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EARLY IRISH LITERATURE.

THE editors of ¢ IRISH LITERATURE’ have very wisely de-
cided to represent in their volumes, so far as literal trans-
lations will allow them, the real autochthonous literature
of Ireland as it existed both before any of the modern lan-
guages of Europe had made their appearance as literary
vehicles, and since that time. The great and revivifying
movement which is at present pulsing through Ireland, and
creating, wherever it is felt, new hopes and a new spirit,
has indeed rendered it impossible to produce a work upon
Irish literature in which, as has happened too often before,
the real Irish element was calmly ignored, and the scope
of Irish literature narrowed to the productions of Eng-
lish-Irish writers, who after all were, for the most part, too
often only imitations of Englishmen.

For the literature of Ireland does not begin with Ware
or with Swift, with Molyneux or with Sherldan

Hundreds of years before the English language had risen
out of a conglomeration of Anglo-Saxon and Norman-
French, hundreds of years before the langue d’oil and
the langue d’oc struggled for mastery upon the plains of
France, hundreds of years before the language of the Ni-
belungen Lied had risen upon the ruins of Gothic, Ireland
swarmed with bards, scholars, poets, saga-tellers, and
saga-writers; while ¢ the countless hosts of the illuminated
books of the men of Erin ” (as Angus the Culdee had called
them more than two centuries before the birth of William
the Conqueror) filled the island from shore to shore; and
Erin, at that time civilizer and Christianizer of the western
world, was universally known as the ¢ Island of Saints and
Scholars.”

There are two points about the native literature of Ire-
land which entirely differentiate it from the rest of the
vernacular literatures of Europe, Greek excepted. The
first of these is the extraordinarily early period at which
it took its rise, and the enormous length of time during
which it flourished. The other is the absolute originality
of this literature, which was self-evolved, which was utterly
unaffected by classic models, and in the syntax of which
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viii EARLY IRISH LITERATURE.

scarcely a trace is to be found of those Latinisms upon
which are really founded and built up so many other mod-
ern languages. It is only right, accordingly, that a word
of warning should at the outset be addressed to the reader
of these volumes, and that he be reminded, when reading, of
how necessary it is to place the occasional pieces culled
from this antique literature in their proper perspective.
In other words, he should be invited to approach them with
a certain historic sense of the early date at which they were
written, and of the strange and self-developed people that
produced them, so different from the rest of Europe in
their manners, thoughts, feelings, civilization, and, beyond
all, in their mode of expression. Ireland’s wonderfully
copious and extraordinarily early literature is, without
doubt, her greatest glory; but its very wildness of flavor
and strange extravagance of manners are likely sometimes
to render it of only moderate interest to the ordinary reader
of English—more to him I imagine than to readers of other
languages—although it can never fail to be piquant and de-
lightful to the literary connoisseur, who is sure to be cap-
tivated by its unique originality. There are a sufficient
number of pieces included in these volumes for the reader
to sample their flavor for himself, but to do so to the full
he must, as I have said, remember that many of them
were composed and written before the English language,
through the medium of which he now reads them, had been
heard of. He must also remember that it is universally
acknowledged that the extracts from Ireland’s heroic past’
portray pictures of a far older and more primitive civiliza-
tion than any that either the Slavs, the Teutons, or the
Latin-speaking races have preserved, pictures of an age
more primitive in point of social development—though it
is later in point of time—than even those depicted in the
lays of Homer. :

There has seldom been a literature pursued with greater
malignity and a prey to greater misfortune than that of
Ireland. The Norsemen, who first made their appearance
:c‘oward t’l,le closg of the eighth century, made it a point to

drown thp Irish books, since fire was a less certain agent
than water in the destruction of the parchment volumes.
When the worst storms of the Norse invasions, which had
lasted for over two hundred Years, had come to an end, on
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the 23d of April, 1014, by the crushing defeat of Clontarf,
“ the countless hosts of the illuminated books of the men of
Erin ”” had almost disappeared, and the literati of Ireland,
under the great Brian, began laboriously to gather together
their fragments and to rewrite them. It is from this period
that the most important still existing Irish MSS. date, and
these contain largely a re-editing in the language of the
twelfth century of things originally composed in old Irish,
many of which were first written centuries and centuries
before.

But it may well be asked, how is it possible or how can
it be proved that the Irish had a written literature cen-
turies before the rest of western Europe, and preserved
an accurate history of their own past when the contem-
porary history of so much of the western world is sunk in
the blackest oblivion? A conclusive answer to this ques-
tion is furnished by the Irish Annals, which have been
proved by the discoveries of modern science to be exceed-
ingly reliable. There is only one class of entries by which
the credibility of the Irish Annals can be absolutely tested,
and that is by their accounts of natural phenomena. If,
for instance, we find, on calculating backward, as modern
science has luckily enabled us to do, that such events as, for
instance, occurrence of eclipses, are recorded to the day
and bour by the Annalists, we can then know with
something like certainty that these phenomena were re-
corded at the time of their appearance by writers who ob-
served them; whose writings must have been actually seen
and consulted by those later Annalists whose books we
possess. Nobody could think of saying of natural phenom-
ena thus accurately recorded, as they might of mere his-
torical narratives, that they were handed down by tradi-
tion only, and reduced to writing for the first time many
centuries later. Now the Annals of Ulster, to mention
one alone of many, treat of Irish history from about the
year 444 onward; and in the Annals we find between the
year 496 and the year 884 as many as eighteen records of
eclipses and comets which agree exactly, even to the day
and hour, with the calculation of modern astronomers.
How impossible it is to keep such records accurately, unless
written memoranda are made of them by eye-witnesses, is
shown by the fact that the great Bede, the glory of the
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Anglo-Saxon church, in recording the striking solar ecl.ipse
which took place only eleven years before his own birth,
is yet two days astray in his date. On the other hand,
Cathal Maguire, the compiler of the Annals of Ulster, gives
not only the exact day but the exact hour, thus showing
that he had access to the original account of an eye-witness,
or to a copy of it. .

Indeed, it is almost certain that the Irish had written
books before the coming of Saint Patrick. Keating ex-
pressly mentions one such volume, the ‘ Book of Droms-
neachta,” which is often quoted as a source of information
in our oldest manuseripts; and O’Curry seems to have
proved that this book was compiled by a Pagan, son of a
man who died in the year 379.

Then, too, the Irish Celts invented for themselves—at
what period is doubtful—a very ingenious alphabet, and
one unknown to the rest of Europe. Inscriptions in this
alphabet are found, chiefly upon stone monuments, only in
Ireland and in those parts of Great Britain, Scotland, and
Wales where the Irish Celts had made settlements. This
curious script is known as Ogham. It consists of a num-
ber of lines, some short, some long, some straight, and some
slanting, drawn either below, above, or through one long
stem line. This stem line, in the stone monuments, is
usually the sharp angle or corner between two sides of the
upright rectanglar stone. Dots or nicks represent the
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The above is a simple inscription—MAQI LIAG MAQI
ERICA, i.e. “ of Mac Liag the son of Erc.”

Over two hundred monuments have been found inscribed
in Ogham, and the language appears to be that of the old
Gaulish inscriptions, infinitely older in its forms than the
very oldest language preserved in the oldest manuscripts.
So much for the age of the most ancient Irish records.
Now let us glance at their extent.

The exact amount of Irish literature still remaining has
never been accurately determined. M. d@’Arbois de Jubain-
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ville has noted 133 existing MSS., all of them over three
hundred years old, and some over 1,000 years, and the whole
number which he found existing in public libraries on the
Continent and in the British Isles was 1,009. But hun-
dreds upon hundreds of other MSS. exist in private collec-
tions scattered throughout the country, and hundreds upon
hundreds more have been destroyed since the so-called
“ National ” Schools were established by the English Gov-
ernment in Ireland, to train up the children of Irishmen as
though they were the children of people in Birmingham or
Liverpool. Jubainville quotes a German as estimating that
the literature produced by the Irish before the seventeenth
century, and still existing, would fill a thousand octavo
volumes. O’Curry, O’Longan, and O’Berne Crowe cata-
logued something more than half the manuscripts in the
Royal Irish Academy, and the catalogue of the contents
filled thirteen volumes containing 3,448 pages. From a
rough examination of these I should calculate the number
of different pieces catalogued at about eight or ten thou-
sand, and varying from single ranns or quatrains to long
epic poems and sagas. And the Academy is only one of
many libraries where Irish MSS. are deposited.

The contents of these volumes are not all pure literature.
Law, medicine, science, annals, and genealogies fill many
of them. But the Sagas, the Lives, and the Poems are what
chiefly interest us from a literary point of view.

There are three well-marked classes of sagas, dealing
with different periods and different materials, and out-
side of these are many isolated ones dealing with minor in-
cidents. The three chief cycles of saga-telling are the
mythological, the Red Branch, and the Fenian cycles. The
first of these is really concerned with the most ancient tales
of the early Irish pantheon, in which what are obviously
supernatural beings and racés are more or less “ euhemer-
ized,” or presented as real men and heroes. Lugh the long-
handed, the Dagda, and Balor of the Evil Eye, who figure
in these stories, are evidently ancient gods of Good and
Evil, while the various colonizations of Ireland by Par-
tholan, the Nemedians, and the Tuatha De Danann, may
well be the Irish equivalent of the Greek legend of the three
successive ages of gold, silver, and brass. The next great
cycle of story-telling, the Heroic, Ultonian, or Red Branch
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cycle, as it is variously called, is that in which Cuchulain
and Conor mac Nessa king of Ulster are the dominating
figures, and the third great cycle deals wi'th Finn mac Cum-
hail, his son Oisin, or Ossian, the poet, his grapdson Oscar,
and the High Kings of Ireland, who were their contempo-
raries. In addition to these there are a number of short
groups of tales or minor cycles, and many completely inde-
pendent sagas, most of them dealing, as these greater cy-
cles do, only with pre-Christian times, though a few belong
to the very early medieval period.

All these Irish romances are compositions upon which
more or less care was evidently bestowed in ancient times,
as is evident by their being shot through and through with
verses. These verses often amount to a considerable por-
tion of the whole saga, and Irish versification is usually
very elaborate and not the work of any mere inventor or
story-teller, but of a highly trained technical poet. Very
few sagas, and these chiefly of the more modern ones, are
written in pure prose.

In the Book of Leinster, a manuscript made nearly eight
hundred years ago, we find a list in which the names of 187
of these sagas are given. An ollamh, as the holder of the
highest bardic degree was called, was obliged to know by
heart two hundred and fifty prime sagas, and one hundred
secondary ones. The prime stories—combinations of epic
and novel,of prose and poetry—are divided in the Book
of Leinster and other manuscripts unto the following
catalogue: Destructions of fortified places, Cow-spoils
(i.e. Cattle-raiding expeditions), Courtships or Wooings,
Battles, Cave stories, Navigations, Tragical deaths, Feasts,
Sieges, Adventures, Elopements, Slaughters, Water-erup-
tions, Expeditions, Progresses (migrations), and Visions.
“He is no poet,” says the Book of Leinster, * who does
not synchronize and harmonize all the stories.” Besides
the 187 stories whose names are given in the Book of
Leinster, we have a second list giving the names of a great
number of other sagas. This list is contained in the tenth
or eleventh century tale of Mac Coise. Now what is most
noticeable in these lists is that, while the known sagas con-
tained in them deal with subjects of Irish history from the
sixth century before Christ onward, not one of them treats
of matters later than the seventh century after Christ. The
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very essence of the national life of Ireland was embodied in
these compositions, but unfortunately few specimens of this
enormous mass of literature have survived to our day, and
many of these are mutilated or are mere digests. Some,
however, exist at full length, quite sufficient to show us
what our romances were like, and to cause us to regret the
irreparable loss inflicted upon the Irish race by the ravages
of Danes, Normans, and English. Even as it is, O’Curry
computes that the contents of the strictly historical tales
known to him would be sufficient to fill 4,000 quarto pages.
He computed that the stories about Finn, Ossian, and the
Fenians would fill another 3,000 pages, and the miscella-
neous imaginative stories that are neither historical nor
Fenian would fill 5,000 pages more. So much for the ex-
tent of the saga literature; now let us glance at its style.
The romantic, as opposed to the realistic, dominates Irish
utterance from first to last. Allied to this we find an ex-
uberance of minute description and a love of adjectival
thunder, which last, by the way, is a trait that has not
wholly departed even to this day from among Irishmen
—even those who have lost their language. Its love of
rhetoric, its peculiar mode of hyperbole, and its copious-
ness of synonyms lend to early Irish literature a charm and
a flavor that are wanting to early German, Anglo-Saxon,
and Norman-French. On the other hand, Irish writers, de-
spite their weakness for a multitude of alliterative adjec-
tives, go fairly straight to the point. Their sentences are
not obscure or involved, and there is very little of mysticism
or cloudiness about them. * Ce qui n’est pas clair n’est pas
francais,” say the French, and the same with much truth
may be said about the Irish. They begin their sentences
with the verb instead of ending with it, as do the Germans.
Some witty linguist once remarked that had the Irish
through some philological catastrophe been forced to speak
in German half the race would have died through heart
disease within a couple of generations. This is perhaps
poking an undue fun at the rapidity and vigor of the out-
pourings of an Irishman’s mouth, but it is not without an
element of truth in it, all the same. The ancient Gael did
not avoid similes, but he did not make an excessive use
of them. In this respect the Welsh books are more demon-
strative and less chastened than the Irish. Both offer
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a curious contrast to the Anglo-Saxon. In the whole
seven thousand lines of Beowulf we meet with scarcely
one simile. Yet in spite of their exuberant number of ex-
pletives and other peculiarities, the early Irish were mas-
ters of story-telling, and pursue their sagas to the end, with-
out over-redundancy or chasing of side issues, so that each
presents a fairly perfect unity of its own. In this way their
best poetry often reminds us of the marvelous drawings in
their illuminated manuscripts, which, despite the thou-
sand-fold involutions and twistings of their lines and
knots and other ornaments, never fail, when looked at
from a distance, to present a perfect unity of figure. The
naiveté of Irish similes i8 also striking, and they are
usually introduced in a natural manner of their own, com-
pletely different from the severe and self-possessed similes
of the Latin and Greek epics. There is more of quaintness,
more of originality, and, if I may say so, more of humanity
about them. Thus in describing the appearance of Cuchu-
lain, the romancist exclaims in admiration of his white
teeth, “ it scemed as though it were a shower of pearls that
were flung into his head.” When his steeds have the reing
flung loose upon their necks their career is “like a hawk’s
swooping from a cliff on a day of hard wind.” The watch-
man who beholds Froech and his suite flashing past him
in crimson and gold relates it to the listeners, and adds,
“from the perfumed breeze that floated over them it is the
same with me as if my head were over a vat of wine.”
When Lughaidh (Lewy) is pursued by Conall Cearnach,
his servant looking behind him sees the pursuing chariot
and tells his master that a warrior is on his track: “you
would believe,” said the servant, “ that all the crows of Ire-
land were flying above him, and flakes of snow are whiten-
ing the plain before him.” ¢ Those birds you see,” said
Lewy, “are the earthclods thrown up by the hooves of the
Dewy-Red, Conall’s steed, and those flakes of snow are
the foam from his nostrils.”?

