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The Burial of Moran Og.

By Rev. James B. Dollard (Sliav-na-mon.)

T was a dreary November
day Iin Moondharrig. A cold
¥ mist swept across the valley
and hid the surrounding moun-
tains from view. Rivulets
flowed along the sides of the
roads, and small ponds were to
be seen covering the flelds. It

the blazing hearth, but all
Moondharrig was abroad. Along the
road leading from the church to the
ancient graveyard a long funeral
cortege was moving.

As the distance was short most of
the people were on foot, and behind
the cofin a great body of the Gaels of
the district walked in a solid and or-
dered mass. It was the funeral of
Moran Oge O’Lochlin, one of the most
promising of the young hurlers, and
the hearts of his brother Gaels were
heavy and sad. A tragic touch was
)given to the affair by the fact that
young Moran had just spent some
]

l
r

" stretched him insensible.

months in prison for resisting the
“forces of the Crown” at an eviction,
and the blame of his death was laid to
the rough treatment he had received
while in jafl.

At the above-mentioned eviction, as
the family was being driven out, one
of the balliffs had used vile language
towards, and brutally struck a young
girl, who wild with her grief clung to
the door-post as she was being ejected.
On the instant a tall youth burst
through the cordon of police and dealt
the ruffian a terrible blow which
For this
manly and wholly excusable act the
representatives of an alien and unsym-
pathetic government sentenced young
Moran O'Lochlin to three months im-
prisonment with hard labor.

It was no wonder that the people
who followed his corpse to its last rest-
ing place were sullen and angry at
heart, and that many a stified impre-
cation on the hated “Castle Rule”

came to their lips. The coffin was
borne on the shoulders of six stalwart
Gaels, who walked in pairs with arms
interlocked. Every little while they
came to a stand, the tront pair slipped
from under the coffin, the men behind
moved up, and two fresh and eager
bearers came in at the rear. This
manceuvre was accomplished with
great gentleness, but with small loss
of time.

Our acquaintances, Dermot Roche,
Malachy Gllmartin, Pete O’Hara and
Meehal-na-gCaman were among those
who followed close after the cofin. To
this four as speclal friends of the de-
ceased, had been allotted the sad duty
of carrying the body into the grave-
yard, placing it In the grave and cov-
ering fit.

‘“‘He was very fond of you, Captain,”
Meehal-na-gCaman was saying to Der-
mot Roche. “I remember the day ye
hurled the Galway men, ‘when you
made that great play. at centre, one of



the Connacht backs, a big giant of a
fellow, ran half the length o’ the fleld
to get at you. But just as he got to
you Moran Og, God rest his soul, went
at him wud’ a heavy body-check an’
they rolled over together two or three
times. Moran tould me after that his
shoulder an’ ribs were sore for a
month, but he didn’t care as long as
he saved the captaln.”

‘“He was the pluckiest boy on the
team, Meehal,” said the Captain, em-
phatically. “He didn’t know what fear
was, an’ maybe the poor fellow 'd be
alive to-day if he wasn’t so hot-headed
an’ brave. I'll never forget the way
he rode through the peelers at Car-
rick the day they were tryin’ to arrest
Willlam O’Brien—God bless him—I
was right there on the spot, an’ wher
I saw Moran chargin’ on that wild
horse he had I thought he was done
for. There were two lines o’ police
with flxed bayonets, but he rode
through 'em without a scratch, though
two of the bayonets cut through his
clothes.” |

“He was fond of a harmless joke,
too,” put in Malachy Gilmartin. ‘‘He
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often made me laugh tellin’ about
Peter Whelan’s coortin—Peter, you
know, never was a great hand at con-
versin’, and when he went to see Molly
Dunphy—that’s his wife now—they
used to meet at the big log near
Walshe’s gate. Peter would sit on one
end o’ the log and Molly on the other,
an’ not a word ’d pass between ’em, but
every five minnits or so Peter 'ud turn
to her an’ say: ‘Well isn’t id a fright
of a fine night, Molly?' ”

“The old father feels terrible about
id,” sald Pete O’Hara. ‘“Tis his death
blow I'm afeared. He was that proud
o’ him the poor old man, he used to
follow the team everywhere to see
Moran play. I mind one match in Dub-
lin against Meath. Moran an’ another
player got jostlin’ an’ they wern’t long
at id whin the old man came in on the
ground wua a blackthorn, wild to take
the boy’s part, an’ he that quiet at
home he wouldn’'t speak cross to the
old druimin dubh.”

“No use in talkin’, it’s a hard
world,” commented Meehal-na-gCa-
man, ‘there’s the poor old man all
alone now at the ind of his days.”

January. 1903,

As the funeral had by this time ar-
rived at the graveyard our four friends
went forward to bear the remalns to
thelr last resting-place. The graveyard
had formerly belonged to an abbey,
part of whose walls gray with un-
counted years was still standing. Gi-
gantic elm and ash trees surrounded
the place, and the breeze stirrea thelr
moaning branches into a solemn dirge
for the dead.

Several tombstones, green and tot-
tering with age were scattered around,
and a venerable Celtic Cross, mourntul
relic of the dim past, after the storms
of centurles still stood bravely erect.
It was indeed a solemn and a lonely
place, and at night when the mournful
force of the moon looked at one
through the broken abbey windows,
and the shadow of tne Celtic Cross fell
darkly o’er the moss-covered stones,
thoughts of death and the hereafter,
sombre thoughts impossible to express
came into the mind. '

As Dermot Roche and his compan-
fons bore the coffin in, and lald it by
the empty grave, Moran Oge’s father,
a bent and gray-haired old; man, burst




" tu mardA? DA-fuil tu marbh.”

‘murdered, my noble boy.

January, 1903,

into a passionate lament, unburdening
his great sorrow in the expressive
Gaelic tongue:

‘“Moran, ¢ mhic mo chroidhe DA-fuil
(Moran,
son of my heart, are you dead? are
you dead.) Oh, vein of my heart, light
of my eyes, treasure of my years, and
do you know who they are that carry
you to your long sleep? They are the
friends of your heart with whom you
delighted to be. Often have you play-
ed together on the bawn, and your feel
were swift as the wolf-hounds, your
eye sure, and your arm strong and

~skilled to strike the ball through the

posts, mo chroidhe. They’ll miss you,
Moran, ¢ mhio, on the hurling fleld,
but your old father will miss you more
than all! .

‘“*Tis you that were the comfort of
his life, and earned the bread for his
eating. The horses heeded your voice
in the ploughing-field and the furrow
you made was straight as a beam of
the rainy sun. The people passing
stopped to admire the straight,
smooth-turned sods and to hear your
cheery greeting when you turned at
the headland. They’ll miss you from
field and headland, but, mo bhron, I'll
miss you more than all.

‘““Three nights ago @ mhioc mo chrotdhe
coming from Portlaw Falr along the
banks of the Sulr, near the old castle
of Gurtheen I heard the Banshee cry
aloud in the night.

“Och anee! but 'twas a bitter cry, and
the flesh of my heart shook and the
sweat came out on my brow with the
woe and lonellness of it. Moran
Dhilish 1 prayed to God’s son that died
for us that you might not be taken, but
myself instead, an old broken man.

“He willed it otherwise—aye—but
did He will it?” Here a terrible change
came upon the aflicted father, a whirl-
wind of passion shook him, his face
grew dark-and scowling, his voice loud
and strident, so that many of the peo-
ple fell away from him in terror.

Ay did He will it? No! You were
They mur-
dered you, the hounds of hell, the
heartless Sassenach! May the curse
of a heart-broken father fall on the
English dogs that tracked you to
death.”

Going on his knees by his son’s

ve the unhappy man now poured
orth the most awful maledictions on
ngland, and the British government
hich he held responsible for his son's
eath. As he poured forth these ter-
ble imprecations a sort of silent awe
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fell on the crowd. No one stirred un-
til at last Dermot Roche approached
and touching the old man on the
shoulder sald quietly:

‘“'Tis time for the prayer now, sir;
we have the grave fllled in.”

At the touch O'Loughlin stood up
and looked around him wildly, like one
awakening from a horrible dream.

“The prayer,” he gasped. ‘‘Of course
—the prayer. Then in a piteous cry
“Oh Moran, ¢ mhic, my innocent boy,
have I been cursing over your grave,
you that never hurt man or beast, that
never had a bad word in your mouth?
Forgive me, oh God, and you Moran
down In the cold clay, forgive me—
forgive—"

The old man suddenly put his hand
to his forehead, staggered uncertain
for a moment—tried again to speak,
then with a low, weak cry fell insen-
sible into the strong arms of the Cap-
tain of the Hurlers.

“YTYHIS good story comes from Scot-
land. A traveler observing an
ancient couple arguing and ges-

ticulating in the road, in order to avert
bloodshed asked the cause of the dis-
pute. “We're no deesputin’ at a’,” an-
swered the man; ‘“we’re baith o’ the
same mind. I hae got a half-crown in
ma pooch, an’ she thinks she’s no gaun
to get it—an’ I think the same.”

My Share O’ The World.

My share o’ the world,
With your brown head curled—
Close to my fond heart so cosily.
To the island of dreams
’Neath the pale moonbeams
You’ve .own on the wings of the
Sluagh sidhe.*

On the yellow strand
Of that bright dreamland,
‘Where day dies never, you'll wander
free,
Till your boat of pearl—
Like a silver curl,
On the green-streamed sea,
you back to me.

bears

Then safe on my bosom
Oh, pink-white blossom
You’ll rest till the night’s dark wings
are furled,
When the dawn of your sleeping—
A blue eye peeping,
Shall greet me, a lcanbht, my share
o’ the world.
CATHAL O’'BYRNE.
Beersbridge Road, Belfast.

*Sluagh sidhe, pronounced slua shee,
the fairy host.
td leandh, pronounced a lhaniv, child.
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The Gaelic League In Long-
ford,

HE little town of Longford, in the
centre of Ireland, has two flour-
ishing branches of the Gaellc

League. Verily has the seed of Irish
nationality taken root and a new soul
is once more coming slowly but surely
into the heart of Ireland. To us it is
pleasant to read this cheering news.
Longford was, until very recently, the
most backward spot in Ireland so far
as Irish national life and character
were concerned. It was a stronghold ot
Anglicization and scoinintem, but the
light of an Irish Ireland has penetrat-
ed the darkness and a new spirit is
coming into the people. Thanks to the
good work of Mr. Thomas J. O'Boyle
(Conall Gulban), and his able and
patriotic assistants, both ladies and
gentlemen, who rank among the best
known commercial and professional
life in Longphuirt ui Fhearghaél, the
anclent name of the county as well as
the name by which the men’'s branch
of the League is known.

Prominent among the Gaelic League
workers in Longford we may mention
Mr. Patrick Hanley, Mr. Thomas J.
O'Boyle (Conall Gulban), Mr. F. R.
O’Sullivan, Mr. Thomas O’Connell, Mr.
J. Cullins; the Misses Thornton, Q'Sul-
livan, McHugh, Vaughan and McNer-
ney.

Classes for the study of the language
are held at the rooms of the League,
Market Square, for men, every evening
except Saturday and Sunday; and for
ladies at their club-room in Bally-
mahon Street, every Tuesday and
Thursday evenings. Mr. O’Connell acts
as instructor in the ladies’ branch.

‘“The Roscommon Herald,” which
circulates largely in Longford, has
done and continues to do -splendid
work for the advancement of the Gaelic
League in that district. The editor is
to be congratulated for the magnificent
enterprise which characterizes every
feature of his paper. The Gaelic De-
partment, conducted by Conall Gulban,
shows marks of scholarship and eru-
dition not often met with in many of
our pretentious metropolitan journals.
Beir buadh agus bdeannacht, @ Chonaill
calma, crodha, guithdhinn, Gulbain,

- agus saoghal fada dhuit!
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An Irishman’s Impressions of a Feis Ceoil.

N the last issue of
this magazine we
printed a clever

sketch of a meeting at
Galway between Mr.
William Builfin, editor
of “The Southern
Cross,” Buenos Alires,
and Dr. Douglas Hyde,
Vice-President of the
Gaelic League in Ire-
land. - The story of
their meeting and in-
terruption by Mr. W.
B. Yeats, the poet, was
told very amusingly
by Mr. Bulfin,

Later on, he attend-
ed the Feis Ceoil, held in Galway, and
. sent his impressions of the affair to his
paper in Buenos Aires for publication.
This description has at last reached
us (by way of South America), and we
present it to our readers as the Im-
pressions made on a long absent Irish-
man by a genuine Irish function.

We compliment Mr. Bulfin on his
keen appreclation and felicity of ex-
pression, in describing the Feis.

“]I was present during the greater
part of the competitions on the 21st
and I also attended the gala perform-
ance given on the same evening in the
Town Hall. Dr. Hyde was for placing
me on the platform with the Most Rev.
Dr. MacCormack, Bishop of Galway,
and Dr. O’'Hickey and Edward Martyn
and Fr. Considine, the leader of the
Galway Gaels, but I managed to escape
without discourtesy and get in among
the people.

“The Editor of An Claidheamh Soluis
offered me a ticket for the reserved
seats, but I begged to be allowed to
decline it, and consequently I went in
amongst the crowd in the gallery, and
was thus in the best of positions to
feel the pulse of the occasion as it
were.

“During the competitions also I
spent most of the time In the thick of

the audience. I wanted to find out at
first hand waat the people were think-
ing and saying; and the best way of
doing that is to go quletly into a crowd
with eyes and ears open.

“The singing competitions were of
various kinds; men’'s solos, women's
solos, quartettes, duets and choral
singing. All were of great Interest. I
think the men’s solos attracteu most
attention. The hero of the contest was
Padraic Barret, of Galway. Another
fine singer was Seamus O’Brennan, of
Roscommon. Nicholas O’Halloran, of
Galway, also sang remarkably well.

‘“There were over a dozen competi-
tors and not one of them sang badly.
The palm was awarded to Padraic Bar-
rett. His style was the old, melodious,
traditional Irish style. He sang, as all
Irish traditional singers do, without
accompaniment. It was in listening to
Padraic that I made a discovery. We
have not lost the traditional style ot
ginging in my own part of the coun-
try. although we have lost the lan-
guage. The lilt of the milkmald and
the ploughman and the strains of the
parish singers at wedding or dance are
all in the traditional style. The airs
are the same, although they are allied
to English words. There is a great
deal of melody in this style. The notes
dovetall into one another i1ke the notes
of a 'cello.

“Compared with modern singing
whereln harmony has so frequently
the advantage over melody, Irish tra-
ditional singing is the ’'cello compared
to the piano. The Galway audlence
left no doubt on my mind as to which
style they preferred. They were un-
animous in favor of traditional sing-
ing. The singers who sang Irish airs
to the accompaniment of the plano,
and phrased their vocalism in the mod-
ern way were applauded, but they
evoked no real enthusiasm. They
could not touch the hearts of the peo-
ple as the traditional singers dld. In
the modern style the singer cannot al-

ways be understood. His words are
drowned in his notes. But in tradi-
tional singing the vocalist can be un-
derstood perfect.y. Every word is dis- |
tinct. ;

“The judges take three things into |
consideration—time, correctness of air,
and correctness of pronunciation. I
belleve they give as many marks for
correctness of pronunciation as for
correctness of air. Dr. Hyde, Miss
O’Farrelly, and all the scholastic Gaels
whom I Interrogated on this question :
sald that the modern style will not do
at all. It can only give negative re-
sults and will have to be discarded for
the tradltional style.

‘The dancing would put motion into
the feet of a marble statue. Of course
the music was excellent. It came from -
the bag-plpes. I ought to tell you that
first there was a bag-pipes competition
between Denis Delaney, of Ballinasloe,
Peter McDonagh, of Galway, and Mar- l
tin Rellly, of Galway.

“It was a fine thing to see the Ga.el-
leading in the pipers, for the three mu- ‘
sicians were blindmen. The competi-
tion included three pleces—an air, a
reel and a jig. The pipers were three
noted men in their art and each play-
ed his best. Martin Rellly won, but
no one was surprised at this, as he has
the name of belng the best plper im
Ireland. The rule is that the piper
who Is declared the winner in the plpd
competition Is chosen to play for thed
dancing. Each competitor tells the
piper what to play, and with good
music, a favorite tune, and a perfect
floor, the performance could not be
anything but splendid.

‘“The only competitiors were from)
Galway and they were all of the gent~
ler sex. There were six in all—oneal
married woman and five girls. Wi
one exception they were all from
Claddagh. It was a beautiful slghﬁ
The girls were dressed in red s
and the old-fashioned yellow shaw
They were all'typically and peauti
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Irish in face and form—some were
only nine or ten years old, some were
nearly twenty. But such eyes and halr
and such complexions and expressions
you would go far to equal. The Clad-
dagh people are of a splendid race, and
their women are amongst the comeliest
in Europe.

“The winner of the prize was Mrs.
O’Toole. Her dancing was wonderful
—a poem. They were all excellent
dancers, but she was easlly the best,
in style, grace, and time. There was a
- little daughter of hers in the competi-
" tion and she would have been awarded
the second prize only she danced too
quick. The piper played his quickest
reel and jig, but she was before him.
The dancing competition also included
& four-handed reel. The audience
cheered themselves hoarse over the
heel-and-toe and the bag-pipes. Ihave
rarely seen such enthuslasm anywhere.

“The single reels and jigs were
danced by each competitor upon a
raised dais about six feet square, so
that each step could be seen; and as
the notes of the pipes were shaken out
in mad melodiousness the dancer threw
herself into the spirit of the music and
forgot all about the judges and about
the crowd. She seemed to be cutting
notes out of the floor, and kicking
them here and there with her flying
feet.

“Such tip-toeing, crossing, and doub-
ling I never saw before. When it was
all over I found myself roaring with
the rest, and with somebody’s child
held at arms’ length above my head
80 that she might see the fun. The
child’s fa.ner was taking her back
from me. He had been holding an-
other of the children himself. He sald
a whole lot to me in Irish, and the
eyes of him were fairly ablaze with
merriment, but to my shame I didn’t
know what it was.

¢ ‘My God! If I could only understand
you!’ I said—but I said it in Spanish.
It i8 at such moments that an Irish-
man feels most keenly the shame of
not knowing his own language. I have
learned some of it since I came home,
but it is only by practice that you can
acquire any degree of facility in speak-
ing it. That is of course the only way
to acquire facility in any language.

“l want to tell you something now
about Irish drama, that is, about drama
written in the Irish language and in
an Irish spirit. The day is coming, it
indeed it has not already come, when
there will be no need to particularize
an Irish production by saying that it
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is Irish in language and spirit. Al-
ready you will hear people saying:
“He’s an Irishman,” meaning “he's an
Irish speaker.” They imply the dis-
tinction unconsciously. But of these
matters I will write more fully later
on when I have verifled all my obser-
vations made up to the present. Suf-
fice it to say that events are marching
rapldly in Irish Ireland, development
crowds upon development, and a com-
plete and fundamental revolution ot
Irish thought is going on. ]

“The drama which was presented to
the public for the first time at the Feis
Connacht was a little one-act piece by
Dr. Douglas Hyde, entitled ‘An Posadh’
(The Wedding). The plot is simple,
but the motif i{s very human and, In
elaborating it, the author brings out
some of the best points of the Irish
character.

“There is a newly wedded pair who
are in some trouble. They are very,
very poor, and it is the evening of their
wedding day. The husband’s poverty
disagreeably surprises the wife, who
fancied that he was ‘snug.’ She gives
expression to some feelings of disap-
pointment on finding herself in his
squalld home, but he tries to comfort
her by reminding her that they are the
whole world to each other. She is try-
ing to find consolation in this and Is
preparing their extremely frugal meal
of bread and boiled eggs, when a
stranger arrives. The stranger is the
hero of the piece—Raftery, the blind

"Connacht poet. He is famishing for

the want of food which he has not
tasted for twelve hours, and the fiddle
which he carries trembles 1n his feeble
hands as he .lays it on the table and
takes the chair which they bring him.
They give him their own meal and he
eats it greedily. With true Irish hos-
pitality they deprive themselves of
food in order to feed the wandering
stranger.

“The role of the blind poet was fill-
ed by Dr. Douglas Hyde, who is a born
actor. The other parts were also cred-
itably filled, so that even those who
only understood a word or two here
and there in the dialogue could still
follow the argument of the play by the
action alone.

“It appears that good luck followed
anybody who was kind to Raftery, and
that anybody upon whom he composed
sarcastic verses was considered to
have met with a misfortune. Anyhow,
soon after Raftery begins to play his
fiddle in honor of his kind hosts, pres-
ents begin to arrive. In comes one
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neighbor to bring them a bag of flour
a8 a wedding gift. Another follows
with a bag of meal. Bacon, eggs, vege-
tables, pigs’ feet, a fleece of wool for
the carding, and other gifts come In
rapid succession.

“Raftery sits there commenting onmr
each gift as it arrives. He makes
verses full of keen Irish wit on every-
thing and everybody. As each neigh-
bor delivers his gift to the wedded
pair, Raftery asks him or her for a
largesse. They do not refuse. They
are all delighted to see him. They
shake his hand In joy and sing his
praises, and as he rolls out his versifie@
laudations of them they put money on
the little plate which he keeps near
his elbow and shakes from time to
time in order to remind them that he
is open to receiving a little gift trom
his admirers.

“One old miser comes in with a few
groceries for the wedded lovers, and
all he gives Raftery is a pinch of snuff,
Raftery makes such jokes about this
that the miser is nearly laughed out
of his senses. He upbraids the poet
with his unkindness, but Raftery flies
into a passion and tells him that un-
less he puts a soverelgn on the plate
there will be a poem made about him
that will blacken his name in all Ire--
land down the ages to the fiftieth gen-
eration. Moreover, bad luck will fol-
low him, and he will lose all his coin’
and cattle and land.

‘“The miser terrified by this shells
out his sovereign, and then, after a
dance to Raftery’s playing, the guests
depart. While the lovers are admiring
all the good things which have come
in, Raftery steals away, leaving the
plateful of money behind him. They
were kind to him; they gave him all
they had. He will repay them; he
gives them all he has to give of world-
ly wealth. When they find the plate
and the money they are moved to tears
at his kindness. They rush out to call
him back, but he has disappeared—
gone off on his rambles into the silent
night.

‘It is a beautiful piece. It moves
you strangely, powerfully, deeply.
There is laughter as well as tears in
it. I don’t know what the critics will
say about it. But for my part I call
it a work of genius. It is Irish through
and through; and it is the highest of
art in its sweet simplicity, in its help-
ful spirituality, and in its beautiful ex-
position of human life as men and wo-
men lived in Raftery’s days. There is
nothing gross or materialistic or im-
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pure about it. The subject is holy, the
treatment of it is a poem, the moral
of it is a sermon.

“But if you were to see how they
shouted and applauded, aye, and even
eried when the play was finished. The
author recelved an ovation which
would make any one feel proud. They
called him all the enaearing Irish
names they could think ot as he stood
there in his ragged toggery bowing
with the serene and winsome grace
which is his birthright. Then he
spoke to them, and when the other
ftems on the programme were over he
spoke to them again. He spoke in
Irish. Artful, playful, genius that he
18, he thanked them Raftery-like, in
verse, for their applause, and then
when the time came to deliver a clos-
ing address, he turned to prose. I have
rarely seen an audience so responsive.

“An Craoidbhin, as they call him, is
one of the greatest moral forces that
Ireland has known for a long time.
And yet his leadership is suggested
rather than positively enforced. He
rules by love alone. In precept and ex-
ample he is an Irish Irelander, and he
gives to the cause with which he has
s0 unselfishly allied himself the pres-
tige of his splendid scholarship and of
his undoubted genius. Yet he does not
push himself forward. He has to be
dragged. He never takes half the lead
that his friends would cheerfully give
him. He keeps as far as possible in
the background. To what he may
come I cannot say. But that his name
13 destined to live long and gloriously
in the history of our land I am as cer-
tain as that the Irish revival move-
ment is the coming force in Irish life.

“And now a closing word about
Irish oratory. I can only judge of it,
unfortunately, from two standpoints:
the sound of it, and the effect it has
upon an audience. I heard several
frish addresses at the Feis. All were
in the same style. The accent of all
the speakers was more or less the
same. I learned too that each speaker
dealt in plain, concise, practical ideas,
and expressed them, in terse and vig-
orous modern Irish. So far so good.
Here then is a plain statement of how
all this sounded to a plain man.

“At first the sound of Irish oratory
is a little harsh to the untrained and
unaccustomed ear. But this is only
for a moment or two. There is a deep
note of passionate earnestness in the
rugged majesty of the words, and
there is a sledge-hammer power in the
sonorous roll of the sentences. In the
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Irish there are sounds as sibilant as
the Italian, as mouth-filling as the
Spanish, as nasal as the French, as
gutteral as the German, as deep as the
English. But the language resembles
none of these. It appears to belong to
another ephere altogether. It seems
like a language which would disdain
many of the assonances and cadences
and rhythms that are tuneful only to
the ear. It seems to have been coined
Iaboriously by men who had grand and
great and glowing things to say to
each other. It bursts impetuously in
huge masses of sound through the
sense of hearing and knocks thunder-
ously at the heart and soul of a man.
And meantime it is not unmusical. It
18 not by any means flat or sharp. But
there is no fluting about it. There is
no whine in it. Its diapason is essen-
tially masculine. It is the big organ
among the languages, with many reg-
isters, able to run up and down the
gamut of human feeling and touch
every responsive flbre of being, and
sound the depths of joy and sorrow,
and rouse to lofty passion and to the
noblest endeavor. This I say, from
attentively listening to the sound of
the language and observing its effects
upon audiences who understood it.

“In singing, the Irish language ls
singularly sweet. It is not the Italian
sweetness, nor the German sweetness
(for the German, in song, is one of the
most musical of languages). The
sweetness in Irish eong is unique, and
you cannot describe it. It has a won-
drous appeal in it. At the Feis the
test song in one of the competitions
was “Cuilfhionn” (Coulin). When
Caitilin Ni Bhraonain (Miss Kathleen
Brennan) sang it in the traditional
style it pulled you all to pieces.

“In the grand concert at the Town
Hall the choir from the Claddagh
school sang the Shan Van Vocht. I
never heard the silvery voices of chil-
dren blended so melodiously. Their

singing was something extraordinary.
How such music could be evolved out
of human speech was a mystery, and
at the same time a revelation. But
then s0 was the Feis itself. It was
grand. Only for it my visit to Galway
would have given me more bitterness
of soul than I could have shaken off
in a month. As It was, I left Galway
lvvlt.:il 'hope—-for Galway and for Ire-
and.’
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Yorke An Incapable Critic,

T happens frequently, that whenever
a certain sort of writer attempts
to ridcule someone who is his su-

perior he succeeds merely in exposing
bis own ignorance. “The Editor of the
“Leader” of San Francisco apparently
{8 seeking to get himself advertised by
attacking others. If one may judge
from his weekly abuse of Catholic uni-
versities, Catholic priests and Catholic
lay editors, he is & sorehead of the first
magnitude—the Supreme Grand Croak-
frog of the Pacific Coast. In the latest
issue of his self-styled “Leader” he re-
marks:

“The ‘New World’ of Chicago is
weeping tears of joy. It has just learn-
ed by special dispatch over its own
private wire—the shortest in the
world—that Surgeon-General Robert
of the Army is a practical Catholic
Its lacrimal torrent breaks over the
levees, when it retiects that our owa
‘Jim’' Smith is a good Catholic and that
the first Assistant Postmaster General
is a Catholic; and becomes a perfect
deluge at the thought that Bishop
Spalding of the Coal Miners’ Strike
Commission is a Catholic. Blow soft-
ly, ye zephyrs of Lake Michigan, and
break gently the news that the Pope is
a Catholic, and the Emperor of Austria
and the King of the Belgians and the
Queen Regent of Spain and the Negus
of Abyssinia; break it gently lest the

poulful lay editor of Chicago be drown-
ed in his own tears.”

This is unadulterated rot. It is un-
qualifiedly false that the ‘New World’
“learned by special dispatcn over its
own private wire” that Surgeon Gen-
eral O’Reilly is a Catholic. Second, no
Catholic lay editor in this country
would be such an absolute fool as to
write of “the Queen Regent of Spain"
since King Alfonso’s accession to the
throne. Third, King Leopold of Bel-
glum is not a practical Catholie
Fourth, the Negus of Abyssinia is not
a Catholic at all.

Such are the blunders of a cackling
charlatan who, for months, has been
abusing Catholic priests and laymen,
the country over, through the columns
of his execrable sheet. Whenever ““The
New World” desires advice as to how
its pages ought to be conducted it will
apply to someone more capable than
the San Francisco philanderer. For
years he has been showing his admir-
ing friends that he is afllicted with
elephantiasis; now he is merely show-
ing them that his big head is very
sore.—The New World, Chicago.

Din’t tall to proc -re Mrs WIN:-LOWA BOOTHING-
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N.. ARGARET O'KELLY
-  sat in a train speed-
ing homewards. She
4 leaned out of the
> /. window to catch
TN TP the first breath of
the bog-land air, and the color rushed
back to her pale cheeks and the light
to her quiet brown eyes as she recog-
nized with delight the familiar objects
which met her view.

It was good to be going home. She
had been well content to work for a
while in the city, but her heart had
hungered all the time for home. Her
thoughts were busy. She wanted to
glve herself up undisturbed to the en-
Joyment of thinking these thoughts.
Her fellow-travelers had decided that
the pretty, quiet looking girl, dressed
simply but tastefully in dark blue Irish
homespun, was unsociable when she
declined their offers of magazines and

gave abstracted replies to their re-.

marks, 80 they soon left her to her own
devices. S8he proceeded to enjoy the
greatest luxury of a person who |s
usually busy, an idle hour in which to
do nothing but think over pleasant
thoughts.

- Margaret O’Kelly had been a teacher
in a technical school in Dublin and for
nearly a year she had not revisited her
pative village in the plains of Leinster.
fiie was an orphan, the only child of
Martin and Mary u’Kelly, who belong-
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i1l she “set up” in a house of her own.
But Margaret’s disposition was an in-
dependent one. She wished to be self-
supporting. She therefore qualified
herself as a teacher in a technical
school, and having secured a post in
Dublin, she set out to seek her for-
tune.

IT WAS HARD TO SAY GOOD-BY.
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one. She wished to be self-supporting.

She therefore qualified herself as a

teacher in a technical school, and hav-

ing secured a post in Dublin, she set
out to seek her fortune.

It was a wrench to tear herself away
from the only place she knew, and
waere the only people she knew and
cared for lived. She had never been
strongly attached to her uncle and
aunt, but she was fond of her little
cousins and she was still fonder of
some of her school companions and
neighbors, while she reckoned among
her best friends Father James Mac-
Dermott, the parish priest, and Dr.
Dan Delaney, the dispensing doctor,
Both Father James and Dr. Dan could
be gruff enough to those who did not
galn their approval, but they had al-
ways a word and a smile for quiet lit-
tle Margaret. Her sweet, serious ways
and gentle good sense galned thelr
good opinion, and Father James used
to say that she had more in her than
all the rest of the girls in the parish
put together.

It was hard to say good-bye to all
these friends but it was harder still to
say good-bye to Denis O’Daly. On the
evening that he and she clasped hands
for the last time at the stile she knew
in all its Intensity the bitterness of
parting. Denis and she had known
each other all their lives, and had
loved each other) all ‘their 1lives. It
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seemed to Margaret that her love was
part of herself.
help loving Denis than she could help
breathing. He had grown into her
heart and until her heart ceased to
beat it must beat in unison with his,
Perhaps her nature was the higher and
stronger of the two, but if his lacked
anything she did not recognize the
fact.

She had idealized him and invested
him with all the qualities which she
would have liked her lover to possess.
The intensity of their feelings made
words appear halting and inadequate,
and they spoke little of their love, rest-
ing content in the assurance of one
and their perfect comprehension. But
on the last evening a long pent-up feel-
ing gave way and found expression in
vehement protestations on the man’s
side, in blinding tears on the girl’s
side. Holding her hands fast he
begged her again and again not to for-
get him among all the new faces she
would see and all the new frlends she
might make, and she said simply:

“Ah, sure Denis, you know well I
was never one to change. I'll be true
to you. Don’t doubt me and I won’t
doubt you, elther.”

Denis took Heaven to witness that
he would never change. Then for the
first time in her life she let him take
her in his arms and kiss her as his
promised wife, and they walked home
together through the flelds, their
hearts oppressed with a strange mix-
ture of grief and gladness.

[ ] * [ ] L] [ ] ® ®

The year in Dublin passed quickly
after all, as time fully occupied always
does, and Margaret led an exception-
ally busy life. Not only was her work
in the school engrossing, but she had
joined the ranks of the busiest body in
the world, the Gaelic League, the mem-
bers of which work harder ‘‘for love
of the cause” than other people do for
a livelibhood.

Margaret immediately on her arrival
in Dublin had been engulfed in a wave
of enthusiasm which at that time was
sweeping over the working classes in
the capital, fllling them with noble im-
pulses and urging them to strenuous
enG.2avors.

“Irish Ireland’” was the rallying cry
of the earnest enthusiastic souls with
whom it was Margaret’s good fortune
to be thrown; “Irish Ireland” was the
ideal which they had set themselves to
realize. They counted no sacrifice ex-
cept that of principle too great to
make, no labor too tedious or exhaust-

She could no more’
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ing to undertake, no obstacles too for-
midable to overcome, in order to real-
ize the beautiful, grand iueal embodied
in those two magic words “Irish Ire-
land.”

The 8eed fell on good soil when the
sowers planted it in Margaret's heart.
She drank in eagerly the new doc-
trines, new to her and to so many oth-
ers, but In reality old as Truth itself.
She bhad always instinctively sought
for the true and beautiful, and in the
new gospel she found what she had
longed for.

Margaret’s first thought was: “How
beautiful a prospect life is in the light
of this new day.” Her second thought
was: “I must share my new-found
treasure with Denis. Denis and I
must share everything, feel every-
thing, know everything together. Denis
will be as eager and delighted as I am.
I must write at once to tell Denis.”

So she sat down to write to him, and
tried to impart to him the inspiring
knowledge which had come to her,
laying her burning thoughts and hopes
and fears, her longings ana strivings
for “the cause” before him whom she
loved. Denis’ reply was somewhat dis-
appointing. It was not that he was
not ready to endorse all that she said,
but he did not seem to be able to en-
tirely enter into her feelings.

‘‘Whatever you say and think must
be right, my dear,” he wrote, “but I
don’t rightly understand your mean-
ing yet. It’s new and strange to me.
We never hear that nind of talk down
here. You have different ways and no-
tions up in the city it seems, but I am
sure when I hear it all from your lips
and listen to your voice I'll understand
things better—and I'll like whatever
you like and think whatever you
think, and do whatever you wish. It's
dreary work walting for you. I find
it very hard to get on without you,
dear. I wish the time could be hur-
ried up between this and your holiday
time, and I don’t think I'll let you
back again once I have you down here,
that is if you can be satisfled for the
rest of your days with such a dull
place as this, and such a dull fellow
as I am.

“I know I am not good enough for
you, Margaret, but such as I am I trust
you won’t give me up for any of those
‘Irish Irelanders’ you talk about in
your letter, whatever sort of people
they may be. I am afraid I don’t un-
derstand all your fine talk, but I love
you truly.”

Such was Denlis’ reply, and though
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Margaret found it rather unsatisfac-
tory she did not attribute its unsatis-
factory character to any want In
Denis, but to the defective manner In
which she must have explained her
“notions.”

“It will be all right when we meet,”
she told herself. “With my hand in
his I can tell him all so much better
than I can write it. He will enter in-
to my ideas then and we will be one
in heart and mind, and we will devote
our lives to working together towards
the realization of my—of our ideal.”

8o the time passed till Margaret
found herself on the train journeying
homeward. When she reached the sta-
tion it was with a pang of disappoint-
ment she found that Denis had not
come to meet her, but she knew this
feeling of disappointment to be unrea-
sonable. Denis’ father was what the
neighbors called ‘“‘a crusty old cus-
tomer.” He kept his sons hard at work
on the farm, and holidays were few
and far between with them. So Mar-
garet told herself it was not Denis’
fault that he had not come to meet
her, and she comforted herself with
the reflection that this evening at the
old trysting place, the stile in the
meadow, he and she would be clasping
hands.

Mr. Michael MacSweeney, J. P., had
driven to the station in his battered
gig to meet his niece. Mr. MacSweeney,
J. P., seemed to have grown stouter
and more enlivened than ever, and to
his fastidious niece his manners ap-
peared even more commonplace than
his looks. When the first greetings
were exchanged Margaret lapsed into
sllence wondering uncomfortably it
she would find all her home surround-
ings as uncongenial as she found her
uncle, who distressed her very much
by stopping at a public house for a
drink on the way home, and annoyed
and humiliated her by keeping her
waiting in the trap quite ten minutes
while he refreshed himself.

‘“Perhaps Aunt Kate and the chil-

dren will be wiser,” she refiected, but
when she arrived at her destination
she found that her other relatives were
no “wiser” to her mind than the first
specimen of the family she had en-
countered on her return.

She was welcomed home warmly but
there was a restraint and lack of eass
in the Intercourse of the members of
the household with the relative who
had returned home after her prolonged
absence. She and they moved on dif-
ferent planes.
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MARGARET GOT A LETTER FROM DENIS- °

Margaret heaved a sigh of discour-
agement, almost despair, as she looked
around and saw the materials existing
under this roof out of which Irish Ire-
land was to be built up. Shoddy,
shoddy, everywhere. Nothing genulne,
nothing original, nothing uplifting,
nothing beautiful. She sighed again
as she looked at the trashy books on
the parlor table, at the daubs of pic-
tures on the walls, at the inane songs
plled on the jingling, tuneless piano,
and finally at the children, Sylvia and
Sylvester, living witnesses of their
parents’ stupld vulgarity.

The MacSweeneys’ downward prog-
ress might be traced in the nomencla-
ture of their children. The two eldest
were called by family names; Annle,
after her maternal grandmother, and
Coleman after his paternal grandfath-
er, while the two younger were called
Sylvia and Sylvester after the hero
and heroine of a favorite novelette of
their mother’s.

Mrs. MacSweeney, garbed in a greasy
black silk dress sat all day in the
stuffy, untidy parlor behind the shop
reading fashion journals and novel-
ettes from which retirement she
emerged to attend to customers when
the latter announced their presence by

rapping on the shop counter. She
then, in the intervals of gossiping,
dealt out shoddy rorelign manufactured
goods to the neighbors, and nejther
shop-keeper nor customer ever gave a
thought to the fact that they were
helping to strangle the life out of their
unfortunate country.

The atmosphere in which Margaret
found herself was anything but invig-
orating, but she kept her heart up as
well as she could, hoping and yearning
for a word about Denis. When would
it come? She could not summon up
courage to ask for him, but she longed
with heart-sick longing to hear what
she shyly shrank from asking. The
word was spoken soon enough in the
end.

“Did you hear the news about your
old friend Denis O’'Daly?” asked Mrs.
MacSweeney. “He salled for the States
last week.”

It was the same world as it had been
before Mrs. MacSweeney spoke. The
same to everyone else except Margaret.
It would never be the same again to
her. Her ideal was shattered. Denis,
in whom she had believed, Denis whom
she had loved, Denis had failed her.
But it was necessary to face life still.
To meet Mrs. MacSweeney’s inquisitive

. dowed with on occasion.
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glance with a smiling face and make
an apparently careless rejoinder to
that announcement which had changed
the whole outlook of her life. She suce
ceeded in Kkeeping up an appearance

. of indifference for the remainder of the

evening, with that extraordinary facul-
ty of dissimilation which the most
candid and sincere of women are en-
Outraged
pride, stronger even than love, over-
masters pain and stiffies its expres-
sion.

Margaret kept up bravely as long as
she was with the others. At length
the longed-for release came. She
pleaded fatigue and escaped to the
peace and quietness of her own room.
For hours she wrestled with her grief,
shedding the bitterest tears that can
fall to the lot of anyone to shed, the
tears of the disillusioned lover who
must still live though belief in the
Beloved has departed. The grey light
of early morning was creeping in
through the chinks of the shutters
when at length, thoroughly worn out,
she fell into a troubled sieep.

When Margaret awoke she had a
strange numb feeling in her heart, she
felt she could never be the same again.
All the buoyancy and brightness had
been crushed out of her life. She had
hitherto lived in and for another, that
other had falled her. Henceforth she
could no longer live but merely exist.

A few days after her arrival home
Margaret got a letter from Denis writ-
ten from New York. He gave a lame
explanation of his conduct and apolo-
gized for it shamefacedly. He declared
that he could no longer stand the
“deadly dullness of the life at home;
no pleasure, no varlety, nothing but
one dreary round, one day the same as
another, and no improvement to look
forward to; nothing but poverty and
monotony for the rest of his days.

“So I just cut and ran,”’ he said. *I
never want to see the place again or
the people in it except yourself. I want
you as much as ever. I hope you will
come out to me when I get on and
make my way a bit. Truth to tell I
was afraid to face saying good-bye to
you 80 I cleared off the week before
you were expected home. I know you
have got some notlons into your head
about it not being right for people to
emigrate if they can help it. You said
something In one of your letters about
it being ‘treason to the motherland,’
but I think that is a nonsensical notion
and I hope you will get to see things
as I do and come out to me as soon as
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‘I am able to send for you, and léave
' ‘the old dull life of drudgery forever
' behind. Till then belleve that I am
" always Your devoted,
: b “DENIS.”
Margaret tore the letter up into
" shreds and never answered it. She
“'would have liked to have torn the
. writer out of her heart, but she could

‘ not do 80, try as she might. She de-

" voted hetrself with feverish energy dur-
“ing her holidays to her missionary
_ work as an apostle of Irish Ireland.
" She worked tirelessly and Incessantly
. to spread the light amongst those who
dwelt In darknes:, and this town-land
was In inky darkness.
" The result of her labors was that a
' rather spasmodic little branch of the
" Gaelic League was started, and that a
preliminary meeting to discuss the
formation of a co-operative industry
was held. A village library and read-
" Ing room were also mooted, and a com-
“mittee formed to glve prizes for the
best-kept cottage garden and home-
stead in the neighborhood. The influ-
ence of the girl gradually began to
make ltself felt. Some, including her
own relatives, remained impervious to
argument and entreaty, but others took
kindly to the new Gaelic doctrines.
Among her disciples was Edward
Kiernan, the local national school
teacher, who humbly worshipped her.
" He was a fine type of young Irishman,
and would have been a fitting mate for
Margaret if she had met him in time.
It was now too Ilate. She could not
love and unlove at will.

Margaret’s two firm friends, Father

" James and Dr. Dan, saw plainly how
matters stood, and their hearts grew
sore and wrathful as they noticed the
girl growing thinner and whiter every
day.

