is drawn in the pages of ‘ Father Connell.’
At the age of sixteen he decided on the bar as a profession. After
studying law for two years, a reverse of fortune overtook his father
and undermined his health. Michael Banim at once gave up his
cherished plans for a professional career, applied his whole energy
and perseverance to the business, and at length had the satisfaction
of unraveling the complication and replacing his parents in com-
fort. This done, he used his leisure hours for reading and study,
and spent his spare time in rambles through the beautiful scenery
of County Kilkenny. In these journeys he won the confidence of
the peasantry, and gained that deep insight into their daily lives
which he afterwards reproduced in his lifelike character sketches.

His brother John's arrival on a visit in 1822, after the success of
his drama ¢ Damon and Pythias! gave a new direction to Michael’s
ideas. In one of their rambles John detailed his plan for writing a
geries of national tales, in which he would strive to represent the
Irish people truly to the English public. Michael approved of the
idea, and incidentally related some circumstances which he con-
sidered would serve as the foundation of an interesting novel.
John, struck with the story and the clear manner of its narration, at
once advised Michael to write it himself. After some hesitation
the elder brother consented, and the result was one of the most
popular among the first series of ¢ The O’Hara Tales’—* Crohoore of
the Bill Hook.” This was written, as were his succeeding produc-
tions, in the hours which he could spare from business. To assist
John with his work ‘ The Boyne Water,” Michael traveled in the
south of Ireland and supplied him with a description of the siege of
Limerick and the route taken by Sarsfield to intercept the enemy’s
supplies. An adventure befell him during this tour, which he also
placed at the disposal of his brother, and it forms the introduction
to John Banim’s novel ¢ The Nowlans.” .

In 1826 Michael visited his brother in London, and there made the
acquaintance of Gerald Griffin, John Sterling, and other celebrities.
In the following year the struggle for Catholic Emancipation was in
progress, and, putting himself under the leadership of O’Connell, he
devoted his energies to the cause. In 1828 ‘The Croppy’ appeared.
He had been engaged on this work at intervals during the previous
two years. Although not so full of striking situations nor so
sensational as ¢ Crohoore,’ the characters were more carefully drawn
and the composition was more easy and natural. For sometime now
he was entirely prostrated with severe illness, and almost five



60 IRISH LITERATURE.

years elapsed before the appearance of the next tale, ‘ The Ghost
Hunter and his Family.” This was considered by the critics quite
equal to the best of ‘ The O'Hara Tales,” and presents a striking
picture of Irish virtue. ‘The Mayor of Windgap’appeared in 1834,
followed by ‘The Bit o’ Writin’,” ¢ The Hare, the Hound, and the
Witch,’and other tales.

About 1840 Michael married Miss Catherine O’'Dwyer. At this
time his means were ample. But he had been married scarcely a
year when the merchant in whose care his property had been
placed failed, and Michael Banim found himself almost a ruined
man ; his health suffered severely, and for two years his life was
despaired of. On his partial recovery he wrote one of his best
novels—* Father Connell.” In this work the author sketches to the
life the good priest whom he had known and loved in his childhood,
and we find the piety, simplicity, and peculiarities of Father
O’Connell reproduced in ¢ Father Connell.’

The publisher to whom this novel was intrusted failed after
a portion of it was in type. The failure resulted from no fault.of
his own, and in time he was able to resume his business. This,
however, delayed the appearance of the work, and so discouraged
the author that it was many years before he resumed his pen.
‘Clough Fion’ at length appeared in the Dublin University Maga-
zine for 1852, and, as its plot turned on a popular grievance, the
country evictions, it was well received. ‘The Town of the Cas-
cades,’” published in 1864, was his last literary work. Its purpose
was to paint the awful effects of the vice of intemperance.

In 1873 he was forced by the state of his health to resign his situa-
tion of postmaster, which he had held for many years, and to retire
with his family to Booterstown, a prettily situated coast town in the
county of Dublin. He expired Aug. 30, 1874, leaving a widow
and two daughters. The Premier, Mr. Disraeli, interested on her
behalf by Dr. R. R. Madden and Mr. Burke, the Under-Secretary
at Dublin Castle, granted Mrs. Banim a pension from the civil list.