We also find in early Irish literature a disinclination to
indulg_e in anything like generalization or metaphysical ab-
stractions, even of the simplest kind, a disinclination which
perhaps accounts for the particularity of description

1 8ee t}xe story of ‘ The Death of Cuchulain,’ from ¢ Cuchulain of Muir-
themne,’ by Lady Gregory, in Vohime IV.
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which is such a marked feature in the sagas. Everything
there is described in detail, with a minute individual
analysis. Thus the board on which Queen Medb (Méve)
plays chess is “ a beauteous chess table—a chess board of
fine metal on it, four ears and elbows on it,” “a candle of
precious stone illuminating it for them ”; “of gold and
silver are the chessman on that table.” This faculty for
close description is nearly allied to the love of expletives
by which nearly all Irish writers, not the unknown writers
of the sagas alone, but biographers, historians, and theolo-
gians, are more or less affected. Thus in the almost con-
temporary account of the Danish wars, the blow which
Murrough deals the Earl of Orkney is “a fierce powerful
crushing blow,” the right hand that deals it is “ valiant,
death-dealing, active,” the helmet on which it alights is
“the hateful foreign helmet,” and so on.

Another trait which distinguishes even the earliest Irish
literature from that of the rest of Europe is the marvelous
way in which it is interpenetrated by the love of nature in
all its aspects. The songs of summer and winter, and the
dialogue of the King and the Hermit contained in these vol-
umes are instances of what I mean. When the Fenian
poet describes the delights and pastimes of the famous
Finn mac Cumhail, the commander of the Fenian bands
in the third century, he expresses himself thus:

‘¢ The desire of my hero who feared no foe,
‘Was to listen all day to Drumderrig’s sound,
To sleep by the roar of the Assaroe,
And to follow the dun deer round and round.

¢t The warbling of blackbirds in Letter Lee,
The Strand where the billows of Ruree fall,
The bellowing ox upon wild Moy-mee,
The lowing of calves upon Glen-da-vaul,

‘¢ The blast of the horns around Slieve Grot,

The bleat of the fawns upon Cua’s plain,
The sea-bird’s scream in a lonesome spot,
The croak of the raven above the slain,

¢ The wash of the waves on his bark afar,
The yelp of the pack as they turn Drimliss,
The baying of Bran upon Knock-in-ar,
The murmur of fountains below Slieve-mis,
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¢ The call of Oscar upon the chase, . .
The tongue of the hounds on the Fenians’ plain,
Then a seat with the men of the bardic race,
Of these delights was my hero fain.”

And the poet Oisin or Ossian is supposed to describe to
Saint Patrick the exquisite singing of the Blackbird of
Derrycarn, and the delight which his father Finn had
taken in listening to it. My friend Dr. Sigerson has thus
translated these verses:

¢ The tuneful tumult of that bird,
The belling deer on ferny steep,
This welcome in the dawn he heard,
This soothed at eve his sleep.

¢t Dear to him the wind-loved heath,
The whirr of wings, the rustling brake,
Dear the murmuring glens beneath,
And sob of Droma’s lake.

“ The cry of hounds at early morn,
The pattering deer, the pebbly creek,
The cuckoo’s call, the sounding horn,
The swooping eagle’s shriek.”

In fact the glowing rendering of nature-scenes, which
appear to have perfectly intoxicated the early Irish, fre-
quently transcends mere descriptive and borders upon the
interpret~tive. This is no doubt what prompted Matthew
Arnold to write as follows: “ The Celt’s quick feeling for
that which is noble and distinguished gave his poetry style;
his indomitable personality gave it pride and passion;
his sensibility and nervous exaltation give it a better gift
still—the gift of rendering with wonderful felicity the
magical charm of nature. The forest solitude, the bub-
bling spring, the wild flowers, are everywhere in romance.
They have a mysterious life and grace there: they are na-
ture’s own children and utter her secret in a way which
makes them quite different from the woods, waters, and
plants of Greek and Latin poetry. Now of this delicate
magic Celtic romance is so pre-eminent a mistress that it
seems impossible to believe the power did not come into
romance with the Celts; magic is just the word for it—the
magic of nature; not merely the beauty of nature—that the
Greeks and Latins had ; not merely an honest smack of the
soil, a faithful realism—that the Germans had; but the in-
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timate life of nature, her weird power and fairy dream.”
Even the animals in the Irish sagas have often an interest
attached to them for their own sake, which may have had
its origin in the Druids once teaching a doctrine of me-
tempsychosis. Bran, the hound of Finn mac Cumhail, was
no mere dog, and Oisin himself was descended from a
mother who had once been a deer. Cuchulain’s great war-
horse, the “ Grey of Macha,” knows when its master is go-
ing to his fate, and unwillingly allows itself to be yoked to
his chariot. The magnificent white bull of Méve, Queen of
Connacht, had been once a man, reborn a bull, who, ¢ think-
ing it dishonorable ” to remain under a woman’s control,
passed over to the herds of Méve’s husbhand, thus giving
rise to the greatest of all Irish epics, the Cattle-Spoil of
Cuailgne. The very trees and plants have a life of their
own. The mountain ash in which Diarmuid conceals him-
self while the Fenians play at chess below sprung from an
enchanted berry; the branch which the little boy shakes
before King Cormac has power to dispel sorrow and sick-
ness. The hard rock is gifted with a voice and can both an-
swer and prophesy. Even the billows of Ocean are inspired
with a spirit, and when a catastrophe is impending the
Wave of Cliodhna rolls in upon the shore in thunder. The
very air is tenanted by supernatural beings. When “the
battle-fighting battle-winning hero Cuchulain” springs
into his chariot, there shout around him ¢ spirits and
goblins and spirits of the air and demons of the glens.”
Venomous witches ride upon the wind, and the direction
from which the breeze blows at the time of birth influences
the rest of a man’s existence. Even among the early
Christians this sympathy with the animal creation re-
mained. Saint Columcille when in exile at Iona is made
aware that a heron from Ireland with long-drawn weary
strokes of its wounded wings has alit half frozen upon
the furthest point of his island, and he sends one of the
brothers to care for the bird and chafe its wings and feed
it, because it had come from Erin, from the land he should
not see with his eyes again forever. And when Columcille
himself is about to die, although seemingly in health, the
old white horse, the faithful servant of the monks of Iona,
is mysteriously aware of what the monks themselves did
not know, and approaching the saint thrusts its head into
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his bosom and weeps copious tears. And the story runs
that one of the early Irish saints, finding that while im-
mersed in prayer and meditation a blackbird had made a
nest upon his hand, which was extended through the win-
dow, refused to chase the bird away or to withdraw his
hand until she had hatched her eggs!

This excessive love of nature among the early Irish is
all the more remarkable when we remember that it has
always been believed that the Aryan races owe their ap-
preciation of the beauties of nature to the introduction
among them of Christianity. Religion for the first time
taught them that the same God that created them created
also all their surroundings, and thereby made these sur-
roundings an object of increased interest. Any esthetic
sensibility, where nature was concerned, seems to have
been practically unknown among the Pagans of Greece
and Rome. According to Humboldt, we discern the first
faint traces of it in Cicero and the younger Pliny. But
the Irish Pagan seems to have been penetrated with it to
his profoundest depths, for there can be little doubt that
such descriptions as I have quoted do not take their color
from Christianity, but are a real legacy from pre-Christian
times.

No account of Irish literature, however brief, can be
given without mentioning the elaborate system of bards,
poets, and meters, which seems to have assumed shape in
very early days. There was probably never any race of peo-
ple who so reverenced, admired, and, better still, rewarded
their poets, as did the Irish. The complexity of the bardie
system almost takes one’s breath away. There were two
classes of poets, the filés (fillas) and the bards, the latter
b(_eing quite inferior in rank to the former. The bards were
divided into Free and Un-Free, or Patrician and Plebeian,
There are eight grades of Patrician and eight of Plebeian
bards, each with his own restrictions and laws. These
shared between them, with the more powerful filés, the
three hundred or more meters which had been invented in
pre-Danish times. The names, and specimens of the greater
part of these meters, have come down to us in the surviv-
{n;tg fratgments of the poets’ books and they are of intense
interest.

It is a tremendous claim to make for the Celt that
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he taught Europe to rhyme, yet this claim has been made
for him over and over again, not by himself, but by
some of the greatest European linguists. The illustrious
Zeuss, the founder of Celtic studies, is emphatic upon this
point. “ The form of Celtic poetry,” he writes, “ to judge
both from the older and more recent examples, appears to
be more ornate than the form of any other nation, and
even more ornate in the older forms than in the modern
ones; from the fact of which greater ornateness it un-
doubtedly came to pass that at the very time when the
Roman empire was hastening to its ruin, the Celtic forms
—at first entire, afterward in part—passed over not only
into the songs of the Latins but also into those of other
nations and remained in them.” He unhesitatingly
ascribes the advance toward rhyme, made by the Anglo-
Saxons in their Latin hymns, to Irish influence. “ We
must believe,” he said, ¢ that this form of composition
was introduced amongst them by the Irish, as were
the arts of writing and of painting and of ornamenting
manuscripts, since they themselves in common with the
other Germanic nations made use in their poetry of
nothing but alliteration.” ¢ Final assonance or rhyme
can have been derived only from the laws of Celtic phonol-
ogy,” says Constantine Nigra. One thing at least is cer-
tain, that already in the seventh century the Irish not only
rhymed but used intricate and beautiful meters of their
own, while for many centuries after this period the Ger-
manic nations could only rudely alliterate. After the
seventh century the Irish brought their rhyming system
to a pitch of perfection undreamed of by any other nation,
even to this day. The elaborateness of the system they
evolved, the prodigious complexity of the rules, the subtlety,
delicacy, and intricacy of their poetical code, are astound-
ing, and wholly unparalleled by anything that the rest of
the western world has produced.