One day Father James met Margaret
taking a solitary walk. He stopped her
and sald bluntly without any pre-
amble: “Chlild, he is not worth a train-
in’. Why do you trouble your head
about him? Why do you vex your
heart over a good for nothing fellow
who isn’t fit to black your boots?”

Margaret’s wan face blushed.

“Don’t say anything against him,
please, Father James,” she said im-
ploringly. “I would rather hear my-
self abused than hear a word against
him. We women are made that way.
Yes, I know It is very foolish, but we
can’t help ourselves. Once we care we

.have to keep on caring to the end, no
matter what happens.” )

““God help you, girl, if that’s the way
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with you,” the old priest said grufily,
hurrylng so that she would not see
that he was moved. When re went
home he sat down at once to write a
letter to Denis O’Daly.

‘‘Margaret O'Kelly is here,” he
wrote. “If you have & grain of sense
in your head, which I very much
doubt, and if you are not utterly good
for nothing—which I very much fear
you are—you will take your passage
home as soon as you get this letter,
and ask the girl to overlook your con-
duct, which to my mind, i{s inexcus-
able, and to marry you. She is far too
good for you. I don’t at all like the
idea of her throwing herself away on
you. If she took my advice she would
not do so. However, if she does care
for you all that I ean say is that you
should be thankful for the good for-
tune which has been sent to such an
undeserving fellow, the love of a good
noble-hearted woman, and do your
best to repay it by devoting the rest
of your life to her. Needless to say
she does not know I am writing to
you.”

Father James dashed this letter of?
without pausing to reflect, and with-
out reading it closed, addressed and
posted it. Then he sallied off to pay
a visit to his old friend Dr. Dan.

“l want your professional opinion of
Margaret O'Kelly. I am afraid she
does not look very robust lately,” he
remarked in his usual brusque man-
ner. Dr. Dan replied with equal brev-
ity. “She is fretting herself into the
next world.”

Father James gave vent to an ex-
clamation of consternation, while Dr,
Dan blew his nose violently and look-
ed a degree gruffer than usual. After
a moment Father James asked:
“What’s to be done?”

“I can’t prescribe for her. The only
remedy would be for that worthless,
backboneless scamp, Denis O'Daly, to
return home.”

“I have sent for him,” announced
Father James quletly.

“Hum,” commented the doctor, *1
suppose it was the best thing to do
under the circumstances, but I do wish
she could put him out of her head and
start life afresh. She is infinitely his
superior. Margaret O'Kelly was al-
ways a girl above the average. There
isn’t another girl in the parish llke
her. It’s most unlucky that she should
have leaned on such a broken reed as
Denis has proved, instead of turning
to some one like Edward Klernan, as
flne a natured young fellow as ever
stepped.”

“T don't pretend to understand any-
thing about these matters,” the priest

land.
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declared, “but it has always seemed to
me one of the most inexplicable thinge
in human nature that the best women
often give the most enduring devotion
to the most good for nothing men. To
me it is unaccountable, but perhaps
you can account for it.”

But Dr. Dan declared himself equal-
1y at a loss to account for the unac-
countable.

“One feels angry when people be-
have so irrationally, but one is sorry
for them all the same,” he said. “I
am truly sorry for poor Margaret.”

“Poor Margaret Indeed! As time
went by her face grew whiter, her look
more listless, her heart heavier. She
found the burden of her life greater
than she could bear, and rejoiced with
a strange unhappy satisfaction to feel
that the burden was slipping from her.

After an interval Denis replied to
Father James’ letter. His answer was
a lengthy one. He took pages upon
pages in which to explain and excuse
bimself. But the upshot of his ex-
planations was that he could not face
the dull life of a country village in Ire-
If Margaret came out to him he
would be very glad, but he could not
come home.”

Father James was never so indig-
nant in his life. “That is the first
time 1 ever interfered in a matter of
the kind and it will be the last time
I will do s0,” he declared to Dr. Dan.
“In future I will confine myself to
minding my own avocation in life. ‘I
can do no good, only harm by going
outside my own sphere of action. But
I am sorrier than ever for the girl
Heaven help her.”

Margaret knowing nothing of the
negotiations which had been conducted
on her behalf had made up her mind
that there was no chance of matters
ever righting themselves. She had al-
most ceased to wish that they might
come right, since she had realised what
Denis was made of. And yet—mystery
of feminine human nature—the love of
her heart survived the disillusionment
of her mind. )

She returned to her work in the
school in Dublin at the end of her
holidays, but only for a while. Dr.
Dan was right. She fretted herself in-
to the next world.

Six months later Father James
cabled to Denis O’Daly in New York:
“If you want to see Margaret alive
come at once.”

A few weeks afterward a qulet
funeral wound its way to the village
churchyard. There were white flow-
ers on the cofin and many men and
women followed weeping and lament-
ing. The schoolmaster was among the
crowd but did not join in the noisy
demonstrations of sorrow. His feeling
was too deep for words. Father James
and Dr. Dan walked home together in
sflence. On their way they met a
young man walking hastily, sobbing
convulsively and unrestrainedly, and
geeming half mau with grief.

“You are too late,” the priest told
him gravely. “She has gone to a land
where at length she i{s happy and
where only the highest ideals can be
realized.”
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bHERE is a growing

demand for books .

n English) relating to
ish history and litera-
re. The study of Irish
story is being intro-

- duced into many Ameri-
ecan parochial schools, and in conse-
quence, a new interest in Irish literary .

matters has become apparent and is
being felt.

When a demand arose for books on
Irish history which could be placed In
the hands of Irish-American ‘school
children, there were few to select from,
but after considerable research it was
found that the serles of books written
by Dr. P. W. Joyce came nearer to fill-
ing the requirements than any ether
works, and they were eventually ap-
proved and are now in general use in
all American schools where Irish his-
tory is taught.

Dr. P. W. Joyce, the eminent Irish
scholar and historian, is a prominent
figure in Irish literature. His contri-
butions to Irish history and literature
are many. Among his best known
works are ‘‘A Short History of Ireland
from the Earliest Times to 1608”; “A
Concise History of Ireland, from the
Earliest Times to 1837’; “The Origin
and History of Irish Names of
Places”; “Old Celtic Romances”; ‘“‘An-
clent Irish Music,” and his especially
popular and latest books, “Child’s His-
tory of Ireland” and “A Reading Book
in Irish History ,” etc.

It is interesting to note that Dr.
Joyce’s “Child’s History of Ireland”
was adopted not long since as a sap-
plementary reading in the public
schools of the city of Chicago. There
seems to be quite a tendency in schools
throughout the country to recognlze
the subject of Irish history in the
schools.

“A Reading Book in Irish History”
contains a mixture of Irish history,
blography and romance. A knowledge
of the history of the country is con-
veyed partly In special historical
sketches, partly in notes under the il-
fustrations, and partly through the bi-
ography of important personages, who
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flourished at various periods, from St.
Bridget down to the great Earl of Kil-
dare.

The following extracts showing the
manner In which Irish music and
musicians were appreciated by our an-
cestors, are taken from that work:

ANCIENT IRISH MUSIC.

From the most remote times the
Irish took great pleasure in music, they

studied and cultivated it so success-.

fully that they became celebrated
everywhere for their muslcal skill.

Irish teachers of this art were thought .

80 highly of that from about the sev-
enth to the eleventh century, or later,
they were employed in colleges and
schools in Great Britain and on the
Continent, llke Irish professors of
other branches of learning (see p. 47).
Many of the early missionaries took
great delight In playing on the harp,
so that some brought a small harp

with them on thelr journeys through -

the country, which no doubt lightened
many a weary hour during the time of
hard missionary work. In our oldest
manuscript books, music is continually

mentioned; and musicians are spoken -

of with respect and admiration.

P. W. JOYCE, LL. D.
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The two chief instruments used in
Ireland were the harp and the bagpipe.
The harp was the favorite with the
higher classes, many of whom played
it as an accomplishment, as people now
play the plano. The professional Irish
harpers were more skiltul, and conld
play better than those of any other
country; so that for hundreds of years
it was the custom for the musiciars of
Great Britain to visit Ireland in order
to finish their musical education, a
custom which continued down to about
a century and a half ago.

The bagplpe was very generally used
among the lower classes of people. The
form in use was what we now call the
Highland or Scotch pipes—slung from
the shoulder, the bag inflated by the
mouth. But this form of pipes took its
rise in Ireland, and it was brought to
Scotland in early ages by those Irish
colonists already spoken of (page’ §).
There is another and a better kind of
bagpipes, now common in Ireland,
resting on the lap when in use, and
having the bag inflated by a bellows,
but this is a late invention.

The Irish musicians had various
‘“styles,” three of which are frequently
mentioned in tales and other anclent
Irish writings; of these many speci-
mens have come down to the present
day. The style they called “mirth-
music” consisted of lively airs, which
excited to merriment and laughter.
These are represented by our present
dance tunes, such as jigs, reels, horn-
pipes, and other such quick, spirited
pleces which are known so well in
every part of Ireland.

The “sorrow-music® was slow and
sad, and was always sung on the occa-
sion of a death. We have many airs
belonging to this style which are now
commonly called Keens, {. e., laments,
or dirges. The “sleep-music” was In-
tended to produce sleep, and the tunes
belonging to this style were plaintive
and soothing. Such alrs are now
known as lullabies, or nurse tunes, or
cradle songs, of which numerous ex-
amples are preserved in collections of
Irish music. They were often sung to
put children to_sleep. Though there
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are, as has been sald, many tunes be-
longing to these three classes, they
form only a small part of the great
body of Irish muslie.

Music entered into many of the daily
occupations of the people. There were
special spinning-wheel songs, which
the women sang, with words, in chorus
or in dialogue, when employed in spin-
ning. At milking time the girls were
in the habit of chanting a particular
sort of alr, in a low gentle voice. These
milking songs were slow and plaintive,
. something like the nurse tunes, and
had the effect of soothing the cows and
- making them submit more gently to
. be milked. This practice was common
down to fifty or sixty years age, and
many people now living can remember
seelng cows grow restless when the
song was interrupted, and become
again qulet and placid when it was re-
sumed. When plowmen were at their
work tuey whistled a sweet, slow and
sad strain, which had as powerful an
effect in soothing the horses at their
hard work as the milking songs had
on the cows, and these also were quite
usual till about half a century ago.

Special airs and songs were used
during working time by smiths, by
- weavers, and by boatmen. There were
besides hymn tunes, and young people
had simple airs for all sorts of games
and sports. In most cases words suit-
able to the several occasions were sung
with lullables, laments and occupation
tunes. The poem at page 83, (Deirdre’s
Lament for the Sons of Usna) may be
taken as a specimen of a lament. Ex-
amples of all the preceeding classes of
melodles will be found in the collec-
tions of Irish airs by Bunting, Petrie
and Joyce. )

The Irish had numerous war marches
which the pipers played at the head
of the clansmen when marching to bat-
tle, and which inspired them with
courage and dash for the fight. This
custom is still kept up by the Scotch,
and many fine battle-tunes are printed
In Irish and Scotch collections of na-
tional music.

From the preceeding statement we
may see how unlversal was the love
of music in former days among the
people of Ireland. Though Irish airs,
compared with the musical pleces com-
posed In our time, are generally short
and simple, they are constructed with
such skill, that in regard to most of
them it may be truly sald, no com-
poser of the present day can produce
alrs of a similar kind to equal them.

There are half a dozen original col-
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lections of Irish music, containing In
all between 1,000 and 2,000 airs; other
collections are mostly copied from
these. But numerous airs are still
sung and played among the people all
through Ireland, which have never
been written down, and many have
been written down which have never
been printed. Thomas Moore compos-
ed his beautiful songs to old Irish airs,
and his whole collection of songs and
airs—well known as ‘“Moore’s Melo-
dies”—1s now published in one small
cheap volume,

Of the entire body of Irish airs that
are preserved we know the authors of
not more than about one-tenth, and
these were composed within the last
200 years. Most of the remaining nine-
tenths have come down from old
times. No one now can tell who
composed the popular airs known as
“The Coolin,” ‘Savourneen Dheelish,”

“Shule Aroon,” “Molly Asthore,”
“Garryowen,” ‘The Boyne Water,”
“Patrick’s Day,” “Langolee,” ‘“The

Blackbird,” or “The Girl I Left Be-
hind Me,” and so of many other well-
known and lovely airs.

The national music of Ireland and
that of Scotland are very llke each oth-
er, and many airs ate common to both
countries, but this is only what might
be expected, as we know that the Irish
and the Highland Scotcn were origin-
ally one people.

(From Joyce’s “Reader in Irish His-
tory,” price 50 cents. By special per-
mission of Longmans, Green & Co.,
Publishers.)

6 RISH Readlng Lessons” 1s the title
of a series of mneatly printed
books compiled by Miss Norma

Borthwick, one of the most enthusias-

tic Gaelic workers in Dublin.

Parts I., II. and II. of the series have
been Issued by the Irish Book Co.,
Upper 0’Connell Street, Dublin, and are
sold for ninepence for the three.

Miss Borthwick has attempted to
provide an easy method of learning
Irish for three classes of learners—
Irish-speaking children, adult Irish
speakers who wish to read Irish, and
English speakers of all ages who wish
to learn Irish.

Miss Borthwick has based the ar-
rangement of the lessons on her own
knowledge of the difficulties confront-
ing the student who wants to read
Irish. She has submitted the lessons
to the Rev. Peter O’Leary, P. P., and
that eminent Irish scholar and writer
has expressed his full approval of
them. The books are copiously and

strikingly illustrated by Mr. Jack B.
Yeats.
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DENVIR'S
Monthly Irish Library

An lljustrated Pablication on Original
and Striking Lines.

IrisHE HISTORY, POETRY, BIOGRAPHY,
AND LITERATURE.

Rach Number consists of a complete
Booklet by a popular writer

Articles—Essays—Reviews-Sketches

GAELIC PAGE
BY EMINENT IRISH SCHOLARS, Etc,

The following are the ** Books of the MontA'’
in the Numbers for 1go2 :

Jan. - *Thomas Davis.” By W. P. Ryan.
Feb. - * Hugh O’Nelll, the Great Ulsier Chieftain.”

April- “Irish
May - “John Boyle O'Rellly.” By Wm. James Ryaa. -
June- * John Mitche.l.” By John Bannon.

July - “ Art McMurrough.” By Daniel Crilly.

Aug. - “Owen Roe O'Nell.” By John Denvir.

Sept. - * Robert Emmet.” By John Hand,

Oct. - ‘Daviel O'Connell” By Slieve Donard.

Nov. - * Rescue of Kelly and Deasy.” Byl. R B.
Dec. - ** Dr. John O’'Donovan.” By Thoe. Flannery.

Price, 5c. each, or 50c. per dozen.

Address : THE GAEL, 140 Nassau St.,
NEW YORK.

Relic of Archbishop Plunkett,

STRABANE man writes us as

follows: Seeing in your “Na-

tional Calendar” of this week
an account of the “trial,” and death of
Archbishop Plunkett I take the liberty
of drawing your attention to the fact
that the head of the great martyr is
preserved in the Dominican Convent
in Drogheda. I had the privilege of
seeing the interesting relic about eight
months ago, and it is certainly a won-
drous sight.

The head, which is in a glass case,
is well preserved, and has suffered lit-
tle from the ravages of time, and but
for the brown color I might say is life
like, it is certainly more like the liv-
ing head than those weird wax features
which abound in our wax works.

If the Archblshop succumbed to his
enemies in life he certainly triumphed
over them in death, for nowhere do
we find even a trace of their resting
place, and their names are almost for-
gotten, yet in this beautiful convent
in Drogheda, after the lapse of 221
years, his head is still .o be seen re-
minding us that although God may
allow the enemies of his friends to
conquer in this life yet he will raise
up to their memory monuments which
will endure for ever. The good nuns

of the convent are willing at any time
to allow visitors to inspect this relie.
—The Derry People.
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LTHOUGH several
&crude attempts had
been made as early
as the days of Dek-
ker and Ben Jonson
to create laughter
at the expense of
the wild Irish.
Paddy’s prominence
on the stage as a
persona grata to the
dramatist dates no
farther back than
the year 1665, when
Sir Robert How-
ard’s play, “The
Committee,” first
saw the light. |
When we take in-
to consideration the
abiding influence
the character of
- Teague in this piece
had upon subsequent delineators of
Milesian idiosyncrasy, it is interesting
10 note that the honest, simple-minded
fellow was a study from the life.

‘When we take into consideration the
ablding influence the character of
Teague in this piece had upon subse-
quent delineators of Milesian ldlosyn-
crasy, it is interesting to note that the
honest, simple-minded fellow was &
study from the life. .

In the Duke of Norfolk’s ‘‘Anecdotes
of the Howard Family,” we learn that
“when Sir Robert was in Ireland his
son was imprisoned here.by the Par-
liament for some offence committed
against them. As soon as Sir Robert
heard of it he sent one of his domes-
tics (an Irishman) to England with
despatches to his triends, in order to
procure the enlargement of his son.

He waited with great impatience for
the return of this messenger, and when
he at length appeared with the agree-
able news that his son was at liberty,
Sir Robert, finding that he had then
been several days in Dublin, asked him
the reason of his not coming to him
before. The honest Hibernian an-
swered him with great exultation that
he had been all the time spreading the
news, and getting drunk for joy among
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By W. J. Lawrence, Belfast.

his friends. He, In fact, executed his
business with uncommon fidelity and
despatch; but the extraordinary effect
which the happy issue of his embassy
had on poor Paddy was too great to
suffer him to think with any degree of
prudence of anything else.

The excess of his joy was such that
he forgot the impatience and anxiety
of a tender parent, and until he gave
his own delight sufficient vent among
all his intimates, he never thought of
imparting the news where it was most
wanted and desired. From this, Sir
Robert took the first hint of that odd
composition of fidelity and blunders
which he has so humorously worked
up in the character of Teague.”

So much vitality was there in the
characterization that the humors of
Teague—admirably rendered by a long
line of clever players from Lacy, Est-
court and Tony Aston, to Macklin, Joe
Miller and Jack Johnstone—preserved
the comedy on the acting list at the
patent theatres down to the end of the
eighteenth century. Even the germ of
the play expanded into new life
through being transplanted by Knight,
the actor (in 1797), into a farce called
“The Honest Thieves,” in which the

MR. JACK JOHNSTONE.

Fiom an Engraving by Martya in Hibernisn
Magazine.

good-humored, blundering Celt became
the moving spirit.
Passing over Thomas Shadwell’s
malignant portraiture of the Irish
priesthood in his two political plays,
“The Lancashire Witches” and ‘“The
Amorous Bligot,” as aspersions which
played their part in sowing the seeds
of dissension between the sister coun-
tries, we flnd ourselves landed, oddly
enough, at Bartholomew Falir, where,
at Saffry’s booth, In the year 1682, was
enacted an Iincomparable entertain-
ment called “The Royal Voyage; or
the Irish Expeditfon,” in which the
momentous struggle between England
and the last of the Stuarts had vigor-
ous if not somewhat flippant treat-
ment. The play is full of “alarms and
excursions,” and much fun is made of
the cowardice and indifferent soldier-
ing of several suppositious Milesians.
Occasionally we note a feeble striv-
ing after local color, as in the scene of -
the Irish camp, whereln a funeral is
represented with “tapers, crones and
dirges and two fat friars singing and
praying for his soul.” Round the grave -
gather the friends of the departed one, -
tearing their halr, throwing up dirt,
and indulging in a lyrical lament after
the following manner: :
“Ah, Brother Teague, why didst thou
go?

Whililla, 1lilla, lilla, lilla, lilla, lilla,
loo!

And leave thy friends in grief and woe,

Aboo, aboo, aboo, aboo, aboo, aboo,
aboo!

Hadst thou not store of household
stuff?

Potatoes and usquebagh enough,

Aboo, aboo, aboo, aboo, aboo, aboo,
abco!”

So little respect did the author of
this production pay to the Unity
of Place, that the ghost of Aris-
totle must have haunted him forever
after. In truth, “The Royal Voyage"
is perplexingly panoramic in construc-
tion, the scene shifting rapidly from
Enniskillen to Londonderry, and
thence to Dundalk, Newry, Belfast,
Carrickfergus and Bangor(Bay.
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MR, O'REILLY AS “FATHER LUKE.”

Departing willingly from such an at-
mosphere, we come to Farquhar's
comedy of “The Twin Rivals,” which,
as presented at Drury Lane in 1703,
refreshingly reproduces our old friend
Teague. Although kept off the scene
until the third act, the droll takes a by
no means inconspicuous part in the ac-
tion, and proves on acquaintance to be
a very humorous specimen of the lower
class Milesian. Bubbling over with
mother wit, he is asked how he intends
to live at a juncture when his master
has just experienced a rude reversal of
fortune. ‘‘By eating, dear joy,” he re-
plies, “fen I can get it, and by sleeping
fen I can get none—tish the fashion of
Ireland.”

When Richard Brinsley Sheridan’s
father was a boy at school, somewhere
about the year 1740, he wrote a farce
called “Captain O’'Blunder; or The
Brave Irishman,” basing his plot on
the “Pourceaugnac” of Moliere. As
most pleces in which poor Paddy had
previously figured had held him up to
view in somewhat unfavorable light,
small wonder that even an unpreten-
tlous trifie presenting a good-humored
treatment of a blundering, affected na-
tive met with a hearty reception from
an alert Dublin audience. Throughout
the {llimitable domains of France
nothing funnier is to be found than
the scene in which the Captain, chaf-
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ing under the indignity thrust upon
him by the miserable little French-
man, his rival in love, who has called
him “praty-face,” makes the quaking
whipper-snapper consume a fine, raw
specimen of the esculent tuber.

Isaac Sparks, the original Captain
O’Blunder, was 8o popular in the char-
acter in Dublin tuat public-house signs
of him as the brave Irishman abound-
ed. One day, in coming out of a tav-
ern he passed under one of these and &
chair-man standing by, looking first at
the original with great admiration and

4

ISAAC SPARKS AS FOIGARD IN
“THE BEAUX STRATAGEM.”

then at the copy, vociferated: *“Oh,
there you are, above and below!” We
present a portrait of Sparks in another
of his Irish characters, Foigard, in
“The Beaux Stratagem.”

Sheridan’s farce Is otherwise note-
worthy from the fact that its central
figure formed the prototype of Sir Cal-
lagan O’'Brallaghan in Macklin’s fa-
mous comedy, ‘“Love & la Mode.” The
knight was originally acted by Moody,
who is sald to have been the first play-
er to bring the stage Irishman into re-
pute, and to render the character one
of a distinct line, whereby a performer
might acquire position and moderate
fame. But, as Lady Morgan once re-
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marked, before the days of Cumber-
land’s Major O'Flagherty, English au-
diences were satisfled with poor act-
ing in Irish parts, “for they had not
yet got beyond the conventional delin-
eation of Teague and Father Foigard,
types of Irisn savagery and Catholic
Jesuitism.”

‘When Hugh Kelly, that redoubtable
champion of sentimental insipldities,
had his “School for Wives” produced
at Drury Lane in 1774, it was found
that the man who first drew breath at
Killarney had sketched an excellent
Irishman in the muddle-headed, whole-
souled Connolly, without betraying
partiality on the one hand, or descend-
ing into caricature on the other. It is
matter of common theatrical history -
that when Sheridan’s maiden effort,
‘“The Rivals,” was produced at Covent
Garden in January 1776, the play was
weil-nigh damned through the incom-
petence of Lee, who was cast for Sir
Lucius. When the role was given to
Clinch, the atmosphere cleared at once,
the comedy gaining life, and the actor
reputation by the change.

Early in March, 1803, a play was pro- *
duced at Covent Garden which, to
adopt the words cf Boaden, “seized up-
on general admiration as a charm, and
has held it as by a patent.” The plece
was none other than Colman’s comedy
of “John Bull,” in which handsome
Jack Johnstone represented Dennis
Bulgruddery, and sang a whimsical
epilogue to an old Irish air. Although

MR, ROCK AS) THE' 'IRISHMAN,
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only a poor devil of an innkeeper with
a rascally wife, Dennis considers him-
self “a jintleman” because he was
“brought up to the church”; which,
being interpreted, means that as a lad
he “opened the pew doors in Belfast,”
and lost his situation for snoring so
loud during sermon time as to awaken
the rest of the congregation!

Down to the close of the eighteenth
century the stage has seen a vast
amount of Irish characterization but
practically no Irish drama. Of early
plays with a distinctively Irish atmos-
phere one can only recall Shirley's
“Saint Patrick for Ireland” (1640) and
Macklin’s clever satire, ‘“The True-
Born Irishman; or Irish Fine Lady”
(1760). Hence it was that the stage
Irichman was shown for the most part
in uncongenial surroundings, a bright
gem in indifferent setting. So much
of caricature often crept into the por-
traiture that there were characters like
the Captain O’Cutter of Colman’s
“Jealous Wife” (1761), that not even
the most complacent of Dublin audi-
ences would tolerate.

To the building up of Irish drama
proper many circumstances contrib-
uted. With the taking off of Jack
Johnstone, adequate exponents of the
chivalrous-minded Irish gentleman be-
came rare birds on earth, and very like
black swans. There were twenty
Teagues for one S8ir Lucius. Irish
chivalry could no longer be embodied,
and the dramatist had perforce to fall
back upon the unfailing supply of Irish*
humor. Admitted that high tragic
flights were eventually reached, as in
the “Brian Boroihme” of Sheridan
Knowles and “The Warden of Galway”

of the Rev. Edward Groves, still the

record of Irish drama in the nineteenth
century is purely a record of melo-
drama and farce. Its trend in the be-
ginning was largely influenced by the
Unlon, which by dint of making ab-
senteeism fashionable, and of creating
discord between landlord and tenant,
gave to the Irish playwright a plenti-
ful supply of incident and characteri-
gation.

Irish drama proper, however, may be
sald to have owed its origin and de-
rived its inspiration from the vogue of
the novels of Lady Morgan, Maria
Edgeworth, Gerald Griffin, Lever and
Samuel Lover. 8o early as 1831 Grif-
fin’s profoundly tragic tale, “The Col-
legiana” (eventually to be the source
of “The Colleen Bawn”), had been
dramatized for performance at Chap-
man's City Theatre, in Milton Street,
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Cripplegate. Moreover, the chicanery
of middlemen and laxity of absentee
landlords had formed the theme of
“The Irishman’s Home,” as produced
at the Westminster Theatre. in Tothlll
Street, London, in May, 1833. Apart
from these tentative efforts, however,
the Immediate sponsors of Irish melo-
drama were assuredly Buckstone, Bou-
cicault and Edmund Falconer. ’
Transferred with the red corpuscles
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of the people, the conventional stage
Irishman gained new life at the hands
of Dion Boucicault, that master of his
craft, who endowed the type with im-
agination as well as wit, pathos as well
as humor. If no one has taken his
place, or shown earnest of being able
to carry on his work, we must console
ourselves philosophically with the re-
flection that the century plant only
blossoms once in a hundred years.

Gaelic League Publications. |

HE Publication Committee of the
Gaelic League in Ireland met on
Monday, December 1st, Mr. J.

H. Lloyd in the chalr. Also present

‘'were Migs A. O'Farrelly, M.A.; Messrs.

Seamus O'Kelly, B. A.; Eamonn
O’Neill, B. A.; 8. J. Barrett, and P. H,
Pearse, B. A.,, B L. Mr. P. O’Daly,
general secretary, was also In attend-
ance. It was reported thav since the
last meeting of the committee the fol-
lowing new publications had been is-
sued from the press:

1. School edition of “Cormac Ua
Conaill,” edited with notes and vocab-
ulary by the author, Father Dinneen.

2. School edition of ‘“Beatna Eoghain
Ruaidh,” edited with notes and vocab-
ulary by Father Dinneen and J. J.
O’Kelly. Both these works are on the
Intermediate Programme, 1903, and
the former is on the programme for
the Gaelic League Teaching Diploma.

3. “Dubhthaltach MacFirbisigh,” a
bilographical sketch, by Owen Naugh-
ton, published with notes and vocabu-
lary, at 2d. This work is also on the
Diploma Programme.

4. Part II. of “An Aithriseoir,” or
Irish Recitation Book, edited by Tadhg
O’Donoghue and P. H. Pearse, B. A,,
B. L., and containing a number of
pleces in prose and poetry suitable for
recitation; price, one penny.

6. “A Handbook of Irish Teaching,”
by P. T. MacGinley. This work was
awarded first prize .at last year's Oir-
eachtas. It is based on the discoveries
of M. Gouin, and contains a set of
Gouin serles and a vocabulary; price

in paper, 1s., in cloth, 1s. 6d.

6 and 7. “Pearla an Bhroilaigh
Bhain” and “Seaghan Ua Duibhir an
Ghleanna,” belng Nos. 4 and 5 of the
Oireachtas Cholir series of Irish songs,

.arranged In four parts by Robert

Dwyer; price, 3d. each.
8. “Lessons from Modern Language

Movements,” & new propagandist
pamphlet in English, by W. P. O'Riain.

9. Fr. O'Donovan’s recent “O'Grow-
ney Memorial Lecture,” delivered in
Dublin, under the auspices of the Dub-
lin Coisde Ceanntalir.

It was reported that the following
works now in the press would be is-
sued immediately:

1. School Reading Charts, based on
the committee’s Irish Infant Primer.
The charts, which measure 2 ft. 6 In.
by 1 ft. 8 in,, are bound in books of
66 pages, and will be published at 2s.
6d. each.

2. “An tAlllean,” a child’s picture
book In colors, written by Tadhg
O'Donoghue, and illustrated by George
Fagan. The book contains, in addition
to a colored cover, eight full-page col-
ored pictures, and numerous black and
white sketches. It will be on the mar-
ket almost immediately, and will form
a beautiful and useful gift book. The
price will be 1s. ’

The following new works submlitted
to the committee were accepted for
publication: ‘Duine le Dia,” a short
story by Miss O'Farrelly; “Beirt
Fhear,” a collection of sketches in dia-
logue by J. J. Doyle.

It was decided to issue as a propa-
gandist leaflet the Report on the
Teaching of Irish in the John Street
schools, Dublin, recently made by Miss
Killeen and Mr. Pearse. It was agreed
that the series of Bilingual Readers
should be pushed on with all possible
speed, and that a serles of Geograph-
ical Readers in Irish should be at once
undertaken. The publication of a set
of short plays sultable for acting by
echool children in Irish-speaking dis-
tricts, was also discussed. .
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Castle Dermot, Co. Kildare.

HE ancient Gaelic name of
the locality in which the
noble ruins pictured above
are situated was Disert Diar-
made, which means in Eng-

lish the Secluded, or Sequestered Place

of Diarmid or Dermot.

The word disert was borrowed orig-
inally from the Latin ‘“desertum,”
which means a desert or wllderness.
The Gaelic form means a lonely her-
mitage.

Castle Dermot Monastery was found-
ed about the year 500 by Diarmid, a
plous grandson of Kjng Aedh Roin of
Ulidia. During the long was with the
Danes and Anglo-Normans the mon-
astery was repeatedly plundered and
burned, only to be agaln and again re-
stored. Finally, in 1650, the sacrilig-
ious forces then devastating the coun-
try, prevailed and completed fhe de-
struction of the famous monastery,
leaving only a portion ot the walls
standing.

Castle Dermot Abbey is often men-
tioned in the ‘“Annals of the Four Mas-
ters” and other annals handed down
to us from ancient times. The famous

..

RUINS OF CASTLE DERMOT ABBEY.

Cormac Mac Cullinnan, afterwards
King of Munster and Archbishop of
Cashel, was educated here. He was
glain in 907 and buried within its
walls.

It was the chief residence of the
O’Tooles, and on the English invasion
was with otner territories of that sept
given to Walter De Riddlesford, who
here aerected a castle and founded a
priory for Crouched Friars, which with
its possessions, was granted at the
Dissolution to Sir Henry Harrington,
Knt.

In 1264 such was the power of the
Geraldines that Richard De Rupella,
Lord Justice of Ireland, Lord Theo-
bold Boteler, and Lord John Cogan
were taken prisoners by Maurice Fitz-
gerald, and Fitzmaurice.

In 1312, a Franciscan firiary was
founded herc by Thomas, Lord Offaley.

In 1316, John, eldest son of the Eari
of Kildare, died at Lathrach Ul Bhrian
and was buried here. Same year the
Scots, under Robert and Edward Bruce
destroyed the town, but were soon af-
ter defeated by Lord Edmund Butler.

" In 1328 Thomas, second Earl ot Kil-

dare, died and was buried here witk
his wife, daughter of De Burgh, Earl

‘of Ulster.

In 1499, a parliament was held here,
and an act passed inflicting penalties
on such of the nobles as rode without
saddles. A mint was also established
here for coining money.

It was taken for Cromwell by Colo-
nels Hewson and Reynolds in 1650,
since which time its extensive eccles-
siastical buildings have been in ruins.

The first charter school in Ireland
was opened here in 1734 for forty chil-
dren.

In May, 1798, the town was attacked
by a party of Kildare and Wicklow in-
surgents. They were badly armed and
failed to capture it from Captain Mince
and a detachment of the Sixth Regi-
ment, who defended it.

In Rawson’s “Statistical Survey of
the County of Kildare,” published in
1807, we find an itemized account of
the rental of the Earl of Kildare's es-
tates in the seventeenth century. ‘“The
manor of Castledermot set to William
Holme and Willlam Wright for 41
years, from May 1st, 1657, at £100-0-0
the first year and £120-0-0 the, remain-
der, a fat ox, and forty) couple of rab-
bits.” .

N
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N the old days when Dublin was
a Norman city and fortified, it
was perpetually harrassed by
the Irish septs O’'Byrne and
O’Toole, who were always
sweeping down from the
mountains, seizing the cattle
and crops of the Palesmen, and
battering at Dublin gates till
the comfortable merchantmen within
were fairly distracted. The hills of
Dublin and Wlicklow, with their nar-
row glens and steep passes, their gor-
ges and ravines, were no places in
which to pursue a fleet and sure-footed
cnemy; one, t0o, who knew every cav-
ern and hiding-place of the hills,
every morass to which to lead the
pursuer.

“In 1798 these same hills served
their outlsws. There was Hols,
of course, who was practically
impregnable against the redcoats;
but Michael Dwyer, the cutlaw,
was a far finer and more heronic
figure than Holt, the soldier of
fortune, who, when the day came,
made what terms he could and
saved his life,

Michael Dwyer was the son of
a small farmer at Baltinglass, on
the borders of Wicklow and Kil-
dare. He was twenty-five or
twenty-six when the United Irish
Society began to be treasonable. [
and he was already, as they say,

a hunted man.

In the spring of that year of
fate he married a nelghbor’s
child, Mary Doyle, who was as
ready as the “Nut-brown Mayde”
to go to green-wood or anywhere
else with a banished man. As 2a
matter of fact, she shared his
hunted life for six years, and at
the end of that time went with
him into exile.

He fought through the Rebel-
lion, and escaping without a
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An Irish Outlaw.

By Katherine Tynan.

wound, he retired at its close into the
fastnesses of the Wicklow mountains,
and from thence waged a guerilla war-
fare on the Government men and loyal
Inhabitants.

Legend and story gathered thick
upon his track. But he was not by any
means lawless and bloody as it is the
way of outlaws to be. He had been as
& boy and young man excellently well-
conducted, and, as a guerilla chief, he
seems to have remained simple, God-
fearing, gentle, and affectionate.

Some attempt was made at the time
to asociate him with acts of midnight
robbery, but unsuccessfully. He waged

MICHAEL DWYER,
Reproduced From An Authentio Portrait,
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war daringly, and with great presence
of mind, resource, tirelessmess, and

capacity for command.

He and his men and Mary Dwyer
lived In the caves of the mountains.
These they had stocked with provis~
fons, and lined against the cold - with
moss and herbage. Their princlpal re-
treat of this kind, their home in fact,
was in the Glen of Imaal, a purple
mountain gorge where the thrushes
sing all the day long. The entrance to
the cave was hidden by a great sod,
and here the outlaws rested and fed
during the days, while at night they
took to the mountains.

Other hiding-places they had,
1 as the hollowed out interior
\ turf-stack, and these dotted
2 and there where they cou!d
re to them if too hotly pur-

nce Dwyer had entered a hos-
ble cabin for warmth and
I, and was surprised there by
Highlanders under Col. Msc-
ald, while in the cabln asleep,
hour or so before day. There
with Dwyer one McAlister, a
rter from the Antrim Militia.
ver was called upon to sur-
ler. “We came in here with-
these people’s permission,™
sald, “will you let them pass
armed?”

he answer was “Yes,” for the
hlanders fought like true soi-
8 and humane men, a1l left
deviltries of that day 1o the
men and the Hessians. 1'he
sants filed out one by one. As
last passed Dwyer slammed
cgbin door, and shouting:
w, I will fight till I dle,” pre-
ed to stand a slege. There
a good deal of firing on both
s, and at last McAlister was
wounded. “I’'m(done;”’ he sald to
Michael Dwyer, “and the) housa
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is on fire,” as it was. “Prop me up in
the doorway,” he sald, “and open the
door. They will all fire at me. Then

when the blunderbusses are empty let ]

me see what a spring you'll make.”

It happened as this heroic follower
and comrade anticipated. Dwyer
sprang over McAlister’s riddled body
into the open. A little ice had formed
on a pool by the door, and he slipped
and fell on it, but was up in an in-
stant. A shot went through the collar
of his shirt; he was almost naked as
he had slept. He was off like a hare,
with the Highlanders in pursuit, and
another corps of soldiers who had
come up. He ran through the Glen of
Imaal, forded the river, and in the
winter night led the soldiers a weary
dance, till at Slaney, which he crossed,
the soldiers gave up the pursuit be-
cause the river was in flood.

He ascribed his escape to the pursuit
of a Highlander, who covered him—-
perhaps that friend of his, Cameron,
& sergeant of the Highlanders, who
used to give him warning when the
scent was keen,

Another time he crept under a

mountain waterfall, and sat in the
spray of it while the redcoats rode by.

A police-barrack was placed at the
entrance of his glen, but that did not
seem to affect Dwyer. Perhaps he held
& small opinion of the police, or he
would have served it as he did the
barrack at Glenmalure, which he al-
lewed to be built almost to the last
stone, and then, laying a traln of pow-
der under it, blew it sky-high.

An adventure of some of Dwyer's
men is worth telling, though the chief
was not with them. In December, 1800,
crossing a river near the Seven
Churches, their arms got wet. They
had reached one of thelr hiding places,
a hollow turf-stack, when a party of
cavalry in search of them rode up.
These passed at first, but returned and
began demolishing the turf-stack. A
man named Thomas, who was con-
cealed there, fired at the yeomen, but
without effect, as his powder was wet.
“It's the first time she failed me,” he
said; and then, with the others, made
& rush for it. They broke through the
mounted men safely, and since there
may be neighborliness between yeos
and rebels, the only injury was to
Thomas from a blow of the butt-end
of the pistol of one Manby, a yeoman.
But it was believed that Manby would
have got out of ‘1homas’s way if he
could. However, an amateur of the
sport, one Weekes, out duck-shooting
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joined the pursuit, and shot Thomas
in the thigh, and being down, he was
despatched, and the head chopped from
the mutilated body was spiked in the
Flannel Hall, at Rathdrum.

Another man, Harman, who was
starknaked and a glant in build, was
pursued by one Manning, his equal iu
stature and strength, but the mounted
man soon began to sink in the bog-
water, while the rebel knew where
footing was to be had. At length.
(after a chase of three miles), Har-
man, coming to a narow bridge, was
confronted by Darby, a yeoman, who
kad the thought of riding round to cut
off the rebel at this point, but Har-
man gprang at him with his wet blun-
derbuss in his hand, shouting, “Now,
Darby, it's you or I for it.” Darby
swerved aside at this extraordinary ap-
parition, and Harman, passing him,
got safely away.

A little later the yeos at Rathdrum
bad information that a house between
Rathdrum and Hacketstown was to be
robbed on a certain night. Hoping
that Dwyer or his men might be in
the plot, the yeomanry surrounded tha
bouse in ambush, and one, Williams,
a sure shot, was hidden within the
bouse, with orders not to shoot unless
ifn great danger; for they hoped, no
doubt, to catch Dwyer or his men alive.
The robbers came in due course, and
one man made the entry of the house
alone. Willlams, who was a pretty
good shot, and could hardly be re-
strained from using his firearms, shot
the man dead. His comrades got off
scot free. On examination he proved
to be no rebel, but one Mundy, of the
Hacketstown Yeomanry, so to be im-
partial his head flanked that of Dwy-
er’s man on the Hall in Rathdrum.

An exciting adventure of Dwyer’s
was when he and his brother-in-law
Byrne, Intercepted a letter offering
terme to Holt. At this time they werse
forming part of an outpost of Holt’s
army. Dwyer himself carried the mes-
sage to Holt, and taking him aslde, out
of earshot, but within sight of his
army, sald to him: “But that you are
8 Protestant”—that is to say, of natur-
ally allen blood—*“I would shoot you
dead; as it is, show your face no more
among the people,” Holt took him at
his word, left his men, and wandered
about, being for some time in great
danger from both sides, as he had not
concluded his treaty with the Govern-
ment,

Dwyer was in Emmet's rebellion,
which, of course, failed. After that,

January, 1903,

abandoning hope, he surrendered to
Captain Hume. After imprisonment in
the Castle of Dublin and on Kilmain-
ham he was transported for life.

As one might expect from his char-
acter, this redoubtable outlaw, who had
intercepted and killed with his own
hand three tratitors of his following,
made an exemplary colonist in the new
land. His wife had followed him there;
and later he was High Constable of
Sydney for several years, and farmed
a considerable slice of land.

‘“He was, before his outlaw days,
well-behaved and good-natured,” says
a coutemporary record, ‘“‘moral in his
conduct, civil and obliging to his
acquaintances, and very true to his
friends. He could read and write. He
went to school at Bushfield.”

And for his person, says an enemy,
“Dwyer is an active, vigorous fellow,
about five feet nine inches high, with
something of a stoop about his shouild-
ers. He has a ruddy complexion, with
lively penetrating eyes, and said to be
wonderfully patient of fatigue and
fearless of every kind of danger.”

The career of Michael Dwyer fascin-
ated Mr. Parnell, who knew the topog-
raphy of all his fights and adventures.

Historic Buildings in Newry.

R. JOHN TOMAN, auctioneer, has
just disposed of two very valu-
able propertles in Newry,

known as “The Abbey” and “Abtiey
Park.” It was In the Abbey that the
monks of past centuries resided. The
ancient Abbey, however, was burned,
and the present premises were buillt a
couple of centuries ago. After some
spirited bidding the premises were.
purchased by Messrs. B8heridan and
Russell, solicitors, in trust for the
Christian Brothers of Newry, for
£1,425.

