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FOREWORD

RITING a book about Ireland at this

time is necessarily an adventurous busi-

ness. So much is happening so swiftly. The

position changes not from month to month, but

from day to day, and with the change in position

there is a consequent change in the nature and

power of the forces at work in the country. In-

deed, it might be held that a book written in

April would be out of date in June and hopelessly
obsolete in August.

But behind all that is transitory there remain
certain permanent things. It is with affairs in
Ireland as with the waves of the sea which amid
all their transformations remain the same in
substance, obedient to the same forces. This
book has been made as an attempt to indicate
some of the enduring facts and forces which under-
lie the appearance of Ireland to-day. Puzzled by
endless apparent contradictions, observers are
tempted at times to yield to hopelessness, and
to declare that they can never understand the
ways of that beautiful, perplexing land. Ireland
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herself is bewildered, and does not grasp the
fact of the goodwill which exists so powerfully in
Great Britain, and in her doubt and distress the
words of those who speak for her grow more
confusing.

I have tried to describe some of the things con-
cerning which there can be no confusion, to point
to certain facts which no amount of misguided
eloquence can change, to discover the interior
sentiment which, blossoming in so distracting a
fashion, is still the same. I have claimed that
love of Treland is in the last resort the force
which drives all her children to speech and
action, and I have endeavoured to show how
considerable is British good-will towards Ire-
land. The events of the last fortnight have
illustrated in the most dramatic manner these
two facts.

There was first the great work of Irish regi-
ments in the attack on the Messines Ridge, and
the death of that most gallant soldier, Major
William Redmond ; and secondly, there was the
unconditional release of the Sinn Fein prisoners,
condemned to varying terms of imprisonment by
courts-martial in consequence of their share in
the Dublin rebellion. Major Redmond left it
on record that he was fighting for Ireland, that he
died for Ireland. Speaking from beyond the
grave he has insisted on this. He fell wounded,
and men of Ulster carried him away, so that in his
death’he became, as it were, a sacrament of that
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strong unity which underlies all the apparent
discord between the Protestant North and the
Catholic South, that unity which shall in time
submerge the clamour of the politicians.

No one can doubt that the men who were held
in prison at Lewes were also fervent lovers of
Ireland. Their vision of the way by which sal-
vation might come to their dear land was exactly
opposite to that of Major Redmond, but they
shared his inspiration, and now by their release
the British Government have demonstrated
beyond all question the sincerity of their desire
for the peace of Ireland, their understanding
of the changeless will of the Irish to assert and
establish their nationhood for all time. And
the generous appreciations of the work of the
Irish divisions on June 7 have testified elo-
quently of the value we place upon Ireland’s aid
in the war.

To-day there is not a battle zone where the
Irish have not fought with us against the com-
mon foe; Irish prisoners of war in Germany
rejected with scorn all attempts to persuade
them to take up arms against us. These are
not words; they are deeds, and they have a
major eloquence i

Looking not so much at what Ireland says as
at what Ireland does, it is impossible not to hope
that a brighter future is dawning. What may
happen between this day on which I write and
the time when this book will be published I can-
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not tell, but I am confident that at no distant
period all will be well. It is in the hope that
others may share this confidence, that they may
learn to seek and to trust the permanent things,
and to continue working for the full and final
radiance in the face of all discouragement, that
this little book has been written.
MARIE HARRISON.

June, 1917.
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CHAPTER 1
THE FOLK OF THE ROCKS

N a bleak day in late February an official
of the Congested Districts Board came
to Dungloe, in the far north-west of Donegal, to
sell a little space of arable land to the people of
the rocks. The soil, which had been acquired
from a private owner, was rich in the promise of
development. It was wedged in between barren
stretches of rock-strewn turf-land out of which
these amazing Irish people have somehow made
their living. On a first reflection, you would
imagine that such an offer would have brought a
sense of relief and eager expectation to the dis-
trict. The land, at its best, produces crops barely
sufficient for eight months in the year. There
are no trees beneath whose kindly shade man and
beast may find shelter from sun and rain. The
piercing winds that are driven inland from the
wild Atlantic sea beat with unchecked fury round
the little white homesteads. Roads are merely
stony tracks trailing across the miles of sodden
turf.
7
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There is the sea, cutting into the land like
a lake; and the misty line of hills with their
shadowed pools beneath, and, in the autumn, the
glow of the heather in bloom. But as far as the
eye travels across the brown bogland is a grey
network of stones with unending centres of enor-
mous rocks that might have been flung down in
unreasoning hatred from the hand of some god
of the clouds. These rocks stand as a perpetual
challenge to the ingenuity, and the tenacity, and
the faith of the people.

Most of the holdings, averaging five acres
in extent, are worth about ten shillings a year.
The inspector addressed himself to one of the
crofters.. He pointed out the gracious splendour
of the new land, its wonderful possibilities . . .
the price was absurdly little.

But the dweller on the rocks shook his head.
He looked round at his whitewashed cottage and
his two acres, ploughed with infinite care between
the fragments of rock that still remained.

“No,” he said, slowly, *“ I've blasted the rocks
out of my bit of land, and I’ve built fires round
them to loosen their grip on the soil. The blood
and sweat of my hands are in those two acres.
Sure, I couldn’t be leaving it, sir. Your bit of
land would be too easy.”

So these homesteads tell the story of an un-
ending battle against great forces, of men who
have at the last conquered the land, making it
yield food for at least a space of the year, till
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they have indeed become a part of the earth
itself. It is here in this land of strange loveliness
and of great desolation that has been born one
of the most inspiriting, honestly democratic
movements of the day. But there is first another
story to tell—the story of the women of Donegal.

In a land giving so little sustenance the women
have to toil. Theirs has always been the task
of knitting. Their work is justly famed. With
deft, patient fingers they made in the years that
are gone knitted articles that were sold in the
little town of Glenties. So fair a place—but its
very name stinks in the nostrils of men and
women who hate oppression. For this was the
great centre of the knitting industry, and it was
here that young girls and old women were paid
prices as shameless as those of the darkest slums
of the East End of London. It was reckoned
rare good fortune to make as much as one and
fourpence for a dozen pairs of socks ; one penny
per pair was the price of gloves. There are men
in Dungloe to-day who will tell you with flaming
bitterness how their mothers walked the sixteen
miles to Glenties with their small stock of goods,
how they were paid not in coin of the realm but
in kind, how they returned heart-sick, footsore,
and faint across the hills with a few yards of
calico or flannel as the price of their months of
toil. Then, with their fresh supply of wool their
hands would become busy once more. . . . Their
men-folk fighting nature had less to fear and suffer
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than these women who fought with feeble strength
the iron system on which the gombeener grew
rich and richer as the days went by.

But this was but a part of the gombeen man’s
systemized campaign of destruction. In his
ordinary activities the gombeener is still the curse
of Ireland. He is a greater curse than an unjust
landlord, a wicked British Government, a selfish
farmer, or a domineering priest. Once caught in
the net of the gombeener the people are impotent
and doomed. Supreme in almost every village,
he heaps up great fortunes from his sway over
men and women who would otherwise be happy,
thrifty and independent.

The gombeener begins in a small way of trade.
He offers unlimited credit. Some fresh innocent
girl-bride, knowing for the first time the joys of
spending money on the upkeep of a new home,
comes as a stranger to the district. She offers
silver as she makes her purchases at the gombeen
shop.

*“ Come now, Mrs. O’Flaherty,” says the gom-
beener persuasively, ““ it wouldn’t be asking your
cash I'd be after at all, at all, and you just mar-
ried, and making a home. Don’t I know your
husband, is one of the best workers in all the
countryside ? They do say he is mighty clever
with his tools. Pay when you like—maybe you’ll
find it convenient to have a little account here.”