There was a marked contrast between the work of the brothers
Banim. That of John had a strong and versatile character, and
was often gloomy and tragic in style; while that of Michael dis-
played far more humor, a much more sunshiny temperament, and a
greater tendency to depict the brighter side of life.

THE ENGLISH ACADEMY.

From ¢ Father Connell, a Tale.’

Jammed in between two more modern houses with shop
windows, there was in the “ main street” a curious old
structure, or rather a succession of very curious old struc-
tures, situated to the rear of this introductory one. It had
a high parapeted front, over which arose a gable, very
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sharp-angled at top, and surmounted by a tall roundish
stone chimney.

A semicircular archway, gained by a few steps, ran
through it from the street, and led into a small quadrangle,
one side of which was formed by its own back, and the
other three sides by similar old buildings; that side to your
left being partially dilapidated. A second semicircular
archway passed under the pile confronting you, as you en-
tered the inclosure from the street, and gave egress into
a second, but larger quadrangle. Of this, the far or top
side was composed of one range of an older edifice still;
that behind you of the rear of the house that fronted you, in
the lesser quadrangle; that to your right, of other ancient
buildings entirely ruinous; and that to your left, partly of
a dead wall, partly of a shed, before which was a bench of
mason-work, and partly of a little nook, containing some
evergreens, and remarkable for affording place to a queer
sentry-box kind of structure, built of solid stone.

And now there was yet a third archway before you, but
much narrower than the others, and very much darker,
boring its way under the lower part of the structure facing
you. In traversing it, your eye caught, to your right hand,
* doorways imperfectly filled up by old oak doors, half hang-
ing off their old-time hinges, and leading into large, unoc-
cupied, coal-black chambers; and when you emerged from
it, the cheery daylight was again around you, in a third
enclosed space, of which the most remarkable feature was
a long flight of wide stone steps, terminating in a sharply
arched door, which led into an elevated garden.

Why dwell on the features of the odd old place? Has
no one guessed? Here, Father Connell put his adopted
son to school. Here was the scene of years of that boy’s
pains and pleasures, sports and tasks, tears and laughter—
likings and dislikings—friendships—nay, of a stronger and
a higher passion, which though conceived in mere boyhood,
passed into his youthful prime, and afterwards swayed and
shaped ‘the fate, not only of himself, but alas! of his aged
protector. . . .

In the middle of the inner quadrangle, there used to be
a roundish space, quite smooth, and well sanded over,
while the rest of the yard around it was roughly paved—
and could human foresight have contrived anything more
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appropriate for the marble ring, and the pegtop ring? In
“hide and seek,”” where could the appointed seeker find
such a retreat as the old stone sentry-box—the boys called
it an old confessional—in which to turn away his head and
eyes, until the other urchins should have concealed them-
selves among some of the fantastic recesses around them?
And where could leap-frog be played so well as under the
old archways?—and if a sudden shower came on, how con-
veniently they afforded shelter from it! To such of the
boys as had courage for the undertaking, what places above
ground, ay, or underground, so fit for enacting “ the ghost,”
as were the pandemonium retreats of the black chambers of
the third archway? Was there ever so luxurious a seat
for a tired boy to cast himself upon, fanning his scarleted
face with his hat, as that offered to him by the bench’in
the larger quadrangle, canopied overhead by its two
umbrageous sycamores, one at its either end? Or, if a poor
boy happened to play too much, and too long, and were
summoned up to his task, without having conned a single
word of it, what erumbling old walls under the sun could
compare with those at the opposite side of the square, for
supplying in perfection a weed called—locally at least—
“ Peniterry,” to which the suddenly terrified idler might
run in his need, grasping it hard and threateningly, and
repeating the following “ words of power ”:

¢t Peniterry, peniterry, that grows by the wall,
Save me from a whipping, or I pull you roots and all” ¢

And there was a third sycamore, in a corner belonging to
a thrush, who from year to year built her nest, and brought
forth her young in it, and she was the best-fed thrush in
the world. Her nest lay almost on a level with one of the
schoolroom windows—you could nearly touch her, by
stretching out your arm from it—and outside this window
projected a broken slate, constantly kept filled with various
kinds of provisions, for her and her family. Her husband
seemed to grow lazy under these circumstances. He would
scarce ever leave home in quest of food, and, indeed, do
little else than perch upon the very topmost bough over
her head, and whistle to her all day long. As for herself,
she seemed, out of her trustiness in her little purveyors, to

‘
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live in a delightful state of happy quietude. Not a bit
startled was she, or even put out, by all their whoopings
and uproar in the yard below. Nay, she seemed to take a
matronly interest in their studies too; for the boys of the
head class, during school-hours, could plainly see her sit-
ting on her eggs, while they sat to their books or slates,
and they would fancy that her little, round, diamonded eye
used to be watching them.

