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AN IRISH LIFE FOR ME

hrive tickets gossips, even though Phil auctioned oft Pluto, because silly Klingons marries
five putrid dwarves, although the purple elephant laughed, but one pawnbroker annoy-
ingly sacrificed two aardvarks, because five dogs abused dwarves. Five poisons kisses
Klingons, however the mostly irascible cat tickled two bureaux, but umpteen purple poisons
laughed. One chrysanthemum perused Mercury. Umpteen bourgeois Klingons ran away drunk-
enly, because five putrid sheep ticktickled one extremely angst-ridden poison. The quixotic
ticket perused two obese chrysled one extremely angst-ridden poison. The quixotic ticket
perused two obese chrysanthemums, then one ticket gossips, yet umpteen purple wart hogs grew
up, although two partly schizophrenic pawnbrokers ran away, then Paulperused five aardvarks.
The dog kisses Phil. Schizophrenic trailers tastes umpteen quixotic aardvarks. Two botu-
lisms ran away, and umpteen extremely progreaux, but umpteen purple poisons laughed. One
chrysanthemum perused Mercury. Umpteen bourgeois Klingons ran away drunkenly, because
five putnd sheep ticktickled one extremely angst-ridden poison. The quixotic ticket perused two
obese chrysled one extremely angst-ridden poison. The quixotic ticket perused two obese
chrysanthemums, then one ticket gossips, yet umpteen purple wart hogs grew up, aln away
drunkenly, because five putrid sheep ticktickled one extremely angst-ridden poison. The
quixotic ticket perused two obese chrysled one extremely angst-ridden poison. The quixotic
ticket perused two obese chrysanthemums, then one ticket gossips, yet umpteen purple wart
hogs grew up, aln away drunkenly, because five putrid sheep ticktickled one extremely angst-rid-
den poison. The quixotic ticket perused two obese chrysled one extremely angst-ridden poison.
The quixotic ticket perused two obese chrysanthemums, then one ticket gossips, yet umpteen
purple wart hogs grew up, aln away drunkenly, because five putrid sheep ticktickled one ext
remely angst-ridden poison. The quixotic ticket perused two obese chrysled one extremely
angst-ridden poison. The quixotic ticket perused two obese chrysanthemums, then one ticket




gos sips, yet umpteen purple wart hogs grew up, aln away drunkenly, because five putrid sheep
tic ktickled one extremely angst-ridden poison. The quixotic ticket perused two obese chrysled
one extremely angst-ridden poison. The quixotic ticket perused two obese chrysanthemums,
then one ticket gossips, yet umpteen purple wart hogs grew up, although two partly schizoph
renic pawnbrokers ran away, then Paul extremely comfortably perused five aar dvarks.essive
Jabberwockies sacrificed two slightly irascible fountains. Umpteen cats marries t, but five angst-
ridden tickets annoyingly auctioned oft Jabber wockies.

Five putrid Macintoshes laughed. Two quixotic dwarves gossips, yet one lamp-
stand quite noisily fights umpteen tickets, and one schizophrenic trailer gossips,
because Batman telephoned umpteen sheep, even though five Klingons untangles
the purple botulism.Two cats bought five Jabberwockies. Umpteen putrid
Macintoshes com fortably abused two quixotic televisions. The
Jabberwocky annoying ly kisses one silly wart hog, yet two purple
bureaux gossips, then quixotic televisions gr.

Pluto kisses two speedy botulisms, and Jupiter perused one
Jabberwocky, however the bureaux kisses one Jabberwocky, even though
five dwarves laughed very drunkenly, but umpteen Klingons cleverly
kisses two quite purple subways, then one Jabberwocky grew up
almost annoyingly. Schizophrverly kisses two quite purple subways,
then one Jabberwocky grew up almost annoyingly. Schizophrenic

dogseaux, but umpteen purple poisons laug hed. One chrysanthpoison.
The quixotic ticket peruseic dogseaux, but umpteen purple poisons
laughed. One chrysanthpoison. The quixotic ticket perused two obese
chrysled one extremely angst-ridden poison. The quixotic ticket perused two
obese chrysanthemums, then one ticket gossips, yet umpteen purple wart hogs grew
up, although two partly schizophrenic pawnbrokers ran away, then Paul extremely
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FACTS & FANCY

A WEE BIT O’ HISTORY

s with many things Irish, there is plenty of dispute, especially over any historic “facts” that
occurred before writing was introduced by St. Patrick and the Christians around the 6th
century. That said, here is a very basic outline of a complex and fascinating history.

Abﬂut 9500 years ago, the first people ¥ language) became the dominant culture.

arnved 1n Ireland, most likely traveling on foot  # (As an aside, Irish, or Gaelic, became an

from Scandinavia through Scotland, eventu- ¥ ofhcial language of the European Union on

ally crossing a then-existing land bridge to set- # January 1,2007.)

tle in what 1s currently Antrim County. ¥ Around A.D. 80, the Roman
About 8,000 years later (according to ' ) general Agricola looked across to

legend passed down from generation to Ireland from Scotland (which he

generation), the Milesius tribe of Spain had just conquered) and sighed.

invaded, bringing Celts to the 1sland, “But a single legion would be

along with the Iron Age. Some histo- enough for the conquest of Ireland,”

rians suspect that the Celts were not he said (so related the Roman his-

so much invaders, however, as an tortan Tacitus). However, while
aristocratic elite who moved in and the rest of Celtic Europe fell to
lived alongside the locals, bringing the Romans, Agricola thought
their culture and language along
with them.

The Gaels (an ethno-linguistic sub-

group of Celts defined by the Gaelic

[reland was not worth the trou-
ble, and so he let it be.

Three hundred and fifty years
later, Pope Celestine I sent Palladius




(who apparently had some free time after leav-
ing his family and giving his young daughter
away to a convent in Sicily, but that’s another
story) to Ireland to be the first bishop of “the
Irish that beheve in Christ”—who were tew
and far between in those days, Druids being
much more common.

A year later, a lad—formerly named
Maewyn Succat—was also sent to Ireland by
Pope Celestine I to spread Christianity
throughout the land. Maewyn, who had been
a slave/shepherd to a Druidical high priest

until an angel encouraged him to escape, often . L

had visions of returning to Erin while he was
studying Chnistianity in France. He took a
new name (Patrick) and after about 40 years
of missionary work in Ireland, he succeeded
In converting a great many citizens. Now
known as St. Patrick, he also became the

- - =
-‘_...-

e
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patron Saint of Ireland, New York, and Poona,
India, amongst other things.

Peace, calm, and scholarship abounded
from St. Patrick’s time until a.d. 795, when

the Vikings arrived. Although they did some
good—founding Dublin, for example, and

m * C ‘ -
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introducing the 1dea of coinage (replacing the




A WEE BIT O’ HISTORY

Catholic rebellion and reassert English rule
and Protestantism.

In 1759 Arthur Guinness bought a
brewery in Dublin.

¥
¥
i
L
3e In Georgian Ireland (under England’s
3e

George I1I), the Protestants got richer—pro-

viding the 1sland with gorgeous manor

houses—while the Catholics were denied even
the night to purchase land.
e The history of lf?th-cenf:ury Ireland 1s
- mﬁ*‘“ﬁfﬁfﬁ&fﬂ-‘s dominated by a relatively briet but deadly
Fﬁ ET‘ Cod occurrence—the famine of 1845-1848. In the

following 50 years, Ireland’s population
dropped (through death and emigration) from
8 million to 4 million. Ireland’s loss (sad as 1t
was) became America’s gain.

In 1921, the Anglo-Irish Treaty was
signed, leaving the 1sland split between the

cow as legal tender)—they pillaged a lot, too.
Still, over the next 150 years they managed to
assimilate 1nto Irish society, taking on Irish
wives, Christianity, and even Celtic surnames.

In 1169, the Anglo-Normans, led by a

Welsh archer known as Strongbow;, arrived.

Irish Free State (now known as the Republic
of Ireland, or just plain Ireland) and Northern
Ireland (a state within the United Kingdom).

The country plunged into an 11-month

Eight centuries of on-again, off-again English-
Irish struggle ensued.
[t was in 1649, as the struggles waxed and civil war.

waned, that the much hated and ruthless Lord The “Troubles”—grueling, sporadic,

t I . . N . . A N N N . N N S .

Oliver Cromwell arrived to put down the guerrilla warfare between the Catholics and




A WEE BIT O' HISTORY

On January 1, 2002, Ireland adopted the
euro as 1ts commaon Currency, r{:;}la{:ing the

Protestants in Northern Ireland—lasted from
the 1960s to the1990s. The Irish Republican
Army declared a cease-fire in 1994, and 1n Irish punt, which somewhere through the

1998 a peace plan was accepted by all, years replaced Viking comage, which had

replaced the cow. ¥

ending the “Troubles.” Stll, the occasional

T

rock 1s tossed.