The young wife hesitates—and yields. She
becomes as the rest of the villagers. In the taking
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of that first step she has sold her liberty, and
the liberty of the little ones she will hold at her
breast, to the greatest enemy of her country.
The bill at the gombeen shop grows and grows
until the interest she owes is as much as the cost
of the goods themselves. In other shops she sees
flour cheaper by a shilling for the seven stones,
but she dare not buy it. Across the way is a
baby’s frock that might be hers for a trifling sum,
but in the gombeen shop she buys a little garment,
less serviceable, for which she is charged almost
double. Were she to transfer her custom the
gombeener would demand an instant settlement
of his exorbitant bill, and the wife and her hus-
band and her children would be ruined. And
when in the end death comes as a great release,
the debts of all the years are handed down in
heritage to the children, who in turn become the
gombeener’s slaves.

Well-to-do people in Ireland get most of their
dry foodstuffs from Dublin or London stores,
because they refuse to pay the excessive prices
at the local shops. Even in those rare shops
which are not actually gombeen in method, the
owners charge what they like. By questioning
every item on a bill it is possible to obtain some-
thing approximate to fair dealing, but the poor
are too proud to do so, if they are not too fright-
ened. So you have the tragic picture of the
agricultural labourer paying more for his tea and
his sugar than his employer.
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I was told by the commandant of a certain
big camp who had occasion to hire a motor from
time to time that even in dealing with strangers
the gombeener adds so much extra to a bill in
the hope that it will escape notice and be paid.
To this soldier there came a bill for £1 2s. 6d.,
which should have been 13s. 64. The man was
challenged. He merely shrugged his shoulders.
“Is it a mistake 2’ he said indifferently. On
a similar occasion the car-owner genially re-
marked :  Oh, now, I'm not sure whether youhad
the rides or not, sir, but pay what you like.”

When such flagrant attempts are made to
victimize the wealthy who could afford to pay,
it will be realized that the poor have not the
ghost of a chance in dealing with these unscrupu-
lous tradesman.

I know of gombeeners who hear Mass and
receive Holy Communion every day. Such men
are not consciously insincere. They will even
tell you that they are the real friends of the poor,
and how in bad years they gave the people credit
and saved them from the workhouse. These men
are always the most ready to denounce land-
lordism and to make great noises about English
tyranny. They are eager to divert attention from
the system which to their unseeing eyes is not
opposed to the elements of Christian teaching,
but which they must know militates cruelly
against the welfare of the country.

Moreover, the gombeen man is seldom anxious
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to be paid in cash. His money is made on the
interest he charges, and it is not to his profit to
have old debts wiped off the slate.

Dungloe is a little village of one long untidy
street of cottages and shops. The nearest town
by rail is Londonderry, sixty-eight miles away.
Travelling on the Londonderry and Lough Swilly
Railway is not encouraged. On making the
journey from Dungloe to Derry in the early dusk
of a winter’s day I came in a carriage in which
the lamps were unlit and which had no communi-
cation cord. It took six hours to do the journey.
The engines were worn out and the goods vans
were piled with heavy merchandise, and there
were profoundly irritating stoppages.

“I hope now we won’t be spending the night
in the mountains,”” one woman sighed. It often
happened, she explained, and I was given to
understand that if you wished to arrive at a
certain place on a Saturday night you would be
wise to take Friday’s train. I tell of these things
because they have all to do with the reign of
the gombeener. It is inevitable that in a dis-
trict so isolated, in a village with communica-
tions to the outside world so slow and so uncertain,
the gombeen man should be all powerful. I
cannot imagine a district in all Ireland where it
must have been more difficult to give the death-
blow to the credit system. Butit has beendone;
the first great independent co-operative effort that
is the beginning of the movement which will
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save Ireland was initiated here by the genius
of one man.

Patrick Gallagher, whose parents still live,
remembers the days when his mother tramped
to Glenties. He remembers, too, the day when
as a little boy of nine he stood in the town of
Strabane waiting to be hired. Here he found
work for six months, during which time he earned
three pounds. Till the age of seventeen he was
hired continually by various employers. Then he
went to Scotland, sending almost all his earnings
to the gombeen man. Only by journeying across
the sea to England or Scotland was it possible
for these crofters to earn enough to pay off some
of the debts of years. The men toiled at the
harvests, and young girls, innocent as a little babe,
went to Perthshire to dig potatoes, with city
workers, for twelve hours a day. They, too,
sent home their meagre money at theinsistent call
of the gombeener.

As Patrick Gallagher grew to manhood there
came to him the resolve that one day the system
that had brought shame and agony to the people
of his dear land should be swept away for always.
It was a fine resolve and a brave resolve. Here
was a man possessing all the natural qualities
of leadership but without experience in the busi-
ness affairs of the world. To attempt to conquer
the very men who had themselves conquered the
people was an effort which few democratic leaders
in England would have cared to make. But
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Gallagher had before him the picture of the
wounded womanhood of Donegal; of children
with a legacy of sorrow ; of strong men beaten
and cowed to the ground. The great blaze of
his hatred of injustice never smouldered, but found
its first tangible expression in a little meeting
round a peat fire in 1905.

Here, with a few friends, he talked of the
possibility of founding a co-operative stores
where the crofters and their women-folk might
start afresh, getting goods at low prices for cash
payment. The only capital was the loyalty, the
intelligence and the boundless enthusiasm which
Mr. Gallagher inspired. But it was sufficient.
In a very short period the movement had so pro-
gressed that forty-six shares were taken in what
was christened the Templecrone Co-operative
Agricultural Society, and a committee was duly
appointed. The chief aim of the Society was to
supply manure, seed, and other agricultural needs.
In the opening of 1906, all that the organization
had as a centre was a small room in a disused
house about six miles from Dungloe. The store
was open two nights a week, and its success was
instantaneous.

Opposition was also instantaneous. Derry, the
natural source'of supplies, was coerced by the
gombeeners into refusing to supply goods, and
the Society were obliged to go to a Scotch co-
operative body for friendly aid. But this industrial
opposition merely acted as a stimulant to action.
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The success of the sale of agricultural necessities
led to the opening of a general store, which began
to supply tea, sugar, meal and flour.

That was a day of revelation to the women.
Tt was worth while to tramp along the hill-sides
to reach‘the funny little store where they could
buy their foodstuffs cheaper than in the village
shops. The price of flour tumbled abruptly from
twelve shillings to nine shillings a bag. The
gombeen men became alarmed once more. They
refused to buy eggs from any member of the
Co-operative Society. The Society was quick in
retaliation ; it sold eggs for its members with
such success that within a week the price had
risen by twopence a dozen. The gombeeners
made a desperate move and there came the edict
that whatever the Society paid, they would pay
DROTE b0 e

It so happened that Mr. Gallagher was in Derry
at the time on the business of the Society. He
returned to Dungloe immediately, bringing with
him a van which he promptly set forth to collect
eggs in every direction. The price mounted still
higher, the fund created by the gombeeners was
exhausted, and the efforts of the Society were so
successful that it was able to move into Dungloe
and open a shop with splendid defiance in the
village street itself.

To-day in Dungloe the gombeener still exists,
but his power is surely waning. The people
regard Mr. Gallagher as a great man, as indeed
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he is; popularly he is called ““ Paddy the Cope,”
the latter in symbolism of the Society. As soon
as the stores became a firm success, he found it
possible to lend money to some of the victims
of the gombeener sa that debts might be paid
off. Many of the farmers round about know, for
the first time in the history of their families, the
joyous freedom which comes when the great
burden of debt is finally removed with a new
epoch in dawn. To them the name of Patrick
is indeed a blessed 'word.

At the stores the farmer can get anything he
wants, from a tin of fertilizer to a new hat. The
Society sells his pigs or cures them and gets good
prices for bacon ; it packs his eggs and disposes
of them to the best advantage. It undertakes
to sell anything that he wishes to put into the
market, and the business of the organization has
so increased that its last yearly turnover was
something like forty thousand pounds.

But ‘“ Paddy the Cope’’ was not content to
bring about a new way of living for men-folk
only. Remembering the days of his mother’s
toil, he determined to provide happy, well-paid
work for the girls and young women of the
country.

It happened some time ago that the Countess
of Pembroke offered half a dozen halls to the
Irish Agricultural Organization Society for the
use of the most deserving lonely villages. Dun-
gloe was offered a hall, and gratefully accepted.