Another very historic old building
in Newry was also sold by Mr. Toman.
It was Dromalane House and grounds,
the property of Mr. Garland. Messrs.
Carroll and O’Hagan, solicitors, were
declared the purchasers, in trust for
Mrs. Boden, of Newry, at £1,160. It
was In this house that the famous Irish
patriot, the late John Mitchell, breath-
ed his last after returning from exile.
In the same house the late John Mar-
tin, M. P., expired a week after the
death of John Mitchel.—The Anglo-Celt.
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‘The Henebriates on the Run.

iE November GAEL we printed an account

the proceedings of the Gaelic League Con-

tion at Philadelphia, which was interrupt-
rertaln Western rowdies sent there for that
purpose.

New York, Chicago and Philadelphia men

ive been identified with the Gaelic Move-

n America since its first inception. refused

1 party to a fist fight on the floor of the

nd, when threatened with bodily assault

thugs, adjourned. the meeting and with-
ather than be a party, no matter how in-

y. to any row that would bring disgrace

Irish Movement.-

iccount of the proceedings which appeared

T GAEL did not tell all the facts of the

s affair and was written under a strong

f wrong and outrage imposed on honest,

. men by a viclous and cowardly set of
hoodlums, who undoubtedly had been
selected and shipped on from the West
for the sole purpose of elther ruling the
Convention or ruining i

Thanks to the good sense of the East-
ern delegates the Henebriates failled to
accomplish their purpose and stand to-
day exposed and utterly discredited.

) Since that account was published and
the machinations of the Henebriate con-
spirators lald bare to public scrutiny,

and tearing of hair has taken place in S8an

fed by a flow of vile, abusive bllingsgate
rgan’” that is unprecedented In journalism

:cent publications.

e vile language used by Father Yorke's

rld,” of December 13, has this to say:

es over a page and a quarter of the char-

It contains not one solitary fact—we said
1 with a recital of even indefinite facts of
< —- part of these New York people—but not
even these are furnished to sustain an attack that surpasses
anything we have ever read In a public print in viciousness,
lying malevolence and sheer brutality.
[ ] [ ] [ ] . . . L L

‘““The only limit to this fanatical malice {s that the writer has,
perhaps., avoided the criminal libel law, displaying diabolical
purpose and vindictiveness bounded only by the fear of the con-
sequences of his viclousness, the way of all slanderers. By a
curious coincidence, we received in the same mail a paper con-
taining a lecture on calumny. It says: ‘Because slander is the
frult of deliberate, criminal spite., jealousy and revenge, it has
a character of dlabolism. The calumniator i{s not only a moral
assassin, but he Is the most accomplished type of the coward
known to man.’

“A respected pastor of Chicago also comes in for his venom,
because he would not be a party to, but exposed, a wretched
trick. ‘The Leader’ writer has taken two months to explain
that trick and he hasn’t done it. In his wild fury he now has
to admit the Chicago priest did not sign the document that he
and his serfs claimed was signed by him.”

Mr. Richardson, proprietor of THE GAEL, and Rev. Father
Carroll, P. P., of 8t. Thomas’ Church, Chicago, are the chief
objects of Father Yorke's abusive attack.

Mr. Richardson alone had the courage to expose the combina-

tion of Chicago and San Francisco forgers and fist fighters
who endeavored to dominate and use the Gaelic League of
America.

Father Carroll refused to be a passive accessory to thelr
crime, and boldly denounced the forgery of his name to their
fake announcement. ,

When- Mr. Keating, President of the Anclent Order of Hiber-
nians, wae publicly attacked and vilified by those unscrupulous
men he said, resignedly. “I will leave them to God. He will
not let them go unpunished. I will make no reply to their
scandal and abuse.”

That is what they had calculated on, and because of it they
became bold. It takes a brave man to stand up and denounce
a vituperative clergyman for violating moral laws.

In all denominations it will be found that ninety-nine out of
every hundred clergymen—in fact. nine hundred and ninety-
nine out of every thousand are God-fearing. good-llving men
who devote their llves, not to politics and lobbying. but to help-
ing, cheering and comforting their fellow men. The exception,
the one-in-a-thousand. Is usually a mean, viclous, unscrupulous
scalawag devoid of moral principle and lacking in Christian
charity.

But that description of a type 1s taking us away from the sulb
ject. We will return to Father Yorke and his ‘“organ.”

In the 1saue of that delectable publication dated Nov. 22 he
devotes more than a page and a guarter to abusing and vilifying
Mr. S. J. Richardson and his friends, interspersed with occa-
sional attempts to exculpate Father Fielding from the miserable
charge of forgery under which he groans, and to explain why
he himself suppressed Father Carroll’'s indignant DENIAL and
repudiation of the forgery.

To show his inconsistency, Father Yorke says: *“As to Richard-
son, he is of absolutely no consequence.” This we cheerfully

admit, but if Richardson is of no earthly consequence, why did.

the Henebriates think it necessary to lle about him and issue
& lying ‘“Announcement” in which they denounced him, and to
which the whole outfit put their names, and also to which one
of them FORGED the name of Rev. Father Carroll.

If Mr. Richardson is of no consequence, why did Father Yorke
devote e puge and a guarter in one issue to abuse of him? Mr,
Richardson seeks no prominence in the public eye. His name
does not appear in THE GAEL. He has no desire for publicity.
He will accept no position in any organization. He is one of
very many who endeavor to do things humbly, quietly and un-
known.

Individuals of the Yorke type cannot comprehend any man
doing anything for a cause without receiving payment or an
equivalent of some sort.

It has been remarked that people of highly artistic tempera-
ment frequently have something unhealthy in their moral tone.
If that is true, Father Yorke Is a great artist in his own special
line.

The forgery of Father Carroll's name and the printing of the
forgery in Father Yorke’s paper together with the exposure of
the Henebriate crowd who were ldentified with the crime has
disturbed Father Yorke very much. The fact that he deliber-
ately suppressed Father Carroll’'s emphatic denial has not tended
to clear the atmosphere and leaves him {n a very uncomfortable
position. He pretends to ignore the whole affair but the crime
will not down. Here is his miserable story of the shameful af-
fair copied word by word from his paper:

FATHER YORKE'S S8TORY OF THE FORGERY!
“Father Flelding states and [Father  Carroll ' has not con-

tradicted him that Father Carroll promised to sign the manifeste
on the O’'Growney funeral.
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“Not only did he promise to sign, but he requested Father
Fielding to make several coples of the document for the press,
with the signature appended. Father Fielding did as he was
asked, and it was one of his mimeograpned copies that we re-
celved. He returned the original to Father Carroll who promised
to sign it and forward it to Dr. Henebry.

“Immediately Father Fielding left for Ireland. NOT HAVING
THE FEAR OF HIS ASSISTANT BEFORE HIS EYES, Father
Carroll put the document into an envelope and sent it to Colora-
do unsigned,”’ etc.

There we have the shameful story of the forgery in all its
unscrupulousness. He PROMISED to sign (?) and when he
wouldn’t Father Flelding signed it for him!!!

Let us examine and analyze Father Yorke's story and com-
ment as we proceed: “Father Fielding states, and Father Car-
roll has not contradicted him, that Father Caxroll promised to
sign the manifesto on the O'Growney funeral.”

Father Yorke publishes a deliberate untruth right there. In
the August GAEL he will find printed a copy of the letter sent
to him by Father Carroll under date of June 24 in which Father
Carroll sald:

“] was astounded to see my name, because I did not sign the docu-
ment, because I did mot authorize any person to sign it for me,
and because I do not approve of the method of attacking S. J. Richard-
son,"”’ etc.

Does Father Yorke know of any more positive and circum-
stantial denial than that, WHICH HE RECEIVED IN CALI-
FORNIA AND REFUSED TO PRINT IN HIS ORGAN? Why
did he refuse?

‘We will proceed: Father Yorke says: “Not only did he promise
to sign, but he requested Father Flelding to make several coples
of the document for the press with the signatures appended.
FATHER FIELDING DID AS HE WAS ASKED (?) and it was
one of those mimeographed copies which we received. He re-
turned the original to Father Carxroll who PROMISED to sign
it and forward it to Dr. Henebry.”

There is the pitiful story of the crime in all its shamelessness.

The precious document purported to be a Gaelic League An-
nouncement and was issued for the purpose of denouncing Mr.
Richardson for assuming to make arrangements for the O'Grow-
ney funeral without their permission. It was reproduced and
printed In the August GAEL where our readers can examine it.
According to Father Yorke (and he has not been contradicted),
Father Fielding mimeographed the lying caluminous document
for the press and appended the signatures of others to it be-
fore sending it out. Dr. Henebry was in Colorado. Father
Yorke was in California. Father Carroll was probably in the
next room, but what matter, Jim the Penman signed for all! *

Reading between the lines the impression is apparently con-
veyed that Father Fielding did not originate the idea of the
forged document. Father Yorke (who seems to know all about
it), says “FATHER FIELDING DID A8 HE WAS8 ASKED!”
Who asked him? Father Carroll asserts HE didn’t ask him. Then
who did? Was Father Yorke the instigator, or was Dr. Henebry?

In reading Father Yorke’s shameful explanation it will be
noticed that the word “PROMISED"” crops out in almost every
sentence. The frequent use of that word indicates that Father
Fielding will probably offer as a defence the plea that Father
Carroll promised to sign it for him, which clalm Father Carroll
positively and indignantly denies.

‘When it comes to a question of veracity between the respected
and honored Father Carroll and Father Fielding there is no
doubt as to which will be believed.

Suppose, for sake of {llustration, that a man promised to
sign a check for Father Fielding and falled to do so (or per-
haps never promised), would Father Fielding feel justified in
signing that man’s name to the check?

Would the judge and jury who would be sure to pass on it
later accept the plea of ‘‘He promised to sign i1t?"’

‘We are very sorry, but really Father Yorke will have to in-
vent a more plausible story. We cannot accept that, not even
with a graln of salt!

We will take the next sentence: ‘‘Father Fielding immediately
LEFT for Ireland.”

Of course he left for Ireland. He got out of the way! It was
high time. He presumed Father Carroll would allow his name
to go out to the public as one of the signers of the lying an-
nouncement, but he made a mistake. Although he lived with
Father Carroll he dld not know him. Father Carroll is an
honest man and despises trickery. He wrote to Father Yorke
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repudiating both the ‘“Announcement’” and the signature.
Father Yorke did not publish it.

Mr. Richardson received a similar letter from Father Carroll
with permission to publish it In case Father Yorke refused to
make the correction. The public knows the result.

We will take the next sentence: “NOT HAVING THE FEAR
OF HIS ASSISTANT BEFORE HIS EYES Father Carroll
put,” etc.

What does Father Yorke mean by that scandalous statement?
Was Father Carroll habitually in fear of his assistant? Why
should he fear him? Did he fear physical violence at his hands?
Has Father Carroll complained or has Father Fielding spread
the report? All those and many more questions bi~n .
from them occur to every reader of Father Yorke's paper. We
have heard them asked here in New York, ‘“Why was not
Father Yorke more explicit or else suppress the whole miser-
able story?”’

One of the California delegates to the Philadelphia Conven-
tion, when questioned regarding how Father Yorke contrived to
be absent so frequently from his parochial duties, said that
Father Yorke is a bigger man in California than his bishop, and
the bishop is afrald of him. We understood at the “ime that
the bishop was afraid of Father Yorke's political strength.

The fact that Father Yorke has been shamed into admitting
his knowledge of the forgery after the fact shows clearly that
the Henebrlates are on the run. True, or untrue, the story of
Father Filelding's terrorism over his pastor should have been
withheld, but alas, Father Yorke spares neither friend nor foe.
Its publication does not hurt Father Carroll, which it evidently
was intended to do.

The story is a boomerang and strikes back at the man who
gent it out and injures Father Fielding deeply. No sober man
would reveal such things. Its publication clearly indicates the
mental and moral standing of the band of degenerates who
stooped to forgery and to purloining private letters in order to
blacken the character of men who would not be controlled by
them.

Dr. S8hahan’s letters were peddled around by Father Yorke's
representative at Philadelphia. Mr. Richardson's private letters
have been gotten somehow and published without his permission.
The degenerutes are now desperate. Probably if they had to do
it all over again they would leave the forgery out. The odium
of it will stick to them for years. It has brought them noth-
ing but misfortune and disaster.

One has been relegated to a sanitarfum, another has been
removed from his parish, a third has sunk into obscurity, while
the last and noisiest is expecting something to happen in the
very near future. They are a disgrace to their race.
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R O’HICKEY, Vice-President of the Gaelic League,
delivered a significant address in Liverpool on Mon-
day evenlng (November 3). He discoursed on the
language movement, its origin, and its growth. There can
be no doubt, that the movement has grown immensely, and
it would be an advantage to have Gaels enlightened as to
the main causes which have pushed it forward so rapidly.
Clearly its leaders are working earnestly. They have little
time to shape into narrative the history of the movement,
little desire to laud the result of their own industry. Rarely
does the genuine Gael talk loudly about his own maxims.
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Dr. O'Hickey admits little is yet known about the lan-
guage movement in the Irish-speaking districts. This is
singular, if it be true, considering that the Organlzers of
the League have been traversing the country for three or
four years. It is not difficult to understand that the people
paid no very great attention to the language cause four

years ago, but there is no valid excuse for this now.
Scarcely a week elapses but the League publishes a learned
pamphlet in choicest English, and these little pamphlets
are being constantly circulated throughout the country.
The very first of the pamphlets, published some four years
ago, made Trinity College tremble to Iits foundations, and,
In addition to this, it put the Gaelic League on the right
road; so, at least, are we now told. From that time for-
ward some thirty different pamphlets have been printed,
almost every one of which was as admirable as the first,

* ) *

Would it not be a good thing if some little pamphlets
were published In Irish, and distributed in the Irish-speak-
ing areas? The people would appreciate them far more;
they would understand them very much better. And these
pamphlets, too, may make Trinity College tremble! If
one little pamphlet in Enghsh terrified the champions of
this Foreign Stronghold into dancing a war-dance round the

author of that particular pamphlet, it can hardly be doubted
that a pamphlet in Irish would frighten them somewhat
also. No wonder, at any rate, that all the Irish books
written by Father Dinneen would simply terrify—shame or
frighten, at the least—those lazy loungers in the College
of Elizabeth,w ho talk so loudly about the language but
never do anything in its interest. It is hardly likely though
that big salaries are given them with the object of pro-
moting the language; it is likelier far that they are given
them with the real object of destroying fit.
* * *

Within the past year or two Father Dinneen has given
us “Cormac O’Conaill,” “Killarney,” “O’Rahilly’s Poems,”
‘“Eoghan Ruadh O’Sullivan’s Poems,” the Poems of Mac-
Donnell ard of Geoffrey O’Donoghue, the Life of Eoghair
Ruaidh and “Irish Prose,” with various other works be-
sides. Little wonder all these books, without referring at
all to his Dictionary, would terrify the men of ‘“big sal-
aries” and of ‘“idleness.” Little wonder his “Faith and
Famine” and “Enchanted Well” would put them to shame.

If all Gaels did as much as the author of these books, or if
the Irish ‘‘scholars” did only one-twentieth as much there
would be no dearth of literature henceforward. But there
is little good in hoping thus at least according to all ap-
pearances :
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OSSIAN'S VISION OF HELL.

By Stephea Gwyna.

Copyrighted, 1902, by The Gael Publishing Co.

[NoTE:

Every one knows how In the days of Cormac MacArt, Finn MacCool and his Fianna, or braves, were the

<hampions of Ireland; and how at last a fairy woman appeared among them and dared any to go with her; how Osslan,
Finn’s son, took up the challenge and followed her to T¥r-na-n-Og, where he lived for a while, till, thinking long for his
own country, he defied her warning and went back, to find himself old and broken. his comrades dead and forgotten, and
a new falth supreme in the land. Every one knows how he was brought to St. Patrick, and how in colloqules between
them the great deeds of the Fianna were related; for all this makes the main theme of Irish folk-tale. But one chapter
of that cycle of saga had slipped out of mind, and never sa w print, till my friend Seamus MacManus, recovered it. He
heard the poem in Donegal from an old man, an evicted tenant, whose cabin had been pulled down, but who lay bed-

ridden under a roof of scraws, propped to the shaky gable.

Lying on the roof by the vent-hole, at once chimney and win-

dow, for there was no room in the kennel, he noted down what the bed-ridden peasant chanted to him—the lay that

I have Englished here.]

TELL you an ancient story,

Learnt on an Irish strand,

Of lonely Ossian* returning
Belated from fairy land

To a land grown meek and holy,
To a land of mass and bell,
Under the hope of heaven,
Under the dread of hell.

It tells how the bard and warrior,
Last of a giant race,

Wrestled a year with Patrick
Answering face to face;

Mating the praise of meekness
‘With vaunt of a warrlor school
And the glory of God the Father
With the valor of Finn MacCool;

Until at the end the hero

‘Through fasting and through Yrayer
Came to the faith of Christians,
Forsaking the days that were.

Then, says the story, Patrick,
Seeing the flerce grown mild,
YLaughed with joy on his convert
Like father on first-born child.

“Well 'twas for you, O Ossian,

You came to the light,” he sald.
“And now I will show you the torment
From which to our God you fled.”

Then with a pass of his crozier

He put a spell on the air

And there fell a mist on the eyeballs
0f Ossian standing there.

*Olsin (son_of Filonn MacCumhalill) is
ronounced Ossian in Connacht and the
ighlands of Scotland, and Usheen in
Munster.

Shapes loomed up through the dark-
ness

And “Now,” says the saint, “look well,

See your friends the Fianna,

And all their trouble in hell.”

Osslan stared through the darkness,
Saw as the mist grew clear,

Legions of hell-black warriors
Raging with sword and spear:

Footmen, huge and mishapen,
Stiffened with snarling ire,
Charlots with hell-black stallions
Champlng a spume of fire;

And all of the the grim-faced battle
With clash, and yell, and neigh,
Dashed on a knot of warriors

Set in a rank at bay.

Ossian looked and he knew them,
Knew each man of them well,
Knew his friends the Fianna
There in the pit of hell.

There was his very father,
Leader of all their bands,
Finn, the terrible wrestler,
Griping with giant hands;

Oscar with edge-blade smiting;
Caolité with charging lance;
Diarmuid poising a javelin,
Nimble as in the dance;

Conan the crop-eared stabber
Aiming a slant-way stroke,

And the flery Lugach, leaping
Where the brunt of battle broke.

But in frant of all by a furlong,
There in the hell-ligat pale,

Was the champion, Gull MacMorna,*®
Winding a monstrous flail.

And still the flail as he swung it
Sang through the maddened air,
Chanting the deeds of heroes,

A song of the days that were.

It swung with a shrilling of pipers,
It smote with a thud of drums,
It leapt and it whirled in battle
Crying, “Gull MacMorna comes!"

It leapt and it smote, and the devils
Shrieked under every blow;

With the very wind of its whistling
‘Warriors were stricken low.

It swept a path through the army
Wide as a winter flood,

And down that lane the Fianna
Charged in a wash of blood.

Patrick gazed upon Ossian
But Ossian watched to decry
The surf and the tide of battle
Turn as in days gone by.

And lo! at the sudden onset
The fighters of Eire made

And under the flail of MacMorna
The host of the foemen swayed;

Broke; and Ossian breathless,
Heard the exultant yell

Of his comrades hurling the devils
Back to the wall of hell.

And the sword blades reaped like
sickles,
And the javelins fell like hall,

*Gull (MacMorna) is general

Goll and usually pronounced ‘‘Gowl.*®
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And louder and ever louder
Rose the song of the flall,

As whirling In air the striker

Swung shrill or thudded dull
‘When, woe! the tug on a sudden

Broke in the grasp of Gull

Handstaft and striker parted,
The song of the flail was dumb;
On the heart of Ossian watching
Fell that silence numb.

And oh! for a time uncounted
He watched with stralning eyes
The tide of the devils’ battle
Quicken, and turn and rise.

He watched the Fianna’s onset
‘Waver, and hang in doubt,

He watched his leaderless comrades
Swept in a struggling rout;

Till Gull, in the crash and tumult, °
And dashed with a bloody rain,
Knotted his flail together

With sinews out of the slain.

And, as the gasping Fianna
Felt their endeavor fail,
Chanting their ancient valor
Rose the voice of the flail

And again in the stagnant ebbing
Of their blood began to flow
The tide of a surging courage
The faith in a crowning blow.

And the heart of their comrade watch-
ing

Stirred with joy to behold,

Feats of his by-gone manhood,

Strokes that he knew of old.

Again he beheld the stubborn
Setting of targe to targe;
Again he beheld the rally
Swell to a shattering charge.

And surely now the Fianna

‘Would slaughter and whelm the foe
In a flerce and final triumph

Lords of the realm below.

As they leapt in the battle madness
Climbing on heaps of slain—

And again Gull’s wlzard weapon
Flew on a stroke In twain!

For a time and times uncounted
Ossian endured the sight

Of the endless swaying tumult,
The ebb and flow of the fight.

His face grew lean with sorrow,

And hunger stared from his eyes

And the laboring breath from his
bosom

Broke in heavy sighs.
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Until at the last St. Patrick

In a volce of pity spoke
“Vexed is your look, O Ossian,
As your very heart were broke,

Courage, O new-made Christian!
Great is my joy in you,

I would like it i1l on a day of grace
My son should have aught to rue.

Therefore for these your comrades,

I glve you a wish to-day

That shall lift them out of thelr tor-
ment

Into some better way.

Speak—be bold in your asking,
Christ 1s strong to redeem.”
Ossian turned on him sudden
Like one awakened from a dream.

And the old man’s cheek was flushed
now,

Praying had left it pale—

“PATRICK, GIVE GCLL MACMORNA

AN IRON TUG TO HIS FLAIL.”

Patrick 18 dead and Ossian,

Gull to his place 18 gone,

But the words and the deeds of heroes
Linger in twilight on.

In a boilight of fireside tellings
Lit by the poet’s lay, .
Lighting the gloom of hardship
The niyht of a needy day.

And still the Gael as he listens
In a land of mass and bell
Under the hope of heaven,
Under the dread of hell.

Thinks long like age-spent Ossian
For the things that are no more,
For the clash of meeting weapons
And the mad delight of war.

R. GEORGE MOORE, the Irish
author, avers that in connection
with the Irish printing industry

“it is as easy to bring some thousands
of pounds into Dublin as it is to call an
outside car.” His idea is that Irish au-
thors should make a practice of asking
their publishers to have their books
printed In Dublin.

His own publisher has consented to
have his new book printed in the Irish
capital, having ascertained that print-
ing in that city is not more expensive
than in I.ondon or Edinburgh.

Mr. Moore asks other authors who
“live by describing Irish people and
scenery”’—such as Dr. Barry, Mlss Jane
Barlow, Mr. Justin McCarthy, and Mr.
Frankfort Moore—to follow his ex-
ample, and to “pay their model” by
having their books printed in Ireland.
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Irish National Theatre,

HE Irish National Theatre So-
ciety, the members of which
produced the Irish plays during

Samhain week at the Antlent Concert
Rooms, Dublin, have opened their
hall at 34 Lower Camden Street, with
what ought to prove an attractive pro-
gramme, including Mr. Fred Ryan'’s
play, “The Laying of the Founda-
tions,” Mr. Yeats’ farce, “A Pot of
Broth,” and Mr. MacGinley's play In
Irish, “Eilis agus an bhean deirce.”

Mr. W. G. Fay, the stage manager
of the Society, under whose direction
the pleces are produced, appeared in
“A Pot of Broth.”

Late Mrs, Seamus MacManus,

N the little country churchyard of
Frosses, County of Donegal, where
rest the remains of Ethna Car-

bery, a beautifully sculptured Celtic
cross has been erected to her mem-
ory by her father, Mr. Robert John-
ston, of Belfast. The Inscription is
in the language which was dear to the
heart of her that is dead, and for the
revival of which she strove so worth-
ily and well.

The Irish wording is the work of a
triend and fellow-laborer whom she
valued dearly, the well-known Conan
Maol. It is thus:

‘9 m-blat na h-615e vo darllig Dia leip

eitne cairbre,
Dean Seamuir Mac Magnuir,
um Cairg. 1902.

‘Dean-uapal ipo-aigeancad, glé-mnein-
eat, veag-tneifeat vo b'ead €itne: bean-
f1le 1p tip-featoip v'orbmE 50 vian-calma
At TON TeanZa® 1 rotan a tipe, 1t Vo tup
bpeé-teme Le by § nanntin Feeveal Le
n-a bpriatqa binne.

“tag §Lén V€ 1no1d T4 4 h-anam geal 43
gurde Le h-afard an Lae G0 na nSaedveal
4ATA 1 n-van vo teaét.”

(Translation as follows):
In the bloom of her youth God gath-
ered to himself
EITHNE CARBERY,
Wite of Seamus MacManus,
Eastertide, 1902.

A magnanimous, pure-minded, high-
ly accomplished noble lady was
Eithne. A poetess and patriot who
worked strenuously for the cause of
the language and freedom of her coun-
try, and put living fire and spirit into

the minds of the Irish race with her
sweet words.

At the knee of God now her bright
soul is praying for that day that Is to
come for the deliverance (ot (the Gael.
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Disillusioned.

From a far world, and cold, and lone, I plead a heart-wrung
plain, :

0, Mountain Guardians of my home, throw wide your arms
again!

For, desolate, heart-hungry, and sore sick of soul am I,

In my heart’s sad depths I yearn, I yearn within your arms
to lie.

The world has proved so false, and life grown bitter on my
tongue,

Gone every rainbow hope that ‘fore my foolish eyes had

' sprung.

" I'm weary-worn, and at my breast there gnaws a aharp-
toothed paln—

O, Mountain Guardians, take me to your loving arms again!

Dark Mountains of my love, long-lost, forbear that hurting
frown:

To my woeful welght of sorrow add not Sorrow’s iron

. crown

You cherished me in childhood, you held me, when a boy,

in your big embrace, and gave me all the world may give
of joy—

You told me tales, and sung me songs, and showed
treasures gay. ’

I turned my back on you—may God forgive!—one evil day;

Nor dropped a tear; but left you; and now, when sorrows
rain,

i ery, O Mountains of my home, throw wide your arms
again!

Woe worth that luckless day of days I climbed thy topmost
knoll!

That bitter day and hour down-dropped from me my peace
of soul.

I saw a glittering world beyond: whereat a strange unrest,

That my dream-life had never known, was stirring in my
breast.

A-through that world, afar, it drove me many a footsore
mile,

To find it base, its glitter false, and treacherous its smile.

My breast is racked, my heart is dry, and throbbing loud
my brain—

O Mountains, take me, draw me to your loving arms again!

O, Rugged Ones! with hearts so warm for all ye look so
wild,

Stretch out your mighty arms and gather me, an errant
child,

In your great clasp, and bathe my weary spirit with your
balm;

To your blue bosom fold me, cloak me with your holy calm

That's only broken by the black-cock’s crow, the plover's
flap,

And plash of speckled trout on the still lakes within your

lap.

‘With ye I'll ind forgetfulness of a-world so void, so valn—

O, Mountains, Mountains of my youth, filng wide your arms
again.

SEAMUS MAC MANUS.

THE GAEL.

January, 1903.

A Little Rugzed Boreen Far Away.

There’s a little rugged boreen far away!
‘Where the dusty road is winding to the dreamy, golden west
And the heather-hills are sleeping, like a weary host at rest,
And when evening shades are falling
I can hear the birdeen’s calling
In that little rugged boreen far away.

O, that little rugged boreen far away!
How our thoughts at times will leap across the chasm of
the years,
And the voices of the past will come, unbidden, to our ears,
And will touch our hearts in greeting
Like the leaty branches meeting
O’er that little rugged boreen far away!

O, that little rugged boreen far away! .
‘When the hawthorn scent was floating on the holy morn-
ing alr.
And the fairy dew was glistening on the pure, white blos-
soms there, )
‘With the thrushes all a-singing
On the branches lightly swinging
In that little rugged boreen far away.

0, that little rugged boreen far away! ’
With the grand old poplars thrusting up their heads into
the sky,
Till you'd think they’d say: “God save ye,” to the white
clouds dritting by,
And the leaves with laughter shaking
At their mystic merry-making
In that little rugged boreen far away.

O, that little rugged boreen far away!
‘When the people sat at evening in the shadow of the trees
And with voices, low and gentle, as the whispering of the
breeze,
Passed the time in song and story
Till the stars came out in glory
O’er that little rugged boreen far away.

How I love that little boreen far away,
It is shrined within my memory like a mother’s angel amile
That no clouds of earth can darken nor no change of time
defile,
And my love shall live, unending—
As the blue sky, lowly bending,
O’er that little rugged boreen far away.
BRIAN O’HIGGINS.

Dead

In Merioneth over the sad moor

Drives the rain, the cold wind blows.
Past the ruinous church door

The poor procession without music goes.

Lonely she wandered ont her hour and died.
Now the mournful curlew cries

Over her, laid down beside
Death’s lonely people: lightly down she lles.

In Merioneth the wind lives and walls
On from hill to lonely hill:
Down the loud triumphant gales
A spirit cries ‘“‘Be strong!’” and cries “Be still!”
: LIONEL JOHNSON.
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HE poems of the late Lionel John-
son are (0 be collected and pub-
lished in a volume to which

Katharine Tynan will contribute a
preface. His prose essays are to flll
another volume.

ARONESS BONDE was an Irish
lady who married a Dutchman

residing in an official position in -

Paris in the revolutionary days of 1848.
8he set down in her journal many in-
timate revelations of the period and its
celebrated personages, and this jour-
nal is now to be .published.

COMPLETE translation into

‘Welsh of Dante’s “Divina Com-

media” is in course of prepara-
tion. Only fragments of the work
have existed so far in Welsh. The
book is to be illustrated by a Welsh
artist, Mr. Edwards, who has been
visiting Florence.

E have received from Mr. P. H.
Pearse a copy of “Seaghan
O'Duibhir an Ghleanna,” the

fifth of the Oireachtas choruses. It is
beautifully harmonized by Mr. Robert
O’Dwyer and turned out in the same
tasteful style as those which we have
already noticed. The price is the same
—threepence.

ISS MARGARET BLAKE-ROB-
INSON, editor of the “Herald of
Light,” has written a charming

story of Irish life to which she has
glven the unusual title of “The Left-
silde Man.” His real name is Cahal
Desmond and hls sweetheart is Nan-
neen Nolan.

Mlss Robinson aims to show that
Ireland is not as carricaturists picture
it, and In doing so mixes love, polltics,
and moonlighting. 325 pages, 8vo,
cloth. Herald of Light Publishing Co.,
New York.
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LACKIE & 8SON, London, an-
nounce ‘“The Literature of the
Celts, its History and Romance.”

By Magnus MacLeal, M. A. D. Sc. F.

‘R. 8. E. 416 pages, demy 8vo.

As a book of reference on Celtic lit-
erature, this work will prove of great
assistance to every student alike of
general as of special literature.

ESSRS. CRAMER, WOOD & CO0.,
music publishers, Dublin, are
bringing out a new Irish song,

the music of which is by Mr. O’Brien
Butler.

The name in Gaellc is [Caitin]
“Cawteen.” The Irish words are by
Tadhg O’Donoghue. The English
translation by Dr. Waller, is under the
title of “Kitty Nelll.” The song is
dedicated to Lady Gregory.

ARPER BROTHERS, New York,
announce “On an Irish Jaunt-
ing-Car Through Donegal and

Connemara.” By Samuel G. Bayne. An
amusing jourpey taken by the author
and his friends from New York to
Londonderry and thence through the
beautiful Irish country on a jaunting-
car. Illustrated by photographs fur-
nished by Lawrence, Dublin. Post,
8vo, cloth, $1.25.

HE first yearly volume of Denvir's
Monthly Irish Library is com-
pleted by the publication of the

book for December. This is from the
pen of Mr. Thomas Flannery, and its
subject 1s “Dr. John O’Donovan.” No
person is more competent to write in
popular form a sketch of the life,
labors, and character of the great Irish
scholar and antiquarlan.

The little volume contains a good
portrait of Dr. O’'Donovan, which has
been drawn by Mr. Willlam O'Dubhain,
from a likeness of his father lent by
Mr. Richard O'Donovan, of Liverpool.
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R. T. O'NEILL LANE, Tourna-
fulla, Newcastle West, County
Limerick, announces that he

has in preparation an English-irish
Dictionary. This dictionary will con-
tain between 30,000 and 40,000 English
words and their modern Irlsh equiva-
lents, and where there are several
equivalents for the same word they
have been differentiated as far as prac-
ticable without making the book too
large.

N appropriate New Year’s gift is a
new volume of verse entitled “A
Martyr of the Mohawk Valley,”

and other poems by P. J. Coleman,
published by the ‘“Messenger,” Nos. 37
and 29 West 16th St., New York, and
which has been received with great
favor by literary critics. The work Is
artistically bound with gilt top; 1is
printed on fine paper and will make a
desirable addition to drawing room or
library.

In its contents, it 18 up-to-date,
touching on many events of the day—
the religious persecution of France,
the Boer war, the late visit of Roch-
ambeau to America and kindred topics.
The price of the volume is $1.00 post-
paid.

&4 OTTO: Some Japanese Curios,
with Sundry Cobwebs,” by
Lafcadio Hearn, will be pub-

lished next month by the Macmillan

Company. Hearn’s writings are very

interesting, partly through the cholce

of his subjects and partly through the
dellcacy of his fancy and expression.

He visited the secret places of the east,
wrote about what he saw, and trans-
lated it. His mother was Greclan and
bis father was Irish. -

JOSEPH _MARTIN, Official Lecturer,
Board of Education, New York City. an-
nounces that he {s open for engage-
ments for stereoptlcon lectures on Ire-
land and Irish subjects.

Address: 124 Lafayette Avenue; .

Brooklyn, N. Y.
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The past twelve months have wit-
nessed a development of the Gaelic
League which must give high hope to
everybody sincerely interested in the
perpetuation of Ireland’s nationbood.
The number of affiliated branches of
the League Increases steadily, and
County and District Committees are
springing up all over the country to
regulate local affairs. The organizing,
editorial and clerical staffs have each
been largely augmented, the League’s
organs have been appreciably improv-
ed—all its departments have in fact
been placed on a practical business
basis. And its new and orlginal pub-
lications follow each other with almost
startling rapidity. Moreover, the attl-
tude of the press towards the move-
ment has become decidedly friendly.

In no part of Ireland has the lan-
guage movement got such a hold as in
Dublin. Citles, of course, lend them-
selves peculiarly to organization, and
sustained organization necessarily In-
fluences communities everywhere.
Hitherto there has been a very healthy
rlvalry between tne various units of
the organization in Dublin; but the
branches have now so multiplied as a
result that the frequency of their in-
dividual functions has become almost
embarrassing. This is a promising
even if embarrassing state of things.
Henceforward the desirable innorations
even the most ambitious gocial fliyhts
of the League’s earlier days will be re-
garded as quite commonplace, other
features more racy, more distinctively
native will supersede them, and so, the
ideal will be gradually and steadily
approached.

The Keating Branch has since ita
inception done much to nationalize the
League’s work. Its proposals at last
Congress, though then misinterpreted
and somewhat stoutly opposed, have
resulted in a very visible opening up of
the organization. 1ts Iinaugural ad-
dress for the current session was hap-
pily chosen, having been delivered by
Mr. P. J. O’Shea, better known as
““Conan Maol.” On the invitation of the
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Lord Mayor, the popular president of
the branch, the lecture came off in the
Mansion House. Belng exclusively in
Irish, and foliowed by an exclusively
Irish debate, it may be said to have
been the first purely Irish function
held within the Mansion House walls.
Under the auspices of the branch Fr.
Lee, of Limerick, has also delivered a
most instructive lecture on ‘“The Life-
work of O’Curry.” Among the other
public lectures of the session are
“Irish Dances,” by J. G. O’Keeffe;
“Irish Music,” by Fr. Brennan, pro-
pagandist lectures by Fr. Dinneea, Dr.
Hyde, Dr. Coffey and weekly histori-
cal lectures by the branch students.
The Keating Annual Concert (Cuirm
Cheoil na Samhna) was as Banba puts
it, “a feast of the native essence of
Irish soclal life such as Dublin has
n:t been treated to tor loaug ages.”
Among iis features was a representia-
tion of Fr. Dinneen’s drama “An Tobar
Draoidheachta,” which had previously
been produced and enthusiastlcally re-
ceived both in Tralee and Killarney.

Later the Keating Hurlers, who have
been winning an unbroken series of
victories on the hurling fleld, held a
smoking concert on a more than usual-
ly amblitious scale. Beiug hurlers, not
hypocrites, they provided ana partook
moderately—most moderately irdeed—
of refreshments other than rsrda and
oranges. This Is the testimory of an

eye-witness of their evening’s enter-

tainment. Some of the critics have in
their lip-antipathy to bung-taken um-
brage at this feature of the councert.
Critics are of course legitimate if no*
necessary members of soclety. But
particular critics might have the seuse
to realize that hurlers of the intellect-
ual and physical calibre of the "Kcat-
ings” are well able to look after them-
selves, and can moreover afford to re-
gard criticism offered in & rash and
carping spirit as officiousness. The
candid hurler will not deny being suts
ject to the common weakness of en-
joying limited stimulants of some
form or other periodically. The hur-
ler who will not admit this weakness
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or a qualified sympathy with it is a
hypocrite.

The scope and character of the
Christmas number of Banba, just re-
celved, justify ithe departure made in
the pioneer illustrated Gaelic maga-
zine. Henceforward it is to “be pub-
lished monthly, and four pages, or
one-seventh of its entire space, will
be devoted to critical notes in English.
As an ideal, the new Banba may seem
inferior somewhat to the first volume,
but as a weapon to be used with effect
in a nation’s struggle for existence it
must certainly be far more efficacious
in its altered form. The possibility of
producing an illustrated magazine ex-
clusively in Irish has been amply dem-
onstrated by the success which attend-
ed the first volume, and it therefore
becomes the right of the governing
body of the organization, admirably
equipped as it now is, to produce and
conduct a journal of such an exclusive
character.

Nowhere outside of Dublin has the
Gaellc League been embraced so ear-
nestly as in the County Wexford where
it owes its inception and growth main-
ly to the magnetism of Mr. Michael
O'Sullivan. Already the county com-
mittee have secured two traveling
teachers, and, judging by the unprece-
dented success ot the great Feis held
recently in Ennicorthy, which by the
way, is also the cradle of the Anti-
Treating League, the Wexfordmen of
to-day seem determined to fight as
earnestly in the language and indus-
trlal revival as did their ancestors in
defence of their homes in '98. Gaelie
Leaguers everywhere will be pleased
to learn that Mr. O’Sullivan has de-
cided to place himself in the custody
of a fair guardian early in the new
year. Those who know how unsel-
fishly Micheal has toiled will pray that
the future sharer of his fortunes may
prevail on him to abate Iris ardour In
the language cause for a time at least.
He has tryly done giant work and s
well entitled to a holiday. ‘“Saoghal
fada go raibh ag an lanamha 4 DR-
fochair a cheile.”
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Many of ‘the Leinster counties
are tolerably well organized, notably
Meath, Louth, Wicklow, Kildare and
Longford. But Carlow, Westmeath
and nidh nack fongnaoh, the King’s and
Queen’'s counties are yet in a very
backward way. The difficulty of pro-
viding teachers  for the non-Irish
speaking dlstricts is already giving
the League serious concern. If the
present demand for extern and travel-
ing teachers continue, a couple of years
hence will find most of the young men
of the country drawn deeply into the
language movement, and the political
leaders will, a8 a consequence, find
themselves confronted by a very seri-
ous problem.

Mr. John Hogan, Fr. O’Callaghan
and Dr. Henry have been co-opted on
the Gaelic League Executive. This
will be welcome news to everybody,
particularly the co-option of Dr. Henry
who, though resident in London, has
taken more than a mere ordinary in-
terest in the organization of Connacht.
Every step calcuiated to rouse and
quicken the West is to be encouraged.
Galway has of course been compara-
tively active from the onset, and Mayo
has now become quite militant. But

Sligo and Leitrim are yet very far be-
hind. And even Roscommon, In spite
of the keen light radiating trom Ratra
is anything but ardent.

The Dublin Plpers’ Club concert,
held on December 13th, was among the
most successful concerts of the present
session. To the tireless energy of Mr.
E. T. Kent is it especially due that the
Piobairidhe are, at length, in such a
very promising posi.on.

The subject of discussion at a recent
meeting of the Dublin Grocers’ Debat-
ing Society was: Whether is Douglass
Hyde or John E. Redmond the better
Irishman? The result has not trans-
pired. But rumor says that Mr. Hea-
ver, who comes from the Ratra neigh-
borhood, urged the “prior claims” of
Mr. Redmond very successfully.

Fr. Dinneen’s Irish Dictionary is not
likely to be ready for six months.

In the Central Branch of the League
(Dublin) a number of Irish plays, not-
ably “dodh O'Neill,” by Mr. P. T
O'Shea, are being earnestly rehearsed.

‘With Gaelic writers Cork and Kerry
are now well in harness. Kerry has,

to an even greater degree than Cork,
contrlbuted itinerary workers to the
Gaellc League. It has given P. J.
O’'Shea, Dermot Foley and M. J. Hus-
sey to Belfast; Fr. Dinneen, Denis
Lynch, Dr. Coftey, Domhnall O'Connor,
and Patrick O’Shea to Dublin; Michael
O’Sullivan to Wexford; J. J. Doyle to..
Derry; Mrs. O’Keane, Fr. O’Sullivan,
and Fionan MacColium to London. It
has sent Michael C. O'Shea and P. J.
O’Daly to Boston; J. P. O'Neill to Tor-
onta; Michael O'Reilly to New York;
In fact, to detail the work done by the
children of “the kingdom” would be
to relate half the history of the lan-
guage movement. '

The Oireachtas Syllabus for 1903 is
out. This time the National Festival
will be on a more ambitious scale than
ever, and must, from Its character, en-
tail double the expense of the last

Oircachtas, 1t is only the very few who
have any conception of the drudgery

.and worry attending such a festival,

and it is only because of the systematic
handling of its complicated detalls by
Mr. James Casey, the genial secretary,
that everything connected with it has
hitherto passed off so very satisfactor-
ilv. Everybody in a position to re-
gpond to the Oireachtas appeal should
do so cheerfully/and promptly.
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ADVERTISING RATES UPODN APPLICATION.

N the latest issue of the “Zeltschrift
fur Celtische Philologle,” Dr. Whit-
ley Stokes, the -distinguished Celtic

savant, roundly excoriates Dr. Robert
Atkinson, of Trinity College, Dublin,
for his lack of scholarship, so far as
Irish is concerned, displayed in the re-
cent volumes of the Brehon Laws, edit-
ed by him. Dr. Stokes fills several
pages of the ‘Zeitschrift” with in-

. stances of Atkinson’s lack of Irish

scholarship. He cites hundreds and
hundreds of blunders and mistakes

.wherein he Is entirely at fault, and

shows that he is far behind Continen-
tal scholars in the latest discoveries of
philolegy.