After the coming of the Normans, Irish art and Irish
literature began to decline, and the next four centuries
produced little except the rather stereotyped poems of the
bardic houses, whose imaginative faculties were too much
overridden by the artificial difficulties of their art—diffi-
culties which they seem to have almost taken a delight in
creating for themselves. In the seventeenth century the
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great Gaelic houses, overthrown by incessant wars with
English invaders, began to succumb to fire and sword and
banishment, and the fortunes of the hereditary bards fell
with the fortunes of their patrons. Then a new school
arose from among the people themselves, untrammeled by
technicalities, and produced an exquisite new growth of
poetry throughout the length and breadth of Ireland. The
motto of the new school might have been couched in the
words which Uhland addressed to the poets of Germany:

¢ Formel hilt uns nicht gebunden,
Unsere Kunst heisst Poesie 1

Scores and scores of new and brilliant meters, based upon
an accentual instead of the old syllabic system, made their
appearance, and the Irish deprived by law of their trade,
their education, their lands, and all the rights and possi-
bilities of free men, could do nothing else but sing, which
they did in almost every county in Ireland, with all the
sweetness of the dying swan.

Irish literature never quite ceased to be written, but the
nineteenth century produced little worth remembering.
It is only within the last few years that a new and able
school of Irish writers has sprung up, with a sympathetic
public to encourage it, and bids fair to do something once
again that may be worthy of the history of our island—
once one of the spots most desirous of learning and of lit-
erature to be found in the whole world. The tenth volume
of ‘ IRISH LITERATURE ’ contains some specimens of this new
school with translations. ‘
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SIR WILLIAM FRANCIS BUTLER.
(1838 —)

MAJOR-GENERAL SIR W. F'. BUTLER, K.C.B., the well-known soldier-
author, was born in 1838. He was educated in a Jesuit college and
trained for his profession at Sandhurst. At twenty years of age he
was appointed to an ensigncy in the 69th Regiment, and rose rapidly,
becoming captain in 1872; major, 1874; and deputy adjutant quarter-
master-general, headquarters staff, 1876.

He served with distinction on the Red River expedition, and acted
as special commissioner to the Saskatchewan Territories in 1870 and
1871. While in command of the West Akim native forces during
the Ashantee war, he was honorably mentioned in several dis-
patches of Sir Garnet Wolseley. In 1874 he received the order of
Companion of the Bath. In 1877 he married Miss Elizabeth Thomp-
son, the famous painter of ‘ The Roll Call,’ etc. He also served in
the Zulu war, and the Egyptian campaigns of 1882, 1884-85.

He prepared the first portion of the Nile flotilla in 1884; he was in
the Soudanese war in 1886; in Egypt from 1890 to 1893; was ap-
pointed to the Cape command in '98-99 and was made Lieutenant-
General in 1900. Throughout his military career he has, with the
one exception recorded in his ‘ History of a Failure, an account of
the English attack on Coomassie,” been conspicuously successful.
He has received frequent commendations from superiors and many
other marks of distinction.

‘While in North America he collected materials for his two well-
known works, * The Great Lone Land ’ and ¢ The Wild North Land.’
He has written also * Akim-foo, the History of a Failure,’ * Far and
Out,’ ‘ Red Cloud, the Solitary Sioux,’ ‘* The Campaign of the Cata-
racts,” ‘Charles George Gordon,’ ‘Sir Charles Napier,’ and ‘Sir
George Pomeroy Colley.” He is a born littérateur, and in his hands
the history of a military campaign becomes a romance.

FIRST SIGHT OF THE ROCKY MOUNTAINS.
From ¢ The Great Lone Land.’

It was near sunset when we rode by the lonely shores of
the Gull Lake, whose frozen surface stretched beyond the
horizon to the north. Before us, at a distance of some ten
miles, lay the abrupt line of the Three Medicine Hills,
from whose gorges the first view of the great range of the
Rocky Mountains was destined to burst upon my sight.
But not on this day was I to behold that long-looked-for
vision. Night came quickly down upon the silent wilder-
ness; and it was long after dark when we made our
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camps by the bank of the Pas-co-pee, or Blindman’s River,
and turned adrift the weary horses to graze in a well-
grassed meadow lying in one of the curves of the river.
We had ridden more than sixty miles that day.

About midnight a heavy storm of snow burst upon us,
and daybreak revealed the whole camp buried deep in
snow. As I threw back the blankets from my head (one al-
ways lies covered up completely), the wet, cold mass struck
chillily upon my face. The snow was wet and sticky, and
therefore things were much more wretched than if the tem-
perature had been lower; but the hot tea made matters
seem brighter, and about breakfast-time the snow ceased
to fall, and the clouds began to clear away. Packing our
wet blankets together, we set out for the Three Medicine
Hills, through whose defiles our course lay; the snow was
deep in the narrow valleys, making traveling slower and
more laborious than before. It was mid-day when, having
rounded the highest of the three hills, we entered a nar-
row gorge fringed with a fire-ravaged forest. This gorge
wound through the hills, preventing a far-reaching view
ahead; but at length its western termination was reached,
and there lay before me a sight to be long remembered.

The great chain of the Rocky Mountains rose their snow-
clad sierras in endless succession. Climbing one of the
eminences, I gained a vantage-point on the summit from
which some bygone fire had swept the trees. Then, looking
west, I beheld the great range in unclouded glory. The
snow had cleared the atmosphere, the sky was coldly
bright. An immense plain stretched from my feet to the
mountain—a plain so vast that every object of hill and
wood and lake lay dwarfed into one continuous level, and
at the back of this level, beyond the pines and the lakes
and the river-courses, rose the giant range, solid, impassa-
ble, silent—a mighty barrier rising midst an immense land,
standing sentinel over the plains and prairies of America,
over the measureless solitudes of this Great Lone Land.
Here at last lay the Rocky Mountains.

Leaving behind the Medicine Hills, we descended into
the plain and held our way until sunset towards the west.
It was a calm and beautiful evening; far-away objects
stood out sharp and distinct in the pure atmosphere of
these elevated regions. For some hours we had lost sight
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of the mountains, but shortly before sunset the summit of
a long ridge was gained, and they burst suddenly into view
in greater magnificence than at mid-day. Telling my men
to go on and make the camp at the Medicine River, I rode
through some fire-wasted forest to a lofty grass-covered
height which the declining sun was bathing in floods of
glory.

I cannot hope to put into the compass of words the
scene which lay rolled beneath from this sunset-lighted
eminence; for as I looked over the immense plain and
watched the slow descent of the evening sun upon the
frosted crest of these lone mountains, it seemed as if the
varied scenes of my long journey had woven themselves
into the landscape, filling with the music of memory the
earth, the sky, and the mighty panorama of mountains.
Here at length lay the barrier to my onward wanderings,
here lay the boundary to that 4,000 miles of unceasing
travel which had carried me by so many varied scenes so far
into the lone lands; and other thoughts were not wanting.
The peaks on which I gazed were no pigmies; they stood
the culminating monarchs of the mighty range of the
Rocky Mountains. From the estuary of the Mackenzie to
the Lake of Mexico no point of the American continent
reaches higher to the skies. That eternal crust of snow
seeks in summer widely severed oceans.

The Mackenzie, the Columbia, and the Saskatchewan
spring from the peaks whose teeth-like summits lie grouped
from this spot into the compass of a single glance. The
clouds that cast their moisture upon this long line of up-
heaven rocks seek again the ocean which gave them birth
in its far-separated divisions of Atlantic, Pacific, and Arec-
tic. The sun sank slowly behind the range, and darkness
began to fall on the immense plain, but aloft on the top-
most edge the pure white of the jagged crest-line glowed
for an instant in many colored silver, and then the lonely
peaks grew dark and dim.

As thus T watched from the silent hill-top this great
mountain-chain, whose summits slept in the glory of the
sunset, it seemed no stretch of fancy which made the red
man place his paradise beyond their golden peaks. The
“ Mountains of the Setting Sun,” the “ Bridge of the
World,” thus he has named them, and beyond them

27
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the soul first catches a glimpse of that mystical land
where the tents are pitched midst everlasting verdure and
countless herds and the music of ceaseless streams.

AN AFRICAN QUEEN.
From ¢ Akim-Foo.’

On the day following my arrival, Queen Amaquon came
to visit me. She brought with her a large bevy of the ug-
liest women I had ever seen. The dress of the queen and
the court at Swaidroo was peculiar. Queen Amaquon
wore a necklace of beads, a stick and a scant silk cloth;
her ladies were attired in a costume which for simplicity
and economy, I can safely recommend to the talented
authoress of that charming book, ¢ How to Dress on Fif-
teen Pounds a Year,” since it might almost be achieved
on as many pence. Nearly all the ladies had babies on
their backs; there were no men. Here and there in the
crowd one occasionally saw a woman with the peculiar eye
and eyelash of the better-looking Akims—an eye which I
have nowhere else noted on the coast or in the interior.

I was introduced in turn to the queen’s daughters, to
her ¢ fetish woman,” a large wild-eyed lassie, and to sev-
eral other ladies of rank and quality. As the ceremony
was gone through, the lady presented stepped out into
the hut, and shook hands with me as I lay on my couch;
and it not unfrequently happened that the baby on the
bustle at her back, looking out under her elbow and be-
holding a white man in such close proximity, would howl
in terror at the sight.

At first but a limited number of women came into the in-
ner yard of my hut, and the queen alone entered the hut
itself; but as the interview went on the outsiders grew
bolder, and at last the yard and opposite hut were filled to
overflowing.

But the event of the day was the statement of the
queen’s illness. I had tried to turn her mind to war. I
had spoken of the warlike deeds of a former queen of
Akim—of how, sword in hand, she had led her soldiers
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against the Ashantis at Dodowa, saying, “ Osay has driven
me from my kingdom because he thinks I am weak; but
though I am a woman he shall see I have the heart of a
man ”’; but the effort was useless.

“That was all true,” she said; but the point which
grieved her most was this illness under which she suffered,
and on which she wanted my opinion.

Now I was sufficiently ill myself to make the diagnosis
of an old lady’s ailment by no means an attractive pastime.
I doubt if at any time I should have entered into such a
question with the slightest interest. Nevertheless, the
situation was not without novelty, and African fever was
not so totally depressing as to shut out the ridieulous as-
pect of finding myself Physician Extraordinary to Her
Majesty Queen Amaquon of Akim. Seated on a low stool,
she began the statement of her case. There is no necessity
to enter now into the symptoms. They consisted of the
usual number of pains, in the usual number of places, at
the usual number of hours; but their cause and cure?—abh,
that was the question.

“Did I consider,” asked the queen, ¢ these symptoms
could have had their origin in poison? She had visited
Cape Coast Castle four years before this time, and ever
since her return had suffered from this ailment. Perhaps
she had been poisoned by the people of the Coast? ”

I inquired “if she had consumed much rum during that
visit to the coast? Rum was a subtle poison.” The soft
impeachment of having tippled freely was as freely ad-
mitted ; but it was a mistake to suppose that rum could
harm anybody. ¢ Surely, among the medicines which I
carried, I must have some drug which would restore her
to health.”

Now my stock of drugs was not a large one. The specifics
in use against fever were precious, they could not be
spared.

Had I any more? Yes—a bottle of spirit of sal volatile.
Her majesty bent her nose to the bottle, and the tent shook
with her oft-repeated sneezes.

The whole court was in a commotion. The fetish woman
demanded a smell; the royal daughters grew bolder; the
ladies pressed in from without, and the queen declared
when sneezing left her at liberty to articulate, that she






ISAAC BUTT.
(1813—1879.)

TrE reader will look in vain through the speeches of Isaac Butt for
passages of sustained beauty. Butt’s great merit was that he was
emphatically a man of ideas, not of words ; filled with his subject,
he forgot mere form ; many of his sentences were unfinished, all of
them rugged ; and yet since O’Connell there was perhaps no Irish
political orator who could so thoroughly convince and so deeply
thrill Irish audiences.

Isaac Butt was born in Stranorlar, County Donegal, in 1813. He
entered Trinity College in 1832, and his course, both in his studies and
in the College Historical Society, was brilliant. He held the chair of
political economy. In 1838 he was called to the bar, and six years
after he was made a Q. C.; for many years subsequently he was en-
gaged in every important trial, political or otherwise, which took
place in Ireland.

He had the honor of meeting the redoubtable O’Connell himself in
a pitched battle on the question of Repeal of the Union, in the Dublin
Corporation, and the great agitator paid a high compliment to the
talents and the good feeling of his youthful opponent. In 1852 he
was elected in the Conservative interest for Harwich. Then he sat
for Youghal until 1865, when he was rejected by his old constituents,
owing to his changed political views. The nature of the change
may be gathered from the fact that he took a prominent part in
defending Fenian prisoners, and thus rose to high popularity in
the National party. Having now adopted Home Rule as a national
platform, he devoted to it all his energies of pen and tongue and
organization. He was returned without opposition for the city of
Limerick in September, 1871, and for several sessions he was the un-
disputed leader of the Home Rule party. As time went on, younger
and more ardent spirits proposed a policy more active than Mr.
Butt was willing to sanction, and his last days were probably embit-
tered by the sense of waning power. He died after a lingering ill-
ness in 1879. His death evoked a feeling of universal and deep
gorrow, for the splendorof his talents, the genuineness of his nature,
and, above all, his simplicity and modesty, made him one of the most
loveable of men.