MERCIER AND CAMIER

BY SHAMUEL BECRECTT

road still carriageable climbs over the high moorland. It cuts
across vast turf bogs, a thousand feet above sea- a,

level, two thousand 1f you prefer. It leads to #

nothing any more. A few ruined forts, a few ;
ruined dwellings. The sea i1s not far, just visible &* *
beyond the valleys dipping eastward, pale plinth
as pale as the pale wall of sky. Tarns lie hidden
1n the folds of the moor, 1nvisible from the road, q
reached by faint paths, under high overhanging
crags. All seems flat, or gently undulating, and
there at a stone’s throw these high crags, all unsus-
pected by the wayfarer. Of granite what 1s more. In
the west the chain is at its highest, its peaks exalt
even the most downcast eyes, peaks commanding
the vast champaign land, the celebrated pastures,
the golden vale. Before the travellers, as far as the
eye can reach, the road winds on into the south,
uphill, but imperceptibly. None ever pass this way

rj!,ls
‘___-‘1' . -—




MERCIER AND CHMIER

but beauty-spot hogs and fanatical trampers. Under its heather mask the quag
allures, with an allurement not all mortals can resist. Then it swallows them up or
the mist comes down. The city 1s not far either, from certain points its lights can
be seen by night, its light rather, and by day its haze. Even the piers of the harbor
can be distinguished, on very clear days, of the two harbors, tiny arms in the glassy
sea outflung, known flat, seen raised. And the islands and promontories, one has
only to stop and turn at the right place, and of course by night the beacon lights,
both flashing and revolving. It 1s here one would lie down, in a hollow bedded with
dry heather, and fall asleep, for the last time, on an afternoon, in the sun, head
down among the minute life of stems and bells, and fast fall asleep, fast farewell
to charming things. It’s a birdless sky, the odd raptor, no song. End of descriptive

passage. @

SAMUEL BECKETT (1906-1989). Best known for his stark, fragmented plays,
Beckett also wrote poetry and novels. Above all, however, he was a writer of the 20th
century moving away (at a rapid pace) from traditional realism to modernism. Plot,
time, place, and even dialogue were not fundamental to his work. About Waiting for
Godot, the critic Vivian Mercier wrote in the /rish Times that Beckett “has achieved a
theoretical impossibility—a play in which nothing happens, that yet keeps audiences
glued to their seats.”
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| will arise and go now, and go to Innisfree, e 8
And a small cabin build there, of clay and wattles made:

Nine bean-rows will l have there, a hive for the honey-bee,

And live alone in the bee-loud glade.

And | shall have some peace there, for peace comes dropping slow,
Dropping from the veils of the morning to where the cricket sings;

20
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There midnight’s all a glimmer, and noon a purple glow,
And evening full of the linnet’s wings.

l will arise and go now, for always night and day

| hear lake water lapping with low sounds by the shore;
While | stand on the roadway, or on the pavements grey,
| hear it in the deep heart’s core.
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THE PERFECT POT OF [f1Y

(IN IRISH, "CUPsN THE")

enough for a mouse to trot on.” I'm not sure what that means exactly,

Ghere is a saying in Ireland that a proper cup of tea should be “strong

but I do know that the Irish love their tea. In fact, they drink more tea
per capita than any other nation in the world. And although most Irish use
the electric kettle and tea bags nowadays, this is how a “proper” cup is made.

Teakettle

Cold water (from the tap is best
because it’s aerated)

Porcelain or earthenware teapot

Irish breakfast blend: 3 parts Assam,
1 part Ceylon or Afternoon Blend
(2 parts Darjeeling, 1 part Assam,
1 part Ceylon, 1 part Keemun)

Whole milk

Tea straier

Tea cozy or tea towel

Sugar, cubed, coarse, or in packets

1. Put the kettle on to boil. When
the water boils, pour a small
amount of the hot water into the

teapot and swirl to warm the pot.
Discard the water.

. Put the loose tea leaves into the

teapot. Use 1 heaping teaspoon
per cup of water, then add 1 extra
“for the pot.” Stir gently, then let
steep for 5 minutes.

. Fill each teacup a quarter to a third

of the way up with milk. This must
be done before pouring the tea.

. Place the tea strainer over each

teacup as you pour. After serving,
cover the teapot with a cozy or
tea towel to keep it warm. Add
sugar to taste.

. Use the old tea leaves to feed your

roses or other acid-loving plants.







Che Birth of (Cuchulain

The following passage, translated and retold by Lady Gregory, ts of the birth of the

legendary Cuchulain, Champion of Ireland —an Irish Achilles who waos the greatest
of anctent Ireland s fabled Knights of the Red Branch.

H-r.'r,?‘ . “ . :
L l Conchubar said to the young man: “Where 1s the mistress of the
-. L_r-;:fr.j’ L house that she does not come to bid us welcome?” “You cannot
\

) see her tonight,” said he, “for she 1s in the pains of childbirth.”
So they rested there that night, and in the morning Conchubar was

’Wr‘{"_,'ih nd when they had eaten and drunk and began to be satisfied,

the first to rise up; but he saw no more of the man of the house, and what
he heard was the cry of a child. And he went to the room it came from,
and there he saw Dechtire, and her maidens about her, and a young child
beside her. And she bade Conchubar welcome, and she told him all that
had happened her, and that she had called him there to bring herself and
the child back to Emain Macha. And Conchubar said: “It is well you have
done by me, Dechtire; you gave shelter to me and to my chariots; you
kept the cold from my horses; you gave food to me and my people, and
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Che Dirth OI- Cuchulain

now you have given us this good gift. And let our sister, Finchoem, bring
up the child,” he said. “No, it is not for her to bring him up, it is for me,”
said Sencha son of Allell, chief judge and chief poet of Ulster. “For I am

skilled; I am good in disputes; I am not forgetful; I speak before any one

at all in the presence of the king; I watch over what he says; I give judg-
ment in the quarrels of kings; [ am judge of the men of Ulster; no one has
a right to dispute my claim, but only Conchubar.”

“If the child is given to me to bring up,” said Blai, the distributer, “he
will not suffer from want of care or from forgetfulness. It is my messages
that do the will of Conchubar; I call up the highting men from all Ireland;
[ am well able to provide for them for a week, or even for ten days; [ set-
tle their business and their disputes; I support their honor; I get satisfac-
tion for their insults.”

“You think too much of yourselt,” said Fergus. “It 1s I that will bring
up the child; I am strong; I have knowledge; I am the king’s messenger;
no one can stand up against me in honor or riches; I am hardened to war
and battles; I am a good craftsman; I am worthy to bring up a child. I am
the protector of all the unhappy; the strong are afraid of me; I am the
helper of the weak.”
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“If you will listen to me at last, now you are quiet,” said Amergin,
“I am able to bring up a child like a king. The people praise my honor,
my bravery, my courage, my wisdom; they praise my good luck, my
age, my speaking, my name, my courage, and my race. Though I am a
fighter, I am a poet; | am worthy of the king’s favor; I overcome all the
men who fight from their chariots; I owe thanks to no one except
Conchubar; I obey no one but the king.”

Then Sencha said: “Let Finchoem keep the child until we come
to Emain, and Morann, the judge, will settle the question when we
are there.”

So the men of Ulster set out for Emain, Finchoem having the
child with her. And when they came there Morann gave his judgment.
“It 1s for Conchubar,” he said, “to help the child to a good name, for he
is next of kin to him; let Sencha teach him words and speaking; let
Fergus hold him on his knees; let Amergin be his tutor.” And he said:
“This child will be praised by all, by chariot drivers and fighters, by

kings and by wise men; he shall be loved by many men; he will avenge

all your wrongs; he will defend your fords; he will fight all your
battles.” &




FACTS & FANCY

NATURAL WONDERS

THE ARAN [SLANDS (County Galway) So
foreboding is the landscape that islanders had
to make their own soil out of seaweed and
rocks. ]. M. Synge captured the bleakness 1n
his plays. Today you can tour by minibus or
bike. Look for prehistoric stone torts, cur-
rachs, and the famous sweaters.

THE BURREN (County Clare) Burren means
“rocky land” m Gaelic. A general under the
not-so-nice-to-the-Irish Oliver Cromwell
described the area this way: “A savage land,
yielding neither water enough to drown a
man, nor tree to hang him, nor soil enough to
bury.” Look for the pearl-bordered fritillary
and the hoary rook rose. The nearby village of
Doolin is known for its traditional music.

CLIFFS OF MOHER (County Clare) At a
height of 230 meters above the raging
Adantic, these cliffs boast the most amazing
view of Ireland. Along the “brilliant” cliff
walks, look for guillemots and kittiwakes.

- A S A A JE JF 2 2 SF 2 AF JE JE 2 JE A A = J JF 2 JE A 2 S 2

DINGLE PENINSULA (County Kerry) A series
of cliffs and beautiful seascapes dotted with
rocky islands, this 1s one of the most scenic
coastlines of Europe. Look for beehive huts,
Dunbeg Fort, and choughs.

THE MOUNTAINS OF MOURNE (County
Down) Mountain 1s lyrical Irish for “tallish
hill,” (these top out around 2,000 feet). Rent a

bike in Newcastle and ride to Carlingford
Lough, stopping at Green Castle.

RING OF GULLION (County Armagh) The
beautitul heather-clad slieve Gulhon 1s sur-

rounded by a “ring” of low hills. This area 1s
associated with lots of Ireland’s legends and

myths. Look for stories about Cuchulainn and
Finn MacCool.

RING OF KERRY (County Kerry) Since this is
one of the most visited sights in the country, it
is best to arrive early to beat the tour buses.
Along the circular, or “ring,” road around the




Iveragh Peninsula that makes up the Ring of
Kerry, look for the charming village Sneem,

Moll’s Gap, and the Macgillicuddy’s Reeks.

