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‘IRISH LITERATURE.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Ak, ﬁzf&'ﬁ,,
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FOREWORD.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

CECIL FRANCES ALEXANDER.
(1818—1895.)

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

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

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

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

THE BURIAL OF MOSES.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

For beast and bird have seen and heard that which man

knoweth not!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

This was the truest warrior that ever buckled sword;

This the most gifted poet that ever breathed a word;

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

THERE IS A GREEN HILL.

There is a green hill far away,

. Without a city wall,

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

THE SIEGE OF DERRY.

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

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

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

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

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

Then the foemen gathered fast—we could see them marching

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

know ?

With the foemen’s closing line, while the English make no sign,
And the daily less’ning ration, and the fall of stagg’ring
feet,
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And the wailing low and fearful, and the women, stern and
tearful,
Speaking bravely to their husbands and their lovers in the
street.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

With His mighty arm hath gotten Himself the victory now.

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

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



WILLIAM ALEXANDER.
(185 e

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

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

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

INSCRIPTION

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

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

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

Of earth’s great waterfloods shall enter in,

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

Here it is meet for grief and love to grave

The Christ-taught bravery that died to save,

The life not lost, but found beneath the wave.

VERY FAR AWAY.

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

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

O ship! O sail! far must ye be

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

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

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

How shall we bury him?

Where shall we leave the old man lying?

With music in the distance dying—dying,

Among the arches of the Abbey grand and dim,

There if we might, we would bury him;

And comrades of the sea should bear the pall;

And the great organ should let rise and fall

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

And yet far grander will we bury him.

Strike the ship-bell slowly—slowly—slowly!

Sailors! trail the colors half-mast high;

Leave him in the face of God most holy,

Underneath the vault of Arctic sky.

Let the long, long darkness wrap him round,

By the long sunlight be his forehead crowned.

For cathedral panes ablaze with stories,

For the tapers in the nave and choir,

Give him lights auroral—give him glories

Mingled of the rose and of the fire.

Let the wild winds, like chief mourners, walk,

Let the stars burn o’er his catafalque.

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

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

Till seas give up their dead ” ?



WILLIAM ALLINGHAM.
(1824—1889.)

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘ We chiefly remember him as a poet whose aerial, Zolian melo-
dies steal into the heart—a poet of twilight and the evening star,
and the sigh of the wind over the hills and the waters of an Ireland
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that broods and dreams. His music haunts the ear with its perfect
simplicity of art and the cunning of its quiet cadences. Song upon
song makes no mention, direct or indirect, of Ireland; yet an Irish
atmosphere and temperament are to be felt in almost all.”

LOVELY MARY DONNELLY.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The music nearly killed itself to listen to her feet;

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

O might we live together in a lofty palace hall,

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

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

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

ABBEY ASAROE.

Gray, gray is Abbey Asaroe, by Ballyshanny town,

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

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

A little rocky rivulet runs murmuring to the tide,

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

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

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

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

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

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

Slow sculls the weary fisherman across the setting sun;

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

But gray at every season is Abbey Asaroe.

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

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

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

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

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

Perusing in the present time the former’s epitaph;

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

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

theirs;

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

With chanting always in the house which they had builded
high

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

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

ACROSS THE SEA.

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

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

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

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

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