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FINN AND PTS MEN. 33

nanimity, and unconquerable strength and
er. Ossian could never be brought to be-
that God was as strong as Oscur. In hell
Oscur who guards the Fianna against the de-
Is; God gave him a flail of iron, the two
.s of which were joined by one rush which
1 promised would never snap or jyear out.
gave Oscar leave therewith to chastise all
| should Satan and his angels ever dare to
lest the excellent Fians. One more of Finn's
a | will name, and that is Diarmid the
<wn, the type of masculine beauty and stainless
lairy, bravest of the brcjve And gentlest of the
tie.
of his Fians Ossian sang thus, and the proud
st was true,—

" We, the Fianna of Finn, never lied,
Falsehood was never attributed to us,
By courage and the strength of our hands
We used to come out of every difficulty.”

Another of Finn's men, the very wise and in
things excellent Caelta, when asked how it
e to pass that the Fians prospered so greatly
aout having knowledge of the true God,
wered—

It was because we had courage in our hearts,
igth in our hands, and discretion in our
rues."

ruly, a great race were those Fians, and their

C
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glory will never die! It was of the Fians that
modern Irish poet composed these lines—

" Long, long ago, beyond the misty space
Of twice a thousand years,
In Erin old therelived a mighty race,
Taller than Roman spears.”

! For a fuller account of the Fians, see the Author's " Finn
his Companions."
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Cish. It was the children of the Red Branch
heroes, and the children of Finn's brave warriors
and hunters, about whose dealing! with their
Empire these degenerate Romans were complain-
ing so loudly. So when you see in books of
history, expressions which are only echoes of
those weak lamentations, you will know what to
think of them.

Here in this north-west corner of Europe the
Empire was attacked, broken, and scattered by the
brave and sturdy Saxons from the East, by the
Picts and Irish of Caledoniafiom the North, and
by the Irish of Ireland from tRe West. It was a
great day for Ireland. For the great fighting races
of the island a career was now opened both more
noble and more profitable than that of contending
with each other for glory or for mastery. The God
of Battles whose eyes know not slumber nor seep,
whose just wrath no nation or Empire can escape,
then, now, and for ever, gave over those rich and
populous lands of Britain and -Gaul to the Irish for
aprey. They went forth from Ireland like eagles:
the Romans and their slave populations cowered
beneath them like partridges or hares, went out
empty and came back full, laden with the ricff
rewards of their temerity and valour. At this
time several Irish commanders gained great fame
and great power and plunder by their foreign wars.
The best and most famous of them flourished about
the year 400 A.D. First he subdued all his Irish
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rivals, then hetook the Ard-Riship, High kingship
of the Irish colony in North Britain, finally the
sovereignty of the Picts, so making himself the
captain of a great confederacy of war-like tribes
and indeed a sort of Imperator or Emperor, in
these north-western regions. Nine kings in hand
fetters ever accompanied him as hostages for the
fidelity of these their nations, that is to say the
Irish of Ireland, the Dalriadic Irish of Caledonia
and the nation of the Picts. His name was Nial
which signifies" noble warrior," and his surname
" of the nine hostages."

Nial was the youngest of half a dozen brothers,
all brave and warlike youths. His father, who was
aso King of Ireland, wished to find out which of
them was the best and ought to be his successor.
He set fireto his chief-smith's forge, and bade the
boys run in and save the smith's property. They
did so, and came running out through the flames
and smoke, one with the bellows, another with
the tongs, otners bearing other light and portable
things; but Nial the youngest came out deliber-
ately bearing on his broad and strong shoulders
the ponderous anvil. " Nial shall succeed me,"
said the king. When his subject kings rebelled,
it was Nial who ever bore the brunt of the war.
He was, as may be imagined, big and strong and
like most of hisrace had yellow hair. Here are
two stray verses of bardic song concerning this
illustrious person, Nial of the Nine Hostages.
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" A challenge of battle between Core' and Nial,
Whether near or far distant,
Fierce the tramp on every shors
Of Nial, the son of Eocha Moymodoan.

"When we used to go with Nial upon his hostings
As yellow as the flowering Sovarchey,?
Brighter than gold from the refiner's crucible
Were the locks that adorned the head of my hero."

Nial was dlain on the Loire in Gaul by an arrow
shot at him from the opposite bank of the river.

He was succeaded by his nephew Dathi, the last
unbaptised king of Ireland. He carried on his
uncle's work. He was slain by a flash of lightning
while engaged in one of his predatory excursions
on the continent, while crossing the Alps for the
invasion of Italy, according to the bards. The
officer who succeeded him in command of the
army was Tomalta the Vehement. He fougAt
twelve battles on his way home from the place
where Dathi was slain.  Tomalta brought Dathi's
body with him. It was burfed on tMe right bank
of the Shannon in a great mound. His warriors
set up atall pillar over the mound and held funeral
games around it.

A Southern Irish King, win was foolish enough to dare the
Ard-Ri. Wars at this timf were of the nature of duds The
place and time were arranged and the battle fought.

2 The St John's Wort.



CHAPTER IX.
PATRICK SON OF CALPURN.

ONCE when Nial's people were plundering Gaul,
they lighted on a handsome unprotected villa, in
the neighbourhood of a city. Here they took
captive a bright-faced boy and two girls, his
sisters. Al three v ere children of a Brito-Roman
officer or magistrate, who held a command in the
neighbourhood of Dumbarton on the Clyde. A
little fragment of the Roman Empire, like a patch
of snow, still remained in this place, surviving, no
doubt, because it consented to pay tribute to Nial
or to one of Nial's sub-kings in .those parts. The
children were at the time on a visit with rela-
tions in Gaul. Their father was here too. He
seems to have been in the adjoining city at the
time when 'Nial's men made this important seizure.
| say important, for the bright-faced boy was
Patrick, the great apostle of the Gael.

% The plunderers, according to the custom of all
these northern nations, resolved to sell the children
as daves. They sold Patrick to a chieftain in
the county of Antrim, his sisters they sold in the
county of Louth. Patrick was now charged with
the duty of feeding the swine of his master. In

40
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the morning he drove them into the woods to eat
seech-nuts, and mast and grub in the ground
here for pig-nuts and other roo?s. In the even-
ing he winded his horn to collect them out of the
vide forest. When he reached his master's dun,
we penned, them, and then came into the chiefs
great hall for his supper. Here, eyery night, the
new slave was served like the rest, with a good hot
supper.  Probably he wore a collar round his neck,
with his master's name or mark upon it, like Gurth
in the famous story. At first, no doubt, he was
very miserable, for he had been taken from riches,
eee, and luxury, and had to five like one of his
father's slaves at home ; he was taken from friends
and relations, parents and sisters, and flung amongst
strange people. Their language was probably not
strange to him ; he must have learned it when he
lived on the banks.of the Clyde. Though he con-
sidered himself a Roman, and looked down on the
Dal-Riadic Irish, he knew the Roman language
very ill. His new life as a slave was very new
and strange to him, but it was a good discipline
nevertheless. It taught him to feel for daves, and
for humble people, whom a rich and high-born
youth is sure to despise. But the boy Patrick was
young and strong, and God, as the saying runs,
tempers the wind to the shorn lamb. He was
young and strong, and aso a boy full of fire and
animation.  He was warm-hearted and affectionate
besides. Many a poor Irish emigrant has felt as
unhappy as he, yet has righted himself ere long,
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and found his new life and associates dear to him
The king, his master, was kind to him. There
nothing to show that the boy was treated with
any harshness. This king's name was Miliuc.
him, we only know that Patrick was his slave, and
that he was a firm believer in the old gods, a
solute worshipper of idols. Patrick seems to have
remembered him with affection and regard.

Now, for thefirst time, the boy began to think seri-
ously about religion. As helay alone through the
long days, outstretched in the silent galleries of the
forest, under the roof of whispering leaves, thought
came and went, of life and death, and the life
after death, of God and Christ, and the behaviour
which would please-'them. Very earnestly he now
prayed. The idolatry which was practised on all
sides, and especially in the house of his super-
stitious master, compelled his thoughts more and
more in the direction®of his 6wn faith. About
that faith he had to keep silent, so in his
soul, on account of his silence, it had a double
power. When he waked in the night he used to
go out into the darkness to pray, that the pagans
might not hear him. This he did, even in snow
r.nd frost, kneeling in the cold snow and praying,
for his heart was hot within him. In the king's
hall at night, he heard much conversation about
the state of Ireland, and the mutual relations of
the kings, also of the relations of the kings with
the Druids and with the great and powerful bardic
class. He learned a great deal of knowledge,
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hich was useful to him afterwards, and kept a
aard upon his tongue, for he was very wise and
rcumspect. What he learned he stored up in his
lind. From the house of Miliuc, he seems to
ave been sold into the west of Ireland, to a chief
ho dwelt at a place called Foclut’, now Killala
Mayo. Here he made new friei ds, :.nd talked
withthem about religion. Paganism was not so
fanatical in this place.

After many years he had a dream in which he
saw a man come to him and bid him go home.
The man in the dream was called Victoricus. He
ran away from his master and travelled two hun-
dred miles before he came to the port which had
been indicated by the man. * From this port he
sailed for the Continent.

Of his history now for many years we know
little. But long afterwards, when he was now
well advanced in life, his thoughts reverted affec-
tionately to Ireland and the Irish. Then he had
another dream. The same man seemed to come
to him with a letter out of Ireland, and at the
same time he heard the young men, his ancient
friends who lived at Focluti, call out to him and
cry,

"Come back to us, O holy youth, and walk
amongst us as you used to do."

He now determined to come to Ireland openly
and boldly, and preach to the people. He had
powerful friends somewhere in Britain or on the
Continent, for he came to Ireland with followers,
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and well provided with money. He was a man
note from hisfirst appearance in Ireland, and work<
a mighty revolution there.

The fact was that Ireland now for a long tin
had been undergoing a Christianizing process. A
sorts of Christian influences had been stealing in.
the country fa: centuries ; thousands, tens of tho.
sands of Christian slaves, for one item, many c
them cultivated and refined, and many beautiful
Christian maidens, who soon took captive the hearts
of theirfiercecaptors. The Pagan religion had been
sapped and undermined. It had grown hollow, and
heartless, and formal. It was now no longer the
ardent worship of the gods, but the vain and cere-
monial worship of wooden idols. As such it was a
part of the social and political system. It was, of
course, upheld by the Druids, to whom it was a
hisiness and a profession, but the kings did not
believe much in the idol"., and they were jealous of
the great power of the Druids.

Shortly after the coming of Patrick, and owing
to a strong; impulse proceeding from him, a revolu-
tion broke out, the Christians and the Christianized
chiefs rose against the Druids. At one of the great
inventions in Tara theetorm broke loose, Patrick
and the Christians triumphed, and the Druids were
slaughtered. In one day Paganism fell from its
high place. The whole system was decayed and
went down at a single blow. In this revolution
Miliuc fell.  His dun was burned over him and he
perished there in the midst of his idols. Patrick
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the new order of things, became the most power-
man in Ireland after the Ard-Ri, and used his
eat authority with wisdom and' circumspection.
e was a truly great as well as good man, and as
his intellect, his whole mental power and force,

if we had nothing else to guide us to an opinion
but his glorious Hymn, the noblest ever made since
the time of the men who made the Psalms, we would
be justified in believing that this man, Patrick the
Briton, was one of the master minds of all ages,
lie guided wisely the revolution which he brought
about, and nursed skilfully the infant Christian
Church of Ireland. He was no, learned in books,
with the exception of the one book, the Bible,
which he studied deeply, and knew well. But he
understood men, he understood Ireland and the
Irish people. His mind was great and strong, and
when he faced kings and stood up to speak in the
great conventions, his presence must have been very
imposing and authoritative. Nor was he a meek
man at all, but proud rather in a noble way, and
liable to be carried away by great storms of anger.
We are told indeed that " he cherished the sons of
life, but also that he did not hesitate to " exter-
minate the sons of death,” or those whom he
believed to be such, for he was filled with a
flaming zeal for the cause of Christ, as that cause
presented itself to his mind. But he never forgot
his prudence or what he knew of the actual condi-
tion of the country. So we find him taking into
his service the " sons of kings" and their warriors
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to protect him in dangerous places, and even son:
times paying Pagan judges, in order that they shou
not in their decisions lean hardly against his infa
Churches. Addressing one of these Churches
tells them frankly that on their behalf, and in that
way, he had paid the value of eighteen men. This
was bribing, doubt, and whether right or wronl
is aquestion | would leave to the casuists, but fclto
thefact that | seem to see here the little rift within
the lute, which in the end destroyed the music of
Irish Christianity, alack of straightforward, bold,
and honest dealing, which afterwards became a
notorious vice, so that many of our great saints
were also great liars, and fell under the just scorn
and contempt of those who had no religion at all
but simply preserved the old instinctive Pagan
abhorrence of falsehood and double-dealing.



CHAPTERX.
THE SOLITARIES.

PATRICK was no recluse. He lived and moved
about familiarly in that half-Pagan, half-Christian
Irish world, forming all manner of persona rela-
tionswith the kings, the great men, and the people.
But when he died Irish Christianity took a new
form. Now monasteries began to abound, and all
the most fervent young Chiistian men despised
that Irishworld, secluded themselves from it, lived
in solitude, and devoted themselves entirely to re-
ligious thoughts and practices. A young Christr'an
enthusiast would go off by himself, build a little
wicker-house beside a running stream, cultivate a
little patch of land there, live upon its produce,
and devote himself altogether to bodily labour
and to religion. He drank water from the stream
which also supplied him with cresses to eat with
his oat-cake or coarse barley-bread. Sometime,
like the holy Ere, one of Patrick's pupilswho lived
by the Boyne, he kept a flock of geese, and found
half a goose-egg sufficient food for twenty-four
hours. Hewould lie long hours in the cold water
to cool his heated imagination and bring down his
bodily desires. Beside his dwelling-house he built

47
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another little thatched cage as an oratory. Hem
he set up his altar and lit his candles; here hu
used to pray and ring his little bell while had
prayed. These recluses attached some mysteriou
meaning to the sound of the bell. As the Pagath
kings or warriors passed by at night they saw the
gleaming ,of the candles, heard the mysterious
ringing of the bell, and the voice of the lonely
monk raised in prayer or swelling with passionate
notes as he sang his hymns and canticles. Then
they muttered their own spells and incantations
and rode swiftly away. They believed that these
men were Druids and enchanters of a new and
more powerful order. The Druids whom they
knew were worldly men, proud and arrogant,
loving feasts and assemblies, and ail manner of
good things and fine clothes, and the awe and
respect of the people. But these new Druids,
dressed in a single coarse garment, who shaved
off their hair, and so made themselves ugly, who
drank only water, and ate only goose-eggs and
water-cresses and coarse bread, and shrank from
the gaze of the world, had already achieved what
to the simple Pagan mind was a great miracle, the
conquest of all natural desires. So they believed
easily that these strange recluses could exert su-
pernatural powers, that their blessing would mean
prosperity to those whom they blessed, and their
cursing bring about awful consequences not to be
described. By degrees then the recluses, although
they did not look at all for that result, began to
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ercise a great power over the minds of the

nple kings, and as the reputation of the Druids

id the respect of the people for Jieir rites, spells,

id magical arts grew less and less, so the influ-

xe of the recluses and the fear of them grew
more and more.

In the meantime the poor reclus thinking no-
thing of these things, thinking only of his immortal
soul, of his God, and of his Saviour, pursued his own
way in his solitude. He often made friends with
thewild animals of the forest and converted them
into domestic pets. Ciaran of Saighar so tamed a
fox, awolf, awild boar, and a badger. He used to
call them his monks and himself the abbot of that
little monastery. Once the fox committed a theft,
Ciaran put him under a penance and the fox
submitted to it as if he understood. They wire
fond of birds too and tamed them. It istold of
Kevin of Glendalough that a blackbird laid her
eggs in his hand and hatched her young brood
there, which of course is only an exaggerated way
of saying that he had blackbird pets.

Then when the holiness of the recluse began to
be spoken about and when visitors became aware
of his piety and goodness, another young Christian
enthusiast would come and build his wicker house
near to that of the reclusu and become his pupil
and servant. Then therewould come another and
again athird, and so on until the original recluse
became the head and Abbot of alittle monastery
about which the cultivated patches grew more

U
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frequent. Then the Abbot would feel the necessw
of sending out a little monastic colony and
neighbouring king with the consent of his chi
tains would grant him a piece of land for the
purpose. So things went on until the recluse
his successor became the head of a large monast
fraternity ana a considerable power in that regiom
and the kings in self-defence or to secure the
various political ends were obliged to cultivate the
friendship of the Abbot, or Comarb, which was the
Irish word. Thus all over Ireland many mere
monks whose minds were set seriously only on
religious thoughts, 'ound themselves unexpectedly
agreat power in the land. So they were drawn
into politics and great worldly controversies and
their conduct in that new and strange sphere was
far from wise and indeed brought about for Ireland
a great calamity, the first and greatest of all her
national calamities. The Comarbs became great
politicians and by no means prospered in that
calling, for which, owing to their manner of life, they
were unsuited in an eminent degree. They forgot
the divine saying " my kingdom is not of this
world," and forgot also the vulgar proverb which
recommends the shoemaker to stick to his last.



CHAPTER XI.
THE OVERTHROW OF TARA.

IN the dim twilight of the beginning of Irish
history, one of the first things that we sec clearly
is the green hill of Tara crowned with many
buildings of wicker work, or jointed timber, with
brightly painted gleaming walls under their thatch
of straw or rushes, and one of the first things that
we understand is the peculiar and great meaning
of that classic hill beside the darkly-flowing waters
of the Boyne. From of old it was a sacred hill,
endeared to thewild and warlike nations of Ireland
by very ancient and sacred associations, the key to
which it is now difficult to find. Famous kings
and warriors, bards and druids, were buried there,
although it was not one of the great cemeteries ;
famous women, too, amongst them Tea, wife of
great Heremon son of Milesius. Here, no doubt,
were temples of the gods. Here, on May-day was
kindled the sacred fire from which all hearths were
lit. Here were great hahs as splendid with col-
oured drapery, bright bronze and pillars of carved
red-yew as men could make them, halls in which
thekings of Tara feasted their sub-kings. Thronged
assemblies of all the notables were held here, rude

51
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Parliaments of the kings and their free-born ki |
men, and of bards, historians, and druids. Evas
Autumn, as Hallow Eve came round, a vast It
was held here for many diverse purposes, for this
making of new laws, and the correction of old, that
recitations of poems, for barter and exchange toc
and also for games, horseraces, chariot-races, foot
races, and many forms of contest, while the atmo
sphere of religion hallowed all the place. To draw
aweapon in anger here was death. No fine or
eric was accepted for that wrong.

By degrees the king of Tara came to be regarded
asthe high King of Ireland, theking over all others;
and then the notion began to prevail that all other
kings should not only respect, but obey the lord of
the sacred, hill.  No one was regarded as high king
who was not king of Tara, and whoever was king
of Tara, was regarded as high King of Ireland.
The little wars became great wars, and the great
wars revolved round T'ara. In the reigns of Conn
of the Hundred Battles, of hisson Art the Solitary,
and of his grandson, Cormac the Magnificent,
these notions grew and prevailed in the minds
of the people. Tara made another great step
forward when, in the reign of Cormac's son, the
powerful and warlike fraternity of the Fians was
challenged, conquered,’ and exterminated by the
king of Tara. In the great battle of Gabra
Cormac's son Cairbre of the Liffey overthrew the
Fians utterly. Not long afterwards Tara gained
again by the overthrow of the Red Branch and the
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irning and desolation of its northern

a ivtacha. Finally when Nial and Dathi

m i ¢ r kings of Tara were leading forth the
warlike youth of Ireland for the conquest and
plunder of the Roman Empire, the fact that they
held such high military commands, often for a
long time, caused the kings of the sa :red mount to
become more and more powerful at home. Finally,
when the Christian revolution broke the power of
the Druids, the immediate effect was to release the
Kings of Ireland, that is to say the Kings of Tara,
from a rival authority which must have greatly
shackled and hampered their as rulers of men.
In Tara the Ard-Ri ruled now without the Ard-
Druid. So, not long after the Christian revolution
we perceive in Ireland acertain condition of things
which proves that the High King had become very
powerful indeed, and that Ireland was fast grow-
ing to be anation. In primitive countries divided
amongst man)/ small nations and their kings and
in which there was much war, all wrongs and crimes
could be atoned for by payments. The injurcr
secured pardon and peace by paying to theinjured
person gold or slaves, or rich garments, cattle,
or weapons, or, as in the days of Homer and his
heroes, even brazen pots, tripods as Homer poeti-
cally calls them. During the stormy times of the
Heptarchy, when the wise and valiant Saxons, little
suspecting that that would be the issue of their
fightings, were engaged in the creation of their
own monarchy but had not yet succeeded, the same
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laws or customs prevailed in Saxon

not a foolish usage at all, but a very .

prevented blood feuds, prevented f a m i ¢
tribes from exterminating each other by pursuing
private vengeance to the bitter end. Now a real
king governing a whole people would not suffer
such atoneme it to be made for crime. ~ He would
not consider a murder justly atoned for by the
payment of cows or swords. As supreme king
he would regard all crime as an insult and wrong
to himself and to the majesty of his office. All
over Europe when the kings of the nations came
up ascending grandly in their strength and glory
and power, out of the storms and tempests of
fraternal wars, they put down the system of the
Eric, or wehrgeld as the Saxons called it, and them-
selves sternly punished transgressors. But kings
had to be very strong indeed before they could
ao this. Now in Ireland after the Christian re-
volution and before the Comarbs of the monasteries
became powerful, while they were yet true solitaries,
we find crime, no rratter where committed, pun-
ished by the King of Ireland and those private
atonements of crime by the payment of cattle and
precious things put down. Crime as an offence
against the King's peace and the King's Magjesty,
was punished by him and could not be atoned for
otherwise without his distinct permission. This
proves that the King of Ireland, that is to say the
King of Tara, was now not amere taker of tribute,
but atrue king and ruler. The fact is most re-
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markable and interesting because at this time over
the rest of the north of Europe erics and wehrgelds
were universally accepted as atonements for wrong
and crime.

In the seventh century there ruled in Tara a
most excellent king descended straight from
Nial of the Nine Hostages. His name was
Diarmid or Dermitius. He, like his predecessors,
would not permit eric to be paid for crime, but
himself punished the criminal.

A glance at the map of Ireland will show the
counties divided into small parts each with its
own name. These sub-divisions of the counties
are the baronies. They represent the kingdoms of
the innumerable ancient kings. Each of these
kings had a fortified palace surrounded by
palisaded ramparts and ditchesfilled* with water,
and when a king had a good many of these kings
under him, of course his palace was much bigger,
and still more* strongly fortified, with large
ramparts and deep fosses. So all Ireland was
dotted over with the strong places of these small
kings, and consequently, relying on these great
strengths, the small kings and their over kings
often stood' stiffly on their rights against the
King of Ireland and defied his officers and lieu-
tenants. Seeing this King Diarmid formed a
wise and great design.’” He determined to compel
these kings to pull down their fortifications which
were so many checks and barriers to the free
passage of his justice through the realm.
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In the history of all Europe we find that as
soon as the kings of the nations emerged, each
of them almost in exact proportion to his strength
and power, compelled his great nobles, that is to
say his sub-kings, for such they really were, to
dismantle their fortifications and allow hisjustice
to pass into their palaces as freely as into the
cabins of the poor. But a great many centuries
passed before the kings of Europe were strong
enough to make their Earls, Dukes, and Barons,
pull down their fortifications. Several of the
Plantagenet kings of England were not strong
enough for that feat. Indeed, generally the
European kings were unable to dismantle the
fortifications of their nobles, until the cities, grow-
ing rich, populous and powerful, came to their
assistance.

Vet in the seventh century the king of Ireland
King Diarmid, made the attempt in a very serious
and resolute manner, aitd would have succeeded
too but for strong opposition proceeding from a
very unexpected and unlikely quarter. In one
of his parliaments held at Tara he procured the
enactment of a law empowering him to make
this change. It was of course violently resisted
oy the more powerful of the sub-kings, but the
smaller kings and the people in general saw
that the law was good. In fine the law was
made in that parliament, and King Diarmid
proceeded to execute it.

There was at the time in Connaught a king.