SHANNON RIVER Ireland’s largest river
runs from Northwest County Cavan through
centrally located Limerick and out to the
Atlantic. Stunmng vistas, fishing, boating,
castles, and charming villages can be found
along the way. Look for water lobeha and the
great crested grebe.

WICKLOW MOUNTAINS (County Wicklow)
Less than an hour from Dublin but light-years
away from the hustle and bustle Le these wild,
rugged mountains. Drive the Military Road

and look for Glendalough, Vale of Avoca, and

locally made woven goods.

|l THE BOGS OF [RELAND Located typically in the
m

idlands and composed of organic materials com-

pressed over millennia, bogs yield peat, or “turf,”

| which is used as fuel. Once experienced, the unique
M aromatic smell of a turf fire is never forgotten. Look for
bog oaks, a slane, and the four-spotted dragontly.
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GIANT'S CAUSEWAY (County Antrim)
This 1s Ireland’s first World Heritage site, and
of course, ho-hum “volcanic activity” would
never do to explain the 40,000 hexagonal
basalt columns spectacularly leading into the
sea. No, it was the giant Finn MacCool.
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Prelude,

by d. M.. Sy Nge

Still south | went and west and south again,
Through Wicklow from the morning till the night,
And far from cities, and the sites of men,

Lived with the sunshine and the moon’s delight.

I knew the stars, the flowers, and the birds,

The grey and wintry sides of many glens,

And did but half remember human words,

In converse with the mountains, moors, and fens.
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ChE CONG ROAD TO UMMERA

BY FRANK O CONNOR

my own. ['d never rest among strangers. I'd be rising and drifting.”
“Ah, foolishness, woman!™ he said with an indignant look. “That
sort of thing 1s gone out of fashion.™

“T won't stop here for you,” she shouted hoarsely in sudden, impotent fury,
and she rose and grasped the mantelpiece for support.

“You won't be asked,” he said shortly.

“T’ll haunt you,” she whispered tensely, holding on to the mantelpiece and
bending down over him with a horrible grin.

“And that’s only more of the foolishness,” he said with a nod of contempt.
“Haunts and fairies and spells.”

She took one step towards him and stood, plastering down the two little locks
of yellowing hair, the half-dead eyes twitching and blinking in the candlelight, and
the swollen crumpled face with the cheeks like cracked enamel.

“Pat,” she said, “the day we left Ummera you promised to bring me back. You
were only a little gorsoon that time. The neighbors gathered round me and the last
word I said to them and I going down the road was: “Neighbors, my son Pat is after

{!,34
‘___-‘1' e

@ @ usha, take me back to Ummera, Pat,” she whined. “"Take me back to
®1




CPE CLONG ROAD TO UMMERH

giving me his word and he’ll bring me back to ye when my time comes.”. .. That’s
as true as the Almighty God is over me this night. I have everything ready.” She
went to the shelf under the stairs and took out two parcels. She seemed to be
speaking to herself as she opened them gloatingly, bending down her head in the
feeble light of the candle. “There’s the two brass candlesticks and the blessed can-
dles alongside them. And there’s my shroud aired regular on the line.”

“Ah, you're mad, woman, he said angrily. “Forty miles! Forty miles into the
heart of the mountains!™

She suddenly shuffled towards him on her bare feet, her hand raised clawing
the air, her body like her face blind with age. Her harsh croaking old voice rose to
a shout.

“T brought you from it, boy, and you must bring me back. If "twas the last
shilling you had and you and your children to go to the poorhouse after, you must
bring me back to Ummera. And not by the short road either! Mind what I say now!
The long road! The long road to Ummera round the lake, the way I brought you
from it. I lay a heavy curse on you this night if you bring me the short road over
the hill. And ye must stop by the ash tree at the foot of the boreen where ye can
see my little house and say a prayer for all that were ever old in it and all that
played on the floor. And then— Pat! Pat Driscoll! Are you listening? Are you lis-
tening to me, I say?”







ChPE CLONG ROAD TO UMMERH

She shook him by the shoulder, peering down into his long miserable face to
see how was he taking it.

“I'm listening,” he said with a shrug.

“Then — her voice dropped to a whisper— “you must stand up overright the
neighbors and say—remember now what I'm telling you! — "Neighbors, this i1s
Abby, Batty Heige's daughter, that kept her promise to ye at the end of all.””

She said it lovingly, smiling to herself, as if it were a bit of an old song, some-
thing she went over and over in the long night. All West Cork was in it: the bleak
road over the moors to Ummera, the smooth gray pelts of the hills with the long
spider’s web of the fences ridging them, drawing the scarecrow fields awry, and
the whitewashed cottages, poker-faced between their little scraps of holly bushes
looking this way and that out of the wind . . . @

FRANK O'CONNOR (1903-1966) was the pseudonym of Michael O'Donovan, who
was born in Cork in poverty, self-educated, and fought on the Republican side in the
War of Independence. He was interned at Gormanstown in 1923, which informed much
of his later writing. After his release, he became a librarian and moved from Wicklow
to Cork to Dublin, where he met W. B. Yeats and George Russell. He wrote stories, nov-
els, poetry, plays, and translations prolifically.
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@h Danny Boy the pipes, the pipes are calling
From glen to glen, and down the mountain side,
The summer's gone, and all the roses falling,

It's vou, it's you must go, and | must bide.

But come ye back when summer's in the meadow,
Or when the valley's hushed and white with snow,
Its I'll be here in sunshine or in shadow,

©h, Danny Boy, oh, Danny Boy, | love you so!

But when ve come, and all the flowrs are dying,
a If | am dead, as dead | well may be,
| Yell come and find the place where | am lying,
And kneel and say an Ave there for me;

And | shall hear, tho soft you tread above me,
And all my grave will warmer, sweeter be,

For you will bend and tell me that you love me,
And | shall sleep in peace until you come to me!

NOTE: Many are surprised to hear that this quintessentially Irish song i1sn’t actually Irish—at least the
lyrics aren’t. They were written by an Englishman. There 1s evidence, however, that the melody 1s by a
blind harper and clan chieftain named Rory Dall O’Cahan. The story goes that Rory—due to the pain of
being removed from his ancestral land by English settlers in 1609—had a few too many, fell in a ditch,
and awoke to the sound of angels playing what we now know as Danny Boy. Whatever the origins, this
touching, evocative piece seldom fails to wrench a tear from anyone with even a drop of Irish in him.
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FACTS & FANGY

EMERALD ISLE GEMS

The Irish flag—called the “Tricolour” for its
green, white and orange stripes—was
designed i 1848. Its meaning 1s still relevant
today: the green stands for Irish Catholics and
one united country, the orange stands for
Irish Protestants, and the white between rep-
resents the hope for peace.

When Captian Charles Boycott refused his
Co. Mayo tenants’ request for lower rent in
1880 then ejected them for askingthey
protested by refusing to work his land or do
business with him—thus the word boycott.

Some English words plucked from Irish
mclude galore, hooligan, hubbub, phony, slop,
and smithereens. Words that can be traced
phonetically from Irish include swell from séil
(luxurious), abracadabra from aithbhreith cad
aithhreith (the act of regenerating), and highfa-
lutin’ from ui bhfolaiocht dn (descended from
noble blood).
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St. Valentine may have lived and died in
Rome, but his remains (at least some of them)
are located in the Whitefriar Street Carmelite
Church m Dublin. Back in 1835 Pope
Gregory XVI ordered the saint exhumed from
St. Hippolytus cemetery near Rome and—as a
token of thanks—gave them to Carmelite
priest John Spratt in Ireland.

The phrase “the Emerald Isle” first appeared in
print in the poem “Erin” written by radical
patriot Dr. Willilam Drennan in 1795.

The leprechaun has been described as
[reland’s national fairy. Its ancient origins are
from a great Euro-Celtic sun god named Lugh
(pronounced luck). The word leprechaunis
derived from the Irish luchorpan, meaning
little body. Leprechauns are rarely more £
than two feet tall and look like old men.
They are shoemakers by trade, and are
easily identified by the shamrock in their



¥ hat band and the tiny shoemaker’s hammer in
¥ their belt. It is said that you can sometimes

¥ track a leprechaun by following the tap-tap-tap
¥ of his hammer.

I

The island of Ireland was once cov-
ered by forest.

g The County Galway village of

: 4 Muckanaghederdauhaulia—from
& Irish meaning a pig-shaped hill
between two seas—is Ireland’s
longest place name.

T 5e RS Titonic was busilt for the
/ White Star Line at the Harland and
Wolft shipyard in Belfast.

B Ohre-third to one-half of the
% American troops during the

.::;:Eﬁ Revolutionary War and 9 of the 56
b 4?;_5-." signers of the Declaration of In-

l|1-l“r- s

dependence were Irish Americans.

The island of Ireland is about

the size of the state of Indiana.



e have Always
found the Irish
A BIT 000. They

rRefuse to e english.
— Winston Churchill
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GChe Leprehaun

bu Eadg 3mncesc:a Speranaa Dilde

he Leprehauns are merry, industrious, tricksy little
sprites, who do all the shoemaker’s work and the tailor’s

and the cobbler’s for the fairy gentry, and are often seen at sunset
under the hedge singing and stitching. They know all the secrets
of hidden treasure, and if they take a fancy to a person will guide
him to the spot in the fairy rath where the pot of gold lies buried.
[t is believed that a family now living near Castlerea came by
their riches in a strange way, all through the good offices of a
friendly Leprehaun. And the legend has been handed down
through many generations as an established fact.