B
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It was used for lectures and dances and other harm-
less amusements. But again there was opposi-
tion from the gombeen kingdom. The local
clergy appear to have joined them in frowning
on the hall. In an incredibly short time the
“ bosses >’ built a rival hall in the village which
won the blessing of the priests, and rather than
continue to run his recreation room in opposition
to the clergy Mr. Gallagher decided that in an
adaptation of the building might be found a way
out for the women.

It was that Jesuit priest of great brilliance and
understanding, Father Finlay, who gave Mr.
Gallagher the helping hand he so greatly needed.
Father Finlay saw at oncethat the installation of
knitting machines would provide work for a con-
siderable number of girls. In June of 1915 the first
machine was put up, and as the general affairs
of the Society progressed, more and more machines
were added until a hundred and forty happy
workers are now employed.

It has been my business from time to time to
visit factories in England where girls are working.
But I have not at any time seen a building where
the workers are as pretty, as contented, and as
well paid as at Dungloe. With the exception of
a few hands who are on time and who finish at
seven o'clock after a free meal, the workers are
at their machines from 8.30 till 5.30, with an
hour off for midday dinner. The hall, which will
soon be too small for the growing number of
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employees, is lit by electricity. It is light and
very airy. Winds from the sea blow in from the
open windows on the girls as they stand or sit
at their work in frocks of bright primitive colours.

The average wage is over a pound a week on
piece work. In factories in prosperous Belfast
women think themselves lucky to get thirteen
shillings a week. Here in Dungloe a clever girl
can readily make a couple of pounds.

“Do you mind telling me how much you got
last week ? ”’ I asked one girl beautiful in her
black hair and in the depths of her grey eyes.

““Not at all,” she responded eagerly; ‘“it was
two pounds ten.”

I chanced on another worker. Ten weeks
before she had come as a learner, making eight
shillings in her first week. “ It was one pound
six last pay day,” she told me proudly. Three
sisters, on the same day, took home £4 15s.
between them. All along the way it was the
same happy story. . . .

It happened that afterwards I was waylaid by
a gombeener who insinuated that such figures were
manufactured, that these girls really made but
a few shillings a week. . . . The answer is in
the pay-sheets which are kept with careful detail.
They are open to the inspection of all interested
visitors. :

Is there any reason why the girls should not
be well paid ? There are no employers to demand
big profits. The profits that accrue go to the
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upkeep of the factory, to the maintenance of the
Society, to the provision of dividends, but pri-
marily to the payment of first-rate wages. Mr.
Gallagher gets no pecuniary benefit beyond a fixed
weekly wage. If the factory had been the pro-
perty of a profit-making business man lower
wages would have been paid, for in a district
where there are so few chances of employment
it would have been easy enough to engage workers
at half the wages given to the Society’s girls.

But because it is all a co-operative scheme, the
workers get the first benefits. Here in the land
where the women once wept tears of bitter sorrow,
where even the blessed consolations of religion
were powerless to mend broken hearts or heal
a shattered faith—here there is a great peace and
a great happiness. The girls are joyous to see
in the colour and radiance of their perfect health.
They are well shod and comfortably dressed. They
are quick in intelligence and courteous in manner.
They have no desire for the artificial attractions
of town life. Their pleasure is in bringing com-
fort to the homestead, in helping their brothers
and their fathers, in watching the country grow
rich and contented.

Their work at the machines is very good. Were
it not so, Mr. Gallagher himself could not keep
the factory alive. ' But it has been a magnificent
commercial success. I saw a letter from a Man-
chester firm giving an order for £5,000 worth of
gloves. After two big contracts completed for
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the Belgian Government, a third is in process of
fulfilment. Last year a big order for the Indian
Army was executed. Firms in England know
the worth of these Donegal goods. May it happen
that one day each article will bear in addition
to the words “ British Made *’ a distinctive Irish
trade-mark so that the farhe of the little village
may spread afar.

The money paid out in wages finds its way into
the stores again, for the girls are great customers
of the Society, banking their money or getting
useful boots and clothes at the shop. If it so
happens that some desired object is not in stock,
the knitting girl willingly waits until the Society
can get it for her rather than visit the accursed
gombeener.

This great movement, as T have indicated, has
been accomplished without the help of the clergy
of the immediate district. It is typical of the
new independence of the Irish people, Catholic
to the end in heart and action, but independent
of the priesthood on the practical ways of life.
During the holding of a special Lenten mission
at the church in Dungloe, Mr. Gallagher started
the day’s work at a much later hour than usual
so that the girls might attend the morning ser-
vices. But the most heated opposition from that
narrow-minded section of the clergy that exists
in every church would be powerless to extinguish
his burning spirit of progression or to water down
his great enthusiasm.
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1 look upon ““ Paddy the Cope ’—this middle-
aged man in his workman’s clothes, with his
reddish moustache and kindly eyes, and a voice
so soft and gentle—as one of the leaders of the
age. No measure of that home government that
has been so long delayed could have done as
much in North-West Donegal as the enterprise
of this man and his loyal band of followers. Very
surely he is a token of the new spirit of the land
—the spirit that is concerning itself less with
political abstractions than with the practical
every-day fellowship which is the only way to
enduring contentment.



CHAPTER 11
THE HAPPY HARBOUR

RITICS who are apt to talk loudly about
England’s indifference to the Sister Isle
should come to Downings and see how Govern-
ment money with the help of a Government
department has changed the whole face of the
countryside. The chief centre of the Irish her-
ring fishery, Downings is a little harbour in the
north of Donegal. Twenty years ago the only
boats in use on all the Donegal coast were cur-
raghs—rickety relations of the coracle of the
Ancient Britons. To-day the harbour is busy
with sturdy luggers that put far out to sea and
come back with triumphant catches, and with
the intensely modern motor-boats which do
their work so swiftly and completely that the
fishermen themselves marvel.

The curragh, which in improved form is still
in use in South-West Ireland, is almost extinct
on the Donegal coast. But at Downings there
remains an old fisherman who would not part

with his curragh for the gold of the world. His
23
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curious craft took me out to sea one rough
winter’s day. There were sun-glints on the
waves, but the sea was stormy and restless, and
out towards the open Atlantic it seemed to me to
be dangerous water for such a little boat. She
had cost not a penny more than thirty shillings.
In shape she was exactly like a church window
—gracefully arched at the bow, but straight at
the stern. The frame was simply trellised wood-
work, such as one sees in a garden, very light in
texture ; the outer covering was canvas, and the
equipment one solitary paddle. Deep and roomy,
she looked like an enormous basket, and though
without seats she was perfectly comfortable. To
the inexperienced it would seem that at any
moment she might turn a somersault, but under
the guidance of the young man with the paddle
she flitted with acrobatic ease from one wave top
to another, and it was extraordinary how, after
the first putting out, came the sensation of utter
safety and confidence.

These curraghs are seaworthy enough and safe
in the hands of a seasoned fisherman, and in
many parts of Ireland where there are no natural
or artificial harbours, they are the only possible
boats, since they can be landed in strands or
little creeks in the rocks. But the lightness of
the curragh, which makes for safe launching in
fair weather, adds to the difficulty of landing in
a storm, especially when there is a good take of
fish on board.
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All along the coast-line women have watched
and waited during the ages for the men who have
set out to sea in the coming darkness of the
night. Their white houses gathering round about
the bogland or sand dunes by Downings are ten
miles from a station. The soil might be persuaded
to yield richer measures of food, but the way to
the railway is a long, long road, too long to make
the sale of butter or eggs or oats a profitable
undertaking. On the quality of the herring
season depends the comfort of the homesteaders
during the greater part of the year.

Great-hearted, gallant souls, these fishermen.
The wildest seas made little difference to their
courage. The cry of their women could not
keep them back ; they were born of the sea and
the call of their mother was unendingly in their
ears. On the roughest night there was scarcely a
lingering look at the little lights of home shining
through the blackness. To fight storms and make
the sea give of its food was their ordinary daily
business. They were utterly unconscious of the
romance or of the heroism in this their accustomed
way of living. And the watching women would
tell their beads by the turf fires, shuddering as
great gusts of wind shook the cottages.. . .
Came to them the memories of men who had
been drowned, and their voices were raised in
pitiful supplication to the Blessed Virgin that
the fragile curraghs and their crews might come
safe to port at the last.
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After a bad season there were sorrow and
hunger in the land. The men had to adventure
forth into other worlds in search of work. The
women waited, tilling the soil at home, or spin-
ning the hemp that would re-cover the boat before
it set out for its next conflict with the sea.