THE OVERTHROW OF TARA. 57

who held many small kings there under his author-
ity. Hewas avery good king in his way and the
most generous and munificent Iris! king of whom
there is any record, and the most hospitable man
who ever appeared in Ireland. His name was
Guaire.  When the king's officer came to Guaire's
palace and bade him take down his ramparts
and fortifications that the High King's spear,
emblem of Ard-Regal power and justice, might
pass freely in, Guaire not only refused but killed
the officer. So Guaire in spite of the law made
at Tara, though it was the height of justice and
vitally important for the making of the Irish
nation, went into rebellion against the King of
Ireland in defence of his fortifications. Then
King Diarmid summoned his warriors, nor did
he delay to collect a great host, but with his
own men marched westward and crossed the
Shannon into Connaught. Many Connaugh!
chieftains joined him, seeing that his cause was
good. So the King of Ireland conquered Guaire
and expelled him from his kingdom., That
victory gave Diarmid's law great authority and
far and wide the kings began to pull down their
fortifications that the High King's spear, Ireland's
spear, might pass freely through and into the
inmost recesses of their palaces.

Guaird was now an outlaw. But he might
return at any moment, and being extremely
popular owing to his limitless hospitality and also
very warlike, might raise fresh disturbances in
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Connaught, Diarmid was naturally anxious to
secure the person of the bold mutineer. Guar<b
fled first into Manster. There one of those holy
recluses gavie him shelter and sanctuary. For
the recluses had become so much respected and
feared that most men hesitated about invading
their sanctuaries, even to pluck thence abandoned
criminals. But Diarmid, pursuing a great policy
of State, would not let superstitious fears stand
in his way. He insisted on the surrender of
Guaire "1 am but a poor weak solitary," said
the recluse to Guaire, " go to Ruadan of Lorrha.
He is famous and powerful and moreover a very
hard, stiff, stubborn and determined man, he will
hold you even against the King of Ireland."
GuanS went to Ruadan of Lorrha. Neither
would Diarmid tolerate in the great Ruadan of
Lorrha the right to defy his authority and with-
hold against him an insurgent vassal. Then
Guaire fled to Britain,"” But Diarmid had State-
relations with the Princes of Wales, and even
there Guaire could find no protection against
the long arms of the King of Ireland. Guarf
returned to Ruadan who again gave him sanct-
uary. King Diarmid again denied the right of
Ruadan of Lorrha or of any Comarb or Solitary
to shield an insurgent vassal, and openly in the
face of all Ireland plucked Guair6 out of Ruadan's
hands, and led him in fetters to Tara as a State
prisoner.

This Ruadan of Lorrha was no doubt in hisown
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sphere a pious and holy person, but of Ireland's
secular wants and necessities he knew nothing and
probably cared nothing. Al that he saw was that
his sanctuary was profaned, and that Jiis right to
shelter criminals, fugitives and distressed persons in
general, was trampled under foot by a tyrant king.
He was a strong, bold, stern and implacable sort
of man, and in his wrath determined to bring even
the King of Ireland to his knees, and to vindicate
his own right to give sanctuary to whom he pleased.
He went to Brendan of Birr, another famous
Comarb, to Molaise in the islands of the West, to
Kevin at Glendalough, to the young Columba now
commencing his famous career? In short he drew
all the Comarbs great and small, famous or not so
famous, into his league. In fact, this bold and
determined ecclesiastic found means to league the
Church of Ireland against the King of Ireland in
defence of that right of sanctuary which no wise
king would ever permit and no wise subject ever
demand. As allies and abettors, the Comarbs had
of course all the great sub-kings and all the
persons, who from one cause or another were dis-
contented and mutinous, and who, with or without
good reason, disliked the growing authority of
Tara's King. As the spokesmen of a great multi-
tude of mutineers, the Saints demanded the
restoration of Guare' to Ruadan of Lorrha, and
aso for the Comarbs of monasteries a general
right of sanctuary. In reply, Diarmid made a
very noble, kingly, and even prophetic speech.
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He explained to them the justice of his cause. He
showed them how necessary to Ireland was supreme
royal authority,and how that could not co-exist
with an irresponsible and capriciously exercised
right of sanctuary. He predicted the great evils,
the wars, the anarchy, the shedding of fraternal
blood, which would succeed the destruction of the
Kingof Ireland's power. He prophesied, and truly,
the invasion of their own rights and lands by the
sub-kings when there should be no supreme king
to control them. He said many wise and kingly
words to them, but all in vain. The Saints would
have Guaire out of, his hands, and aso unlimited
right of sanctuary. Diarmid refused. The Saints
fasted against him, a practise which was supposed
to have great efficacy, they rang their bells against
him, they prayed against him and cursed him.
His friends fell away, all the poor ignorant people
regarded him as lost. But Diarmid still trusted in
his soldiers, and especially in hisguards, a standing
army of trained men called "the Twelve Pillars of
Tara." But the Sairts fasted against the army too,
rang their -bells against them and cursed them, and
the army too fell away. Ruadan of Lorrha
regarding, and rightly, the sacred famous and
classic hill of Tara as the source of that regal
authority which he desired to destroy, went round
the hill ringing his bei, cursing it and cursing
every King of Ireland who should ever afterwards
dare to dwell there. King Diarmid having no
recourse left sadly submitted and surrendered to
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the Saints. The Irish monarchy was broken;
Tara overthrown by the Saints.

" The harp that once in Tara's halls,
The soul of music shed,
Now hangs as mute on Taras walls
Asif that soul werefled."

Every one knows these lines, but every one does
not know who tore the strings of that harp and
stilled the noble music. Every one knows that
Tara is desolate, but few by whom, why, when,
and how that desolation was accomplished. The
feat performed by Ruadan and " The Twelve
Apostles of Ireland," was much celebrated by the
monks. How different it looks to-day !

But King- Diarmid had not yet suffered all that
he was destined to endure from the Saints. One
year with a sorely diminished and fading authority
he was presiding according to his duty, over tile
great annual fair of Taikeen. It was somewhat
like the annual convention of Tara, only more con-
cerned with horse-races and all manner of contests
and amusements. The King and his men kept
the fair. It was death to draw a weapon there
or even to injure anyone going to or coming from
the fair.  On this occasion an irascible young man
drew his weapon and killed another. He fled for
refuge to the celebrated Culumba. Columbathought
that his own sacred person was as good as any
monastery, that wherever he chose to stand, it was
Sanctuary and aholy place. But the Kingthought
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not and caused the young man to suffer the usual
and righteous penalty for homicide committed in
the midst of the great peaceful assembly of the
men and women of Ireland. Columba vowed
vengeance and withdrew.

Again, Columba had a controversy with another
Saint about the ownership of a book. The two
disputants referred the case to the decision of the
King Diarmid, who made a perfectly just award
against Columba.

Columba, though a saint, was still a young man,
very proud, passionate, and arrogant. He was
also very high born,, and had the strongest kings
of Ulster for his kinsmen. These now he stirred
up in rebellion, and as the monarchy was already
half broken by Ruadan of Lorrha and his " twelve
apostles " they succeeded in beating him.

After this Columba had the grace to be sorry
for his bad passions, and the ruin which he had
inflicted on his native land. He sailed away to
Scotland, where he became the apostle of the Scots
and Picts, the founder of the famous monastery
of lona, and grew to be a very great name indeed.

When Diarmid, after all these events, was
murdered by a bad chief called Hugh Duff, or
Black Hugh, Columba cursed Hugh Duff. All
these saints, | observe, were awful at cursing,
cursed on small occasions as well as great. If a
man looked crooked at them they cursed him.

With Diarmid the history of the Irish Monarchy
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loses its interest.  Since the day that Ruadan and
his twelve apostles went round Tara cursing it and
ringing their bells, no king after Diarmid had the
pluck to live there and the monarchy disjoined
from Tara swiftly decayed. But the monasteries ;
the monasteries sprang up almost everywhere, and
indeed, it is a cause of amazement Aow the poor
country was able to support such crowds tff monks
as flourished in these centuries, the seventh, the
ieighth, and the ninth. Vast numbers of students,
Irish and foreign, congregated to the more famous
of these monasteries, such as Bangor, Clonard, and
Clonmacnoise. They came from all parts at-
tracted by their fame. Many Saxon boys and
young men, sons of the Saxon nobles, came and
were very hospitably entertained. The monks
charged them nothing for tuition or maintenance,
and even gave them freely the necessary books.
So says the venerable Bede, which was true, no
doubt, in many instances, bat it is incredible that
the Saxon kings and nobles did not send rich
presents to such hospitable sets of learning.  The
buildings being all of timber—even the 'churches
were of timber—have of course long since dis
appeared. On the site of the most famous monas-
teries where there were at one time as many as
three thousand students, the visitor will now find
only the remains of one or «wo little stone churches
and perhaps the pediment of a round tower, and
these built long after the glory of the monastic
period had passed away. Each student reared for
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tiimself a little wicker shealing, ramming moss
between the twigs and staunching all with clay.
He set up his roof tree and thatched the roof.
The son of-the king of Northumberland lived in
such a little wicker hut while he abode here
searching for wisdom, which one hopes he found.
He learned at all events how to rrtake pretty
poems i,'i the Gaelic tongue, one of which may
still be read. The students were taught the
Scriptures with, no doubt, a copious monastic in-
terpretation, were taught to read Latin authors
and Greek. The Irish monasteries at this date
excelled too in penmanship, so that skilful scribes
and illuminators 05 manuscripts were held in very
high honour. The Book of Kells which visitors
may see to-day in Trinity College, Dublin, was
their most wonderful work in this sphere of in-
dustry, and is certainly an appalling monument of
inisdirected labour and too ingenious toil. The
monks too, like Dunstan of Glastonbury, worked
in metals and with great skill. We are not told
that like him they, ever took the devil by the
nose with* their tongs,'but this labour like others
helped to banish evil thoughts, which, of course, is
the meaning of that quaint old Saxon story.
Where there were so many eager and ardent minds
at work, new thoughts on many subjects were
likely to be struck out. Even in astronomy the
Irish made good guesses. | have myself seen an
old Irish manuscript in which it is maintained by
the writer, who gives sound reasons too, that the
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sun is bigger than the earth. Again, the Irishman
Vergil, when he appeared on the Continent,
strongly asseverated that the world was round and
had inhabitants on the other side. This bold
asseveration seems to have caused a great scandal
in Europe.

Great numbers of Irish missionaries and scholars
now began to appear in different parts of the Con-
tinent. The name of Ireland became very celebrated
for learning and religion, and thepcrfcrvidicm ingen-
ium Scotormn, the very fervent genius of the Irish,
began to pass into current literature as a phrase.
Meantime, there was not so much war in Ireland as
one might have expected, sceirtg how it was all
divided into little kingdoms with no master hand
presiding over the whole. The Comarbs of the
monasteries laboured incessantly to secure peace,
and to a great extent succeeded. There was a
considerable population and considerable wealth!
The monasteries on their Aide became extremely
rich, and very well worth plundering. No one
however, in Ireland, as yet dared to raise a hand
against a monastery. The Comarbs sat at the
right hand of kings in all assemblies. Their
termons or monastic lands stretched far and wide.
Their power, secular as well as religious, was very
great. Each haughty Comarb was invested with
something of the supernatural attributes of the
founder of the monastery, and as for those
founders, they became as gods in the eyes of the

people, and quiteas terrible as were Lu Lam-fada,
E
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the Mor-Reega, and the Dagda in the time of the

Druids. Thus the founders, Ciaran, Kevin, Col-

umba, Bridget; and many others, descended visibly

into the bittles of men, and gave or withheld

victory. They were the Tuatha De Danan of a

new and astonishing time when Irish Christianity

became only a degraded form of Paganism with

saints for its gods. The Comarbs seemed to have
it all their own way—not a dog barked against

them. But the avenger was coming, nevertheless,

as though some just and terrible power had

whistled for him, as long ago, according to the
prophet, God whistled for the Medes. Far away

in cold northern lands a nation was being prepared,

which in due time would shake terribly, plunder

and ransack, and turn upside down this monastic
Ireland ; and her god-Saints, whom she worshipped,

would not be able to save her. The children of

Woden, the Ragnars and Olafs, the lvars and .
Harolds, were coming; and there was a black day

ahead for the poor monks and for the people of

Ireland.

The people of Ireland were, in the meantime,
only half-Christians, even outwardly. The mona-
steries, meant for recluses and students, did not
teach the people. There were no men who went
about amongst the people teaching them the law
of Christ and his words, preaching to them and
instructing them. Y et the people were not without
instructors. There were men who went about dili-
gently instructing them, but they were not monks
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or clergymen, they were bards. These men, with
the ancient songs and stories, kept alive all the old
traditions of Pagan heroism, kept alive the remem-
brance and the practice of the grand bid Pagan
virtues of simple truth, courage, hospitality, mag-
nanimity, and of heroic friendship an,d affection.
They did more than this, they pointed the finger
of ridicule at the Comarbs, and at the whole bell-
ringing fraternity, and the people laughed; the
finger of scorn at their physical weakness and their
fastings, their double-dealing, their quibblings and
general untruthfulness and unreliableness, and the
people despised them while they,'eared. Through
all the long period of the domination of the mona-
steries the bards kept alive the old secular spirit,
and taught the people to look at things and men
with their natural eyes and not through the stainetf
glasses of the monks. We have still a great deal
of this anti-monastic bardic literature ; very curious
reading it is, and excites nfany reflections. We
have also the literature which the monks them-
selves wrote, chiefly the Lives of the founders of
monasteries, and they fully justify that fierce on-
slaught of the bards and their clinging to the old
Pagan traditions of the land. These Lives of the
Saints are hardly religious at all. They are written
seemingly with the object of proving that the
Siaintswereterrible Druids, who could work miracles
whenever they pleased, strike men dead at a word,
raise up nations to power or cast them down into
Infamy and ruin. The innumerable stories in
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which they celebrate the power and glory of their
Saints, though often clever, show that monastic in-
tellect, in spite of all its reading of old books pro-
duced in other times and lands, was subsiding into
dotage. The Saints themselves were no doubt
superior men, but the monastic system, which they
established in the long run, perverted the under-
standing of men who lived under it. Here are
some examples : " A thief stole Patrick's goat. He
denied the theft, Patrick made the sign of the cross,
and the goat bleated from the thief's stomach.”
" Patrick and his followers were in danger from
their enemies. He turned himself and them into
deer, the youngest, Benignus, into a fawn, so they
escaped. The fawn had a book-satchel on its
shoulder." " At Tara a Druid dropped poison
unawares into Patrick's cup of ale; Patrick signed
the cup with the cross. The ale became ice. He
turned the cup upside down, the poison dropped
on the table. He crossed it again ; the ale became
liquid and he drank it off." Probably with a
smile. .,

The great western Saint, Molaise, sailing from!
Rome met aleper on the high seas.  The leper was
sailing along joyfully on a big sfone. " Change
places" said Molaise. The leper changed places'
and Molaise sailed on that stone till he came to
Arran. Whoever doubts this can go to Arran and
see the stone.

The bards said that the monks did not speak’
the truth. The Lives of the Saints support theE
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charge. We are told that though Adamnan would
not himself lie he kept a monk Jo lie for him.
Ruadan of Lorrha equivocated to his king.
Moling, the great Saint of Lcinster, quibbled and
gained his point by ambiguous words.. No, simple
truth, honesty and plain dealing—the’ virtue that
lies at the root of the happiness and greatness of a
nation—was neither admired nor taught by the
monks. It was taught, in season and out of season,
perpetually, insistently, by the bards. Their heroes
did not quibble or equivocate or keep men to lie
for them.

The Comarbs and their monks, were converting
heaven and hell into a laughing-stock. With them
it was not even Peter who kept the keys of heaven.
It was their Saints. The Saints, the founders of the
monasteries, kept the gates both of heaven and heli,
and sent men indifferently to one or the other, not.
according to their deserts, but according as they
had treated themselves, the Saints, or their
monasteries well or ill. It was not Christ who
would judge the men of Ireland at the Just day.
It was the Saints. And they would judge them
with a very strict eye to the manner in which they
might have behaved to their Comarbs and monas-
teries. A man who did a servile office to a Saint
was sure of heaven. The great Columba gave
heaven to the King of Ossory, because the king on
a certain occasion pulled off his boots. Adamnan
threatened to send Finnachta, King of Ireland, to
hell if he did not at once rise from the chess-table
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and come to him. Finnachta came. Though we
hear a great deal of the wisdom and learning of
the monasteries, and learned no doubt the monks
were in the literature of other nations, Greek,
Roman, and Hebrew, they did not themselves
produce a single good book. Their only literary
achievement of an original character was the
Lives of the Saints, lives which no one can now
read without a pitying smile. Collectively their
greatest feat was the destruction of the Irish
monarchy.

Such was Ireland when the Ragnars and Harolds,
men with truth In their hearts and strength in
the hands, the fierce, merciless, and destroying
children of Thor and Woden, first cast their eyes
upon Ireland and noted the vast wealth laid up in
her monasteries. They did not fear that the Saints
could send them to hell.



GAPTER XI 1.
THE OOM NG CF THE NCRTHVEN

AT the cdose of the eighth century wefindin the
Annals one appalling entry, Vastatio omnium
insulanmi. " The devastation of all the islands."
What did that mean? It meant that the children
of Thor and Woden had arrived in Irish waters,
that they were slaying the monks, burning the
monasteries, and bringing away into the north
land all the vast treasures accumulated in the holy
idands. The strongest king in Ireland and Gr;at
Britain would rather die than touch those treasures.
The Norseman bundled them into his leathern
plunder bags with a glow of satisfaction, and with-
out any quams. He did not fear the Saints. In
fact the Saints could not hurt him at all, and the
poor monks had placed all their rdiance* upon the
Saints. The sacred bells were melted into brooches
or swords, the dtars stripped of their beautiful
candlesticks, their cups and goblets and jewels of
great price. The beautiful books, such triumphs
of caligraphy and illuminating skill! books really
beautifully written and adorned with bright pictures
of the Apostles and evangdists were burned or
"drowned"; the monks, and even the poor harmless
71
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anchorites and water-cress recluses, were slaughtered.
So were the nuns; but the young nuns who were
still teachable, and the boys and girls on the
termons or 'monastic estates, were carried away
into captivity and sold as daves in the market
places of Dronthcim and other northern, towns.

The monks of Ireland were confounded. They
did not understand how those potent Saints of the
islands, Columba, Molaise, and the rest of those
potent insular divinities, did not come to the salva-
tion of their shrines. Columba ought to have been
a match for whole hosts of Pagans, yet lona had
been plundered. They began to fear that their
own Saints would not be able to protect them.
Now unceasingly from hundreds of monasteries
rose to heaven the mournful litany, "A furore
Northmannorum libera nos Domini* " From the
fury of the Northmen save us, O Lord." They
prayed to the living God now, but it was too
late.

Then the storm fell upon Ireland. The monas-
teries had broken the monarchy. They had now
no King ot Ireland to protect them. They had no
one to protect them. The protection of the Saints
was found to be worth nothing just at the time
when it was piost required. The hundred or two
hundred small kings could not combine to save
the country even if they were inclined. Moreover,
many of them were only too glad to strike a
league with the Northmen and plunder the rich
monasteries on their own account, the spell having
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been broken. The monks had achieved the deso-
lation of Tara, and now the desolation of the
monasteries at the hands of the furious and im-
placable Pagans succeeded as the consegquence and
punishment of that great treason. These earlier
Norsemen appear to have been religious enthu-
siasts even more than plunderers. Their object
in coming to Ireland seems to have been as much
the destruction of Christianity as any carnal
hankering after treasure which there was no one
to defend. When they found some famous shrine
which, by its celebrity, was calculated to impress
the simple minds of the people; they set up
there the statues of their own gods, and on the
high altar placed a Norse priestess to deliver
answers and oracles after the manner of the witch-
women of the north. That half-Pagan Ireland
which the monastic Irish Christians had left un.
taught now rose and joined them. The bardic
class generally welcomed them. The Norseman
had the power of the sea, could permit or stop
trade, and so in a wonderfully short time he had
Ireland under his control. Ireland, whose very
Christianity was half-Pagan, either rose to welcome
or did not earnestly withstand those whole-hearted
Pagans, the valiant, upright, truth-speaking pirates
of the Baltic.

At first the Norsemen came in many fleets, each
under its own viking. Then one strong viking
came and took the command of them all, con-
quered Ireland generally, and was acknowledged
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as their high king by all the kings of Ireland. He
was probably the famous Ragnar Lodbrog. The
Irish called him Thorgils, or Servant of Thor, and
the monks, Shuddering as they wrote the dread
name, Latinized it as Turgesius. Ota, the wife of
Turgesius, sat on the high altar of the great church
at Clonmacnoise on the Shannon and there pro-
phesied. Nothing could show more clearly that
the Saint-worship of the Irish was sheer idolatry,
the worship of empty names, for under that high
altar lay the remains of the Saint who was thought
to be one of the most powerful in all Ireland,
Ciaran, son of the carpenter. Over the remains of
Patrick, in Armagh, another priestess from the
Baltic sat too, and prophesied to the people. The
old order was broken, and men's minds began to
entertain new thoughts.

There was yet another form of Irish superstition
which in one day the Norsemen dissipated. All
the treasures held by " the dead hand" were not
held by the dead hands of the Comarbs. The dead
gods and heroes held much of it. When the
Norseman had plundered all the monasteries
within his reach, he reaped a secondgold harvest
by an assault upon the ancient tombs. Here were
treasures which even the Christian revolution and
the spiritual dominations of the Comarbs had suf-
fered to remain untouched. Ireland, always half-
Pagan, so reverenced and feared the tombs of the
mighty Pagan dead, that no one before the Norse-
man dared touch those buried treasures. He,
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cheerful, careless wight, digged his way into the
big tombs and pleasantly appropriated all the gold
and silver arms and armour discoverable there,
leaving almost nothing for the researches of the
Royal Irish Academy save stones inscribed with
Oghams onsecret writings, found in large numbers :
now the theme of much learned disquisition.



CHAPTER XIII.
THE NORSEMEN.

THESE northern pirates were bloody men ; but
with their great barbaric strength they had great
barbaric virtues. They were not so unlike those
elder Irish heroes who broke the Roman Empire,
and whose memory was still preserved by the
Irish bards. Their courage and hardihood have
never been equalled. They had no fear of death,
if death did not find them lying ingloriously in
straw. Every viking longed to die in battle and
go to Valhallato Odin. To go to Odin, that was
their most ardent desire.

Now why did they long so much to go to Odin ?
Nearly everyone will answer at once " because
they believed that they would feast there for ever,
singing their war-songs and drinking mead out of
the skulls of their enemies” That is not so. The
Norse religion was far deeper and nobler than this.

In the beginning of the world, they said, Odin
and Thor and the rest of the gods had conquered
a huge brute giant of the dark elder times, and out
of his body built up the beautiful world, making
the green earth and the sea the sky and the sun,
moon, and stars. That giant was primeval chaos.

76
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Other brute powers, too, they congquered and put
to divine usss. But the brute powers, though
conquered, were immortal. The gods could only
tread them down into hell and chain them there.
Under all the beautiful world these powers lay
chained and struggling. One day they will
break loose again. Of these powers the most
terrible was the wolf, Fenris, now changed before
the cave of Knipha. At the end of the world,
Fenris will break his chains and rush forth to
rend the earth and sky. In that great day there
will be terrors and portents. From his rainbow-
bridge, spanning the gulf between Valhalla and
hell, the blind god Heimdall will blow the
trump of doom announcing the end of things, and
the uprising of all hell. The red cock upon the
roof of Valhala will sound his shrill clarion
heard through the universe. I|k-fore the cave of
Knipha, the wolf Fenris will bay terribly; he
will rend hischains and rush forth. Then Odin,
armed for battle, will pass out from Valhalla to
fight the wolf, but not alone, or attended by gods
only. His children slain in battle,brave men
chosen by his valkyrie, the immortal maidens the
choosers, all the heroes of the north will go forth
with him to assist him in that great day. There-
fore the Norseman longed inexpressibly to go to
Valhalla to Odin, not in order that he might feast
there for ever, and take his esse, but in order
that he might help Odin against the wolf. " Let
us praise famous men and our fathers who begat
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us" ; and who in all history are more famous than
our Norse ancestors? We, the Irish, are largely
descended from these men. Their blood runs in
our veins. Within our souls the heroic soul of
the north mysteriously lives and works for ever.
Many of our best thoughts and braver purposes
are derived in obscure ways from those fierce
Baltic pirates. It is not right or wise that now,
when we know what kind of men they were, essen-
tially, how truthful, how courageous, how daring,
how glorious, and powerful in their day over all the
North of Europe, we, their children, should for ever
keep echoing like dead walls the lamentations and
curses of the monks." We are not descended from
the monks, who were celibates and left no pos
terity, but we are descended from the Northmen.
Moreover, the monks have bequeathed to us no
literature worthy the name, but the Northmen
have. The literature which they made, and in
which we see as in a glass the great features of
that manly brood of sailors and warriors, is inex-
pressibly nobler and better than that which was
made by the monks. Whoever reads both, as |
have done, will see at a glance that this is so.
What are "the Lives of the Saints'' compared
with the grand old northern Sagas and Eddas?
Nothing, and less than nothing, poor, grotesque,
absurd, and quite destitute of high ethical import.
Ireland, too, | say, asdistinguished from the monks,
rather welcomed than withstood the Norsemen.
The Irish thought that the Norsemen would make
better kings and captains that those who had ruled
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over them to thistime. Nor isthis very surprising,
for the Northmen brought with them from the
Baltic at least one grand virtue, without which
there is no ruling of men. | mea common
honesty and truth-speaking. The monks taught
many curious things to the princes and sons of
chieftains whom they educated, but they did not
teach them honest dealing, simplicity and truth
in speaking and in doing. The bards of Ireland
charged the monks with falsehood. The monks
themselves admit that the charge was just. Of
one of their most famous and powerful Saints,
Abbot of the great Monastery of lona, they them-
selves relate that, while too clever to lie himself, he
kept a man to lie for him.