There was a poor boy once, one of their forefathers, who
used to drive his cart of turf daily back and forward, and make
what money be could by the sale; but he was a strange boy, very
silent and moody, and the people said he was a fairy changeling,
for he joined in no sports and scarcely ever spoke to any one, but

spent the nights reading all the old bits of books he picked up in
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GChe Leprehaun

his rambles. The one thing he longed for above all others was to
get rich, and to be able to give up the old weary turf cart, and
live in peace and quietness all alone, with nothing but books
round him, n a beautiful house and garden all by himselt.

Now he had read in the old books how the Leprehauns
knew all the secret places where gold lay hid, and day by day he
watched for a sight of the little cobbler, and listened for the click,
click of his hammer as he sat under the hedge mending the shoes.

At last, one evening just as the sun set, he saw a little fellow
under a dock leat, working away, dressed all in green, with a
cocked hat on his head. So the boy jumped down from the cart
and seized him by the neck.

“Now, you don't stir from this,” he cried, “till you tell me
where to find the hidden gold.”

“Easy now,” said the Leprehaun, “don’t hurt me, and I will
tell you all about it. But mind you, I could hurt you if I chose, for
[ have the power; but I won't do it, for we are cousins once
removed. So as we are near relations I'll just be good, and show
you the place of the secret gold that none can have or keep
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except those of fairy blood and race. Come along with me, then,
to the old fort of Lipenshaw, for there it lies. But make haste, for
when the last red glow of the sun vanishes the gold will disap-
pear also, and you will never find it again.”

“Come off, then,” said the boy, and he carried the Leprehaun
into the turf cart, and drove off. And in a second they were at the
old fort, and went in through a door made in the stone wall.

“Now, look around,” said the Leprehaun; and the boy saw
the whole ground covered with gold pieces, and there were ves-
sels of silver lying about in such plenty that all the riches of all
the world seemed gathered there.

“Now take what you want,” said the Leprehaun, “but hasten,
for if that door shuts you will never leave this place as long as
you live.”

So the boy gathered up his arms full of gold and silver, and
flung them into the cart; and was on his way back for more when
the door shut with a clap like thunder, and all the place became
dark as night. And he saw no more of the Leprehaun, and had
not time even to thank him.




r

Che Leprehaun

So he thought it best to drive home at once with his
treasure, and when he arrived and was all alone by himself he
counted his riches, and all the bright yellow gold pieces, enough
for a king’s ransom.

And he was very wise and told no one; but went off next day
to Dublin and put all his treasures into the bank, and found that
he was now indeed as rich as a lord.

So he ordered a fine house to be built with spacious
gardens, and he had servants and carriages and books to
his heart’s content. And he gathered all the wise men
round him to give him the learning of a gentleman; and

he became a great and powerful man in the
country, where his memory is still held in
high honour, and his descendants are living
to this day rich and prosperous; for their
wealth has never decreased though they have
ever given largely to the poor, and are noted

above all things for the friendly heart and the
liberal hand. =




Boxty in the pan,

Boxty on the griddle, I
If you can’t make boxty,

2 cups grated raw potatoes

2 cups leftover mashed potatoes

2 cups all-purpose flour

2 teaspoons baking powder

2 teaspoons salt

Ground pepper to taste

2 eqgs, beaten

11,—1/5 cup milk (more or less as
needed)

1 tablespoon butter or oil
(or more as needed)

BOXTY (IRISH POTATO GRIDDLE CSKES)

f this recipe doesn’t work out for you and
you still want a man, there'’s always the
Lisdoonvarna Matchmaking Festival in
You'll never get a man. County Clare (see page 103) . . .

. Mix together the raw and mashed

potatoes.

. Sift together the flour, baking

powder, salt, and pepper, then add
to the potatoes. Stir in the beaten
eggs, mixing thoroughly.

. Add the milk until it makes a

batter.

. Drop by the tablespoonful onto a

hot buttered or oiled frying pan
and cook over moderate heat
until browned (3 to 4 minutes per
side). Serve hot with butter or a
tart applesauce.

Yield: 6 servings.
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FACTS & FANCY

TOUR-A-LOORING

enting a car and staying in Ireland’s famous B&Bs is one of the most popular ways to visit the
merald Isle. You will meet people in their own home, wake up to a home-cooked full Irish

breakfast and, without question, get lost along the way. Here are some other fun ideas for touring.

BARGES Rent a barge and cruise the

Shannon or the Grand Canal at a leisurely
pace. Just don’t set sail after a “knees-up” at
the local.

BIKING Pedaling through the countryside
gives you a chance to stop and moo at a cow

or pick the wild blackberries from the over-

flowing bushes at the side of the road.

- B N . . N . N . N N A .

CASTLES Live like a king . . . with central

heating. Many castles in Ireland—some as old
as 900 years—have been made into modern-day
hotels, while retaining their original character.

EQUESTRIAN Over rolling parkland or along
the strands of the Atlantic, “horse rnding”
through unspoiled Ireland 1s as old as the hills.

FISHING Irish trout and salmon have had
anglers after them for centuries. Fish Oorid
Lough, Ballynahinch Lake, or the Shannon.

FOLKLORE AND MYTHOLOGY Ireland’s
rich culture includes plenty of sacred sites,
Celtic spirituality, traditional music, and story-
tellers and singers to walk you through them.

GARDENS Whether you prefer the public
botanic gardens or the old estates of the
landed gentry, Ireland’s mild and moist cli-

mate makes for spectacular greenery.



GOLF Play some of Europe’s most famous
courses like Ballybunion, Druid’s Glen, and
Adare Manor. Watch out for the sheep!

LITERARY Visit the places Enin’s writers lived
in and wrote about. Bring their famous and
infamous works with you for reference.

MANOR HOUSES Some of the best food in
the country is found on the tables of these
charming guesthouses. Many grow their own
organic produce in the back garden, too.

WALKING/HIKING The antithesis of the big
bus tour, there’s nothing like a walk across the
Emerald Isle. Who knows? You may catch a

leprechaun!

WRITING COURSE If you are the next
James Joyce, spend a week brushing up

on your writing skills. If you are simply
Joyce James, however, you might want to
take in a lecture or two on your favorite Irish
scribe instead.




Che IRISH SRECCHBOOR

BY W1cciAM MARepeAce CTPhACRERAY

you who laboriously throw flies in English rivers, and catch, at the
expiration of a hard day’s walking, casting, and wading, two or three
feeble little brown trouts of two or three ounces in weight, how would
you rejoice to have put an hour’s sport in Derryclear or Ballinahinch;
where you have but to cast, and lo! a big trout springs at your fly, and, after
making a vain struggling, splashing, and plunging for a while, 1s infallibly
landed 1n the net and thence into the boat. The single rod in the boat caught
enough fish in an hour to feast the crew, consisting of five persons, and the
family of a herd of Mr. Martin’s who has a pretty cottage on Derryclear Lake,
inhabited by a cow and its calf, a score of fowls, and I don’t know how many
sons and daughters.

Having caught enough trout to satisfy any moderate appetite, like true
sportsmen the gentlemen on board our boat became eager to hook a salmon.
Had they hooked a few salmon, no doubt they would have trolled for whales,
or for a mermaid; one of which finny beauties the waterman swore he had
seen on the shore of Derryclear—he with Jim Mullen being above on a rock,
the mermaid on the shore directly beneath them, visible to the middle, and as
usual “racking her hair.” It was fair hair, the boatman said; and he appeared as

54

L




Che IRISH SReETCHBOOR

convinced of the existence of the mermaid as he was of the trout just landed
in the boat.

In regard of mermaids, there 1s a gentleman living near Killala Bay,
whose name was mentioned to me, and who declares solemnly that one day,
shooting on the sands there, he saw a mermaid, and determined to try her with
a shot. So he drew the small charge from his gun and loaded it with ball —that
he always had for him for seal-shooting—fired, and hit the mermaid through
the breast. The screams and moans of the creature—whose person he
describes most accurately—were the most horrible, heart-rending noises that
he ever, he said, heard; and not only were they heard by him, but by the fish-
ermen along the coast, who were furiously angry against Mr. A n,
= because, they said, the injury done to the mermaid would cause

77 her to drive all the fish away from the bay for years to come.
= But we did not, to my disappointment, catch a glimpse of
= one of these interesting beings, nor of the great sea-horse
which is said to inhabit these waters, nor of any fairies (of
whom the stroke-oar, Mr. Marcus, told us not to speak, for they
didn’t like bein” spoken of); nor even of a salmon, though the
fishermen produced the most tempting flies. The only
animal of any size that was visible we saw while lying
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by a swift black river that comes jumping with innumerable little waves into
Derryclear, and where the salmon are especially suffered to “stand™: this ani-
mal was an eagle—a real wild eagle, with gray wings and a white head and
belly: 1t swept round us, within gunshot reach, once or twice, through the
leaden sky, and then settled on a gray rock and began to scream its shrill
ghastly aquiline note.