This is not the first time that Dr.
Stokes has had to administer a like re-
buke to this pseudo Irish scholar, nor
is Dr. Stokes alone in this respect, it
is now about four years since the Rev.
Peter O’Leary, of Castlelyons, proved
most conclusively that Dr. Atkinson
in his edition of “Tri Bior GQhaoite an
Bhais,” did not know the use of the
verb ‘““to be,” in Irish.

Prof. Atkinson has the useful talent
of forcing himself into positions for
which the world now knows he is
totally unfitted. From being a pro-
fessor of Sanskrit and Comparative
Philology in Trinity College he worked
himself into the good graces of the
Council of the Royal Irish Academy,
and last year was elected president of
that body. From this he had only to
appoint himself “Todd professor of

Celtic” to that institution at a salary
of £100 per year. He has also fillea
the office of editor of “The Irish MSS.
Series” 10 the Academy.

He has for nearly a quarter of a cen-
tury drawn the sum of £300 per year
from the government for the compila-
tion of a complete Irish Thesaurus of
which he has as yet only reached the
letter “G” in manuscript. He has for
over fifteen years held the office of edi-
tor of the Brehon Laws to the Brehon
Law Commission, which is also under
the supervision of the Royal Irish Aca-
demy, of which he is president. How
' many other sinecures Prof. Atkinson
fills in and around the garrison strong-
hold we do not know, but we have
known for a long time that Dr. Atkin-
son, like Dr. O’Hickey, has had a repu-
tation for Irish scholarship and learn-
ing which he never earned. We know
that when he promised to trans-
late Keating’s ‘“Tri Bior Ghaoite an
Bhais,” he made it with the hope that
poor old Mr. Fleming would not be
called 80 soon to his eternal reward.
Mr. Fleming is gone and the “Three
Shafts of Death” is still untranslated
after a lapse of twelve years.

Prof. Atkinson will be remembered
as the man who appeared before the
Commissioners of National Education
In Ireland a few years ago and declar-
ed that our old Irish literature, when
not religious, was either silly or inde-
cent. This is the man who in con-
junction with Prof. John Pentland
Mahafty, also of Trinity College, de-
nounced the Gaelic League and the
Gaelic revival movement. This is the

man who by his public denunciation of
the Irish language has drawn down up-
on himself the public condemnation of
Profs. Zimmer, Kuno Meyer, and other
great Continental Celticists, as well as
Dr. Douglas Hyde, Father O’Leary and
others.

The Council of the Royal Irish Aca-
demy is composed of men representing
the highest types of scholarship and
learning. Ripe and profound Irish
scholars like Stokes, Meyer, Standish
Hayes O'Grady, Dr. Edmund Hogan,
Dr. MacCarthy and others are com-
paratively numerous.

Why they have not discovered and
exposed the ignorance and fncompe-
tence of Prof. Atkinson long before
this is a mystery to all. How long
they are going to tolerate him, now
that the deception has been discovered,
is a question for the present. It is
plain to all that he is a clog on the
wheels of progress and must be cast
asids.

The world asks, aye demands that
the beauties of our old Irish sagas be
glven publicity and placed within the
reachof all. Dr. Atkinson is an ob-

stacle in the way, therefore he must
be brushed aside. Recently he refused
to permit even a catalogue of the Irish
Manuscripts in Trinity College and
the Royal Irish Academy to be com-
piled, although the British Museum,
thanks to the efforts of Standish Hayes
O’Grady, has now a complete catalogue
of the collections of Irish MSS. pre-
served within its walls.

Before the learned world Prof. At-
kinson now stands condemned as a
man devoid of literary taste and lack-
ing appreciation of the value and beau-
ties of our anclent literature.
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HB Christmas numbers of the
Irish newspapers and magazines
are now arriving by every malil

and show a pronounced advance both
in literary and artistic merit over those
of former years. Where all are 8o
commendable it is dificult to make
selection.

“A Celtic Christmas” is the title
given to the Christmas issue of “The
Irish Homestead.” It 18 a most inter-
esting number filled with well selected
contributions from the best Irish
writers, and accompanied by a special
art supplement “the Spirit of the Daf-
fodil” by “A. E.”

The Christmas number of the ‘‘Dub-
lin Weekly Indepeadent” makes its ap-
pearance expanded to forty pages and
enclosed in an attractive cover. Among
the many in teresting features are
‘“The Sons of Tuireann,” by Seamus
MacManus; “Footprints on the Sand,”
by M. A. Manning; “A Weird Atone-
ment,” by P. J. McDonnell, etc. The
literary matter is genuinely and cor-
rectly Irish In tone and sentiment and
should be widely read. It retails for
ten cents in this country.

The Christmas number of the Dublin
‘“Weekly Freeman” is bigger, better,
and more interesting than ever. Among
the many items that go to make up.the
contents we notice “At the Door of
Death,” by Alice Furlong; “The Lazy
Bush,” by Seamus MacManus; “In the
Glare of the Fire,” by Mary Fitzpat-
rick Sullivan; “The Risks and Dangers
of Emigration,” by T. C. Russell; “The
Natlvity,” a play In QGaelic by Dr.
Douglas Hyde; “The Man In the
Haunted Ruins,” by Sarah J. Boyers,
ete. The price in the United States is
16 cents per copy.

The Christmas number of the
‘‘Anglo-Celt,” published at Cavan, is
one of the brightest and most readable
Christmas publications Issued outside
of Dublin. It is full of interesting
reading, and contalns a number of
stories of a seasonable and fascinating
character. It is thoroughly Irish in
every respect and deserves encourage-
ment.

The Christmas number of ‘“Ireland
Illustrated” contains twelve additional
pages, but it 1s published at the usual
price—sixpence. No fewer than eight
pages of this issue are given over to a
finely-illustrated account of the Irish
pligrimage to Xome. In connection
with recent social events In Ireland a
number of beautiful pictures are given.
It is published by Seely, Bryers &
Walker, Dublin.

The Christmas “An Claidheamh
Soluis” contalns over forty-two col-
umns of reading matter in Irish, in-
cluding articles by such well-known
writers as Father O’Leary, Mr. Mc-
Sweeney (“Cu Uladh”), Mr. Ward
(““Cois Fhairrge”), and Mr. C. Des-
mond, and a charming Irish love song
by Dr. Douglas Hyde. A writer from
California contributes an article on the
best means of keeping the young peo-
ple of Ireland from emigrating. It is
a double number. The price Is two-
pence.

Not Eointcd.

B learn through our San Fran-
cisco correspondent that a
number of politicians in that

city have petitioned Governor Gage of
California to appoint Father Yorke a
Regent of the State University in suc-
cession to the late General Barnes.
So sure were they of his appointment
that they gave the story to the “Bul-
letin” which printed it, only to discover
next day that it was not true. The
Governor had only “promised” to con-
sider hls application. The politicians
3ay his appolntment will be a “vindica-
tion.” Evidently they consider he
needs a vindication or they would not
endeavor to secure it. Politicians have

a lively sense of favors to come. They
never work for nothing.

PRINTING company has been

formed in Dublin for the pur-

pose of taking over the es-

tablishment which issues An Claid-
leamh Soluis and The Gaelic Journal.

The company Is formed entirely of

staunch Gaelic Leaguers such as Dr.

Douglas Hyde, Dr. Sinclair Boyd, P. T.
MacGinley, Seamus MacManus, etc.
They hope to develop an extensive
Gaelic printing business and an Eng-
iish one also.

My Little Noreen Sweet.

Tho' proud may be the dames and fair
That grace the Saxon court;

And great the tall ships anchored there
In many a noble port. ’

Yet were they laden deep with gold
And priceless jewels complete

Far dearer than them all I’d hold
One little colleen sweet,

My fair Noreen, my gay stoirin,
My little Noreen sweet.

A patriot’s heart beats in her breast.
She loves old Ireland well—

Yet, too, for me her love’s confess’d
How from her lips it fell.

Then what care I for wealth or fame
They’re but at best deceit

Since happiness unto me came
With a colleen fair and sweet

My fond Noreen, my loved stoirin,
My little Noreen sweet.

SLIEVE MARGY.

HE island of Tiree on the west
coast of Scotland, near Mull,
owned by the Duke of Argyll,

has recently been put up for. sale at
auction and withdrawn because there
were no bidders.

The island is noted for its salubri-
ous climate and magnificent shooting,
and has been in the possession of the
Campbells, of Argyll, for ceniuries.
It 18 less than twenty-five miies from
the Isle of Saints, Iona, or I ColmciEe,
Lthe centre of all the finest Early Chris-
tian traditions of the Hebrides.

The eloquent auctioneer described
ft as a freehold domain known as the
“granary” and “fiower” of the Hebri-
des, reached by frequent ateamers
from Oban and Glasgow, and compris-
ing an area of 21,741 acres. The
population is 2,600. The gross rental
is about £4,600 per annum. A great
feature of the property is the vast
body of white, pink and green marble,
of which the island is largely com-
posed. The snipe shocting ls the
finest in Europe. At the outset the
auctioneer suggested £100,000, and
afterwards asked £90,000, £80,000 and
£60,000. As no bids were forthcoming
he withdrew the properiy.
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CORRIGAN & FRENCH

20 ALDERSGATE, CITY,
And at 32 ROSEBERRY AVENUE,

LONDON, E.C.

A}

OVERCOATS

OoF

IRISH TWEEDS or
FRIEZE from

30s.

JACKET SUITS

FROM
37s. 6d.

The Principals make special journeys to
Ireland for the express purpose of securing
GENUINE IRISH-MADE GOODS.

Tthe 1ri1sh harp.

Now madein Ireland forthe first time in generationa.
Correctly Modelled ing 10 the ancient historic
Harps in the National ¢ ollection of Antiquiiles.
5!5:04 with succe~s at the recent F te 1l and

tas (‘ompetitions in Dublin onlals
for tone, etc., from distinguished Irish Hurpers and
Musicians, VARIOUS PRICES

APPLICATIONS FOR PARTICULARS INVITED
JAMES M'FALL,
22 YORK LANE . . . BELFAST.

Denvir's Montbly Trish Library.

THE BOOK OF THE MONTH FOR DECEMBER:
“SARSFIELD,”

By John Hund.
BISTORY—POETRY—BIOGRAPHY—GAELIC PAGE, Bic.
Free by post 50c. per year.
American or Canadian Stamps taken.
JOHN DENVIR, 61 Fleet Street, LONDON.

WILLIAM F. COMBER,
Successor to WILLIAMS & BUTLAND,

Newsag:nts, Books:llers, and Dealers
in Church Requis tes,

47 LITTLE BRITAIN, LONDON, E.C.
W.F.OouseRr i8 London agent for TAE GARL

and other American publications. Newa‘rnh
anywherv in Great Britain supplied at Whole-

sale price.

METEORITE weighing more
than nine pounds fell near the
village of Crumlin (about ten

miles to the west of Belfast, on the
morning of October 13th, and, thanks
to Mr. L. Fletcher, F. R. S., it is now
in the Natural History Museum at
South Kensington, London.

It fell in a cornfield on Crosshill
Farm, which is under cultivation by
Mr. Walker, after explouing with a
loud noise iike that of the bursting of
a boiler, and buried itself to a depth of
one and a half feet in the ground.

Mr. Fletcher states wat it is the
largest stone which has been seen to
fall from the sky in the British Islands
for eighty-nine years, and is larger
than any which had fallen in England
since the year 1795.

S it not a deplorable thing that in
most of our country towns and vil-
lages there is nothing to quicken

the intelligence, no mental food of any
kind? British periodicals of an infer-
ior class, written for and to the stand-
ard of the minds of Britishers, are al-
most the only things we have.

Foreigners visiting Ireland again and

again deplore the genius that is run-
ning wild and waste in this country.
Travelers also say that the peasantry
of Ireland are amongst the keenest and
most intellectual in the world. This is
no exaggeration, it i8 no blowing of
our own trumpet; it is the simple
truth, How sad it is that there is so

little real education in our midst;{

nothing to foster that wasted genius,
nothing to guide and control that keen
intellect. We all in the country seem
like one who has lost his health, and
finding that he possesses no hold upon
life, lets everything run into ruin.—
Dalily Indepenaent, Dublin.

Tnstruction in Gaelic,

Lessons in Gaelic given at your home by
an experienced teacher of the language.
Terms Reasonable. Write to
M. J. O'SULLIVAN,

216 E. 30th St , New York

GAEL ADVERTISING RATES

IN IRELAND AND GREAT BRITAIN.

FULL PAGE—one insertion -
o ¢ six insertions -

L L twelve insertions

’-'?

per insertion
(X3 X3

X (X3

HALF ANP QUARTER PAGES PRO RATA.. .
ONE INCH-—one insertion single col. (3’%me") per insertion
il “ six insertions ¢ ¢ ‘" ¢

twelve insertions ** v ¢ ‘"

. .

(=2 — ) o o W

N N N oM O

o © oo of

comann na s3ribeann
gaeviLge.

Trish Cexts Society,

Established for the publication of Irish Texts,
with English Translations, Notes and Glos-

saries.
PUBLICATIONS.

Vol. L—“3g10lla an fiuga” 7 “eacd-
TRa cloinne Ri¥ na h-10RRa10E."
Two 16th and 17th century Romances, Ed-
ited by DoucLAs HyYDE, LL. D. (Issued
1899).

Vol. II.—“rle bricreno.” Edited by
GEORGE HENDERSON, M. A., Ph. D. (Is-
sued 1899).

Vol. IIL.—-0dnTa a0VaK4In ui rat.
aille.” Complete Edition. Edited by Rev
P. S. DINNEEN, M. A. (Issued 1900).

Vol. IV.—* rOR4S redasa 4R éirinn,”
or Geoffrey Keating’s ‘ History of Ire-
land.” Edited by Davip ComyN, M. R.
L A. (Vol. for 1901 now ready).

Vol. V.—ouanaire finn Edited by Joun
Mac NeiLL, B. A. (Part I. will form the
Society’s Vol. for 1902)-

The annual subscription of 7s, 6d. (Amer-
ican subscribers, $2.00), entitles members
to all publications for the current year. All
who are interested in the preservation and
publication of Irish mamuscripts should join
the Society. The Society is also bringin
out an Irish English Pocket Dictionary o%
the Modern Language, edited by Rev. P. S.
DINNEEN, M. A.

Intending subscribers should communi. -

cate with the Hon. Secretary,
MISS ELEANOR HULL,
20 Hanover Square, London, W,

cill T-sléibe.

DRAWING OF PRIZES

AT BESSBROOK,
NEWRY, IRELAND.
Will take tlnco on Mond,

. February 1
Rolders of ticke s w1l plngretnm dupllel':'te:n"a
soon as possible to Hun. Secs. at above address.

NOW RREADY,

‘““IRISH MIST & SUNSHINE”

Being acollection of Poems and Ballads, by the
REV. JAS. B. DOLLARD (Sliav-na-mo.1)
Cloth, 144 pages, Handsome Cover in two

Colors, Gilt Top, with an excellent Photngraph -

of the Author. Price, Postpaid. $1.50.

* Father Dollard treats Irish Life and Seniimeny
¢+ ¢ with the intensified passion of an exile ® ¢® every
lineruns true to life and home and with the tone as
heart-moving as the Angelus which holds Mi.lets
peasants in ita spell Nobody can well read his \ erses
without feeling a breath of healthy air pass through
the lungs, and a pleasant twitching at the heart such
as effects one who in dreams in a distant clime,
hears the sound of the chapel bells of his young dayy
floating on his ears.”—WN. O'BRIEN, M.P.

BLAKE’S BOOKSTORE,
602 QUEEN ST. W., TORONTO, Cansda.
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BOOKS RELATING TO IRELAND

Address: THE GAEL,

Trish Music

HE Irish Songs and Music compri ed

in the books advertised here have

been chosen to represent as far as possible

the various characteristics of the people
from which they have sprung.

Thus, glimpses into the lives of the
Irish peasant, fisherman and mechanic
are given through the Lullabies, the Love
Songs, the Lays of Sport and Occupation,
and the Lamentations for the Dead;
while the romantic Historical subjects of
the remote past have not been neglected.
The airs are in the main selected from the
Petrie collection, also from Mr. Bunting’s
and Dr. Joyce's collections.

Songs of Erin. A Collection of
Fifty Irish Folk-Songs, the words by
Alfred Perceval Graves, the music ar-
ranged by Charles Villiers Stanford.
Paper cover............... Price, $2.00

The Irish Melodies of Thomas
Moore. The Original Airs Restored
and Arranged for the Voice with Piano-
forte Accompaniments, by Charles Vil-
liers Stanford. Paper cover..Price, $2.00

Songs of Old Ireland. A Collec-
tion of Fifty Irish Melodies, the words
by Alfred Perceval Graves, the music
arranged by Charles Villier Stanford.
Paper cover, $2.00; cloth gilt. ....$3.26

Irish Folk-Songs. A collection of
Twenty-five Old Irish Melodies, hith-
erto comparatively unknown, the
words by Alfred Perceval Graves, the
airs arranged by Charles Wood. Paper
COVEr. ... vvvninennnnnnns Price, $2.00

The Songs of Ireland. (The Royal
Edition.) Comprising the most favor-
ite of MOORE’S IRISH MELODIES
and a large collection of OLD SONGS
and BALLADS. Edited by J. L. Hatton
and J. L. Molloy. Paper cover, $1.00;
clothgilt............ ceeereees...$2.00

« Literature «

A _CHILD'S HISTORY OF IRELAND
FROM THE EARLIEST TIMES TO
THE DEATH OF O'CONNELL. By
P. W. Joyce, LL.D. With specially
eonstructed map and 100 illustrations,
including facsimile in colors of an
flluminated pafe of the Goagel Book of
MacDurnan, . D. 860, rown $vo.
$1.%. By malil 15 cents extra.

A READING BOOK IN IRISH HIS-
TORY. By P. W. Joyce, with 45 illus-
trations; 12mo. B cents. By mall 10
cents extra.

BANDON.—The History of Bandon and
the Principal Towns in the West Riding
of Countz Cork. By George Bennett,
Esq., B. L. Enlarged Edition with two
lthographic portraits. Imp. 8vo., rox-
dburgh. Cork, 1869. Price, $2.50; postage
% cents extra.

BARRINGTON'S RISE AND FALL OF
IRISH NATION.—Illustrated with por-
t“nlt a.'x:l steel engravings. 12mo., cloth.

oen

CALEDONIA, OR A HISTORICAL AND
TOPOGRAPHICAL ACCOUNT OF
NORTH BRITAIN. From the most
Ancient to the Present Times. With
a D!ctlonng of Places. By George
Chalmers, F. R. 8., F. 8. A. Illus-
trated with large folding map of Scot-
land. Maps and plans of Roman sites,

ancient antiquities, etc. 7 Vols., dto,

boards, perfectly new and clean, pub-

.kllih&d at Paisley, 1887, at $35.00. ice

THE OGHAM INSCRIBED MONU-
MENTS OF THE GAEDHIL IN THB
BRITISH ISLANDS. With a Disser-
tation on the Oﬂgham Character. Illus-
trated with fty hoto-lithographie
flates. B{ Richard Holt Brash, M. R.
. A. [Edited by George M. Atkinson
8uarto. 14 leather, London, 1879. Price

.00; postage 60 cents extra.

IRISH FIRESIDE STORIES, TALES
LEGENDS.—Containing forty humorous
and pathetic sketches. 12 fine, full- C
fllustrations. Large 12mo, cloth. m

LEGENDS AND FAIRY TALES OF
IRELAND.—Being a complete collection
of all the Fairy Tales published by
Crofton Croker, and embodying the en-
tire volume of Kenedy's ‘“‘Fictions of
the Irish Celts.” With fifty wood en-
gravings. Large 12 mo, cloth; $1.25.

LIFE OF JOHN MITCHEL. By Willlam
Dillon. With an introduction by John
Dillon, M. P. Portrait. 2 Vols in onme.
8vo, cloth. London, 1883. $1.50.

MADDEN (DR.).—LIFE AND TIMES OF
ROBERT EMMET.—With numerous
notes and additions. kmbellished with
& portrait on steel.—To which is added
& memoir of Thomas Addis Emmet, with
a steel potrarit. 12mo., cloth; 90 cents.

McGEE (THOMAS D’'ARCY).—HISTORY
OF IRELAND. By Thomas D’Arcy Mec-
Gee. 2 vols, 12mo., Leather, half mer-
occo, gilt tops, $1.76.

MY LIFE IN TWO HEMISPHERES. By
8ir Charles Garvan Duffy. 2 Vols. 8vo,
cloth, gilt tops. 2 pho;g avure por-

traits. Published at Present
price $3.00.
O'BRIENS. HISTORICAL MEMOIRS

of the O’Briens. Compiled from the
Irish Annalists, with Notes, Appendix
and a Genealogical table of their sev-
g%(l) branches; 8vo cloth. Dublin, 1860.

O’CONNOR (BARRY).—Turf Fire Stories
and Fairy Tales of Ireland. The stories
are all short and brimful of genuine
wit. exceedingly humorous. Illustrated
with woodcuts, 406 pages, large 18mo.
cloth; $§1.25.

PAGAN IRELAND: An Archaological
Sketch; a Hand-book of Irish Pre-
Christian Antiquities. By W. G. Wood-
Martin. With 412 illustrations. $5.00.
By mail 20 cents extra. .
REGISTRUM PRIORATUS OMNIUM
SANCTORUM JUXTA DUBLIN (Al
Hallows). Edited by the Rev. R. But-
ler. 4to, cloth. Dublin, 185. Pub-
lished by the Irish Archseological So-
clety. $3.50.

RUSSELL (T. O'NEILL).—DICK MAB-
SEY.—A story of the Irish Evictions
during the famine. By T. O'Neill Rus-
sell. 450 pages. 12mo., cloth, gold and
ink designs. 60 cents.

OLD CELTIC ROMANCES. Twelve of
the most beautiful of the ancient Irish
Romantic Tales  Translated from the
Gaelic. By P. . Joyce. Crownm $vo.
§1.25. By malil 20 cents extra.

THE ORIGIN AND HISTORY OF IRISH
NAMES OF PLACES. By P. W, Joyce;
2 vols. Each $1.75. By mail 1§ cents
each vol. extra.

THE PHYSICAL GEOGRAPHY AND
GEOLOGY OF IRELAND. 2 colored
maps and 26 woodcuts. 12mo, ecloth.
Lendon, 1878. $1.00

140 NASSAU STREET, NEW YORK.

TRACES OF THE ELDER FAITHS OF
IRELAND. A Folkslore S8ketch; a
Hand-book of Irish Pre-Christian Tra-
ditions; 2 vols. 0. By mail 20 cents

er vol, extra.

LUKE DELMEGE. By Rev. P. A. BShes-
han. $1.58.

BTATISTICAL SURVEY OF THB
COUNTY ROSCOMMON. Drawn up
under the Direction of the Royal Dub-
lin Society, by Isaac Weld, M. R. 8.,
M. R. A., etc. This volume contains
an exhaustive account of Roscommon
at that period. Every lake and river,
every town and vmn_gg is fully de-
scribed. Thick 8 vo., pages, in goed
condition. Dublin, 1832. Price, $5.00.

THE SCOTTISH GAEL, or Celtic Man-
ners as Preserved among the Highland-
ers, being an Historical and Descriptive
Account of the Inhabitants, Antiquities
and National Peculiarities of Scotland,
more particularly of the Northern or
Gaelle parts of the country, where the
habits of the aboriginal Celts are most
tenaciously retained. By James Logan
First American edition published at
Hartford, Conn., 1845. 8 Vo., sheep, em-
bossed. Frontispiece, many illustra-
tions. Bome pages slightly foxed, other-
wise & good copy. Price, $2.00.

THE IRISH IN AMERICA. By Joha
Francis Maguire, M. P. 8 vo, cloth.
New York, 1863. Price, $1.60; postage N
ecents extra.

TREACY (REV WM. P.).—[RISH
SBCHOLARS OF THE PENAL DAYS.—
Glimpses of their labors on the Conti-
nent of Europe. New edition. By Rev.
Wm. P. Treacy. 16mo., cloth; 60 cents.

WALSH (REV. THOMAS).—ECCLEBSI-
ASTICAL HISTORY OF IRELAND.—
Octavo, cloth, 888 pages: $1.25.

ZOZIMUS PAPERS.—The Blind Btory-
Teller of Dublin, with pertrait. A ser-
{es of comic and sentimental tales, fairy
stories, and legends of Ireland. 12 me.
Cloth. 75 cents.

Books in the Irish Language

THE PURSUIT OF DIARMUID AND
GRAINNE. 8vo, cloth. Published b
the Osssaonlc Bociety. Dublin, 1857;

rare.
MOLLOY (REV. FRANCIS), Lucerns
Fidellum, sive Fasciculus Decerptus
ab Outhoribus magis versatis, qui
tractarunt de Doctrina Christiana.
2mo, original covers. Roma: Typis
De 8ac. Congreg. de Propo. Fide. 167
This work, although bearing a Latin
title-page, {8 in the Irish language aad
character. It is very rare. $2.50.

SPEECHES ON THE LEGISLATIVE
INDEPENDENCE OF TRELAND. By
Thomas Francis Meagher, with Rich-
ard O'Gorman’s Memorial Oration.
Portrait. 12mo, clott.. New York;
new. $L.° Contains his most brilllant
orations, the famous sword speech, his
speech in the dock at Clonmell, which
latter is embodied in the memorial
oration of Richard O’'Gorman.

THE POEMS OF JALES CLARENCB
MANGAN, containing Germean Anthol-
-ogy, Irish Anthology, Apocrypha and
Miscellaneous Poems. With Biograph-
fcal and Critical Introduction by John
Mitchel. 12mo, cloth; mew. 81.0‘.

MOORE (THOMAS). The History et
Ireland from the Earliest Kings. Vig-
nettes by Finden. 4 vols. 13mo, ele
London, 1840; rare. $3.00.

825" Except where Extra Postage or Express
Charges are to be added any :% these books
will be forwarded upon receipt of price.
In some instances we have only one copy,
therefore persons desiring it should oeder
at once.

When writing to Advertisers please mention THE GAEL
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@eltic Association

97 STEPHENS GREEN,
DUBLIN.

THE Celtic Association is the] only
Pan- Celtic organization in th:
world, and is the governing body of
the Pan-Celtic Congress, the central
assembly of the Celtic Race. Tne next
Congress will take place in 1904

“Celtia,”

the origin of the Celtic Association,
gives all the news of the Celtic move-
ment throughout the world, and contri-
butions in Irish, Gaelic, Manx, Welch
and Breton by the best writers.

Ansual Subscription to the Association, $2.50.
Annousl Sabscription to «« Celtia” - - L765.
“CELTIA" IS SUPPLIED FREE TO MEMBERS.

Trade | {) Mark.
- O'GROWNEY'S
THE LEADING TYPEWRITER OF THE WORLD. REVISED
THE ony Polyglot—Using a hundred Type Shuttles SI M P LE LE SSO N S
B (en iy o s Undeniable IN IRISH.

Perfections (Perfect Alignment and Impression, etc).

Gin jeber Tag bat feine Blage

Basta al dia su afan
Bo ympo nexwemcA O eacd

A chaque jour suffit 8a peing
A1l Hammonds use 40 styles type L

A CROWNING GLORY.
The Best Manlfolder, _vvhen_Qull!ty and Quantity are desired.

Edited by Rev. RICHARD HENEBRY, Pn. D,

The Hammond Typewriter Co. 115 GASL, PURISHING GO,
69th to 70th Street, East River, 150 NASSAU STREET.
NEW YORK, N. Y, | I ———

PRICE, FIFTEEN CENTS.

—

_ t.aadaa Rranch Office :—50 Queen Victorla St., Loades, B.C
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—_ By KATHLEEN EILEEN BARRY

By P. G. SMYTH.

WILLIAM.
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"THE PASSING OF
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THE

GRAPHOPHONE

Prices $5 to $150
ENTERTAINS
EVERYBODY
EVERYWHERE

Latest NEW PROCESS Records.
SEND FOR CATALOGUE.

Columbia Phonograph Go.,

Wholesale and Retail:
93 CHAMBERS STREET,
Retail only:
573 FIFTH AVENUE,

©NEW YORK.

» Al Treland Review «
Edited by STANDISH O'GRADY.
A WEEELY IRISH LITERARY JOURNAL.

WNistory, Stories, Essays, Sketches, Poetry,
Correspondence, Arct.zology, &c., &c.
SUBSCRIPTION PRICE:
One Year - - -
‘Six Months - - -

All Communications to be addressed te
STANDISH O'GRADY,
HENRY 6T., DUBLIN.

- 88. 8d.
4s. 44d.

8o

EMIGRAHNT IHDUSTRIAL
SAVIHGS BANK,

61 CHAMBERS ST., NEW YORK

IRCORPORATED 1080.

Dwe Deposhters - - - 960,347,791.93
Surplus Pund . - - - §5,966,000.95
orricens An® TRUSTEES,

JAMES MecMAHON, President.
JAMES G. JOMNSON, 1st Vice-President.
JOHN C. McCARTHY, 2nd Vice-President.
LOUIS V. DONOHUE, Secretary.

BOBERT J. HOGUET. FRED’K R COUDERT
MES ON. TRAVERS

A (oM AHON. VINCENT P.
JOHN C, McCARTHY HUGH KELLY-
JOHN . JOHN BYRNE.
LOU18 V. O'DONOHUE JAMES McGOVERN,
CHARLES V. FORNES MICHAEL E. BANNIN
JAMES G. JOHNBON. MICH'L J. DRUMMOND
JOHN CRANE JOBEPH P. GRACE.

HERMAKN RIDDER THOMAS M. MULRY.
MYLES TIERNEY.

MARCUS J. MocLOUGELIN, courraoLLmn.
WILLIAM HANHART, aser. coMrraoLLEn
LAURENCE F. CAHILL, auprroa

Try L. J. CALLANAN’S
amenicaNn \WHISKEY

MAN'S
TEN YEARS OLD

‘mctl MELLOW
41 WITH
MARR | AGE

NONE
BETTER
MADE

ABSOLUTELY PURE

Mothers!| Mothers!! Mothers!!!

—THE BEST OF ALL—

MRS. WINSLOW'S BOOTHING SYRUP has been used
forover FIFTY YEARS b{ MILLIONSof MOTHERE
for their CHILDREN whl 3
FECT SUCCESS. 1t SOOTHES the C
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&
-
-
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=14
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and as ";“r'}’}"” Winslow's Soott‘lui woald. Do ane
3 ) anc
take no other kind. Twenty-five cena‘ [Y m

AA Vval Kr‘“"
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B

ment ents, including The Senate and The
House of R ntatives. If you send $1.00 to
our nearest

Baltimore, Md., St. Louis, Mo., or
Paul’s No. 6 Set, containin

ch office in New York City, Philadelphia, Pa., Boston, Mass.,
Chicago, Ill., we will deliver Paid
enameled tray and three automatic Paul’s Safety

Filled Ink Wells (one each fluid, crimson, mucilage).
Safety Bottle and Ink Co., 117-119 Ninth St., Jersey City, N. J.

ALSO BUPPALG, N. Y., TORONTO, CANADA, AND BIRMINGHAM. BNGLAND.

FIRST AMERICAN EDITION.

REVISED
SINPLE LESSONS IN IRISR

GIVING
The Pronunciation of Each Word.
BY THE LATE
REV. EUGENE O'GROWNEY,

M.R.I.A,
lxlth &ppoainx Conu.‘lnll;ng a Com lot%v =
austive Glossary of Every
used in the Text.

N presenting to the public ** Revised SBimple
I &aom in irish* we are endeavoring te
carry into effect the expressed wishes of the
late lamented Rev. Eugene O’Growney.

Theee revised Lessons are the last Ui
rroduct.lon of that t Gaelic scholar
over of Ireland and her language.

To the student of Irish this little work will
be found & most useful and helpful compea-
dium. Great care has been given to the com-
Fillnc of the ‘‘Phonetic Key* system. By

ollowing instructions, every word given in the
book can be pronounced according to the
usages of the best modern speakers of the
vernacular. The author's chief aim was
plicity and clearness of exp: on.
For SALE BY THE GAE
140 Nassau Street, New York.

PRICRE, Pa Covers, 18¢c.; Cloth, $8e.
» Paper O aberi Tlot

A GUIDE TO
IRISH DANCING

By J. ]. SHEEHAN.

This little Book contains Directions for the

Broper performance of a dozen Popular Irish
ances. An e¢ffort has been made in this work

to convey instructions so'that persons who are

not familiar with Irish dancing, and who caa

not procure a teacher. can instruct themselves
Published by JOHN DENVIR, LONDON

48 pages, bound in pasteboard cover.
Price, 15c.

Address, THE GAEL, 140 Nassau St., New York

How to Write Irish.

The Irish Gapy Book,

Giving the Most Improved Method
of Writing the

GAELIC CHARACTERS.
A BEAUTIFUL MANUAL OF

CELTIC PENMANSHIP.
EVERY IRISH SCHOLAR NEEDS ONE.

Price, 10 Cents. Sentfreeby mail

For Sale at the office of THE GAEL,
140 Nassau Street, New York.

RIPANS

The simplest remedy for indigestion,
constipation, biliousness and the many
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CHAPTER L

D on tight, Miss! We'll
there in a jiffy!” bawled
. Larry Corcoran,
Miss Wentworth did
‘not answer. Her head
: was bent low to avold
the wind and rain that
swept along in great
. gusts, and she was in-
= tent on retaining a seat
: on the swaylng jaunt-
.‘Elng-car. But notwith-
¢ standing the discom-
f the situation, this drive
e darkness through a
strange country delighted her
adventurous spirit.

She was an American girl from the
wild and woolly West, and had crossed
the Atlantic in her capacity as corre-
spondent for the “New York Trum-
peter.” It was just three weeks since

she landed In Queenstown. Within
that time she had visited many places
in search of material for articles on
home government and the vexed ques-
tion of landlord versus temant. Incl-
dentally, she had done consiQerable
damage to susceptible Irish hearts.
And now she had come to Midleton,
with letters of introduction to Mrs.
Flood, the feminine autocrat of the
town. - But she counted without her
host. When she arrived at “Rose Cot-
tage” there were only.the servants to
receive her. They explained that “the
misthress an’ the young masther” had
gone to Glounthane for the opening of
the hunting season, and would not be
home for several days.

Now, aplomb was a natural attribute
of Dorothy Wentworth, but for once it
failed her. 1t was impossible to return
until morning to the people in Cork,
whose hospitality she had been enjoy-
ing; it seemed equally impossible to

forestall her welcome by invading the
cottage in the absence of its owner.

As she ruefully contemplated that
portion of the landscape visible
through the raln, Larry Corcoran, un-
der whose tutelage she had come from
the station, sald persuasively: *“Sup-
posin’ you let me dhrive you to Gloun-
thane, Miss? It’s only a thrfle of nine
mile or so. Mrs. Flood an’ all the qual-
ity is visitin’ at Castle Mona, an’ shure
the tayspoonful of mist won’t hurt
you!”

Dorothy had heard much of the cas-
tle, and the prospect of seeing it was
alluring, but she questioned the pro-
priety of descending uninvited on its
inmates in this uncermonious fashion.

Her misgivings were set at rest by
Mrs. Flood’s housekeeper, who ex-
claimed: ““Ah, do go, Miss! Never fear
but you'll get a welcome that'll warm
the cockles of your heart. The Dono-
hoe family is wan of the raal ould
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stock, an’ the castle is open to rich an’
poor, gentle an’ simple. Of coorse it
you’d rather stop here, I'll sind afther
herself, but then she’ll miss the big
fox-hunt to-morrow, an’ that 'ud be a
pity!”

“Thrue for ye!” chimed in Larry.
“Come, Miss, jump up on me car an’
we’'ll be there in two shakes of a lam’s
tail.”

It is easy to persuade one to do that
which Is personally agreeable, espe-
clally as she also had letters of intro-
duction to the Donohoes of Castle
Mona, so without further waste of
words, Dorothy climbed on the outside
car, and they drove off in state.

The girl’s arrival at the castle creat-
ed a sensation. Mr. and Mrs. Donohoe
disengaged themselves from a gay
group and came forward to glve cour-
teous welcome to the stranger within
their gates. The situation was soon
made clear, and she was gracefully and
hospitably placed on the footing of
honored guest.

During the hunting season, which
commenced in October and ended in
March, there was plenty of life and
movement in Glounthane, but for the
balance of the year it was very dull,
and at all times the advent of a strang-
er was hailed with delight. Then, too,
Dorothy was an interesting and un-
usual type—a fact evidenced in her
face, bearing and even in the cut of
her garments, besides she bore letters
of Introduction from their good friends
in the States.

The majority of women would look
wretched and bedraggled after driving
through a rain-storm in the teeth of a
gale, but she was radiant. Her sunny
hair, from which an ocean of ‘‘mist”
could not extract the flufiiness, was
crowned by a grey felt sombrero, fan-
tastically caught up at the side with a
jewelled pin, and a cloak of cadet blue
water-proof material enveloped her
from throat to feet.

‘While she was being presented to
Mrs. Flood that lady was joined by her
son, otherwise known as ‘‘Masther
Paul.” He made no effort to conceal
his admiration for Dorothy, and when
she flashed a glance at him from eyes
that in color resembled blue malachite,
he promptly succumbed to their witch-
ery.

Presently she was carried off to one
of the guest-chambers, where she
changed her travelling costume for a
charming Empire gown, and then went
downstairs again,

She stood for a moment at the door
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DOROTHY WAS AN INTERESTING TYPE.

of the drawing-room, thereby discov-
ering that the adage, “listeners hear
no good of themselves,” is sometimes
a fallacy.

Paul Flood was stationed within a
few yards of her, talking to Mr. Dono-
hoe.

“Looks like an empress,” he was
saying with a touch of scorn. “Poor
man, there’s not an empress alive could
hold a candle to her! If you said a
Grecian goddess I might agree. I won-
der if all American girls are——oh!”
He stopped in dire confusion as a
slight movement from the doorway be-
trayed her presence.

She advanced slowly to the center of
the room where her hostess was chat-
ting with a bevy of girls.

A sudden silence fell upon the party.
All eyes were riveted on the young
American. And in truth she was well
worth looking at. She might have
stepped out of a picture in her quaint
gown of palest green with its broad
sash knotted under her arms. Her
face was devoid of color, but that
creamy pallor like a magnolia leaf had

a beauty all i{ts own. There was a
touch of hardness about the drooping
corners of her mouth, and instinctive-
ly one knew that she had at some
time or other traversed the thorny
paths that wind through the Garden
of Gethsemani, and qQne guessed, also,
that she had borne her suffering In
proud silence.

At this moment she seemed abso-
lutely unconscious of the admiration
that was being divided impartially be-
tween her striking beauty and
aesthetic garb. Indeed, she had long
sinee grown accustomed to the furor
that invariably followed her appear-
ance in public.

But the guests at Castle Mona were
too well-bred to continue staring at
the stranger, and the interrupted hum
of conversation was speedily resumed.

The party was a large one. It con-
sisted of representatives of prominent
hunt clubs, invited by Mr. Donohoe to
attend the opening meet of the season
with the “Duhallows,” of which he was
master, and embraced that portion of
the feminine contingent among the
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county families who usually graced
the hunting-fleld.

Everyone looked forward exocitedly
to the great event. The “Duhallows,”
one of the oldest and steadiest packs
of fox-hounds in Ireland, always af-
forded good sport, and Mr. Donohoe
was the most popular master of the
hounds in the entire south,

Dorothy enjoyegd the animated chat-
ter, and encouraged the men to talk
about the many spirited runs in which
trey had participated. Paul Flood,
who hovered around her with moth-
like persistency, succeeded in monopo-
lizing her attention for awhile, but
presently was dislodged by Mr. Dono-
hoe, who said good-humoredly: “Run
away, little boy—it’'s my turn now.
Miss Wentworth, do you ride? It
80 I can offer you a mount to-mor-
row.”

Did she ride? As she smiled a de-
mure afirmative, a vision rose before
her mind’s eye of madcap races over
level plains in that far western home;
of quieter rides in winding paths with
one whom she had fondly hoped would
be close beside her all through life’s
swift run; and of still another ride
under the glare of gaslights, with the
blare of trumpets sounding in her ears,
and tler above tler of curlous faces

.turned towards her—faces that were
all blotted out when there appeared
among them one dear, familiar visage
with a cruelly unfamlllar sternness

upon it, and—

Her wandering thoughts were check-
ed by Mr. Donohoe’s plea for “an
American song.” Mechanlically she ac-
cepted his arm and went to the piano,

. closely followed by Paul, who, mis-
guided youth, was proving in his own
person that there did exist such a cas-
ualty as falling in love at first sight.

She sang “Maryland, My Maryland”
and “Away Down South in Dixie,” and
when the delighted audience clamored
for just one more, she essayed a negro
melody, sweet and plaintive, but half
way through broke down and hurried-
ly left the piano. No one but Paul saw
her lips quiver, or the tears that for a
second gleamed on her lashes., He
cleverly screened her from observa-
tion, and was rewarded by a grateful
glance that made his heart beat
wildly.

Poor Paul! If only he had known
what memories were evoked by that
gong! If * * ~ Ah well, it would
never do if the thoughts and remem-
brances that we hide in the deepest
recesses of our hearts, were as a print-
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ed page before alien eyes!

When Dorothy reached her room she
opened the window and leaned out.
The rain had ceased, and the moon
was struggling to plerce the scudding
clouds. The trees were whispering
mysteriously. In the distance a belt
of water shimmered in the uncertain
light.

She was still quivering with emotion
calied forth by the song he used to sing
with her in the old days, and almost

-unconsciously a passionate cry escaped

her: “Oh my love, my love, come back
to me!”

As the words dled into a sobbing
whisper, she heard the sound of
horse’ hoofs clattering up the avenue.

Her arms dropped to her side, and
she stood in an attitude of strained
attention. Who could be approaching
the castle at this unseemly hour? And
oh, what meant the rapturous sensa-
tion that was stealing over her, be-
numbing her heart with its very in-
tensity! Where and when had she ex-
perienced it before?

Ah yes, she remembered! In the
dear old days when he was near, and
even before he came into sight, love’s
telepathic power conveyed to her the
knowledge of his presence, and she
used to thrill, even as now, in the
thought that his arms would soon en-
fold her.

And this was the land of miracles
and fairy-lore! Perhaps the tiny, red-
capped folk who danced all night on
grassy knolls, would be kind to her.
Perhaps they would bring her lover
back! Perhaps—

She shook off the fantastic fancies
and went to bed, but for hours she
could not sleep. Again and again her
thoughts reverted to the man whom
she had loved with all the strength of
an emotional nature.