Mr. Butt was a very prolific writer. He was among the founders
of and earliest contributors to the Dublin University Magazine. His
stories in that journal were republished under the title ¢ Chapters of
College Romance.” His other most ambitious work is a ¢ History of
Italy from the Abdication of Napoleon 1. A book of his on *‘The
Irish People and the Irish Land’ is a marvel of analytic power.
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ON LAND TENURE.

From a Speech in the House of Commons, 1876.

I have now brought down to 1866 the festimonies as to
the state of feeling which exists between the landed pro-
prietors and the occupants of the soil. However much we
may regret that feeling, and desire to remove it, the legis-
lature must deal with circumstances and with feelings as
they exist. No such feeling exists in England, and there-
fore English gentlemen have difficulty in forming a correct
opinion upon it; but I do not hesitate to say that there is
a general desire on the part of the landed proprietors of
Ireland to keep their tenants in a state of subjection to
themselves. Remember this desire is not confined to those
landlords who may be described as being cruel and hard,
it is shared in by the landlords who would treat their ten-
ants kindly and even aid them in distress. How was the
object of the landlords accomplished? Simply by the
power of notice to quit. I am speaking, of course, before
the time the Land Bill became law.

In a trial in which I was engaged I examined a gentle-
man who was believed to have a large number of notices
to quit, but he denied it. I then asked him—* Did you not
serve some last year? ”’

“Yes,” he replied, “ but I do that every year—it is part
of the management of my estate. I never intend to act
upon a notice, but I want to be able to take any field or
holding in case I should wish to do so, and, therefore, I
give notice to quit each year.”

Yet this was a landlord of a humane and kindly char-
acter, who would not treat a tenant harshly. It is his de-
sire to keep his tenants under his own power that so easily
reconciles to his consciénce the practice I have just alluded
to. The Irish landlords think they can do much better for
the tenant than he can for himself. I believe that a coun-
try in which you allow the mass of the population to be re-
duced to a state of serfdom never can be prosperous, never
can be contented, and never can be peaceful. Bad land-
lords will abuse the power which a good landlord will only
use for a beneficial purpose. The landlords who could
serve notices to quit have two powers in their hands. They
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have the power of capricious eviction, and the power of ar-
bitrarily raising the rents. While there are landlords in
Ireland who would scorn to do either of these things, there
were others who did them with a reckless cruelty which
had not a parallel in history.

I do not wish to dwell on the fearful scenes enacted be-
tween 1847 and 1852, but in a book of high authority, Mr.
Ray’s ¢ Social Condition of Europe,’ I find it stated that
in one year, 1849, no fewer than 500,000 civil bill eject-
ments were served in Ireland; and I may add that I myself
have seen whole districts desolated. Sir Matthew Barring-
ton relates that immediately Parliament passed the Poor
Law, the landlords of Ireland began to clear their estates
by notices to quit and by tumbling down houses. On many
occasions the military were brought in to throw down
houses, and hundreds of people were, to use an expressive
phrase, thrown on the road, simply because the landlord
wished to get rid of the superabundant population.

Many measures, passed by statesmen with a most honest
intention of doing good to Ireland, have produced results
directly the reverse. This was because they were framed
by men who had not the knowledge which can only be ac-
quired by residence among the people, and by a long and in-
timate acquaintance with the circumstances. The case
of the Poor Law was an instance of this, for it ought to
have been foreseen that the giving of relief to the poor
would lead to the very evil which followed. I will give one
instance of what occurred. The matter came into a court
of justice because the landlord, fortunately for justice,
made some slight mistake in his proceedings.

It was the case of an estate in the county of Meath, and
there were on it twenty-seven families. It was admitted
that their labor made the property rich and profitable,
and that they never had been in arrecar one half-year’s
rent during the thirty years that the landlord had been in
possession of the estate. The landlord got embarrassed,
and he sold the estate to a gentleman, who purchased it on
condition that all the tenants should be evicted. The land-
lord concealed this circumstance from the tenants, and
when he served them with notice to quit told them he did
not intend to act upon it. Well, a jury of landlords gave
to one of the evicted tenants the full value of the fee-simple
of the land.
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Such things, it should be remembered, could not be done
in England, for Henry VIII. got his Parllament to pass an
act that every landlord who pulled down a house should
build it up again in six months, and in the reign of Queen
Elizabeth another act was passed that gave a legal right of
relief to every one who was born on the soil. If there had
been a law of settlement in Ireland, many of the landlords
who were now living on their estates would be in the work-
house to which they consigned their tenants.

But there was a still more grievous wrong-—namely, the
power of the landlord to confiscate the improvements of
his tenants in Ireland. All the improvements of the soil—
certainly all the improvements made up to a very recent
period-—were effected by the tenants. Yet there was noth-
ing to prevent an unscrupulous landlord from confiscating
these improvements, and, in point of fact, it was done over
and over again. Lord Clarendon, I think it was, who spoke
of it in the other House as a legalized robbery. It was to
that state of things that the L.and Act was applied. I be-
lieve that any friend to the Irish tenant would act very
wrongly indeed if he spoke of the author of that act in
other terms than those of profound respect, knowing, as I
do, the difficulties he had to contend with and the pre-
judices he had to meet. I give him every credit for that
act.

At the same time, I regret to say, it has failed, from a
reason which I foresaw,—as you leave to the landlords the
power of eviction. In the circumstances of Ireland no de-
vice that the legislature can make can prevent them from
converting that tremendous power into an instrument
to render themselves absolute despots over their tenants.
Still the act established a principle. It first legalized the
Ulster tenant right. Now, what is the meaning of that?
As property which was only protected by custom, and to
which the tenant had no legal claim whatever, except in
iu%tioe and in honor, was converted into a legal property,
that is a very great prmmple as applied to Irish land.

I will now detam the House a few minutes by referrlnfr
to some incidents which, I confess, have had effect on my
own mind in reference to the value of giving security to
tenants. One of the incidents is an old one, as old as the
days of Arthur Young, who certalnly described in a strik-
ing way what was the beneﬁt of giving security to tenants.
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He says that a man with a wife and six children met Sir
William Osborne in the county of Tipperary. The man
could get no land, and Sir William Osborne gave him
twelve acres of heathy land, and £4 to stock it with.

Twelve years afterwards, when Young revisited Ireland,
he went to see the man, and found him with twelve acres
under full cultivation. Three other persons he found set-
tled in the same way, and he says their industry had no
bounds, nor was the day long enough for their energy. He
says if you give tenants security, and let them be certain
of enjoying the rewards of their labor, and treat them as
Sir William Osborne did, there would be no better or more
industrious farmers in the world. I have often thought of
that, and have said that if there had been men like Sir Wil-
liam Osborne to give employment to those who have been
evicted, and who took part in the Irish insurrection, there
would not have been a better set of farmers in the kingdom.

Now let me refer to another case. A Roman Catholic
prelate, whom I can respect as much as a prelate of my
own church, was examined before a committee of this
House, and illustrated the advantages of giving security to
the tenants. He describes how he one day saw a man enter
into the occupation of some land. There was nothing but
a barren heath, and he saw the man carrying on his back
manure which he had brought from a road two miles dis-
tant. Two years after the prelate again passed that way,
and he found corn growing on what had been heath, and
a house built there. It had all been done by the man him-
self, and the simple cause, he had a lease, and was thus
secure of his tenancy. The prelate then went to another
man who had no lease, and who said :—* If I did the same
as my neighbor has done my landlord would not only ask
for an increase of rent upon my improvements, but also
upon what I now hold.”

That is the sort of discouragement there is to industry
all over Ireland, and it proceeds from the desire of the
landlords not so much to extract money from the tenants—
that is but an incident, but from the desire to keep the
tenants in their power. Why, on some estates in Ireland
they cannot marry, except with the consent of the land-
lord’s agent, and at the risk of being evicted. I assure you
that those rules still prevail on many estates in Ireland.

Another rule which used to exist was that the tenant
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should not harbor a man at night. There is a story of one
poor boy whose mother had been evicted from a farm, and
who sought shelter with his uncle; the uncle would have
let him in; but his neighbors said he must not, or the agent
would evict them all. Therefore the boy was shut out, and
the next morning was found lying at the door a lifeless
corpse. The men who had refused him admittance were
tried for murder, and were convicted of manslaughter,
their defense being that they did not dare by the rules of
their farms to give him shelter. Now no rights of property
can give a man such dominion as that over his tenants, any
more than property can give dominion over the thews and
sinews of your servants. Now these evils can only be
guarded against by taking away the arbitrary power of
eviction, and allowing the tenant to hold his farm at a
valued rent. The condition of every Irish estate was orig-
inally to give security of tenure. Your landlords have not
done it.

Your ancestors were placed there not to be lords over the
people, but to settle and plant the country, and you are
there still among the people whom you have neither con-
ciliated nor subdued. There is not a landlord in Ireland
who holds land except on trust for creating upon it a con-
tented tenantry. I go upon the great principles of juris-
prudence, which will allow no right of property to stand
in the way of a general good. I go upon the principles es-
tablished by the Irish Land Act, and I ask you, as you
value the peace of Ireland, to carry those principles into
full and beneficial effect. I will say nothing more about
the peace of Ireland, or I shall be charged with making a
stereotyped peroration. I have no official responsibility
for the peace of Ireland, but I have the responsibility at-
taching to every man, who takes ever so humble a part in
public affairs, to promote peace and tranquillity. I have
the anxiety which any man must feel who looks back on the
ruin, desolation, and misery brought to many parts of Ire-
land by that civil war—for it was a civil war—which has
raged between landlord and tenant since the days of the
Cromwellian confiscation, and who regards with trembling
the indications of a renewal of the war. I rejoice to say
that those indications have at present come only from the

landlords. I trust they will cease before they come from
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the tenants; but it is only by giving protection to these
tenants that you can have security against a return to that
state of things which every man of right feeling deplored.

A SCENE IN THE SOUTH OF IRELAND.

From * The Irish People and the Irish Land.’

Let me say once for all how I came to write. Two years
ago I had formed views of the land question, as, I suppose,
most persons in my position have. I was satisfied of that
which lies on the very surface—that insecurity of tenure
is a great evil. I was convinced that compensation for
tenants’ improvements was just and right; but when
I saw the people flying in masses from their homes I felt
that really to understand the question we must go deeper
than all this—that there must be some mischief deeply
rooted in our social system, which in a country blessed
with advantages like ours produced results so strangely
contrary to everything which the laws which regulate the
history of nations or the conduct of classes or individuals
might lead us to expect.

An accident turned my thoughts more intensely in this
direction. Traveling on the Southern railway, I wit-
nessed one of those scenes too common in our country, but
which, I believe, no familiarity can make any person of
feeling witness without emotion. The station was crowded
with emigrants and their friends who came to see them off.
There was nothing unusual in the occurrence—nothing
that is not often to be seen. Old men walked slowly, and
almost hesitatingly, to the carriages that were to take them
away from the country to which they were never to return.
Railway porters placed in the train strange boxes and
chests of every shape and size, sometimes even small ar-
ticles of furniture, which told that the owners were taking
with them their little all. In the midst of them a brother
and a sister bade each other their last farewell—a mother
clasped passionately to her breast the son whom she must
never sec again. Women carried or led to their places in
the carriages little children, who looked round as if they
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knew not what all this meant, but wept because they saw
their mothers weeping. Strong men turned aside to dash
from their eye the not unmanly tear. As the train began
to move there was the uncontrollable rush, the desperate
clinging to the carriages of relatives crowding down to
give the last shake-hands. The railway servants pushed
them back—we moved on more rapidly—and then rose
from the group we left behind a strange mingled cry of
wild farewells, and prayers, and blessings, and that mel-
ancholy wail of Irish sorrow which no one who has heard
will ever forget—and we rushed on with our freight of sor-
rowing and reluctant exiles across a plain of fertility un-
surpassed, perhaps, in any European soil. It was a light
matter, but still there was something in that picture—close
to us rose the picturesque ruins which seemed to tell us
from the past that there were days when an Irish race had
lived, and not lived in poverty, upon that very plain.

These are scenes which surely no Irishman should see
without emotion. The transient feeling they may excite is
but of little use except as it may be suggestive of thought.
It was impossible not to ask why were these people thus
flying from their homes, deserting that rich soil. I could
not but feel that no satisfactory solution of the question
had yet been given. I asked myself if it were not a re-
proach to those among us whom God had raised a little
above that people by the advantages of intellect and educa-
tion if we gave no real earnest thought to such an inquiry;
and I formed a purpose—I almost made to myself a vow—
that T would employ, as far as I could, whatever little
power I had acquired in investigating facts in endeavor-
ing to trace the strange mystery to its origin.



MRS. MANNINGTON CAFFYN («IOTA”).