The psychology of men who live by the sea is
a fascinating study. It is also an explanation
of much that perplexes. There was little secu-
rity of life for these fisherfolk in the day of the
curragh. The man who battles with the primary
forces of nature, who fights on the sea for fish,
who toils on the land to grow food, must inevit-
ably be different in moral fibre from the worker
of the town who is concerned with machinery
and the things which men have made. To the
dweller by the sea comes a certain rugged strength
of character, but also a grim fatalism and greater
aloofness from the ways of the modern world,
especially when, as in the case of the men who
sail from Downings, he lives so far from that world.

Creeslough, which is the station for Carrigart,
the nearest village to Downings, is thirty-nine
miles from Londonderry, and a train of infinite
leisure carried me over those miles in exactly
three and a half hours. And Creeslough itself is
eight miles by road from Carrigart.

There is poetry and symbolism in the very name
of Creeslough, which is in Gaelic craos-loch, the
gluttonous lake, the lake that swallows every-
thing. But the station is not poetic. It is as
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much a poultry run as a place where trains set
out and arrive. I imagine that in summer-time,
when the far-famed Rosapenna golf links bring
sportsmen from all over the country, the hens
may be invited to retire. In winter-time they
saunter about the platform in lazy unconcern.
They give a note of homeliness to the district, but
they do not suggest enterprise or efficiency.

Letters are carried to Carrigart on a mud-caked
weary side-car. With his Britannic Majesty’s
mails as a back rest, I was one of the three
passengers who made the eight-mile journey
quite cheerily. Indeed, who would not be happy
to pass through this lovely land? Dusk was
veiling the countryside. Sinister in its blackness
the great hill of Muckish kept sentinel over the
land. It was splashed with snow and its shadows
fell softly on the little hills around, on the rough
moorland and on the trout streams with their
crude stone bridges. Broken hedges of stone
bordered the moors on either side of the road,
which was serried as if by plough by the passage
of a hundred herring carts. It was the broken
road that gave the first indication of the change
in the land.

Not half-way to Carrigart the jarvey pulled up
his horse and made for “ Hannah'’s ’—the kindly-
faced woman who supplies weary travellers with
whisky. He took with him the two other pass-
engers, and their laughter drifted through the
darkening air as I waited on the car.
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It was good to wait. Leading a shaggy pony
homewards, a little girl passed with a gentle
“ Good night to ye.” Behind her came a man
and woman with sacks of turf flung over their
shoulders. Lights in the sky were changing
constantly. Gold spots gleamed from the win-
dows of homesteads as lamps were lit. The
silhouette of Muckish became less distinct, the
last pink flush from sunset faded away. But
there was a great silver light on the waters of
the inland sea, and there was music in the tramp
of men seeking home after the day’s toil.

The jarvey and his fellows returned, and the
rest of the way we talked, as people talk in these
hours of chance companionship. The next day
after a night’s sleep in Carrigart, I went on to
Downings, two and a half miles away, the place
where something very like a miracle has been
worked by a Government department, the Con-
gested Districts Board.

It is a new small harbour, very busy and im-
mensely pleased with itself. It is such a lonely
little place, set at the edge of a vast lake of sea
water lined by hills of all shapes and colours.
Not so many years ago the crofters looked out
from their peepholes towards the climbing, sharp-
edged shadow of Muckish, with the distant rise
of Mount Errigal far beyond, and at the curraghs
coming and going about their business, but they
saw no activity of life, nor did they experience
the exhilaration of crowds. To-day they may
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look at the harbour, as I looked, with its sail-
boats and motor-boats all squabbling together
for room by the pier; they may see the great
hauls of herrings shaken out of the nets; they
may watch the quick passage of men and women
moving from the pier to one of the big curing
sheds that have been put up, or they may hear
the raucous voices of men from England bidding
against each other for herrings for America. That
America should want fish from such a little har-
bour is to them the greatest miracle of all.

In the earlier days of the Board’s work at
Downings share ownership was the custom. The
Board owned the boats with the fishing gear,
receiving a share of the men’s earnings. The
system was established in order to encourage the
~men of the curraghs to fish in decked boats,
under the skilled care of Scotch instructors. But
as the fisherfolk became expert in the manage-
ment ofthe new craft the Board wisely decided
that undivided ownership by the men would be
much more stimulating. The curragh was at
least the man’s unquestioned property. It was
fitting that he should be assisted to transfer his
responsibilities and all the pride of possession to
the lugger. Although a beginning on a share
basis was necessary, the final end of the Board’s
work—the creation of a self-supporting happy
and independent fishing industry—was per-
petually in view.

After a few seasons of fishing by the new
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methods the men found that they were saving
money. Ten years ago the season began in
August and ended in the following month, but
now it has been enormously extended, and the
heaviest catches are made between the new year
and the end of March. Directly these changed
conditions had enabled them to accumulate funds
the fisher folk were encouraged to buy their own
boats. Some purchased them outright ; others
paid down a part of the price, leaving the balance
to be paid in half-yearly instalments.

As an example of the earning capacity of a
first-class motor-boat here is the splendid record
of the Daylight Star. From January 16 to Feb-
ruary 2I she made over £1,000. These figures
are an amazement to the men and women who
remember the land as it was twenty years ago.

The Daylight Star was bought from the Board
in September of last year at a cost of £850.
In these days of submarine activity she is worth
at least £2,000. The first payment of £f200 was
made at the time of purchase, with ten years in
which to pay the balance in half-yearly instal-
ments. Six of the crew are responsible for these
payments. The remaining two, a strange driver
and a hired man, have no financial interest in
the craft. But the takings have been divided
into thirteen shares, each man getting one share,
leaving five shares with which to pay off the
debt.

Owned by half a dozen men who paid cash for
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it at the outset, a pretty little sail-boat made a
great record in a little over a month— January 17
to February 23—in earning over £700. Inthepre-
ceding two weeks no fish at all had been taken.
But the modern boat, unlike the curragh, can
catch fish while the sea is good, and bring home
mighty hauls that would have sent a lightly-
built craft to the bottom. They are indeed
romantic figures, telling as they do of great good
fortune—f£500, £307, £361, and so onm, in very
short periods of time. My friend of the curragh
made £10 with his haul of skate in a couple of
hours, but had he owned a bigger and a better
boat he would have made infinitely more.

There was great activity at the pierhead as
I stood there watching. Buyers from all over
the kingdom were bidding keenly for herrings.
Thousands are cured and sent to American markets
in normal.times, but in war days there is a big
cry for fish for the fresh markets at home. Men
who remember the days of the famine looked down
proudly at their rich hauls. Big prices were paid
for fresh herrings. Curers with sheds built in the
neighbourhood claimed their share, and supplies
were so plentiful that all the fisherfolk were able
to retain as much produce as they wanted for
their own consumption during the year instead
of selling the whole of their catch.

The buyers have a bitter tale to tell of delays
on the railway, which is utterly inadequate to
the needs of the district. It is stupid at any
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time that food should be wasted in a land where
there is so little variety of sustenance. In war-
time it is criminal. At the station herrings were
rotting through lack of railway organization.
One commercial man spent the greater part of
the day in Carrigart in writing piteous letters
to various officials in England in the hope that
their hearts might be touched. However, the
fisher folk themselves are not the sufferers.
Theirs is tofish and sell ; the rest of the business
is not their concern.

The activities of the Board do not cease with
the provision of boats. There is an excellent
shed at Downings where the men may buy paint
or rope nets at wholesale prices. They would
have far to go in search of tackle were it not for
these well-equipped stores—friend alike of the
man who wants canvas with which to repair
his curragh or of the fisherman-engineer who
talks learnedly about the ways of his motor-boat.