She remembered how happy and
hopeful they had been; how they had
planned the future, and rejoiced like
two light-hearted children 1nr their
youth and mutual love. And then,
without any preliminary warning, a
blow had fallen upon her, producing at
first a sense of blankness and dull pain
which gradually became unbearable
torture as she began to realize that she
had been deserted, slighted, her love
flung back at her as a worthless gift.
But she had made no moan, save deep
down in her own proud heart, and
none knew of the tempests that now
and then shook her when some trifie,
as that half-forgotten song, brought
back an echo of the past.
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CHAPTER II

THE next morning was an
ideal ome for hunting.

The benéficent weather-

clerk had provided the
proverbial ‘“southerly

wind and cloudy sky,”

and the master of the
‘hounds was beaming

with joyous anticipation

‘When Dorothy came to
the breakfast table, at-
tired in a riding-habit
furnished by her hostess,
Paul Flood asked her to
come with him to Inspect
the horses.

As they strolled off to-
gether she Inquired if he,
too, had heard the clatter

- of hoots resounding
through the grounds while night and
dawn were blending.

His bright face clouded over as he
answered: ‘“Oh yes, that was a chum
of mine returning after a long hard
ride. He came to my room for a smoke
and chat. I used to play Damon to his
Pythias, but he doesn’t care so much
for me now, or indeed for anyone. He
went to America a couple of years ago,
and came back so changed that his
nearest friends hardly recognized him.”

“How strange! What happened? Did
we do anything very dreadful to him
over yonder?”’

“Well, there was a woman at the
bottom of it. There generally is, you
know. Didn’t some fellow once say
that women were at the root of all
evil?”

“Oh, yes, Mr. Flood! Don’t allow
yourself to grow cynical. You are too
nice a boy for that. Keep your faith
in us for alwdys—if you can.”

It was very pleasant to listen to the
8soft voice with its tinge of pathos, and
to gaze into the glorious eyes that
were almost on & level with his own,
but the word ‘“boy” jarred on Paul. It
is only the graybeards and men past
life’s prime that are gratified when
this appellation is bestowed on them
by a woman. Therefore his tone was
a trifle cold as he continued: “Well,
anyway, I'm awfully sorry for him. He
was such a fine fellow, and now he’s
queer as queer can be. Some people
think he’s a bit cracked. The Dono-
hoes’ are very fond of him, and he
often stays at tne castle. Sometimes
he gets a restless spell while here, and
rides off without a word, as he did
three days ago. But he turns up. all
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right A_lgain. Oh, I say, there's the
chestnut that's destined to carry you
to the meet. The brute’s a goer, but
his mouth is like iron, and he pulls—"

She made an Impatient gesture.
“Yes, yes, but your friend! Somehow
I'm greatly interested. Won’t you tell
me something more about him, Mr.
Flood?” .

Before he could answer, two of the
guests drew near. One was a lean,
silent little man who rode like a cen-
taur; the other a woman of the “icily
regular’” order, a8 haughty as she was
beautiful. Hers was the only dissen-
tient voice in the chorus of praise that
went up from the inmates of Castle
Mona when speaking of the American
girl. .

“I do not like her,” she had said
positively, but when they asked: “Why
not, Miss Brian?” she could only give
the vague answer: “Oh, just because!”
Dorothy, on the other hand, had been
repelled by the mannerisms of the
supercilious beauty. It was one of the
natural antipathies that sometimes
epring up between people without ap-
parent rhyme or reason.

Neither of them were aware that
they each loved the same man. They
were total strangers, yet so compli-
cated is the web of fate that the ex-
istence of the one had well-nigh
changed the whole current of the
other’s life. .

The two passed on, and Paul began:
“It’s deuced odd that you should want
to hear my chum’s history, for he was
desperately interested when I spoke of
you. Now isn’t that a coincidence?”

“My curiosity is at fever heat.
Please gratify it.”

‘“Here goes then. He took a trip to
New York a few years ago and fell
head over heels in love with a girl he
met out there. I believe she was aw-
tully clever and fascinating. Anyway,
he wrote to his mother saying that he
intended to bring home a wife. She
cut up rough about it. You see he’s an
only son, and she had other views for
him. She set off hot foot for America,
and he returned with her, minus the
girl. Good old Tom! He has never
been the same from that day to this.
Now, Miss Wentworth, I'm afraid we
must get back to the house., It will
soon be time to start.”

‘“Walt a minute!” cried Dorothy ex-
citedly, “that’s only half the story. I
must know the rest. Oh, I must!”

Something in the agltated face ar-
rested the surprised query that rose to
his lips, and he resumed soberly:
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“Perhaps I shouldn’t speak of my
friend’s trouble, but as you’re so aw-
fully eager to hear of it I'll tell you
this much—he discovered through the
merest accldent that his betrothed was
a circus rider or something equiva-
lent.”

He paused and .aoked curiously into
Dorothy’s dilated eyes.

“Go on!” she pantéd.
on!”

“Well, it seems she rode twice a day
on & mustang or bucking pony, or
whatever style of beast the cowboys

“Please go

_affect, and was queen of a troupe. It

was an awful blow to the poor fellow.
You see she deceived him right along.
But I think he would have forgiven all
that, only he found out she belonged
body and soul to a circus-man, and—
oh, Miss Wentworth, what's the mat-
ter? Don't, I beg of you, don’t laugh
like that!”

The peal of harsh, hysterical laugh-
ter ceased abruptly, and she faltered.
“A moment—give me a moment. Don’t
speak to me—don’t touch me!”

He turned away and contemplated
the tree tops. He was bewlildered and
somewhat alarmed. Presently he felt
a light touch on his arm, and Dorothy
sald unsteadily: ‘“Let me tell you
something. I am the girl to whom he
was engaged. -Oh, don’t look 8o shock-
ed. 1ndeed, I'm not a circus-rider. It
was all a mistake.”

Paul turned swiftly and grasped her
hands. His face glowed with feeling
a8 he said: “If you were a circus-rider
ten times over it would make no dif-
ference to me. I know that you’re all
that’'s sweet and womanly., I—"

She held up a warning finger and
sald gently: “Thank you, but say no
more about me. Where’s Tom—I mean
Mr. Morton?”

‘“In his room,” he answered moodily.
‘“He’s tired out after his long ride and
doesn’t intend to get up at all to-day.
Do you want tq see the brute? Are you
going to make it up?”

Her flashing eyes and scornful ex-
pression answered him even before she
said vehemently: “No, I despise him!
He ran away from New York without
making an attempt to see me. If you
loved a woman, or pretended to love
her, would you believe 111 of her even
under suspicious circumstances? Would
you give her a chance to explain, or
sneak out of the country and thus
tacitly condemn her?”

In this proud, disdainful woman who
spoke with such biting eontempt, no
resemblance could be traced to the
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girl whose yearning cry for her lost
love had floated out into the darkness.
But if Eve’s fair daughters were not
inconsistent occasionally, that variety

which is said to be the spice of life !

would be sadly missed.

Paul Flood’s impetuous answer to
her question need not be recorded here.
Suffice it to say that there flashed
across her mind the thought: “Tom is
very human. He would wince with
Jealous misery if I accepted the hom-
age of his own familiar friend, even
though he gave me up 8o lightly. Shall
I make him suffer through this me-
dlum!”

Perhaps the thought was an un-
worthy one, but then there is a latent

- savagery in most of us which prompts
The

the. giving of blow for blow.
mightier our love the keener the pain

that can be dealt us by the loved one. °

And Tom Morton had hurt her cruelly!
Revenge was within her grasp. Would
she take it? But no—a thousand times
no. Her better gelf triumphed and the
sweet kindliness of her repulse, bound

Paul Flood to her for all time in °

strongest bonds of friendship.

They sauntered back to the house
and mingled with the other guests. It
is a fact beyond dispute that the ma-
Jority of women have more finesse

. than the average man, which, after all,

is another way of hinting that the sex
feminine are born actresses. At any
rate, Paul looked very conscious, but
nothing in Dorothy’s appearance would
lead people to suspect that she had
Just run the whole gamut of emotion.

Her dainty boot rested lightly in Mr.
Donohoe’s hand for the fraction of a
second, and as she sprang into the

saddle with an ease acquired only by -

long practice, many glances were bent
admiringly on her.

She made a mighty effort to quiet the
tumult in heart and brain, and con-
centrate her attention on the pleasure
of the moment, but it was no easy task

to still those tempestuous memories. -

Her mind would persist in wandering
back to the last time.she had ridden,
and to all the misery wrought by her
girlish prank. It happened thus:
Phil Brooks, an old playmate and
sweetheart, who had cast in his lot
with a troupe of famous rough-riders,
came to New York with his “show.”
He had been a wild youngster and had
developed into a veritable scapegrace,
but she still lilked him as well as when
he had fought her battles and given
her the biggest bite of his apple. For
the sake of auld lang syne she went to
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Madison Square Garden on his opening
night, and he took her behind the
scenes. He was featured on the bills
to do a superb riding act with “The
Queen of the Cowboys,” a professional
horsewoman, but just before it was
time to enter the arena, she sprained
her ankle.

He was in despair until an inspira-
tion came to him, and clutching Dor-
othy’s arm he said pleadingly: “Dolly,
dear, won’t you help a fellow out? This
specialty of mine is only the old trick
I taught you long ago. You can go
through it like a bird, and not a soul
will know you. It will only take four
minutes altogether, and think what a
glorfous lark ’twill be! Dolly, |
by me in this—it means everythi
me!”

She was still in her teens, an¢

8pirit of tun -and comrade
ship was rife within her.
She remembered, too, that
all his family had disown-
ed him because he had cast
in his lot with this troupe,
and she resolved to help
him. She resigned herself
to the hands of a dresser,
and presently made her
appearance in the ring be-
side Phil

Their magnificent horse-
manship brought down the
house. As she wheeled
back to bow her acknowl-
edgments to the shouting
crowd, she caught sight of
Tom Morton in an arena box, his
blanched with horror and rage.

Next day she remained indoors
pecting he would call to deman:
explanation, but the hours wore
another day dawned, and still ano
yet he made no sign. Then she sent
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him a note. It read: “Tom, dear, why
don’t you come to me? I want to con-
fess and be forgiven.” He did not
come, and three days later she heard.
he had sailed for Ireland.

These painful recollections were not
dispelled until she reached the meet,
where her attention was enchained by
the animated beauty of the scene.

Paul Flood availed himself of the
first opportunity to draw rein beside
her, and asked if he might give her a
lead.

At this moment the hounds gave .
tongue. When Doxothy heard that
musical cry, followed by the hunts-
man’s “Talltho! Whoop! Gone away!”
her heart beat exultantly. She gave’
the chestnut his head, and he darted in
the wake of those scarlet-clad figures.
What mattered it now that love lay
bleeding! What cared she for the pain
of other days! As she sped on, with
the cool October wind woolng color to
her cheeks and the lust of the chase
in her heart, there was room for no
thought save to keep up with the-
swiftly-moving cavalcade, to leap her
horse over ditch and tence, and at all
hazards to keep the panting hounds in
sight!

CHAPTER III.

LL this while Tom Morton paced
his room, torn with conflicting
emotions. The words spoken by

Paul Flood still rang in his ears: ‘“Her
name is Miss Dorothy Wentworth, and
by heaven, old chap, she’s a stunner!
It won’t be my fault if she leaves Ire-
land again!”

She was here then! The same roof
sheltered them! Flood was raving
about her beauty. Damn the fellow!
How dared he lift his eyes to Dorothy!

Suddenly he groaned as he remem-
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bered that cursed night when he had
seen her, all flushed and breathless,
bowing right and left to the gaping
throng. How it all came back to him!

When she left the ring he had tried
to force an entrance behind the scenes,
but the Cereberus on guard waved him
back. He could not bring himself to
name Dorothy to this rough, tobacco-
chewing clod, and he bunglingly ex-
plained that he must see at once the
girl who had just ridden off.

The door-keeper, who was not aware
of the substitution, laughed knowing-
ly as he answered:. ‘“‘Oh, you mean
Phil Brooks’ beauty—her as did that
breakneck act! Why, you can see her
any old time. She rides here twice a
day, but if you're after her, 1I'd advise
you to go slow, young feller. Brooks
won’t stand no poachin’ on his pre-
gerves, as some of them mashers
knows to their cost. Oh, she’s a dalsy,
she is!”

Tom slipped some money into hls
hand, put a few leading questions, then
staggered away, dazed and heart-
"broken. '

He cast himself at his mother’'s feet,
just as he used to do when seeking
comfort in his boyish troubles, and
poured out the whole story, then
springing up vowed he would seek
Dorothy and upbraid her with her
baseness and perfidy. But stately Mrs.
Morton, to whom vice meant vulgar-
ity, and vulgarity the unpardonable
sin, implored him not to go. She fear-
ed lest the girl’s beauty would lure
him back. She had always looked for-
ward to his marriage with Miss Brian,
an heiress whose estate adjoined her
own, and she had arrived in New York
that very day in the hope of inducing
him to return home with her without
saying good-bye to “that American
girl.”

She succeeded, as strong-willed wo-
men are won’t to do, and before he
fully realized her plans she had him
on board the Lucania. Then ho for
Ireland and Miss Brian!

Unhappy Tom! Day after day he
paced the deck, looking back wistfully
towards the shores where his heart
remained. He still loved Dorothy, al-
though he hated himself for doing so.
But how can a strong, true man dis-
entangle at a moment’s notice the
fibres of his heart which have wound
themselves about a loving and deeply
loved woman!

Since his hurried departure from

New York he had heard nothing of
Dorothy until Paul Ford burst iInto
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his room and voiced ecstatic admira-
tion of “the lovely Yankee.”

And now he took out her note, try-
ing once more to extract a new mean-
ing from its appealing simplicity.

“I want to confess and be forgiven!"”
To ‘“confess!” Ah, there was no need
—he knew—he had heard! He had
seen with hls own eyes that .which
dashed to earth his bellef in her. And
yet, something within him, higher and
truer than the evidence of his own
senses, persistently cried out that she
was innocent. ’

He remembered her almost childish
gayety; her love of frolic and adven-
ture; her independence of thought and
deed; the Bohemianism and uncon-
ventionality begotten of her unfettered
life on the plains. He remembered,
also, the limpid purity of her mind and
the girlishness that had been a delight
to him, and his heart told him.he had
wrongedeher.

But still he knew little or nothing
of her antecedents or daily life. He
had been Introduced to her at a liter-
ary reception in New York, and the
only member of her family he had ever
met, was an elderly cousin with whom
she lived in a fiat.

From others he had learned that she
was a shining light in the newspaper
world, and as their friendship pro-
gressed she gave him to understand
that he would never find her at home
between noon and three o’clock, or
after 7 P. M. This last had seemed a
damaging confirmation when he heard
that she rode twice a day in the ring.

Many times he had been sorely
tempted to return to New York, but
there was always his mother’s appeal
to hold him back. He could not gratify
her wish by marrying Miss Brian, but
he could and did obey her behest in
keeping the broad Atlantic between
him and the girl who haunted his
waking and sleeping thoughts.

Now that she was actually within
reach, his heart-hunger grew more in-
tense. He felt he could no longer im-
molate himself on the altar of filial
duty. He must feast his eyes on the
face that was still so dear to him, or
go mad.

She had gone to the hunt. His
bosom friend was in close attendance.
Possibly they were riding side by side,
as was his sole privilege in other days!
Oh, those rides—how his heart ached
as he thought of them! And had not
Paul Flood vowed it would not be his
fault if she left Ireland again! Con-
ceited fool! Perhaps Dorothy’s won-
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derful eyes were even now turned on
him in all their brilliant beauty! And
surely Paul was whispering soft noth-
ings iInto her ear! Strange, it had
never before occurred to him what a
consummate puppy young Flood was!

His restless misery grew too strong
for him. Would he ride after them?
Yes! No! And yet again, yes!

But that sickening tale the old door-
keeper -had told him! He ground his
teeth as he thought of it. He longed
to have his strong hands about the
throat of the grinning mischief-maker.
He hated him now, just as we always
hate those who brush the scales from
our eyes when we would prefer to re-
main blind.

He ran to the door, then drew back
again. His mother! What would she
say? Well, he could not help it. He
had sacrificed his own inclinations
long enough. He had always been
dutiful and patient although she made
his life a burden by urging a union
with Miss Brian. Ah! That was why
she hurried him away from New York
He saw it all now!

Dorothy, his dalnty sweetheart!
There was some mistake. Yes, he was
sure of it. Well, he would see her.
Not another minute should be wasted.
He would plead for forgiveness be-
cause -he had ever doubted her. She
would listen. She had loved him well

He rushed to the stables. All the
horses were in the hunting-field ex-
cept a viclous, partially broken colt,
who champed and stamped in the stall,
rolling his eyes wickedly.

The old groom protested roudly
against the animal being ridden, and
finally refused point blank to saddle
him. .

Don’t fail to procure Mrs. WiNsLOws SOOTHING
BYRUP for your Ohildrea while custiog teeth It
soothes the child, softens the gums allays all pain,
S'.'“.'. wind colic, and 1s_she bess remedy for

arrboss,
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“The Angel Gabriel couldn’t keep &
sate on him, sir,” he sald almost tear-
fully. “He’s as fresh as paint. He’d
break yer neck an’ his own in the bar-
gain, an’ then the masther 'ud never
forgive me, for he’s worth his weight
in goold, let alone what Mrs. Morton
*ud say if you came home to her as
dead as a door nail!”

Tom laughed grimly, and with his
own hands prepared -the colt for a
swift run.

Dandy did his best to dislodge this
audacious rider, but finding it was no
go, settled down to business right gal-
lantly.

Tom calculated that by cutting
across country he would catch up with
the hounds. Every inch of the ground
was famillar to him as he had hunted
with the ‘“Duhallows” for years. But
in this instance his reckoning was at
fault, and he was about to abandon all
hope of finding the riders when the
sight of a few straggling red-coats, be-
smirched with mire, showed him that
he was on the right trall at last.

He dashed on, keeping the colt well
in hand, and presently he saw in the
distance a slight, gracetul figure, rid-
ing a big chestnut.

It was Dorothy! He could not be
mistaken. He knew too well that lis-
som form, and the poise of the shapely
head. He bent his energles to the task
of overtaking her, and the landsca
fairly flew past. .

The chestnut was doing his best, but
Dandy was more than a match for
him, and inch by inch the pursuer
gained upon the pursuel, until only
half a field divided them,

Then she turned. When she recog-
nized Tom she swayed in the saddle,
but recovering quickly, plied whip and
spur, and forging ahead widened the
distance between them.

The panting fox that raced along
with the pack of hounds in full cry at
his heels, was not less frightened. The
thought of seeing this man face to face
unnerved her. She feared lest the
meeting should resuscitate the love she
had been at such pains to crush but
which she well knew was only dor-
mant. And she felt that her self—
respect would suffer severely did she
now allow the magic of his voice and
the sorcery of his presence to blot out
the memory of all she had endured
because of him.

The hounds were going at a killing
pace, and the hunters lagged behind.
Only a few minutes before she had
given up all hope of being in at the
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death, but now she urged her horse to
increased speed.

She passed Paul Flood and he shout-
ed to her to be careful, but she neither
heeded nor paused in her headlong
career. The chestnut bounded over
ditches and gates under the deft guid-
ance of her small hands. Her hat fell
off; the pins were shaken out of her
hair, and it streamed in the wind in
all its sunny luxuriance. She might
well have been mistaken for one of the
Valkyries speeding to Valhalla on her
winged steed.

The mettle of horse and rider was
thoroughly aroused. A species of mad-
ness seized her, and indeed we are all
more or less mad in moments of in-
tense excitement. She would win this
race or die! History must needs re-
peat itself, and now she would run
away from him!

She glanced over her shoulder, and
smiled triumphantly as she saw that
Dandy was losing ground.

Suddenly she heard the melody of
the hounds who were fast closing in
upon: poor reynard. In the same mo-
ment her swift course was checked at
the sight of a sunken fence some ten
feet wide. She could see that there
were points about it that would make
the leap a dangerous one, but she put
the chestnut at it, steadily, coolly, and
he took it on the fily. A sense of wild
exultation swayed her. She rushed on,
and soon found herself close to the
hounds. She turned her eyes away as
they leaped on the quivering fox and
bore it to the ground.

Mr. Donohoe hurried up and present-
ed her with the brush, complimenting
her highly on her clever riding. She
hardly heard him. Her eyes shone, her
cheeks flamed, and she was half be-
side herself with excitement.

In another minute some belated rid-
ers appeared on the scene, Paul Ford
at their head. Dorothy noticed his
pallor and marvelled at it. He drew
Mr. Donohoe aside. Then she heard the
half-smothered exclamation, “Good
God! Is it possible? Poor old Tom!
‘Who will break it to his mother?”

Quick as thought she stepped be-
tween the two men and grasping an
arm of each, gasped: ‘“What has hap-
pened to Tom? Is he dead? Tell me
at once. Mr. Flood, speak, I implore
you!”

‘While Mr. Donohoe stared at her in
amazement, Paul took her hands and
said gently: “He came to grief while
trying to top that devilish fence. I’'ve
sent a groom for the doctor. Now,
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Miss Wentworth, you must be brave!
He 18 not dead—at least, I hope he is
still alive, and I’ve come to take you to
him.”

She went with him across the flelds,

-gilently, tearlessly, followed by the

startled men. When they reached the
spot where Tom Morton lay, she threw
herself down beside the motionless
figure, and brushing the hair from his
blood-stained forehead, looked at him
with all her heart in her eyes. But he
could not see that loving glance; his
ears were deaf to the voice that called
him with such despairing passion. She
forgot what he had made her suffer.
She remembered only that she loved
him. All the tenderness and infinite
pity of her heart welled forth at sight
of this bruised and blood-stained man.
Never had he been so dear to her as
now. And sinking lower and lower
until her head rested on his breast, she

whispered: “Tom! Oh, my darling,
don’t die! I love you, Tom! Please
don’t die!”

And Tom did not!

Books in the House.

R. HUNTER, who edited the “En-
cyclopaedic Dictionary,” had so
many books in his house that

his landlord in Mecklenburg Street,
London, took alarm lest the floor
should give way. This led to his leav-
ing, and building a house for himself.
But he was not so perplexed as Thomas
Rawlinson, of whom we read he resid-
ed in Gray’s Inn, but in 1716, having
filled his four rooms so completely
with books that he was obliged to
sleep in the passage, he was compelled
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N interesting literary event. No one can have a
greater claim to write understandingly con-
cerning Mr. Yeats than the writer who has de-

voted herself to clothing in modern literary speech
the legends and tales which haunt the wave-acquaint-
ed rocks of Gaelic Scotland: from no one, we may
concelve, could appreciation be more valued by the
poet himself. Fiona Macleod writes, of course, as an
apostla of the Anglo-Celtic movement, which we know
under various names.

That is a strange and remarkable new development
in Ireland, particularly the Ireland whose first liter-
ary avatar was through such poets as Davis and his
comrades, in patriotic ballads and the like, but it is
the neglected Mangan who has triumphed after all;
for assuredly the spirit of “Dark Rosaleen” comes
nearer to that of the present school than does the
spirit of Davis. 1

But the poetic standard-bearer of the movement I8
certainly Mr. W. B. Yeats. Fiona Macleod is not
wrong when she says, in the “North American Re-
view,” that even the contemners of the Anglo-Celtic
school allow his posrition in literature. Her article is
specially given to his later work, in which she recog-
nizes the ‘‘beginning of a new music and a new mo-
tive.” It is a finely written article—here and there a
thought too remote for perfectly-expressed criticism,
but that is a trait:-inherent both in her subject and
berself.

There i3 one quite lovely phrase, where she says of
a certain passage in “The Shadowy Waters” (com-
paring it with the preceding passage) that it is “the
cold radiance of precious stones after the glow and
flame of that little inflnite trouble in the dark, the
human heart.” Mr. Yeats’ latest poems do, as she
says, display the dawning of a new motive; but of a
new music we are not so sure. There are poems in
the oider volumes which seem to us to have all the
quality of the latest ones. ’

The new motive is the uncontrolled set of his poetry
towards that mysticism to which it always, consclous-
1y or unconsciously, tended. It has its dangers, which
Fiona Macleod clearly sees and indicates. The great-

est lles in his cesearch of symbolism. For it is more -

than a use of symbolism; we would go further than
Fiona Macleod, and call it an actual abuse of symbol-
ism. Symbolism is used (to our mind) where not only
was {ts employment unneeded, but the meaning could
more beautifully have been given without it. This,
however, is a temporary phase, we believe, which will
rectify itself.

In Mr. Yeats’ discovery of a novel power (since
symbolism is no less) he has come to love and use it
for the mere delight In using it; as a young artist
revels in technique for the sake of technique. The
palnter presently learns to handle technique severely
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as a means to an end; and the like sobering will come
about in Mr. Yeats’ handling of symbolism. Yet we
cannot quite sign to Fiona Macleod’s dictum that
“the things of beauty and mystery are best sung, 80
that the least may understand.” If it were always
possihle, then it were indeed best so. But the highest
“things of beauty and mystery” cannot be sung 8o
that they may be understanded of the least. Where,
else, were the mystery?

But in the bulk of Mr. Yeats’ work, even of this
latest work, there seems to us nothing befond the
proper and beautiful indefiniteness of remote sugges-
tion. Such is that exquisite poem which Fiona Mac-
leod quotes:

‘“Had I the heaven’s embroidered cloths,
Enwrought with golden and silver light;
The blue and the dim and the dark cloths
Of night and light and the half-light;
I would spread the cloths under your feet;
But I, being poor, have only my dreams;
I have spread my dreams under your feet,
spiritual drama, ranging under no existing precedents,
Tread softly because you tread on my dreams.”
There is a poem by an older Irish writer, which ends
with one fine line:

“Dance light, for my heart it lies under your feet,
love!”
If Mr. Yeats ever saw the poem, then with the skill
of a consummate artist he has ennobled the line into
a thing of perfect beauty, which is rightfully his own.
His highest work, like this poem, stirs echoes in the
imagination which reverberate to the dimmest verges
of consclousness. It is this unique power of subtly
remote suggestion which makes him typically the poet
of what we understand by Celtic spirituality. The
ics, which are lost at last on the other side this life.
Whether Fiona Macleod’s final conjecture be cor-
rect, that Mr. Yeats may yet work out a new and
words seem to awaken a series of answering harmon-
is another matter. To us, as to her, it seems impos-
sible at present that his genius should fit the stage.
He has declared his ccnviction that such a drama
must revert to the Shakespearean stage, and shake off
the trammels of scenery. Wagner’'s conception of a
new drama went the other way, demanding the last
perfection of scenery and mechanical device. Yet we
strongly incline to it, that in this matter Mr. Yeats
is right. Nothing would drag us to see “The Tem-
pest’ mounted with even Bayreuthlan completion.
But is spirituality possible short of a Greek or lyric
drama? And after all, Mr. Yeats’ etherial gift seems
to us to have no rightful connection with passion at
all, save the clear passion of yearning for the infi-
nitely far, and regret for the unknown, which is plain-
tive in all his verse.—The Academy.
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BY/ HE opening scene in this
history is lald on the
quay in the Dano-Irish
town of Wexford on a
Summer’s day in 1176.
Strongbow was dead and had
been succeeded by his broth-
er-in-law, Raymond the
Fat, who was now the
recognized head of the
Anglo-Norman colony in Ireland. He
had just received a missive written by
King Henry II. of England from Val-
ognes in Normandy. It ran as follows:
“I now send to you, Guillaume Fitz
Adelm, my seneschal, whom I have en-
trusted with the management and ar-
rangement of affairs in my stead and
a8 my viceroy; wherefore I enjoin and
command that you shall attend to him
as to myself, and that you shall obey
all his commands on my behalf, as you
value my good will, and on the alle-
glance which you owe unto me. I shall
confirm his proceedings as it executed
by myself, and all your transactions
with him shall be ratified by me.”
Such was the royal missive, written
by King Henry II. of England, from
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Valognes, in Normandy, which Ray-
mond the Fat, brother-in-law of the
late Earl Strongbow and his successor
as head of the new Anglo-Norman col-
ony in Ireland, perused one day in the
Summer of 1176 on the quay of the
Dano-Irish town of Wexford.

Raymond recognized in the bearer a
previous acquaintance, about as fat as
himself, large, fiorid, corpulent Will-
fam Fitz Adelm de Burgo, who six
years before accompanied King Henry
to Ireland. De Burgo gazed on Ray-
mond and on the retinue of knights,
glittering in ringed mail, with the
crimson saltire or St. Andrew’'s cross
of the Geraldines blazoned on nearly
every pointed shield and fluttering pen-
non, and there and then, says a hostile
account, vowed—with the typical jeal-
ousy of the Anglo-Norman fllibusters
towards one another—to humble the
plumes and scatter the shields of that
proud family.

Much ado has been made of the an-
tiquity and patriotism of the Fitzger-
alds, especially since Davis belauded
them to glowing excess in his splendid
oft-quoted poem; but, discounting the
story of descent from Aneas of Troy
through the Gherardinl of Florence,
with which some tngenious seanachies
complimented the progeny of Maurice,
son of Gerald of Windsor and the in-
famous Nesta, founder of the race In
Ireland, the antiquity somewhat shriv-
els, and, leaving out Lord Edward
Fitzgerald and a few others, the
patriotism is not very prominent. Com-
parison is, of course, odious, but it is
about the most effective way of gain-
ing some idea of the antiquity of the
Bourkes, once, under the auspices of
the famous Red Earl, the most power-
ful family in Ireland, and now one of
the most numerous in Christendom.

The Bourkes came originally trom
the imperial loins of Charlemagne.

*Ullliam, the Irish of Willlam or Guil-
laume, pronounced ‘“‘ul-yeem’’—accent on
second syllable. :

TE
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By P. G. Smyth, Chicago.

Baldwin II. of the House of Blols,
grandson of Charles, fifth son of the
great emperor, had a son John, who
was warden or governor of his father’s
towns and was thence styled “de
Bourg,” or ‘‘of the towns.” From John
of the Towns comes this numerous
surname of erratic orthography, vari-
ously De Burgh, De Burgo, Bourke,
Burke, and in Irish Burcaidhe or Bur-
cagh. John’'s descendant, Harlowen de
Burgo of Normandy, married Harlette,
relict of ‘Robert the Devil and mother
of Willlam the Conqueror; and third
in descent from Harlowen was Adelm,
who married Agnes, daughter of King -
Louis VII. of France. Their son was
the William Fitz Adelm de Burgo, who
stepped ashore at Wexford with King
Henry’s credential letter in his hand.

Stout William’s thirty-one years’
career in Ireland was a lurld one. The
monk historian of the invasion, Gerald
Barry of Cambridge (Strongbow’s sec-
retary), describes De Burgo, whom he
heartily disliked, with a pen of gall; a
gross and sensual man of large and
powerful frame; a crafty, wily man,
smooth and sweet-tongued even to his
foes and concealing enmity under a
bland face; a man corruptible by gold
and fond of wine and women.

De Burgo’s unpopularity with the
English colonists, whom he debarred
from plundering the Irish, caused his
removal from office. The Irish, on the
other hand, objected to his wasting
raids—although with some of the
spoils taken in Connacht he plously
built religious houses in Munster—and
to his abduction of their women. One
night the Connachtmen arose and put
all his soldiers, billeted among them,
to the sword. Some years after, in
furious revenge, he came back and
made a trail of fire over the province,
making special pyres of churches and
abbeys. For this the outraged clergy
solemnly cursed him with bell,; book
and candle,-and  under 'that black
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malediction in the same year (1204) he
died. Some accounts say that he was
buried in the Augustinian abbey he
had founded at Athas-
sel, or Asses’ Ford, in
Tipperary; others that,
excommunicate, aband-
oned by his
men under the
dread ban of
the church, he died of a
hideous disease, miser-
/ ably and alone, amid
the ruins of a village
whose people he had
massacred, and that his
i . remains were thrown
©rEEE T into a wel, from which
they were never afterwards taken.

By his wife Isabella, natural daugh-
ter of King Richard the Lion Heart
and widow of Llewelyn, Prince of
Wales, Willlam de Burgo left a son
Richard, whom the Irish called from
his mother Mac an Cundaoise Sasan-
aighe, son of the English countess.
This, the first MacWilllam Bourke and
as great a freebooter and plunderer as
his father, married Una, daughter of
Hugh O’Connor, King of Connacht,
through whom he audaciously claimed
the title of Lord of Connacht. He had
two sons, namely, Walter, who mar-
ried Maud, daughter of Hugh de Lacy,
Earl of Ulster, and thus obtained the
latter title, and Willlam Og, or young
William, whose Christian name, con-
tracted to Ullog, or Ulick, thenceforth
became a favorite one in the De Burgo
family.

Walter de Burgo’s eldest son, Rich-
ard, second Earl of Ulster, is known
in Irish history as the Red Earl. This
actlve and aggressive peer, florid of
face and sanguine of temperament,
whose regime ran from 1272 to 1326,
made himself the most powerful man
in Ireland, extended his sway far and
wide, riding roughshod over English
and Irish alike and planting his red-
cross banner on many a castle. An
account, probably exaggerated, gives
his possessions as extending from
Luchud in Thomond, now Lughid
bridge, in the barony of Inchiquin,
Co. Clare, to Ballyshannon, and from
Forbagh, six miles west to Galway, to
Ballymacscanlan, near Dundalk.

His daughter, the Lady Ellen, mar-
ried King Robert Bruce. One of her
sisters became Countess of Kildare,
and another Countess of Desmond,
thus forming family alliance with the
Bourkes’ old enemies, the Geraldines.
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During the Pentecost of 1326 the Red
Farl entertained at a magnificent ban-
quet the Anglo-Irish nobles attending
a parliament which was held at Kil-
kenny. Then, bidding war-llke pomp
farewell, he entered the monastery of
Athassel, founded by his great grand-
father, and exchanged his steel and
velvet for the habit of an Augustinian
friar, in which he tranquilly ended his
stormy career June 28th following.

The first Ulick Bourke, younger
brother of Walter, Earl of Ulster, and
ancestor of the Bourkes of Connacht,
was executed in 1271 by the fiery Hugh
0'Connor, King of Connacht; but his
death: was bloodily avenged, forty-five
years later, by his son William Liath
Bourke, or Sir Willam the Grey, at
the great slaughter of Athenry, where
the white and yellow waves of linen-
clad Irish clansmen went up agalnst
the steel-clad ranks of Anglo-Norman
archers and men-at-arms as vainly as
a host of dervishes against a park of
Gatlings, and 8,000 corpses iay around
the fallen oak-tree banner of the
O’Connors.

Sir Willilam the Grey, titled Lord
Warden of Ireland and one of the
greatest history-makers of his day,
founded the Dominican abbey of Rath-
fran, in North Mayo, in 1274, and the
Franciscan monastery of Galway in
1296. In the latter house he was in-
terred, he dying February 12th, 1324,
and there, in June, 1779, the tomb of
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this grim and grey old veteran was
discovered about four feet under-
ground, carved with his family arms
and a very long broadsword. By his
wife Finola Ny Jordan, of the family
of the Barons of Athleathan, or Broad
Ford, on the River Moy, he left sev-
eral sons, including Ulick, whom the
“Four Masters” call “the most dis-
tinguished young nobleman of the
English in Ireland for hospitality and
generosity,” and whose castle of An-
nakeen still stands in good preserva-
tion on the eastern shore of Lough
Corrib; Sir Edmond the Scot, one of
the most war-like and turbulent men
of his day; Richard, whose descendant
Walter was ancestor of the MacWal-

"ters; John, ancestor of MacSeonin or

MacShoneen (son of little John),
twisted into Jennings; and Philip,
from whose four sons, Gibbon, Philip,
Theobald or Tibbot and Meyler de-
scend respectively the families of Gib-
bons, Philbin, MacTibbet or Tibbett
and Moyles. David Bourke was an-
cestor of the MacDavids, now Daveys
and Davitts. So went scattering wide
the seed of this prolific fillbustering
family.

But now Ireland was startled by a
quick series of monumental domestic
crimes, as those fierce and ambitious
De Burgoa began to imbrue their
bands in one another’s blood. The
Red Earl’'s young randson, Will-
iam, called the Dun Earl of Ulster,
seized his kinsman Walter, who am-
bitioned to be King of Connacht, and
starved him to death in the Green
Castle of Inishowen. Gyle, the mur-
dered man’s sister, incited her hus-
band’s people, the Mandevilles of Ul-
ster, to avenge him, and the Dun Earl
fell beneath their daggers while on
his way of Carrickfergus church on
Sunday morning, June 6th, 1333. The
people of the neighborhood arose and
slew all implicated in the Earl's as-
sassination to the number of 300; but
the Earl’s wife, who was Maud, daugh-
ter of Henry Plantagenet, Earl of Lan-
caster, fled in terror to England, bear-
ing with her her only child, her one-
year-old daughter Elizabeth.

Great was the alarm amongst the
Connacht Bourkes; the Dun Earls
heiress, they considered, would in
course of time marry, and the Earl's
vast possessions be transferrea into
the hands of strangers. So they selzed
the dead Earl’s lands for themselves.
Furthermore, they renounced English
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laws, language and
dress and adopted
those of the Milesian
Irish. They divided
themselves into two
great clans, under the
headship of the first
and second sons of
Sir Walter the Grey.

Ulick of Annakeen
received the Irish
title of MacWilliam
Uachtar, or the Upper
MacWilliam, because
his clan and lands lay
in “Upper” or South-
ern Connacht, repre-
sented by the present
County . of Galway;
Sir Edmond the Scot
that of MacWilllam
Iachtar, or the Lower MacWilliam, he
being situated in “Lower” or Northern
Connacht, represented by the present
County of Mayo and the counties ad-
joining. The Upper MacWilllam was
better known as MacWilllam of Clan-
rickard. The surname of the clan was
also spelt differently in the two terri-
tories, and is to the present day: In
Galway Burke, in Mayo, Bourke. -

Among the Bourkes one crime was
often the parent of another, some-
times of many. Edmond-na-Feisoge
Bourke, or the Bearded, younger son
of the Red Earl and uncle of the Dun
Earl, was appointed with Archbjshop
Malachy MacHugh of Tuam to ad-
minister English government in Con-
nacht. Evil was the day when this
poor bearded Bourke started on his
mission. Low Sunday, April 19th,
1338, fierce Edmond the Scot and his
brothers, with a party of afmed fol-
lowers, beset the friars’ housé at Bal-
linrobe, where their kinsman the royal
commissioner was staying. In valn
the companions of the latter tried to
protect him, Roger de Flet, seneschal
of Connacht; Nicholas Lynott and
others losing their lives in his de-
fence.

That night the Bourkes brought
their noble captive to Lough Mask
Castle, the next night to Ballindeon-
agh Castle, and the third night to a
lonely islet in the southern arm which
the lake pushes far am‘ld the rocky
hills of Partry. Hither, after hard
riding from Tuam, came Archbishop
MacHugh, praying and pleading hard
for a reconciliation between the kins-
men. But, while the nogotiations were
pending the bearded Edmond’s guards,

or Clan of Evil (olcainn).
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who were a party of the Stauntons,
tearing for their own safety if he were
released, enveloped him in a sack,
which they weighted with stones, and
flung him to a miserable death in the
lake.

The islet was called from the trag-
edy Oilean-an-Iarla, the Earl's Island.
The posterity of those who perpetrated
the deed were called the Clan Ulkin,
Many of the
Stauntons, some say through shame
at this infamy, Celticized their name
to Mac-an-Mhileadh, (from their an-
cestor Miley Staunton), now MacEvily.
From the drowned Edmond descend
most of the Burkes of Munster.

Sir Edmond the Scot—so-called from
long hostageship in Scotland—experi-

S8IR RICHARD OFf THE CURVED
SHIELD.
enced the wrath of the Connacht chief-
tains for his part in the doom of Ed-
mond the Bearded. However, having
married Sabina O’Malley, he obtained
protection and assistance from her

~ clan of mariners and with additional

help from Scotland he managed to re-
instate himself in his possessions. He
made peace with the King of England
and broke it agaln, warred upon and
humbled his nephew, MacWilllam of
Clanrickard, gave lands to the abbey
of Cong, and died at an advanced age
in 1375, ‘‘after the victory of repen-
tance.”

For the Bourkes were plous in their
way. Sir Edmond’s son Thomas,
whom Richard II. appointed chief and
governor of the English in Connacht,
also granted lands to historic Cong;
and the latter’s son, Thomas the Red,
founded in 1460 tbe stately Franciscan
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monastery of Moyne, whose lofty cam-

panile looks out on the Atlantic over
the yellow dunes of Bartra, and at
the gospel side of whose altar may
still be seen the escutcheoned tomb of
the noble founder, showing, with the
Bourke arms, the crescent, emblematic
Franciscan cell at Annies, on Lough
of & second son. Walter founded a
Carra; he died there of the plague in
1440. Sir Richard of the Curved Shield,
who established the Bourkes’ power in
Tirawley, granted land for the founda-
tion of the Dominican abbey at Bur-
rishoole, on Clew Bay, in 1484. And so
abbeys, as well as castles, became nu-
merous in MacWilllam’s country.

For more than sixty miles, as the
crow flles, from where the lofty rock
of Dunbrista towers over the Atlantic
billows, on the Tlrawllan coast, to
where the Black River meanders past
the castles of Shrule and Moyne into
Lough Corrib, in that remote west of
Ireland, extends what was known for
many centuries as the country of Mac-
Willlam—about conterminous with
the present County of Mayo. The dis-
trict is about as wide as it is long,
running east from the misty cliffs of
Achill to the fat green lands of the
O’Connors’ country. The clan lands
proper of the MacWilliam and his
people ran north and south, about ten
miles wide, through the central and
most fertile portion of it, rich in pas-
ture and arable, waving with woods,
spangled with lakes, sprinkled with
the square, grey, feudal castles of the
lords of the soil. The borders of the
MacWilliam’s country had in the main
strong natural defences of thick for-
ests and wild bogs, through which ran
difficult passes.

It was in the middle of the thir-
teenth century that the place first be-
came an English or Anglo-Norman
feudal colony, which grew up and
spread out around the old monastery
of “Mayo of the Saxons,” magnet, in
the old pilous days, of another and a
milder English colony, the hundreds
of monks and students—the latter in-
cluding Alfred the Great—who were
attracted to this great fane of reli-
glon and learning by the fame of the
Irish St. Colman and his disciple, the
Saxon St. Gerald. Truth to tell, the
newcomers did not show much respect
for the venerable monastery, whence
of yore the torch of knowledge had
gone forth to Britain; the freebooter
Guillaume de Burgo plundered and
burned it in 1204; just as ruthlessly as
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the Norseman,
Turgesius, had
done three cen-
turies before;
and twenty-two
years later his
son, Richard,
“left not a rick
or measure of
corn in the great
church of Mayo,
or in the church
of St. Michael
the Archangel,
and his troops
carried off from
these ch urches
eighty measures
of corn.”