KATHLEEN GORING was born at Waterloo House, County Tip-
perary, the daughter of William Hunt and Louisa Gormg She was
educated at home by English and German governesses, and lived in
the country till she was twenty-one, when she trained for nursing
at St. Thomas’s Hospital ; after a short nursing career, she married
Dr. Mannington Caffyn, an able surgeon, writer, and inventor.

His ill health obliged them to emigrate to Australia, where they
lived for several years, Mrs. Caffyn contributing occasionally to the
newspapers there. Soon after their return, in 1893, Mrs. Caffyn
made an immense success with ‘ The Yellow Aster.” She has since
written ‘A Comedy in Spasms,’ ¢ Children of Circumstances,’ ¢ A
Quaker Grandmother,’ ¢ Poor Max,’ * Anne Mauleverer,’ ¢ The Minx,’
*The Happiness of Jill,” and has contributed to many magazines.

LITTLE BRITONS.
From ‘The Yellow Aster.’?

Not only the entire county of shire but even the
whole University of Cambridge had been thrown into quite
a whirl of emotion by the marriage of Henry Waring and
Grace Selwyn, the most unexpected ever concocted in
heaven or on earth.

A Senior Wrangler and a Fellow of his college, who at
twenty-six eats, drinks, and sleeps mathematics, besides
being possessed of other devouring passions for certain
minor sciences, does not seem a very fit subject for matri-
mony with its petty follies and cares.

If one is, besides, the son of a cynic and a bookworm,
who loathed and eschewed the sex with bitter reason,
and whose own practical knowledge had been gained
chiefly through the classics and the bedmakers, the one of
which appeals but little to one’s sense of propriety, the
other still less to one’s fleshly sense, the prospeet of a do-
mestie and patriarchal career must seem as remote as it is
undesirable.

And yet Henry Waring found himself, to his constant
and increasing bewilderment, embarked on one almost be-
fore he altogether knew where he was.

The year previous to his marriage he had suffered a good

11In order to give the prol}l)er continuity to this extra.ct we have taken
the liberty of transposing ¢ apters I. and II.—[ED
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deal from ennui. A favorite theory in geology over which
he had peered himself half blind was suddenly exploded
without hope of reconstruction. He felt rather lost and
distrait, and cast about for some tangible solid brainwork.

But to pass the time until the fresh inspiration came on,
he took to propounding stray problems, and—through the
press—launching them broadcast over the land. Strange
to say, he got answers, and by the score. A good many
more ‘“mute inglorious Solons” infest our villages than
we have any notion of.

Mr. Waring groaned in spirit and mourned over the de-
pravity of the race as he read their epistles, and drew far-
ther back than ever into his shell. If the average man and
woman without the academical walls resembled these pro-
ductions, the less one had to do with them the better, he
very reasonably reflected.

After this had been going on for the space of three
months, he came, one morning, down to breakfast. He felt
very sick at heart; his pupils seemed so amazingly full of
enthusiasm for minor concerns, and absolutely lacking in
it for the one thing needful, that he was cut to the quick
and moved to much gentle wrath. And then these letters!
They were fast becoming his Nemesis. He ate his break-
fast and watched with unwonted pleasure some dust motes
dancing in a sunbeam, and, raising his eyes to follow them,
they unconsciously strayed farther out into the college
quad, where the dew was still sparkling on every grass
blade, and shimmering on every flower.

Mr. Waring felt quite cheerful and revived as he pushed
away his plate and cup and began to open his letters. Let-
ter after letter was laid down, a spasm of pain passing
each time across his face, and more than once an audible
groan escaped him.

At last he picked up a letter gingerly, as he handled all
this variety of correspondence—the village mathematician
being an unclean beast—but this letter seemed somehow
different; he turned it over with growing interest, and
even took the pains to examine the postmark, then he
opened it and found a quite different production from any
he had yet received.

First on opening it a curious indefinite scent struck on
his nostrils. He sniffed it up perplexedly; some queer old
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memories began to stir in him, and he paused a moment to
try and classify them, but he could not, so he set himself
to examine the contents of the missive.

The answer given to his problem was accurate and the
accompanying remarks clear, strong, and to the point,
written in a woman’s hand and signed with a woman’s
name, “ Grace Selwyn.”

That letter was answered before the breakfast things
were cleared away, and certain fresh problems inclosed
which were not sent in any other direction.

Many letters went and came after that, containing prob-
lems and their answers, the answers always full of that
strange, vague, delicious scent, which seemed to waft itself
through the study and to remain there, caught with the
dust motes in the sunbeam.

A longing and a yearning for those little notes began to
take possession of Henry Waring and to disturb his mind.
Old memories of the time when he wore frocks and toddled
began to haunt him, and his work was no longer done by
reflex action.

He consulted a doctor, but as he only confided half his
symptoms to that scientific person, quite suppressing the
letters, the doctor felt rather out of it and prescribed qui-
nine, which had no effect whatsoever.

One morning the yearning for a letter grew suddenly
quite overmastering; and none came. This was the cli-
max. By a sudden impulse which he never succeeded
in explaining to himself on any satisfactory grounds,
Mr. Waring went to his bedroom, knelt down by his big
chest of drawers, and proceeded to pack a little valise
with every article he did not want, leaving out all those
he did. Then he stepped into a cab and made for the
station.

Towards the close of the day he presented himself at
the door of a queer old red-brick manor house in Kent
owned by a Colonel Selwyn and his wife, and asked simply
for ¢ Miss Grace Selwyn.”

In three months from that day the two came down the
path hand in hand and stepped out together on life’s jour-
ney, and six months later, through the death of a cousin,
Waring Park fell to them and made up for the loss of the
Fellowship. . . .



432 IRISH LITERATURE.

The stable-yard of Waring Park seemed to be slightly
off its head on a certain fine afternoon in June. Such an
afternoon as it was, so sweet and so soft, so full of fragrant
sleepy haze, that any sound louder than the sing-song of a
cricket must have distracted any ordinary nerve-possess-
ing mortal.

On this particular afternoon, however, the sole occu-
pants of the yard were the stable-boys, the groom’s urchin,
and the under-gardener’s lad, and as none of these had yet
reached the level of nerves, whilst the blood of all of them
throbbed with the greed for illegal sport in every shape,
their state of lazy content was in no way upset by a medley
of blood-curdling shrieks, squeals and gobbles that issued
from the throats of a little boy and a big turkey which the
boy was swinging round and round by the tail, from the
vantage ground of a large smooth round stone, with an
amount of strength that was preternatural, if one had
judged by the mere length of him and had not taken into
consideration the enormous development of the imp’s legs
and arms.

The stable-boys grinned, and smoked like furnaces as
the show proceeded, and the other two cheered like Tro-
jans, at the cruelty of the natural boy, and it might have
gone badly for the turkey, if there had not swooped down
upon him and his tormentor, just in the nick of time, a
little lean, wiry woman, armed with an authority which
even the imp, after one spasmodic struggle, saw best not to
gainsay.

‘“ Master Dacre, whatever do you do it for? Do you
think the bird has no feelings? There is no sense in such
goings-on.”

“There is sense,” spluttered the boy at full speed; “I
like bein’ swung, and I like swingin’ the turkey, and 1’11
learn him to like it too, and if he don’t learn that any-
way he’ll learn something else, which is life’s discerpline,
which father says I’m learnin’, when you whip me. If I
want it, so does the turkey and wuss. I b’longs to higher
orders nor beasts and birds.”

Here the grins of the stable-boys broke into hoarse guf-
faws, and Mary’s ire culminated in a sharp rebuke all
around.

“Go to your work, you idle fellows. I told your father
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long ago, Jim, what 'ud be the latter end of you. As for
you, Robert, I could cry when I think of your blessed
mother!

“ And what business have you in the yard? ” she cried,
turning on the two younger sinners. “ Be off with you
this instant. ’Tis easy to see none of the men are about.
You two, Jim and Robert, you’d be surprised yourselves
if you could see what soft idiots you look with them stumps
of pipes between your jaws.

“ Look, Master Dacre, look at the bird’s tail. Haven’t
you any heart at all? The creature might have been
through the furze covert—"

“There’s not a feather broke,” said the boy, after a
critical survey, “ not one; I believe that tail were made for
swingin’ as much as my arms was.”

For an instant words failed Mary and she employed
herself hushing the bird into his pen. When she came
back, Dacre had disappeared, and the yard seemed to be
quite clear of human life, not to be traced even by the smell
of shag tobacco.

Pursuit was useless, as Mary very well knew, so she re-
turned to her nursery, a good deal down at heart, mutter-
ing and murmuring as she went.

“ 0 Lord, whatever is to be the end of it all? Learning
is the ruin of the whole place, and yet them children is as
ignorant as bears, excepting for their queer words and
ways. Set them to read a Royal Reader or to tot up a
sum, bless you, they couldn’t for the life of them. And
the tempers of the two.” she went on, putting the cross
stitches on a darn, “ their parents had no hand in them
anyway. Where they got ’em from the Lord only knows.
Tempers, indeed! And from them two blessed babies as
bore ’em.” She lifted her head and glanced out of the
window.

“Look at ’em,” she whispered, “ hand in hand up and
down the drive, talking mathymatics, I°ll be bound,” and
Mary’s eyes returned to her basket a trifle moist. She
had nursed Mrs. Waring and Mrs. Waring’s children, and
she was a good soul with a deal of sentiment about her.

As it happened, Mr. and Mrs. Waring were not discuss-
ing mathematies. They were just then deeply and sol-
emnly exercised in their minds as to the exact date of a
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skeleton recently unearthed from some red sandstone in the
neighborhood. They had dismissed the carriage at the hall
gates, and were now hot in argument concerning the bones,
each holding diametrically opposed views on the subject,
and struggling hard to prove his or her side.

Now and again the husband’s voice rose to a pretty
high pitch, and his fine mouth was touched with a sneer,
and the wife’s eyes flashed and flamed and shot out indig-
nant wrath. Her hat bad fallen off far down the drive,
and her rings of yellow fluffy hair fell wildly over her fore-
head ; one small hand was clenched in eager protest, but the
other was clasped tight in her husband’s.

They always went like this, these two; they had got into
the foolish way very early in their acquaintance and had
never been able to get out of it. Suddenly some common
hypothesis struck them both at once, and Mrs. Waring
cried out with a gasp:

“If we can prove it, I am right.”

“ Yes, if you can prove it, darling, that’s the point, and
I hope that you never will. Have you any idea, dear love,
what the proving of this will undo, what it must upset?”

“T think I have,” she said slowly, her blue eyes gleaming
eagerly, “but it seems to me whenever a great hubbub is
made about the upsetting of some theory, that it generally
ends in being much ado about nothing, and that the new
thing that springs from the ashes of the old dead is infi-
nitely more beautiful than ever its predecessor was, for it
is one step nearer the truth.”

“ Dearest, we must end our talk,” groaned Mr. Waring,
peering with terrified looks through his eye-glasses.
“ Here is Gwen, most slightly clad and of a bright blue
tint, pursued by Mary. I fear very much that story of
Boadicea you told her bas instigated her to this action. I
think, dearest, T will go to the study and work out this
question of date.”

Mr. Waring turned nervously and made a gentle effort
to disengage his hand from his wife’s, but she clutched
hin}? ’I,irmly. “ Henry,” she cried, “ you would not desert
me?

“ Oh, my dear,” he gasped, “ what can I do? The child
must be cleansed and, I presume, punished. I can be of
no use,” and he still showed signs of flight, but the horror-
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stricken eyes of his wife, fixed pleadingly on him, made
, him waver and wait.

By a superhuman effort Mary got up first.

% Oh, ma’am,” she shrieked in tones that went through
Mrs. Waring’s head, “ oh, ma’am, look at her! I found her
with nothing on but this rag and some leaves, painted blue,
and varnished—varnished, sir, eating acorns outside of the
orchard fence. It’s common indecency, ma’am, and if
it ’s to continue I can’t—"

By this time Gwen had arrived, desperately blown, but
overflowing with words; rather an advantage under the
circumstances, for her parents had not one between them.

“ Mother, I were a woaded Briton and blue all over.
Mag Dow did me behind and I done the front, and it aren’t
common naked if queens done it like you said. She did,
Mary, say it Thursday when she begun the history course.
Dacre was to be a woaded king too, but he were a beast and
wouldn’t do nothing but swing turkeys for discerpline.”

“ Mary, I think perhaps you should give Miss Gwen a
bath, and then we will consider what further course to
take.”

Mrs. Waring caught her skirts nervously and drew a
step nearer to her husband.

“ A bath, ma’am! Don’t you see she’s painted and var-
nished? No water’ll touch that, ma’am; turpentine it
must be and cart grease, not to say paraffin,—and, ma’am,
the indecency!”