Well. The old house confronting you, as you entered
the first quadrangle from the street, and the rear of which
looked into the second quadrangle, was the old school-
house. Passing its sharply arched doorway of stone, you
entered a hall, floored with old black oak, and ascended a
spiral staircase of black oak, coiling round an upright of
black oak, and stepped into the schoolroom, floored with
black oak, and divided by a thick partition of black oak
from the master’s bedchamber; in fact, all the partitions,
all the doors, all the stairs, all the ceiling-beams—and
ponderous things they were—downstairs, and upstairs,
through the interior of the crude old edifice, were all, all
old black oak, old black oak, nearly as hard as flint, and
seemingly rough from the hatchet, too; and the same was
the case in the interiors of the other inhabitable portions
of the concatenation of ancient buildings.

Through the partition separating his bedchamber from
the schoolroom the head of the seminary had bored a good
many holes, nearly an inch in diameter, some straight-
forward, some slantingly, to enable himself to peer into
every corner of the study, before entering it each morning;
and this is to be kept in mind. At either end of the long
apartment was a large square window, framed with stone,
and, indeed, stone also in its principal divisions. Over-
head ran the enormous beams of old oak, and in the spaces
between them were monotonous flights, all in a row, and
equally distant from each other, of monotonous angels, in
stucco—the usual children’s heads, with goose wings shoot-
ing from under their ears; and sometimes one or two of
these angels became fallen angels, flapping down on clipped
wings either upon the middle of the floor, or else upon the
boys’ heads, as they sat to their desks, and confusing them,
and their books, and slates with fragments of stucco and
mortar, rotten laths, and rusty nails.



64 * IRISH LITERATURE. S

In a kind of recess, on the side of the schoolroom oppo-
site to the boys’ double desks, was an old table, flanked by
a form, to which, at certain hours of the day, sat some half-
dozen young girls, from six to ten years, who came up from
the quaint old parlor below, under the care of the master’s
daughter, who therein superintended their education in in-
ferior matters, to be occasionally delivered into his hands
for more excelling instruction.

The principal of this celebrated seminary wrote himself
down in full, and in a precise, round hand, James Charles
Buchmahon ; and his establishment as ¢ the English Acad-
emy ”’;—principal we have called him—despotic monarch,
we should have called him; for he never had had more
than one assistant, and the head of that one he broke
before they had been many weeks together.

And never were absolute monarchy, and deep searching
scrutiny, more distinctly stamped and carved on any coun-
tenance, than upon that of James Charles Buchmahon,
master of the English Academy. And that countenance
was long and of a soiled sallow color; and the puckering
of his brows and eyelids awful; and the unblinking
steadiness of his bluish gray eyes insufferable; and the
cold-blooded resoluteness of his marbly lips unrelaxable.
At the time we speak of him, James Charles Buchmahon
might have been between fifty and sixty, but he wore well.
He was tall, with a good figure and remarkably well-turned
limbs, “ and he had the gift to know it,” for in order not to
hide a point of the beauty of those limbs from the world,
he always arrayed them in very tight-fitting pantaloons,
which reached down to his ankles. His coat and waist-
coat were invariably black. A very small white muslin
cravat, and ‘a frill sticking out quite straight from his’
breast, occupied the space from his chin to his waist. And
James Charles Buchmahon’s hat was of cream-color
beaver, high crowned, and broad brimmed: and he even
carried either a formidable walking-stick of stout oak, or
else a substitute for it made of five or six peeled switches,
cunningly twisted together, and at one end loaded with
lead. . . .