In later years, however, having
seized and settled in the country, the
barons of the English colony exercised
a kind of protectorate over this an-
clent house, and by way of ironical
return of the generosity of the old
Irish chieftain who had given the
‘‘field of the yews” (AMagh-¢o) for the
purposes of Anglo-Saxon education,
they decreed, in the conservatism of
their colonial piety, that no ‘‘mere
Irishman,” that is, any Milesian Mac
or O, should be allowed to make his
profession as monk in the monastery
of Mayo.

Among the chiefs of the English col-
ony were the Stantons, who held Kin-
turk and other castles, west of Mayo
abbey; the D’Exeters, whost crimson
banner, with its yellow lion and three
cross crosslets, flew over the towers
of Ballylahan and eleven other strong-
holds to the eastward, built circuitous-
ly to guard against the incursions of
the “Irishry”; the Prendergasts, whose
white and blue pennant of “vair” (or
furs) and oak leaves streamed trom
the ramparts of Brieze and Castle Mac
Garrett, in the district south of the
D’Exeters’; and the Nangles, whose
yellow flag, with its three azure lozen-
ges, flamed over many a strong tower
guarding the passes in the most east-
erly section of the colony. In the
northern portion of the territory, or
Tirawley, was the numerous and pow-
erful Welsh tribe of Barrett.

And now these western Anglo-Irish
threw off all allegiance to the English
Crown and established a clan govern-
ment of their own. The judges of
their courts gave way to the Brehon
with his scroll; the legal Norman-
French was abandoned for the Gaelic.
Anglo-Norman gallants married apple-
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cheeked Milesian girls. Children were
exchanged between the races to be
brought up in the strong, combining
bonds of fosterage. At the .baptismal
font, standing sponsor for one anoth-
er’s children, Celt and Anglo-Norman
contracted the sacred ties of gossipred.
The land was gaveled or divided
among the members of the clan, whose
‘‘gentlemen swordsmen’” had the prov-
ince of electing the head chief or ruler
and also his successor in case of death,
a kind of vice-president called from
his position the tanist, from tanaiste,
the Irish for the heir apparent, or next
in command. The English king’s writ
became as waste paper in Connacht.

The chief Bourke was called Mac-
Willlam, from William de Burgo. The
various familles of the clan took sur-
names in the Irish style by adopting
the father’s Christian name with Mac
(son. of) before it; and thus came
MacGibbon (from Gibbon Bourke),
MacPhil or Philbin, MacHugh or
Moyles, MacDavid, MacHubert, Mac-
Hugh, MacSeonin or Jennings, and
others. As for the vassal or semi-
vassal clans, promptly following the
example set them the D’Exeters be-
came MaeJordans, from their founder
Jordan D’'Exeter; the Prendergasts
MacMorris, from Maurice or Morris De
Prendergast the Nangles or D’Angulos
MacCostello, from Gilbert De Nangle
or Costello; the Stantons MacEvllly,
meaning son of the soldier (Mac an
Mhileadh); and the Barretts Clan
Wattin and Clan Padden, from their
forbears.

Between these various ‘clans and
branches of clans of this large, iso-
lated, independent Anglo-Irish colony,
governed by Irish laws, there often
occurred differences and quarrels,
sometimes accompanied by bloodlet-
ting and cattle-lifting. In that day of
hot blood and ready sword, red mur-
der, fratricidal, sacriligious, stained
the annals of the Bourkes. Two sons
of Sir Richard of the Curved Shield
and his wife Sighle or Sheelah Ny
Jordan, “the most exalted woman
in Connacht,” were foully slain even
within the sanctuary of abbeys; John
of Tirawley, “one of the most worthy
young men of the English in Ireland,”
in Ballintubber, by the treacherous
sons of his uncle Ulick, in 1506, and
seven years later (February 6th, 1613),
in the sacred precincts of Rathfran,
by his evil nephews, the sons of his
brother Walter.

Even some of the women of the fam-
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ily are sald to have worn the crimson
stain. David Bourke, son of one 6f
the fore-mentioned homicides, had by
his first wife a son named Walter the
Tall and by his second, who was Fin-
ola O’'Flaherty, Iron Rickard and Will-
fam Caoch, the Blind Abbot. To make
way for her son Rickard the step-
mother instigated her brother Donal
to murder Walter the Tall (ancestor
of the Bourkes of Partry). The foul
deed was perpetrated in the castle of
Iveran, near Minna, Co. Galway. In
due course Iron Rickard became Mac-
‘William.

A very war-like and restless indi-
vidual was this stern man in iron, who
owed to the murderer’s skene his pre-
sentation with the white wand of
chieftaincy. He was called Risdeard-
an-IJarainn from his continually going
in armor. The “Four Masters” de-
scribe his as ‘“‘a man noted for depre-
dations, conflicts, marches and valor-
ous deeds, who often forced the dan-
gerous pass against his enemies, and
who was also often defeated.” Such a
man looking around for a helpmate,
naturally found a most suitable one
in the daring sea-queen Graine O'Mal-
ley, who, after marrying him, con-
tinued to practice what she called her
“thrade of maintenance” as Irish buc-
caneer:

She left the close-air'd land of trees

And proud MacWilliam’s palace,

For clear, bare Clare’'s health-salted
breeze,

Her oarsmen and her galleys;

And where, beside the bending strand
The rock and billow wrestle,

Between the deep sea and the land
She bulilt her Island Castle.

The Spanish captains, sailing by
For Newport, with amazement
Beheld the cannon’d longship lie
Moor’d to the lady’s casement;
And covering coin and cup of gold
In haste their hatches under
They whis’per’'d, ‘’Tis a pirate’'s hold;
8he sails the seas for plunder!”

(To be continued.)

NE of the most interesting Gaelic
League publications is ‘“Smuainte
ar Arainn,” from the pen of Miss

Agnes O’Farrelly, M. A. Miss O'Far-
relly’s book consists of a serles of
charmingly-written sketches, descrip-
tive of life in Aran, that stronghold of
Irish speech and customs and the
Mecca of students of Irish. The book
is written in a bright and attractive
manner, and the printing, binding and
appearance of the book reflect much
credit on the publication commlittee.
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Note.—[this story, which is an allegory on the sin of gluttony, and shows how strongly meanness is detested in Ire-
land, was given to me by a horseboy employed at the stud farm at Ballanihane In the barony of Condons and Clongibbon,
Co. Cork. His mother’s people had no English in them and it was she who made the stories for him. He had a good

store but was slow to give them.]

4 B Galbally farmers are the
meanest men in Munster!
B Whoever knows anything

knows that. It was a priest who gave
out that saying on them, and he never
spoke a truer word. It is a sight to
look at them in the market or at a
fair. At Cahirmee the whole world
knows them for a blister and a blem-
ish on the five counties. There they
are all for airgead sios, and luck pen-
nies back, and neither pedigree, nor
blood, nor learning, nor Latin, has any
sway with them, nothing but the ready
lucre and the yellow gold. And the
price they’d offer for a horse one would
think it was how you stole him. Yea
the young children despise them, and
going on along the road would show
never a one of them a bird’s nest for
fear the bodach would rob it against
night came.

But bad as they are now, their fath-
ers before them were a sight worse 1n
the old times. ’'Tis how one of them
used to be coming across the hills into
the country when the mills were grind-
ing at Killavullen and Castletown.
Well he was the mean man. If ever he
had a name of his own even the women
disremembered it. But they had a song
on him and a bye-word, and the
“Trencherman” was the name they put
on him. 'Tis he that was long of leg
and long of step, a tall, thin, and lathy
man. If he was anything at all ’tis
one of the White Knights’ people he
was, and curse-bound like the whole
box and dice of them

Well he was the mean man. His en-
deavors were for ever to be eating and
drinking. The worst of it was nothing
would fatten him. My hand to you but
he could eat and drink for a month
of Sundays and be still lean and hun-

ger-bitten. He vexed many a hospit-
able house and spluttered over many
a good table. As soon as ever the mil-
ler sat down to his bit or sup, morn,
noon or night who throws his long
sack of a body across the half door but
my bould Trencherman. 'Be the same
token they sald he was born at meal
times, set to the porridge in the morn-
ing, or the roosters at night and never
abashed comes in my boyo, with his
puss all mouth only for the two little
slits of eyes he got from a weasel for
ever on the hunt for meat and drink.

You should see him at a “patron”
bumming about from booth to booth.
Full of talk to men he never saw be-
fore though in truth he was befamed
in every parish. 'Tis queer things
were heard tell of him. He once
plucked a poor redousel and ate her
without salt, and they made a joke of
his ’cuteness, saying he’d drown an
eel in an eggcupful of water, and so
on.

Wake or wedding he was always on
the make until he was counted the
curse of the country—dragging it down
—and men began to aggravate them-
slves against him. As for the women
—they found him out entirely. With
them he was no good for King or Kil-
benny country. He was once at a fu-
neral and when all was over, and the
sod spread and the boys and girls be-
ginning to amuse themselves slashing
one another with nettles, didn't they
discover that some one had eat the
priest’s breakfast, and his reverence
not yet at the Munda Cor meum® of
the Mass, and the Book not passed.
'Twas how he went into the kitchen
tracing relations and when the good
woman of the house ran in to say a
few prayers, he out with the meat in

his maw like the mean mongrel he
was. Well, the women fell on him and
the whole congregation were at him
trying to make him behave himself.

After that not a bit would he get for
love or money or God-sake in the
whole world, so he was minded to put
the length of Ireland between himself
and the people. He cut his stick and
greased his brogues and off beyond the
hills to Galbally and nothing with him
but a dish cover he stole. He crossed
the Funcheon by Athnaneen and spent
the night in a haggard east of Kildor-
rery, with no other companions than
the owl and wildcat—kind for him.
He made three parts of that night, one
cursing the country for turning sour
on him, one contriving to be venged
on them, and one making a moan for
the emptiness of this world.

There i{s a well hard by there under
the mountain ash blessed for healing
by St. Molaga; the water is so melli-
fluent that people say the bees be
washing golden honey in it. There is a
little white trout do be in that well
from old—time out of mind. He was
the Saint’s own little storeen and pet,
and came from beyond seas with him.
He is blessed, too, and shines in the
dark places of the water, and at night,
like a star through the trees. More-
over, he {8 most knowledgeable and no
one ever envies him on w.Lis happy
swimmingness. The children that see
him will never lose the sight of their
eyes nor do the cattle get murrain.

They say many things of that Mol-
aga trout, that are too wonderful te
remember. Time is a good story-teller
but he is getting old. Once a little
otter that had been ginned and hurted
before her ecape could not go a hunt-
ing that day, no nor the next day, nor
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the other day, and her five whelpeens
were like to starve.

“My dear, love to you for ever,” said
the otter in Irish to the trout. “Com-
radeen of the clear water, my children
are small and ‘tis fqod they want. Help
me for Molaga’s sake, and in the Long
Day, at the Latter End, by the Brink
of Judgment, I will stand by you.”

“No sooner sald than done,” made
answer the Blessed Trout, and he
opened his veins and gave his ripe rich
blood to whet the weeney water dogs.

Another time, a little mionnan® got
beyond the tight tether of the spancel
and reached and grasped a groundsel

.on the high rock. One of the Sons of

the Rock—a small echo—gave a shout
out of him, scared the mionnan, and
she slipped down deep into the well
She was like to be drowned having
sank the third time, when as God
would have it, she saw the little Trout.

“My dear love to you forever,” says
the mionnan. “Sweet Sire, save me
for Molaga’s sake, or I perish, and
those that need my milk in the bime-
bye will wither away.”

“No sooner said than done,” sald the
little Trout, and he spread forth his
fins, very wonderful to look upon—a
rarey show. The goat stepped on their
golden edges and climbed on the dry
land.

When the Trencherman saw this lit-
tle Trout he hungered for him and he
got his dirty dish cover and put it deep
in the well and cajoled the little fel-
low into it. Then he made himself a
fire and put the dish cover upon it
filled it with water and the little trout
swimming and sparkling inside.

Then he said in his heart: “Gillaroo
you're mine now or never,” and he
smacked his thick lips.

Well it was never!! Because he
bolled and watched and watched and
boiled until the night was coming and
the Trout began to shine. Just as the
Trencherman, wonderstruck, looked

into the pot, the Trout gave a shake
out of his joints, slapped his fins and
jumped back with himself Into the
well! The first bubbles splashed into
the Trencherman’s eyes and knocked
the sight from him. Out rushed the
Otter and her filve young ones and
stuck thelr teeth in him until they
heard every bone in his body crack.
That is_their nature. Down jumped
the goat and put her horns through
him and let in the east wind, and it
blew the life out of him. And there
he lay on the bed of nettles beside the
four big stones, food for crows, and
all that was left of him was a bye-
word for gentle and simple.”

*Pron. Meenawn—a little goat, a kid.
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Franciscan Manuscripts.

PUBLIC announcement has just

been made that the British

branch of the International So-
ctety of Franciscan studies is collect-
ing material, with a view to undertak-
ing the compilation of a catalogue of
Franciscan MSS. in Great Britain and
Ireland. In this catalogue it is pro-
posed to include

(1) MSS. of works bearing on the
history of St. Francis and the Francis-
can movement; .

(2) MSS. containing the writings of
Franciscan friars (the majority of
which will be scholastic treatises);

(3) MSS. transcribed by Franciscan
friars or formerly belonging to Fran-
ciscan houses;

(4) Service books.

As a general rule, it has been decided
that no MSS. of later date than the
beginning of the sixteenth century will
be noticed, and charters will be ex-
cluded. 1t is proposed to arrange the
catalogue according to libraries, to is-
sue it in parts, and to index it sub-
sequently. Owners of private collec-
tions of mediseval MSS. are asked to
supply the soclety with any informa-
tion they are willing to give regard-
ing their collections, and to permit the
compilers of the catalogue to describe
in it any Franciscan MSS. that may
be foupd in the collections.

The society is making this appeal to
owners of private collections in the be-
lief that mnearly all collections of
medismval MSS. will be found to con-
tain some Franciscan MSS. The Hon.
Sec. of the British Branch of the In-
ternational Society of Franciscan
Studies is the Hon. and Rev. James
Adderley, St. Mark's Vicarage, Mary-
lebone Road, London, N. W. '

Amidst the sordid materialism of
the age it is noteworthy that this cult
of the Patriarch of the Poor should en-
gage the minds and hearts of so many
who are separated from that Church
of which St. Francis of Assisi was so
devoted a servant and so bright an
ornament.

HE Friendly Sons of St. Patrick
have issued a neat little 12mo.
volume containing the Pro-

ceedings at the Dinner to the Rocham-
beau Special Mission given by the So-
clety at Delmonico’s (New York), on
May 29th last year.

The book contains an introduction
by Mr. J. I. C. Clarke and is mainly
valuable as a souvenir of an interesting
and patriotic function.
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Mungtret “Annual.”

HE students of Mungret College,
Limerick, favored THE GAEL
last month with a copy of their

sixth “Annual,” wh.ch arrived too late
for acknowledgment in our last issue.
The college, under the management of
the Jesuit Fathers, is beautifully situ-
ated on a gentle eminence a little to
the south of the Shannon about three
miles west of the city of Limerick.

At the close of each year its ex-stu-
dents’ and graduates in Eire and in
lands beyond the sea send greetings
and loving messages to their Alma
Mater, many of which tend to cheer
and encourage the youngsters In col-
lege.

The present Annual is a most credit-
able production filled with interesting
literary matter and handsomely illus-
trated in half-tones. The printing has
been done by Guy & Co., Cork, and is
up to the usual standard of excellence
of that house.

The Fleming Companionship,
HE Fleming Companionship met
T on Friday, January 2d, at 1
Mountcharles, Belfast, the fol-
lowing companions being present: El-
Ise Murphy,W. A. Leyden, R. A, Foley,
John J. Murphy and M. Grifin. The
Companionship generally will be griev-
ed to hear of the deaths of Mrs. Ber-
gin in Cork, and of Aonghus Draoi,
both occurring within the week.

The papers for the December exam-"
ination are now in the hands of the ex-
aminers. It was announced that appli-
cations to attend the February exam-
ination should be sent to the Fleming
Companionship, Cork, on January 10th.

The reissue of Banba was warmly ac-
claimed, as there is no question that
this spirited publication will help the
development of Gaelic along natural
lines—a policy for which Fleming
spent his life. The Examination Sup-
plement is now on sale in Belfast at
McLennon’s, in Chapel Lane, or it can

be had direct from the Companion-
ship In Cork together with the Exam-
ination Programme. It was remarked
that the adoption of this programme
has braced and steadied every class
that has taken it up and that it seems
to breathe new life and vigor into all
Gaelic organizations.
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Adam’s Curse.
B sat together at one Summer’s end

That beautiful mild woman your close friend
And you and I, and talked of poetry.

I said: “A line will take us hours maybe,

Yet if it does not seem a moment’s thought
Our stitching and unstitching has been maught.
Better go down upon your marrow bones

And scrub a kitchen pavement or break stones
Like an old pauper in all kinds of weather;
For to articulate sweet sounds together

Is to work harder than all these and yet

Be thought an idler by the noisy set

Of bankers, schoolmasters, and clergymen

The martyrs call the world.”

That woman then
Murmured with her young volce for whose mild sake
There's many & one shall find out all heartache
In finding that it’s young and mild and low.
“There is one thing that all we women know
Although we never heard of it at school,
That we must labor to be beautiful.”
I said: “It’s certain there is no fine thing
Since Adam’s fall but needs much laboring.
There have been lovers who thought love should be
So much compounded of high courtesy
That they would sigh and quote with learned looks
Precedents out of beautiful old books;
Yet now it seems an idle trade enough.”

We sat grown quiet at the name of love.

We saw the last embers of daylight die

And in the trembling blue-green of the sky

A moon—moon worn as if it had been a shell,
Washed by time’s waters as they rose and fell
About the starn and broke in days and years. -

I had a thought for no one but your ears, '

That you were beautiful and that I strove

To love you in the old highway of love;

That it had all seemed happy and yet we’d grown
As weary hearted as that hollow moon.

W. B. YEATS.

The Poet-Priests.

S from the East unto the utwost West
God bids the banner of His lightning shine,
The flashing signal of the Face Divine
With whose fair radiance earth may soon be blest;
So speeds the Heavenly Muse, at His behest,
Across the waters; so the spreading vine
Of sacred poesy, with clusters fine,
By Western airs is welcomed and caressed.
O ye whose sires our Irish flelds have trod,
By holy Patrick’s feet made hallowed ground,
His dower of truth and beauty ye have found;
‘With you still buds and blossoms Aaron’s rod,
Proclaiming you the poet-priests of God,
To wave the incense of His praise around.
—R. WILTON.
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Denny’s Daughter.
ENNY'’S daughter stood a minute in the fleld I
was to pass,
All as quiet as her shadow lald before along the
grass;
In her hand a switch o’ hazel from the nut-trees
crooked root—
An’ I mind the crown o' clover crumpled under one
bare foot.

For the look of her,

The look of her,

Comes back on me to-day—
‘With the eyes of her,

The eyes of her,

That took me on the way.

Though 1 seen poor Denny’s daughter white an’ stiff
upon her bed,

Yet I be to think there’s sunlight fallin’ somewhere
on her head. .

She’ll be singin’ Ave Mary where the flowers never
wilt—

She, the girl my own hand covered with the narrow
daisy quilt.

For the love of her,
The love of her,
That would not be my wife—
An’ the loss of her,
The loss of her,
Has left me alone for life.
—MOIRA O'NEILL.

A Connacht Lament.

WILL arise and go hence to the west,
And dig me a grave where the hill winds call;
But O, were I dead, were I dust, the fall

Of my own love’s footstep would break the rest.

My heart In my bosom is black as a sloe!
I heed not cuckoo, nor wren, nor swallow;
Like a flying leaf in the sky’s blue hollow,
The heart in my. breast is that beats o low.

Because of the words, your lips have spoken,

O, dear black head that I must not follow,

My heart is a grave that is stripped and hollow,
As ice on the water my heart is broken.

O lips forgetful and kindness fickle,
The swallow goes south with you; I go west,
‘Where flelds are empty and scythes at rest.
I am the poppy and you the sickle;
My heart is broken within my breast.
—NORA HOPPER.
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NG to the  dis-

hed English

logist, Dr.West-

the Book of

pow in the h-

of Dublin Uni-

, is the most

ul book in the

He is not alone

opinion. Not

only poetical historians like Henri

Martin, but grave scholars like Wyatt,

‘Waagen, Keller, Zimmer and others

grow almost lyrical when describing

this marvel of art. “In delicacy of

handling, and minute but faultless exe-

cution the whole range of palsography

offers nothing comparable to these

early Irish manuscripts, and the most

marvelous of all is the Book of Kells.

Some of the ornaments of which I at-

tempted to copy but broke down in de-

spair,” says Mr. Digby Wyatt. Waagen

tells us that ‘“the ornamental pages,

borders and initial letters exhibit such

a rich variety of beautiful and peculiar

designs, so admirable a taste in the ar-

rangement of the colors and such un-

common perfection and filnish that one
is absolutely lost in amazement.”

The Book of Kells in an {lluminated
manuscript of the Four Gospels in
Latin, it contains prefaces, explana-
tions of the meaning of Hebrew names,
summaries, and the tables of the Euse-
bian Canon.

It was formerly believed to have been
composed by St. Columba in the second
half of the sixth century. Conserva-
tive archaologists are pretty generally
agreed at present that it was produced
during the second half of the seventh.
It cannot well be later; the saints in
it are representeu with a Celtic ton-
sure, which consisted in shaving the
front of the head from ear to ear. As
the Roman tonsure which is entirely
different was universally accepted by
the Irish church several years before
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the close of the century, it seems a
natural conclusion that these saints
would have had the Roman tousure if
the manuscript -had been composed af-
ter the year 700. .

The real manuscript of St. Columba
of what is left of it, is in the library
of the Royal Irish Academy. It has a
somewhat curious interest in connec-
tion with an incident which may be re-
garded as the first attempted enforce-
ment of a law of copyright. We are
told in an Irish manuscript of the
eleventh century published by Wind-
isch, that Columba requested permis-
sion of Bishop Molaise to copy the gos-
pels of St. Finan, which had been late-
ly placed in the Episcopal Cathedral.
Meeting with a churlish refusal he
stole into the church night after night,

. until the whole had been copied. When

Molaise learned the trick that had
been played on him, he feil into a ter-
rible rage, demanded the copy, and on
Columba’s refusal, appealed to King
Diarmaid, then in residence at Tara.
After hearing both parties, Diarmaid
sought for precedence in all the librar-
ies in Erin, but there never before had
been a case in which the rights of an
author or transcriber in his work were
involved. However, there had been
any number of cases, dealing with the
ownership of cattle, and on these was
the king’s judgment based. The “calf,”
he said, “belongs to the owner of the
cow, and the little book to the owner
of the big book.” Le gach boin a
boinin, 'agus le gach leabhar a leabh~
airin; literally: “to each cow belongs
her little cow, and to each book her
little book.”

The text of the Book of Kells 1s
written in the noble semi-uncial char-
acter adopted by all the Irish scribes
of the period, but it iIs the illustrat-

tions, borders, initial letters, etc., that -

render it a perfect house of artistic
wealth. No wonder Giraldus Cam-
brensis, who was sent by Henry II. on
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an embassy to Ireland in 1185, should
have insisted that it could have been
written only by angels. Fancy what
seems & mere colored dot to the naked
eye becoming, under the power of the
microscope, a conventional bunch of
foliage with a conventional bird among
the branches. In speaking of the min-
uteness and almost miraculous correct-
ness of the drawing, Professor West-
wood mentions that with the aid of a
powerful lens, he counted within the
space of one inch 158 Interlacements
of bands or ribands, each riban com-
posed of a strip of white, bordered on
each side by-a black strip!

“No words,” ,says Dr. Middleton,
professor of Fine Arts in Cambridge
University in his admirable work on:
flluminated manuscripts, “can describe
the intricate delicacy of the ornamen-
tation of this book, lavishly decorated
as it is withall the different varieties
of ingeniously intricate patterns form-
ed by interlaced and knotted lines of
color, plaited in and out with such
complicated Interlacement that one
cannot look at the page without aston-
ishment at the combined taste, pa-
tience, unfaltering certainty of touch
and imaginative ingenuity of the art-
ist. With regard to the intricate inter-
laced ornaments in which, with the aid
of a lens, each line can be followed out
in its windings and never found to
break off or lead to an impossible loop
of knotting, it is evident that the art-
ist must have enjoyed not only an
ssthetic pleasure in the invention of
his pattern, but must also have had a
distinct intellectual enjoyment of his
work such as a skillful mathematician
feels in working out a complicated
mathematical problem.”

It would be impossible, in our limited
space, to enter into an analysis of the
different classes of ornaments in this
book, the most wonderful example of
bhuman workmanship the world has
ever produced. One of the most note-
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worthy is formed by bands or diapers
of' step-like lines surrounding minute
spaces of entrancingly brilliant color,
a sort of cloisonne inlay suggested evi-
dently by the inlay with bits of trans-
parent carbuncle employed by the Irish
jewelers in gold jewelry. Another
prominent feature is the use of spirals
imitated from the application of gold
wire to flat surfaces. It may be as well
to state that the scribes of the Irish
manuscripts were evidently much in-
debted to the goldsmith’s art, which,
judging by the museum of the Royal
Irish Academy, must have attained an
unapproachable delicacy and beauty in
Ireland during the first centuries of
the Christian era.

In his “Bilder und Schriftzue in den
Irischen Manuschriptem,” Dr. Keller
considers the spirals the most difficult
part of the patterns. “They are,” says
he, “real masterpieces which furnish
magnificent evidence of the extraordi-
nary firmness of hand of the artist!
The beautiful trumpet pattern of which
8o much has been written is the ex-
pansion of the spiral into something
in the form of a trumpet.”

The Dublin University has a price-
less collection of manuscripts dating
from the sixth to the fourteenth cen-
turies. One of them, the Book of Dur-

row—a century older than the Book of
Kells—is little inferior to it in beauty.

Some years ago a Dublin publishing
house issued a series of photographic
reproductions of the principal pages
and most striking initials, under the
title “Celtic Ornaments from the Book
of Kells,” a copy of which is in the
Library of the office of THE GAEL. But
it was found impossible to reproduce,
by any mechanical process, the colors,
which are as fresh and brilliant to-day
as when the artist laid them on 1,200
years ago. Consequently the work,
though Interesting is but a pale, al-
most ghostly reflection of the splendid
manuscript that is a living witness to
the civilization and culture of the cen-
tury which gave it birth.

Didn’t Have a Rich Father,

HIS story is told of Senator Clark,
the Irish-American multi-mil-
lionaire, of Montana: After

having received a shave and haircut in
a barber shop he asked the barber
“how much.”

‘“Well,” said the barber, ‘‘your son
generally gives me $5.”

The senator asked the
charge and paid it, remarking:

“My son has a rich father, and I
have not.”

regular

Restrictions in Brittany,

HE London Times' Paris corre-
spondent says it is reported that
Minister Combes has forbidden

the priests in Brittany to catechize in
Breton Gaelic, but that Bishop Quim-
per ascertained that the 110 parishes
of his diocese do not contain a single
child capable of receiving religious in-
struction in the French language, and
in one small town only 12 out of 150 of
the inhabitants understood French.

Blarney Stone Found.

ICHAEL GROGAN, of Division 4,

M Ancient Order of Hibernians

(Louisville, Ky.), wants anoth-

er Irish fair, so well was he pleased

with the last one, and by the way

there is a good story going the rounds
concerning Mike and the fair.

‘When the model of Blarney Castle
was torn down the pliece of the blarney
stone was mysteriously missing. A
thorough search was made but the
missing fragment could not be found.

Everybody came to the conclusion that
the goat that was in the yard next the
peasant’s cabin had eaten it.

Now it turns out that Grogan has
the stone. He told Jim Kenealey that
he would not give it up until the Hi-
bernians gave another Irish fair.—
Kentucky Irish American.
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Notes From Ireland.

ANY believe the League has al-
M ready gone sufficiently far with
the publication of pamphlets in
English and that an effort should now
be made to have a series of propagan-
dist pamphlets in Irish published and
distributed. There are plenty of Irish
writers in all the provinces at present
who, set to the deflnite task of pre-
paring pamphlets for propagandist
purposes, would be able to produce
something of real literary merit.
Particularly some of the better
writers have dropped out of the
Oireachtas competitions, and failing
the arrangement of special competi-
tions for them, thereé seems no other
practical outlet for their talents. Many
a man might be found to write an ex-
ceptionally good and instructive essay
who never would, never, perhaps, could
write a book.

The League's organizers, too, would
soon be able to do much in this way.
No body of men in the service of any
modern Irish movement have been
given such latitude, have had so much
confldence reposed in them as have
the organizers of the Gaelic League.
They have every possible facility for
investigating Irish peasant life, their
associations are specially calculated to
excite and develop a literary taste,
some of them have already given evi-
dence of literary ability, they have a
wide and fertile field to operate upon,
which has not been touched since the
days of Keating; and, considering the
local color and flavor and freshness
they could impart to every line, the
traditions with which they could em-
bellish every chapter they wrote, there
seems scarcely a doubt that these men
will in time produce rich volumes of
racy native literature.

It is not easy to realize the extent to
which the Gaelic League has excited
literary ambition among all classes in
Ireland. This ambition might be wel-
comed if it were not that in many

.

cases the result is a regrettable mis-
conception of the national characteris-
tics, wanton theorizing, and conse-
quent serious eonfusion of thought and
of ideas.

Whenever an Irish writer forgets
himself, imagines he does, while he
does not, comprehend Ireland’s politi-
cal situation in its entirety, possibly
the best corrective he could take would
be a complete course of the 48 litera-
ture. This will help to snow him his
own level, to broaden his sympathlies,
to extend his horizon, it will teach him
to respect the memory, to appreciate
the aspirations, the methods and the
motives of men who, though mostly
ignorant of their native tongue, pos-
sessed all the better instincts and more

- than the average fidelity of their race.

If we must, as we must, read the lan-
guage of the spoller, let us through it
become acquainted with the deflnition
of nationality, embodied in the litera-
ture of the '48 period. It is a faithful
reflex of the nobler life of a noble era.

Materialism 1s, always will be essen-
«tlal to national progress: unrelieved
materialism ever must be demoraliz-
ing.

One of the striking features of the
last League Congress was the marked
earnestness of the northern delegates.
It is largely as a result of this charac-
teristic earnestness that the TUlster
Fels, just held in Belfast, showed such
a great advance on the previous Feis
held two years ago. On that occasion
your correspondent had the pleasure of
traveling from Dublin with William
Rooney, and two adies—Miss O’Dono-
van and Miss Killeen—who from the
very first have been the most earnest
and most consisten workers in the
Gaelic League. Poor Fear na muinn-
tire sang and told stories during the
whole journey lasting well over three
hours, each succeeding song and story
being suggested by the varlous scenes
of historic Interest that fringed the

route.  The first person to greet us on
the Belfast platform was the lamented
Mrs. Seamus MacManus, then Miss
Anna Johnston. And such a truly
warm greeting! Who would have
dreamt that evening that before the
next Fels the hand of Death would
have stilled the fertlle intellects of
Ethna Carbery and Fear na muinntire?

The London “Daily News” of the
13th ult., contains the following:

“The Macroom Board of Guardians
has put into force its resolution to
transact its proceedings in the Irish
language. At its last meeting the ap-
plications for outdoor relief were dis-
cussed in Irish, the chairman signed
all the orders in Irish, and most of the
ordinary business was transacted in
Irish., Some of the members were ap-
parently bewildered by the course of
the proceedings, and obviously unable
to follow what was going on; and
when they attempted to protest, the
other members pretended not to un-
derstand them. However, in Macroom
there are very few who are not suffi-
clently familiar with Irish to be able
to speak it fluently.”

The peculiar humor of the “Daily
News” is well exemplified in the asser-
tion that “the other members pretend-
ed not to understand them.” Other-
wise the paragraph is a plain state-
ment of fact. Well done, Macroom!
In addition to supplying more than its
proportion of the itinerary workers,
Cork has promoted the interests of thg
Gaelic League within its own boun-
daries with a practical earnestness un-
known in any other county in Ireland.

The Coiste Gnotha at its last meeting
unanimously adopted the following
resolution:

“That we regret very much the ac-
tion of the present French govern-
ment towards the Breton language,
and we hereby express our sympathy
with our fellow Celts, the Bretons, in
their language war.”
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OMANHOODand Nationhood.”

4 This was the happily chosen

title of Miss Butler's very

fine paper, read for her by Miss Jennie

O’Flanagan, in the rooms of the Gaelic
League, Central Branch, Dublin.

Miss Butler is one of the youngest,
most earnest and most gifted writers
of the Irish revival movement, and her
lecture contained a wealth of noble
sentiments, practical advice, and sound
common sense, clothed in charming 1it-
erary style, and was from beginning
to end an earnest and heartfelt appeal
to her country women, to take up the
cause of their native land, showing
them the best means of doing so, and
telling them very plainly their duty
towards the language and Industrial

revival.

But it was to the mothers—the
young Irish mothers round whose
knees cluster the little children of to-
day who will be the men and women of
years hence—that Miss Butler pleaded
with impassioned fervor, to bring up
those little ones in a truly holy and
Irish atmosphere, o that they may be
really Irish in heart, in soul and feel-

ing, as well as in name, and to teach

them to know, honor and love the land
of their birth, and all that pertains
to it.

They should make the homes, now
alas! usually such ‘“dull, colorless, un-
original and imitative thines,” purely
Irish. The books that are read there,
the music and songs, that are played
and sung, the language that is spoken
and prayed In, the topics discussed, the
furniture and decoration of the rooms,
and the clothes worn, all should be
Irish throughout. They should be
taught, too, to admire flowers, and all
the beauties of nature, so that the love
of what is beautiful, and good and re-
fined which is inhefent in the Irish
character (though crushed down per-
haps to a great extent by force of cruel
circumstances) may be developed.

Nor does Miss Butler neglect the ma-
terial side of the question. She admits
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that, taking them generally, it is very
true “Irish women are the best wives
and mothers, but the worst housekeep-
ers in the world,” and she exhorts
them to make an effort to improve in
this matter.

She strongly condemns the boarding-
school education, for girls at least, as
she holds it to blame for the weaken-
ing of the home ties and affections,
which is one of the evils of the age,
anl which is dally evidenced by the
apparent unconcern with which par-
ents and children part, often without
hope of meeting again, but here also,
as she points out, it lies wiw.. the
mother to make those family ties so
strong, those affections so deep and
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true, that nothing on earth—even sep-
aration, if unfortunately it becomes in-
evitable—can break or chill them.

On the emigration question, Miss
Bntler spoke in words which thrilled
one, by the sorrow and despalr which
they breathed, and hopeless indeed
must be the case of the woman, who,
hearing them, would not feel her heart
stirred with pity and the desire to do
her part in helping to stop it. And
that every woman in Ireland, anay
every Irish woman the world over, can
aid in this great work, was but too
clearly shown. Indeed, Miss Butler
seems to have almost unlimited faith
in the power and influence of her own
sex, and she justifies herself for this

‘““THE BEST OF ALL S8CHOOLS IS AN IRISH MOTHER'S KNEE.”
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bellef, by quoting from many great
writers, French and German as well as
Irish, in proof of it. Anda, as she
rightly says, to do her share in the
building of an Irish Ireland, &' woman
need not be a genius, nor need she be
wealthy or highborn, neither does it

require any self-sacrifice, or neglect of

the personal and private affairs of life.
The woman in the littl wayside cabin,
or the artizan’s wife, have just as
much influence—in the past they had
more—as the mistress of the grand
mansion or stately city home.

Altogether it was a lecture to which
no Irish woman could listen unmoved,
and I only wish that more of them had
been present to hear it, but, unfortu-
nately, even .the few who were there,
though they could not fail to derive
great pleasure and profit from it, were
those who perhaps needed it less than
the large number of our sisters, who
alas! still remain outside the magic
circle of the Irish revival. I would
that a copy of it should be sent to
every Irish home and convent, and
school, and that every Irish woman
the world over might read it once.
Will the Gaelic League see to it that
this is done at least in part?

Miss Curran proposed a vote of
thanks which was seconded by Mrs.
Wyse Power, and both ladles made
charming, if brief, speeches, the last-
named expressing the hope that - if
“his lordship—man” desires the as-
sistance of woman in the revival move-
ment he ought to be satisfied now and
again to sacrifice his “creature com-
forts” for its sake, and not grumble,
if, once in a way, when his wife Is
helping to organize a meeting or such
like, his dinner is not up to the usual
high standard. Miss Hayden also
spoke well and to the point, whilst
Miss O'Farrelly, who made a capital
‘“chairman,” after seelng that every
one who could utter a word got a
chance of doing so, gave a very charm-
ing little address.

Indeed, I must say both the lecture
and speeches were brimful of that
quality in which our sex is sald to be
so sadly lacking, namely—wit. It be-
ing a ladles’ night, only a few men
were accorded the privilege of express-
ing their views. Mr. Eamom O'Neill

did so with “much fear and tremb-
ling,” but Dr. O’'Hickey and Mr. Kent
evidently considered discretion the
better part of valor, and contented
_themselves by saying how beautiful
the paper was, and that they agreed
with everything the ladies had said.
CRISSIE M. DOYLE.

-nue of trees.
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Rockingham House.

RRANGEMENTS have been per-
fected for taking over Rocking-
ham House, Boyle, County of

Roscommon, as a country residence for
the Lord Lieutenant of Ireland. Pro-
vision has been made for a staff of
thirty servants, and for stable accom-
modation for the horses of the Body
Guard.

Rockingham was the residence of
Viscount Lorton, afterwards Earl of
Kingaton, when Queen Victoria came
to the throne, and devolved through
the Kingston family on the hight Hon.
Colonel King-Harman, M. P., who sat
some time for County Dublin in Par-
llament, and@ was Parliamentary Un-
der-Secretary for Irelana at the close
of his career.

The mansion and its broad acres, the
demesne comprising about 2,000 acres,
now belong to his grandson, young
Charles Edward Stafford, who has
taken the surname of King-Harman.
Miss King-Harman, an only child, was
a lady of great culture and ability, and
she acted in the capacity of private
secretary to her popular and gifted
father; but her marriage with Dr.
Stafford, at that time a dispensary doc-
tor in the neighborhood, deprived her
of the estate. which has passed to her
son. Dr. Stafford subsequently became
Local Government Inspector, and he is
now a member of the Local Govern-
ment Board.

Rockingham House, which is prob-
ably the finest residence in Connacht,
is situate about two miles from Boyle,
on the southeastern shores of Lough
Key, a plcturesque lake :beautifully
timbered to the water's edge. The
Ionic style of architecture prevails
throughout the building, the principal
facade being adorned with a noble por-
tico, supported by six Ionic columns,
and there are six also at elther side.

On the northern front there is a col-
onnade of six columns, while on the
east there ie an entrance through an
orangery. The house is approached by
four entrance lodges, and the prineipal
entrance is through a magnificent ave-
Indeed, the whole de-
mesne is richly planted with choice
timber. The pheasant shooting is the
best in the West. The house, gardens,
demesne and shooting and fishing have
been recently let to Mr. Andrew Bar-
clay Walker, of Liverpool, under a
lease, made by the Land Judge’s Court,
which terminates very soon.
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The house 1s rich in art treasures,
notably pictures by some of the great
masters of the eighteenth century.

Lough Key is the most picturesque
of the chain of lakes connected by
Boyle River.-It contains several wood-
ed islets, some of which have both his-
torical and archaeologieal interest. On
one are the rulns of the Abbey of the
Trinity, founded by the White Canons,
and in which “The ‘Annals of Lough
Ce” were written, and on another is
a castle once the fortress of a McDer-
mot chieftain. Close to the town of
Boyle are the ruins of a once famous
Cistercian Abbey, founded in 1161 by
Maurice O’Duffy, which later on re-
ceived into its community MecDermot,
Lord of Moylurg, also the Church of
Asselyn, and a flne cromlech. Not far
off in a cemetery by Lough Meelagh,
lies the body of Carolan, the bard.

Rockinghom House was burnt down
in 1863, and then rebuilt on a terrace
sot with roses and planted with thick-
ets of rhododendron.—Roscommon Mes-
senger.

.

‘The Miser’s Mound,

HAT clever little three-act drama,
“The Miser’'s Mound,” written
by Rev. W. Delany, C. C., which

appeared In the October GABL, has
been taken up by Irish societies in var-
fous American cities and is being pre-
sented by amateur talent before crowd-
ed houses. The following account of
its presentation may be taken as evi-
dence of its popularity:

“The Miser's Mound” was given by
local talent, under the auspices of the
Ladies’ Auxiliary to the Anclent Order
of Hibernains and under the digection
of Mrs 8. P. Bloomfield, of this city
(Cortland, N. Y.). To say that the im-
mense crowd was highly pleased with
the presentation of the drama and the
excellent programme would be far
from expressing the emthusiasm that
was manifested.

The entertainers were at their best,
and the people were not slow in show-
ing their appreciation. Curtain calls
were the rule rather than the excep-
tion, and the whole evening was one
of greatest enjoyment to the listeners,

Not only was there a great crowd
present that fllled the hall, the capac-
ity of which has been largely augment-
ed, but a very large number of people
had to be turned away from the doors.
The sale of tickets had to be stopped
yesterday, as more tickets than the
house would hold were being sold.

In the drama all the participants did
well. Joseph McGuire as “The Ramb-
ler,” was exceptionally pleasing. The
greatest interest was manifested in the
progress of the drama and all were
pleased with #t.”
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THE olden time a poor widow resided in a nice
little house close to the Lakes of Killarney, and
she had a daughter named Brigid. On a cer-

. tain Christmas night when her mother was
asleep, Brigid was alone by the fireside looking
at the Christmas candle that was burning in the
window. So far, so good, but in a short time
the candle disappeared before her eyes and in
its place appeared a robin. This startled the

girl very much, and no wonder, but before she had time to
move the robin had* passed out through the glass of the
window. At this the girl acquired great courage and she
ran out the door after the robin that was going towards
Loch Lein in full flight. Brigid ran with all her might uu-
t11 she arrived at the brink of the lake. And the result was
that the robin transformed herself into a fish and plunged
into the water, and Brigid followed. Down they went
through the depths until at length they reached the bottoin
when they found themselves on a beautiful green islana
that was in the enchanted lake.