Soon the Irish people became aware that though
the Northman was bloody and destructive, and
truly an awful and unconscionable robber, his
word was more to be relied on than the oath of
one of their own princes, though that oath was
taken over the tooth of Patrick, or the ankle-bone
of Ciaran. What the Northman said he would do,
he did. What he said he would not do' he did
not. His fair hair, blue eyes, and manly front and
stand seemed the outward signs and tokens of an
inner fairness of mind, of honesty and sincerity.
The Norse conquest of Ireland was the triumph of
truth over falsehood, of earnest and manly Paganism
over a debased and idolatrous Christianity, of men
alive and awake over men who were dead or
dreaming. Ireland was taught then a great lesson
and had to pay for it, and even to pay terribly.



CHAPTERXIV.
CHILDREN OK HARALD, REDDENEKS OK SPEARS.

T H E Norsemen, though rough and fierce in their
ways, were by no means savages. The Romans
when in the height of their power fought sea
battles with the Baltic pirates, and expressed great
admiration, not only for their skill and courage,
but for the excellence of their war-ships. In sea
fighting, in the building of ships, and in all manner
of other arts, both of peace and war, they had
been steadily improving. Their numbers, too, were
veYy great, which shows that when at home they
were a peaceable race. The great English poet,
John Milton, attributes*the descent of the northern
nations upon the Roman Empire to the fact that
they had not land enough in the north to support
their nurgbers.

" A multitude like which the populous north
Poured never from her frozen loins to pass
Rhene or the Danau, when her numerous sons
Poured like a deluge from North."

The outbreak of the Norsemen at the time which
| am describing was caused, too, by pressure of
population at home. There was a huge population
along the shores of Norway and the Baltic, and
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arts and industries of many kinds flourished there.
The Norsemen were skilful workers in metals, and
made very beautiful weapons and cups. They
built excellent wooden houses. Their vikings,
chieftains, and gentlemen were fond of splendid
raiment. A young, handsome Norseman, dressed
in his gala attire for an assembly, and bearing the
splendid weapons which they made in those lands,
was as beautiful a spectacle as Europe anywhere
produced at this time. Their long ships, or war-
ships, too, were exceedingly beautiful and of great
size. They had ships which carried near a thou-
sand men, and those ships clean and bright. The
Norse love of splendour sprang from their heroism ;
brave men will always love to go bravely. Our own
century is commercial more than martial; so we
dress as for a funeral, and even our men of war
sneak about in mufti. Like the Pagan Irish, they
were very much devoted, not only to religion, but
to history. They never forgot their ancestors and
the brave men of old. At festive assemblies, their
skalds or bards used to chant for them long hymns
and songs in praise of their fathers, and of these
songs they never tired. Like all noble races, they
knew their history well, and from it derived three-
fourths of their strength and power. The past was
alive and rea to them, filled with innumerable
great and beautiful figures of men and women,
who in their day had done well. A young Norse-
man, like a young Spartan, or a young Irishman
of those times, who had not quite given himself
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over as a prey to the Comarbs, could have passed
a stiff examination in history.

They brought into Ireland, too, much of the old
chivalrous spirit which the Irish themselves were
forgetting. When an army of Northmen landed
to plunder a territory, they often sent word round
that they had come, and that they would give the
people a fair chance of defending their country,
and time to bring an army together for that
purpose. They would name a place and time
for the battle, and would not plunder the country,
or molest the people, until the battle was fought
and won.

Many stories, showing their generosity and
amiability, are related. One of their vikings,
having plundered Meath, was driving down to
the sea an immense booty of cattle, which covered
the whole country side. His name was Olaf. lie
was the most beautiful youth in all the North of
Europe, and aso the most accomplished. When
his galley was going its fastest, he used to run
round it! on the moving oars, stepping from oar to
oa. He was a wonderful swimmer and diver,
could wrestle with, and drown any man in the
water.  Olaf now stopped somewhere on the banks
of the Boyne, to rest his huge herd of plundered
cattle. There an old man approached him. His
cattle had been taken by the Norsemen, and he
begged Olaf to restore them to him. " Gladly,"
said Olaf, "but we will have to start again in a
short time, and you have no prospect of collecting
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them out of this huge herd." " Indeed, O King,
| shall have no difficulty," answerecj the old man.
He called to him his dog, and said something to
him. The dog disappeared amidst the herd, and
presently reappeared, driving a horse before him.
He went in again, and came out witha billy goat
galloping in front of him; disappeared and re-
appeared again, driving forward a lively young
heifer. In avery short time he had collected all
the old man's animals.

The old man after that made Olaf a present of
the dog, and Olaf gave the old man a massy ring
of pure gold. The dog's name was Vick.

When the Irish people begin to love their history,
and pay proper attention toit, they will read a great
deal about the Norsemen, too, and cease to regard
them as mere destroyers. Remember that they
conquered many other countries besides Ireland,
and that from them sprang the Normans, and that
our Burkes, Butlers, Fitzgeralds, and scores of other
great Irish families draw their blood through the
French Normans from that valiant and famous old
race of men from the far north.

With these Norsemen, then, Ireland had a great
deal to do for three centuries—the eighth, the ninth
and the tenth. Truly, they gave the island a great
shaking up and rousing which were badly needed.
Then the Norsemen who settled in Ireland took
Irish wives, and by degrees became Christianized.
After the first fury of that northern storm had
spent itself, even the schools and monasteries began
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to revive, and Irish learning began to take a new
and morevigorousform. During this Norse period
many excellent scholars were produced in Ireland
and went over to the Continent, where they were
received with much honour, and did a great deal
there to keep the lamp of learning alight in those
dark ages. The most famous of these men was
Scotus Erigena, an eminent philosopher, who got
into trouble there owing to the independence and
newness of his opinions. He stood up for reason
and understanding as opposed to human authority
and custom, and valiantly defended the rights of
man against the secular and spiritual tyrants of the
Continent. The manly stubbornness and hardihood
which he showed with his pen were no doubt derived
from the great inflow of Norse valour into Ireland
before his time.

It must be remembered, too, that Ireland, from
the time of St Patrick, had nothing to do with the
church system of the Continent. The monasteries
and schools of Ireland were quite independent.
Indeed all the Irish scholars and missionaries who
appeared on the Continent were avery independent
race of men, and did a great deal to prevent the
intellect of Europe from falling into a complete
state of intellectual slavery to prevailing super-
stitions.

Scotus Erigena maintained that the bread and
wine of the Supper of our Lord were emblems, and
not the real body and blood of Christ. It is there-
fore not surprising that he should have had enemies,
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but the King of France, Charles the Bald, protected
him, and enabled him to say his say on this and a
thousand other questions in the face of all Europe.

When the Norse deluge subsided,a new and
brighter Ireland emerged. Now the dlender,
tapering, beautiful round towers rose in hundreds,
and beside them hundreds of exquisite little stone
churches. Commerce increased. At the" mouths
of the great rivers walled cities held much wealth
and industrious populations. The northern storm
greatly cleared and purified the atmosphere of
Ireland.



CHAPTER XV.
BRIAN BORU.

ABOUT the same time that Alfred the Great, King
of the West Saxons, flourished in England, there
appeared in Ireland a hero king whose career and
whose genius nearly resembled Alfred's. Alfred,
when a youth, was overborne by the Danes and
their English allies, and driven into wildernesses,
where he wandered as an outlaw, suffering much
hardship, but fixed and resolved in his mind not to
submit to the stranger, though the whole power of
the realm seemed his. Out of this weak and out-
lawed condition he emerged strong in mind, strong
in body, waged constant war upon his enemies,
conquered them, became King of England, and
such a king that he has been ever since a cause of
just pride to the English people.

About the same time Munster was, governed by
the Danes. Their capital was the strong walled
city of Limerick, a city rich and populous, full of
bold, intelligent, and industrious Norse traders and
their men. Their war-galleys, issuing from the
mouth of the Shannon, policed the seas of Munster,
and chased away pirates. They had camps and
military settlements all over the province. They

86
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had hired soldiers whom they quartered on the
people. Many of the chieftains and gentlemen of
the province were partizans of the Danes, and the
rest submitted to their rule. Not all, however.
There was one young man who, remembering that
his ancestors had been Kings of Munster, would
not make termswith the Danes at any price. He
thought that so disgraceful that he had rather die.
The Danish officers drove him out of his lands. He
took to the woods and mountains at the head of a
little band of outlaws, and thence waged implacable
war upon his foes, the foreigners, and their Irish
allies and supporters. The name of this young man
was Brian. At length his stubborn hardihood had
itsreward. Men began to talk of this brave youth
whom all Munster could not put down, who, from
his woods and mountain fastnesses, swept down
upon the rich plains under Danish government,
and returned laden with plunder, and driving
before him flocks and herds, who continued with
arapidity like lightning to deliver blow after blow
against the Government of the province. Where-
ever a bold and determined person appears, he
becomes a centre of attraction. The strong draw
towards him through sympathy, and the weak
through fear, and in order to shelter themselves
under his protection. Many men drew to this bold
young outlaw—escaped captives, debtors, everyone
who felt the pressure of the Norse tyranny, and
crowds of young, daring, and adventurous men of
all kinds. The outlaw grew stronger and stronger.
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At last he took the field openly at the head of a
regular army, with bright bannersflying, trumpets
sounding, cavalry, heavy infantry and light; and at
a placecalled Sulchoit, in Tipperary, met and over-
threw the army of Munster. In one day he broke
down the Danish power. He marched thence to
Limerick at the head of hiswarriors and stormed
the great fortress. Al Munster submitted to him.
The Norse war-fleets were now at his disposal and
subject to his command. The Norsemen with all
their various gifts and powers became his servants
and lieutenants, and thenceforward gave him loyal
services. The outlaw of the woods was now king
of a great province, and one of the three or four
most considerable men in all Ireland. But his
career was not ended ; it was only just begun.

The King of Lcinster and the Danes of Dublin
waged war upon him. In the battle of Glen-
ama, in Wicklow, Brian met and routed them.
The Leinster king's son fled out of the battle to a
little church in the neighbourhood, founded by
Kevin, the famous Saint of Glcndalough, and to
make himself securer clambered into the branches
of a yew tree planted there four hundred years
before by the Saint's own hands. This was sup-
posed to be avery sacred sanctuary indeed. Brian's
men surrounded the tree. They could have shot
him with arrows where he sat amongst the dark
green boughs, but that was unlawful. At last
Brian's son Murrough gave him quarter. He de-
scended out of his sanctuary, Murrough took him
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by the hand, and the two young men became
friends and allies.

Afterwards Brian conquered theKing of Meath,
who enjoyed the title of King of Irelaild, and then
went into Ulster and received the submissions and
tributes of the northern kings. So from an outlaw
Brian became High King of all Ireland.

Brian built many bridges, fortresses, and
churches, and encouraged learning in every way
that he could, like the English King Alfred.
His chief strength was a great fortress on the banks
of the Shannon, at the lower end of the lake of
Lough Derg, and just above the place where the
Shannon becomes loud and 'white as it roars
over the rapids at Killaloc. The name of this
great fortress was Kincora. Thither from all
quarters of the island came vast herds of cattle,
sheep, and swine, pack horses and carts laden with
gold and silver, beautiful cloaks, weapons, goblets,
and all manner of valuable *things paid to him as
tribute by the Norsemen and the Irish. Of the
guantities of wine, ale, and mead drunk, there, of
the large hospitalities of Brian, of his power, glory,
and wisdom, many stories are told. Brian had
many sons, who were captains under him, for the
ruling of the men of Ireland, and amongst them
two conspicuously brave, viz., Murrough and
Donough. Eventually the Norsemen of the city
and kingdom of Dublin, who were a rich and
warlike people, determined to make a great attempt
to overthrow King Brian. They were joined by



90 IRELAND : HER STORY.

that King of Leinster who, after the Battle of
Glen-am a, had climbed into the yew tree. They
summoned to them the Norse larls of all the
islands, of Man and the Hebrides, and of the
Orkneys and Shetlands, and the Danish Earls of
Northumbrian a huge and strong host, most of
them armed in battle-dresses of gleaming brass.
To meet them Brian and his men marched to
Dublin and there fought the famous battle of Clon-
tarf. Sofierce was the battle that the two armies
almost exterminated each other, and the fame of it
travelled over all the North of Europe. Brian was
glain in the battle, so was Murrough, and so was
Murrough'sson Ttirlough, abrave lad of fifteen, who
surely ought to have been kept at home and at his
exercises for afew years longer. Next day the body
of the boy was found floating on the sea, his hands
still fastened in the long hair of the Norseman with
whom he had been contending. The monks of
Swords came and took away Brian's body, chanting
their mournful litanies. Then the monks of
Armagh came to Swordsand took the body away
to Armagh and buried it there with great honour.
From Dublin Brian's other son Donough led
home the broken and bloody wreck's of the great
army. On their march they were attacked by the
men of Ossory,* who were friendly to the Norsemen
Donough had to fight many battles with them be-
fore he could pass the Ossorian plains. In one of

* Ossory is now the County of Kilkenny.
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these battles, fought at the ford of Athy on the
river Barrow, Donough's wounded men had them-
selves tied upright to stakes, so that they might
fight by the side of their companions.

Donough afterwards governed Munster out of
his great fortress on the Shannon. Thither there
came to him the sons of the famous Earl Godwin,
after they had been driven out of England by
Edward the Confessor. King Donough was kind
to the exiles, made a league with them, and gave
to one of them his daughter in marriage.

At this time the Normans of France were about
to descend upon England, an event which turned
out to be of great importance* to Ireland in the
long run.

Itisa curious fact that most of our Milesian-
Irish names were formed at this time. For ex-
ample, the O'Briens are so called as descendants
of Brian, the O'Kennedies as descendants of his
father Kennedy. A Il our chief names were formed
then, and have remained unchanged ever since.
There are two great name-forming epochs, in Irish
history.  The first coincided with the Roman
occupation of Britain. The second was in the age
that succeeded the Battle of Clontarf. The names
formed in the first period lasted to the second, and
those formed in the second have endured ever
since.

For example, in the first period a southern king
called Cas originated the family name of Dal-cas,
which means children of Cas; King Brian was one
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of this family, so his full name would be Brian Dal-
Cas. For nine centuries this family had no other
name. After Brian's time his descendants took
the name of O'Brien or children of Brian. All
over Ireland the same rule prevailed. The family
names formed while the Romans were in Britain
lasted to the close of the Norse period, and then
gave way to a new supply of family names, which
have lasted ever since.

It is an interesting question what were the
peculiarities of these great name-making epochs.



CHAPTERXVI.
THE GERALDINES! THE GERALDINES!

WHEN Henry the Second, son of the Empress
Maude, daughter of Henry I. the Fine-Scholar,
son of William the Conqueror, was King of England,
there appeared in Ireland a great warrior called
Tiernan. He was a tall, gaunt, muscular man,
with only one eye; a man who was terribly active
and vigorous in everything that he did. They
made him King of Breffney when he was only
eighteen years old. Immediately he began to
wage war upon his neighbours, and never ceased
fighting till he was quite an old man. His sword
was never in the scabbard, his battle harness never
hung upon the rack, his war horses never got a
rest. Brcffney was a little kingdom composed of
the two counties of Leitrim and Cavan, but
Tiernan wenf on conquering his neighbours and
compelling them to submit to him till his
dominions ran from one side of Ireland to the
other, from Sligo to the mouth of the Boyne. |
dare say his face and body were well scarred. It
is certain, however, that he lost an eye ; and how he
contrived to remain alive in the midst of such
ceasdless fightings is a wonder.  This fierce, gaunt,
93
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one-eyed old warrior had a beautiful wife called
Dervorgilla, of whom more presently.

At the same time Leinster was governed by a
king called 6ermot, who was also a great warrior,
a man of a furious, headstrong, passionate nature
and of gigantic stature. As Tiernan lost his eye
in war, so Dcrmot lost his voice; at least it was
cracked and hoarse from perpetually shouting to
his men in battle, and roaring commands. Un-
like Tiernan, who was a mere warrior, Dcrmot,
strange to say, respected learning and religious
men. lie built churches, was gentle with the
weak, and hard and stern only with the strong.

In spite of their many wars, the Irish kings and
chieftains of this date used to meet frequently in
great assemblies, or at each other's houses ; for they
were all cousins and relations, and when not at
war with each other were usually friendly and
cousinly. So Dermot became acquainted with
the beautiful Dervorgilld, and admired her so much
that he determined to steal her from Tiernan.
Curiously enough, Dervorgilla's own brother agreed
to that stealing. Presently an opportunity arose.
A young Ulster king who never knelv what it was
to lose a battle, descended upon Tiernan, beat him
about from post to pillar, stripped him in a few
weeks of the dominions which he had won by a
long life of hard fighting, and reduced him to half
his little kingdom of Brefifney. Tiernan, quite cast
down, went on a pilgrimage, leaving his wife under
guards on a fortified island in a lake. Dermot
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and his men rode swiftly thither, overpowered the
guards and seized his prize, while Dervorgilla's
brother aided and abetted. That was a bad year
for Tiernan. But it was not easy to keep him
down. He was soon up again shouting his war-
cry and battling furiously all across the waist of
Ireland.

Tiernan was not able to avenge the stealing of
his wife for a long time ; but at last he became so
powerful that he induced or compelled all the
other kings to join with him for the punish-
ment of the thief. So Tiernan, with the King of
Ireland and the rest of the small kings, invaded
Leinstcr, and though Dermot 'defended himself
stoutly, they conquered him, drove him out of the
country, and across the sea

At this time all South Wales was filled with
very brave Norman lords and gentlemen, perhaps
the best of all the Norman race, high-spirited, active
men, something like the old Norsemen, only more
civilized and refined. When Dermot came to them
to ask help they had pity upon him, because he
was an old man and an exile, and because they
thought it upfair and unchivalrous that half-a-
dozen great kings should join together to attack
one. Dermot, too, gave them much gold, and
promised to give them lands in Ireland, if by
their assistance he should conquer his enemies.
To the greatest of them, the Earl Strongbow, he
promised his beautiful daughter Eva in marriage,
and that he should be King of Leinster when he
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himself should die. Then he inflamed the minds
of all the Norrrjans with visions of glory and con-
quest, for he was an eloquent old king, his conver-
sation like heroic poetry, and they were themselves
filled with the love of war and the spirit of adven-
ture. So the Normans followed Dermot into
Ireland,, determined to die there fighting against
the kings of all Ireland or to conquer, and with
Dermot for their leader go out into the territories
outside of Leinster, and perhaps exalt the old king
over all the rest, and themselves become great lords
and barons under him for the government of the
whole island. They were a very noble, valiant,
loyal, and knightly race of men these Norman
gentlemen of South Wales.

Besides Strongbow, there came a most admirable
soldier and captain, Robert Fitz Stephen, perhaps
the bravest of them all, for he came first and with
a little handful of men, though he knew that the
Irish kings would amost certainly conquer and
kill him. He was a light-hearted and high-
spirited young man, and almost as gay, cheerful,
and aert in defeat and calamity as when on the
top of the wave of victory.

There also came his cousins, the two De Barries,
from whom descend the countless race of the Irish
Barries. These youths were Robert and Philip.
Philip was the first knight knocked down in the
Irish wars. As he was climbing on a ladder over
the walls of Wexford, aWexford man hit him in
the mouth with a stone hurled from the ramparts,
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so that hefell off the ladder into the ditch that ran
round thecity. Though hesaved hislife, helost his
teeth from the blow and had to get artificial ones.

Another of Robert Fitz Stephen's numerous
cousins was a very stout lad with long yellow hair
and bright blue eyes, tremendously strong, and in
spite of his stoutness very active : his name was
Raymond le Gros. All hissoldiers loved him ex-
ceedingly. He was not long in Ireland before he
gathered great numbers of Irish warriors under his
standard, who made him their hero, and said they
would bear him on to victory everywhere. His
voice rang out like a trumpet in the din of battle.
Once by his own fierce sword-jilay and that voice
of his sounding like a trumpet, he turned a great
defeat into a great victory. From him descend the
Irish Graces and the Irish Fitz Maurices.

Another of the same family was a sober-man-
nered, steadfast, but fiery-hearted old man named
Maurice Fitz Gerald. From him sprang the Earls of
Desmond and the Earls of Kildare, and all the Irish
Fitz Geralds, a nhumerous and far-spreading race.

Many other famous Norman gentlemen came
too to help the old king, all more or less related
to each other, loyal to King Dermot, and friendly
to Strongbow. At the same time it was really a
desperate adventure on the part of those Norman
gentlemen, for Ireland was apparently quite united
under its King Roderick. Their invasion of Ire-
land was like the invasion of a den of dragons, for
the Irish kings then were truly terrible fighters, and

G
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if they could have agreed together, Strongbow and
his Norman chivalry would have been no more to
them than a partridge to an eagle, or alamb to awolf.

Ireland at this date was, in spite of the frequent
wars, populous and rich. In political organization
the Irish were not so far advanced as were the
Saxons at the time of their Norman conquest. In
other directions they were far more advanced. In
literature, for example, there are no Saxon books
comparable at all to the " Book of Leinster."
Their architecture though small was extremely
elegant, extremely elegant too was their workman-
ship in metals, while in music they had no com-
petitors. The country was rich enough to support
not only a great fighting aristocracy and crowds
of monks, bards, and harpers, but to spare money
for building foreign monasteries.

The great need of the country was a single
strong royal family and a central government, and
this it was extremely difficult to bring about, for
none of the great dynastic families were in the
least effete, but producing generation after gener-
ation kings of heroic energy and pluck,—men who
would rather be cut into little pieces than abate
one jot of the royal pretensions of their sires. To
such a country, ripe for the reception of its king,
the Norman conguest ought to have been a great
blessing, as it had been to the Saxons; but things
turned out differently in Ireland, owing mainly, |
think, to sheer bad luck, or to speak less profanely,
to the over-ruling will of Him who lifts up and
casts down nations.



CHAPTER XVII.
THE NORMANS IN IRELAND.

DERMOT with his own warriors and these allies
stormed the great walled cities of Wexforcl, Water-
ford, and Dublin, conquered all Leinster, invaded
Meath, and won battles there. The Norman-Irish
party formed by the union of the fighting races of
Leinster and the gentlemen of South Wales, re-
sembled now a glittering wave of war threatening
to overrun and submerge all Ireland. The King
of Ireland was not at all a great warrior or ruler,
and was a good deal hampered apparently by con-
jugal entanglements. The Pope gave him leave
to have six* wives, but Roderick was not satisfied
with that number, he desired a larger supply.
Then it must be remembered, that he was not
king of a nation, but a King of Kings, some of
them as strong as himself. Old Tiernan was
stronger and indeed every way a better man.
And yet a better man than Roderick would not
have prospered in such a struggle. Irish valour
could no more have withstood the advance of the
Norman, than English valour withstood the progress
of William the Conqueror.