The attempts of the salmon having failed, the rain continuing to fall
steadily, the herd’s cottage before named was resorted to: when Marcus, the
boatman, commenced forthwith to gut the fish, and taking down some charred
turf-ashes from the glazing fire, on which about a hundredweight of potatoes
were boiling, he —Marcus— proceeded to grill on the floor some of the trout,
which we afterwards ate with immeasurable satisfaction. They were such
trouts as, when once tasted, remain forever in the recollection of a commonly
grateful mind —rich, flaky, creamy, full of flavor. A Parisian gourmand would
have paid ten francs for the smallest cooleen among them; and, when trans-
ported to his capital, how different in flavor would they have been!—how
inferior to what they were as we devoured them, fresh from the fresh waters
of the lake, and jerked as it were from the water to the gridiron! The world had
not had time to spoil those innocent beings before they were gobbled up with
pepper and salt, and missed, no doubt, by their friends. I should like to know
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more of their “ser.” But enough of this: my feelings overpower me: suffice it
to say, they were red or salmon trouts—none of your white-fleshed brown-
skinned niver fellows.

When the gentlemen had finished their repast, the boatmen and the fam-
ily set to work upon the ton of potatoes, a number of the remaining fish, and
a store of other good things; then we all sat round the turf-fire in the dark cot-
tage, the rain coming down steadily outside, and veiling everything execpt the
shrubs and verdure immediately about the cottage. The herd, the herd’s wife,
and a nondescript female friend, two healthy young herdsmen in corduroy
rags, the herdsman’s daughter paddling about with bare feet, a stout black-
eyed wench with her gown over her head and a red petticoat not quite so good
as new, the two boatmen, a badger just killed and turned inside out, the gen-
tlemen, some hens cackling and flapping about among the rafters, a calf in a
corner cropping green meat and occasionally visited by the cow her mamma,
formed the society of the place. It was rather a strange picture; but as for about
tow hours we sat there, and maintained an almost unbroken silence, and as
there was no other amusement but to look at the rain, I began, after the enthu-
siasm of the first half-hour to think that after all London was a bearable place,
and that for want of a turf-fire and a bench in Connemara, one might put up
with a sofa and a newspaper in Pall Mall.

{!,53
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This, however, 1s according to tastes; and I must say that Mr. Marcus
betrayed a most bitter contempt for all cockney tastes, awkwardness, and
ignorance: and very right too. The night, on our return home, all of a sudden
cleared; but though the fishermen, much to my disgust—at the expression of
which, however, the rascals only laughed — persisted in making more casts for
trout, and trying back in the dark upon the spots which we had visited in the
morning, it appeared the fish had been frightened off by the rain; and the
sportsmen met with such indifferent success that at about ten o clock we
found ourselves at Ballinahinch. Dinner was served at eleven, and, I believe,
there was some whiskey-punch afterwards, recommended medicinally and to
prevent the 1ll effects of the wetting: but that 1s neither here nor there. ®

WILLIAM MAKEPEACE THACKERAY (1811-1863). Born in Calcutta, India, to
British-Indian parents, Thackeray 1s known not only as a great novelist but also as
a brilliant satirist. In 1848 he achieved widespread popularity with his humorous
Book of Snobs and the same year rose to major rank among English novelists with
Vanity Fair. The Irish Sketchbook glimpses into his lesser-known but skillfully
beautiful travel writing.
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Che Sea gcliries

by Patrick Rennedy

oruadh, or Moruach, is the name given to the mer—maids
that haunt the shallow waters near our coasts. The word
is composed of Mur, sea, and Qich, maid. The mermen do not

seem on the whole to be an attractive or interesting class. Their
hair and, teeth are green, their noses invariably red, and their
eyes resemble those of a pig. Moreover, they have a penchant for
brandy, and keep a lookout for cases of that article that go astray
in shipwrecks. Some naturalists attribute the hue of their noses
to extra indulgence in that liquor. It 1s little to be wondered at
that their young women occasionally prefer marriage with a coast
farmer. The wearing of a nice little magic cap (the Cobuleen
Druith) is essential to their well-being in their country below the
waves, and the mortal husband must keep this cap well con-
cealed from his sea-wife, instances are rife of desolation made in
families by the inadvertent finding of it by one of the children,
who, of course, shows it to his mother to learn what it 1s.










Ghe Sea Jairies

However strong her affection for husband and children, she is
instinctively obliged to seize on it, and clap it on her head. She
tenderly embraces her children, but immediately flies to the sea-
brink, plunges in, and 1s seen no more. The distracted husband,
when he hears the news from the forsaken children, accuses des-
tiny, and calls for aid to the powers of sea and land, but all in
vain. Why did he perpetrate an unsuitable marriage?

One man, who lived near Bantry, was blessed with an excel-
lent wite of this class. (As a rule, a Moruach is most desirable as
wite, mother, and mistress of a family.) They would have lived
comfortably, but many sea-cows, aware of her original condition,
would persist in coming up to graze on her husband’s meadows,
and thus be near their relative. The husband, an unsentimental
fellow, would chase and worry the poor sea-cattle, even to
wounds and bruises, till the wife, after many useless appeals to
his good feelings, poked out her Cohuleen Druith and quitted

him. He was sorry when it was too late. His children, and theirs

again, were distinguished by a rough scaly skin and a delicate
membrane between fingers and toes.




FACTS & FANCY
NOT-SO-NATURAL
WONDERS

BANTRY HOUSE AND GARDENS

(County Cork) A dramatic and stately exam-
ple of an Irish country house, 1t 1s still occu-
pied by the descendents of the Earls of Bantry.
You, too, can stay there. In the garden look for
the “Hundred Steps,” surrounded by azaleas
and rhododendron.

THE BOOK OF KELLS (Trinity College,
Dublin) Named after the monastery in the
town of Kells, where the book resided for at
least 500 years, it is now housed in Trinity
College, Dublin. This illustrated biblical text
1s a masterpiece. Note the unusual use of
many colors, including lilac, pink, red, green,

and lapis lazub.

CLONMACNOISE (County Offaly) Three very
well preserved High Crosses can be seen

. B N . . JEE JEE . N . N N A .

amongst the ruins of this early Christian
Monastic settlement. Look for the crozier of
the Abbots of Clonmacnoise.

CRANNOGS Look closely, and in many lakes
you will see the remnants of ancient crannogs,
or artificial 1slands. After 3,000 years, one might
look a bt like a beaver’s lodge. First used tor

fishing; later becoming safe havens for living.

DOLMEN These megalithic tombs can be
spotted almost anywhere in the countryside—
often in such random places as a hedged-in
cow pasture. Look for unnaturally stacked flat
rocks in the shape of a giant picnic table.

THE HILL OF TARA (County Meath) This is
the ancient seat of both spiritual and political
power in Ireland. The mythology 1s that the
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ancient gods dwelled here. More recently—
until the 12th century—the high kings lived,
ruled, and were buried here. Look for the

phallic “stone of destiny” and the statue of St.

Patrick, representing the shift in power to the
Catholic Church.

NEWGRANGE (County Meath) This impres-
sive passage tomb, decorated with pre-Celtic
[rish swirls, is located in the Boyne Valley
(sometimes referred to as the Insh Valley of
the Kings, although it is older than the one in
Egypt). Legend has it that the High Kings of

Tara were buried here. For several days at the
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(OGHAM STONES These ancient

M pillar-like stones are found scattered

throughout the country, manly in the
southwest. They can be 1dentified by
the lines (ogham) carved into the cor-

ners of the stones. These are actually
letters from an ancient Celtic alphabet.

winter solstice, the sun shines through the
door, lluminating the tomb for 17 minutes.

ROCK OF CASHEL (County Tipperary)
Once the seat of the Kings of Munster and later
given to the church, this group of medieval
buildings contains a perfectly preserved round
tower, a castle, and a Romanesque chapel. Look

for the High Crosses.

TRIM CASTLE (County Meath) Founded by
Hugh de Lacy, a Norman knight, this is the

largest medieval castle in Ireland. Look for it
in the Mel Gibson film Braveheart.




Jreland’s Ghirtu-Gmwo

’l‘hel’e,S in Ulster nine in all

Armagh, Antrim, Donegal
Here's to Cavan and to Derry and Tyrone
To Fermanagh, Monaghan, Down
£ We'll throw out the puppets crown
gy 7 Ontil Ireland’s thirty-two is all our own
LA = s = Chorus
-y w Here's to old Ireland undivided
To all good Irishmen and true
The North, the South, the East and West
They will be forever blessed
One for all and all for Ireland's thirty-two

{

Onto Leinster now we go

Dublin, Longford and Wicklow
Through to Carlow, Louth, Kilkenny
and Kildare




To Westmeath, to Meath and Leix
Full of nature's beauty scene

While Offaly and Wexford take
their share

Chorus

Limerick and the treaty stone

Has in Ireland’s history shown

Why Kerry sent ©'Connell on
to Clare

Brilliant Meagher of the sword

Forced the light in Waterford

Rebel Cork and Tipperary do
and dare

Chorus

Connacht province has but five

The West's awake and much alive

Sligo, Galway and Roscommon fought the foe
Leitrim out of Shannon's fame

Singing high | proudly name

Of that grand and lovely county of Mayo
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BARER BYRNE'S BROWN BRESD

Drown bread is a staple in Ireland, and while my grandmother’s father
1-'11" was known as “the baker Byrne” in the teeny-tiny town of Baltinglas,
County Wicklow, mysteriously none of his recipes survive. Still, he must

have made something just like this.