Sometimes even the redoubtable James Charles Buch-
mahon, master of the English Academy, used to indulge in
a social glass after dinner—nay, after supper, too, with a



MICHAEL BANIM. 65

few select friends; and the following day was sure to re-
main longer than was his wont, in his bedchamber. By
some means or other, the young gentlemen of his seminary
were scarcely ever ignorant of the recurrences of such
evenings; and consequently, for an hour or so, upon the
mornings that succeeded them, the schoolroom of the
English Academy used to be very unusually relaxed in dis-
cipline. It was, indeed, rather a venturesome thing, even
with the temptation mentioned, to utter a loud breath, or
for a moment vacate a seat, when, as will be remembered,
the young students were divided from the awful bedroom
by an oak plank, solely; to say nothing of the spy-holes
which James Charles Buchmahon had bored through the
old partition.

It is evident, however, to the meanest capacity—and
even George Booth quite understood the matter—that if
the spy-holes were good for the master’s espionnage upon
the boys, they were just as good for the espionnuge of the
boys upon the master—and, indeed, they were as often
used one way as the other. Almost every morning in the
yedr, reconnoitering parties were appointed from the first
and second classes, who, with the help of those spy-holes,
and their own eyes, telegraphed through the school the
most minute proceeding of James Charles, from the instant
he gave the first stir in his bed, until he laid his hand on
the door-handle, to pass out to begin his duties for the
day; and it need not be added, that upon the especial
occasions of stolen enjoyment alluded to, our young
acquaintances were most particularly watchful. It is,
then, one of these half-holiday mornings before breakfast.
The school abounds with fun and gambol, Neddy Fennell
being one of the greatest, if not the very greatest truant
among all his compeers. James Charles has been sleeping
later than ever was known before; and his subjects, believ-
ing that he must have been very drunk indeed the previous
night, happily conjecture.that he may not waken time
enough for the morning lessons—nay, nor for the afternoon
letssciils—nay, that under Providence he may never waken
at all.

.dII'Sut a change soon occurred in Neddy Fennell’s sportive
1dling.

1\5Iention has been made of some very dirty fellows in
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the English Academy. They were in their own way jocose
fellows, too, particularly upon this memorable morning.
They had prepared a little blank paper book, and written
upon each of its pages words that betokened, they said, a
future fortune of some kind or other, to any or everybody
who, by insinuating a pin between two of its leaves, should
cause the mystic volume to unfold. The device was not a
very original one in the school; and when practiced by
boys of anything like neatness of mind, produced much
harmless fun. But in their hands the simple plaything,
from the nature of the matter they had scribbled through
it, degenerated, of course, merely into a vehicle of nastiness.

Neddy Fennell passed them after they had just offended
—ay, and abashed to the very crown of his head, Tommy
Palmer, by inducing him to read his future destiny; our
little friend could also see that James Graham’s eyes were
fixed on the dirty fellows with deep indignation. They en-
joyed, however, the success of their joint invention in fits
of smothered laughter; and he overheard them arrange to
have ¢ rare sport ” among the girls at the other side of the
room, so soon as they should come up from the parlor to
receive their morning lessons at the hands of James
Charles Buchmahon. He started, reddened, and said,
“I°11 try my fortune too.”

They held the book of prophecy to him. He divided its
leaves in the usual manner, and read something very like
what he had expected. He turned over some more of its
leaves, and became satisfied of the nature of all its contents.
Just then, the young girls entered the schoolroom, chape-
roned by their mistress as far as the door. Neddy glanced
towards one of the little troop, and his blood boiled.

“You shall never take this fortune-book to the other
gide of the room, you blackguards,” said Neddy.

“ An’ who’ll hinder us? ” asked they.

“ 1’1l hinder you,” he replied, and he put the book into
one of the side pockets of his jacket.

There was a remonstrance, and then a pulling and drag-
ging scuffle, and at last a boxing-match; the two dirty
fellows, now even more cowardly than they were dirty,
falling together upon one little boy, much their inferior in
years, height, weight, and strength, while he, nothing
daunted, jumped about them, rolling his little fists round
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each other, making a good hit whenever he could, and
taking all their heavy punishment like a Trojan. But he
could not fail having the worst of it. His lips and nose
were bruised, and spouted with blood; his left eye became
unwillingly half shut up, and he staggered often, and was
clean knocked down at last. :

A little scream came from the girls’ table, and at the
same moment one of the dirty fellows said, “ The master
is coming out.”

“ Wait till I see,” said Neddy, “and if he is not, I’ll
come back to you.”