If nobody from the outside had interfered with
L Annals of Loch Ce, val. i., p. 315. See Appendix.
9
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upon lIreland ; it sprang from the fears of the
kings of England. They feared to give Ireland
a rea ruler, lest when he was strong he should
turn against themselves, and lead against them a
nation so warlike. It is a fact which | record with
pleasure, for | never like to see kings written down
in history as quite had and black, that King John's
Irish record is strongly in his favour. Alone
amongst the Plantagenet Kings he had the pluck
to give lIreland a great viceroy, and loyally to
maintain him in his position, so that he might be
able to serve the needs of the country. John was
true to Ireland, and Ireland was true to John.
When his great Irish feudatories revolted against
him, Ireland rose for the king and chased them
over the sss.  John was made Lord of Ireland
when he was a child. He spent his boyish days
here, and | am sure felt himself responsible for
the welfare of Ireland in a very peculiar manner.
| am glad to say that the story told in a hundred
books about how Prince John pulled the beards of
the kings*who came to do him homage, is quite
untrue. It is a legend derived from a bad mis-
reading of a certain passage in a dubious authority.
King John's English record may have been as bad
as it is represented. Upon that it would be im-
proper for me to express an opinion. At the
same time | cannot think that his barons who
called in foreigners against their own king, and
gave the crown of England to the King of France,
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can have been such virtuous and patriotic persons as
we are told that they were. But | | do say that King
John's Irish record is distinctly, conspicuously, and
uniquely good. Will it be believed that the average
term of the early Viceroyalties was less than six
months ?  So greatly did the Plantagenets fear that
an Irish Viceroy might lead Ireland agaigst them.



CHAPTER XVIII.
THE NORMAN-IRISH SETTLEMENT.

THESE great lords set up by King Henry had
kings under them as subjects, which seems curious.
So Hugo de Lacy had amongst his barons two
Irish kings who were recognised as kings by him,
and yet they obeyed him and were very faithful
and loyal to him. But in those days the title of
lord was a very high one, so much so that the
Plantagenet kings were satisfied to be only lords
of Ireland. Henry VIII. was the first King of
Ireland.

The age of the Crusades came on now, when so
many of the nobles and gentlemen of Europe went
away to fight the Saracens. Few Irishmen shared
in that great and noble movement. The reason, |
think, was that inasmuch as the fears of the English
kings prevented them from permitting, any one to
govern the country, Irish gentlemen were obliged
to stay at home to defend their estates. Now too
began the age of chivalry, which was practised
a good deal in Ireland as well as in the rest of
Europe. Indeed the root of it had been in the
country ever since the age of the heroes. Now it
was regarded as disgraceful to insult a woman or a
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bard. In war it was not allowable for men to take
a shabby advantage of each other, I attacking an
enemy when he was not ready, or by night, or by
stratagem, or with greatly superior numbers. In a
thousand ways, which it is difficult to describe, this
new spirit affected the minds of the gentlemen of
Europe, and caused war to assume more scfincd
and beautiful forms. It prompted young men to
do very singular things. For example, a young
Irish prince of the West of Ireland heard that a
Norman noble, whose chief castle was Belfast, had
the most beautiful wife in all Ireland and the
swiftest horse and the best hound. "1 will have
all these for my own," said this young prince.
Then he collected a little army, marched swiftly
across Ireland, descended upon that Nonm.n noble,
beat him in fight, and took all those three desirable
things into his possession. When the lady bade
him be satisfied with that proof of his gallantry, he
consented, and restoring all three into the hands
of their rightful, owner, marched home again
"striking the stars with his sublime hcgd?” By
such feats young men sought glory in those
singular days.

When the Normans invaded Ireland only the
kings and great men wore armour. The rest did
not. It was regarded as a dastardly and unchival-
rous way of fighting. The later Norsemen tried to
introduce the custom, but failed. So the Irish
historian of the Battle of Clontarf relates scornfully
that the Danes brought a thousand boclachs,
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churles, villains, or, as we now say, cads, dressed in
brass into the .battle.  The Danes themselves had
to yield to this point of honour and fight in wool
or leather. The Irish excused their kings from
going to war in this unprotected state, or rather,
indeed, they compelled them to wear armour, the
life of tkings being so sacred.

Now the Normans, owning a different code of
honour, entered Ireland in glittering suits of ring-
mail, and were at first regarded with extreme
contempt by the big Irish warriors, in their shirts
and mantles, or wearing only buff doublets. But
the Normans could not be laughed out of their
ring-mail, and no doubt the ring-mail contributed
a good deal to their early successes.  Presently
the Irish, partly in sdf-defence, and partly no
doubt because the tide of fashion set strongly
that way, especially after the advent of Henry
Fitz Empress, took to ring-mail too, and gave
many a Roland for the Norman Oliver. For ex-
ample, Donald O'Brien, King of Limerick, hav-
ing clothed his knights in steel rings, and put
hauberks on his infantry, in the battle of Thurles,
Co. Tipperary, a pitched battle, overthrew Strong-
bow utterly, though he was then Viceroy of Ireland,
and brought into the battle all the available
Norman and Norman-Irish power in the realm.
Thenceforward the Irish wore ring-mail as well as
the Normans, and when plates superseded ring-
mail, they took to plates.

Touching the Church, it isto be remarked, that
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at the time of the Invasion the Church was poor
and weak. The Comarbs did not now give
Heaven to kings who pulled off their 'boots, nor
did they send to Hell kings who did not rise up
before them and do them reverence. The Norse-
man had changed all that. The Comarbs were
weak and depended on the kings. They were
weak, and they looked to the Popes for succour
and countenance. In fact, they were so weak and
unhappy that they were the first to welcome Henry
Fitz Empress and the Norman regime. They
thought they might get better terms from the
strangers than from their own haughty kings. In
this, they were disappointed. The Normans used
them, and then cast them aside. They brought in
a variety of strange foreign orders of monks black,
white and grey, and the poor Irish Comarbs were
quite extinguished.



CHAPTERXIX.
THE RETURN OK THE TIDE.

BY degrees these great lords appointed by Henry
disappeared and an immense number of small lords,
like the little kings of old times, took their place.
It was just as when the woodman cuts down the big
forest trees, then the little trees in great numbers
shoot out vigorously. All the men like Hugo dc
Lacy disappeared, and small men took their places.
At the same time nearly all the old kingly families
by the side of the new Norman-Irish ones began
to show out once more and become strong.

Here is an example of the revival of one of the
old families, one out of a hundred. The Kingdom
of Leix, which is now the Queen's County, was part
of Strongbow's huge domain. In process of time
the line of Strongbow and his Irish wife Eva came
to be represented by several sisters-each of whom
got a county of Leinster as her marriage portion.
The lady who got Leix married a great English
nobleman who had so much to do at home that he
had no time to come to Ireland, consequently he
appointed one of his barons there to govern Leix
as his lieutenant. But the strongest and most war-
like of his barons was the head of the family which

108



THE RETURN OF THE TIDE. 109

in old times had been Kings of Leix, viz., the
O'Moores, a family sprung from one of the great
heroes of the Red Branch. Now, as O'Moore had
to do all the hard work, all the fighting and
government, while the great English nobleman
did nothing at all, by degrees O'Moore became
real lord of the territory, and the rights of the
English nobleman vanished, naturally and justly.
Presently we look in again and find O'Moore
captain of Liex, and owning allegiance apparently
to nobody. In such ways the old royal families
emerged once more, but by the side of many new
Norman-Irish ones, for a good many Norman lords
stood by their estates like mem So when the
Tudor dynasty of England succeeded the Plan-
tagenets, Ireland was all divided between some
sixty families, Irish or Norman-Irish, who inter-
married with each other, spoke the same language,
the Gaelic, and observed the same laws and customs.
The heads of these families governed their sub-
jects like kings. They were called lords, captains,
or chieftains, but were really so many kings.
Some of them like O'Neill in the North’, and the
Earl of Desmond in the South, became so great
that they had* many minor lords under them.
O'Neill and O'Donnell were the great lords of
the North ; the Earl of Kildarc, the great lord in
Leinster; Munster was divided between the Earl
of Desmond and M'Carthy More; the captains of
Connaught were the two Mac Williams, chiefs of
the High Burkes and the L ow Burkes, children fo
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William Fitz Adelm de Burgo, known in the West
as William the Conqueror. There was no great
lord in the old Kingdom or Province of Meath,
only a number of small lords who generally looked
up to the King's Viceroy as their captain. Alto-
gether there were from sixty to one hundred lords,
small and great, who governed their subjects like
absolute kings, for the minor lord, though he paid
tribute and homage to the great ones, could act
much as he pleased to his own people. When at
home he was himself a great man too, and had a
gallows on his lawn.

During this period a very great Englishman
appeared in Ireland. This great Englishman was
Richard Plantagenet, Duke of York. He was here
ten years. All his heroic brood were educated here,
Edward, Richard Crook-Back, George, and the boy
called Duke of Rutland. It is a rather amusing
fact to learn that Richard Plantagenet who was
presently about to strike for the Crown of the
Anglo-Irish Empire, had to fight while he was in
Ireland with a small West Meath chieftain in
defence of his estates there, for by his mother he
had inherited a portion of Hugo de Lacy's big
domain, and aso that the West Meath chieftain
got rather the better of Richard Plantagenet.
This chieftain's name was M'Geoghegan. In one
day he burned thirteen of the Duke's towns, and
afterwards signed with the Duke an honourable
peace.  Whether they slept together after the
peace we are not informed, but | can assure the
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reader that this was the ordinary conclusion of a
treaty of peace between Norman and Irish lords
in those curious times. The greatest peer of the
Plantagenet Empire in the 13th century slept in
the same bed with the titular King of Connaught
after a tremendous war, nay, according to the
annalists, slept together, " amicably and cheer-
fully." Facts like this show that in the middle
ages there was no real difference between the
Norman baronage and the Irish chieftainry.
They were essentially the same sort of men.

Richard Plantagenet and his sons became ex-
tremely popular in Ireland, and led after them
vast numbers of Irish gentlemen to the English
wars of the Roses. | am glad to think that Ireland
on this occasion took the right side in a great con-
troversy. The white Rose represented " England a
Nation," England governed not by great lords but
by one sovereign king. Ireland went thoroughly
with the White Rose in that controversy.

I may mention here that the celebrated Jack
Cade, who went so near to upsetting the state of
England, and the inauguration of a commonwealth
some centuries before its right time, was a half
Irish cousin of Richard Plantagenet. He was the
son of his uncle Mortimer, who had been Viceroy
of Ireland, and who had fallen in battle fighting
against the O'Conors of the King's County.
Mortimer by an Irish mother begot John Morti-
mer, known and caricatured in English History as
Jack Cade. Now that the English people are
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coming into power it is high time that some
English historian should tell the true story of Jack
Cade, who he was, and how he became so success-
ful. Hitherto all the English histories, so far as
they deal with Cade, seem to be mere echoes of
Shakespeare's caricature.

It is very difficult for a person living in this nine-
teenth century, in the midst of newspapers, politics,
policemen, standing armies, judges, and law-courts,
open cities, undefended houses, books, pictures, & ¢,
& c, to understand those singular centuries which
intervened between the Norman Conquest and the
next great epoch in Irish history, viz., the age of
the Tudor Princes. One might write many books
about these centuries and still they would be dark
or ill-understood. There was no government in
Ireland to begin with, and men did that which was
right in their own eyes. One might imagine that
civil war and mutual fratricide would have quite
eaten up the people’, but they did not. The
country got on fairly well without any government,
without law-courts, or police. Small lords, such as
M'Geoghcgan, who waged war with Richard Plan-
tagenet, existed side by side with great ones, and
passed on their estates from generation to genera-
tion, as if a strong government protected men in
their rights. Wild anarchy engendered a certain
iron conscience, so that men likethe O'Neill, or the
Earl of Desmond, no more thought of doing gross
injustice to small lords like M'Geoghegan or the
Fox, than a strong man to-day would think of
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hurting alittle child or a poor cripple. When one
lord conquered another he did not wipehim out, he
only exacted reparation for alleged wrongs. All
these lords were cousins and to a great extent
cousinly. They had their wars, as we have our
quarrels and our law-suits, but they made friends
again. Nor were their wars very destructive.
They were often of the nature of duels. Two
lords had a dispute, and, as there was no govern-
ment, they had to decide the matter by war. A
challenge was given and accepted, and on some
smooth plain, like the Curragh of Kildare, they met
and fought it out like gentlemen and men of
honour, and the loser paid.

When so much valour abounded, big wars arose
out of small causes. Young de Birmingham of
Dunmore came to a Parliament of the men of
Meath in Trim. Some one here, in the heat of
controversy, filliped him on the nose. Young de
Birmingham said no word, but that night left Trim,
marshalled all the race of Ferris, the first of his
line, and their Irish allies, invaded Meath, swept
over the Palatinate with fire and sword, and amply
avenged that unknightly and ungentlemanly deed,
exacting the biggest eric known for a fillip on the
nose.

Hospitality was limitless, and took singular
forms. Margaret, queen of Ifailey, and wife of
the O'Conor, invited all the professional men of
Ireland and Scotland to her castle, gave every
one of them not only an excellent banquet, but a

Il
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valuable present, she herself resplendent in cloth
of gold and surrounded by her ladies, smiling
gueenlike over that happy assembly. One of the
O'Neills used to feast the same classes of men
every Christmas,—physicians, poets, historians,
harpers, astrologers, scholars, all were welcome
at the table of O'Neill.

Some lords delighted in castles with walls six
feet thick; others preferred crannogues, fortified
islands in lakes, others, like the Savages of the
County Down, declared that

" A castle of bones
Hesats a castle of stones,"

and would not fortify or protect themselves at all.
Duelling of course was amost a pastime. The
gates of cities and church doors were common
places of battle. When two gentlemen fought, all
the gentlemen of the country side assisted, every
man with his armour on in full warlike array, for it
was a great martial solemnity.

Irish gentlemen were perpetually going to the
Shrine of St James at Compostella in Spain, on
pilgrimage. When an old lord found his battle
harness too heavy for him, he retired to the family
monastery and put on a monkish habit. Chieftains
shot to death with arrows or otherwise mortally
wounded, were by their followers brought into
church to die there. An O'Neill died so before
the altar of the great Church in Armagh.

It would require the genius of Sir Walter Scott



THE RETURN OF THE TIDE. 115

to do justice to all the wild virtues, the revelry,
humanity, happiness, and adventures of these
strange times when Ireland had neither king nor
law, and was governed only by codes of honour
and fair play.



CHAPTER XX.
IRELAND AND THE MONARCHY.

A GREAT but slow revolution now began to take
place over most of Europe. The nations resolved
to support their kings against the great lords who
had previously governed them. The nations said
" We are done with great lords. Their day is over.
They are now a nuisance. Wewill be governed by
our kings henceforward." The walled cities now
growing rich and powerful supported the Crown in
that great strife. Eventually the kings triumphed,
the great lords had to take down their gallows,
dismantle their fortifications and become subjects.
The English people destroyed their great lords in
the Wars of the Roses, and made their kings
supreme.  So when Henry VIII. came to the
throne he was the real head and captain of the
English people, and none of his nobles could stand
up against him.

Henry was " Lord" of Ireland, yet in Ireland he
had no power at all. Ireland was governed by
many lords and captains, and the title of Henry
was only one of honour. Now, the same causes
which had led the rest of Europe to put down
great lords and lift up kings were affecting the
minds of the Irish people adso. Here in Ireland
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too men longed to be governed by one strong
king who could establish law and enforce order,
and not by a great number of small kings. They
longed ardently to escape from the control of
kings who lived on the other side of the way.
We may then imagine the expanding genius of
the age addressing thus the Irish nation: " You
want a king. Very well. Take your choice.
Select on the one hand your own best, wisest and
bravest. Take an O'Neill or a Fitzgerald; either
would make a good king. Strengthen his hands
against ail the rest. Loyally support and follow
him until you and he have trodden down all these
petty kings under your feet, and so raise up on
high the Irish monarchy and make the Irish
nation. If you do not like that plan, then support
your lord Henry and make him areal king instead
of a titular one."

The Genius of the age, or indeed, more properly
speaking, the divine Wisdom which governs man-
kind, put that question to Ireland early in King
Henry's reign, and continued at intervals,to put
it all through the century, and Ireland again and
again and many times continued just as steadily to
reply: " We will have none of our own lords to be
our king; the House of the Tudors must furnish
our kings." One after another, the greater captains
of Irish territories stept out to fight with the Crown,
and to challenge the support of Ireland. The
House of Kildare and the House of Desmond, the
O'Neills, the O'Donnells, and the de Burgos of
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the West, stood out against the Crown, wrestled
fiercely, strenuously, often victoriously, with the
Tudors, but in vain. In each fresh insurrection,
Ireland flung her weight into the scale of the
House of Tudor. When any of these great lords
waged war upon the Crown, the Crown called out
and sent against him the feudal array of the rest
of Ireland. Nor wasthis all; such was the temper
of the people that the Crown was able to draw
into its service for the war as many warriors of
the fighting Irish races as it required. The
English soldiers, who were sent into Ireland at
this time, were quite usdess. They were pressed
men, the dregs of the English people, and very
like the ragged recruits with whom Sir John Fal-
staff was ashamed to march through Coventry.
The Mayor of Chester, writing to Queen Elizabeth
about certain drafts whom he had recently for-
warded to Ireland for the wars, said, " most of
them were naked, many diseased, and many mad."
The consequence was that all the fighting on the
side of the Crown was done by Irish soldiers.
For the island quite teemed with men trained to
war from their childhood, eagerly seeking employ-
ment, and seeking it especialy in the service of
the State. Of the loyalty of Ireland to the Tudors,
we have this proof and want no other. Queen
Elizabeth not only permitted, but compelled the
Irish to carry arms, and be expert in their use
that they might fight for her in her hour of need.
Queen Elizabeth bade us arm, and we destroyed
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her enemies from before her face. Queen Victoria
has disarmed us. In theheight of one of the great
wars, the President of the Province writing to
London, says. "there is not an English soldier
in the army of Connaught." The Government
thought it would be desirable to ptit some hun-
dreds of those pressed Englishmen into that service.
These men did so badly that the Governor of
Connaught stript them of their arms, and gave the
arms to Irish recruits.

The Crown, | say, ruid always the feudal array
or "rising out" of Ireland on its side, and an
inexhaustible supply of first-rate Irish soldiers for
the regular army. As for the' cities and walled
towns, not one of them revolted, while the Crown
and Ireland were warring down the great lords.

And yet if Ireland had determined to have an
Irish king she had an unlimited choice of good
material for the purpose. Any of those great
dynastic families would have furnished a line of
excellent kings, for the great Irish families were
anything but effete ; on the contrary they were in
the full flush of heroic and abounding life. Some
of them in spite of the hostility of Ireland went
near to triumphing.

Shane O'Neill conquered all Ulster, and at one
time seemed about to conquer Ireland. He
governed Ulster so strongly and so well that
crowds of farmers fled to him, even out of the
Pale, to enjoy the good peace that prevailed there.
Even if Ulster alone had remained faithful to him
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he might have triumphed. He was a big hand-
some man, and so proud that he was called
Shane the Proud. Once talking to the Queen's
Commissioners he said, " | will not be an Earl,
but something greater and better than an Earl,
| keep better men than your Earls." Then
striking the hilt of his sword he cried, " Ulster is
mine and shall be mine. With this sword | won
it and with this sword | shall keep it."

Again when Hugh O'Neill, P2al of Tyrone,
made a confederacy of the lords of Ulster, Queen
Elizabeth was unable to subdue him. Year, after
year he rolled back from the frontiers the Strongest
tide of invasion which she and Ireland ;could urge
against him. In the end he actually beat the
Crown to bankruptcy, the Queen, for the first time
in her reign, being compelled tp'issue base coin in
Ireland, so mightily had Hugh O'Neill disorganised
her resources. This O'Neit was very unlike Shane.
Hugh O'Neill was very wise and prudent. He
was a statesman as well as a soldier, and perhaps
on the whole the ablest man of action that Ireland
ever produced. While Ulster remained true to
him he could not be conquered, and, nothing but
the hostility of the rest of the country prevented
him from conguering Ireland. But the chieftains
and the people, even of Ulster, finally broke loose
from his control and sided with the Queen, so that
he was obliged to make peace. Afterwards in the
reign of James I. when the Crown pressed hard
upon him, Ulster refused to go to war again in his
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defence, consequently he, in company with the Earl
of Tirconnel, had to fly. This event, which took
place in 1607 is called " the Flight of the Earls,"
and marks the end of the huge struggle between
the Crown and the great feudal lords of Ireland.
The nation and the Crown combined had over-
thrown and exterminated the great lords, but at
the cost of wars and fightings which had lasted
through three generations. The fact that the
Irish nation supported Queen Elizabeth against
the great lords is the more surprising when we
remember that the Queen was the head of the
Protestant party in Europe, and that Ireland was
quite Roman Catholic. There was at this time
hardly an Irish Protestant in the island.

The Queen, however, did not require the execu-
tion of religious laws in Ireland more than to
prevent the public celebration of mass. The
nobility had their chaplains, and the people their
priests, and used their services without molesta-
tion. Otherwise she probably would not have
been able to hold Ireland for a day. An Irish
army at this date consisted of (1), heavy-armed
footmen, wearing complete armour and fighting
with battle axes; (2), light foot armed with
casting spears, bows and cross-bows; (3), muske-
teers; and (4), cavalry in complete mail riding on
enormously big, strong, and spirited horses. There
was no difference between the Queen's armies and
those of the insurgent lords.*

! For a fuller account of the Elizabethan period, see the Author's
" Red Hugh's Captivity ; " aso, " The Bog of Stars."



CHAPTER XXI.
CROMWELL IN IRELAND.

AFTER the flight of the Earls, King James |. and
his advisers committed what seems to have been
a great wrong and imprudence. They confiscated
all Ulster, and gave the greater portion of it to
their English and Scotch friends. This they were
able to do because the mass of the Irish people
were so devoted to the crown, and so hostile to
their own chiefs and great men that they raised
no objection. But the gentlemen of the North
had refused to stir in defence of the Earls, and it
was most unjust to convert the assumed treason
and the flight of those Earls into a pretext for the
confiscation of the country. In fact, the Irish
people, -from this time forward, began to be ab-
surdly and even stupidly attached to the crown ;
although the crown was growing every day a
worse instrument of government, every day more
and more tyrannical, unjust and rapacious. In
England, the crown was doing many unjust things,
similar to this confiscation of Ulster, taking away
men's estates from them by quibbles of lawyers;
devouring the people by monopolies ; persecuting
them in matters of religion, and becoming every day
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more and moreatyranny. The crown had done all
its useful work in the making of England and the
strengthening and unifying of the English nation,
and was now fast becoming a nuisance, and even an
unendurable nuisance. But the Irish people would
not see things in the same light, and because the
crown had been their leader against the great lords,
they imagined that their fealty was due for ever and
ever to the crown, as if it were in itself something
sacred and divine. So when the Parliament of
England and the English people rose against the
king, the Irish people rose to defend him. This,
too, happened at a time when not only were the
English people dreadfully in earnest, with their
blood boiling at the wrongs which they had en-
dured at the hands of their kings, but when they
had for their captain one of the ablest men that
ever lived, a most sagacious ruler and a most
valiant soldier, Oliver Cromwell. In their folly
the nobility and gentry of Ireland leagued together
under Ormonde, to resist Cromwell with such an
England behind him.

Cromwell made short work of the Royalist Irish
gentry. He landed in Ireland at the head of an
army very different indeed from those poor wretches
who were driven hither and thither in the time of
the Tudors, and who had no soldierly instincts at
all. Cromwell's soldiers were of the very best
kind, as good soldiers as ever fought anywhere,
representing in the highest form the fighting man-
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hood of England, veterans, and with their hearts
hot in the work which they had undertaken.
Cromwell, from whatever point of view we may
regard him, was a great Englishman, who, as it
were, stamped his image, certainly in a very
remarkable manner, upon this country.



CHAPTER XXII.
THE STORMING OF DROGHEDA.

CROMWELL as to his personal appearance was five
feet ten inches in height, strongly built and massive
in his proportions. His hair originally brown was
now well grizzled, his age being at the date of the
Irish invasion just fifty years and four months.
His eyes were large and grayish-blue in colour,
the eyebrows strongly marked and somewhat
arched, complexion well bronzed, inclining to
ruddy, from age and much exposure to all weathers
—for he had been a farmer before he became a
soldier, and he had been soldiering now for eight
years. His nose was aquiline, eminent, blunt at
the extremity, with wide nostrils. His mouth
large, and suggestive as much of tender emotions
and sensibility as of power. In the National
Gallery there are two engravings supposed to
represent him. One of these shows a quite
distracted, insane face, not a bit like Cromwell's.
The other, which represents him in company with
Lambert, is, | think, too feminine and refined.
There is aso an oil painting of him in a dark
corner, which shows a very morose person sug-
gesting not at all the bold, frank, and intellectual
physiognomy which was Cromwell's.  In tempera-
125
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ment he was exceedingly choleric and fiery, but
the fire though frequently leaping forth, was, as a
rule, well and sternly repressed. In his speeches
to his refractory Parliaments, we feel the presence
and heat of this internal repressed fire burning
through the oratory, and see it blazing out, too,
sometimes, in a manner which must have been
very impressive to his audiences. For example,
" If any set himself to undo this—I am a plain
man ; let him bring round the buckle, of his belt,"
i.e., get hisweapon in readiness. " Before | fling
away this" (the Protectorship) " so testified to by
God, so approved by man, | will rather be rolled
into my grave and buried with infamy." In some
of these harangues the fire seems to blaze along
every line, while we notice, at the same time, the
man's great self-mastery and strong self-control.
Enough here for the personality of this remarkable
figure which in the autumn of 1649 projected
itself into Royalist Ireland, and so speedily
reduced Ormonde, Castlehaven, Inchiquin, and the
O'Neills to such a wrecked condition, in the space
of a few months.