1 cup all-purpose flour

2 tablespoons sugar

1 teaspoon baking powder

1 teaspoon baking soda

1/, teaspoon salt

11/, tablespoons butter, in small pieces
2 cups whole wheat pastry flour

1/, cup rolled oats

1/, cups buttermilk

Milk

1. Preheat the oven to 375° F.

2. Mix the all-purpose flour, sugar,
baking powder, baking soda, and
salt. Work the butter into the mix
with your hands, rubbing it
through until the mixture resem-
bles coarse crumbs. Stir in the

. Gently stir in the buttermilk. If

. Turn the dough onto a floured

’%14 %

whole wheat pastry flour and oats.

the mixture is too dry to hold
together, add milk 1 teaspoon at
a time just until the dough holds
together. It should not be sticky.

board and knead gently five times.
Form the dough into a ball. Set
on a greased baking sheet and pat
into a 7-inch circle. With a floured
knife, cut a large X on top.

. Bake in the center of the oven for

about 40 minutes, until well
browned. Cool on a rack for 10
minutes. Serve warm or cool with

pure Irish butter.
Yield: 1 loaf.
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Che 301’1'1,; Race

bu Eudu 3rc:|ncesca Speranaa Dilde

he Sidbe, or spirit race, called also the Feadh-Ree, or

fairies, are supposed to have been once angels in
heaven, who were cast out by Divine command as a punish-
ment for their inordinate pride.

Some fell to earth, and dwelt there, long before man was
created, as the first gods of the earth. Others fell into the
sea, and they built themselves beautiful fairy palaces of crys-
tal and pearl underneath the waves; but on moonlight nights
they often come up on the land, riding their white horses,
and they hold revels with their fairy kindred of the earth,
who live in the clefts of the hills, and they dance together on
the greensward under the ancient trees, and drink nectar
from the cups of the flowers, which is the fairy wine . ..

The fairies of the earth are small and beautiful. They
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Che ﬁairu Race

passionately love music and dancing, and
live luxuriously in their palaces under
the hills and in the deep mountain
caves; and they can obtain all
things lovely for their fairy homes,
merely by the strength of their
magic power. They can also assume
all forms, and will never know death
until the last day comes, when their doom
s to vanish away —to be annihilated
for ever. But they are very jealous of
the human race who are so tall and
strong, and to whom has been prom-
ised immortality. And they are often
tempted by the beauty of a mortal
woman and greatly desire to have
her as a wife. &




Tlre Fairies

by William Allinglram

Up the airy mountain,
Down the rushy glen,
We daren’t go a-hunting
For fear of little men;
Wee folk, good folk,
Trooping all together;
Green jacket, red cap,
And white owl’s feather!

Down along the rocky shore
Some make their home—

They live on crispy pancakes
Of yellow tide-foam;

Some in the reeds
Of the black mountain lake,

With frogs for their watch-dogs,

All night awake.

High on the hill-top
The old King sits;
He is now so old and grey
He’s nigh lost his wits.
With a bridge of white mist
Columbkill he crosses,
On his stately journeys
From Slieveleague to Rosses;
Or going up with music
On cold starry nights,
To sup with the Queen
Of the gay Northern Lights.

They stole little Bridget
For seven years long;

When she came down again
Her friends were all gone.




They took her lightly back,

Between the night and morrow;

They thought that she was fast
asleep,
But she was dead with sorrow.

They have kept her ever since
Deep within the lake,

On a bed of flag-leaves,
Watching till she wake.

By the craggy hill-side,
Through the mosses bare,

They have planted thorn-trees
For pleasure here and there.

Is any man so daring
As dig one up in spite,

He shall find their sharpest thorns
In his bed at night.

Up the airy mountain,
Down the rushy glen,
We daren’t go a-hunting

For fear of little men;
Wee folk, good folk,

Trooping all together;
Green jacket, red cap,

And white owl’s feather!

. s
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FACTS & FANCY

THE CLAIRSEACH

reland 1s the only country in the world with a musical instrument as a national
Isymbol. The clairseach, or Irish harp, comes from the Scottish mstrument
clarsach, which 1s derived from ¢ldr, meaning “a board.” An ancient instru-
ment, the cldirseach has been tound in Inish stone carvings dating to the 10th cen-
tury and reached 1ts height of popularity in the Middle Ages. (The Brian Boru 1s
the oldest surviving Irish harp, dating back to the late 14th century, and 1s on per-
manent display in the library of Trinity College, Dublin.) Not only
did harp skills bring prestige, praise, and even monetary gain to
those who entertained the medieval cultural elite, but harpist
poets and bards were seen as troublemakers and

rebels by English colonial powers.
Queen Elizabeth I detested

harpists so much that she

ordered Lord Barrymore to

“hang the harpers wherever found and
destroy their mstruments.” Despite such opposi-
tion, use of the harp continued as an instrument and a symbol,
appearing on Irish coinage in the 16th century by order of Henry VIII as
well as on the Irish coat of arms, passports, flags, presidential seals, and the pres-
ent Irish euro coins. ¥
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@h, Mary, this London's a wonderful sight,

With people all working by day and by night.

Sure they don't sow potatoes, nor barley, nor wheat,

But theres gangs of them digging for gold in the street.
At least when | asked them thats what | was told,

So | just took a hand at this digging for gold,

But for all that | found there | might as well be

Where the Mountains of Mourne sweep down to the sea.

| believe that when writing a wish you expressed

As to know how the fine ladies in London were dressed,
Well if youll believe me, when asked to a ball,

They dont wear no top to their dresses at all,

Oh ['ve seen them meself and vyou could not in truth,
Say that if they were bound for a ball or a bath.

Don't be starting such fashions, now, Mary McCree,
Where the Mountains of Mourne sweep down to the sea.

I've seen England's king from the top of a bus
And I've never known him, but he means to know us.
And tho by the Saxon we once were oppressed,




moume DR

Still | cheered, (God Torgive me, | cheered with the rest.
And now that he's visited Erin's green shore

We'll be much better friends than we've been heretofore
When we've got all we want, were as quiet as can be
Where the Mountains of Mourne sweep down to the sea.

You remember young Peter ©'Loughlin, of course,

Well, now he is here at the head ol the force.

| met him today, | was crossing the Strand,

And he stopped the whole street with a wave of his hand.
And there we stood talkin’' of days that are gone,

While the whole population of LLondon looked on.

But for all these great powers he's wishful like me,

To be back where the dark Mourne sweeps down to the sea.

There's beautiful girls here, oh never you mind,
With beautiful shapes nature never designed,

And lovely complexions all roses and cream,

But let me remark with regard to the same:

That if that those roses you venture to Sip,

The colours might all come away on your lip,

So I'll wait for the wild rose thats waiting for me
In the place where the dark Mourne sweeps down to the sea.
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3 inn [[Dac Cumhal

Finn wao the last and greatest leader of the Fianna, the warrior-bunters who served
the High King of Ireland in the 5rd century A.D. At hw birth, Finny father Cumbal
had been killed in battle by the sons of Morna, and hts mother Muirne dared not
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keep him. She sent him to live tn the woods with two women, a druid and a warreor-
woman, who ratsed him in vecret, teaching him the arts of war and hunting. When he
grew older; be ran away with a troop of poets to bide from his enemies. In ths passage
Lady Gregory tells of Finns two great encounters with wisdom during hus travels.
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= nd then he said farewell to Crimall, and went on to learn
poetry from Finegas, a poet that was living at the Boinn, for
4, the poets thought it was always on the brink of water
' poetry was revealed to them. And he did not give him his
own name, but he took the name of Deimne. Seven years, now,
Finegas had stopped at the Boinn, watching the salmon, for it was in the
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Ghe Ecgcnd ot ﬁinn Dac Cumhal

prophecy that he would eat the salmon of

knowledge that would come there, and

that he would have all knowledge after.

And when at the last the salmon of knowl-
edge came, he brought it to where Finn was,
and bade him to roast it, but he bade him
not to eat any of it. And when Finn
brought him the salmon after a while he
said: “Did you eat any of it at all, boy?”
“I did not,” said Finn; “but I burned my
thumb putting down a blister that rose
on the skin, and after that, I put my
thumb in my mouth.” “What is your
name, boy?” said Finegas. “Deimne,”
said he. “It 1s not, but it 1s Finn your
name 1s, and 1t is to you and not

to myself the salmon was
given in the prophecy.”
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GCGhe Legend of dinn [Rac Cumhal

With that he gave Finn the whole of the salmon, and from that time Finn
had the knowledge that came from the nuts of the nine hazels of wisdom
that grow beside the well that is below the sea.

And besides the wisdom he got then, there was a second wisdom
came to him another time, and this 1s the way it happened. There was a
well of the moon belonging to Beag, son of Buan, of the Tuatha de
Danaan, and whoever would drink out of it would get wisdom, and after
a second drink he would get the gift of foretelling. And the three daugh-
ters of Beag, son of Buan, had charge of the well, and they would not part
with a vessel of 1t for anything less than red gold. And one day Finn
chanced to be hunting in the rushes near the well, and the three women
ran out to hinder him from coming to it, and one of them that had a vessel
of water in her hand, threw it at him to stop him, and a share of the water
went into his mouth. And from that day out he had all the knowledge that
the water of that well could give. #:
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There is not in the wide world a valley so sweet

As that vale in whose bosom the bright waters meet;
Oh! the last rays of feeling and life must depart, En.
Ere the bloom of that valley shall fade from my heart.