During the herring season there is plenty of
work for the girls. The herrings have to be
salted and packed carefully into barrels. It is
wet but not unpleasant work. In oilskin aprons
and red or green or purple shawls the girls stand
at the barrels with all the winds and rains of
heaven blowing about them, singing at their work
with merry indifference, and taking home good
money at the coming of eventide. They are
deeply appreciative of the refreshment-room which
the Board has put up for them—a cheery, airy
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place where they can buy tea or soup or bread
and butter or cake for trifling sums.

Coal is three pounds a ton and dry foodstuffs
are expensive, but this is a prosperous bit of
the green land. With the success of the herring
season there is plenty of money in the homesteads,
and during the months of the present year there
will be no want of comforts.

And these changes—are they altering the
character of the people? Very gradually, I
think.

At Carrigart there is a notice outside the police
station to the effect that recruiting inquiries will
be answered, but there have been very few men
seeking information, and it is not difficult to
understand why it should be'so. These fisher-
folk through all the years have been in daily
contact with the most concentrated expressions
of the concrete. Those old and terrible days are
not so very remote; this happy prosperity is
still a new thing.

They were not in the past of the type of which
dreamers and politicians  are fashioned. Their
enthusiasm was centred on the effort to live, and
the less immediate business of winning self-
government did not interest them, for before
you can demand home rule you must be conscious
of some kind of a national life that can be ordered,
regulated and improved. If the Donegal fisher-
man had been more certain of life itself and of

comfort to surround their years they might have
C
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been great politicians. They are changing to-
day, but they are still to some extent the men of
twenty years ago. They would fight to the death
if their homesteads were attacked, but the ima-
gination which can find music in the sound of
the sea and perceive the beauty of the brown
land and the splendour of the great skies is not
necessarily the imagination which can respond to
an impersonal ideal, to the call of an abstract
principle of justice.

The Empire, kingship, and the rights of little
nations are almost meaningless words to men
whose share in the Empire has not been, till
recent years, the right to eat when hungry, to
rest when tired, to play in happy recreation. But
the change and the opportunities have come at
last.

In their train follows the change in the hearts
and minds of the people. Already the commercial
prosperity has kindled the torch of an awakened
nationality that is lighting up the countryside.
The men may be less gracious in manner than
those of the South, but they are more staunch,
more worthy of trust. To the stray visitor they
may appear taciturn and reticent. But it is not
in the nature of the best sort of men to be too
readily at ease in Zion. For many years to come
the men and women of Donegal will bear on their
faces the scars that were inflicted in remembered
times of sorrow and of hunger. But there is the
dawn of hope in their hearts. They are con-
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scious for the first time that their country, so
rich in spiritual and natural splendour, is a land
wherein they may dwell in material comfort.
The coming of civilization in the shape of com-
mercial men who talk to them of the wider world
beyond at the end of the day’s work has fanned
the smouldering intelligence of the people. They
are becoming interested at last in questions and
problems beyond the circle of their. own life.
They are reading newspapers which would have
wearied them before. They are even ready to
talk Sinn Fein instead of dismissing the move-
ment with an indifferent shrug of the shoulders
or a brief contemptuous comment.

Their children, who often enough understand
not a word of English until they learnit at school,
will provide Ireland with a different type of man
and woman. The fighting strength of their
fathers will be in their blood. The intense
spiritual fervour, the great perception of natural
beauties will flame in their hearts. It needs
great leadership—a leadership that can arouse
enthusiasm and staunch loyalty—to direct aright
their deepening sense of nationhood.



CHAPTER III
THE FORTUNES OF THE FARMER

HIRTY years ago the Irish farmer was a
T sorrowful person. For generations he had
been the victim of innumerable evils. Nature
was his perpetual enemy, and few of the things
which man could do to thwart, harass and tor-
ment him were left undone. Ignorant of the
first principles of agriculture, he muddled along
from year to year, extracting from the soil no more
than a tenth part to which his toil entitled him.
Dragged down by a perpetual burden of debt,
he was the prey of the unscrupulous trader, who
bought his produce at the cheapest and sold him
the necessities of life at the dearest rate. Living
remote from the markets, isolated and apart from
the world, there was no one to protect him against
this two-handed robbery. The Land Act of 1881
had given him a measure of security of tenure,
but he was still accustomed to believe that if
he made improvements in his holding he would
be regarded as a prosperous man and that his
rent would be raised accordingly. The land

36



THE FORTUNES OF THE FARMER 37

agent and the gombeen man were the spectres
who haunted his life. There was no one to pity
him, no one to help him, and his days 'passed in
a poverty which is almost incomprehensible
to-day. Study, for instance, this budget of
the family of a little farmer for a year. It was
given in the first report of the Congested
Districts Board in 1892.

RECEIPTS.

Llsends

Sale of calf . 2 0 o
,»  two sheep o 16 o
ARSI s 2 0 0

,, fish . 3 o o

;»  eggs . 245,020

£9 16 o

EXPENDITURE.

PR

Rent I 10 O
County cess . O, 3 2000
Clerical charges o 6 o
Meal 2 0 O
Flour . I 10 O
Groceries 0 10 ©
Clothing A0
Lights . J o 5 O
Utensils and tools. o010 O
Tobacco 1 6 o

£10 19 ©

The home produce of the farm, consumed by

the family, was valued at from £12 to £17 in the
year.
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That was only twenty-five years ago. To-day
the Irish farmer is one of the most prosperous men
in the land. At present there are roughly
£80,000,000 on deposit in the banks of Ireland,
and the greater part of it has been placed there
by the farmers. Year by year their profits are
increasing, and they have come to a condition
of life which would have seemed the most impos-
sible of miracles no more than a generation ago.

It is true, of course, that a proportion of the
present prosperity is due to the war, but it is
only a proportion. Prosperity had come before
ever that shot was fired in Sarajevo which set
the world in a blaze. It had been built up so
steadily and surely through the years that in
1914 Ireland exported more food to Great Britain
than any other country in the world, the value
of her produce reaching the tremendous total of
£33,000,000. In 1904 the value of the exported
poultry and eggs was £2,800,000 ; in 1914 it was
£4,500,000. Inthetwelve years previous to 1914
the average yield of potatoes had been increased
by 1 ton 6 cwt. per acre over the, whole Irish
area. These facts by themselves are sufficient to
prove that the present well-being is no mushroom
growth.  Through the years there have been
forces at work, quietly, patiently, steadily, and the
shadow has passed.

The forces are two in number. The firstis the
movement which took shape over twenty years
ago as the clumsily-named but altogether admir-
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able Irish Agricultural Organization Society. The
second is the aid furnished by the Government
through the two channels of the Congested Dis-
tricts Board set up originally in 1891 and given
extended powers in 1909, and the Department of
Agriculture which was created in 18gg9. Self-
help and help from the State—these have been
the powers which have taken rural Ireland to
pieces and are most valiantly and successfully
striving to put it together according to a fine and
beautiful plan.

It was in 1888 that the first steps were taken
in the work which was to save Irish agriculture.
Sir Horace Plunkett and a few others set out on
a great adventure. They had, as he himself has
expressed it, ‘‘ no less ambitious an aim than that
of rebuilding the rural life of their country.” They
had a formula to work upon: ‘ Better farming,
better business, better living’’ was their motto,
and it was their idea that farmers should be taught
that the right way to help themselves was by
helping each other.

As these pioneers pointed out time after time
in the early days of their movement, and as they
continually insist, the Irishman has a habit of
looking upon the Government as the cause of all
his misfortunes, and expecting it to supply all
his needs. It is not in the least wonderful that
the habit should have been formed. The English-
man who can study the history of Ireland with-
out acute discomfort must be an extraordinary
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person. There were the long years, the cen-
turies, when all that we did was to oppose the
wishes of the Irish people, when we troubled to
think about them at all. Then, a little while
ago, as one measures time in history, we realized
with a tragic mess of things we had made, and we
decided that atonement was necessary. In the
new move we proceeded to give Ireland every
mortal thing we could think of that would be
likely to make happy a sad and dejected nation
—everything, except the one thing which she
happened to want.