Cromwell, as Lord Lieutenant of Ireland and
Lieutcnant-General of the Commonwealth's forces,
landed in Ireland on the 15th of August, probably
at Dalkey, and while en route for the Castle stood
up in his carriage, and, holding his hat in his hand,
delivered a vigorous harangue to the people. He
was by no means an " inarticulate” hero, but had
a very great talent, indeed, for speech, ever prompt
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with tongue and pen, and was as voluble a talker
as he was an active doer. Another fase notion
concerning the Protector is that he was a sombre-
minded and melancholy man, full of " sorrow," and
so forth. Men of active habits, prompt of speech,
and prompt of action, arc not, in experience, found
to be melancholy, and, certainly, Cromwell was
no exception. Baxter, author of "The Saint's
Rest,” who knew him personally, and had long
colloquies with him after he became Protector, and
while he went about in daily apprehension of
assassination, confirms the opinion to which all
rules of probability would conduct. He tells us
distinctly that Oliver Cronnveir.s ceasdess flow of
spirits, his rcsilence, vitality, cheerfulness, and
general hilarity and animation, were of such a
kind that in any other man they would cause a
suspicion " that he had drunk a cup too much."
Now this singular testimony furnished by the pious
Master Baxter to an interesting and important
aspect of Cromwell's many-sided personality has
been ignored by Carlyle, the authority from whom
most men nowadays derive all they know about
Cromwell. | find it difficult to believe that
Carlyle did not read this passage in Baxter. At
all events he has not quoted it, and it certainly
would harmonize very ill with his portrait of
Cromwell.

As soon as he was established in the Castle
Cromwell's first step was to institute a vigorous
" purge" of the Irish Army of the Commonwealth.
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Cromwell's idea of what an army should be was
very high, yet this army, which he now purged so
copiously, had a short time before, viz., in the
battle of Rathmines, or rather of Baggot's Rath,
inflicted a signal defeat upon a great Royalist
army, commanded by the Marquis of Ormonde,
and representing most of the fighting strength of
the Royalists in the three southern Provinces. For
Ireland was now pretty well in general agreement
and apparently determined to show a united front
to the Puritans who, indeed, only possessed two
strong places in the Island, viz., Dublin and Derry.

Ireland was indeed united, for once, but not
until she had exhausted some four-fifths of her
fighting strength and financial resources in the
most appalling, confused, and self-destructive civil
wars. Had Ireland in 1641 united under any of
the then parties, and organised her really very
considerable and even excellent military resources,
| believe the Commonwealth would never have
dared even to make an attempt at invasion. The
Irish soldiery of the day were first-rate fighting
men. Man for man the Puritan warriors were, |
have no doubt, better, but Ireland had a practically
inexhaustible supply of born soldiers, a military
caste, almost gentlemen, and led and officered by
their own gentry and noblemen, who were also the
kinsmen of the rank and file. But the Irish
wasted, as | have said, some four-fifths of their
strength in a bloody chaos of awfully embroiled
civil wars and mutual plunderings, destruction of
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property, and drainage of all the springs of in-
dustry and wealth. And we had been many
years at that miserable work before the complete
triumph of the Commonwealth in England and
Scotland, and its offensive designs against this
country, led to theformation, under Ormonde, of a
new league of all Ireland to resist the Puritan
invasion. The bishops and priests, the Irish Army
of the North under Owen Roe O'Neill, Ormonde
and the sincere Royalists, the Catholic nobles of
the Pale, the old Irish party, the Protestantsin the
North-East, and the nondescript Munster party,
led by Inchiquin, had, for awonder, all united to
repel the Puritans. Had they succeeded, had they
crushed Cromwell, of course, all these parties
which had so much of each other's blood upon
their hands would have flown at each other
once more. |f a patriotic reader will pardon such
an illustration, the great historical tableau then
presented by Ireland was not so unlike a wild
battle between half-a-dozen combatants, every man
fighting from his own hand, but all combining for
a moment against the policeman with the full
resolution to " have at " each other again as soon
as that spoil-sport could be driven off the green.
Had these raging parties succeeded in beating
Cromwell we can hardly imagine any other issue
for the afflicted country than general ruin, for none
of the parties were strong enough to subdue the rest,
and all of them, or nearly all, were strong enough
and stubbornly brave enough to continue fighting.
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As a soldier and a statesman the new Lord
Lieutenant was well aware that he would conquer
Ireland soonest by bringing his own army into
perfect military discipline, and by imperatively
forbidding all licentiousness of the soldiery
towards the persons and property of the people
whom he desired to bring under his government.
Accordingly he printed and published a declara-
tion in restraint of all such excesses under the
severest penalties; " all officers and soldiers " were
warned "not to abuse, rob, or execute cruelties
upon the people of the country unless they be
actually in arms or in office with the enemy, or
to meddle with their goods without special order."
" Otherwise they shall answer at their utmost
perils." For the Lord Lieutenant declared that
" by the Grace of God he was resolved to punish
all that shall offend, very severely, according to
the articles of war."

The reader will observe the clearness and force
with which this so-called "inarticulate hero" is
able to express himself, when the occasion re-
quires it, and when he is not discoursing upon
religious mysteries. As another example of this
inarticulate style, | beg here to reproduce his
letter to the Royalist Governor of the Castle of
Cahir—a castle which still proudly overlooks
the silver waters of the Suir, in the county of
Tipperary, as it has done for many centuries.
All his letters concerning business are in the
same vein, and as plain as the point of a pike:
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" Sir,—Having brought the army and my cannon near to
this place, | thought fit to offer you terms honourable for
soldiers :—that you may march away with your baggage,
arms, and colours, free from violence or injury. But if |
be necessitated to bend my cannon upon you, you must
expect the extremity usual in such cases. ¢ To avoid blood
thisis offered you by your servant,

" OLIVER CROMWELL."

If such letters be inarticulate it would be
desirable that letter-writters in general should
endeavour to drop into a similar confused method
of conveying their meanings.

Cromwell's forcible declaration addressed to
the army, which he had already purged, was, as
may be imagined from its style, very necessary.
Hitherto a state army campaigning in Ireland
was very like a horde of banditti, and, like lawless
and irresponsible banditti, they ate up the friends
of the State as well as its enemies. Asto " cruel-
ties," it will be enough to mention that even a
Parliamentary general, a scoundrel called Coote,
while waging war upon the gentlemen of Wick-
low, then in arms, had a short time before, not
only pillaged the poor country people mercilessly,
but had killed great numbers of non-combatants,
including women and children. " With the grace
of God" Cromwell was determined to end that
method of waging war in Ireland. The Eliza-
bethan Generals slaughtered the non-combatant
tenantry of an insurgent gentleman, with as much
-itisfaction as they did his cattle. Consequently
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they had little success, and were beaten from post
to pillar by Hugh O'Neill, and their memories
will for ever be loathed in Ireland. Cromwell
conquered Ireland with amazing rapidity, and
bold as the prophecy may be, | predict the coming
of a day when his memory will be dearer to
Ireland than that of the greatest Irish worthy
that we can furnish down to date. He was, to
go no farther, the first fighting man who waged
war in Ireland with any approximation to civil-
ised methods.

While Cromwell was in the Castle purging his
army, issuing salutary declarations, and hanging
English soldiers who had misconducted them-
selves towards the inoffensive gentry and farmers
of the country, he severa times endeavoured to
draw into religious discussions the Catholics, who
for one reason or another, probably bad reasons,
frequented his rude and simple military court.
These attempts to draw were certainly made
over the,convivial glass and under the genial in-
fluences of claret, nor should | be at all surprised
to learn that Oliver, in order to draw his men
more effectually, even indulged in whiskey-punch,
were | not aware that the Irish gentlemen of the
period had an unpatriotic preference for the juice
of the grape. Here once more Carlyle's treat-
ment of his hero has to be criticised. Cromwell
was a wine-drinker. | have read Parliamentary
speeches of his in which he stated the fact, and
expressed approval of wine-drinking as an ex-
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cellent thing for man, and as enjoying the appro-
bation of the founder of his religion. The
Royalists hinted that he was a drunkard, and
declared that his nose was red. If Cromwell
was a drunkard, | only wish that modern British
statesmen, contemporary British statesmen, could
contrive to secure the same variety of wine and
drink plentifully of it. Cromwell, | say, en-
deavoured to draw the Dublin Catholics, who
came to his court, and embark with them upon
the illimitable ocean of Christian mysteries; but
even under the inspiring influences of the new
Lord Lieutenant's claret, they refused to be
drawn. " They left all such matters,” they said,
"to their priests,” just as the loose-talking
Jacobite, Oliver Goldsmith, more than a century
afterwards, said, " As | take my boots from my
shoemaker, so | take my religion from my
clergyman.”

One can easily imagine how disgusting was
such a reply to a man who loved religious dis-
cussions infinitely more than our young men of
light and leading love to discuss the mysteries
of Browning or the incomprehensibilities of
Dimetallism. Al the time that hewasin Ireland
he received no other rejoinder from Roman
Catholics,whom he desired to lead into the con-
sideration of religious mysteries. As a Protestant,
be was naturally disgusted with such an appalling
ibdication of the first rights of man, and as an
independent Protestant still more disgusted, He
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refers somewhat bitterly and sarcastically to the
fact in his controversial declaration addressed to
the Hierarchy and priesthood written a little later
onin Youghal, and where for ashort time he paused
in his war-labours, or rather as it were, dropping
his Puritan pike, took in hand his Puritan pen.
After a very short stay in Dublin, Cromwell
pulled himself together and marched for Drogheda.
Ormonde with the Royalist army lay on this side
of Trim, but did not venture to attack him. It
is singular that though they often outnumbered
him, the Royalists never once anywhere dared to
fight Cromwell in the open.

On Friday, August 30th, Cromwell rendezvoused
his army on the north side of Dublin, and on
Monday, the 2nd September, marched to Drogheda,
where he immediately began to open his trenches
and construct his platforms.  On the 9th, all being
ready for battering, he summoned the Governor,
Sir Arthur Ashton. The letter of summons is not
extant, but we know its terms. Cromwell offered
the garrison " mercy" if they surrendered the
fortress, otherwise " the extremity of war." Ashton
refused, and the batteries began to play early next
morning. Drogheda, always called' Tredagh by
Cromwell, must have been a very beautiful city,
girdled with its lofty zig-zag walls, machicollated,
and rising here and there into towers. The east
port, with its grand gate-tower, is still intact.
Whoever has contemplated this gateway and tower
and aids his imagination by studying the plates of
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Pacata Hibernia, which represent the contempor-
aneous cities of Munster, may form for himself a
fairly adequate conception of the strong and proud
city upon which Cromwell bent his cannon that
September morning. | believe there was atown
here from the remotest ages. Drogfreda, under the
name of Inver Colpa, figures in the great epical
legend of the Milesian invasion. "Colpa the
Swordsman," son of Milesius, gave his name to the
place. In thefourth century, as we learn from the
Annals, it was a flourishing mart. The Danes, of
course, utilized such a desirable place for tapping
the commerce of Meath. The Normans girdled it
with walls and towers, and held Parliaments here.
It was probably the Norman walls that Cromwell
now burst through ; for when the Normans built a
wall it did not require to be rebuilt. Ireland, |
may remark, was at this date magnificently
defended with strong cities and hundreds of castles
almost as strong as cities.  Some counties,
Tipperary, for example, and Kilkenny, were filled
with " fenced cities.” Places which are now
straggling villages were then walled and towered,
and as beautiful as they were strong. |f Ormonde
and his Royalists were worth anything, and their
cause worth anything, they should have been able
to hold such a country against Cromwell and his
small Puritan host, for it was small. Cromwell
had not 20,000 men in the country, and when the
war was over 45,000 Irish soldiers embarked for
the Continent. But Ormonde was a poor |eader,
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and the cause for which the foolish country now
embattled itself one of the poorest ever known.
The man for whom all these Catholic noblemen
and gentlemen were fighting was just now on his
way to Scotland to stand out there as the
Y Champion of the Kirk," with what sincerity we
all know. Herewas all Ireland embattied for a
king who, so far from being kingly, was not even
moderately honest. Ireland's cause was so bad
that it could hardly have been worse, and her
fighting in that bad cause was worthy of its ex-
treme badness, the poorest fighting of which | have
read anywhere, considering the quality and the
numbers of the Irish soldiery of that day.

At five o'clock in the evening, the culverins
having been going all day, the breaches were con-
sidered assaultable, and the Puritan forlorn, with
reserves behind, firing as they went and fired upon,
wrapped in clouds of smoke shot with flames
plunged through the breaches. Within they found
that the Royalists had in the meantime flung up
lines of earthworks, from behind which they
fired on the stormers. The Puritans advanced to
carry those works, but could not, so stoutly
were they held. Before these works and the fire
that broke from them, the Puritans wavered,
recoiled, and, at last, smitten by panic, ran.
Through the breaches by which they had so
gallantly entered the city, they now came back
running inwild crowds, with Irish pikes and swords
flashing in their rear. Had any one else but
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Cromwell presided over that storming business, the
Puritan cause might have ended here. Foiled at
Tredagh, the army of the Commonwealth, caught
between the victorious garrison, and Ormonde, who
was hanging about in the neighbourhood, would in
all probability have been destroyed, and Prince
Charles would have bent his course to Ireland, been
crowned in Dublin, and have exhibited himself as
a devout Catholic. But Cromwell was there, and
the rout of his forlorn soldiers was soon converted
into victory. Cromwell, putting himself at the
head of the reserves, led his men up to the breaches,
stayed the panic, rallied the flying, passed the
walls, carried the earthworks, got in his cavalry, at
their head charged the Royalists, and broke them
utterly. The rest was slaughter. This was un-
lucky Ireland's first experience of "the curse of
Cromwell," and certainly a terrible experience it
was. Save a few score of soldiers reserved for
Barbadoes, Cromwell, by fire or sword, slew there
every man "with arms in his hands." A murder
" grim and great," surely, in contemplation of which
the mind stands verily appalled.

Y et this, too, must be remembered. Cromwell,
in the face of all Ireland, challenged his enemies
to prove that he had ever slain non-combatants.
" Come," he said, " give me now one instance."

The Royalist Irish gentry could not stand before
these men. They did not even make a brave and
resolute resistance. They would not fight in the
open. They flung themselves into castles and
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walled cities where Cromwell stormed them and
Killed them, catching them asif in so many traps.
It would have been better for Cromwell's reputa-
tion if he had shown more mercy, but it must be
remembered that he himself did not look for
mercy. He made the war one without quarter, and
had he been beaten, he certainly would not have
got quarter. Then when he subdued any region
he governed it well, and his soldiers paid for pro-
visions and everything they got at market rates,
while the Royalist captains were behaving very
differently when they had power. So the common
people were on the whole more willing to be gov-
erned by him, and as the Royalist gentry fought
wretchedly Cromwell and his generals overran the
whole country in an inconceivably short space of
time.

Then the Parliament confiscated the lands of
the Royalist "gentry and set over most of the
country a new race of landlords, who were English
and Protestant, and the Catholic Royalist gentry
were reduced very low indeed, and confined mainly
to Connaught, where they were not likely to exert
much influence over the affairs of the island. This
was a very thorough conquest indeed, and very
ruinous to the Irish nobility and gentry. But the
common people and trading classes so far from
suffering under the new system rather flourished,
and the wealth and population of the island
rapidly increased under the stern but wise
management of the Puritans. It was the warlike,
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land-owning aristocracy, and by no means the
Irish people, whom Cromwell drove across the
Shannon.

Cromwell, like Queen Elizabeth, allowed the
Irish Catholics to worship after their own manner,
but did not permit the public celetyation of the
mass. He also quite suppressed the use of the
liturgy in the Protestant churches. He considered
the liturgy to be a kind of idolatry, and an example
of those vain repetitions so sternly condemned in
the Bible. Cromwell's clergymen used to read the
Bible aloud to the people, expound it, and pray,
but not according to any set form.

When the Restoration took place, of course the
use of the liturgy was resumed in the churches.
The Royalist gentry too recovered a share of their
former estates, but by no means as much as King
Charles | I . ought to have given them, seeing that
they had lost all for his sake, fighting against
Cromwell and the Parliament. But the Stuarts
were never grateful, and indeed kings generally are
too apt to regard all services rendered to them as
their due, and not entitled to any return. One
might imagine that the Irish gentry were now
sick of kings, but they were not yet.

During the Cromwellian confusions the Pope
made a great effort to win Ireland from King and
Commonwealth. To achieve that end he sent his
legate Cardinal Rinnuccini to Ireland.

The following anecdote will show what manner
of man was Rinnuccini. When he first arrived he
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signed a certain arrangement with Ormonde and
the Royalist gentry of the land. Then he wished
he had not signed it, but some other arrangement
of a different kind. He asked the Keeper of the
Records in Kilkenny to lend him the document.
The Keeper did so, and the legate wrote out and
signed a new and different treaty which he returned
to the Keeper, retaining the old one in his own
possession. Rinnuccini relates all this in one of
his own letters to the Pope, published in his
memoirs, and tells the story with much humour.

Ormonde and the Royalist gentry never learned
this, but being gentlemen and men of honour, they
felt that the Italian was not an honest man.  Fin-
ally they turned against him and drove him out of
the country. This legate and this Pope remind
one strongly of the successors of the Irish Saints.
Surely it was better for the deeper interests of
Ireland that she should have fallen under the
dominion of Ireton, Fleetwood, and young Henry
Cromwell, than of this jocose forger and eccles
iastical liar. The Puritans were able to conquer
Ireland for much the same reason that the Norse-
men, and afterwards the Normans, were able to
conquer it. They were bolder, sincerer, more
true-hearted, more upright, and more united than
those whom they overthrew.



CHAPTER XXIII.

RIG SHAMUS A-BOO.

PRESENTLY when the English people rose against
KingJames | | ., and drove him out of England, the
gentry and people of Ireland resolved to support
him. The enthusiasm with which they adopted
his cause is most astonishing. We can still se
that enthusiasm reflected in the Jacobite ballads
and songs which were then made, many of them
very beautiful and touching. Hereis the substance
of one of them.

Erin lies awake at night in her bed. Without
the storm is raging and the rain falling in wild
torrents. The wind crashes howling through the
forest, coughs and roars down the chimney. The
big rain-drops fall hissing upon the embers on the
hearth.

Erin hears a tapping at the door. "Who is
there?' she cries. A voice answers, "It is |
Shamus, son of Cathal (James, son of Charles), |
have been driven forth by robbers from the home
of my ancestors. Give me shelter, | pray thee, from
the fury of the storm.”

Quickly Erin unbars the door and bringsin the
hapless fugitive. She removes his dripping cloak,
gives him dry clothes, puts fresh timber on the fire,
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supplies him with supper and shelter, and takes
him to her heart.

Indeed the ardent loyalty and affection which
the Stuarts all through inspired in so many simple
hearts and in all three countries, is very touching
and not unnaturally a pleasing theme to the writers
and readers of romance.

The Jacobite revolution for awhile carried every-
thing beforeitin Ireland. The Williamites were
swept into corners, but of these corners they
made strong fastnesses and defended them, with a
gallantry which must never be forgotten. The
prowess of the Enniskillen men and the determined
endurance of the men of Dcrry, form together a
very noble chapter in Irish history.

The Derrymen were not strong enough to take
the field, but they held their city against the
Jacobites with great skill and courage, and a truly
heroic power of stubborn endurance. Though
they died by thousands from famine and the fevers
that always accompany famine, they fought on
and starved on with a desperate determination,
which recalls what one reads of the manner in
which the ancient Iberians and Geltiberians of
Spain used to hold their cities against the Romans.
The Derrymen, too, we can well believe, would
rather have fired their city and perished in the
flames than have surrendered. Latterly, too, their
spirits were raised by the presence of King
William'sfleet at the mouth of the Foyle, though
the strong boom which the Jacobites had drawn
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across the estuary, and the cannon which defended
it, for the present forbade communications. At last,
when the wind one day blew strong from the north,
aWilliamitesailor, Captain Kirke, bore down with
three ships on the boom, regardless of cannon shots
and musketry fire, burst the boom victoriously and
sailed up to the starved city, whose lean and yellow
heroes poured forth to meet him with cries and tears
of joy. The blockade came to an end that day.

In the time of Queen Elizabeth there was a
great military caste of the Irish people. This
military caste survived down to Cromweirs time,
but after the Cromwellian conquest, the altered
social conditions of the country led to its dis
persion and degradation. During the Protectorate
45,000 men of the military order passed over to
the Continent and thence to the time at which we
are now arrived, a constant stream of such military
emigration had been flowing to the Continent.
The infantry of King James army was now com-
posed of peasantry, good material, no doubt, but
needing time to convert it into a finished and
effective soldiery.

It was utterly absurd to expect that such an
army as that of King James could stand before
such amilitary force as Great Britain and Holland
now united and under the command of such a
man as the Prince of Orange were in a position to
despatch against it. All that Jacobite Ireland
could really do was to fight bravely and fall with
honour, and this it did.
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For it is a fact that the Jacobite Irish, both the
common soldiers and the gentlemen, throughout
these campaigns did their war work not only well
but remarkably well. They were beaten, but with-
out loss of honour. Badly armed, without artillery,
compelled to forage for food, without pay, be-
coming in consequence more and more disliked
by the industrious classes, badly governed by a
stupid king, whose heart was not even hot in his
own cause, they fought nevertheless a most gallant
fight, and their remnant did not relinquish the
struggle till they had by dint of fighting forced
good terms from the generals of King William.
If this army had been properly financed and led,
it might well have held Ireland against King
William, and if it had done that it would certainly
have provoked a counter-revolution in England and
Scotland and re-established the Stuart tyranny.
But fortunately for the cause of freedom, King
James had no money and the King of France
would give him none, and he himself was a very
poor and dull creature as all men acknowledge at
the present day.

William first sent into Ireland "againgt James
one of his generals, at the head of a great and
well equipped army.

Schomberg, though eighty-one years old, was an
active old man and a first-rate general. Yet even
with such an army, and though he had Ulster
under his control and enjoyed the co-operation
of the Ulster Protestant-Irish, now flushed with a
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whole series of successes, even he could make
nothing out of the situation. The Jacobite Irish
flung themselves in his way, cut off his loose de-
tachments, checked his advance and finally pinned
him to his fortified camp, where he lost half his
army by sickness. This shows that King James*
Irish army was by no means a bad one. Indeed,
considering the immense difficulties under which it
laboured throughout the whole war, we may say
that the efforts made on his behalf by his Irish
subjects deserve the highest praise.



CHAPTER XXIV.
ON THE BANKS OF THE BOYNE.

T H E Battle of the Boyne is one of the famous
battles of the world. The defeated army lost only
about five hundred men killed; yet the battle of
the Boyne is famous and most famous. On the
whole the world's verdict is right. The battle of
the Boyne proved that the Stuart dynasty could
not be sustained by Irish loyalty and valour,
proved that the House of Stuart was doomed.

But more than the Stuart cause was lost on the
banks of the Boyne. Some one has said or sung
that from the hill of Donore—fort of gold—where
he stood, high up above the river, King James
Crown sprang from his august head and rolled
and leaped down the steep and green incline till
it plunged into those dark still waters, for one
moment annoying the noble river which a moment
after flowed dark and still as before. But the
imagination which does not confine itself to things
merely Irish and English, might see asin a vision
more crowns than one tumbling that day into the
bosom of the Boyne, crowns upon crowns, whole
troops of them, the diadems of all manner of

hoary old tyrannies, rolling merrily down Donore
146



ON THE BANKS OF THE BOYNE. 147

Hill that day. The kings of the world lost then
their brother of England, which was an irreparable
loss to the kings of the world, and so the French
Revolution and a great many other things became
possible. To the eye it was a skirmish, but in
fact it was one of the decisive battles of the world.