Yet it was not that Nature had shed o’er the scene
Her purest of crystal and brightest of green;

"Twas not her soft magic of streamlet or hill,

Oh! no,—it was something more exquisite still.

,qus that friends, the belov’d of my bosom, were near,
Who made every dear scene of enchantment more dear, e A
And who felt how the best charms of nature improve, i B
When we see them reflected from looks that we love.

Sweet vale of Avoca' how calm could | rest

In thy bosom of shade, with the friends | love best,

Where the'storms that we feel in this cold world should cease,
And our hearts, like thy waters, be mingled in peace.




CHE MACTER WITH IRECAND

BY GeORGE BERNARD SHAW

rish people are, like most country people, civil and kindly when they are treated
with due respect. But anyone who, under the influence of the stage Irishman
and the early novels of Lever, treats a tour in Ireland as a lark, and the people
as farce actors who may be addressed as Pat and Biddy, will have about as
much success as if he were to paint his nose red and interrupt a sermon in
Westminster Abbey by addressing music-hall patter to the dean. Also there are cer-
tain bustling nuances of manner which are popular in a busy place like England
because they save time and ceremony, but which strike an Irishman as too peremp-
tory and too familiar, and are resented accordingly. You need be no more ceremo-
nious in word or gesture than in England; but your attitude had better be the Latin
attitude which you have learned in Italy and France, and not the Saxon attitude
learned in England and Bavaria. It is as well to know, by the way, that there are no
Celts in Ireland and never have been, though there are many Iberians. The only
European nation where the typical native is also a typical Celt is Prussia.

As an illustration of the sort of police activity which 1s peculiar to Ireland,
I will give an experience of my own. One evening in the south of Donegal it was
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getting dark rapidly, and, after being repeatedly disappointed of finding our desti-
nation round the next corner, as tired people will expect, we had at last grown des-
perate and settled down to drive another twenty miles as fast as the road would let
us before the light failed altogether.

The result was that we came suddenly round a bend and over a bridge right
into the middle of the tiny town before we supposed our selves to be within five
miles of it. The whole population had assembled in the open for evening gossip,
and we dashed through them at a speed considerably in excess of the ten-mile
limit. They scattered in all directions, and a magnificent
black retriever charged us like a wolf, barking
frantically. My chauffeur, who was driving,
dog by a miracle of dexterity. Then we
drew up at the porch of the hotel,
at the crowd, hoping it did
not include a member of
he was a stern-faced man %
whose deliberate stalk in our

made a perilous swerve and just saved the

and I looked anxiously back S N
L =

the R.I.C. Alas, 1t did, and .
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direction could have only one object. The crowd, which had taken our rush with
the utmost goodhumor, did not gather to witness our discomfiture as a city crowd
would have done. It listened, but pretended not to, as a matter of good breeding.
The 1nspector inspected us up and down until we shrank into mere guilty worms.
He then addressed my chauffeur in these memorable words: “What sort of a man
are you? Here you come into a village where there’s a brute of a dog that has
nearly ate two childer, and it is the curse and terror of this countryside, and when
you get a square chance of killing him you twist your car out of the way and nearly
upset 1t. What sort of a man are you at all?”

My own opinion is that any Briton who does not need at least a fortnight in
Ireland once a year to freshen him up has not really been doing his duty. &

GEORGE BERNARD SHAW (1856-1950). Free thinker, defender of women's rights,
and Irish dramatist, Shaw was born and educated in Dublin but moved to London in the
1870s to begin his career. There his first successes came as music and drama critic
before playwriting. A socialist and pacifist, he fought for the lives of the rebels slated
for execution after the Easter Rising and befriended IRA leader Michael Collins. A film
fanatic, he is the only person to win both the Nobel Prize (for literature in 1925) and an
Academy Award (for best screenplay, Pygmalion, in 1938).
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Am not english. | Am Irish—
which Is quite Another thing.

| —Oscar Fingal O’Flahertie Wills Wilde




[F Ever

You Go To

'f you ever fo to Dublin town DU bl lN
In a hundred years or so / | \
Inquire for me in Baggot Street O vv N

And what | was like to know. ,

O he was a queer one, by Pafrick
Fol dol the di do, Har/aNang
He was a queer one

| tell you.

My great-grandmother knew him well,

He asked her to come and call

On him in his flat and she giggled at the thought
Of a young girl’s lovely fall.

O he was dangerous

Fol dol the di do

He was dangerous

| tell you.
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On Pembroke Road look out for my ghost,
Dishevelled with shoes untied,

Playing through the railings with little children
Whose children have long since died.
O he was a nice man,

Fol dol the di do,

He was a nice man

| tell you.

R 5

Go into a pub and listen well

If my voice still echoes there,

Ask the men what their grandsires thought
And tell them to answer fair.

O he was eccentric,

Fol dol the di do,

He was eccentric

| tell you.
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IF Ever You Go 7o Dublin TowN

He had the knack of making men feel

As small as they really were

Which meant as great as God had made them
But as males they disliked his air.

O he was a proud one,

Fol dol the di do,

He was a proud one

| tell you.

It ever you go to Dublin town
In a hundred years or so

Sniff for my personality,

Is it Vanity’s vapour now?

O he was a vain one,

Fol dol the di do,

He was a vain one

| tell you.




IF Ever You Go To Dublin TownN

l saw his name with a hundred others
In a book in the library,

It said he had never fully achieved

His potentiality.

O he was slothful,

Fol dol the di do,

He was slothful

| tell you.

He knew that posterity has no use

For anything but the soul,

The lines that speak the passionate heart,
The spirit that lives alone.

O he was a lone one,

Fol dol the dido

Yet he lived happily

| tell you.
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3 cups all-purpose flour

1 cup whole wheat pastry flour
3 tablespoons sugar or sucanat
1 tablespoon baking powder

1 teaspoon salt

1 teaspoon baking soda

6 tablespoons butter

2 tablespoons caraway seeds
11/, cups raisins

2 eqgs

11/ cups buttermilk

IRISH 0D BREAD

hen my aunt Kay sent me my grandmother’s soda bread recipe, there
were a lot of directions like “a wee bit of,” “fo taste,” and “you kinda
have to . . .” Then I remembered my brother Eddy (the chemical engi-
neer) following my grandmother around her tiny Bronx kitchen, taking notes
as she cooked, and asking in complete astonishment, “But don’t you know
how much, Grandma?” So instead of such Irish vagaries, here’s the recipe 1
use for St. Paddy’s Day. It's not Grandma’s, but it’s really tasty.

1.

2.

Preheat the oven to 350° F. Butter
a 2-quart round casserole.
Combine the first six ingredients
in a large mixing bowl. With your
hands, rub in the butter until the
mixture resembles coarse crumbs.
Stir in the caraway seeds and
raisins.

. In a separate cup, beat the eggs

slightly. Remove 1 tablespoon of
the beaten egg and set aside. Stir
the remaining egg and buttermilk
into the flour mixture just until the
flour is moist. It should be sticky.




4. Turn the dough onto a well-
floured surface and knead 8 to 10
strokes to mix thoroughly. Make
the dough into a ball and place it
in the casserole. Cut an X into the
top and brush on the reserved
slightly beaten egg.

5. Bake the bread for 1 hour and

20 minutes, or until a toothpick
inserted in the center of the loaf
comes out clean. Cool on a rack
for 10 minutes, then remove
from the casserole and serve
steaming hot with loads of butter.
Toast the leftovers for breakfast
the next day.

Yield: 1 loaf.
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FACTS & FANCY

ANNUAL FESTIVALS

s U2’s Bono might say, Irish culture 1s “alive and kicking,” and festivals (also known by the

Irish word fleadh) are held throughout the country (mostly in the summer) to celebrate. And
while music comes nearly as naturally as breathing to the Insh—and 1s well represented at festi-
vals—there are also celebrations of dance, theater, poetry, comedy, food, fishing, and even match-
making. [f you miss any of these, a visit to the local pub makes a good substitute, providing plenty
of Guimness, gossip, and craic—and maybe even some fiddling!

up, there 1s the mfamous “Ireland v. The Rest
of The World” comedians’ soccer game.

DRAMA THEATER _

JULY: Earagail Arts Festival (County Donegal;
eaf.i¢) This celebration features two weeks of
theater (and some art and music) with venues
in more than twenty towns and villages.

SEPTEMBER: Dublin Fringe Festival
(Dublin; fringefest.com) Off-oft (off)
Broadway. The Fringe is one of Europe’s
leading independent, daring and
experimental theater fests.

ANGLING (Fishing, in American)

JUNE: Prosperous 3-Day Festival
(Prosperous, County Kildare) Angle for prizes
(and fish) on shore and at sea.

JUNE: Westport Sea Angling Festival
(Westport, County Mayo) Attend the longest-

running sea-angling event in Europe.

COMEDY

JUNE: Smithwicks Cat Laugh Festival
(Kilkenny, County Kilkenny; smithwickscat-

laughs.com) Besides the four days of stand-
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CLAN RALLY

YEAR ROUND: Clan Rallies
(erishelangatherings.com) While not
strictly a festival, chances are there’s a
gathering of your clan on the Emerald
[sle every few years.