He ran round the long desk, and was just applying his
eye—his only available one—to one of the spy-holes, when,
ye gods!—another eye, a well-known, large, gray, bluish
eye, a cold, shiny, white and blue delft eye, was in the act
of doing the same thing at the other side of the auger-
hole.

Neddy’s first impulse was, of course, to start back in
terror ; but the next instant, he stuck his own eye as closely
as ever he could, into the opening, shrewdly judging that
such a proceeding was the only one which could hinder his
~ opponent from noting and ascertaining his personal iden-
tity. And now it became a real trial of skill and endur-
ance between the two eyes; but, oh! the horrors of the
ordeal that Neddy had to endure! Sometimes, the large
grayish blue eye would withdraw itself about the fourth
part of an inch, from its own side of the partition, as if
to admit light enough into the orifice, to enable it to mark
the rival orb, and connect it with its owner; and then, the
cold, freezy scintillations which shot from it curdled his
very blood! Sometimes it would adhere as closely to its
end of the hole, as did Neddy’s at the other end; and then
all was darkness to Neddy’s vision—but he thought the
f;-inges of the two eyelids touched! and his trembling
limbs scarce supported him. He winked, and blinked, and
so did the antagonist organ, and then he became assured
that the opposing eyelashes absolutely intertangled, and
felt as if his own optic was to be drawn out of his head.
Mental delusion almost possessed him. The cold, grayish
blue eye seemed to become self-irradiated, and to swell
into the compass of a shining crown-piece, while it darted
into his rays of excruciating light.
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Still, however, he courageously held on, until at last,
James Charles Buchmahon gave up the contest, and with-
drew towards his bedroom door; upon which Neddy
hastened to his place at his desk, but not before he had
ascertained by a glance across the room, that the dirty
fellows, having filched the fortune-book from his pocket
during his late trepidation, were in the act of introducing
it to the notice of the little dames, who sat to the old table
in the recess. In fact, the alarm that had been given by one
of the dirty fellows, that “the master was coming,” was
but a ruse to send Neddy to the spy-hole, in order to enable
himself the more easily to recover his precious property;
and this was now evident, from the two friends being seen,
without the least apprehension of the approach of that said
master, endeavoring, in high glee, to impart a portion of
their own nastiness to the pure little hearts and minds be-
fore them. Neddy had scarcely resumed his seat when
James Charles entered the schoolroom, and Neddy’s eyes,
or rather eye, fastened on his book. Almost at the same mo-
ment, the little voice—Neddy knew it well—which had
before uttered a little scream, broke into a sudden fit of
crying. Neddy again glanced at the girls’ table. The
child who was crying had just flung into the middle of the
room the atrocious fortune-book; and he was about to
vault across the desk a second time, to possess himself of
the evidence of blackguardism, when James Charles Buch-
mahon saved him the trouble, by picking it up himself.

The two detected dirty fellows were slinking to their
places. “ Have the goodness to stand where ye are, gen-
tlemen,” entreated James Charles Buchmahon. They
stood stock still before him. He sat down to his desk, put
on his spectacles, and deliberately began to read the for-
tune-book.

In a few seconds he suddenly stopped reading, drew his
chair smartly back from his desk, raised his hands and
eyes, and then screwed the latter into those of the base cul-
prits; he resumed his studies, again pushed back from the
desk, again made a silent appeal upwards, and again as
silently told the two dirty fellows what he thought of their
playful device, and of themselves, and what they had to
expect for their cleverness. Having quite finished the rare
volume, he stood up, and beckoned them towards him.
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They came. He held it open in his hand, before their
eyes, pointed to it, and uttered the one word, “ Read.” He
then pointed to the girls’ table, tapped the now closed book
with his forefinger; slowly opened his desk, slowly de-
posited therein the “ sybilline leaves,” and uttered another
monosyllable—‘ Kneel.”

The despairing blackguards knelt.

“No!” interrupted James Charles Buchmahon, with
great and severe dignity, stepping back from them—“I
was wrong; do not kneel; go on all-fours; prop yourselves
on your knees and hands together, and remain in that posi-
tion; I will explain why to you, anon.”

Again they obeyed him, their dirty faces growing pallid
as death, and their dirty hearts quailing with an undefin-
able fear and horror at this unprecedented proceeding.