We invented the Congested Districts Board,
gave it money, and told it to take the wilderness
of the West and make it blossom as the rose. We
invented laws for the subjection of scoundrel
landlords. We devised the plan whereby the
rural Irishman can get for thirteen pennies a
week such a cottage together with half an acre
of ground as would send an English farm labourer
crazy with incredulous joy if he were offered it
on like terms. We have taken any and every
occasion of spending money on Ireland, and it is
the most natural consequence that the Irishman
has concluded that if he wants anything he has
only to state the fact and it will be produced at
once.

Sir Horace Plunkett and his friends realized
this, and realized too that such a state of things
was thoroughly demoralizing. They saw that it
is as bad for the individual as for the nation to
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learn to depend on help from without. They
adopted it as a maxim that a man is only fit to
be helped in so far as he helps himself. They
took for their ideal the self-reliant competent
nation which is able to manage its own affairs
unaided without fear of disaster, and they set to
work to realize that ideal in Ireland.

The foes ranged against the Irish farmer when
they began their work were four in number.
There were his own ignorance, the difficulty
which he experienced in obtaining the materials
which he required, his total lack of a fair market
for his goods, and the burden of debt which ham-
pered his every action. These were the things
which had to be fought and conquered. No one
would be so rash as to say that to-day the victory
is complete, but the figures I have quoted show
beyond all possibility of question how great is
the progress that has been made.

This is not the place for a history of the Irish
Agricultural Organization Society, which would
indeed require a volume to itself, if all the tale
of its struggles, trials and triumphs were to be
told. It is enough to indicate very briefly the
measures which have been taken to fight those
four enemies of the farmer. To teach him the
newest and best methods of carrying on the
work of his farm, experts have toiled through the
years. Lecturers have gone from centre to centre
explaining and illustrating, criticizing and making
suggestions. Men who have studied the methods
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of culture adopted in other countries have been
sent round the land to spread abroad the know-
ledge they have gained. That increase of 26
cwt. per acre in the yield of potatoes is sufficient
testimony to the value of their work.

The difficulty of materials—seeds, manures and
implements—has been met by supplying these
things on the co-operative plan. In these days
each of the thousand societies which are affiliated
to the 1.A.O.S. is in a position to supply any of
its members with whatsoever he requires for his
work. In the past the farmer had no choice but
to obtain everything through the local trader,
who furnished what he thought fit at imagina-
tive prices. To-day the best of goods can be
bought at reasonable rates and moreover in very
many instances expensive machinery is jointly
owned and used in turn by the members of a
society, to their great common advantage.

Then there was the question of a market for
the produce. Here the I.A.0.S. has achieved
what is perhaps its most notable triumph in the
establishing of co-operative creameries. So suc-
cessful have they been that so long ago as 1910
more than half the total export of butter from
Ireland came from these creameries. A very
little consideration will show how valuable they
must have been to the farmers. Any one who
has the least experience of farm work will know
what a troublesome business it is to make and
deal with butter in small quantities. First the
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milk must be set aside for the cream to rise;
then there is the skimming, which leaves large
proportions of potential butter in the milk—a
sheer and pitiful waste. When sufficient cream
has been accumulated it must be churned—with
still more waste, of labour as well as of material—
in some old-fashioned contrivance. The butter
must be ““ made up,” and at the end of all the
toil it must be sold, probably at a ridiculous price,
to some rogue of a trader who is accustomed to
charge anything from fifty to one hundred per
cent. for his trouble in passing it on.

From this thriftless, unprofitable game there
is nothing to save a small man in a remote district.
Turbine separators and the latest butter-making
plant are not for him. But given a society with
some hundreds of members and an accessible
centre, and everything is changed at once. FEach
member can send his milk direct to the creamery,
which will deal faithfully with it with the aid
of the best machinery, extract every particle of
cream and make the best possible use of what
is left. The butter will be made under the best
conditions and with the highest degree of skill,
and it will be dispatched to the best market
with no tax to pay for two or three re-handlings.
The farmer will receive the best price for his
milk, and—a point of considerable importance
to the community—the last unit of food value
will be extracted from that milk. Moreover the
profits of the creamery belong to its members and
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return to them in dividends on their shares and
in continually improved service.” This sort of
thing sounds Utopian, but it happens to be now
merely a plain record of fact, and a great system
of creameries on these lines is one of the best
of the many gifts of the I1.A.O.S. to Ireland.
Finally, there is the question of debt. How
cruelly the chains of the gombeen man have
galled the people of Ireland was described in the
first chapter of this book. The small farmer was
as great a sufferer as any one. The local trader
had him bound hand and foot both for the
supply of all necessaries and for the sale of pro-
duce. Kept in continual poverty, he had no
capital available for the purpose of implements
or even for the better qualities of seeds and fer-
tilizers. To aid him to set himself free the I.A.O.S.
devised a plan. In connexion with the local
societies which purchase seeds and the rest in
bulk for their members they arranged a system
of overdrafts for which all the members of the
society concerned are jointly responsible. By
this means the individual purchaser can obtain
what he needs and pay for it at his convenience.
This, it must be remembered, is only the roughest
outline of the work of the society, but it may be
sufficient to show how considerable that work has
been and continues to be. By reason of it and
of other activities which have followed in its

train the Irish farmer is the prosperous man that
he is to-day.
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It must be understood that all this work has
been and is practically self-supporting. It was
no part of the scheme of its promoters to provide
another channel through which British money
might trickle into Irish purses by way of the
Exchequer. They were anxious for and have
secured large quantities of British money for
those purses, but it was for value received and
not as a gift. The Government, however, with
that irrepressible longing to give things to Ireland,
was bound to find some method of spending
money along these new lines, and this has been
done for the past twenty odd years through the
Department of Agriculture. It is being done
with special fury at present for reasons which
are not altogether easy to understand.

In the beginning the Department and the
Society worked together in great harmony. Then
after some years they began to drift apart. The
Society persisted in desiring to make the farmer
help himself, and the Department became more
and more anxious to make him presents. The
unfortunate result has been that in these days
the two bodies do not love each other very much,
and their activities, which are quite frequently
directed to the same end, overlap to a regrettable
extent. That, one imagines, is a state of things
which a self-governing Ireland would take in
hand and put right.

But the Department of Agriculture has done
good and valuable work, and is still doing it.
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It has provided all sorts of education and aid
for the farmer in all directions, and at present
it is making a supreme effort to assist him to
produce more food than has ever come from Ire-
land before.

The food-producing possibilities of the land are
only now beginning to be properly used. This is
made plain by the fact that although, as Thave said,
food to the value of thirty-three million pounds
was sent toGreat Britain in the year before the war,
Ireland was herself compelled toimport food costing
twenty-four millions in the same period. Much of
this, of course, was of such a nature that it could
not have been produced at home, but the authori-
ties are most wisely endeavouring to show the
people that the things which they can grow for
themselves are better for them than the imported
goods. The Department is responsible for fre-
quent advertisements in the Irish papers insisting
that oatmeal and potatoes are far more nourish-

ing than tea and bread. An attempt is also being

made to relieve the country from the necessity
of importing frozen meat. The great aim just
now is to make Ireland better able to feed herself
and to play an ever greater part in feeding our
own hungry land.

To this end the scheme of compulsory tillage
has been introduced. A Government Order
has been issued commanding that with certain
rare exceptions ten per cent. more land in every
holding shall be cultivated in 1917 than was

L aae
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cultivated in 1916. At the same time every
effort is being made by lectures and by advertise-
ments to prove that, within certain limits, the
increase in cultivation of the land makes it pos-
sible to keep more instead of fewer cattle, and
the resources of the Department of Agriculture
are being strained to give all possible assistance
in the carrying out of the work.

A circular has been issued describing what has
to be done and the help which is offered. Atten-
tion is called to the fixed minimum prices for oats,
wheat and potatoes. To ensure supplies of seed
the export of oats and potatoes has been restricted
or prohibited, and maximum prices for these have
been imposed upon the traders. The supplies
of manures have been organized and controlled.
The Ministry of Munitions has been persuaded to
declare that agricultural implements and machi-
nery are munitions of war, thus obtaining for
them priority as to manufacture and transport
over all non-war material. Arrangements have
been made for the proper distribution of horses
and labour.