James pretended that he was going to fight
here. He had, in fact, no intention of fighting at
all. His Irish officers had, and with very good
reason. For example, a little to his rear lay the
rich domains of the Prestons, lords of Gorman-
stown. The Preston would not consent to the loss
of his Meath estates without, striking a blow.
Neither would the Talbots, nor the Nugcnts, nor
the Flemings, nor the Kavanaghs, nor any of the
gallant gentlemen of Meath or Leinster, who risked
life and fortune in his cause. They were resolved
to fight, but James was determined to retreat,
after a mere show of fighting to please the gen-
tlemen of Meath and Leinster. From the steeple
of Donore church, he could see the Williamite host
pouring in from the north, see the dust and steam
of the army rising there as his rival advanced.
On both sides the country runs steeply down to
the Boyne, and such a country! so clothed with
rich, living green, through which winds the still
dark and majestic Boyne. No one who has not
been there can realize its beauty. The shores of
the Boyne are like an enchanted land, like a " lond
of Faery." Using the Boyne as a connecting
thread, let us take a rapid backward glance over
our story of Ireland so far.
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This beautiful valley was the fabled seat ot the
gods, with whom our story began. Recall the old
legend telling how the Boyne was once Nectan's
enchanted well, till it rose against the too-enquir-
ing Danaan lady and broke forth asariver. Here
dwelt Angus Ogue, and the Dagda, and Nuada of
the Silver Hand, gods and fairies and genii innum-
erable.  The chariots of Queen Meave and her
horses churned these dark waters to foam. Cuculain
did hisfirst warlike feat on its shores. Cuculain
executing thunder-feats, shooting thunder - bolts,
drove the hosts of Connaught down those steep
northern banks into its waters, so that the Boyne
ran red to the sea.  To-morrow engines less legen-
dary will shoot bolts here such as the bards never
saw even in vision.

The Boyne's quiet waters felt the quiet keels of
the first Patrician evangelists. Upon the Boyne's
banks Patrick kindled hisfirst paschal fire, seen afar
with amazement and alarm by the druids of Tara.
Upon these shores rose the painted and glittering
city, the seat of sovereignty till Ruadan of Lorrha,
and the Saints overthrew it and rent the monarchy,
but saved their right of sanctuary.* Here Hugh
de Lacy's stout baronage raised their massive
stone castles above the stream, on the north bank
the Fleming, on the south Jordan de Exeter.
Here the Pale-lrish fought many a fierce battle
with the warlike lords of the North. Here, a
little lower towards the sea, Cromwell and Ireton
storming Drogheda and slaughtering the garrison
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announced terribly to all Ireland that the men
who had trampled down the Kings and Prelates of
England, had arrived and taken in hand the same
work here. And now, our long story running
down through so many diverse centuries, so many
strange things and men, reaches a time and an
event newer and stranger, the last phase of the war
between the liberties and aspirations of peoples,
and the tyranny and divine right of kings.

With this glance at the past and its relation to
the present, let us now fix our attention on the
great duel between the anointed king and the
king who was only the elected captain of the
people their chosen war-leader, and who boasted
no unction from on high.



.CHAPTER XXV.
THE BATTLE OF THE BOYNE.

WILLIAM led to the banks of the Boyne the finest
army that was ever seen in Ireland, some 45,000
veteran soldiers splendidly furnished and equipped,
with fifty pieces of field artillery besides mortars.
Its paper strength was 51,000. On the 3lst of
June, the army encamped along the north shore
behind the highlands which here bordered the
Boyne. On thisday, William was slightly wounded
by a cannon ball, while observing the enemy from
the high ground which lay in front of the principal
ford called Old Bridge. From this high ground
the road to the ford descended by a deep ravine.
The wound was of no consequence. He laid his
plans that night, and executed them next day.
Early in the morning, he bade young Schomberg
lead the right of the army up the river and cross
at Slane, taking the Jacobites in flank. The only
resistance met with by Schomberg was from a
regiment of Jacobite horse commanded by Sir
Arthur O'Neill who continued to drive back
Schomberg's men into the Boyne till he himself,
was compelled to retire before William's cannon,
which eventually had to be brought to bear upon
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him. Why did not James answer that cannon-
ading which repelled O'Neill and enabled Schom-
berg's men to cross? The answer is suggestive.
James had only twelve pieces of cannon to meet
William's fifty, and of these twelve pieces he had
on the previous day sent six to Dublin. Why ?
He had no intention of fighting at the Boyne at all.
His purpose was to make a show of fighting, and
having gone through the show, then to fall back.
The army wanted to fight, but James did not. So
James and Lauzun delivered no blow at all upon
young Schomberg, but, alleging a variety of reasons,
retreated as fast as they could to the pass of
Duleek in their rear. The battle of the Boyne
was lost before it was fought.

When William heard that his right was over
the river, he descended with his centre and left
down that ravine which intersected the high
ground upon which he had been wounded, and on
the low ground which bordered the river extended
his line preparatory to crossing. His men were
still beyond musketry range. Cannon, indeed,
would have played upon them with destructive
effect, as in.serried masses they descended the
ravine, but the Jacobites had no cannon. Half
their twelve pieces were now trundling away
southwards and already near Dublin, the other
half which were here yesterday and had wounded
William were now in the Slane region. James
and Lauzun had brought them away.

While William's men descended and spread
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along the green shores of the Boyne, his numerous
cannon from the heights were playing upon the
Jacobites on the south shore, who could make no
reply. The Boyne here was fordable everywhere,
and every ford was shallow. The river was hardly
a defence at all, as any one can perceive who looks
at it with his eyes and not at its picture on a
map. A man can walk across the Boyne at Old
Bridge in summer without wetting his knees, and
the weather had been noticeably fine and dry of
late. From Old Bridge down the river towards
Drogheda there were half a dozen easy fords. Wil-
liam with his left of cavalry passed by the last of
these fords. The centre of infantry under the
command of old Schomberg, crossed by the
numerous fords about Old Bridge. By the first
went the Dutch Blue Guards, by the second the
Huguenot refugee regiments, by the third the
Williamite Irish, and after them the Danes,
Hessians and William's other veteran mercenaries.
There is no mention of English at this point. The
English regiments were with young Schomberg.
The southern shore here was held by Tyrconnell's
regiment firing from behind recently constructed
walls and defences, and from the houses of the
village of Old Bridge. Behind them in reserve
lay seven battalions. The Duke of Berwick, son
of James, had the chief command here. The
Jacobite horse lay further down the stream watch-
ing the motions of Williams and his left of
cavalrv.
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Steadily but swiftly Schomberg's infantry in
their different divisions crossed the green meadows
bordering the river under cover of their artillery
playing from the heights, stepped into the cold
Boyne and in spite of the firing of Tyrconneirs
men, reached the other shore and beat the latter
from their defences. These last did all that brave
men could do, and did not leave their works till
they had lost one hundred and sixty men killed,
and | suppose three times that number wounded.
Berwick now ordered down his reserve of seven
battalions, and these fresh men for a while held
the battle even. But meantime, Schomberg's in-
fantry in ever-increasing masses were crossing the
Boyne, and being all excellent and proved soldiers
and greatly superior in numbers, not only over-
whelmed the Jacobites, but threatened to surround
them and quite cut'them off. Seeing the danger,
Berwick ordered up the Jacobite horse who were
further down the stream watching the movements
of William at the other side.  Presently the
Jacobite horse came thundering in upon the flank
of Schomberg's men, and charged and recharged
till they had extricated their own foot and greatly
disordered Schomberg's infantry. Schomberg felt
[that his own presence was needed to restore the
jbattle here—the gallant old veteran, on whose
face time and war had scored more lines than he
mad seen years. There is afine portrait of himin
the National Gallery in Dublin.

Schomberg with his reserves crossed the river.
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Yet what havoc the Jacobite horse were making
at this point, is shown by the fact that in the
village of Old Bridge, Schomberg's own guard was
overpowered by them, and he himself cut down,
falling by the hand of a certain Jacobite cavalier,
Sir Cathal OToole, scion of a famous and ancient
family of Leinster. It was no stray shot from a
distance that killed the gallant old veteran. His
guard was cut up and overwhelmed in one of these
fierce charges of the Jacobite horse.

But meantime, William, whom there was no-
body to meet, had crossed the Boyne by the last
ford, and was rapidly advancing up the bank,
at the head of eighteen squadrons of fresh men
and horses. Berwick had to recall his victorious
cavalry to meet the new danger, and William's
broken centre of foot found time to rally and
reform. Withhorseand foot William now pressed
upon the retreating Jacobites, who fought only to
make good their retreat, which, owing to the great
preponderance of the enemy, was no easy task.
The Jacobite horse had now to cover the retreat of
the foot, and fight against horse and foot. They
charged again and again. Ten times in all the
Jacobite horse charged in defence of their broken
infantry, and with the tenth charge accomplished
their work. After this last charge, Berwick com-
pletely reformed his lines, and facing about pre-
sented a steady and lowering front to the pur-
suers. Berwick was enormously outnumbered. His
assailants were the best infantry in Europe. He
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as honestly beaten, but held on his course un-
ismayed, and still presenting a serried and un-
roken rear to all comers. William did not like
le look of that lowering Jacobite array. He
new it was in retreat, that owing to events taking
lace up the river, it must retreat. He did not
wish to peril all by risking a new engagement with
men in such a mood, and whose valour he had
lasted sufficiently to know that it was dangerous
to provoke it anew without good cause. In short,
he declined the challenge, and permitted Berwick
to march leisurely " au petit pas" after James and
Lauzun to the pass of Duleck.

Such in its main features was the Battle of the
Boyne, of which eminent historians pandering to
popular prejudices have given accounts quite un-
true. The Jacobite infantry did not " scamper to
the mountains." Thtre were no mountainsto which
to scamper. The Jacobites were fairly beaten by

astly superior numbers as the bravest soldiers
often must be, but they retreated in perfectly good
rder. With the relief afforded by those splendid
horse-chargings they reformed their ranks, repelled
the pursuing Williamite host and retreated on
publin presenting always a rear so solid and
minatory that the victorious Williamites did not
dare to attack it at any point.
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NOTE TO THIS CHAPTER.

All the available authorities for the Battle of the Boyne
will be found collected and arranged in the notes of
Macariae Excidium published 1850 by the Irish Archaeo-
logical Society. The charge of cowardice brought by
Macaulay against the Jacobite Irish Infantry is founded
on the irresponsible chatter of two unknown French
officers writing to their friends, and of course with Gallic
vanity and levity laying the blame upon others.

" Had we the French been at Old Bridge, how we
would have carried all before us," &c. &c.

Macaulay uses these letters as if they were historical
authorities, ignoring the contradictory accounts implied
in the memoirs of James and strongly expressed in those
of the Duke of Berwick, and the letters of the French
general Lauzun. It is singular, that Macaulay should
pass over the direct testimony of Berwick to the bravery
of the Jacobite foot, an illustrious Englishman, a much
experienced and far experienced soldier, one of the great
gentlemen of Europe in his day> supported as it is by the
letters of Lauzun which are State Papers of France, and
urge such a charge upon such an authority. | think
Macaulay was here a victim to his famous black and
white style, and as the behaviour of the Jacobite Irish
horse was conspicuously white on this occasion, he,
seeing his chance, and having got something that would
look like justification, determined to paint in blackest
black the behaviour of the foot. Reading his brilliant
narrative we can see that he is a little ashamed of him-
self and anxious to make amends, but he gave currency
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to a lie, and a lie minted and stamped by Macau lay is
not easily retired from circulation.

As to the numbers on both sides, Berwick puts
William's army at 45,000. He and James put their
own army at 20,000 and 23,000 respectively. The lower
figure seems to be correct. Two grave Williamite
authorities represent the victorious army as 45,000.
Macaulay is silent about the disproportion of the
artillery, viz., six pieces to fifty odd and mortars. Had
the armies been at all equal, it is not credible that James
would have sent away half his artillery before the battle,
which he did obviously because he only intended to
amuse his army with a mere show of fight, while really
pursuing his original intention of retreating in the hope
that William's army might waste away like Schomberg's
in the previous campaign.



CHAPTER XXVI.
FLIGHT OF THE KING.

EARLY that morning King James descended from
his lofty perch upon Fort of Gold, and leaned
away up the river towards Lauzun, and the five
thousand French foot with whom he thought he
would be safest, drawing after him his six pieces
and a succession of battalions from his centre and
right.  Then with excuses and explanations he
executed the retreat on which he had formerly
resolved, and drew back upon the pass of Duleek.
Here he lost his head in a rnetaphorical sense,
and made off for France as fast as he could go.
According to a humorous Irish tradition, James
ran from the Boyne in such haste that he would
not stop for arest at Dublin. Heran past Dublin.
Lady Tyrconnell, from the castle battlements, cried
out to him, " Is that you, James? Where is your
army from you ? Wouldn't you turnin, James, and
have some lunch ?* But James only waved the
back of his royal hand, as much as to say, " No
more now, dear lady, I'll tell you all about it at
Versailles, if | ever get there,” and never stopped
running. Through all Leinster he ran with the
swiftness of a hare, as fast as ever he could lay
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foot to the ground, and never stopped till he sprang
on board a French sloop at Waterford, and then
up sail and away with him to France.

That is the Irish popular tradition concerning
King James' flight from the Boyne, and it is truer
than most traditions. By day and by night, under
the sun, and under the moon and stars, without
closing an eye, or taking an honest meal, breaking
the bridges behind him, placing guards at every
defensible point along the way, through all Meath,
through all Leinster, ran the last of the Stuarts.
"1 am going to France for succours” he said,
"No, | am going to France to make a plunge for
England now that this dreadful Prince of Orange
isout of it."

Farewell for ever to King James.

"Lo! anointed by heaven with the vials of wrath,

Behold where he flies on his desolate path,

Now in darkness and tempests he sweeps from our sight.”

It is all over with the Stuarts.

The Irish Royalists, however, in spite of a hun-
dred disadvantages, fought on with signal bravery,
and even with occasional success. There is not in
history afiner example of military heroism than the
manner in which they held, against King William's
army, the bridge across the Shannon at Athlone,
while their defence of Limerick rivals, and in some
respects out-rivals, the defence of Derry by the
Williamite Irish. Their commander in these later
stages of the war was Patrick Sarsfield, a most
noble, brave, and chivalrous gentleman, tall and
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handsome, respected by his enemies, and passion-
ately beloved by his own soldiers.

But the cause of the Stuarts was doomed. No
Irish valour could save it against such power as
King William, by his command of Great Britain
and of more than half of Ireland, was now able to
direct against Sarsfield. Sarsfield having done all
that a brave man could do, finally concluded a
treaty with the Williamite generals, by which he
stipulated for fair terms for the Catholic Irish.
The violation of this treaty, and the subsequent
enactment of the penal laws, is one of the most
disgraceful chapters in the history of Protestantism,
a shameful business which no upright man should
dare to defend.

After this Sarsfield and his army sailed away
to France, where they were incorporated in King
Louis' army, as the Irish Brigade. From that
time forward, every young Irish Catholic gentle-
man of military aptitudes sought service on the
continent. What a splendid race of men were
these old Celtic and Norman-Irish Catholic gentle-
men of Ireland, is proved by their deeds on the
continent. Some of the greatest names in the
military histories of the nations of Europe, during
the eighteenth century, are the names of these
Irish soldier emigrants. Amongst many others,
we find in Russia, Marshal Lacy, in Austria,
Marshal Brown, in France, Lally Tollendal, all
men of first-rate military or administrative genius.
The Irish Catholic aristocracy chose to identify
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themselves with a doomed and desperate cause.
They stood by the Monarchy, when no power
could save the Monarchy. It fell, and they were
crushed under itsruins. They were unwise, indeed
could not understand the signs of the times, and
terribly did they suffer for their error, which was
one of judgment and not of the heart. They
fought for kings against liberty. The tide which
swept away Sceptre and Crown, and the spiritual
tyranny of prelates and priests, swept them away
too, swept them away utterly. They were a val-
iant, high-spirited, gay-hearted, chivalrousrace, who
erred in judgment, and were destroyed for their
error. They perished fighting 'against freedom.
The Irish and the Norman- Irish aristocracies
perished together, in this mad business. They
were lovely and pleasant in their lives, and in
their death they wore not divided.

And yet it must be remembered that in those
times it was difficult for a gentleman to be aWhig.
Men born in a certain rank of life were Royalists,
as a matter of course, and in most cases could be
nothing else, without loss of honour. Nearly all
the gentlemen, of England were Jacobites, but
their ardour for the royal cause was restrained
by the Whig masses of the people..

Robert Burns, the great-souled Scotchman, was
a Jacobite, so was Goldsmith, so was Dr Johnson.
The cause, which was regarded with affection and
regret by such men, may have represented some-
thing nobler than appears on the surface of history,

L



CHAPTER XXVII.
THE NEW ARISTOCRACY.

A PROTESTANT aristocracy now owned the land,
and governed a Catholic peasantry. That was no
difficult task, for the people were very humble.
They were made humbler by cruel penal laws
passed in violation of the treaty signed between
Sarsfield and the Williamite generals. The Pro-
testants passed these laws, for they were afraid
that the people might rise against them, but inas-
much as they possessed all power, and were a
strong, self-confident, and warlike race, they ought
to have had more pluck. It is only fair to state,
that as the people showed no signs of mutiny, the
penal laws were by degrees suffered to become a
dead |etter.

This new Protestant gentry for some two genera-
tions did nothing that calls for any notice. They
lived in very rude houses, ailmost cabins. They
hunted, and drank great quantities of claret, and
gambled a great deal, and were very ready with
sword and pistol, being a high-spirited, fierce and
combative race of men, and also rather barbarous.
They did not try to improve their estates or their
tenants. Squalid wildernesses, instead of beautiful
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demesnes, surrounded their rude homes. They
were quite illiterate and gross in their tastes and
habits, but hospitable and kindly, and retained many
traces of the old chivalrous spirit. They showed
their mettle by duelling more than any other class
of gentry in the world, and carried their bravery
in that sphere to a fantastic degree. A Galway
shopkeeper once called on awest country gentle-
man at his hotel, complained of having been
insulted, and demanded satisfaction. The gentle-
man did not relish the thought of a public duel
with a shopkeeper, and proposed to fight it out in
the room where they were. In the duel the
shopkeeper's pistol did not go off. The gentleman
crossed the floor, his powder-horn in his hand.
" Sir," said he, " there was no priming in your pan,
permit me." He filled the pan of the pistol wich
powder, and went beck to his own end of the room
to stand the shot. They were men, yet in many
respects resembled rather great boys. They had
no sense of responsibility to their country or their
people, and there was no one to put them 11: mind
of it, so very humble and submissive were the
people, really like soft wax in their hands, which
they might mould to almost any shape they liked.
Indeed the Irish peasantry, as distinguished from
the military caste and the lords, had always been
a very meek and long-suffering race. No one
imagined that they had any rights, nor did they
imagine that they had any themselves. Their
priests, too, associated with the Protestant gentry
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and shared their ideas. The people honestly ad-
mired their drinking, horse-racing, duelling gentry,
and the gentry, in their way, became rather at-
tached to the people and to the country. Slowly
the genius of the soil and clime began to pene
trate their minds.

Side by side with that warlike, riotous class of
rude but spirited Anglo-Irish gentlemen, the serf
population of the country,—a legacy of the old
fighting times, a population composed of Celtic,
Danish, Norman, and Old English elements,—led
their own life. They spoke the Gaelic tongue.
They read no books, but they had a vast quantity
of oral traditions, stories and poems innumerable,
concerning old heroes, deities, saints, wizards, and
witches. Long Gaelic poems and stories were re-
peated by professional reciters around turf fires.
The gentry had no literature, but the people had
this, and it was all unreal and unearthly, about
the past and about dreams. They believed in the
fairies. They raised the loud and piercing caocine
or ullagone as they followed their dead. They
joined together in factions and fought, but between
them and the new lords it was peace.

Amongst other laws made by the new lords was
one to prevent any Catholic from having a horse
worth more than five pounds. The horse at
which this law aimed was evidently "the great
horse" or charger. If the Catholic landlords had
been numerous, the law would have been sensible
enough, but as Catholic landlords were now few
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and far between, the law which was passed in apanic
or under the influence of childish fears, presently
became a dead letter. Al young Catholic gentle-
men of spirit went to the Continent for a military
career, and those who remained at home dropped
Jacobitism utterly, submitted to the new arrange-
ments in Church and State, and while retaining
their religion, sympathized generally with the
Squires and Protestant gentlemen their neighbours.
They hunted with them, attended race meetings
in their society, caroused with them, fought duels
with them, and except in the matter of religion,
were quite the same as their Protestant neighbours.
If they ever thought of the Stuarts it was with
disgust. They never forgot the manner in which
King James ran away out of the Battle of the
Boyne, while the Catholic gentlemen of Ireland
were still charging King William's victorious in-
fantry, and his brave son still in danger. They
did not pass their wine over the water-decanters
when they drank the health of the King, like the
Jacobite squires of England. They never creamed
of a Catholic rebellion, for they were few in
number; they- had formed friendships with the
Protestant gentry their neighbours, and it never
occurred to them that the peasantry whom they
despised had any fighting qualities or might be
led into a revolt. All who could afford it kept
good horses, hunters and racers, notwithstanding
that penal law, and no one who was not a black-
leg or a scoundrel of some species ever thought
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of invoking that penal law against them. Never-
theless it sometimes was invoked.

There was in the County of Meath a Catholic
gentleman of ancient lineage and considerable
estate, who, like many of his class, was accustomed
todriveintothe county town with six blood-horses.
At the hotel where he used to put up, a scoundrel
of the type referred to, who also owed him some
grudge, entered the room in which he sat enjoying
himself with some other squires of the county, and
producing thirty pounds, tendered the money as
the price of the team. That was the law as it
stood on the Statute Book. Any Protestant ten-
dering five pounds to a Catholic, might for that
sum take and keep any horse in the possession
of the latter. So by tendering thirty pounds,
this fellow could become the owner of six horses
whose value was perhaps more than one hundred
and fifty pounds. It must be remembered that at
this time money was scarce, and its purchasing
power very great.

The Catholic gentleman stood up with a very
pale and stern face, and took leave of the company.
Presently they heard somewhere in the rear of
the inn six shots. Without being informed, they
knew the meaning of those shots. The Catholic
gentleman had pistolled his six blood-horses, and
in that way had prepared them for the receipt of
the scoundrel-claimant. History does not relate
the subsequent career of the aggressor on this
occason, but we may be sure that the honest
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Protestant squires of the County of Meath let him
speedily know that his room was preferable to his
company.

Ever afterwards this Catholic gentleman drove
into the county town in a carriage drawn by six
oxen. Thishedid not out of necessity, but as a
sort of dumb yet eloquent protest against the
iniquity of the penal laws. The story of this
Catholic gentleman, of his blood-horses and his
substituted oxen, travelled over Ireland, and had
the effect of converting into an absolutely dead
letter a good many of those stupid and tyrannical
penal laws.

If that nation be happiest which has no politics,
then the Irish nation from the Battle of the Boyne
till about the year 1750 must have been very happy.
There was very little to be done in the way of
government, for tife country was in a rather primi-
tive condition, and that little was done by officials
in Dublin, who gave an account of their conduct,
not to the gentry of Ireland, but to English Minis-
tersin London. Laws were made injurious to the
trade of the country, but the new aristocracy did
not care, and the traders were too weak and humble
to protest. They mourned but like doves, and like
the jolly, foxhunting, drinking and duelling squires,
neither understood nor cared anything about the
matter. It was very kind, they thought, of those
Dublin officialstolook after things so industriously,
to get laws passed, and tot up stupid accounts and
impose and collect dues. As for the squire gf this
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epoch, he had more important things to look after.
He had the fox and the wild deer to hunt, for the
great aboriginal red deer were still in the country;
he had his race-meetings to attend, he had to bring
together his brother-squires and others to great
claret-parties and awake the midnight echoes with
"Lillibulairo-bullen-a-la," a famous Whig song of
this date. To him the first commandment was
" Thou shalt hate the Pope and the Pretender,"
and his religion often stopped there. The Pope
and the Pretender religion lasted a long time.
Near the end of the century a witty barrister, once
a Papist, was detected eating meat on Friday at
the Bar mess. " | fear, Jerry," said his vis-a-vis,
" that you have still a great deal of the Pope in
your belly." "Faith, my young friend," replied
Jerry, " | am sure that you have agreat deal of the
Pretender in your head." In the course of my own
undergraduate career in Trinity College, Dublin,
| had myself to take a very solemn L atin oath that
| would never help to bring in the Pope or the
Pretender.