James Charles Buchmahon again returned to the desk,
now standing upright before it, however. Very slowly and
solemnly he next drew out his pocket-handkerchief, used
it—and what a quavering, trumpet sound there then was!
—folded and rolled it up into a round hardish lump, beld
it in both hands tightly, bent his head over it, and began
rubbing across it, from side to side, the base of his very
broad-backed and hooked nose. Great awe fell upon his
subjects, big and little. The process described—which
they used to call “ sharpening his beak ”—was one which,
by experience, they well knew betokened the approach of
some terrific catastrophe; while they were also very well
aware that, during the sharpening of the beak, the two
bluish gray eyes were scowling round, from one to another
of them—as before remarked, under their proper brows,
and over their proper spectacles.

The beak was sharpened. The pocket-handkerchief was
unfolded from its sphere-like form, shaken, and put up.
James Charles Buchmahon then produced before himself a
horn snuff-box, of his own manufacture; tapped it often;
gravely took off its lid; dipped deep his finger and thumb
into its pungent contents; put on its lid; returned it into
his waistcoat-pocket, sniffed up, in a long, long-drawn sniff,
about half of the huge pinch he had abstracted from it, and
then he uttered three words more.

“ Master Edmund Fennell!”



70 IRISH LITERATURE.

The individual so summoned left his seat, and stood be-
fore the throne. :

James Charles applied his spectacles close to Neddy’s
face, deliberately and diligently scanning it, now upwards
and downwards, now from side to side. With much
suavity he then took him by the shoulder, and induced him
to turn round and round, that he might critically inspect
the evidences left upon his dress of his fall on the very
dusty, old oak floor.

This investigation ended, a piercing “ Whew!”—which
continued while his breath lasted, followed it; the ¢ whew ”
was, by the way, usual on such occasions as the present,
and it used to traverse the boys’ heads, as if a long needle
had been thrust into one ear, and out through the other.
And then, after finishing the pinch of snuff, he politely ad-
dressed Neddy.

“ Why, sir, you are quite a buffer—a perfect Mendoza.
I had no conception whatsoever, sir, that my seminary had
the honor of containing such an eminent pugilist. But,
sir, any young gentleman, who aspires to become a bully,
under this roof, must begin by fighting with me, and more
than that—he must become my conqueror, before I can
permit the English Academy to be turned into a bear-
garden. DBut we shall speakof this, sir, when I shall
have discharged a more pressing duty. In the meantime,
Master Edmund Fennell, have the kindness to kneel down
—a little apart, however, from those two prone animals,”
pointing to the two dirty fellows, who of course still con-
tinued on their hands and knees.

Neddy could have said something in his own defense,
but he was either too proud or too much put out to do so;
or perhaps he wisely reserved himself for the re-investiga-
tion of his case, which seemed to have been promised; so
he knelt down.

A pew fit of crying and sobbing was heard from the old
table in the recess, and a beautiful little girl, her cheeks
streaming tears, ran forward to the judgment-seat.

And—* Sir, sir,” she exclaimed, clasping her little
hands, “ do not punish Ned Fennell—he doesn’t deserve it!
—he is a good little boy, and often comes to see my father,
with old priest Connell—and my father says he is a good
boy—and so does priest Connell ;—and least of all does he
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deserve your anger, for what has happened this morning!
I saw and heard it all, sir—and I can make you sure that
he has done nothing wrong,—no—but done everything
that was right, sir. Oh! good Mr. James Charles Buch-
mahon, do not take him into your room and hurt him!”

Neddy had not shed a tear before this moment; after an
upward glance at his little advocate, he now cried heartily
—but they were happy tears he shed. James Charles
Buchmahon stood motionless—his large, cold eyes became
half-covered by their upper lids. He smiled, in something
like the kindliness of human nature, and the boys thought,
as well as they could judge through his spectacles, that
a softening moisture came over them. At all events, he
quietly sat down, took the little girl by the hand, drew
her to his knee, and began to question her in a low voice.