“ Please, Mary,” implored the tortured woman, “oh,
please take her away and put the cart grease on—and—
the other things, and we can then talk over the rest.”

Here the light of a sudden inspiration leapt into her
face, and she turned to her husband. ¢ Henry,” she said
solemnly, “ do you not think that Gwen should go to bed?
She seems to me,’”’ she continued, taking a critical survey
of the blue-daubed figure, ¢ she seems to me a little old for
such very peculiar adaptations of history.”

“To bed,” remarked the husband, infinitely relieved. It
seemed quite a happy solution to the whole question, and
must fulfill every purpose,—be Gwen’s Nemesis, a salve to
Mary’s hurt morality, and a merciful deliverance to all
others concerned. “Yes, a very sensible suggestion of
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yours, dearest. I consider that it would be a most salu-
tary measure to send Gwen to bed.”

“Indeed, sir,” remarked Mary, without a particle of the
satisfaction that might have been expected from her, ¢ Miss
Gwen will be fit for no other place by the time I’ve done
with her, what with the paraffin and the scrubbing and
her skin that tender. Ol come, Miss, come away,” she
cried grimly, laying hold of Gwen.

“ (Qrace, my darling,” said Mr. Waring, passing his free
hand wearily over his brow, * such scenes as these are in-
deed upsetting. I am quite unable to take up the thread
of our discourse.”

“T feel as you do, Henry,” said his wife sadly, ¢ we seem
to have so very little time to ourselves.”

“Do you think, Grace, we should procure a tutor for
those children? Let me see, how old are they? ”

“T have their ages down somewhere in my tablets,” said
Mrs. Waring, ruinmaging in her pocket and producing a
little book of ivory tablets. She consulted it anxiously.

“Just fancy,” she exclaimed with astonished eyes,
" “Dacre will be seven in April—I had no idea he was so
old—and I see Gwen is just twelve months younger.”

“T think their physical powers are now fairly developed
—indeed, T am of the opinion that the boy’s development
will continue to be mainly physical; he will, I fear, run
much to cricket and other brutal sports. But no doubt he
has some small amount of brain power that should be made
the most of. We must now get some one who will under-
take this business for us, dear love.”

“ Ah,” said his wife plaintively, ¢ the feeding and physi-
cal care of children seems a terrible responsibility; it
weighs upon my life. But the development of their intel-
lectual powers!—I wish the time for it had kept off just
a little longer, until we were farther on in our last, our
best work. And if,” she said wearily, “you think the
brain power of Dacre, at least, is so insignificant, the task
becomes Herculean.”

“We must consult the rector, dear.”

“I feel in some way we must have failed in our duty.
The grammar that child spoke was appalling, as was also
the intonation of her words. I wonder how this has come






JAMES JOSEPH CALLANAN.
(1795—1829.)

JamEs JosEpH CALLANAN, the poet, was born in Cork in 1795.
Owing to the fact that Jeremiah resembles slightly in sound the
English form into which the Irish peasantry transpose the Gaelic
name Diarmiud, he was often called Jeremiah. Very littleis known
of his boyhood, save that he loved and learned the legends and his-
tory of his country. He was intended for the priesthood, butin 1816
he left Maynooth for Dublin, where he was an outpensioner at
Trinity College. While there he wrote two poems, one on the
‘ Restoration of the Spoils of Athens by Alexander the Great,” and
the other on the ‘ Accession of George the Fourth.” For these he
was awarded the prizes in the gift of the Vice-Chancellor.

After spending two years in the university he turned his steps
toward his birthplace. Here he found his parents dead, his friends
and acquaintances scattered, and all his old haunts in the hands of
strangers. This so affected him that in utter despair he turned
away and enlisted in the 18th Royal Irish ; some of his friends,
however, bought him off. Then for two years he was tutor in the
family of Mr. M'Carthy, who resided near Mill Street, County Cork.
Here the poet enjoyed the romantic scenery of the Killarney and
Muskerry Mountains ; but his restless spirit longed for change, and
in 1822 we find him in his native city, Cork, leading an aimless
life. In 1823 he became a tutor in the school of the celebrated Dr.
William Maginn of Cork. The doctor soon found out and encour-
aged his talent, and introduced him to several literary friends.
The result of this was the appearance of six popular songs, translated
from the Irish by Callanan, in the pages of Blackwood's Magazine.

He soon gave up teaching and spent his time in wandering about
the country, collecting from the Irish-speaking inhabitants the wild
poems and legends in their native tongue, which had been handed
down from father to son for generations. These he clothed in all
the grace, beauty, and sentiment of the English language, of which
he was master. He chose the romantic and lovely island of Inchi-
dony for a temporary residence ; and in this retreat, surrounded
by the wild nature he loved, he wrote some of his best known and
most popular verse, including ‘The Recluse of Inchidony,” pub-
lished in 1830. His poem ‘The Virgin Mary’s Bank ' was inspired
by a tradition connected with this island. ¢ Gougane Barra'®is the
most popular of his poems in the south of Ireland.

In 1829 he was advised to try a change of climate; and he be-
came tutor in the family of an Irish gentleman residing in Lisbon.
Here in a few months he learned enough of the language to read
Portuguese poetry ; and here also he prepared his scattered writ-
ings for publication in a collected form. His health grew rapidly
worse ; and he longed intensely to return and die in his beloved
native land. Although utterly prostrate, he went on board a vessel
Jbound for Cork, but his symptoms became so alarming that he was

438









JAMES JOSEPH CALLANAN. 439

forced to return on shore, where he died a few days later, Sept.
19, 1829.

‘¢ His vigorous, stirring, and thoroughly original poem on ‘ Gou-
gane Barra,” with its resonant double-rimes, so characteristic of
the Gael,” has a freedom all its own, says Mr. George Sigerson, who
continues : ‘* His pride was to have awakened the ancient harp and
mingled with the voice of southern waters the songs that even Echo
had forgotten, he says, invoking the * Least Bard of the Hills.” The
claim was justified. Moore unquestionably revived the spirit of
Irish melody and first infused into poetry the legends of the land.
It is Callanan’s distinction—a great one, though ignored till now—
that he was the first to give adequate versions of Irish Gaelic poems.
Compared with preceding and many subsequent attempts, they are
marvelously close and true to their originals, . . . Callanan was
among the first (after the popular balladists) to introduce a Gaelic
refrain into English poetry.”

A third edition of Callanan’s poems appeared in 1847, with a bio-
graphical introduction and notes by Mr. M. F. M'Carthy. Another
volume of his collected poems was published in 1861.

GOUGANE BARRA.!

There is a green island in lone Gougane Barra,

Whence Allu of songs rushes forth like an arrow;

In deep-valleyed Desmond a thousand wild fountains

Come down to that lake, from their home in the mountains.
There grows the wild ash; and a time-stricken willow
Looks chidingly down on the mirth of the billow,

As, like some gay child that sad monitor scorning,

It lightly laughs back to the laugh of the morning.

And its zone of dark hills—oh! to see them all bright’ning,
When the tempest flings out its red banner of lightning,
And the waters come down, 'mid the thunder’s deep rattle,
Like clans from their hills at the voice of the battle;

And brightly the fire-crested billows are gleaming,

And wildly from Malloc 2 the eagles are screaming:

Oh, where is the dwelling, in valley or highland,

So meet for a bard as this lone little island?

How oft, when the summer sun rested on Clara8

And lit the blue headland of sullen Ivara,

Have I sought thee, sweet spot, from my home by the ocean,
And trod all thy wilds with a minstrel’s devotion,

1 Gougane Barra is a small lake about two miles in circumference,
formed by the numerous streams which descend from the mountains that
divide the counties of Cork and Kerry.

8 A mountain over the lake. 3 Cape Clear.
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And thought on the bards who, oft gathering together,
In the cleft of thy rocks, and the depth of thy heather,
Dwelt far from the Saxon’s dark bondage and slaughter,
As they raised their last song by the rush of thy water!

High sons of the lyre! oh, how proud was the feeling

To dream while alone through that solitude stealing;
Though loftier minstrels green Erin can number,

I alone waked the strain of her harp from its slumber,

And gleaned the gray legend that long had been sleeping,
Where oblivion’s dull mist o’er its beauty was creeping,
From the love which I felt for my country’s sad story,
When to love her was shame, to revile her was glory!

Least bard of the free! were it mine to inherit

The fire of thy harp and the wing of thy spirit,

With the wrongs which, like thee, to my own land have bound
me,

Did your mantle of song throw its radiance around me;

Yet, yet on those bold cliffs might Liberty rally,

And abroad send her cry o’er the sleep of each valley.

But rouse thee, vain dreamer! no fond fancy cherish,

Thy vision of Freedom in bloodshed must perish.

I soon shall be gone—though my name may be spoken
When Erin awakes, and her fetters are broken—

Some minstrel will come in the summer eve’s gleaming,
When Freedom’s young light on his spirit is beaming,
To bend o’er my grave with a tear of emotion,

Where calm Avonbuee seeks the kisses of ocean,

And a wild wreath to plant from the banks of that river
O’er the heart and the harp that are silent for ever.

THE GIRL I LOVE.

The girl I love is comely, straight, and tall,

Down her white neck her auburn tresses fall.

Her dress is neat, her carriage light and free—

Here’s a health to that charming maid, whoe’er she be!

The rose’s blush but fades beside her cheek ;

Her eyes are blue, her forehead pale and meek;

Her lips like cherries on a summer tree—

Here’s a health to that charming maid, whoe’er she be!
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O SAY, MY BROWN DRIMIN.?
Translated from the Irish.

O say, my brown Drimin, thou silk of the kine,?

Where, where are thy strong ones, last hope of thy line?
Too deep and too long is the slumber they take,

At the loud call of freedom why don’t they awake?

My strong ones have fallen—from the bright eye of day
All darkly they sleep in their dwelling of clay;

The cold turf is o’er them ;—they hear not my cries,
And since Louis no aid gives I cannot arise.

O! where art thou, Louis, our eyes are on thee?

Are thy lofty ships walking in strength o’er the sea?
In freedom’s last strife if you linger or quail,

No morn e’er shall break on the night of the Gael.

But should the king’s son, now bereft of his right,
Come, proud in his strength, for his country to fight;
Like leaves on the trees will new people arise,

And deep from their mountains shout back to my cries.

When the prince, now an exile, shall come for his own,
The isles of his father, his rights and his throne,

My people in battle the Saxons will meet,

And kick them before, like old shoes from their feet.

O’er mountains and valleys they ’1l press on their rout,
The five ends of Erin shall ring to their shout;

My sons all united shall bless the glad day

When the flint-hearted Saxons they ’ve chased far away.

THE WHITE COCKADE.
Translated from the Irish.

King Charles he is King James’s son,

And from a royal line is sprung;

Then up with shout, and out with blade,
And we’ll raise once more the white cockade.

! Drimin is the ‘favorite name of a cow, by which Ireland is here alle-

orically denoted. The five ends of Erin are the five kingdoms—Munster,

einster, Ulster, Connaught, and Meath—into which the island was
divided under the Milesian dynasty.—Callanan.

’t gzlk of the cows, an idiomatic expression for the most beautiful of
cattle.
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That heart is now broken that never would quail,
And thy high songs are turned into weeping and wail.

Bright shades of our sires! from your home in the skies
O blast not your sons with the scorn of your eyes!
Proud spirit of Gollam,! how red is thy cheek,

For thy freemen are slaves, and thy mighty are weak!

O’Neil of the Hostages; 2 Con,3 whose high name

On a hundred red battles has floated to fame,

Let the long grass still sigh undisturbed o’er thy sleep;
Arise not to shame us, awake not to weep.

In thy broad wing of darkness enfold us, O night!
Withhold, O bright sun, the reproach of thy light!
For freedom or valor no more canst thou see

In the home of the brave, in the isle of the free.

Affliction’s dark waters your spirits have bowed,

And oppression hath wrapped all your land in its shroud,
Since first from the Brehon’s ¢ pure justice you strayed
And bent to those laws the proud Saxon has made.

We know not our country, so strange is her face;
Her sons, once her glory, are now her disgrace;
Gone, gone is the beauty of fair Innisfail,

For the stranger now rules in the land of the Gael.

Where, where are the woods that oft rung to your cheer,
Where you waked the wild chase of the wolf and the deer?
Can those dark heights, with ramparts all frowning and riven,
Be the hills where your forests waved brightly in heaven?

O bondsmen of Egypt, no Moses appears

To light your dark steps thro’ this desert of tears!
Degraded and lost ones, no Hector is nigh

To lead you to freedom, or teach you to die!

9

1 Gollam, a name of Milesius, the Spanish progenitor of the Irish O’s
and Magcs.

* Nial of the Nine Hostages, the heroic monarch of Ireland in the fourth
century, and ancestor of the O’Neil family.
. 2 Con Cead Catha, Con of the Hundred Fights, monarch of the island
in the second centurﬁ. Although the fighter of a hundred battles. he was
not the victor of a hundred fields; his valorous rival Owen, King of
Munster, compelled him to a division of the kingdom.