It might be imagined then, that such a Pro-
testant squire would make haste to plant his estate
with sound Protestants, hating Pope and Pretender
like himself. That indeed was his duty, and he
knew it and made efforts in that direction. But
though the spirit was willing, the flesh was weak.
He did not like to turn out the old tenants, who
would perish if he sent them adrift. If he got in
Protestant tenants, they showed themselves sturdy
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fellows, who stood on their rights, and regarded
him as no more than a man like themselves, only
alittle morefortunate. Theold Milesian, Scandi-
navian, Norman-Irish, and Old-English peasantry
of theisland, who had.worshipped their ol d banished
lords, were prepared to worship him. They hailed
his arrival with shouts of joy, and cried out " Long
may your Honour live to reign over us," and what
sapped his anti-Pope and anti-Pretender resolution
most was the fact that such cries were sincere.
The poor people who never had dared to call the
nose upon their face their own as against the lords
of the land, were quite ready to make him their
king, and did make him their king.  On his own
estates, when he did not bring in Protestant tenants,
the new squire was absolute. The people were his
servants, his subjects, his children, and he could
not and would not *turn them out. The situation
had its charms to men fresh from England. The
new Williamite landlords learned a good many
Irish characteristics from the old Cromwellians, as
the old Cromwellians had learned them from the
Catholic and Royalist lords beside whom they
lived. The peasantry with their limitless admira-
tion and adulation completed the change in their
characters. Presently the new lords began to show
features not at all English.

Sometimes the new squire saw a ghost.  Some-
times, in a tenant's cabin, he encountered, unawares,
a singular figure sitting at his ease there, dining,
and dining well, in solitary state, and the whole
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household in attendance on him. A birding-piece
stood against the wall. A brace of greyhounds or
pointers reposed on theflagsby the turf fire. His
face was long, his features high and pronounced,
his aspect proud, sombre, and melancholy. It was
the representative of the Jacobite family whose
estates the new squire held, whose chief house he
himself now occupied. The Jacobite landlord of-
ten lingered on upon the estate, taking coign and
lyvery of his people, and the tenant often paid two
rents instead of one, one to the lord de facto,
another to the lord de jure. Such ghosts fre-
quently haunted the meditations of the new squire.
Not unfrequently, instead of a mild and melan-
choly ghost, the squire had to encounter an active
and malignant one. Some of the confiscated
Jacobite lords and their sons became downright
robbers and highwaymen upon arather large scale,
going about with bands of faithful followers and
waging war upon the Sheriffs and their officers, and
the new landlords. The Irish name of these aristo-
cratic highwaymen and freebooters, viz., Tories,
has since become the designation of a great party
in the State. These wandering * outlawed Irish
gentlemen and their followers, known to fame as
Tories, supplied°the Williamites of England with a
nickname for their political enemies, who favoured
the House of Stuart. They called them Tories in
reproach, a name which the other party took up,
gloried in, and finally adopted. Of these Irish
Tories, once a very considerable cause of disturb-
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ance, and necessitating for their suppression the
employment of small armies in many parts of the
country, the most famous was Redmond O'Hanlon
of Ulster, whose chivalrous behaviour, deeds of
derring-do, and hair-breadth escapes, are still
related round many a turf and bogwood fire in the
north of Ireland. If Redmond O'Hanlon had fol-
lowed the rest of his confiscated brethren to the
continent, he might have become as great and
famous as De Lacy or Brown, and become the
founder of a noble family there. By all accounts
Redmond O'Hanlon was a hero, but a hero exert-
ing his prowess in a very small and unpromising
sphere.

There was a good deal of prone submission and
honest admiration on one side, and of good-natured
and kindly contempt on the other. Above all
there was peace. 'For, though the gentry were
putting each other to the sword in a high-spirited
manner, or spitting each other elegantly with
rapiers, that frequent click of steel did not hurt
industry, or affect the slow but steady progress of
the country.

Poverty in those days did not entail such suffer-
ing as in ours. Oppression and calamity were
piously accepted as " the will of God." When the
poor peasant was quite broken he cheerfully took
to the road as a beggar, for it was not disgraceful
to beg. The poor were still " God's poor." Every-
one who could afford it, willingly gave ams, and
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the giver and receiver both felt blessed by the deed.
Often a poor man having sown his little patchwith
potatoes and corn, locked his cabin door, and with
his family took the road till harvest time, when he
returned to reap the fruit of his spring labour, bring-
ing home with him the results of the summer's
tramp. This begging tour in the pleasant sum-
mer months was quite regarded as part of the
year's work.

Always as night fell the peasant householder
found beside his glowing hearth one or more mild-
eyed mendicants. He spoke of them as poor
"travelling people,” but thought about them as
" the poor of God." Their presence was an orha-
ment of his fireside. The squires fell in with the
custom of the country, and the mild mendicants
enjoyed a Protestant supper beside the squire's
kitchen fire, and a shake-down somewhere on the
premises. Mediaeval Christianity made the beggar
a sort of sacred person, and the mediaeval spirit
lasted along time in Ireland.

Dublin now put forth a weekly newspaper, but
it was filled only with English politics, and news
from the continent Merely Irish matters were
deemed of little importance, and editors even con-
sidered it imprudent to touch upon them, save in a
small way. In fact it was generally understood
that the Irish gentry should gather in and enjoy
their rents, and govern the country people in pat-
riarchal fashion, and leave everything else to the
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English Parliament and its representatives in
Dublin.

The people took no interest in Irish public
affairs, and the gentry took no interest in them,
so that everything Irish was managed from
London.



CHAPTER XXVIII.
WAKING UP THE GENTRY.

Now it is plain that this rather absurd state of
things could not last for ever. A high-spirited
Protestant aristocracy owning all Ireland were
certain sooner or later to insist upon the right of
governing the island which they owned. More-
over the serf population was equally certain some
time to demand the rights of freemen, for they
were not slaves by nature at all, but only by
position. Some were Milesians, descendants of
the old kings and chieftains, some descendants
of the many Norse vikings. All the Burkes,
Butlers, Jordans, Fitzgeralds, Flemings, Savages,
&c, sprang from the loins of the illustrious
Norman Baronage of Ireland. The rest were Old
English, who had followed in the wake of the
Normans. These men, though their minds were ser-
vile owing to circumstances and education, had the
instincts of freemen in their blood. Consequently
alittle after the battle of the Boyne an observing
person might have predicted two great Irish move-
ments, a movement on the part of the gentry
towards power, and a movement on the part of
the people towards freedom.

174
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Naturally the former movement came first. As
the century went on two powerful influences, pro-
ceeding from two great minds and hearts, began
to mould the minds of the Irish gentry. These
influences came from two famous men, Swift and
Berkley.

Dean Swift though a great man was also a great
wag, as any one can perceive by reading his
celebrated story, " Gulliver's Travels." A vast
number of funny stories are still told about him
inlreland.

Once at a country inn, hairy butter was set
before the Dean. Swift called up the landlady
and thus addressed her, " My dear Mrs Cusack,
there is nothing | like so much myself as hairy
butter, and yours is indeed hairy, hairy in the
extreme. Yet, at the same time, my dear lady, |
have a fancy for bgng myself the mixer. Please
then in future, send up the hair upon one plate
and the butter upon another and | shall mix them
myself. Thatisall. Now you may go down."

Another day an over-roasted sirloin was set
before him. He rang the cook up. There was
alarge company sitting at table. " Jane," he said,
with the most serious air, " Thissirloin .is overdone.
Take it down and do it less."

A great number of such stories are told about
Dean Swift; but in spiteof all his funny ways and
innumerable jokes and pranks, his was a great,
sober, and even austere genius. At one time in
his career he directed the policy of the Empire,
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being the chief adviser of the ministers of Queen
Anne. When he came to livein Ireland, he was
filled with great pity, seeing the gentry so wild and
irresponsible, and the peasantry and common people
so very poor, low, and spiritless.

Hedevoted himself mainly to the task of rousing
the ambition and exciting the self-respect of the
gentry. He began to talk to them, and to write
to them—and he could both talk and write—in
the plainest of plain language. Dean Swift now
addressed the Irish gentry about their public
duties and responsibilities. He told them that
as they owned the island and were the natural
leaders of the nation, they should concern them-
selves with public affairs, and take into their own
hands the management and control of the country
His preachings and exhortations did not immedi-
ately bear fruit, but they did in time.

The other great influence was that of Berkley, the
Irish philosopher. He was one of the best, kindest,
and wisest of men. He told the gentry that they
ought to pull down their wretched cabins and build
handsome and substantial houses, that they ought to
have beautiful demesnes, gardens, and ornamental
timber, walks in their woods, pleasant grottoes for
tea drinking, and artificial ponds and canals for
pleasure boats. He reproved them for spending so
much money on claret and waste of all kinds, and
their wives and daughters for buying costly foreign
articles of dress and luxury. He pointed out the
many useful and delightful ways in which they
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might spend the rents of their estates to their own
benefit and that of the poor people around them.
Berkley anticipated Thomas Carlyle in our century,
by advising the gentry to abolish the profession of
mendicancy, by laying strong hands upon the idle
poor, feeding them, clothing them, housing them,
and compelling them to work hard. In short, he
specified a hundred things that they might do for
the benefit of themselves and of the people.

Swift sought to cultivate in the minds of the
gentry an angry spirit towards England. He felt
that it was necessary to touch their pride and fill
them with a sense of wrong, in order to rouse them
from their lethargy and induce them to apply their
mindsto public affairs. Berkley, on the other hand,
who came later, endeavoured to assuage this angry
feeling and cultivate in them a friendly feeling
towards England. *

Both succeeded. About the middle of the cen-
tury a great change passed over the minds of the
Irish gentry. At home they were building and
planting and improving, founding schools, looking
after their estates and their people, and when they
came to Dublin to their Parliament, it was with
the determination to make their will felt and their
wishes observed in the management of all the pub-
lic affairs of the island. They began to feel a glow
of patriotism, and to like the new sensation.

They erected the magnificent classical buildings
which stand to-day in Dublin, a proof of their

public spirit and their taste. They collected noble
M
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libraries, they employed foreign artists to decorate
the beautiful mansions which they had begun to
build in town and country. The Irish gentle-
man of this period was a high-minded, large-
minded, cultivated, and polished person, and
this great improvement was due to Swift and
Berkley.

Then England fell into difficulties. There was
a danger that Ireland would be invaded by foreign
enemies. The Irish gentry sprang to arms. A
hundred thousand men well-armed, well-equipped,
well-disciplined, full of patriotic and martial en-
thusiasm, and officered by the Protestant gentry
of the country, prepared to defend the island from
attack. These were the celebrated Irish Volun-
teers.  No enemy, indeed, attacked the island, but
the gentry feeling their strength, and feeling also
the generous glow of patriotism, resolved to con-
vert their Parliament into areality. Henry Grat-
tan's wonderful eloquence fanned the flame, and
the result was the declaration of Irish National
Independence in 1782. In all this movement the
Catholic population, now too on their side fast
awaking out of dreams and intellectual torpor,
warmly participated. Thenceforward to the end
of the century the gentlemen of Ireland made the
laws, but they were executed by the agents of the
Imperial Government. The Executive, too, would
certainly have been seized by the Irish gentry, but
at this time another development took place which
might have been foreseen.
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The Protestant gentry, grateful for the loyal co-
operation of the people, repealed the penal laws,
and generously and without any compulsion
granted the Catholics many civil rights. But
the people now awake and alive began to think
that they ought, too, to have political power. The
gentry, few in numbers, perceived that if the people
got political power their numberswould in the end
prevail, and that they themselves would be over-
thrown, and their privileges and estates taken from
them. At first the Protestant democracy of the
north sympathised with the aspirations of the
Catholics, for they were themselves oppressed
somewhat by the nobles and the gentry. But
in the end they too perceived that their own
destruction .would or might follow from a Cath-
olic political ascendancy.

So, generally speaking, the Protestant population
of Ireland led by the gentry now allied themselves
with the Imperial Government to resist the move-
ment of the Catholics. This latter movement grew
fiercer and fiercer. It was stimulated by the French
Revolution which now broke out. Eventually this
movement culminated in the great rebellion of '98.
In this rebellion the men of Wexford behaved with
extraordinary courage, and with a little more suc-
cess might have revolutionised the island.

The Wexford men, badly led by a few priests
and a few gentlemen whose minds the French
Revolution had affected, did wonders in the way
of war. Armed with pikes they faced, fought, and
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conquered disciplined soldiers, charged and broke
cavalry, charged and took cannon. Considering
that they were peasants in a state of revolution,
they behaved with moderation in their hour of
triumph.

Elsewhere the United Irishmen were defeated and
scattered wherever they attempted to gather to-
gether. For the gentry of Ireland behaved on their
side too with wonderful spirit. Undaunted by the
vast numbers of their foes and the furious determina-
tion by which they were animated, they stood to their
work like men; they organised themselves county
by county, forming yeomanry corps in all the dis-
affected districts, and everywhere save in Wexford,
and in Wexford ultimately, at the Battle of Vine-
gar Hill, completely overthrew the revolutionists.
They did not fly the country like the French
noblesse, but held their ground and fought and
conquered in a memorable manner.

It will be asked how they did this being so few.
The gentry were indeed few, but at that time they
had plenty of friends and loyal supporters amongst
the people themselves. Besides the recently or-
ganised yeomanry corps, they had their county
militias, and their small standing army. One is
rather surprised to learn that even the militias
stood by the gentry in this crisis, but they did.
The gentlemen of Ireland did not run like the
French noblesse, and they had their reward.
Enough of the Irish people stood by them to
givethem thevictory.
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The gentlemen of Ireland put down the revolu-
tion, without the aid of a regiment, or a pound
advanced by the Imperial Government. There
were two or three English regiments in Ireland
at the time, but only and strictly in replacement
of Irish regiments, which had been lent to England,
for foreign service.

That being so, we must condemn the extra-
ordinary poltroonery, with which these same men,
smitten by panic or beguiled by politicians, later
surrendered all their power into the hands of
England. Such an abject treason on the part of
a class of men, who had just triumphed in a great
social war, and against odds, who had just by their
own might, courage and discipline put down a
revolution, has seldom or never been read in the
pages of history. The gentry of Ireland ought to
have been mon! stout-hearted and self-reliant.
Had they been brave enough, they could have
retained their position, and by wisdom reduced its
dangers and difficulties. Butthey fell into a panic,
and in their panic asked England to take care of
them.

| believe myself, that they were stupified by too
much oratory. For the last quarter of a century,
they had yielded themselves up* to the intoxicating
delight of fine speaking. This was the age of
Grattan, Flood, Curran, Hussy Burgh and other
famous rhetoricians, who charmed their ears and
darkened their understandings with tropes and
figures and language of ridiculous sublimity, so
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unlike the plain and honest speaking of Swift and
Berkley. Oratory, like pride, comes before afall,
an assertion which universal history fully bears
out. As they held the country in '98, so they
could have continued to hold it. They could have
hired, disciplined, and maintained at a small cost
a standing army and a police force, amply sufficient
for their needs. They could have drawn to them-
selves the Executive, as well as the Legislature.
By discretion and manifest goodwill, they could
have soothed the jealousies of the people of
England, and by good government conciliated
the affections of the Irish people. The times
called upon them to show their mettle, and when
the call came, they had no mettle to show. They
gave themselves to England to keep.

When the Norse story-tellers were done with a
certain character, they said, " He is out of the
Saga" We may now say the same of the Irish
Protestant gentleman. He too, like the Milesian
kings, like the Milesian and Norman-Irish who
preferred to perish with the Stuarts than to live
and flourish with Cromwell and William,—he
too drops out of our historical saga, and more
discreditably. '

How exactly might this aristocracy have main-
tained its power ? The law of the situation was
plain enough. They should have continued steadily
to absorb into their aristocratic system all the best
elements of the Protestant and Catholic demo-
cracies, supplying to all able and talented men
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born in the island, their natural and proper career
and fit places in the system of government. But
that is just what all aristocracies arc most unwill-
ing to do, and generally had rather perish than do
that. They can't or won't recognise the fact, that
their rank is but the guinea's stamp, that the man
is the gold, and that God's nobles are born every-
where. A little later, the nobility and gentry of
England preferred Reform Bills and democracy,
to any generous enlargement of their own aristo-
cratic system of government which the people of
England had outgrown.

Here is an anecdote which curiously illustrates
the ministerial character of Castlereagh, and the
plain and honest character which distinguished
the best Irish gentlemen of the period.

Shortly after the Union, the Whigs in the
Imperial Parliament charged the Irish country
gentlemen and magistrates with having flogged
United Irishmen, in order to extort confessions.
Castlereagh raised his beautiful head and grace-
fully lied, assuring the House that nothing of
the kind had ever been done. Then up at once
started Lord' Marcus Beresford, a scion of the
famous Anglo-lrish House of Waterford, repu-
diated the false statement of the minister, informed
the House that such floggings had been frequent
and notorious, that under certain circumstances
Irish magistrates had flogged to extort confession,
as a matter of course, and that he had done it

himsdif.
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I know nothing else of Lord Marcus Beresford
yet | confess that | am delighted to find, in an
age when political deceit and misrepresentation
were so rife, this short, brilliant flash of the old
truthful, daring spirit that animated Ossian and
his heroes, and which,"| hope, is alive and strong
still in Ireland biding its time.

The future of Ireland is with the people. That
people has but lately emerged from the serfdom
of centuries. It has still much davishness in its
composition. Butitissteadily, if slowly, working
out all that. One day the old true, heroic qualities
of the race will shine out once more, and take
the command of all the baser and more servile
elements.



CHAPTER XXIX.
O'CONNELL AND HIS TIMES.

THE history of the nineteenth century is the
history of the ascent of the people, of the steps
by which they arrived at power. Now, for the
first time, more than two thousand years after the
Milesian invasion of Irelahd, the people began to
be aware, not only that they had rights, but that
they were the fountain of all right, and the true
heirs of all those monarchies, aristocracies, priest-
hoods, powers and dominions whose history we
have been considering. The sudden and irresis-
tible ascent of the people, after such centuries of
stern suppression, is a surprising and remarkable
phenomenon.

In the days of the bards, they are hardly referred
to at all, save in language of swift passing contempt.
" The servile tribes of ignoble countenance," sings
one bard, glancing casually at those'who by their
labour sustained all the brilliant'fighting and aris-
tocratic classes. But the servile tribes remained
and the brilliant fighting aristocracies passed fight-
ing from the stage, and the clash of their sword-
play sounded more and more remote till all was
still.  The monastic writers were equally con-

185
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temptuous. Their predilections, with much less ex-
cuse, were quite as aristocratic. To them a plebeian
man was as nought. If they had to refer to such
a one, they called him homunculus, or something
less than a man. The Four Masters writing in
the reign of James the First, men whose sympathies
are almost as wide and generous as Homer's, treat
the plebs with the coldest scorn.

During the Tudor period, the Irish aristocracy
when they would express their uttermost contempt
for an obnoxious person called him a bodach.
Now a bodach as such was not an essentially vile
man at all, he was simply the man who tilled the
ground, herded the cattle, and did all the necessary
and useful work of the island. In this Tudor
period, the owners of the land believed that they
owned too the men upon the land ; when a tenant
fled they dispatched catch-polls after him, to
drag him back. When the great lords were finally
overthrown by the combined action of the Crown
and the Nation, every one else became more free,
and the poor bodach gained a small share in the
general distribution of liberty. He could now
choose his lord, and go freely from estate to estate.
Twice in every year he could flit if he liked. But
generally speaking, he had no civil rights. If a
gentleman slew a churle in the seventeenth century
or the eighteenth, it was hard, indeed impossible,
to get him hanged.

The Cromwellian and Williamite conguests,
though they gave no immediate prominence to
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the people as a power, cleared the way for their
progress. The destruction of the Monarchy, and
the extermination of an aristocracy, ailmost as old
as the hills, and slavishly wondered at and adored
by the people, permitted thoughts to germinate in
plebeian souls, which had never germinated there
before. Sarsfield and the remnant of the Catholic
aristocracy sailed away to France, but the people
remained. The new Protestant English lords had
a people to work for them, a quiet, servile, meek,
and submissive people, broken in to thoughts of
humility and patient labour, by the oppression of
centuries. But the king was gone, and the old
nobles were gone, and the people, however sub-
missive in outward seeming, began to entertain
thoughts not quite in harmony with their very low
estate. So throughout the eighteenth century we
find the people becoming more and more powerful,
acquiring civil rights, even rudimentary political
rights, and at the end of the century organizing a
great popular revolt, the rebellion of the United
Irishmen in '98. That revolt was suppressed, but
the mere fact that the men of Wexford had won
pitched battled against the aristocracy and their
armed retainers, and were only beaten "because the
revoltersin the other counties had hot been equally
brave, was a cause of great rejoicing and pride to
the plebeian heart generally. In the pamphlets
written about this time, | can perceive that the
people were more lifted up than cas down by the
events of '98. When in 1800 the gentry decided
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to give up the great and glorious responsibility of
governing Ireland, without knowingit, they cleared
the way for the advance of the people, and the
ultimate seizure by them of political power.

The century had hardly opened when the
Catholic masses began to agitate for political
rights under the leadership of John Keogh, a Dub-
lin merchant. To John Keogh, as the popular
leader, succeeded Daniel O'Connell. O'Connell
roused and agitated the people so successfully,
and led them in such a masterful manner, that in
the year 1829 he compelled the Imperial Govern-
ment to grant to Irish Catholics all the civil and
political rights of freemen.

O'Connell was by birth a landed proprietor of
an old Catholic family in the County of Kerry
and by no means a Jacobin or sans culotte.
Indeed in his youth he haoT borne arms against
the revolutionists of '98, and aways referred to
the men of '98 as " miscreants.” Now after the
people had acquired political rights, their next
step in the ordinary course would have been to
secure rights in the soil; in other words, a land
movement was the natural follower of a success-
ful political'movement.  O'Connell was not willing
to lead the people in that direction. Instead, he
started an agitation for Repeal of the Union.
Such were his personal force and popularity
that he raised a prodigious agitation, convulsed
the public mind in an alarming manner, and held
the biggest popular meetings ever known. His
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behaviour as a Repeal agitator was certainly far
from edifying. He promised the people that if
the Government tried to suppress the agitation,
he would meet force with force, in other words,
would lead them into rebellion. When the
Government resolved to suppress the agitation, he
belied his threats and meekly submitted. This
of course was an example of colossa lying and
public fraud which brought disgrace on the Irish
name, and stimulated certain vices inherent in
all peoples who have but recently escaped from
a state of slavery. Again, after a period of
fierce agitation in which he sternly demanded
for Ireland all the rights of a nation, and so
gathered into his movement multitudes of earnest
and sincere nationalists, he would suddenly abate
the agitation, and striking a league with one of
the Imperial parties, accept as a bribe the official
patronage of Ireland and then distribute all
the good places and appointments amongst
his friends, kinsmen and followers. Indeed with
all his great gifts and powers this famous " Dan "
the Liberator looks very like a great peasant of the
period exhibiting on a large scae the vices as well
as the virtues of the just emancipated people whom
he led. He was warm-hearted and courageous,
but felt no instinctive abhorrence of a lie. The
fraudulent and theatrical character of his Repeal
agitation eventually disgusted the most intelligent
and upright of his followers, a little band of
singularly talented and ardent young men who
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:hrough the "Nation" newspaper had been now
br some time preaching with great vigour and
Drilliancy the doctrine of " Ireland a Nation."
The leader of these young men was Thomas
Davis. For followers he had Charles Gavan
Duffy, John Mitchell, Darcy M'Gee, Meagher,
M'Devitt, Reilly and many others, the least of
whom might almost be described as a man of
genius. They were of all religions, or of none.
Indeed their religion was Ireland and liberty,
and not being humbugs they pretended no other.
They aimed at uniting the whole country into a
single party for the purpose of securing Repeal
of the Union. They were known as " Young Ire-
land." These men being perfectly upright and
sincere were disgusted with Dan's tortuous and
dishonest policy. Once when he was hauling
down the flag and just abaut to divide a fresh
Whig bribe amongst his large, happy and expectant
army of retainers, Young Ireland boldly stood in
theway. Dan cunningly alleging aquite different
ground of quarrel broke with Young Ireland and
drove them out of his Association. But the people
had of late been making fresh progress in political
morality. -They supported Y oung Ireland against
the Liberator and in one day the great demagogue
fell ruinously. It was like the collapse not of a
tower but of a mountain. No one who has not
studied original documents will realize how large
a place O'Connell occupied in the mind and im-
agination not only of the Empire but of contempo-



OCONNELL AND HIS TIMES. 191

raneous Europe. For nearly half a century he was
the leader of the Irish masses, first and without
any second. Even when he fell it was not from
collision with any rival. He collided with a prin-
ciple and went down in the collision. The prin-
ciple was that public men should be governed by
principle not by weak emotions of the heart and
personal affection for personal friends. O'Connell
loved his army of retainers not wisely but too
well.