No sooner had they alighted on land than the fish trans-
formed itself into a winged snow-white steed. The horse
stooped to his knees so that the girl could mount him with-
out difficulty. With the girl on his back the horse pro-
ceeded through the air lighter than the zephyrs. The white
horse overtook the wind that was in front of him and the
wind that was after did not overtake him, and scarcely had
they been three minutes on this journey when they were
three million miles from the green island.

In a short timé the horse stooped to land again and Brigid
found herself in a world iliumined by a light brighter than
that of the mid-summer sun. She saw white spirits walk-
ing through green woods and bright glens through which
were running streams as clear as crystal, and ou the banks
of the streams were growing flowers of every hue. In the
distance could be seen high green mountains, and on the
summit of one of those mountains Brigid beheld a house

quite as large as the mountain {tself; the roof was of gold
and the walls of silver. She was very much astonished at
the size and gradueur of the house, and she led her horse
toward the mountains and in the direction of the house,
and it did not take long to reach the desired place. She
left the horse outside the gate that was opposite the house
and she prnceeded to walk in directly, but she paused in
amazement near the entrance, for the interior of the house
was even brighter than the outside, ana she had to shut her
eyes because of the dazzling brightness. ln a short time
she heard a musical voice above her and she lifted her eyes
and trembled at the sight that met her gaze.

A king and queen were seated on two golden thrones on
a platform, and Brigid thought that i; wasnot possible for
the angels of heaven to be more beautiful than this queen.
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Her eyes were like stars. and each lock of her golden hair
reached down to her feet. She wore a garment whiter than
the swan, but whiter than all was the color of her skin.
Brigid viewed them in astonishment as was indeed naturat,
the two spirits spoke (for they were spirits), and they
asked Brigid to come up to them.

When she came in their presenee they tendered her a
hundred thousand welcomes, and they asked how was the
poor old land after them. They explained to her then that
the Iand which she beheld was Tir na n-og, and that it was
hers resided the souls of the Gaels after leaving their earth-
ly abode, and no souls would be permittéd to enter Tir na
n-0g but the souls of the Gaels.

“And,” said the king, “you will know in future how
Christmas is spent in 7'ir na n-0g.” And opening a golden
door that was concealed by the drapery which hung behind
him he asked Brigid to look in. She looked as directed and
she nearly died of the excitement of that glorious sight that
opened before her eyes for the magnificence of heaven it-
self was portrayed everywhere.

In the center was a big altar made of gold and silver sur-
mounted by white blossoms and green boughs, and hosts of
people around it wearing white tunics, and each having a
golden harp, and all were playing, and such music was
never even concelved by the denizens of earth. She noticed
that each wore a crown of shamrocks on their head, and
that the walls and flbor were of diamonds—but before she
could notlce any more the door was closed and her heart
filled with sorrow, and she asked the king why he would
not allow her to feast her eyes a little longer; but the king

said that Tir na n-og was too sacred for any mortal of earth
and that if she did not leave presently she would die from
tllle effects of the melody of the music and the glare of
glory.

She had to mount the white steed without delay and the
last words she heard were “the blessing of God and Mary
and Patrick to you.” Away went the steed tnrough the air
and they returned by the same route they came, and in a
short time they were at home. To conclude the horse be-
came a robin again, and he went up on the window and
transformed himself into a candle—the original form.

‘When the mother heard the story she said it was only a
dream, but Brigid would not believe from anybody that she
was not In Tir na n-og that Christmas night.
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1 A010iLL, c. Three celebrated fairy princesses.

3 ]:wnn-épui:aé, the Fair-formed. The poet refers to tham
cputad, the bride of Tailc son of Treon, the heroine of one of
the lays of Oisin.

3 Dan-acidinn, a locality situated south of Mallow, in the
county of Cork, and north of Blarney, the scene of the present
vision or dream.

4 Biocan na blipnann, the Viscount of Blarney. This title
belonged to abranch of the MacCarthies, but was forfeited by
them, together with the Castle and estate of Blarney, on ac-
count of their adhesion to the fortunes of the House of Stuart.
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R. JOHN LANE, London, an-

M nounces a new volume by Mr.

Nicholas P. Murphy, author of

“A Corner in Ballybeg.” It is a story

of London life, graphically and humor-
ously presented.

N important addition has just been
made to the publications of the
Catholic Truth Society of Ire-

land In the shape of a booklet, entitled
“J. K. L.: A Great Irish Bishop,” by
Rev. P. Coakley, O. S. A., which gives
a very able and interesting account of
the remarkable character and life-work
of the Most Rev. Dr. Doyle, the gifted
Bishop of Kildare and Leighlin.

D’ARBOIS DE JUBAINVILLE'S

+ great work on the mythology of

the Celts, which is known to

all scholars as the best work, and

indeed as the only authoritative treat-

ment of the subject, has been translat-

ed into English by Mr. R. 1. Best, and
is being published in Dublin.

M. de Jubainville’s boeok, which is
only obtainable in an expensive form
in French, is the most notable store-
house of Irish legends in existence.
“A

with an Essay on their Origin

and History” is the title of
an exceedingly neat little 12mo. vol-
ume written by Mr. J. G. O’Keefe and
Art O’Brien, and published by Dono-
hue & Co., Dublin.

This work gives for the first time,
an historical account of Irish dances;
but it is more than this. It is a thor-
ough guide and hand-book to the sub-
ject, giving complete descriptions of 26
dances and particulars of many others.

It i8 the only work which, while a
guide, also traces the origin, develop-
ment and possibilities of the national
dances. Chapters on dance music, on
the various collections of traditional
Irish airs, etc., are also added. Dances
from Cork, Kerry, Donegal, Wexford,

HANDBOOK of Irish Dances
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Limerick, etc.,, are described and ex-
plained.

The work is very complete and is the
finest example of Dublin typography
and printing that we have seen in a
long time. The price is one shilling in
pfper covers, two shillings in cloth.

N a recent number of St. Stephen’s”
there is an article entitled “Two
Irish Heroines and a Benefactor,”

by Dr. George Sigerson, F. R. U. I,
which will be read with special in-
terest. It gives the tramslation of an
octavo pamphlet recently examined by
the distinguished author in the “Bibli-
otheque Nationale,” of Paris.

The pamphlet was printed in Paris,
and at Orleans in 1642, at a time when
Charles I. and the English Parliament
were at strife, when Ormond repre-
sented the King in Dublin, with a
Parliament behind him, and when
many of the nobles of the Anglo-Irish
Pale had been driven into confederacy
with their ancient foes, the QGaelic
Chieftains.

The pamphlet gives an account of
the siege of the Castle of Knocklinch
by the Earl of Ormond at the head of
4,600 men, and of its heroic defence by
fifty men inspired by the courageous
example set them by Lady de Lacy.
The second of waue Irish heroines whose
exploit Dr. Sigerson chronicles is the
Lady Mary FitzGerald, wife of Sir
Luke FitzGerald, whose defence of the
fortress of Tecroghan, in Meath, he re-
fers to.

The Irish benefactor, who is intro-
duced by Dr. Sigerson is Jean de Colo-
gan or MacCologan de Kileolgan, who
is described in another pamphlet in the
‘“Bibliotheque Nationale” as “a gentle-
man descending from the ancient and
noble families of Ireland who were ex-
patriated on account of their religion
at the time of the Revolution under
King James, born at Teneriffe, one of
the Canary Isles, where his family set-
tled and possesses considerable es-
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tates.” The pamphlet contains a rec-
ord of the gratitude of some of the
emigrant French nobles for MacColo-
gan’s kindness towards them when ex-
fled during the Rebellion.—Daily Inde-

. pendent.

NE of the most recent QGaelic
League publications is “Dubh-
altach MacFirbisigh,” which is

issued in the Popular Booklet Series.
The book has been written by Eoghan
Ua Neachtain (Owen O’Naughton),
and he has done his work well. It
deals with the life and works of this
noted Irish scholar, who was the au-
thor of, amongst others, the Great
Book of Genealogies and the ‘“‘Chroni-
cum Scotorum.”

Mr. Ua Neachtaln has gathered to-
gether in his little booklet all that is
known of MacFirbisigh, whose sad and .
violent death in 1670 at the hands of
Crofton in a shop at Dunflin has ever
awakened the sympathy of his coun- '
trymen. Some helpful notes and a
fairly copious vocabulary are added to
the text. The little book Is published
at twopence.

&4 ATHER TOM of Connemara’” is
the title of a charming story
of life on the west coast of

Ireland, written by Mrs. Elizabeth

O'Reilly Neville and published by

Rand & McNgzlly, Chicago.

Father Tom was an ideal Irish priest
who identified himself intimately with
the interests of the community, wept
with the sorrowful, laughed with the
happy, and when it was necessary act-
ed the part of a reformer with a mus-
cular hand.

The story is so charmingly and in-
terestingly told one feels the authoress
has not acquired her information at
second hand. )

Mrs. Neville resides at Whiting, Ind.,
and has been engaged by her publish-
ers to prepare a history of Ireland suit-
able for use in parochial and publie
schools.
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HE second annual report of the
Inghinidhe na h-Eireann, just is-
sued, records much good and

useful work, accomplished for Ireland
by this young and vigorous Soclety
during the past twelve months.

In addition to the history and lan-
guage classes, dancing and singing
classes were started, with the result
that at all the Irish concerts organized
in and around Dublin the Inghinidhe
na h-Eireann Children’s Cholir and
dancing quartettes were popular at-
tractions.

MMIGRATION of the Irish Quak-

ers into Pennsylvania, 1682-1750,

'with their Early History in Ire-
land,” i the title of a volume by Al-
bert Cook Mpyers, published by the
author at (Swarthmore, Pa., $3.50 net).

Mr. Myers has brought great skill
and industry to the lighting up of a
small corner in the religious history
of England and America, and to the
excavation of genealogical matter in-
teresting to a large number of fami-
lies. While the early immigrations of
English and Welsh Quakers into Penn-
sylvania have found historians, the
Irish inflow has received little efiten-
dion, elthough it produced a ‘statesman
like James Logan.

After outlining the early history of
the Quakers in Ireland and describing
their inducements to emigrate and the
hard conditions under which they
crossed the Arlantic, Mr. Myers de-
scribes their new homes and meeting-
houses, and with the aid of original
documenis presents some very curious
pictures of the new weocial life on
which they entered. These Irish
Quakers made good pioneers. Liitle
accustomed to peace and comfort at
home, they did not look for it at once
in Penn’s colony.

The book is a mine of* quaint infor-
mation and family history, and mem-
bers of the Quaker families of More,
Marsh, McMillan, Pym, Lightfook,
Sheppard, Calvert, Chandlee, Garneit
and many others are sure to find in it
matter of personal interest.

T Southby’s Auction Salerooms,
London, recently, greaf intereat
was excited in the offer of three

of Shakespeare’s plays printed in Dub-
lin in 1721. They were “Caesar,”
“Othello,” and “The Tempest’—tiny
volumes without boards, and evidently
acting versions.

—_ Hitherto bibliographers have always

THE GAEL.

regarded the “nnique” “Tempest,”
printed in Dublin in 1725, as the first
of the plays of the Bard of Avon, print-
ed in Ireland, but the dates of the
three volumes referred to prove their
priority. The lot was knocked down
to _Mr. Pearson, a well-known book-
seller in London for $1,774 (£355).

Drawing of Prizes.
GRAND drawing of prizes will
take place at the Maghernahely
schools, Bessbrook, Newry, Ire-
land, on February 16th. All holders
of tickets are requested to kindly re-
turn duplicates at once to the Honor-
ary Secretaries at the above address.

For this well-known centre of Irish
linen industry containing a large
working population, a convent am
schools are a real necessity. The
Bazar has been organized with the ap-
proval and under the patronage of His
Eminence Cardinal Logue, and s be-
1ing conducted by the Rev. Thomas Mc-
Donald, C. C., assisted by Rev. T.
Rogers, C. C.; Rev. P. Lyons, C. C;
Rev. Mother Agnes O’Halloran, Con-
venc of Mercy, and others.

Cardinal Logue in his letter of ap-
proval sald:

‘“Those who ald you in carrying out
this project may rest assured that they
are contributing to a real work of
charity. There are few places where
the devoted labors of the good Sisters
are more necessary, or where they can
produce more abundant fruits.

“Besides the children, whose educa-
tion is to be provided for, there is a
large working population of young
girls, to whom the care and direction
of the Sisters will be invaluable. Hith-
erto the good nuns have been laboring
under very serious dlsadvantages.
They have been obliged to use a farm-
house as their convent, and its offices
as thelr schools. Thus hampered for
room they could not possibly carry out
either their community dutles, the in-
struction of the children, or the care
of the young mill-workers with all the
efficiency and success which would oth-
erwise attend their efforts.”

Special efforts have been made to se-
cure prizes of Irish material and
manufacture. Among the prizes are
an Irish harp, by McFall, Belfast; a
shamrock Blcycle, a set of Irish pipes,
by O’Mealy, of Belfast, while the

woollen, linen and lace industries, etc.,
are also represented by valuable prizes.

We hope this deserving enterprize
will meet with a generous response
from the charitabie public.

February, 1903,
Pipers’ Club Concert.

HE first Irish concert of instru-
mental music has been given by
Cumann na ObPiobari in the

Large Concert Hall, Rotunda, Dublin.
There was a crowded attendance. The
first item, a concerted selection of
pipes and fiddles, was rendered by
Messrs. Kent, Doran and O’Toole. A
double jig by Misses Cahill and Mac-
Quillan and Messrs. Doran and Cos-
grove followed. Miss May Carroll sang
‘““The Coolin” beautifully. Mr. Owen
Lloyd played selections on the large
harp, including his celebrated ‘‘Chan-
ter’s Tune” and “Brian Boru’s March.”

Miss D. Kearns, of the Oireachtas
Choir, was much applauded for her
singing of “8a Mhuirnin Dilis.” An
unusual item, the Kelly’s three-hand
reel, brought down the house. They
danced a hornpipe for an ‘“‘aris.” Miss
May Reidy, Sch., R. I. A. M., played a
very effective selection of Irish airs on
the ’cello.

A recitation, “Pinch and Caoch
O’Leary,” by Cathal MacGarvey, pro-
voked a storm of applause, to which
he had to respond with another, this
time a humorous piece. Pat MacCor-
mack, of Ardee, specially brought up
for the occasion, delighted the audience
with his playing on a double-chanter
set of pipes. He also played for the
four-hand reel of the Colmcille Branch
of the Gaelic League.

James Ennis, of Naul, rendered sev-
eral Irish airs and quick tunes very
sweetly on the flute. A hornpipe by
Mr. Charles Cosgrove, of the club, was
vociferously encored. A great novelty
was the singing to pipes accompani-
ment of “An maidrin Ruadh” and ‘“‘Cad.
nDeanfamaoid,” by Mr. Thomas Car-
rin, of Dungarvan. Mrs. Kenny (fid-
dler), many times prize winner, was
heard to advantage in “The Black-
bird,” ‘““The Dear Irish Boy” and “The
Groves” (reel).

‘We have specially omitted so far all
mention of the great ‘star” artistes of
the evening, Tom Fitzgerald (fiddler,
Co. Clare), and Martin Rellly (piper,

Galway). The former was a revelation
of traditional playing to a Dublin au-
dience—he made the violin speak with
the “Irish voice.” Martin Reilly is our
last truly great piper. His perform-
ance of the famous “Fox Chase” was a
relic of the old times. His “Battle of
Aughrim,” a vividly descriptive plece
of playing, is likely to be spoken of in
Dublin Gaelic circles for many a long
day. It is to be hoped this veteran
blind piper may be given opportunities
of displaying his skill during the com-
ing year in all parts,of Ireland.
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To the Winter

~
Resorts South

e

Florida
and
Guba,
Asheville
and

Hot
Springs,
North
Garolina,

4&

“ The Land of the Sky and Sapphire Country.”

Atlanta, New Orleans, Three fasttrains
Texas, Mexico daily, with superb

and California. Pullman Sleeping
and Dining Car service. Connections at New

Orleans with S_,outhern Pacific Sunset Limited
Special Annex Car. Observation Car New York
to Atlanta.

Augusta, Aiken, Camden,

Summerville,
Thomasville, Florida, Nassau and Cuba.

during the tourist season, giving the most satisfactory schedule.
Service to the, Winter Resorts of Georgia, the Catolinas and Florida.

Pinehurst, Asheville [ %53%¥], Three fast
Memphis, express trains giving all
Hot Sp rings, the comfort and luxuries
Ark. of modern travel.

Leaving New York daily for the greatest

health resort in America.

Charleston, Jekyll Island,

Three superbly equipped fast trains

Sleeping and Dining Car

Connections both at

Maimi and Tampa with the Peninsular and Occidental Line for Key West, Havana and Nassau.

““The Southern’s Palm Limited” Leaving New York daily, except Sunday, at 12:40
noon. This magnificent train, the most luxurious in the world, runs through solid from
New York to St. Augustine The train is composed of Pullman compartment cars, drawing
room sleeping cars, library, observation and dining cars, with every convenience and luxury.
On the trains will be operated a Pullman drawing and stateroom car, New York to Aiken

and Augusta.

NEW YORK OFFICES: 271 and 1185 BROADWAY.

W. A. TURK, Pass. Traffio Mgr. S. H. HARDWICK, Gen. Pass. Agt. ALEX.S. THWEATT, Eastern Pass. Agt.

——
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ADVERTISING RATES UPON APPLICATION.

New York Irish Literary
Society.

““TYHE need has long been felt for
the foundation of a Soclety
in New York with the objects

(1) of affording a centre of social and

literary intercourse for persons of Irish

nationality or descent; and (2) of pro-
moting the study of the lrish language,

Irish history, Irish literature, music

and art, and the keeping alive of Irish

nationality. .

Persons of any nationality who, in
the opinion of the membership com-
mittee, possess special qualifications
for belonging to the Soclety, may be
admitted as associates. The subscrip-
tion for city members wilt be five dol-
lars a year; for non-resident members
three dollars a year; and for associates
two dollars a year.

The aim of the Soclety will be to de-
velop and foster the intellectual re-
sources of Ireland and of Irishmen in
Ireland and in America and to stimu-
late original work of Irishmen in the
United States.

‘It is proposed that during each sea-
son lectures shall be delivered before
the members of the Society and that
historical classes shall be organized
to meet every month or twice a month,
when papers will be read and discuss-
ed. It will be the aim of the Soclety
to advance the cause of social assem-
blys, musical meetings and art exhi-
bitlons, as well as to have lectures for

its members. All kindred enterprises
will have its loyal sympathy and sup-
port. It will be able to act more or
less in co-operation with the Irish Lit-
erary Society of Dublin and with the
Irish Literary Society of London, both
of which have been splendid successes
since their formation. The Soclety will
also be a home and place of cheer and
welcome and hospitality for visiting
Irishmen, and when occasion offers it
will welcome Irishmen prominent in
the Irish literary movement which is

to-day attracting attention in all Eng-
lish-speaking countries and members
of the Gaelic League and all persons
interested in the sacred cause of Irish
nationality.

It is planned to have a library, a lec-
ture room and & meeting room at a
moderate rent, say fifty to seventy-five
dollars per month, with a librarian in
charge, with the rooms open day and
evenings, and that gradually pictures
pand objects of interest relating to
Irishmen, and above all a library of
standard Irish literature and the cur-
rent publications of Ireland will be
gathered together and made accessible
to the members of the Society and
their friends.

Lectures delivered and papers read
before the Society will be published as
pamphlets, or in book form, and sent
free to all active, associate, and non-
resident members.

The Society will be non-political and
non-gectarian.

It is proposed to incorporate the So-
clety under the Membership Corpora-
tion Law of the State of New York.

‘With these objects in view, it is pro-
posed to hold a meeting for the pur-
pose of perfecting the temporary or-
ganization of the Society and appoint-
ing the committees charged with the
duty of providing for it “a local habi-
tation and name.”

All persons who have been spoken
to about this venture have expressed
surprise that such a society as con-
templated had not been organized be-
fore, and have stated that the Society
would have their cordial good wishes
and that they would join with their
fellow-workers in carrying forward the
good work.

HE record for longevity in Ireland
is held by the province of Con-
nacht. The latest census returns

show that there are in the five coun-
ties which go to make the western pro-
vince, no fewer than 102 persons who
claimed to be ‘“100 years old and up-
wards,” 41 of whom were males and 61
females.

Under the neading of “96 and under
100” we find a total of 245, whlile 813
advanced a claim to figure under the
heading of “90 and under 95.” The
counties of Galway and Mayo tie in the
matter of centenarians with a total of
36 each, while, strange to say, in the
number of those who are over 95 and
under 100 they are again almost equal,
the former county holding 79 as
agalnst the latter’s 71.

It is interesting to notice in this con-
nection that the detailed census of the
county of Surrey, England, which is
in great part urban, discloses that in
1901 the population of the county was
about equal to that of Connacht, but
had only four females and one male
who claim to be centenarians.

AGGRESSIVE—INDEPENDENT—OUTSPOKEN.
IRELAND'S MOST REPRESENTATIVE PAPER.

SCrETEE IL.EADER"
A Weekly Review of Current Affairs, Politics, Literature, Art
and Industry

PRICE ONE PENNTY.

life.
article in Irish every week.”

“The ideal of The Leader is a Self-Governing and Irish Ireland. Its contributors

d of the ablest Irishmen of the day.
lntoln t l:segcates the restoration of the Irish language. One of its features is an

It deals with all phases of Irish

The Leader will be sent post free to any address i_nbthg United States,
Canada, or Mexico one year for 8s. 8d.—shorter periods in proportion.

Address: THE MANAGER, 200 GREAT BRUNSWICK STREET, DUBLIN.
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J. M. COLLINS, High-Class TAILOR,

Large Selection of IRISH TWEED SUITS, from 37/6 to 55/-
CLERICAL TAILORING A SPECIALTY.

Nr. St. Paul's
Cathedral

22 PATERNOSTER ROW, LONDON E.C.

Carriage Pald to the United States.

Ne. St. Paul's
Cathedral

Irish History in Schools.

¢ ‘TEACH Irish History in the

American Parochial and Pub-

lic Schools.” This was the un-
animous opinion of the delegates to
the meeting of the United Irish Socie-
ties of Hudson County, held in Hum-
boldt Hall, Newark Avenue, Jersey
City.

The meeting was well attended. Mr.
Patrick O’'Mara presided. Mr. Larkins
acted as secretary. Speeches were
made by the Rev. Willlam T. McLaugh-
lin, rector of St. Augustine’s Roman
Catholic Church, Union Hill; the Rev.
James A. Kelley, of St. Michael’s R. C.
Church; Patrick O’Mara, former Di-
rector of the Board of Freeholders
Michael B. Holmes, Corporation Coun-
sel James F. dinturn, of Hoboken;
State President James F. Brennan, of
the Anclent Order of Hibernians; and
National President James E. Dolan, of
the same Order.

Mr. O’Mara was the first speaker. He
sald the object of the meeting was to
discuss and also propose the advance-
ment of the study of Irish history in
American parochial and public schools.
He told of some of the parochlal
schools in which it is being taught to-
day and said he hoped all would adopt
the same study shortly.

Father McLaughlin was introduced
and sald he was one of the first to in-
troduce the study in the parochial
schools, and the first one to introduce
it in Hudson County. He sald the pu-
pils of his school in Union Hill study
it now and they are apparently very
" much interested with it.

Father McLaughlin sald there are
35,000 children attending parochial
schools in New Jersey.

Secretary Larkins offered a resolu
tion advising the systematic teaching
of Irish History in both parochial and
pubic schools. 1t was adopted unani-
mously.

A committee was appointed to walit
upon the Bishop, Archbishop and
school boards.—Jersey City News.

ITCHCRAFT and Second
Sight,” vy the late John
Gregerson Campbell (Mac-

millan), is a comprehensive collection
of surviving superstitions in the high-
lands and islands of Scotland, and is
based entirely upon tales and tradi-
tions collectgd from oral sources. Be-
sides second sight and wiltcheraft,
ghosts, goblins, spells, and charms
have their respective chapters. The
following weird story of a headless
ghost I8 reprinted: ~

At the shore and forming part of the
boundary between North and South
Morar, on the west coast of Inverness-
shire, there is a large rocky mound
(emoc mor creige), which was long the
cause of terror in the district. At the
base of the mound a road can be taken
along the shore when the tide is out.
No one, however, taking it along after
nightfall lived to tell the tale. His
remains were found next aay among
the large boulder stones (comach mor
chlach), of which the shore is full,
mangled, and bearing traces of a ghast-
ly and unnatural death. Persons who
had the second sight looking over the
rocks that overhung the shore said
they saw a phantom or ‘‘something”
haunting the place, having the shape
of a headless human figure.” Macdonall
or MacCull, as he is styled, of South
Morar (Mac Dhughaill mhorair), whose
house was not far from the scene of the
Headless Body's violence, unexpectedly
became the means of expelling it from
its haunt.

But the feat was not accomplished
without a preliminary tragedy:

He was one winter evenlng unex-
pectedly visited by a friend. He had
no one to send to Bracara, across the
river, to Invite some more friends to
come and join in the entertainment of
his guest, but his son and heir, then
about eighteen years of age. He strict-
ly enjoined the youth not to return
that night unless men came with him,
for fear of the Headless Body. The
young man did not find the friends he
was sent for at home, and with the te-
merity natural to his years, came back
alone. The Body met him and killed
him, and in the morning were found
traces of a fearful struggle, large
stones displaced and clots of blood, as
if the youth had put out his heart’s
blood. MacCuil made a solemn vow
neither to eat nor drink till he avenged
his son’s death.

All that evening his friends tried to
persuade him to remain at home, but
to no purpose. The Headless Body
never appeared but to those who pass-

¢

ed alone, and the chief’s friends had
to return while he went on unaccom-
panied to the haunted rocks. The Body
came out and sald: “You have come to
take your son’s ransom (eiric,; take
counsel, and go home.” To this the
chief replied by clasping his arms
round the hated apparition. A furious
struggle commenced, and to this day
the stones may be seen which were
rolled out of their way in the dread
encounter. At last the strong and fear-
less chief got the Headless Body un-
der, and drew his dirk to stab it. The
Body cried: ‘“Hold your hand, Mac-
Cuil, touch me not with the iron, and
while there is one within the twentieth
degree related to you (air an fhichea-
damk miar) in Morar, I will not again
be seen.

The ghost apparently kept troth:

‘When this story was heard some
years ago, there were only two alive
within this relationship to the ancient
chief, one a harmless idiot, the other
& poor woman in Fort Willlam. One
or the other of them must be still
alive, for the headless ghost has not
yet made its reappearance. The per-
son from whom it was heard was a
firm bellever in its truth, and in his
youth, half a century ago, was well ac-
quainted with the district in which the
events were said to have occurred. He
had learned and practiced the tailoring
trade there.

To Our Readers.

THE GAEL is unique and unexcelled.
There 18 no other Irish magazine at
any price so good or 8o interesting.

Tell your frienas about it. You will
do them a favor by calling their atten-
tion to it. .

If you think some of them would like
to see a copy, send us their names and
addresses and we will mail to each a
sample copy free of charge.

All the leading newsdealers every-
where keep it on sale. Some of the lit-
tle dealers may not have it, but they
can procure it for you from their News
Company.

The surest way is to send a dollar
bill, or a check, or a postofice money
order for $1.00 to THE GAEL, 140 Nas-
sau Street, and you will then receive
the magazine regularly and promptly
each month for a (year.
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CORRIGAN & FRENCH

20 ALDERSGATE, CITY,
And at 32 ROSEBERRY AVENUE,

LONDON, E.C.

OVERCOATS

OF
IRISH TWEEDS or
FRIEZE from

30s.

JACKET SUITS

FROM
37s. 6d.

The Principals make special journeys to
Ireland for the express purpose of securing

GENUINE IRISH-MADE GOODS.

che 1rish hanp.

Now made in Ireland for the first time in generations.

Modelled Acoordlng to the anclent historic
Harps in the National Collection of Antiquities.
Played with success at the recent Ce-il and
Ofreachtas

Competitions in Dublin. Testimonlals

m|
for tone, etc., from distinguished Irish Har
Musiclans. PRICES

VARIOU
APPLICATIONS FOR PARTICULARS INVITED
JAMES M’FALL,

22 YORK LANE . . . BELFAST.

Denvir's Montbly Trish Cibrary,

THE BOOK OF THE MONTE FOR FEBRUARY :
¢« BRIAN BORU,””

By Dantel Crilly.
HISTORY—POETRY—BIOGRAPHY—GAELIC PAGE, Btc.
Free by post 80c. per year.
American or Canadian Stamps taken.
JOHN DENVIR, 61 Fleet Street, LONDON.

WILLIAM F. COMBER,

Succemsor to WILLIAMS & BUTLAND,

Newsagents, Booksellers, and Dealers
. in Church Regquisites,

47 LITTLE BRITAIN, LONDON, E.C.

W.F.CouMnER i8 London agent for THE GARL

and other American publications. Ne

an w):lore in Great Britain supplied at
e price.

ts
ole-

Industrial Notes,

RISH industrial figures make inter-
esting reading. The fish crop would
support the country if it were sen-

sibly harvested. But only 12,000 per-
sons are engaged in fishing. Nearly 3,-
000,000 tons of potatoes are ralsed an-
nually on 700,000 acres of land, ana
when there is a poor potato crop desti-
tution ensues.

Less than a quarter of a century ago
the potato acreage was over 850,000.
About 60,000 acres are put in wheat,
17,000 in barley, 1,100,000 in oats, 11,-
000 in rye, 2,300 In beans, 300,000 in
turnips, 70,000 in beets, 50,000 in cab-
bage, 50,000 in flax and 13,000,000 in
grass for hay and permanent pasture.

The live stock includes 600,000
horses, 5,000,000 cattle, 4,600,000 sheep
and 1,250,000 pigs. Bee-keeping is be-
coming an active industry, the annual
yield being over half a milllon pounds.

EV. PETER YORKE in his per-
sonal organ of vituperation re-
fers to John Boyle O’Reilly and

Archbishop Ireland in connection with
the American Catholic Congress of 1339
(which he erroneously says was held
“some fifteen years ago”) and does in-
Justice to both the living and the dead.

Of the noble O’Reilly he says: ‘‘l'he
Puritans did well when they took up
O'Rellly and patronized him. He did
more than -Cromwell to un-Irish the
Irish. He may not have meant it, but
his eyes were closed to the fact that
Anglo-Irishism is a kind of English-
ism, not a kind of Irishism.” What
claptrap! A few years ago we expect-
ed better things of Father Yorke than
attacking the best men of the Irish
race.—The Irish Standard, Minneapolis.

“Tnstruction in Gaclic.

Lessons in Gaelic given at your home by
an experienced teacher of the language.
Terms Reasonable. Write to

M. J. O'SULLIVAN,
216 E. 80th St , New York
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Trish Texts Society,

Established for the publication of Irish Texts,

with English Translations, Notes and Glos-

saries. ,
PUBLICATIONS.

Vol. L.—*510lLla an f1uda” 9 ‘“‘eacd-
TRa cloinne Ri§ na h-10rrarde.”
Two 16th and 17th century Romances, Ed-
ited by DouGLAs Hypg, LL. D. (Issued
1899).

Vol. II.—‘rleD bBrICREND.” Edited by
GEORGE HENDERSON, M. A., Ph. D. (Is-
sued 1899).

Vol. III.—“D4nTa 4004a5dIn ui rRAC-
a1tLe.” Complete Edition. Edited by Rev
P. S. DINNEEN, M. A. (Issued 1900).

Vol. IV.—* FORAS Feasa ar éirinn,”
or Geoffrey Keating’s ¢ History of Ire-
land.” Edited by Davip ComyN, M. R.
I. A. (Vol. for 1901 now ready).

Vol. V.—Duanaire finn. Edited by JouN

Mac NEiLL, B. A. (Part I. will form the

Society’s Vol. for 1902)-

The annual subscription of 7s. 6d. (Amer-
ican subscribers, $2.00), entitles members
to all publications for the current year. All
who are interested in the preservation and
publication of Irish manuscripts should join
the Society. The Society is also bringing
out an Irish-English Pocket Dictionary of
the Modern Language, edited by REv. P. S.
DINNEEN, M. A.

Intending subscribers should communi-
cate with the Hon. Secretary,

MISS ELEANOR HULL,

20 Hanover Square, London, W.

cill c-sléibe.

DRAWING OF PRIZES

AT BESSBROOK,
NEWRY, IRELAND.
Will take place on Monday, February

Holders of tickets will please return dupll«l:'t"mau
soon as possible to Hon. Secs. at above address.

NOW READY.

““IRISH MIST & SUNSHINE”

Being a collection of Poems ﬁd Ballads, by the
REV. JAS. B. DOLLARD (Sliav-na-mon)

Oloth, 144 pages, Handsome Cover in two
Oolors, Gilt Top, with an excellent Photograph
of the Author. Price, Postpaid, $1.50.

‘‘Father Dollard treats Irish Life and Sentimeng
¢ * + with the intensified passion of an exile * ® every
Uneruns true to life and home and with the tone as
heart-moving as the Angelus which holds Millets
peasants in its spell. Nobody can well read his verses
without feeling a breath of healthy air pass through
the lungs, and a pleasant twitching at the heart such
as effects one who in dreams in a distant clime,
hears the sound of the chapel bells of his young dayg
floating on his ears.”—WM. O'BRIRN, M.P.

BLAKE’'S BOOKSTORE,
602 QUEEN ST. W., TORONTO, Canada,
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BOOKS RELATING TO IRELAND
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Trishb ADusic

HR Irish Songs and Music compried

in the books advertised here have

been chosen to represent as far as possible

the various characteristics of the people
from which they have sprung.

Thus, glimpses into the lives of the
Irish peasant, fisherman and mechanic
are given through the Lullabies, the Love
Songs, the Lays of Sport and Occupation,
and the Lamentations for the Dead;
while the romantic Historical subjects of
the remote past have not been neglected.
The airsare in the main selected from the
Petrie collection, also from Mr. Bunting’s
and Dr. Joyce's collections.

Songs of Erin, A Collection of
Fifty Irish Folk-Songs, the words by
Alfred Perceval Graves, the music ar-
ranged by Charles Villiers Stanford.
Paper cover............... Price, $2.00

The Irish Melodies of Thomas
Moore. The Original Airs Restored
and Arranged for the Voice with Piano-
forte Accompaniments, by Charles Vil-
liers Stanforg. Paper cover..Price, $2.00

Songs of Old Ireland. A Collec-
tion of Fifty Irish Melodies, the words
by Alfred Perceval Graves, the music
arranged by Charles Villier Stanford.
Paper cover, $2.00; cloth gilt. ....$3.25

Irish Folk-Songs. A collection of
Twenty-five Old Irish Melodies, hith-
erto comparatively unknown, the
words by Alfred Perceval Graves, the
airs arranged by Charles Wood. Paper
COVEr. ..o.eiiennnennns Price, $2.00

The Songs of Ireland. (The Royal
Edition.) Comprising the most favor-
ite of MOORE'S IRISH MELODIES
and a large collection of OLD SONGS
and BALLADS. Edited by ]. L. Hatton
and J. L. Molloy. Paper cover, $1.00;
clothgilt.................couit $2.00
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A CHILD'S HISTORY OF IRELAND
FROM THE EARLIEST TIMES TO
THE DEATH OF_ O'CONNELL. By
P. W. Joyce, LL.D. With specially
oonstructed map and 100 fllustrations,
imcluding facsimile in colors of an
flluminated page of the Gospel Book of
MacDurnan, . D. 860. rown 8vo.
$1.2%5. By malil 15 cents extra.

A READING BOOK IN IRISH HIS-
TORY. By P. W. Joyce, with 456 {llus-
trations; 12mo. 50 cents. By mail 10
oents extra.

BANDON.—The History of Bandon and

the Principal Towns in the West Riding
of Cogntl Cork. By George Bennett,

Beq., Enlarged Edition with two
lthognphlc portraits. Imp. 8vo., rox-
burgh. Cork, 1869. Price, $2.50; postage

®c extra
B8AR ¥TON'S RISE AND FALL OF
IRISH NATION.—Illustrated with por-
l’.nlt and steel engravings. 12mo., cloth.
ceats. :

CALEDONIA, OR A HISTORICAL AND
TOPOGRAPHICAL ACCOUNT OF
NORTH BRITAIN. From the most
Ancient to the Present Times. With
a D!cuonn; of Places. By George
Chalmers, F. R. 8. . B. A. Illus-
trated with ws. foiding map of Scot-
land. aps and plans of Roman sites
ancient antiquities, etc. 7 Vols., 4to,
boards, perfectly new and clean, mb—
g;h&d at Paisley, 1887, at $36.00. ce

DISSERTATIONS ON THE HISTORY
OF IRELAND. To which is subjoined
a Dissertation on the Irish Colonies
Established in Britain, with some re-
m:arks on MacPherson’s Translation of
Fingal and Temora. B‘g C (harles)
l,OCom%or. oltd Ba}?n ar, g, Roscom-
1on; 8vo, old calf, in good condition.
Dublin, 1764; scarce books; $3.50.

DE REGNO HIBERNI/E SANCTORUM
INSULA. Commentations; Authore
Illustriss Ac Reverendiss Domino. D.
Petro Lombardo, Hiberno. Edited by
Rev. Patrick F. Moran, D.D.; 8ve,
cloth. Dublin, 1868. Price, $1.00.

LUKE DELMBGE. By Rev. P. A. SBhee
han. $1.50

MADDEN (DR.).—LIFE AND TIMES OF
ROBERT EMMET.—With numerous
notes and additions. Ikmbellished with
& portrait on steel.—To which is added
a memoir of Thomas Addis Emmet, with
a steel potrarit. 12mo., cloth; $0 cents.

McGEE (THOMAS D'ARCY).—HISTORY
OF IRELAND. By Thomas D'Arcy Mo-
Gee. 2 vols., 12mo., Leather, half mor-
occo, gilt tops, $L.78.

MY LIFE IN TWO HEMISPHERES. By
Sir Charles Garvan Duffy. 2 Vols. 8vo,
cloth, gilt tor. 2 photogravure por-
traits.  Published at $8.00. Present
price $3.00.

MOORBE (THOMAS). The History et
Ireland from the Earliest Kings. Vig-
nettes by Finden. 4 vols. 13mo, ele
London. 1840; rare. $3.00.

O'BRIENS. HISTORICAL MEMOIRS
of the O’'Briens. Compiled from the
Irish Annalists, with otes, Appendix
and a Genealogical table of their sev-
g;!’ branches; 8vo cloth. Dublin, 1860.

OLD CELTIC ROMANCES. Twelve of
the most beautiful of the ancient Irish
Romantic Tales Translated from the
Gaelic. By P. W. Joyce. Crowa 8ve.
$1.25. By malil 20 cents extra.

PAGAN IRELAND: An Arch=ological
Sketch; a Hand-book of Irish re-
Christian Antiquities. By W. G. Wood-
Martin. With 412 {llustrations  $5.00.
By malil 20 cents extra.

REGISTRUM PRIORATUS OMNIUM
SANCTORUM JUXTA DUBLIN (Al
Hallows). Edited by the Rev. R. But-
ler. 4to, cloth. Dublin, 1845. Pub-
iished by the Irish Archeeological 8o-
clety. $3.50.

RUSSELL (T. O'NEILL).—DICK MAS-
SEY.—A story of the Irish Evictions
during the famine. By T. O'Neill Rus-
sell. 450 pages. 12mo., cloth, gold and
ink designs. 60 cents.

SMITH'S CORK.—The Antient and Pres-
ent State of the County and City of
Cork; in four books:

1. Containing the Antient Names of the
Territories and Inhabitants ete.

2. The Topography of the County and
City of Cork.

3. The Ciyil History of the County.

4. The Natural History of the Same.
Embellished with correct Maps of the

Coung and City. Perspective Views of

the Chief Towns and other Copper

Plates; 2 8vo. vols., in good condition,

but needs rebinding. Price, §7.50. (Post-

age 50 cents extra).

STATISTICAL BSURVEY OF THD
COUNTY ROSCOMMON. Drawan u)
under the Direction of the Royal Dub-
lin Soclety, by Isaac Weld, M. R. 8.,
M. 1. A, etc. This volume contains
an exhaustive account of Roscommos
at that period. Every lake and river,
every town and village is fully de-
scribed. Thick 8 vo., pages, in “?“
oondition. Dublin, 1832. Price, $5.

THE ORIGIN AND HISTORY OF IRISH
NAMES OF PLACES. By P. W. Joyoe,;
2 vols. Each $1.76. By mall 16 ceats
each vol. extra.

THE OGHAM INSCRIBED MONU.
ME [

tation on the Ogham Character. Illus-

trated with fty hoto-lithographie

Richard Holt Brash, M. R,

. A. KBEdited by George M. Atkinsom.

uarto, %4 leather, London, 1§79. Price
00; postage 60 cents extra.

THE PHYSICAL GEOGRAPHY AND
GEOLOGY OF IRELAND. 3 celored
maps and 2 woodcuts. 12mo, eleth.
London, 1878. $1.00.

TRACES OF THE BLDER FAITHS OF
IRELAND. A Folkslore Sketch; a
Hand-book of Iriah Pre-Christiam Tra-
ditions; 3 vols. 00. By mail 30 eents
per vel. extra.

THE SCOTTIBH GAEL, or Celtic Man-
ners as Preserved among the Highland-
ers, being an Historical and Descriptive
Account of the Inhabitants, Antiquities
and National Peculiarities of Scotland,
more particularly of the Northern er
Gaelie parts of the country, where the
habits of the aboriginal Celts are most
tenaciously retained. By James Logaa
First American edition published a$
Hartford, Conn., 1846. 8 Vo., sheep, em-
bossed. Frontisplece, many {llustra-
tions. Some pages slightly foxed, othesr-
wise a good copy. ce, $3.00.

THE IRISH IN AMERICA. By Joha
Francis Maguire, M. P. 8 vo, cloth
New York, . Price, $1.50; postage B
cents extra.

TREACY (REV WM. P.).—IRIBER
SCHOLARS OF THE PENAL DAYB.—
Glimpses of their labors on the Conti-
nent of Europe. New edition. By Rev.
Wm. P. Treacy. 16mo., cloth; 0 cents

THE INDUSTRIAL RESOURCES OF
IRELAND. By Robert Kane, M. D.
Second Editlon; 8vo. e¢loth. Dublim,
1845. Price, $1.00. Postage 20 cents extra.

THE POEMS OF JAKES CLAHRENCE
MANGAN, containing German Anthol-
ogy, Irish Anthology, Apoerypha ané
Miscellaneous Poems. With Biograph-
fcal and Critical Introduction by Johs
Mitchel. 12mo, cloth; mew. $1.00.

THE HISTORY OF IRELAND. Frem
the Invasion of Henry 1I., with a Pre-
liminary Discourse on the Ancient State
of that Kingdom. By Thomas Leland,
D.D.. Senior Fellow of Trinit Collec
and Prebendary of St. Patrick’s, Du
lin; 3 vols., 8vo, % calf. Dubln, 1814
Price $1.00 per vol.; $3.00.