% Brehons, the hereditary judges of the Irish septs.


















LADY COLIN CAMPBELL.

T.apy CoLIN CAMPBELL is the youngest daughter of Edmond
Maghlin Blood, Brickhill, County Clare, Ireland. She was educated
in Italy and France. Shemarried Lord Colin Campbell, the youngest
son of the eighth Duke of Argyll. She obtained a separation from
Lord Colin Campbell for cruelty, and became a widow in 1895. She
was the art critic of The World; and was also the author of ‘A
Woman’s Walks,’ in the same paper.

Her publications are ¢ Darell Blake,’ ‘A Book of the Running
Brook,’ ¢ A Miracle in Rabbits,’ etc.

A MODERN -ZEGERIA.

From ¢ Darell Blake.’

He had never loved anything or anybody until he met
Lady Alma; hence he had no standard of comparison in
his mind whereby he could gauge the extent of his present
absorption. Iis affection for his wife was a pleasant
equable feeling; she was a dear, good, unselfish creature;
but, if such an expression were permissible, his feeling for
her, without his knowing it, had always been more that of
a brother than of a husband.

Unfortunately for Victoria, she was not a woman gifted
with the particular power to captivate and arrest the in-
terest of a mind so energetic as Darell’s. The small do-
mestic trivialities of every-day life, which she would daily
weary and irritate him by discussing, seemed to her to be
the most natural subjects of interest between them during
their conjugal téte-a-tétes, when Darell arrived home tired
and worn out at the end of his day’s work. At the same
time the crushing sense of inability to grasp the interests
that she dimly felt were ever occupying her husband’s
mind, acted as a perpetual discouragement to her. Thus
it was only too natural that the effect of the contrast be-
tween the minds of these two women, the only two that
Darell Blake had ever been thrown in contact with—the
one prosaic, timid, and sluggish, yet capable of the most
exalted unselfishness; the other quick, tortuous, unsparing,
and devoid of all guiding principle—should heighten the

448
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illusion which Lady Alma’s personality had produced on
Darell’s inexperience.

The man’s sentimental nature had lain dormant all his
life. From his earliest youth he had lived through his brain
alone; he had been too eager, too restless, too impatient to
make his way, ever to think of asking himself whether he
had a heart or not. Loving or not loving is far more a
habit than most people know or will acknowledge. With
Darell it was a habit he had entirely neglected to cultivate,
and the result of such neglect was that having at last
fallen into the clutches of Love, that enemy of human peace
of mind, he found himself struggling with a passion that
threatened to shipwreck his whole existence unless he got
the upper hand.

Darell was no weak child, and he struggled bravely, but
in such acute cases discretion is the better part of valor,
and presence of mind should promptly dictate absence of
body. The idea of going away, of leaving London, did in-
deed occur to him for one brief moment, but he swept it
aside. It was impossible he should give up his work, his
whole career, at the very moment it was trembling in the
balance! Besides, in that work, in that career, lay his best
hope of salvation; and he threw himself into the political
campaign (which had been opened before him even sooner
than he had expected, owing to the premature resignation
through ill-health of the Member for South Peckham) with
an impetuosity which at least had the merit of acting as a
relief to his intense mental strain. Only in this way could
he let Lady Alma see that the man to whom she had been
so graciously kind was worthy of her interest and her ap-
probation. He felt as if he were entering the lists with his
liege lady’s colors pinned to his helmet, and he resolved in
his heart that she should have reason to be proud of the
champion she had sent into the fray. Only in this way
could he ever prove his adoration, both to her and to him-
self; and it was, therefore, with the unflagging enthusiasm
born of this idea, as well as with the unrest caused by the
effort to stifle the passion which strove within him and
called aloud for utterance in words, that Darell toiled early
and late. Working at the Tribune office, speaking at meet-
ings at South Peckham, where his fervent eloquence had

stir{x’-ed up all the elements of political storm, canvassing,
2
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interviewing important people, he gave himself rest neither
night nor day, until even Sedley began to look almost
grave as he tried to put a drag on his turbulent protégé.

“ Tt ’s all nonsense your working like this, my lad,” he
said one night in the T'ribune office, “ no constitution can
possibly stand it, especially after the work you have done,
without a single interruption, ever since you came here
more than a year and a half ago. You do ten times, fifty
times as much as you need, especially while you have this
election business on your shoulders. Why don’t you leave
more to your sub? He is a clever young fellow enough in
his way, and if you only knew all that your predecessor
left in his hands, you would be surprised.”

“ Hardly a recommendation to me to do likewise, when
I remember where the Tribune had drifted to when you put
me at the helm,” answered Darell, with a weary smile.
He was in that acute state of over-work when one feels as
if something must snap in one’s brain, and that if it did do
so, it would be a relief. He had seen Lady Alma for a few
moments that day, and the questions that he read, or
thought he read, in her eyes were almost more than he
could stand. Not work so hard? Why, his work was the
only thing that kept him from going to pieces, the only
means whereby he could compel his thoughts in some
measure away from Lady Almaj; though no matter how
much he strained his attention to other things on the sur-
face, through it all, like the sense of the dominant key in a
phrase of music, ran the memory of her beauty, of her
charm, which seemed to hold every fiber of his being.
“You need not worry about me,” he added, “ the Tribune
is not going to lose its editor yet awhile. I’ll take a holi-
day in August, and that will set me up again. And as to
this extra work just now, the worst of it will soon be over,
you know, for the polling is the day after to-morrow. You
will be down there with me, won’t you? ”

“Till the evening, certainly,” answered Sedley, ¢ but I
have to dine at the Speaker’s that evening, so I must get
back to town early, and shall not be able to wait to hear
the result. Not that I have much fear about it,” he added,
with a laugh, “ and I have the courage of my opinions, for
I have backed you for fifty pounds! I have been around to-
day to a number of people and they have all promised you
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their carriages. Lady Alma and Mrs. Walpole have done
the same, and they mean to bring down a bevy of workers
to whip up the recalcitrant voters. You’ll see, everything
and everybody will go upon wheels—the pun was uninten-
tional, but we will take it as a good omen! So cheer up,
my lad, and prepare to accept with becoming dignity the
honors that the South Peckhamites are going to shower
upon you!”

To say that South Peckham woke up in a state of fer-
ment on the morning of the eventful day is but a poor
and inadequate expression. In fact, it can hardly be said
to have waked up, insomuch that a considerable number of
its inhabitants never went to bed at all, and as these per-
gisted in perambulating the streets singing party songs,
and cheering at intervals for the rival candidates, it may
fairly be said that but few South Peckhamites slept peace-
fully that night. Never had there been such excitement
over an election in that placid constituency before. Both
sides had strained every nerve in the campaign, but as yet
neither had any idea with whom would lie the ultimate
victory.

The Radical party had felt all along that the fight at
South Peckham would be a serious one. It was true that
the registration of the Radical electors had been very care-
fully kept up, but on the other hand Darell Blake was an
unknown man to the constituency, while the Conservative
party had for once had the intelligence to put forward as
candidate a local dry goods dealer, an owner of one of
those immense establishments of modern growth which,
like Aaron’s rod, had swallowed up all the other little re-
tail rods around it. The head of this huge system of local
patronage and employment, one Prodgers, was as the
straw is to the drowning man to the Conservative Asso-
ciation. There had been distinet heartburnings among
the titled members of the Tory organization at the Carlton
that such a move as this should have to be resorted to.
There had been many pourparlers as to the choice between
the two evils which had to be faced—i. e., the loss of a Lon-
don constituency, or the sacrifice on the altar of Baal by
admitting the undeniably parvenu Prodgers to that home
of the country gentleman and Tory purist, the Carlton
Club. Darell was better known in Pall Mall than in Peck-
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ham, and the announcement that he had been chosen as
Radical candidate had filled the breasts of the wirepullers
at the Carlton with blank dismay. There was no time to
be lost in finding a sufficiently strong local influence where-
with to oppose this firebrand. It was quite clear that at
such a juncture, and with such an opponent, it would be
absolutely useless to put forward some colorless youth
who happened to be the younger son of a Tory peer, so the
Prodgers pill was swallowed, though not without many
wry faces and murmurings amongst the rank and file of
the Conservatives.

“Vote for Prodgers, your local Friend and Neighbor,”
“ Prodgers and the Integrity of the Empire,” ¢ Prodgers
the Public Benefactor,” these and many similar placards,
all calculated to appeal to the self-interest of the popula-
tion to whom the great Prodgers afforded so much employ-
ment, adorned the hoardings and blank walls on every side
as you approached the scene of the contest. The battle of
the billposters had been carried on with ardor, for Darell
Blake’s supporters had not been behindhand. There was,
perhaps, less froth on the surface, but none the less were
there determination and energy. The whole of the T'ri-
bune office had turned out en bloc on every occasion that
the employés could get an hour’s leave from the printing
presses. Many of the most acute battles of the bills had
been carried on by the printer’s devils from Fleet Street, to
whom the guerrilla warfare of tearing down the opposition
posters had been absolutely delightful.

The Radical organization spent, in comparison to their
opponents, but little money. They had not the resources
of Prodgers behind them. The magnificent fourgons, with
their sleek teams of splendid horses in richly caparisoned
harness, bearing the proud device of “Prodgers, Provider,”
were not procurable on the Radical side to impress and
overawe the electorate. Each little baker, haberdasher,
and bootmaker, however, who had become abnormally
Radical under the predominating influence of the absorb-
ing Prodgers was up in arms on this occasion to deal one
bold blow against the hated rival, salving their consciences
meanwhile with the belief that they were actuated by
a spirit of the purest patriotism. Needless to state, the
orthodox clergy were on the side of the big fourgons, the
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fat horses, the wealth, and the eminently Conservative re-
spectability of Prodgers. The dissenting element went
therefore “ solid ” for the Radical candidate—Wesleyans,
Baptists, Nonconformists, Salvationists, all toiled man-
fully for the man who promised to bring about the Dises-
tablishment of the Church of England at the earliest possi-
ble date, and the prospect of such a distribution of loaves
and fishes impelled them to canvass every corner of the dis-
trict. South Peckham was in a ferment of what it was
pleased to comsider national emotion. It felt that not
only the eyes of all the civilized world were upon this par-
ticular election, but that the Ministry itself was trembling
in its shoes at what might be the verdict of South Peck-
ham. Had not the Tribune placed this issue clearly be-
fore the clectorate? Thus it came to pass that while the
worthy Peckhamites were working themselves up into a
pefect furore of political passion under the stirring .
speeches of Darell, which revealed to many of them, no
doubt for the first time, undreamt-of political issues, they
were also enjoying the delicious sensation of being individ-
uals of public prominence, and at the same time gratifying
the petty jealousies and local hatreds that are so pecu-
liarly characteristic of the genus of Little Pedlingtons.

No wonder, therefore, if South Peckham enjoyed itself
when the great and eventful day at last arrived. All day
long the streets and thoroughfares were crowded. Ordi-
nary business was practically at a standstill, for every
tradesman in the place, with few exceptions, was an ardent
partisan, and every one who possessed any vehicle other
than a wheelbarrow was both pleased and proud to lend it
for the service of the candidate he supported. Outside
help, too, was not wanting, and much amusement might
- have been derived from studying the faces of the smart
coachmen from the West-end obliged to drive voters to the
poll in what they evidently looked upon with contempt as
an uncivilized and unseemly part of London, which no
coachman who respected himself could be expected to
know. Most active of all, darting hither and thither
through the crowd, was a miniature dog-cart, brown in
color throughout, and driven by Mrs. Chester, a small but
most enthusiastic worker on the Radical Women’s Associa-
tion, to whom Sedley had given the appropriate sobriquet



454 IRISH LITERATURE.

of “ Mother Carey’s Chicken of Politics,” for, like her pro-
totype, she was always the harbinger of storms. The energy
of this little lady knew no bounds; and in pursuit of voters
she would whip up her little rat of a pony, and reckless of
life or limb, or of the safety of the small tiger who occupied
a slippery and precarious seat at the back of the tilted-up
cart, she would dash through the crowd, and, having se-
cured her prey, land him in triumph at the poll, and then
swoop off after another. There was no withstanding her
eloquence or her energy; and it may safely be said that
Mrs. Chester, in the course of that long day, did greater
service to Darell than any other individual who worked to
secure his election.