O'Qonnell, 1 suppose, can hardly be classed
amongst the great men of history, and yet it would
not be easy to invent a definition of "the great
man " which would exclude the Liberator. There
was surely a great heart in that colossal frame.
Dan will never be hated. There was too much
human nature in him for that. Washington,
another liberator, was a very perfect character.
Dan was by no means perfect, yet his very faults
are rather pleasanter to contemplate than the
virtues of the brave, blameless, but rather wood-
en American. Dan telling a crowd of peasants
mounted on their little shaggy garrans that they
were as fine a body of horse as the world could
then show, that he only wished they had the
British cavalry before them, that they would sweep
them over the horizon like chaff before the gale,
Dan blarneying the poor Irish peasants in that
scandalous fashion was not an edifying spectacle.
Probably he adopted this trick at the beginning of
his career of a set purpose, in order to excite the*
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self-respect and stiffen the backs of a nation of
safs. But he persisted in it to the end. The
Young Irelanders found Dan's blarney most em-
barrassing. They wished to teach the just-eman-
cipated some of the virtues of freemen, but the
just-emancipated having been informed by their
idol that they were the finest peasantry in Europe,
were in no mood to be lectured on their short-
comings.

In his prime | think O'Connell must have been
greatest, that is to say put out his very best powers,
in the law courts. Such seems to have been the
opinion of his contemporaries, for on the platform
he stooped too low and in Parliament his*audience
were too hostile. Moreover he entered Parliament
late in life. In one speech delivered as if from
the highest pinnacle of his fame, on the hill of
Tara, when some half a m'Hon of men stood
around him, he used an expression which seems
to indicate a consciousness of short-comings.
Raising his hand to Heaven he cried, "Yes, the
manacles have been struck from these hands, but
the mark of the ironis on my wrists.” He was
born a slave and lived as a mutineer and felt no
doubt that he would have been a better man had
he been born free and lived loyally.

Dan was the prince of good fellows, happy him-
self and the cause of happiness in others. An old
Quaker once told me that the pleasantest sight to
be seen in Dublin in his young days was Dan
walking to the Four Courts in the morning, with



his jolly face, merry blue eyes, beaming smile and
stepping as if he were kicking the Ascendancy
party before him.

Dan's chaff must have been hard to stand.
When he quarrelled with the Young Irelanders he
ridiculed them unmercifully.

"There are a lot of fine young men now who
talk a great deal about dying for their country.
Let them die if they have afancy that way, but
you and I, boys, we'll live for our country."

" dielive patriot is better than a churchyard
full of dead ones," & ¢, &c.

His ridicule of Disraeli as surely the lineal de-
scendant of th~ impenitent thief, was only raillery
but what are we to think of his less known descrip-
tion of Ped'o smile as "the brass plate on the
lid of a coffin."  There was truth in it too, for
Peel smiled, and dallied, and talked economics,
while famine and pestilence were depopulating
Ireland.

The more earnest spirits of his time and country
stood aghast and appalled at his colossal deception
and enormous duplicity. Mitchel silhouettes him
thus in white and black.

" Mighty, magnificent, mean old man! Silver
tongue, smile of witchery, heart of melting ruth!
lying tongue, smile of treachery, heart of unfathom-
able fraud."

Y et he could not hate him. He bids the turf
lie lightly on his breast, and even seems to suspecti
that divers John Mitchells could be carved out of
the colossus.
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Y oung Ireland now put itself under the leading
of Smith O'Brien, a Protestant country gentleman
of considerable property and most noble descent,
a man without genius, or even practical sagacity,
but a gentleman and a man of honour. In modern
politics most public men, however honourable in
private life, assume and exercise the privilege of
lying. They do not know what an awful crime it
is, a sort of high treason against the very life of
the people. They cannot see this themselves, but
there are plenty of bystanders and observers who
do. Now Smith O'Brien in the course of his
public career never used an expression which did
not represent the thought in his mind. It was a
great education for the Irish people to have had
such a man before them in a high and honoured
place. The Young Irelanders joyfully accepted
him for leader. They, like him, were upright and
truth-speaking men. Hateful to them even in the
gates of death was the man who said one thing
and concealed a different thing in his mind. Nor
was their political programme at this time an un-
wise one. They aimed chiefly at the diffusion of
knowledge amongst the people. * They desired to
inaugurate a period of general cultivation, moral
and intellectual, a task for which they were well
fitted,being themselves not only upright and sincere,
but also gifted in a very remarkable manner with
powers both of writing and of speech. But the great
Irish famine with which the Imperial Government
could not or would not cope maddened them, and
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when in 1848 continental nations one after another
were effecting revolutions, they lost their heads,
and thought the times ripe for an Irish revolution.
The people who, like their idol Dan, could not
understand that a promise meant a performance,
had promised Smith O'Brien and the Young Ire-
landers to rise at their bidding, and when the Y oung
Irelanders put themselves on the country no one
came to take their part. The Young Irelanders
were scattered over the world, but wherever they
went gave proof of their moral and intellectual
qualities.



CHAPTER XXX.
JAMES FINTAN LALOR, THE "PROPHET."

OF the Young Irelanders the best was probably
Davis, for all agreed to give him the foremost
place; the best known is John Mitchel; But the
greatest, in the sense a: least, of the deegpest, most
original and most prophetic, was James Fintan
Lalor. He was the son of a Tipperary farmer of
the kind called " strong," and his bodily presence,
strange for a Tipperary man, was wéak, for he was
small and gibbous, but his“speech was far from
contemptible.  That man's words were not seed
sown in vain upon the earth. Hiswas indeed a
mouth speaking great things.

James Fintan Lalor was a man who united a
most logical understanding with a force and depth of
imaginative revolutionary passion without parallel
in his time* a man who, first in modern Europe
preached the startling doctrine that land titles not
originating in the people's will are invalid, that the
nations own the land, a doctrine of which Europe
will hear much during the coming century, for,
whether it be true or fase, the world must
assuredly face it, as the old wayfarer had to face
the Sphinx.
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From the brooding brain of the Tipperary
recluse, from some fiery seed dropped there by
the genius of the age, sprang forth suddenly an
idea full-formed, clear, mature, clad as if in shining
armour, and equipped for war. Something very
new and strange, something terrible, as well as
beautiful, there emerged.

Lalor's friends and comrades started aghast at
sight of this portent. So there was astonishment
at the birth of Palas Athene, and of Sin from
Satan's painful head. The man knew well him-
self the nature of the portent to which he had
given birth, that it was something that concerned,
not Ireland, but the world, and which the world
would not willingly let die. One can imagine the
amazement of that high-flying band of young
Repealers and Nationalists, respectable patriots
of the most orthodox and correct type, at such
ultra-sans-culottic  utterances as these hurled
suddenly into the midst of their euphuistic
conclaves.

"1 never joined O'Connell and the Repeal move-
ment, because | perceived, not from reflection but
from natural instinct—the same instinct that makes
one shrink from eating carrion—that the leaders
and their measures, means, and ~proceedings, were
intrinsically and essentially vile and base. The
boat which you mistook for awar-frigate, | knew at
once for a leaky collier-smack, manned by a craven
crew, with a sworn dastard and foresworn traitor at
thehelm, afactwhichyouand Y ounglIrelandwould
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seem not to have discovered till he ordered the
boat to be stranded, and yourselves set ashore.”

"A mightier question is the Land, one beside
which Repeal dwarfs down into a petty parish
question; one on which Ireland may try, not her
own right, but the right of the world, on which you
would be, not the asserter of old principles, often
asserted, and better asserted before, but an original
inventor, and propounder, and propagandist, in the
van of the Earth, and leading the nations, in which
Ireland's success, or her failure, would never be
forgotten by Man, but would make her for ever the
lode-star of history, on which Ulster would be not
on her flank but at her side, and on which she need
not plead in humble petitions her beggarly wrongs,
and how beggarly she bore them, nor plead any
right save the right of her might."

"That the absolute allodial ownership of the
lands of Ireland is vested of right in the people
of Ireland, that they, and none but they, are the
first land owners and lords paramount, as well as
the law makers of this island, that all titles to one
foot of Irish soil are invalid, not conferred or con-
firmed by them, etc., etc., these are my principles."

"The Land the People's, for that strip and bid
Ireland strip."

" Unmuzzle the wolf-hound. There is one at
this moment in every cabin throughout the land
nearly fit already to be untied, and he will be
savager by and by."

What opinions are these concerning cabins and
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their inmates! Yet it was perhaps some such
man as Lalor who, in the days of great lords and
chieftains, made that line already quoted "the
servile tribes of ignoble countenance,” and monks
not so unlike this brooding Tippcrary recluse who
spoke of plebeians as homunculi.

Have we not drifted into new and strange lati-
tudes and under very foreign-looking stars ?

Language like this was heard only once before
in Europe. It was when Sempronius Gracchus
addressed the Romans, " Men of Rome, you are
called the masters of the world, but they mock
you, in saying so, since even of your native land
you do not own as much as the breadth of one
foot." But the words of Gracchus had no world-
significance.  Lalor's had, both in intention and
in fact. Lalor's idea took root in the minds of
Mitchel and others. With them it passed into
America, propagating itself there in the Irish-
American press, and from America it has come
back upon Europe, advertising itself as " Progress
and Poverty." Lalor's idea now well clad, that is
to say, well-printed, well bound, less Irish, and
more nice, possibly, but beyond question robust
and vehement, walks abroad everywhere to-day,
button-holing and interrogating all earnest young
people, and not unfrequently making them mad.

By way of suggesting, not exactly an antidote,
but something that may mitigate the attack, |
would advise young people to study Carlyle's
works generally, and especially Chapter VIII. of
" Past and Present."



200 IRELAND: HER STORY.

The student will find that Lalor's idea passed
also through the mind of Thomas Carlyle, and
at about the same time, and that Carlyle, con-
fronted by the Sphynx, gave a different answer
to her riddle. Carlyle's answer, in short, is that
the land belongs, not to the people, but to the
best of the people, dead, living, and to come.
That reply, indeed, seems to answer a riddle by
another riddle, but the wise have been always
rather fond of propounding conundrums. | gather
too, that in Carlyle's opinion the land question
will be fought out on the Lalor theory first, Before
the true theory is discovered and applied.

Out of the Young Ireland movement sprang the
Fenian movement, which, after threatening great
things, collapsed in much the same way. The
leaders were in earnest, but the led were not.
These leaders, like the Young Irelanders, were
also very single-hearted, upright, honourable, and
disinterested men. Some of them are living quietly
in Ireland to-day, and enjoy the respect of all
parties.

On the collapse of Fenianism, the national move-
ment, restricted to Federal proportions, was taken
up by lsaac putt, who brought a large body of
Home Rulers into the Imperial House of Com-
mons. Butt also endeavoured to do something"
for the tenants. He did little in either direction.
Though he had talent, amounting almost to
genius, his morale was inferior. His successor,
Charles Stuart Parnell, one of the ablest popular
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leaders who ever appeared in any country, com-
bined the national with the agrarian movement.
Under pressure proceedings from him the Im-
perial Liberal Party passed in 1881 a great land
Bill, and the Imperial Conservative Party in 1887
passed another, still greater and more sweeping.



CHAPTER XXXI.
PARNELL, SOME PERSONAL REMINISCENCES.

PARNELL died so recently, that no attempt to
estimate his powers can possibly be successful.
When first | saw him, he was in the chair at one
of Butt's meetings in the Rotundo. He was then
a fashionable and elegant, but very shy and diffi-
dent young man. Al that | noticed was, that
Butt, who relied mainly on the democracy, had
apparently secured a young aristocrat or " exqui-
site," of some sort, as arecruit. | saw him next
in the same room. He and joe Biggar had just
returned from their first obstructive session, and
were of course the patriot lions of the hour.
| had read somewhere in a newspaper, how Parnell,
having been expelled from the House, had walked
down the floor, leaving the members to draw what
conclusion they pleased from the aplomb of his
manner, and the rigidity of his back.  Speaker after
speaker got up. ’At last a young man arose, the
rigidity of whose back, and the sternness of whose
front, left me no longer in doubt. It was Parnell,
the man who had defied the opinion of the House
of Commons, and the public opinion of England,
the man who had regarded all the great news
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papers " asmud under his feet, worse than the mud,
for the mud could not help being there."

| next saw him in the height of the Land
League agitation. He was walking down one of
the Dublin Streets on his way to some public
meeting. He was very smart and spruce in his
attire, he smoked a cigar, had a light dust-coat
on his left arm, and looked gay and triumphant,
and as if he were kicking landlords into the pit.
Which, indeed, to some extent he was.

Save a casua glimpse of Parnell inaLaw Court,
and afterwards when speaking in the House of
Commons, | did not see him again till after the
divorce case, and the revolt of his followers. He
was ill-dressed, his hair was long and untrimmed,
he was nearly bald, the rigid back and upright
carriage were gone, he was bowed in the shoulders,
his face was emaciated, he looked like a man who
would not live long. The place was still the
Round Room in the Rotundo, where | had first
seen him. The building was packed to its fullest
capacity, and the breath and steam of the vast
multitude fell from the ceiling like rain.  He had
just returned from the struggles in Committee
Room No. 15. Someone standing "near mc said,
"he may break, but he won't bend." That was
prophetic, he did break but he did not bend.

| saw him twice during the last year of his life.
Oncewhile driving in the County of Wicklow, on
the coldest day which | had ever experienced, the
day of a tremendous blizzard in England, on a
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lonely hill-side | came full tilt on him. He too
was driving. He sat on one side of an outside car,
drawn by awhite horse. The agent of his Wicklow
estates was on the other. The driver was on the
box. Parnell was muffled in the most copious
manner, quite a hill of rugs, cloaks, and shawls.
The agent, Kerr, now dead, stopped to speak
withme. | knew him slightly. Then he suddenly
introduced me to his companion; | had not pre-
viously recognized him. There, on the hill-side,
| had some ten minutes' conversation with Parnell,
who, however, did nearly all the talking. He
talked almost altogether about his mines and
quarries, on that subject he was almost cracked.
He had men in his employment for many years
probing and boring over all those mountains. A
good deal of his fortune must have been spent on
that hobby. On the day | me*: him, he was on his
way to inspect some such borings.

He believed that at last he had struck iron, and
was going to do great things in the bowels of the
earth. His boyish enthusiasm about these holes
had something in it half diverting, half pathetic.
At the time he was in the full career of his
campaign against his revolted followers.

Though he was'most communicative | felt in-
stinctively the singular " withdrawnness" of the
man, something suggestive of a mind remote and
solitary. Fastidiously polite and courteous him-
«f, | fancy he was one with whom it was im-
possible to take aliberty and even that a manner
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which would not be a liberty with men of the
most perfect breeding would be aliberty with him.
Talking with him | felt asif | were handling the
most delicate china requiring supersensitiveness of
touch lest something might crack, or as if | were
dealingwith avery delicate and fragile lady out for
her first drive after sickness. Indeed, though his
talk was animated and hardly ceased for an instant,
there was the pallor of death in his worn and
hollow face. | was no friend to his politics, but |
confess that | liked the man extremely, and a few
weeks afterwards felt inexpressibly shocked, when
| heard the Dublin news-boys crying about the
streets, "death of Mr Parnell." It seemed impos-
sible that he could die at atime when his gladia-
torial qualities appeared to be at their brightest
and fiercest, when his ubiquity, volubility and
velocity recalled the fiery agitator of the Land
League winter, when he was fighting his hot
corner as well as a hot corner was ever fought
before, when he used to shoot like a weaver's
shuttle from Brighton to Connaught and back
again. Great numbers of persons who did not
at all sympathise with his politics, found a curi-
ous fascination in his personality during those
months.



CHAPTER XXXII.
PARNELL'S PERSONALITY.

THERE are some highly characteristic anecdotes
told of Parnell in his youth. Some one presented
the child and his sister Fanny Parnell, the poetess,
with boxes of tin soldiers and artillery. A battle
ensued. The artillery ©n Charley's side did great
execution, while his own men, though often struck,
stood stiffly on their feet, Charley the astute and
unscrupulous had glued his men to the table. He
won greater victories by gluing his men to a
certain position on the floor' of St Stephen's and
was overthrown in the end because his glue was
not strong enough.

Fanny Parnell, who died young and | believe
greatly regretted by all who knew her, was a
beauty and a wit, her complexion and colouring
of an exquisite delicacy. Some of her merry
speeches are 'still repeated. For example " Man
proposes and God disposes! Alas! | don't find
it so. | think that man does not propose at
all.”

She came to his assistance in the Land League
winter with snatches of revolutionary song, and
satirized the landlords as coronetted ghouls.

306
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" They come, the coronetted ghouls,
With drum-beat and with trump."

| saw Parnell smile when those verses were read
out in court during a State Trial. It was avery
pleasant smile, merry and natural, as if he were
highly and affectionately amused at the dithyram-
bics of his little sister and playfellow. He did
not regard landlords as coronetted ghouls, |
think he no more hated them than the foxhunter
hates the fox. Parnell was nothing of a fanatic.
Classes, interests, parties, men of all kinds were
only the materials of this workman—ways and
means for the making of the Irish nation. That
idea was his star and he followed it.

In the last year of his life he said, " | love ath-
letics and | love athletes." As a boy and young
man he was an ardent cricketer, and was elected
captain of his own county eleven. Once he brought
his men, collected from afar in that mountainous
county, to Dublin for a match. He and the cap-
tain of the opposing team had a dispute about
some trifle. Parnell would not give in, though
his men urged him to do so. He marched them
grumbling off the field and conducted them back
to Wicklow. The boy was father of the man then.
| am responsible for this story, which has had a
press circulation. | had it from one of the team.

In those days he would do anything to win a
match. If a batsman of the hostile team was a
second late in earning to the wicket, he compelled
the umpire to declare him out, pointing to the
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rule and insisting on its application. In rural
cricket this was considered unkind or worse.
Where there was war in the wind he would do
such things and hit, if not below, at least very near
the belt.

The first public allusion to Parnell that | re-
member was a published letter written by the
priest of his parish recommending him to a con-
stituency. The priest wrote, "though he is the
youngest of our bench of magistrates, the others
defer to his opinion and when a knotty question
arises postpone it till he can be present"

There was nothing - disproportionate in his
genius. In the world of action hewould have been
at home anywhere, a man who could, on demand
concentrate all the powers of his misid on things
little as well as great. In him therewas no faculty
which became strong at the expense of the others,
His faculty of speech was considerable, but one
never forgot the man behind the word. His
words had something of the hardness and solidity
of facts. His speech was action.-

In 1880, owing to a succession of bad seasons,
the indebtedness of the farmers brought on a
popular movement for the reduction of rent.
Parnell, who had hitherto been only a Nationalist,
perceived, as Lalor did, that the land question was
something which was strong enough to carry not
only itself but the national question too. He at
once put himself at the head of the nascent
Agitation and stimulated it”*to the point of revolu-
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tionary frenzy. Lalor was right. There was
a possible wolf-hound in every cabin. Parnel
unmuzzled him that winter. There was biooc
on his jaws when the same hand that let hiir
loose v,'hipped him home again. But the work
which the master required of him he had done
As in one day, the Irish land system fell with s
crash. In 1880, Ireland was owned by the land-
lords; in 1881, Ireland was owned by the tenants
The Cabinet yielded before the cabin. The figure
of Pajnell during the agitation winter was exceed-
ingly dramatic. His movements were so swifl
that there seemed to be not one but half-a-dozen
Parnells in the field. His speeches were short,
clear, incisive, passionate, admirably calculated tc
foment and maintain the Agrarian rebellion. He
never used the vulgar exordium "gentlemen,'
but " Men of Meath," "Men of Roscommon," etc
In fact, he spoke not like a modern politician
but like a man who had work to do and meant
todo it. The whole situation was grandly dram-
atic. Many of us fully expected that the land-
lords on their side, in that crisis of their for-
tunes, would -have exhibited a spirit resembling
that in which they were assailed, and on their side
would have brought out a man to match Parnell.
But somehow all their spirit had evaporated since
'98. They ran, as it were, to England for shelter,
and of course England, | mean the statesmen of
England, betrayed them as Lalor in '48 predicted
that they would. " You lie helpless on the higlf-
0
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way before the great English parties and they will
trample you to death," wrote Lalor. The Agra-
rian legislature which succeeded, and in which
both parties, the Conservative as well as the Lib-
eral, had a hand, was weak, ill-judged, and in many
ways unjust. It was in many respects, illogical,
even absurd, halting, inadequate, a thing of shreds
and patches, unjust to owners of property, yet not
just to the tenants. Our Agrarian legislature
will supply beautiful precedents, to be improved
upon, when some hand like Parnell's unties the
English mastiff and sets him upon the landowners
of England. When t%e first black day comes
round some student of Lalor's doctrine, as ex-
pounded in " Progress and Poverty," will unmuzzle
the English mastiff too, and there will be a hunt
of the gods.

Parnell was no out-and-ouf revolutionist. Born
and bred an aristocrat he knew that his class were
the possessors of certain moral and intellectual
qualitieswithout which Ireland as a nation would
be the poorer. | think he had' planned out ways
and means for preserving the Irish gentry, not
at the cost of the Irish peasant but at the cost
of the Imperial Treasury, also that he intended to
manoeuvre so as 'to have Ulster on his side not
on his flank. The man was many-counselled and
deep-counselled, with as fine a head on his shoul-
ders as was ever grown in Ireland. Tyrone was
another Irishman of that type. In both men |
perceive the ice-clear, ice-cold intellect working
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as if in the midst of fire. Both had a sovereign
appreciation of facts, both a kingly courtesy,
Loth a peculiar faculty of Iluminous and
most simple speech. Tyrone too was never
beaten.

This too—it isnot a little—may be said about
Parnell. Those who were nearest to him liked
him best. His brothers and sisters seemed to have
loved htm much. Even the gentry of Leinster,
his neighbours, liked him and watched his strange
career as their enemy with a certain amused
and affectionate interest. The offence which led
to his overthrow and them to his death will not
militate against his reputation in history. The
Muse of history loves best her imperfect heroes.
That is curious, but a fact, and the imperfection
found in Parnell is just that which, instead of
showing as a blot, becomes, when seen through
softening mists of time and memory, something
that radiates a pathetic beauty. This too is
curious, but a fact. Posterity will easily forgive
Parnell and like him probably all the better for
his weakness.

Again | state afact; it was witnessed by thou-
sands. While his followers were committing
Charles Parnell's. remains to the earth, the sky
was bright with strange lights and flames. Only
a coincidence, possibly; and yet persons not
superstitious have maintained that there is some
mysterious sympathy between the human soul
and the elements, and that storms and* other
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elemental disturbances have too often succeeded
or accompanied great battles to be regarded as
only fortuitous. Truly the souls of men were
widely and deeply troubled that night, electrical
and high-wrought in the extreme. Those strange
flames recalled to my memory what is told of
similar phenomena said to have been witnessed
when tidings of the death of the great Christian
Saint, Columba, overran the North-West of
Europe, as perhaps truer than | had imagined.

| have now deduced the history of Ireland Jrom
the misty Milesius and his misty Milesians to the
clear-cut, sharply outlined figure of Charles Stuart
Parnell and the highly historical Ireland of the
present day. If this superficial, but | hope fair
and not uninteresting summary leads,some of my
readers to study deeper and better books on the
same subject, it will not hare been written in
vain.

Some perhaps will be disappointed that like Mr
Lecky and Mr Froude and other great historians
| do not enlarge somewhat on,the Home Rule
guestion, take a side and advocate it with fire.
So indeed | might on a fitting occasion. But
| don't think any man can be a historian and
politician at the same time. So, glancing at the
storm of battle which rages in that quarter and
listening to the thunder of the captains and the
shouting, | will only express a pious hope that
those who are in the right may win and that the
isjue of the fray will be for the welfare of Ireland
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in the first place and the Anglo-Irish Empire in
the second.  So with friendly greetings to friendly
readers and not unfriendly to those who are not,
| conclude this unconventional and loosely-flowing,
but, | hope, readable Story of Ireland.
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APPENDIX.
RODERICK'S CONJUGAL ENTANGLEMENTS (p. 99).

"This was the end of the sovereignty of Roderick
O'Connor, King of Erin. For the Pope had offered
right over Erin to himself and his seed after him for-
ever, and sx married wives, . . . But Roderick would
.not accept this, wherefore God took the kingship and
sovereignty from his seed for ever in punishment."—
" Annals of Loch Ce" vol. i. p. 315.
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