She informed him that Neddy’s scuffle, in the first
instance, with the two dirty fellows, arose out of his
endeavoring to hinder them from approaching the girls’
table with their atrocious book of fortunes. She repeated
the words that passed between Neddy and them; and
how Neddy put the book into the pocket of his jacket, and
then how they fell upon him, while he would not give up
his prize, but defended himself as well as he was able.
James Charles listened attentively, and questioned the
child over again, and very minutely. When she had said
all she could say, he bent his lips to her ear and whispered
a few words. The little thing clapped her hands, dashed
aside with them the tears and the golden hair at once,
which were both blinding ber, and her lovely little face
was one glowing smile, as she whispered in her turn—
“Oh! thank you, sir.”” But James Charles Buchmahon, :
becoming somewhat scandalized at so unaffected a show of
feeling and of nature, raised his forefinger and said, in
almost one of his freezing tones—*“ Now go back to your
seat, Miss M’Neary.”

Little Helen, after making her little salaam, obeyed;
but not before her smiling eyes and those of Neddy Fen-
nell, now also smiling, had contrived to meet.

A death-like silence ensued—

‘It was as if the general pulse
Of life stood still, and nature made a pause,
An awful pause, prophetic of her end!”
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And during the “ awful pause ” James Charles Buchma-
hon, half inclining himself backwards, and holding his
head perfectly erect, while his hands hung clenched by his
sides, frowned downwards upon the two dirty fellows, in,
as it were, speechless abhorrence and indignation.

At length he broke the pause by uttering, in tones that
seemed to come from the depths of his laboring bosom :—

“ Quadrupeds! become, for a moment, bipeds—imitate
humanity by standing upright.”

With the facility of dancing bears the quadrupeds did as
they were bid.

“ Quadrupeds! how many senses are there? ”

“Five, sir!” they bawled out in a breath.

“You, quadruped, to my right hand, name those five
senses.” '
“ Feeling, hearing, seeing, tasting, and smelling, sir.”

All this seemed very wide of the mark, and puzzled the
dirty fellows, and the whole school besides, exceedingly.

“So far, so good. Well, then, none of my five senses
ever yet perceived, so as to cause my reflective powers to
apprehend, and thereby my understanding to arrive at the
conclusion that the English Academy was founded and
instituted by me, for the training up of any of the inferior
animals—or any of the brute creation, in fact. I could not
have possibly imagined that, at this time of my life, I was
to degenerate into an instructor of beast brutes—ay, of the
foulest among the foul brutes—of foul, snorting swine.
But you have undeceived me. And allow me to ask you,
how has it come to pass that you have been enabled to
stand upright in your sty, and present yourself, upon two
feet, at the threshold of the English Academy? By what
‘mighty magic’ has been wrought the presumptuous de-
ception? ”’

The quadrupeds did not venture to answer the question.

“I say to you both that, in daring to stand erect on
your hinder legs, you have attained the very climax of
audacity. But—” here James Charles slowly took out of
his desk the cat-o’-nine-tails—¢ but I will assert over you
the outraged dignity of human nature. Great as may
have been the spell which enabled you, for a season, to
look like human beings, I can overmaster that spell by a
higher one, and force you to resume your pristine positions
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on the earth. Down, therefore! Down again on all-fours
—I command your retransformation!”” he waved the cat
slowly around his head ; “ abandon the bearing of humanity
and once more move along with prone visages and snouts,
delving into your native mire and filth.”

The swine, as James Charles now called them, evidently
did not comprehend this long harangue, and only glared
at him with pallid visages.

“Did you not hear me, unclean brutes? ”

“ Yes, sir,” they gasped.

“ Obey, then! ”—a hissing of whipcord came round their
ears and then its crash descended on their bare heads.
They shouted, clapped their hands to their smarting cra-
niums, and jumped aside. The cat next applied her claws
to the backs of those hands; and there was a still louder
yell, and a wider jump aside.

“We don’t know what you want us to do, sir!” they
screamed out.

But James Charles Buchmahon soon made them know;
and again they were on their hands and knees.

“ Grunt now, ye swine—manifest your nature a little
further. Grunt!” he again elevated the cat.

They earnestly assured him they could not grunt.

“Can’t? I will soon show all the young gentlemen here
that I have not mistaken your nature or qualities—come,
grunt, I say!” and the cat was scratching wherever she
could insert a claw.

“Ugh, ugh—ugh, ugh—oh-ah!” they at last grunted
and shouted together.

“Did I not judge aright, gentlemen of the English
Academy—hark, how plainly they can speak their original
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