WALSH (REV. THOMAS).—RECCLESI-
ASTICAL HISTORY OF IRELAND.—
Octavo, cloth, 838 pages: $1.25.

ZOZIMUS PAPRERS.—The Blind B8tory-
Teller of Dublin, with pertrait. A sesr-
ies of comic and sentimental tales, fatry
stories, and legends of Ireland. 13 me
Cloth. T8 cents.
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geltic Association

97 STEPHENS GREEN,
DUBLIN.

THE Celtic Association ’is the only
Pan- Celtic organization in the
world, and is the governing body of
the Pan-Celtic Congress, the central
assembly of the Celtic Race. Tne next
Congress will take place in 1904.

“Celtia,”

the orzan of the Celtic Association,
gives all the news of the Celtic move-
ment throughout the world, and contri-
butions in Irish, Gaelic, Manx, Welch
and Breton by the best writers.

Annual Subscription to the Association, $2.50.
Annual Subscription to ¢ Celtia” . . .75,
*“CELTIA" IS SUPPLIED FREE TO MEMBERS.

DEPARTMENT OF ~
Agriculture and Technical Instruction for Ireland.

IREIL AND:

INDUSTRIAL and
AGRICULTURAL

New issue considerably enlarged & practically re-written

cﬂls—the most important work on the economic resources of Ireland
tssued from the Press for many years—has been published under
the supervision of the Department of Agriculture and Technical
Instruction for Ireland. Itisthusan anthoritative work on the Industrial,
Economic, and Educational position of Ireland at the dawn of the

swentleth century
Over 100 pages of entirely new matter have bheen added to the present

edition ; nearly a dozen of the orig nal articles have been re-written, and
oonsiderably amplified : and the whole book has been thoroughly revised
and brought up-to-date.
e ——
The Volume. which contains over 50 Super Royal Octavo
ages, is Profusely Illustrated with upwardsof 100 full-page
lates Maps and Diagrams, and numerous illustrations in

the text.
NOW RITADY.
Price, in Cloth extra, $2.50 Net : by mail 30c. extra.

PUBLISHED BY

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS, 153-157 FIFTH AVE.,
NEW YORK.

— - -
THE GAFL has made arranzements whereby subscribers
to this magazine can obtain a copy from us by mail at $2.15. If

they call at the office and take the book it will cost them $1.85.
as the postage will he deducted.

It is a really valuahle and timely book as it presents the
Industrial conditions of Ireland exactly as it is.

Address: THE GAEIL, 140 Nagsau Street. New York.
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THE NEWS OF THE WEEK

Literary Articles, Soags, &c..
in Irish,

Reports of Gaelic League Branches
the Progress of the Movement,

‘ &c., &c.
SUBSCRIPTION RATES :
One Year .. .. .. 8s 8d.
Six Months .. .. .. 4s. 4d.
Three Months .. 3s. 2d.

Subacribers in the United Statesand
Canada may remit in Dollar Bills.

Address :—THE MANAGER,
4An ClLardeam Solup,

24 0'Connell St., Upper,
DUBLIN. :
!
——

OGROWNEY'S
REVISED

SIMPLE LESSONS
IN IRISH.

€Edited by Rev. RICHARD HENEBRY, Pa. D,

NEW YORK:
THE GAEL PUBLISHING CO,,
150 NASSAU STRERT.

PRICE, FIFTEEN CENTE.

When writine to Advertisers please mention THE GAEL.
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Latest NEW PROCESS Records.
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Columbia Phonograph Go,

Wholesale and Retail:
93 CHAMBERS STREET,
Retail only:
s73 FIFTH AVENUE,

NEW YORK.

EMIGRANT INDUSTRIAL
SAVINGS BANK,

51 CHAMBERS ST., NEW YORK
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FIRST AMERICAN EDITION.

— REVISED
SIMPLE LESSONS IN IRISH

GIVING
The Pronunciation of Each Word.
BY THE LATRE

REV. EUGENE O'GROWNLEY,

M.R.LA,

With Appendix Containing a Complete and
Exhaustive Glossary of Every I Word
used in the Text.

IN resenting to the public ** Revised S8imple
I?euons in Irish" we are endeavoring to
carry into effect the expressed wishes of the
late lamented Rev. Eugene O'Growney.
These revised Lessons are the last lite:
roduction of that t Gaelic scholar an
over of Ireland and her language.
To the student of Irish this little work will
be found a most useful and helpful
dium. Great care has been given to the com-

Try L. J. CALLANAN’S
americaN \WHISKEY
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« All Treland Review «
Edited by STANDISH O'GRADY.
A WEEKLY IRISH LITERARY JOURNAL.
History, Stories, Essays, Sketches, Poetry,
Correspondence, Arcl zology, &c., &c.

SUBSCRIPTION PRICK:
One Year - - -

Six Months - - -

- 8. 8d.
4s, 4d.

All Communications to be addressed td
STANDISH O’GRADY,
86 HENRY 8ST., DUBLIN.

Mothers! Mothers!! Mlothers!!|

— THE BEST OF ALL—
MRS. WINSLOW’S SOOTHING SYRUP

has been used
forover FIFTY YEARS by MILLIONS of MOTHERS
for their CHILDREN while TEETHING, with PE
FECT SUCCESS. 1t SOOTHES the CHILD, SOFT
ENSthe GUMS, ALLAYS all PAIN; CURES WINT
COLIC, and is the best remedy for DIARRH@EA
Sold by Druggists in every part of the world. Be surt
and ask for * Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrla),"uu
take no other kind. Twenty-five cents & bottle.

PAUL’S No. 6 EXTRA SET.

United States Government Standard

FOUND AT LAST!

DO YOU Know that PAUL'S CHOICE INKS are adopted by all

United States Government Departments ?

If you send $1.00 to us we will express one outfit containing. Enameled Tray and
Three Automatic Paul’s Safety Filled Inkwells (one each Fluid, Crimson and Mucilage).

SAIFETY BOTTLE & INK

CO.

Pactory, Jersey City, N. J.

New York City, 111 Nassau Street.

Chicago, 111., 134 E. Van Burcn Street.

})iling of the ‘‘Phonetic Key* system. By
ollowing instructions, every word given in the
book can be pronounced according to the
usages of the best modern speakers of the
vernacular. The author's chief aim was sim
plicity and clearness of expression.
For SALE BY THE GAEL,
140 Nassau Street, New York.

PRICR, Paper Covers, 15c.; Oloth, 86o.
y po’y l,,s H h,

.

A GUIDE TO
IRISH DANGING

By J. ]. SHEEHAN.

This little Book containg Directions for the

Broper performance of a dozen Popular Irish
ances. An effort has been made in this work

to convey instructions so that persops who are

not familiar with Irish dancing, and who can-

not procure a teacher. can instruct themselves
Published by JOHN DENVIR, LONDON.

48 pages, bound in pasteboard cover.
Price, 15c.

Address, THE GAEL. 140 Nassau 8t.. New York

How to Write Irish.

The Irish Gopy Book,

Giving the Most Improved Method
of Writing the

GAELIC CHARACTERS.
A BEAUTIFUL MANUAL OF

CELTIC PENMANSHIP.
EVERY IRISH SCHOLAR NEEDS ONE.

Price, 10 Cents. Sent freeby mail.

For Sale at the office of THE GAEL,
140 Nassau Street, New York.

IPANS

The simplest remedy for indigestion,
constipation, biliousness and the many
ailments arising from a disordered stom-
ach, liver or bowels is Ripans Tabules.
They go straight to the seat of the trouble
relieve the distress, cleanse and cure the
affected parts, and give the system a
general toning up.

At druggists.
The Rive-Cent packet is enoughfor an ordim-
ary occasion. The family, bottle, 60 cents,
contains a.supply fora vear.
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It is a legend—nothing more;
It may be false or true; ’
It may be but an ldle tale’ X
By one with naught to do.

VER the low fire in the
middle of. the waste
place, that had been a
banquet-hall, couched
Hugh O’Rourke! he
was wet and chilled to
the bone with a long
ride through moun-

tain mists in the heart of Winter.

There was Winter in his heart, too, for

his:sept was a broken one and his

name proscribed, and, where his father

might have held together the breaking

fortunes of name and clan by the sheer
power of volce and face, Hugh the
younger had been borne by his mother
in a time of tempest and terror, and
his face was wan and uncomely and
his eyes wild and sad.

He held his hands to the fire, but
there was little warmth in it, and there

was no comfort elsewhere in all the
great house where he dwelt, a little
kernel in a great shell made for one
falrer and stronger far than he.

He took up his sword and laid it
across his knees, looking at it with
weary eyes, for his was not the sol-
dier’s nature, and many a time had his
heart sickened at the thought of battle
and blood, though he was a pretty
fighter when the red time came and
men were cheering and grappling to-
gether for the Red Hand and the Wolf.

But to Hugh now, in this chill of
doubt and danger, the old lights seem-
ed dim and there was no new star ris-
ing, and he fell to wishing that he had
died in the birthing, or ever his moth-
er set her cold kiss upon his unwel-
come face.

“My father did not well to take a
woman by force,” he said aloud to the
sinking fire that was all his company.
“Black eyes and yellow hair pleased
bhim well, belike, but he pleased not

my mother, and she revenged her up-
on me who was innocent and unborn,
glving me an April mind and a craving
heart for her gifte on the day that she
conceived me. That I was little and
ugly hurt not me, nor that I was sick-
ly, for my father loved me as well as
he loved handsome Diarmid, who is
dead—and God rest him! But that I
was born of anger and fear hurts me
gore, and I shall abye it to the end.
‘Who enters there, in the name of God
—%?" He sprang up, swoerd in hand,
and then laughed at his outcry, for it
was a girl-child who stood in the door-
way, & little maid of eleven years, fatr
to see, white as a snowdrop, with pale
yellow hair streaming from under her
put-back hood.

“Little maid, you come to an empty
house,” Hugh O'Rourke sald, ‘but you
are welcome. You do not come alone?”

“I come alone, Aodh,” she said, an-
swering his English with the Irish
tongue. “I shall not fill your house.”
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Hugh stood still beside the fire while
she came slowly down the room to-
wards him, shaking the rain-drops
from her flowing hair as she came. A
little way from the fire she stood, look-
ing at him with large eyes.

“Why do you meet me with bare
stcel?” she sald. “I looked for other
greeting from your father's son, Hugh
O’'Rourke.”

Hugh cast down his sword upon the
bench he had risen from and took a
step forward to meet her. Then he
stopped, amazed, for it was not a child
she was, but a grown woman it was
that cast off hood and cloak and came
to him with eager face and eager
hands.

“Hugh O’Rourke,” she said, agaln in
the kindly Irish tongue, “have you for-
gotten me so soon?”

“Have I ever seen you before, O fair
one?’ Hugh said. Then, because her
fingers were warm in his and her eyes
dwelt on his, he ceased questioning
and had no more wonder or fear at the
fairy change that had passed upon her
in a moment, making a woman out of
a child.

“I am she you have desired so long,”
she said, with tears and laughter in
her voice. *“I am she whose eyes you
have seen in many faces that looked
not kind on you, whose breast you
have desired to lie on 8o many times,
whose soul your soul has sought and
never found. And never would you
have found me in this life, beloved, it
I had not sought you out. Your name
means light, Hugh, but there was
thick darkness on your own eyes till
to-night. Now”—she fitted the deed
to the word—*"“now I have kissed them,
can they see?”

And she laid her mouth to his mouth
and the beating heart of her fluttered
like a bird against his breast, and the
fairy eyes of her darkened and laughed
and lightened into his and set all his
blood on fire.

A little while they clung together
80; then he put her from him and held
her at arm’s length, looking at her
with eyes that were an-hungered.

“Is there a spell of silence upon you,
Hugh?” cried the woman. “Speak to
n.ig: beloved, and look the while!”
.‘,;‘..Might I die looking!” Hugh said.
'f;g!;oul_d not then think—and grow
cold to think—of nothing on the other
sde.”

“Nothing? Where 1is your faith,
O’Rourke?”’

“My mother taught me no faith, fair
one. My father taught me only sword-
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play, and myself has taught myself to
distrust myself, and no more.”

“Learn faith in yourself, then, of me,
O’'Rourke. Shall I not be on that other
slde you speak of? For I came thence
to-night.”

“If 1 dared only think it, beloved,”
Hugh said. “Yet you have mortal
beauty upon your face and body.”

‘‘What do you know of mortality,
Hugh O’'Rourke? And beauty is that
core of our little life that cannot pass
away, though the fruit that covers it
turn rotten after growing ripe. Kiss
me—nay, but only with your eyes, be-
loved—and tell me how mortal I am.”

He kneeled down beside her now and
cast his arms about her fair body as
she sat in his seat, looking up at her
with eyes that changed slowly their
wonder for worship. Then he loosed
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& hand and drew down a thick curl of
yellow hair to his lips and presently
biindfolded his eyes with its softness.

“I am answered,” the woman said,
at last. “That which is not mortal in
you has spoken to me immortal, and
we know one another. So”—she drew
the bandage of hair from his eyes and
smiled down into them—*“you love me,
Hugh?” .

“If I know what love i8, beloved.”

‘““You know the better now for hav-
ing walted to know it. Men have lost
their souls learning their lesson too

“early. You shall lose only your body,

Hugh.”

“Not a sore loss, beloved. My body
has served me long enough.”

“Yet -1 was drawn to that body,
Hugh. It has not served you all so
i1, beloved.” She uncovered his eyes

HUGH KNEELED DOWN BESIDE HER.
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and looked deep into them, laughing.
“I am beauty and I am love, and I
have chosen to lie on the bosom of a
man whom the tongue of the world
knows not—a dreamer who has achiev-
ed none of his dreams, a soldier whose
sword has won him nothing—and there
is beauty and success and strength in
the world outside. How Is it you can
keep me here, Hugh?”

“Sweet, I shall never know.”

‘““Hush, unbeliever! Let us be man
and woman together for a little My
feet are cold, and I have hunger and
thirst upon me, Hugh. Are you alone
here?”

“I have two serving-men.”

“You shall be my serving-man to-
night. Let your men sleep, and we
will eat our marriage-feast together.”

“But you are cold, beloved. Let me
bring wood to mend the fire.”

“Nay; bring me food and drink, and
let be the fire. You shall warm my
hands in your hands, Hugh, when we
have eaten together.”

“Dear, what will you eat? There is

only coarse bread here, but I have red -

wine in my butt, and there Is honey
in the comb, I think, and store of
apples in the loft—Winter Queenings,
and the like.”

“Bring me here the bread and wine
and honey, beloved, and we will make
& wedding-feast of these. And bring
me a Winter Queening that we may
play ball with it when we have eaten.
Are you quick-handed at the ball-play-
ing, Hugh?”

“With you, maybe, beloved. I have
been slow at all games until to-day.”

He went out, and came back soon
with the bread and wine in a basket
on his arm, the apple in his hand, and

a silk coverlet over his shoulder. He
laid the quilt down at her feet.
“This for your carpet, beloved. Now

will you eat?”

She drank half the cup of wine that
he poured out, and Hugh drank after
her; then they broke bread and ate the
honeycomb together.

“We have eaten and drunken and
you have not asked my name.” she
said, when their meal was finished.
“Is it that you are very wise or a fool,
Hugh O’'Rourke?”

“Herein I was a wise man, beloved.”

“Tell me my name, Hugh?”

“Grania, maybe, because you shine
80 bright, beloved?”

“No.”

‘“Esca, then, because your face is as
pale as the moon when she is young?”

“Not Esca. Have you heard ever of
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a woman that was bitterly wronged of
an O’Rourke long ago, and died curs-
ing him, and has come back and back
to cry for the passing ofi every
O'Rourke since then?”

“I have heard of her, beloved.”

“l am she, the banshee of your
house, Hugh O'Rourke; but for you I
shall not cry. Barren years have I
abided in mine anger, but now I lift
my curse, for my love i8 put upon a
man of the house that wronged me.
Do you take me for your wife,
O'Rourke, knowing this?”

“I take you to be my wife, Banshee,
in the face of sun and moon, and I
plight troth to you past death, wheth-
er it come to-night or in fifty years.”

“I take thee to be my husband, Hugh
O'Rourke, and I lift off my curse from
thy house, thus and thus.”

The woman drooped to his feet, shod
in worn brogues as they were, and
kissed them; rose to her knees and
kissed his hands and the hilt of his
sword; rose to her feet and kissed his
mouth. .

Then they went, handfast, into the
shadowy upper end of the room, where
the climbing firelight could no longer
find them.

And when the morning came, rosy
and wind-tossed, Hugh O’'Rourke came
out to his serving men with life and
the joy of life in his eyes, and he and
the fair woman clinging to his arm
gave them good-morrow and went
forth, laughing. But, an hour. later,
these found the body of Hugh
O’Rourke lying on his bed with shut
eyes and folded hands, long cold. So
the serving-men knew that they had
seen and bidden farewell to the soul of
Hugh O'Rourke and that all was well
with him at last.

It is a legend—nothing more—
By one whose heart was sad.

‘We know it never happeneu 80,
But, oh, what if it had?

Industrial Revival,

AJOR JAMESON, M. P, has or-
ganized an association under
the title of the Irish Industrial

Revival Association. The Association
proposes to appoint representatives in
every county in Ireland to examine
into and report as to the condition of
existing industries, to distribute indus-
trial literature, and if any existing in-
dustry is capable of extension, and if
the conditions favor the formation of
a new industry, the Association will,
to the best of its ability, supply the
requisite funds.
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N’il Amarac Ann!

(Connacht Seanfhocal.)

“Patience! Patience! Self-reliance!

Have them; keep them—keep them
ever!”

Thus the song—thus the chime,

In our ears for ages ringing!

Ringing! Ringing—Always Ringing!

Always Singing;

But ADVANCING—Never! Never!

Hear the Mountains—I.et them teach
ye:

*‘Patience! Patlence! Patience ever!

Time is potent—Why then hasten?”

Thus for aeons; Hear them Preaching!

Preaching! Preaching! Always Preach-
ing!

Always Teaching;

But advancing—Never! Never!

Hark! The Grave—List it’s calling:

“Patlence! Patience! Patience ever!

Myriad mlllions, in my bosom,

More than Patient, heard my Hum-
ming!

Humming! Humming!
ming!

Always Coming—

YOU'RE advancing to me—Ever!”

Always Hum-

Brothers! Life is swiftly going—

Youngest growing older—ever!

Seize the Present—ACT in time!

Lest “To-morrow” finds you Dream-
ing!

Dreaming! Dreaming! Always Dream-
ing!

Always Scheming!

But advancing—Never! Never*®

Philadelphia. “TROID.”

6 A. P.” is the title of a weekly

¢ ‘society” paper published

in London by Mr. T. P.

O’Connor, M. P. From a recent issue
we extract the following:

“Lady Beatrice O’'Brien has had a
little girl. BShe was Lady Beatrice
Hare, daughter of Lord and Lady Lis-
towel, pretty and popular, and at the
age of nineteen made a love-marriage
with a younger brother of the present
Lord Inchiquin.

“This family, by the way, emphasize
their descent from Irish kings in the
choice of their baptismal names. Lady
Beatrice’s husband i{s Donough, and

other men of this ancient race bear
the names of Phadrig, Murrough, Tur-
lough, Terence and Desmond; while
their women have the pretty appella-
tions of Clare, Moira, Eileen, Doreen
and Geraldine. Mr. Edward Donough
and Lady Beatrice O’Brien make their
home in Ireland, and reside at Moy-
riesk, Co. Clare.”
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A Terrible Big Lie.

Sl ok HERE were two people
(ﬁf 1 9% in the little cabin, a
: . JH
worn hands lying pur-
poseless In her blue
check lap, and a boy of about thirteen,
with the alert hectic look that comes
of a sickly precocity, his large saucer-
blue eyes fixed on the old woman as
though they would leap at her.

The boy was sitting at the table. He
had a pen in his hand, and at the end
of it there was a great blob of ink just
ready to fall. Under the pen was a
cheap sheet of note-paper with a spray
of forget-me-nots in one corner.

“Are you ready to begin, Patsy?”
asked the old woman.

Her eyes stared patlently at him as
though she were blind, or at least pur-
blind.

“Fire away, ma'am,” sald the boy,
“or 'tis wastin’ the ink on me you'll
be.” ‘

“ Migg Katle Mulcahy, 45 Market
Street, New York,’ have you that
wrote?”

“ Pisn’t usual,” ebjected the scribe,
“to begin letters that way.”

“Then keep the directions for the
envelope. But begin ‘Miss Katie Mul-
cahy,’ all the same.”

The boy began to write, his tongue
eut on his lower lip in the labored
frenzy which belongs to such unaccus-
tomed scholars as he.

“« ‘Miss Katie Mulcahy’—I’ve that

wrote.”
“‘This is from your friend, Patsy

small old woman look-
ing straight before her
with her two tiny
work-stained, work-

By Kathating Tynan.

Hourigan, to inform you that your
mother, the widow Mulcahy, died of a
bronchaytus last Tuesday was a
week.””

‘“Arrah, what are you sayin’ at all,
ma’'am? Is it gone out of your mind
you are? Sure what 'ud I be writin’
the llkes o’ that terrible big lie for?”

“Write as I bid you, Patsy. Didn’t
I promise you the bantam hen for
your trouble whin I'd be gone out
of it?”

“You’re not goin’ out of it that way,
anyway. Sure there’s no sickness on
you. What would I go for to be tellin’
lies like that and givin’ Katie a ter-
rible fright into the bargain?”

“Listen, Patsy avourneen. ’Twas
yesterday the doctor told me I was
goin’ blind, an’ there was no hope for
me. An’ Katle’s killln' herself over
there in New York to send me the
money. I'll never be anything but an
idle ould block any more. I won’t be
on her hands. So I'm goin’ to the poor-
house where none .o’ my name ever
went before me. Don’t you see, Patsy?
'Twould break Katie’s heart if I said a
word o’ the poorhouse to her. I can't
keep myself now, nor even help to.
An’ I have an idea the little girl has a
chance 0’ betterin’ herself. She’ll be
better widout a poor ould bknd mother
in Ireland, let alone one in the poor-
house, for that ’ud destroy her alto-
gether.”

“H’'m! Is that what you’re after,
ma’am?”’ sald the boy doubtfully. “I
thought at first ‘twas your sivin senses
lavin’ you.” .

“You’ll write it, Patsy, llke a good
boy.”

“I think I'll be takin’ me mother’s
advice about it.” .

“Oh, no, Patsy, you won't do that,
Hke a good child. Sure, what harm am
1 doin’ to anybody, just dyin’ out of it
whin I’'m helpless and a burden on my
little girl? Didn’t Mrs. Merrigan’s
daughter, Aisther, come home to them
a bag o’ bones, wore out, the crathur,
wid workin’ for the money that ’ud
keep them in their little place? Didn’t

"I see her with the bags o’ skin hangin’

under her eyes where the flesh had
withered off her, and her hands no big-
ger nor kite’s claws, an’ the dead-tired
streel of her as she kem up the hill
Sure, nothln"oould save her, the cray-
thur. ’Tisn’t fair the childher should
give up their lives like that. Anyhow,
I'm not goin’ to take Katie's.”

“True for you’ ma'am,” said the boy.

- “Poor Alsther was a terrible ecare-

crow! I heard the man that carried her
at the funeral say she was no heavier
nor a wren; yet she went out of it a
fine girl.”

“You can have the bantam cock as
well as the bantam hen,” pressed the
old woman, seeing he was wavering,
“if you write the letter and say nothin’
to nobody about it. Your mother can
have the few sticks too.”

“Might I have the bottle up there
wid the cross in it, the one your uncle
Tom that was a sailor made?”

‘You may have It, an’ welcome. Lit-
tle good it ‘ud be to me where I'm
goin’.”

‘“Whin will you go, ma’am?”’

“I've money in the tay pot for a few
weeks yet. I'm not in that hurry.”

‘“You’d be sure to go after all? Not
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that I want you to, Mrs. Mulcahy,
ma’am.” .

‘“Write the letter, an’ you can take
the bantams home wid you.”

It was too much of a temptation for
Patsy, who perhaps had been wrought
upon by the old woman’s reasoning,
and the memory of Esther Merrigan.

“Very well, ma’am, I'll do as you bid
me; ‘dled of bronchaytus last Tuesday
was a week.’ What next, ma’am?”

‘“You’re a clever boy, Patsy, to do it
80 quick. Say now: ‘She died greatly
respected, and had as fine a funeral as
ever I wish to eee. She bid you the
last thing not to be frettin’ for her, for
she’s in a better place The Lord for-
give me for sayin’ the like!” she went
on, looking round the smoke-browned
cabin.

‘“Anythin’ else?”

‘“‘From your sincere friend, Patsy
Hourigan.” I think that’ll be enough,
unless you’d say, ‘excuse writin’ an’
spellin’!’

Patsy shot an indignant glance at
her, but was mollified by the innocent
expression of her sightless eyes.

“I wouldn’t say that. °'Tis old-fash-
foned. But I'd better put in about the
bantams. ‘She said as I was a fine
scholar an’ writ all her letters for her

‘*YOU MUST WRITE AS I BID YOU, PATSY.”
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I might have the white bantam cock
an’ hin, and the cross in the bottle her
uncle Tom the sailor giv’ her.’”

“You can put it in if you like,” the
widow sald, smiling faintly. “But I
don’t think Katie’d dispute the things
wid you, Patsy, avourneen.”

The boy answered nothing. He was
laboriously adding his careful emenda-
tion to the scrip.

‘When it was done and addressed he
accompanied Mrs. Muleahy to the post-
office in the village, which was round
the bend of the road, and saw the let-
ter posted; nor did the memory of it
seem to trouble his conscience over-
much. He seemed Indeed to have put
the thought of “the quare letter” out
of his mind, and to have forgotten
about it in his delight over his new
possessions, which, indeed, gave him
quite an extraordinary importance in
the eyes of the other children, an im-
portance he needed, since he was lame,
and could take no part in their games.

Now that the widow had cut herself
off from Katie, she yet showed a
strange unwillingness to be gone to her
new home. She had a treehold of her
cottage and was attached to it as the
place to which she had come a bride,
where Katie had been born, and passed
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her tender childhood. True she could
no longer see the pié¢tures on the wall,
nor the crockery on the dresser. She
only knew by a luminous haze about
Ler when it was day, by the deeper
darkness when it was night. Patsy
Hourigan did her errands to the village
for her. Some one had given her a job
of knitting, and the few pence it would
bring would enable her to put off aban-
doning the house for. another week or
two.

Sitting there in her doorway, while
the luminous haze slowly grew, slowly
waned, fell into pitchy blackness or
was replaced by mild silver memories,
weird fancies thronged about her as
they had done when she could go to
and fro like other people. The husband
and the children she had lost, the girl
who was separated from her by miles
of ocean, began again to people the

cabin. ¢
She grew more and more unwilling

to go. What room would there be for
those gentle ghosts of hers in the
crowded workhouse wards, with the in-
cessant chatter and quarrelling as of
a grove of sparrows going on all about
her? They would go away again and
leave her to a soclety whose ways she
would not approve of. Bold hussies of
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girls, watery-eyed, degraded old wo-
men, smoking @ black pipe, or smug-
gling a black Ybottle, dull, pasty-faced
children growing up witnout joy, with-
out hope.

Mrs. Mulcahy began to wish that her
letter to her daughter might be only
anticipating an event. She had domne
it to save Katie, 8o she did not repent.
There was none of her kin in the coun-
tryside now to know of her degrada-
tion. Patsy had promised her secrecy,
and Patsy was unlike other children
and could keep a secret. She  would
steal away some morning to the poor-
house, before anyone was awake. It
was a long way off, glory to goodness!
and if Patsy were staunch, no one need
know that Larry Mulcahy’s widow,
Katie’s mother, the mother of the dead
babies,above there in 8t. Bride’s, had
to end her days in the House.

She was uneasy till the time came
when she felt that Katie must have re-
ceived the letter. She felt the cruelty
of the blow she had to inflict; but then
it was a question of her and Katle.
And did she not suffer herself in being
cut off from Katie’s letters—from the
hope of Katie’s return? Oh, blessed
Mother, she did suffer!

Katie was young, the creature, and
would get over it. There was .that
chance of bettering herself, shyly hint-
ed at in Katle’s last letter. There
would be some one to comfort her.

‘When she knew the blow had fallen
Mrs. Mulcahy became placid, hugging
her peace in the little dark house be-
cause every second brought her nearer
to its loss. If she could only die there,
ehe thought, while the money in the
tea-pot, eked out by the knitting, yet
lasted!

At last she was forted into activity
by the bencvolent meddlesomeness of
Dr Joyce at the dispensary, who came
to see her in her cabin one day.

“You’re not safe here alone,” he
sald. “You'll be stumbling into the
fire one day, and getting burned up be-
fore we know anything about it. I
shall write to your daughter, Mrs. Mul-
cahy.”

The widow turned a scared face on
him. He wondered what she was so
terrified about. Then her inventive-
ness came to her aid. It was easy
enough to go on once one had begun.

“Sure, I’'m goin’ to her, doctor,” she
sald. “What, didn’t you hear? I'm
traveling wid friends from Clashmore.
Thursday morning’ I'll be off. I'm
obliged to you for steppin’ in to see
me. Mrs. Hourigan below is to have
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the cabin an’ the few sticks. A dacent
woman. You’ll be a witness o’ that,
doctor?”

‘“With pleasure, if anyone disputes
Mrs. Hourigan’s claim. Perhaps I'd
better write it for you, and you can
sign it. I'm glad you're going to your
daughter. She’ll take care of you as
no one else can.”

On Wednesday evening Mrs. Mulcahy
was sitting in the full blaze of the sun-
set outside her cabin door. The radi-
ance of it was flushing her eyeballs
with a sea of gold. The cabin was by
itself, down & grassy lane, full of dew
and the songs of the birds.

To-morrow night by this time ehe
would be in a whitewashed ward, in
the new horrible surroundings she
shrank from with such dread. She had
heard they were often not decent wo-
men there, in their speech at least.
She would have disgraced Larry and
the children according to the peasant
code. Never mind—it was something

- that had to be done for Katle. Perhaps

Larry where he now was would under-
stand. Perhaps the poorhouse wasn’t
80 bad. The big brown beads dropped
through her fingers in nervous haste.

She did not hear till it was close up-
on her the wheels of an outside car
coming down the boreen. When at last
she heard them she got up all in a
flutter apd stood staring in the direc-
tion of the sound. It stopped and some
one launched herselt upon her, and
caugnt her up in two strong young
arms.

“You bad, wicked ould woman!” It
was Katle's volee. “To think of your
tryin’ to break my heart like that!
I've a mind never to forgive you. Only
for Patsy Hourigan, the little spal-
peen! If he hadn’t put what he did,
I'd have broken every bone in his
body! Ay, indeed, so I would. And
here's a son-in-law for you, ma’am. I
hardly gave him time to marry me be-
fore we were off. Sure, you can’t see
him, mothereen. Bother me for a
great ould omadhaun, to go forgettin’
it! There, feel the big strong hand of
him! We’'ve come here to settle.”

It appeared that Patsy Hourigan,
after all, had betrayed his trust, for,
having written as the widow had in-
structed him, he had added on his own
account: .

‘“She made me write it. She’s goin’
blind, and is off to the poorhouse.”

Patsy Hourigan and his mother and
all her family had followed the out-
side car down the boreen, and were
now standing looking on at the meet-
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ing between mother and daughter,
their little group being added to by
the arrival of one neighbor after an-
other.

Suddenly Katie became conscious of
the many interested eyes upon her,
and her mother, and the young ‘'man in
the fine grey suit, who had taken the
widow’s hand in his and was smiling
80 kindly at the darkened face.

“Sure, you weren’t goin’ to die on
your son as well as on your daugh-
ter?” he was saying. ‘“Och, begorra,
ma’am, that was the quare ould trick
you wor on for playin’ us!”

Katie suddenly relinquished her
mother to him and darted away to-
wards the group. Her movements were

~always as quick and bright as those of

a trout in a mountain river.

Seeing her come, Patsy Hourigan
held up one ragged coat sleeve as
though to ward off a blow.

“Musha, you imp of a boy, did you
think I was goin’ to bate you?’ Katie
cried, seizing him and dancing about
with him. “My mother gave you the
bantams, did she, for writin' that let-
ter, an’ sure you’re welcome to them
an’ to anything’ else she gave you. An’ -
I wouldn’t be surprised if it was a gold
soverign that young man over there
was after givin’ you. The bit of a
place? Sure your mother may have it
an’ welcome. John over there—his
name is Mr. Driscoll—an’ meself is
about takin’ a farm, an’ we’ll have the
mother along wid us. Sure, what would
we be wantin’ wid cabins? But mind,
Patsy Hourigan, if you nadn’t put in
that bit of a postscript, 'tis comin’ I'd
have bin all the same, an’ I’d have bate
you till you were black and blue.”

She relented, seeing how even the
averted peril had power to terrify
Patsy.

“Never mind,” she said. “You wor
& rale good little boy, so you wor, and
we'll see if Mr. Driscoll won’t find you
a job on the farm, somethin’ light and
alsy that’ll just suit you.”

Mr. and Mrs. Driscoll were not long
in finding a farm in the neighborhood,
to which Katie removed her mother as
soon as possible. And, after all, the
blindness, as the result of a successful
operation, was averted.

Mrs. Mulcahy lived in a dim world
of her own to be sure. But still she
could see, in a dim way; and Katie’s
face, and the faces of her grandchil-
dren were never far away from the
impaired vision.

‘“’Tis more than you deserve,” Katie
would say;‘in'/the ‘tender, ‘threatening



April, 1903,

way which she used to her mother,
“you bad ould woman! Sure I'd have
droppea dead out of my stannin’ it I'd
believed that big terrible lie of yours,
and then, ma’am, what 'ud ha’ become
0’ Juhn Driscoll an’ of you? Och, in-
deed, ’tis the terrible bad ould woman
you are!”—Irish Homestead.

I'll Go To Sneevogue.

'M sick an’ I'm sore an’ I'm weary o’
I walkin’
O’er highways an’ byways, thro’
bohereens an’ glens,
An’ colleens wid dowries my best plans
are baulkin’,
For where I ax cattle, they offer me
hens! .
I travelled Baldaragh, Kinoud, and
Iar-curragh,
Through Grallagh an’ Murragh, and
found not wan pogue
But, plaise God, to-morrow for joy or
for sorrow,
I'll laive plough an’ harrow, an’ go
to Sneevogue.

Och! Sneevogue’s the place where
there’s many a stockin’,
Wid the round yalla soverins all
shinin’ inside,
‘Where the colleens is civil an’ far
above mockin’
A boy wid a farm who is seekin’ a
bride.
There’s none o’ them tendher, too fair
or too siendher—
They're tough, for their gender, as
e’er wore a brogue;
But I am no chicken, by fair to be
sthricken, ) .
I'll chance wan more kickin’ an go
to Sneevogue.

I failed seven times wid as many
matchmakers;
Full fifty bright soverins I want an’
a cow;
For I have a farm of forty good acres,
"~ An’ Sneevogue’s the place where I'll
seek a wife now.
I've done wid young misses, who sigh
for caresses;
I want not the kisses of any sich

rogue,
But some steady maiden, vhose cash
will be paid in
The day o’ the weddin'—I'll go to
Sneevogue.
—PAUDRIG MacAIRCHILL.

THE GAEL,
Sale of Tara Hill,

N Thursday, February 12th, a
large number of prospective
purchasers assembled at the

auction rooms of Messrs. Ganly, Sons
& Company, Usher’s Quay, Dublin,
when part of the lands of Castletown,
Co. Meath, on which the famous Hill
of Tara is situate, were put up for
public auction.

The lands, which contain 239a. 3r.
15p, statute, were formerly in the pos-
sesslon of Sir Patrick Boylan, now de-
ceased, and the administrator of that
gentleman’s effects placed the valuable
and historic property under the ham-
mer. Mr. Richard Ganly was the auc-
tioneer, and, having read over the con-
ditions of sale, invited biddings.

The competition opened with an
offer of £2,000, and bidding proceeded
very briskly until Mr. George Collins,
solicitor (Casey and Clay), was de-
clared the purchaser in trust for a lady
client at £3,700. The biddings, in
pounds, were as follows: 2,000, 2,100,
2,200, 2.300, 2,400 2,450, 2,476, 2,500,
2,600, 2,700, 2,800, 2,850, 3,000, 3,050,
3,100, 3,150, 3,200, 3,250, 3,300, 3,350,
3,376, 3,400, 3,425, 3,450, 3,475, 3,600,
3,625, 3,550, 3,675, 3,600, 3,650, 3,675,
3,700.

Mr. Ganly described the farm as be-
ing valuable for its fattening and fin-
ishing qualities, and incidentally re-
ferred to the fact of its including a
part of the far-famed Hill of Tara.
The sale was concluded in about forty
minutes.

Messrs. William Mooney & Son were

the solicitors having carriage of the
sale.

A Shot Guide to Choice
Reading.

Read:
Macaulay....ooo00vnenns For Clearness
Bacon....... eetiesnetainans For Logic
Homer.......ooovveeeevanns For Action
Pope........coviiiennn For Conciseness
Milton....For Sublimity of Conception
Kipling........0cccven ...For Strength
"4 -4 | D For Elegance
Franklin.......... For Common Sense
" Whittier................ For Simplicity
Cervantes..........ccc.... For Humor
Holmes........ tiereeeeess....For Wit
Balzac...........c000n.s For Imagination .
Thackeray.......cooeevenen. For Satire
Byron.......... For Poetry of Pagslon
Poe........... [ For the Weird
Scott......... For Historical Romance
Hawthorne..... For Exquisite English

Shakespeare for Universallty of Genius
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In Memoriam: Charles Gaw}an
Duify.

CH! Paddy dear, and did ye hear
O the 111 news goin’ round?
'Tis Dufty that will never more
set foot on Irish ground.
The brave old fighter, ochanee! he’s
laid him down to rest,
And we must keep our keening low,
the old man’s sleeping sound,
And he shall wake in Tir-na-nOg, the
Island of the Blest.

Och! Paddy dear, it is not fear of man
on him had power:

He took the rough time and the smooth
as lightly as a flower

Takes rain that pelts it down to earth
the sun that bids it rise,

And it it be a speedwell give back the
blue o’ the skies

(My mind run on forget-me-not in
this unhappy hour).

Och! Paddy dear, not smile nor tear
will wake the old man now,

We’'ll sign the cross upon his breast,
the cross upon his brow—

He bore the body’s prison once, but
never on his soul

Had any evil thing or thought a day’s
or night’s control—

But sing more softly for his sake, you
mating birds on bough.

—Nora Chesson, in the Westminster

Gazette.
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Itish Dialects Should Be Discouraged.

T the request of some friends

who are interested in the pre-

servation of the Irish language

Mr. T. O. Russell sent the fol-

lowing letter to the Gaelic

League, Dublin, on January

26th, 1903:

To the members of the Council, Cen-
tral Branch of the Gaelic League:
Ladles and Gentlemen—Please per-

mit me in the most friendly manner to

call your attention to a placard recent-
ly issued by the QGaelic League, in
which it was stated that the paper on
which the “Gaelic Journal” was print-
ed was made in Ireland. The Irish
word used for “was made” was sei-
neadh. It should have been ninneadh
or righneadh. Deineadhk cannot be
found in any grammar that I know
of; is a local and incorrect form of the
perfect passive of deanmmahn—I make
or I do. See Keating’s “Three Shafts
of Death,” appendix, page xxviil.; see
also O’'Donovan’s Irish Grammar, page

262,

On the title page of the “Gaelic
Journal” the word uidreach appears as
the genitive singular of the noun
uimher or uimhir, but the genitive sin-
gular is uibhre or uimhre. See Coney’s
Irish Dictionary; see Irish Bible, Exo-
dus xii,, 4, both In Archbishop Mac-
Hale’s and in Bedel’s Irish versions of
the Pentateuch.

The above examples are given mere-
ly as illustratione of what has been
practiced in the publications of the
Gaelic League since its foundation,
and what has In recent years been
practiced by the Society for the Pres-
ervation of the Irish Language, name-
ly, printing incorrect dialect Irish
without a word of explanation as to
what dialect it belonged, and leaving
the reader to suppose it was correct
Irish

It is interesting and instructive to
know the dialects of a language, but
to print and publish them without note
or comment, a8 your society has been
doing for many years, and as the So-
ciety for the Preservation of the Irish
Language has lately been doing, seems
80 very unwise that it must give pain
to those who think seriously about it,
and who are interested in the matter
of the resuscitation of our national
language.

I am sorry to have been driven to
the conclusion that the Irish language

can never be permanently resuscitated
on the lines that your Soclety and the
one already mentioned are following
at present. To endeavor to keep the
language alive in those parts where it
is still spoken should, by all means, be
an object of primary importance, but
it is greatly to be feared that it cannot
be done; for never has the Irish lan-
guage faded away more quickly, been
neglected more wantonly, where it had
been spoken for scores of centuries,
than since the establishment of socie-
ties for its preservation. This fact is
well-known to everyone conversant
with the places where Irish was gener-
ally spoken thirty years ago, and
where hardly a word of it is heard to-
day.

The one great, paramount cause of
the decadence of the Irish language
during the last century was its utter
neglect by the educated classes. Until
they take an interest in it, the Gaelic
League, were those who control and
guide it even a hundred times more
devoted, enthusiastic, and hardwork-
ing than they are, cannot save the lan-
guage from death.

But how can the educated or the un-
educated classes who want to learn
Irish take real interest in it when they
see it written In dialects—Munster dia-
lects, Connacht dialects, and Ulater
dialects—without a word of explana-
tion as to what dialect is written. It
Irish had no standard; if there was no
approach to classic correctness, in any
work in modern Irish; if it was as
much in want of a standard as English
was in the time of Chaucer, there
might be some excuse for printing un-
explained dialects; but modern Irish
has a classic standard in the works of
Keating, Donleavy, O’Molloy, Bedel,
and many others. In their works there
may be said to be but one frequently
employed word that is really unknown
in the modern language, and that is
the preposition re in Latin letters, “re”
too; its compounds need hardly be in-
cluded.

‘When we look abroad we find that
many languages of peoples subject to
the rule of allen governments are in a
flourishing condition, and to an Irish-
man they form a painful contrast with
thé state of his national speech. But
it I8 easy to know why
‘Welsh, Polish and Basque live and
flourish, and why Irish is dying. It is

Bohemian, .

because the flourishing languages men-
tioned have not been ignored by the
educated classes of the countries where
they are spoken, while in Ireland Irish
has been ignored by the educated
classes for more than two hundred
years, and consequently It is fading
away. If you want the Irish language
to live you must have the<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>