Lady Alma and Mrs. Walpole were also amongst the
workers, but while Mrs. Walpole did her best to emulate
Mrs. Chester’s feats of activity, Lady Alma remained the
greater part of the day at one or other of the committee
rooms, going over the list of voters, seeing that no one was
forgotten, hearing reports, sending out messengers, and
generally superintending the progress of the battle. Darell
was but little with her, but this she did not seem to mind.
Even her steady pulses were quickened under the influence
of the fight that was going on. She felt confident of Dar-
ell’s victory, and at the bottom of her heart she felt equally
confident that her victory over Darell would not linger long
behind. She had read him with her usual quickness, and
the fight he had been waging with himself ever since Sed-
ley’s interruption on the terrace—Lady Alma even now
could not think of that interruption without a frown—
was not altogether unknown to her; and with her habit of
analyzing her sensations, she owned to herself that though
Darell’s elusiveness irritated her, at the same time it had
invested him with an attraction which she had never felt in
her life before. She had never known a man who struggled
against any feeling with which she might have inspired
him; and as she watched Darell, and saw not only how he
fought with himself, but how that fight was beginning to
tell on him, she told herself, with keen delight of anticipa-
tion, how exquisite the moment of victory over such a
nature would be when it came.

But Lady Alma was one of those rare women who,
though they never lose sight of their quarry, understand
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the science of stalking; and to mix sentiment with the tur-
moil of an election would be, she felt, a fatal error. When-
ever she and Darell met during that long day, she was
charmingly amiable, sympathetic, full of interest in the
battle, and of encouragement as to the result; but not in
looks, gestures, nor words did she in any way seek to dis-
turb his mind or suggest more personal or tender thoughts.
In her cool white embroideries and straw hat, with a bunch
of dark blue cornflowers and dark blue ribbon—Darell’s
colors—at her breast, the sight of her rested him * like the
shadow of a great rock in a weary land.” All the sense of
struggling seemed to have slipped from him like a cloak
from his shoulders, in the closeness of interest which
seemed to bind them together that day; he even forgot or
only dimly remembered that he had ever struggled at all.
He had not time to analyze his feelings, or to ask himself
what this new peace which had succeeded the turmoil of
the last weeks might mean. There would be time enough
to explain and understand later on; for the moment he
could think only of the battle which was raging around
him, and in which he felt that his whole life was at stake.

Lady Alma had no intention of deserting the battlefield
without knowing who had carried off the victory, and had
accordingly, with Mrs. Walpole and Mrs. Chester, accepted
the invitation of one of the local dames, the wife of a rising
rival of the redoubtable Prodgers, to dine and rest at her
house while awaiting the result of counting of the ballot
boxes. Not that she really needed rest. She was as untir-
ing, when she was interested, as a wolf or a Red Indian;
and she had never before been so interested as she had
been that day. Far otherwise was it with Mrs. Walpole.
That good lady, by the time the evening came on, felt that
to spend a whole day away from a looking-glass was a sac-
rifice on the altar of friendship and popularity which was
too severe for her weak nature. It was true she had a
powder-puff in her pocket, but what was a miserable puff,
after a hot summer’s day of work, and talk, and excite-
ment, to a lady so carefully built up and artistically made
youthful as Mrs. Walpole? She felt that her toupée,
though warranted to have been made of “ naturally curl-
ing ” hair, was growing limp and disheveled, and she felt
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distinctly put out when she looked across the table at Alma
Vereker and saw what ‘“naturally curling” hair really
meant. What a fool she had been not to have gone straight
home, instead of saying she would wait to hear the result,
and drive back with Alma and Darell! Poor Mrs. Wal-
pole’s usually good temper had given way under the com-
bined influences of fatigue, heat, and above all of mortified
vanity, when she compared her own disheveled, worn-out
appearance and flushed, haggard cheeks with the cool
serenity of the younger woman opposite. She mentally
determined not to court such a comparison any longer than
she could help, and when the hour for the declaration of
the poll drew nigh, and Lady Alma announced her inten-
tion of going to the Town Hall, Mrs. Walpole excused her-
self on the ground of fatigue, and she said she preferred
to wait where she was till Alma returned to fetch her.

The poll closed at eight P. M. and Darell had adjourned
to the Town Hall, whither the ballot boxes had been car-
ried. Each side was in the highest state of excitement,
and fully believed it had secured the victory. Prodgers
was passing the anxious hours in one of the committee
rooms downstairs, surrounded by a bevy of his supporters,
while his representative was watching over his interests
upstairs in the room where the counting of the votes was
going on under the eye of the sheriff. Darell, in another
room, was, with his usual impetuosity, busily employed
with his various agents in the occupation known as
“ counting his chickens before they were hatched.” But
the hatching was accomplished now, for, as Lady Alma ar-
rived at the door of the room where Darell and his sup-
porters were waiting, an excited partisan came tumbling
down the broad stairs at the imminent risk of his neck,
gasping out that Darell Blake had won the day.

The news ran like wildfire, and as the members of both
committees accompanied the rival candidates upstairs,
their ears were almost deafened by the uproar that burst
from the crowd outside as the result of the election was
passed from lip to lip. Cheers, groans, huzzas, and hisses
were freely mingled, and the huge seething mass of hu-
manity surged hither and thither in a tempest of excite-
ment as the sheriff came out on the great balcony above
the entrance to make the official declaration :—
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Darell Blake (Radical) . . . . 3332
Gustavus Adolphus Prodgers (Conservatlve) . . 3129
Majority for Darell Blake . . . . . . . . 208

The hush that had fallen upon the crowd when the
sheriff appeared was but of brief duration, and was fol-
lowed by a tumultuous storm of applause from every little
costermonger and tradesman who had gathered en masse to
assist at the dethronement of the almighty Prodgers on
this memorable occasion. The Rights of Labor, Free Edu-
cation, the Disestablishment of the Church, and the most
cherished principles of the Liberal creed had vanished
from the imaginations of the enthusiastic Peckhamite Rad-
icals in the realization of the personal success which had
attended their struggle in this trade feud with the omniv-
orous Prodgers. The faces of the local magnates, the
representatives of prosperous villadom, whose social posi-
tion in the district had given them the right to be present
in the Town Hall on such an occasion, grew longer and
longer as they slowly realized that what they believed to
be an era of social revolution was at last going to sweep
over them. Prodgers, however, with the deep instinct of
a tradesman to make the best of a bad bargain, put as smil-
ing a face as he could upon his defeat; and with the same
self-complacent, semi-obsequious air with which he would
have offered “the last sweet thing in mantles,” he came
forward and congratulated Darell on his victory. Darell,
ready to believe in everything and everybody in the en-
thusiasm of that moment of triumph, seized the out-
stretched hand of Prodgers, as though the latter had been
a long-lost friend and brother. As this affecting scene
took place on the balcony in full view of the crowd, the
whole audience howled approval of so admirable and ex-
emplary a termination to the fight. The only exception
to this remarkably peaceful electoral picture was the row
of vinegar faces of the local magnates standing as a back-
ground to the two candidates. As soon as the gush of ap-
proving sentiment had somewhat spent itself, another cry
went up of “ Speech! speech!” and Darell, advancing to
the balustrade, looked out over the sea of upturned faces
below, all curiously white and distinct in the strong glare
of the gaslight. As he realized that these people were his
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constituents, that he was their Member, that at this mo-
ment he was at last touching the height of his boyish
ambition, a knot seemed to rise in his throat, and for an
instant almost choked him. But not for long, and, recov-
ering himself, his voice rang out clear and strong—

“In offering to you, my friends, my thanks and congrat-
ulations on the result of our great victory, I feel that there
is one portion of my task which is beyond my powers, and
that is to make a fitting acknowledgment to those who have
fought the fight for me, and to whom, far more than to my
own poor cfforts, is due the glorious result of to-day’s con-
test. I am indeed both glad and proud that the principles
we have fought so hard for should have been crowned with
victory; and I am the more glad and the more proud that
you should have honored me by selecting me as the cham-
pion of our great cause of Liberty and Progress. It is
indeed a great and glorious reward, after many years of
conflict on behalf of the People, to find that they place con-
fidence not only in my judgment, but in my ability to serve
them. The day has now come when Labor can claim its
rights. These are the occasions we look for to hear the
voice of the People, and so long as they come forward in
their thousands, show themselves actuated by an interest
in great political questions, and are prepared to express
their opinions with the overwhelming power which they
alone possess, no political intrigues of an embarrassed
Ministry, no wire-pulling by aristocratic organizations,
will be able to prevail against them. I have not only to
congratulate you, my friends and supporters, on the re-
sult of this election, but it behooves me also to offer a
tribute of praise to the honorable and straightforward way
in which our opponents have conducted their side of the
campaign!”

A perfect tempest of applause broke out when Darell
ceased speaking, so that it was some time before the esti-
mable Prodgers could obtain a hearing for a few trite re-
marks of sympathy to his defeated supporters, ending up
with the usual promise to reverse the result of the poll on
the next occasion.

When Darell retired to the back of the balcony after
making his speech, and turned round to enter the room,
he found himself face to face with Lady Alma. She seemed
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completely absorbed in the scene that was taking place.
Coquetry, thirst for admiration, love of homage, all had,
for one brief moment, died out of even her nature. For
once in her life Alma Vereker had forgotten her own per-
sonality in her admiration for that of another; and as she
had stood there behind Darell while he was speaking, look-
ing at his square, close-cropped black head and lithe,
sinewy form outlined against the gas-lit crowd below and
beyond, listening to his clear, mellow voice that rang out
with a triumphal defiance in its tones that thrilled her
even as it thrilled the surging mass of people, she felt not
only proud of Darell, but was conscious of a secret wish
that it had been her lot to have had such a man, with his
indomitable spirit, energy, and enthusiasm, by her side as
her partner in life’s battles.

She startled slightly when Darell paused in front of her,
and just then her footman appeared in the entrance to the
balcony. ‘If you please, my lady,” he said, touching his
hat, “I went for Mrs. Walpole, but she had left word for
your ladyship that the was so tired that she had gone home
with Mrs. Chester, as she did not feel well enough to wait
for your ladyship. And Jones has brought the carriage
round to the side-door here, so that your ladyship may
avoid the crowd.”

Lady Alma had listened with a frown while the man was
speaking. So Mrs. Walpole had thrown her over? Well,
she was not one to change her plans on that account.
“Very well, Frederick,” she said. “ Fetch my cloak out
of No. 1 Committee Room downstairs, and take it to the
carriage. I shall leave directly. You see, Mr. Blake,” she
said, turning to him, and raising her eyes to his, when the
man departed on his errand, “ you will have to be satis-
fied with my poor companionship on the road home, as Mrs.
Walpole has deserted us, and I think, as it is getting late,
the sooner we start the better.”

Prodgers had just finished speaking, and suddenly there
arose another cry for Darell. He stepped forward, bowing
his acknowledgments, and Lady Alma, out of a movement
of curiosity to see the crowd, moved with him. Instantly
some one raised a shout, “ Three cheers for Mr. and Mrs.
Blake!” Again and again the cry was taken up, until

-
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the crowd fairly shouted itself hoarse in admiration of the
couple before them.

Lady Alma, on hearing the shout, had grown first crim-
son, then dead white. Darell was thunderstruck, aghast,
bewildered ; and he was just trying to find some words
wherewith to correct the mistake, when he felt the touch
of Lady Alma’s fingers on his arm. “ Don’t say anything,”
she whispered hurriedly, ‘explanations will only make
matters worse! Let us get away as soon as we can,” and
recalling her presence of mind, she bowed to the crowd and
left the balcony. TFortunately the majority of the local
magnates had already preceded them into the room beyond,
and those who were left had been too much occupied dis-
cussing their defeat, to notice anything more than that
the crowd were cheering their new member.

For the greater part of the way home Lady Alma lay
back silently, with closed eyes, in the corner of the landau.
At first Darell was glad of this silence. His brain was on
fire with the excitement of the day’s fight, the glorious vic-
tory, and the last shout of the crowd had fairly put him
beside himself. He sat back in his corner of the great
open carriage, looking at Lady Alma. Ah! if this woman
were really his wife, as the crowd had just acclaimed her
to be! His companion in heart and soul, his crowning
triumph in joy, his crowning consolation in sorrow! with
such a woman to help him with her keen intellect, her re-
sistless charm, her strength of will and power of compre-
hension, to what triumphs might he not ultimately climb!
How good she had been to him, how good! It was to her
he owed everything that made life most dear; it was from
her hand that he had this day received the crowning ambi-
tion of his existence. How she had worked for him! and
to think that at the end of it all she should have been of-
fended by the mistake of the crowd! Darell could not bear
this idea, and, overcome by the turmoil of his feelings, he
bent forward and laid his hand on hers, from which she
had withdrawn the glove when she entered the carriage.
Lady Alma opened her eyes. She felt as if in a dream, but
through the dream came a vague, exquisite consciousness
that the hour of her victory had at last arrived.

“Tell me vou are not offended with me for what hap-
pened,” said Darell, in a low husky voice. The sensation
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of her cool hand, which Lady Alma did not remove, under
his palm, put the finishing touch to his emotion. <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>