A scheme of loans has been devised to assist
in the purchase of machinery, and, in the case
of small holdings, of manures and seeds. The
rate of interest fixed is five per cent. per annum,
and the loans are repayable by instalments in
three or five years. The experts employed by
the County Committees through which the Depart-
ment works are to be set free from their ordinary
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tasks to attend to the needs of each district,
giving advice to individual farmers as to the best
seeds and manures to use for each kind and
quality of land.

Only one criticism can be made of such a scheme
as this and it must be made by any one who holds
with the I.A.O.S. that it is better to help a man
to help himself than to hurl assistance at him free.
It is impossible to avoid the reflection that this
work might be done more cheaply and more
effectively if greater use had been made of the
existing organization. It is true that the aid of
the co-operative societies is invited and honestly
desired, but it is by no means certain that the
fullest possible use can be made of the resources
of the societies under the order as it stands.

Much however will depend on the manner and
spirit in which the new scheme is carried out. In
the meantime certain great advantages are bound
to follow in its train. In the first place a greatly
increased area will be put under cultivation and it
is not in the least likely that it will ever be allowed
to lapse again into pasture land. A change
will inevitably take place in the condition of life
of the farm labourer, and from that progress
there will be no going back. Men who in spite
of the activities of the societies have rernained
content with the old ways will now be forced to
adopt the new, and, realizing their commercial

value, they will never be content with the old
ways again.

Nt -
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On the whole, then, we may take it that the
order is likely to be the crown of the work of
thirty years. Without the long toil of the I.A.O.S.
and the Department of Agriculture it would not
have been possible to carry out its provisions.
But the seed has been sown through the years
and we have come to the reaping of a harvest
which shall not cease but become increasingly
abundant in the future. Out of the burdens and
necessities of war comes the material salvation
of Ireland.



CHAPTER IV
IRELAND’S CINDERELLA

HE big black stew-pot moved with the almost
imperceptible sway of a pendulum over
the fire. It was baking day, and a comforting
fire of rich turf was piled high on the stone floor
of the little recess. Very soon a small oven
would be placed on the fire, and the peat would be
built all round about it and on top, till no one
would guess that bread was baking, and that in
due time there would be loaves to eat with the
black tea.
Years ago you might have seen a pig or a goat,
‘or at least a couple of hens, finding shelter under
the roof of this tiny house. Such things seldom
happen to-day. But here, as in all the Irish
cottages that have not been built by the rural
councils, was the uneven stone floor, the fireplace
that was merely a recess in the wall, the dresser
with its slender supply of crockery, the picture
of the Blessed Virgin, the barefooted children at
play with the baby in a wooden box for cradle,
and the tired bits of furniture—things that have
50
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been characteristic of Ireland from time imme-
morial.

If you could have peeped into the cupboard you
would have seen tea and margarine and sugar and
a little bit of bacon and a cup of milk. The big
black pot held the day’s supplies of potatoes.
Towards nightfall, you would have heard the
tramp of steps along the road. You would have
seen the husband at his meal, and you would have

~ watched him sitting by the peat fire afterwards—
with his pipe unfilled. You would have looked at
the little woman at his side, with unbusy hands
because clothes cannot be made when there is no
money to buy material, and the curling blueness
of smoke is not for the man who is too poor to
buy tobacco.

For so long the farm labourer in Ireland has
been so poor that it made the heart ache to see
his little home, and how devoid it was of the little
things that would have brought him comfort and
content. Just to be sure of a meal when hungry,
a smoke after the day’s work, shoes for the chil-
dren and a couple of goats for milk—that would
have seemed incredible happiness. But these
things are denied a man who is forced by shameful
economic conditions to sell his labour for twelve
shillings a week. That, at the beginning of
the year, was the average wage of the agricultural
labourer.

With the supplementary aid of fuel or potatoes
and occasionally a cottage he was expected to
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maintain himself, his wife, and his family on this
slender sum. If he happened to be employed by
the landed’gentry there was, of course, the certainty
that at least he would not actually starve. The
modern Irish landlord has some sense of respon-
sibility towards his workers. As much cannot be
said of the small farmer. He has won his pros-
perity at such bitter cost that he clings to his
money tenaciously and will pay only the bare
minimum at which labour can be hired. The
‘ perquisites ”’ given by an Irish country gentle-
man are often not ungenerous, but they seldom
bring the labourer’s wage up to the pound a week
which is the lowest possible sum on which a farm
worker and his family can live in health and
decency—I do not say comfort—in Ireland to-
day.

Some little while ago a priest wrote to the Irish
Times, giving an estimate of the expenses which
the labourer has to meet. The budget, for a
family of six, was as follows—

11b. teaat 2s. 6d. ; 3lb sugarats%d
Bread .

2 1b. margarine

7 quarts of milk at 3d

3 Ib. bacon at 1s. 2d.

$ stone oatmeal at 4s. .

2 stones potatoes at 1s.

1 bag coals . g . 5
mﬁthMﬂw mMMJ&
Rent: . f g
Clothes, boots repalrs 3
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The writer added : “ If flour be taken instead
of bread deduct, say, 2s., but add soda, buttermilk,
cream of tartar, extra fire, etc. Note that there
is no allowance for tobacco, and that the Food
Controller allows 4% 1b. sugar and 24 1b. meat to a
family of this size. Less coal would be needed
later in the year, but it will be difficult to make a
reduction of gs. 6d. in the above list. As against
all this many labourers are paid at the rate of 12s.
to 14s. per week. Either they must starve, steal,
or go into debt.”

This estimate is a little misleading to those who
do not know conditions as they really exist in the
country. It makes nomention of perquisites. A
workman at twelve shillings a week might have a
cottage on his employer’s estaterent free ; almost
certainly he would get some potatoes, and prob-
ably firing. In districts where there is no turf
available for burning the landlord would be sure
to allow his workpeople a moderate amount of
wood. 1 doubt if many labourers are able to get
a quart of milk a day at any price, but when it can
be had threepence a quart is, as the budget indi-
cates, the customary charge. But allowing for
these differences, and supposing that fuel, house-
room, and potatces were valued at six shillings,
the workman would have to cut down his rations
very considerably in order to live on a pound a
week paid partly in cash and partly in kind.

And this is what happens. I do not think the
Irish labourer steals. The marvel is that he is so
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honest. He sometimes starves, he more often
gets into debt, but as a rule he drags out a weary,
unhealthy existence, living on as little as possible,
making ends meet somehow. His children run
about barefooted along the lanes. New clothes
come into the cottage very rarely. When the day
comes when some improvement in living is
absolutely essential to life he goes into debt.

I talked of these things to an Army officer who,
invalided home from the front, had taken up his
farming duties once more in the rich land of Meath.
It occurred to him that while he had been away
the cost of living had risen even in Ireland, and
when he discovered that one of his best workmen
was in debt, he paid the debt for him, and made
it his business to find out exactly how the man and
his wife and three children lived. This was the
budget—

“n
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Eleven 2-1b. loaves at 5d.

1 1b. tea at 2s. 4d.

1 Ib. sugar at 6d.

2% 1b. margarine at 1s.

2% 1b. bacon at 1s. 1d.

Flour . ;
Soap, 2d. ; candles 2.5 soda XA
Two pints of oil . 5

Matches, 1d. ; pepper, 14. ; pohsh Id
3 oz. tobacco 4 G
3% quarts milk at 4d.
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this case, but the man was still unable to live on
his wage or to make any allowance for clothes.

‘“ When I found out what it cost him to live,”
his employer told me, ‘I immediately raised his
wages.”’

And that is what so few employers in Ireland
have done. They have not taken the trouble to
find out what it costs their workpeople to live.
I believe that if they would jot down on paper the
items of a household budget such as is given above
they would be amazed, and the best kind of em-
ployer would do as this invalided officer did, and
raise the men’s wages.

But even if this is not done the labourer on a
big estate is infinitely better off than the worker
at a small farm, because employment for various
members of his family is often offered. The boys
are taken into the stables or on to the land as soon
as they leave school, and earn five or six shillings
weekly ; the girls help in the dairy or come into
the house as indoor servants; even the mother
may do a little needle or laundry work. Insuch
cases the family is not compelled to make the
wretched and impossible attempt to lead a decent
honest life on twelve shillings a week and per-
quisites. With every member of the family earn-
ing something, if only a little, the joint income
ensures that there will be a sufficiency of food in
the house, if there is nothing else.

The relations that exist between such workers
and their employers are often of a happy descrip-
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tion. Men and women are glad to remain for
years in the employment of a family that shows
them a little kindness and takes some interest
in their affairs. And in Ireland where there is
so much less convention of manners and so much
less distinction of classes than in England, you
get very friendly relations between employer and
employe. Irish labourers on big estates are not
the servile slaves they have been pictured. The
system of payment tends to destroy their inde-
pendence, of course, but their natural wit and
charm is alien to anything approaching to
obsequiousness, and they will chat with their
employers with a quite spontaneous freedom
devoid of all offence.

I know, too, from intimate personal experience,
that employers are glad to meet their old workers
as friends long after their days of toil are past.
I have been with such landlords, men of position
in the country. It oftens happens, when motoring
or riding into the nearest town, that they are glad to
call on old servants who have settled down to end
their days in peace, taking tea with them and
talking over old days as they might with friends
in their own social position.

But there is no doubt that it is bad for the coun-
try and bad for the man to receive his wages in
kind. With the best of intentions the landlord
may forget to tell his steward to send firing down
to the cottage where the family shivers round an
empty fireplace, or some dispute may arise in the
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employer’s absence as to the promised quantity
of potatoes, and the labourer has to go without
until the matter can be adjusted. Privations of
such character do not happen when a man’s wage
is paid in cash with automatic regularity.

But the effect on the character of the people is
what matters most. If you have an enormous
majority of wage-earners who are accustomed to
look for a rise not in money which they can spend
as they like, but in extra potatoes or fuel, you can-
not get a nation of vigorous independence. Money
is only of value in so far as it enables a man to get
those things that he wants. If you are to choose
for him the things that he must have, you take
away his freedom. Even if you pay him in some-
thing which may be actually its fair value, it is
really worth very much less, because it does not
carry the freedom that money represents.

There are signs that this condition of affairs is
passing in Ireland. There is a dawn of hope for
the agricultural labourer even in this deep-seated
custom. In very many districts he has already
perceived it, and has been quick to take advantage
of it. The compulsory tillage order which has
been made by the Government has turned him
into a person of importance ; it has put him in a
position, for the first time, to make terms with his
employer.

Occupiers of land are compelled this year to put
under the plough 10 per cent. more of their holdings
than was cultivated last year, and the demand for
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labour has immediately and inevitably increased,
since tillage necessitates far greater man power than
grazing. With the increased demand has come
the increase in value of labour. Almost for the
first time in his life the farm worker has known
the weapon of the strike. To-day he demands
higher wages. If the employer refuses, he leaves
work with perfect dignity and good humour, and
resumes it in a few days later at the wage which
his employer has been forced to give. And the
increase is not in wood or potatoes, but in money.
Already wages have gone up five shillings a week
in some districts. This is partly due to the ex-
ample of the Government who are paying twenty-
five shillings a week to labourers employed on land
which the authorities have taken over for tillage.
In Ireland wages, boards are preferred to the set-
ting up of a fixed legal minimum, and varying
with the traditions of different parts wages are
being fixed at from eighteen to twenty-one
shillings a week.

The old wages will never come back. Men who
have tasted for the first time in their cramped and
unhappy lives the joys of independence and com-
fort, will never again work for the old bad wages.
The Government could not have done a better
thing for the Irish labourer than to compel his
employer to till the land. The order means more
food for the people, but it also means better wages
and better living for the worker who has always
been the Cinderella of his country.

<
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The wonderful little houses that have been
built by the Government for the Irish labourers
will now be something more than a collection of
walls and ceilings. You cannot make a home
out of a house without furniture, no matter how
fine the house may be. The possibilities of real
home-making that these houses hold will be
realized as never before with the coming of a living
wage. ~

And their possibilities are very great. All
Ireland is sprinkled with cheery little houses on
which thousands of pounds of Government money
have beenspent. Built at acost of £180 to £220
they carry with them half an acre of land, and the
rent of these cottages is thirteenpence weekly.
Moreover, if the tenant makes the best use of his
half-acre he is entitled to another half-acre abso-
lutely free.

I have been in many of these houses, and I
know what a contrast they are to the cabins of
five-and-twenty years ago. In those days of
poverty and sorrow men and women and animals
dwelt together in abject misery, with the thatch-
ing of their houses falling off, the windows blocked
up with rags or paper, darkness and dirt inside,
and the untilled land beyond. I thought of these
things as I looked at the pleasantness and comfort
of a little cottage in the County Meath, one of the
hundreds which the Government has erected. The
chief room was a large-sized kitchen where a wood.
fire was burning brightly in a modern fireplace.
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The scullery—unknown in the old type of cabin—
was neatly shelved and sufficiently big for the
storage of wood and pots and pans and brushes.
There was a little room on one side of the kitchen
which was used as a parlour. Two bedrooms led
off from the other side of the kitchen, and all the
rooms were lofty and had big windows. The house
was soundly built and well finished in woodwork
and papering. The half-acre jwas beautifully
tilled, and the little holding exhaled a most ex-
hilarating atmosphere of tidiness and business and
comfort and content. 3

I have in my memory another picture of a row
of cottages in the County Wicklow, which climb
up the hillside away by the sea. They are charm-
ingly designed, and they have trim little gardens
such as one sees in England. But the great
pride of these houses is that they possess two
stories.

“It’s the first time I’ve ever been upstairs,”
one of the owners explained. She had always
dwelt in the country and knew only the one-floored
cabin, and she felt like a millionaire when she had
a little house with an upstairs.

The rent of these two-storied cottages is 1s. 9d.
a week. They are so pretty and comfortable that
well-to-do people in Dublin wanted them as week-
end residences, but they are let, and very rightly
s0, only to the agricultural labourer. Such houses
as these are springing up all over the land—in
the gracious beauty of the warm south, on the
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wild waste-land of the Connemara coast, in the
treeless spaces of Donegal, in the hills of Wicklow,
and in the lonely pastures of Meath.

If Irish women were not the worst cooks in all
the world the labourer of to-morrow might speedily
become as happy and prosperous as the farmer.
But the women know nothing beyond the making
of bread and the cooking of potatoes, and in
places where bakers’ bread can be bought it is
actually preferred to the buttermilk bread which
their grandmothers used to produce. It seems
indeed that such bread, made so deliciously
of soda and buttermilk, is to die out in Ireland.
Even porridge |is becoming unfashionable.
This is partly due, however, to the great lack
of milk. Almost certainly the next agitation
in land will be for grazing rights or more land for
the labourer.

It is indeed a bitter thing that in a land which
is crying out for healthy manhood and woman-
hood, hundreds of children should be brought up
without the sustenance which milk only can
supply. I am told that an Oldcastle doctor
attended a child of a year and a half who had
never tasted milk. The mother was too
delicate to feed her baby, and as she was
utterly unable to get milk all the children had
been brought up on a diet of bread and black
tea.

And this is not uncommon. You would ima-
gine thatina land of pastures such as Ireland the
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supply of milk would be limitless. But the far-
mers are finding that it is more paying to fatten
bullocks than to develop dairy work. The small
farmer keeps a cow for his own use, sending some
milk to the creamery, but he seldom has any
surplus to dispose of to his farm hands. And he
will not allow his men, even if they should at last
have saved enough to buy one cow, the right to
graze on his land. To put cows into a field with
bullocks is not in accordance with his scheme.
Nothing must happen that will spoil the quality of
his cattle, and the presence of cows might prevent
the bullocks from fattening as they ought and so
lessen their market value.

It is supposed that you cannot keep a cow on
less than three acres. The bewildered labourer
then turns to goats. It is essential that he should
provide milk for his children somehow, and as a
kid can be bought for five shillings and the best
kind of goat for a couple of pounds, such an in-
vestment would seem profitable. But a goat
gives milk only during the summer months, and
though its average yield of a pint and a half daily
would be very useful, what is to happen in the
win