ANNUAL FESTIVALS

SEPTEMBER: Dublin Theatre Festival
(Dublin; dublintheatrefestival.com) For half a
century, this festival has been a showcase of
Irish drama balanced with the best interna-
tional theater available.

FOOD

AUGUST: Irish Coffee Festival (Foynes,
County Limerick) See who wins the World
Irish Coftee Making Championship, and then
take a sip or two.

SEPTEMBER: Galway Oyster Festival
(Galway City, County Galway; galwayoyster-
fest.com) They claim to have Ireland’s best,
and they go pertectly with a pint of stout. Join

the oyster-opening contest if you dare!

OCTOBER: Kinsale Fine Food Festival
(Kinsale, County Cork) Originally a medieval

fishing port, Kinsale is now known as the

Culinary Capital of Ireland.

MUSIC

MAY: Kilkenny Rhythm *n Roots Festival
(Kilkenny, County Kilkenny) Large venues

*
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and small pubs fill with alt-country and roots-
based music and its fans.

JUNE: West Cork Chamber Music Festival

(West Cork, County Cork; westcorkmusic.e)
Thus features lots of strings and the
occasional flute.

AUGUST: Ballyshannon Traditional

Music Festival (Ballyshannon, County
Donegal) Once a small town gathering, this
traditional festival has become one of Ireland’s
most popular.

AUGUST: Fleadh Cheoil na hEireann (loca-
tion varies) The Olympics of traditional Irish
song, talk, dance, and drink, where more than
200,000 gather to experience the best the

country has to offer.

OCTOBER: Wexford Festival Opera
(Wextord, County Wextord; wexfordopera.com)

For more than half a century, opera buffs have
come to hear the divas sing,

TRADITIONAL

APRIL: Pan Celtic Festival (venues vary)
The Celtic world—Ireland, Scotland, Brittany,



ANNUAL FESTIVALS

the Isle of Man, Cornwall and Wales—gather ¥
to sing, dance, and play games, all in Celtic. 3

MAY: Fleadh Nua (Ennis, County Clare;

fleadhnua.com) Enjoy a week of story-

telling, céilithe, lectures, film, music

and more. Fifty thousand attend. _

SEPTEMBER: Lisdoonvarna Match-
AUGUST: Puck Fair making Festival (Lisdoonvarna, County
(Killorglin, County Kerry; s || Clare) Fed up with Internet dating? Try
puckfair.ie) This is one of [reland’s biggest
Ireland’s oldest and most singles party.

d TRADITIONAL

traditional fairs, dating back

400 years.

WALKING

JUNE/JULY: Castlebar
International Four Days’
Walking Festival (Castlebar,
County Mayo; castlebarddays
walk.com) Ramble over bog \
roads and wild moorland by day; &
revel in music and dance (if you
can) at the pubs by night. “The
four days are easy,” says Tom
Maguire of the Dublin Walking Club,
“1t’s the five mghts that would kill you.”







The pale moon was rising above the green mountain,

The sun was declining beneath the blue sea,

When | strayd with my love to the pure
crystal fountain

That stands in the beautiful vale of Tralee:

Chorus

She was lovely and fair as the rose of the summer
Yet, twas not her beauty alone that won me,

Oh, no! ‘twas the truth in her eye ever dawning,
That made me love Mary, the Rose of Tralee.

The cool shades of evning their mantle were
spreading,

And Mary all smiling was listning to me,

The moon thro the valley her pale rays was
shedding,

When | won the heart of the Rose of Tralee.

Chorus
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[ 1 say look At the trees. _ gD e
“MAimed, STARK And misshApen, put o e

Ferociously tenAcious.

— Edna O’Brien
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A fANACIC HEART
BY €DNA O BRIEN

loved my mother, yet I was glad when the time came to go to her mother’s
house each summer. It was a little house 1n the mountains and it commanded a
fine view of the valley and the great lake below. From the front door, glimpsed
through a pair of very old binoculars, one could see the entire Shannon Lake
studded with various islands. On a summer’s day this was a thrill. I would be put
standing on a kitchen chair, while someone held the binoculars, and sometimes I
marveled though I could not see at all, as the lenses had not been focused prop-
erly. The sunshine made everything better, and though we were not down by the
lake, we 1imagined dipping our feet in it, or seeing people in boats fishing and then
stopping to have a picnic. We imagined lake water lapping.

I felt safer in that house. It was different from our house, not so imposing, a
cottage really, with no indoor water and no water closet. We went for buckets of
water to the well, a different well each summer. These were a source of miracle to
me, these deep cold wells, sunk into the ground, in a kitchen garden, or a paddock,
or even a long distance away, wells that had been divined since I was last there.
There was always a tin scoop nearby so that one could fill the bucket to the very
brim. Then of course the full bucket was an occasion of trepidation, because one
was supposed not to spill. One often brought the bucket to the very threshold of
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A fFANACIC BEHRT

the kitchen and then out of excitement or clumsiness [}
some water would get splashed onto the concrete
floor and there would be admonishments,
but 1t was not like the admonishments

1n our house, it was not calamitous.

7
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My grandfather was old and g - ":Zh el R |
thin and hoary when I first saw _ & 2 - S ’
him. His skin was the color of a
clay pipe. After the market day

he would come home in the pony ’ iy

i
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and trap drunk, and then as soon "" &'ﬂw 5
as he stepped out of the trap he '
would stagger and fall into a drain

or whatever. Then he would roar for
help, and his grandson, who was in his twen-
ties, would pick him up, or rather, drag him
along the ground and through the house and up
the stairs to his feather bed, where he moaned and
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A FANACIC BEHRT

groaned. The bedroom was above the kitchen, and in the night we would be
below, around the fire, eating warm soda bread and drinking cocoa. There was
nothing like it. The fresh bread would only be an hour out of the pot and cut
in thick pieces and dolloped with butter and greengage jam. The greengage
jam was a present from the postmistress, who gave it in return for the grazing
of a bullock. She gave marmalade at a different time of year and a barmbrack
at Halloween. He moaned upstairs, but no one was frightened of him, not even
his own wife, who chewed and chewed and said, “Bad cess to them that give
him the drink.” She meant the publicans. She was a minute woman with a
minute face and her thin hair was pinned up tightly. Her little face, though old,
was like a bud, and when she was young she had been beautiful. There was a
photo of her to prove it. &

EDNA O'BRIEN (1932- ) was born in Twamgraney, County Clare. O'Brien
explored the plight of Irish women in a repressed society through bold female
characters and often frank sexuality in such works as 7he Country Girls, The High
Road, and Time and Tide, resulting in the banning of several of her works in
Ireland.
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The Famous and The Greal”

F rom scientists and saints to kings and revolutionaries—the Irish and

their culture have had a large and lasting impact on the world as a
whole. Here are some Irish movers and shakers, past and present.

CONN CEAD-CATHACH or Conn of the Hundred Battles (110-157): A high
king of Ireland known for his audacity in the face of adversity as well as his
unconventional surprise-attack techniques, for which he paid dearly.

NIALL NOIGIALLACH or Niall of the Nine Hostages (d. circa. 450): He
consolidated the northern region of Ireland and created a dynasty that kept his
descendants high kings of Ireland for 600 years. He also took control of a large
portion of Britain, kidnapping Succat-later known as St. Patrick-and bringing
him to Ireland.

ST. BRIGID or Mary of the Gael (452-524): One of the three patron saints of
Ireland. Legend holds that everything she touched increased in quantity or quality,
whether the sheep she tended or food for the poor, but many believe she was
an invention of the Catholic Church used to convert pagans to Christianity.

ST. BRENDAN OF KERRY (484-578): Much-disputed legend holds that he
voyaged to North America in the sixth century with a group of monks.
Petroglyphs of Ogham writings, or alphabetical representations of Gaelic
languages, have been found in West Virginia and New Mexico, lending
weight to this theory.

*Please see page 138 for famous Irish writers.
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ST. COLUMBA or Colm Cille (521-597): Of royal blood, he was the outstand-
ing figure among the Gaelic missionary monks who reintroduced Christianity
to Scotland during the Dark Ages, as well as a writer, publisher, warrior,
scholar, and one of the three patron saints of Ireland.

BRIAN BORU (d. 1014): King of Munster and eventually an extremely power-
ful high king of Ireland who may have attempted to gain emperor status.

GRACE O’MALLEY or Grdinne Ni Mhdille (1530-1603): A famous female
pirate, seafarer, trader, and chieftain.

SEAN O’NEILL (1532-c. 1567): He fought the English, Scottish, and Irish over
his family’s land in Ulster and barred further advancement by the English into

this portion of Ireland during the 16th century.

HUGH O’DONNELL (1573-1602): Known as “Red Hugh” of the O’Donnell
clan, he led the reclamation of almost all of Ireland until his defeat in 1601
and death by poisoning in 1602.

EDMUND BURKE (1729-1797): Born, raised, and educated in Ireland, Burke
was one of the best-known British statesmen and political philosophers of the
18th century, remembered for his vehement opposition to the French
Revolution and support for the American Revolution.

RICHARD MARTIN (1754-1834): Founded the Royal Society for the
Prevention of Cruelty to Animals.
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The Famoas and The Greal

JAMES HOBAN (1762-1831): Architect, designer, and builder of the White
House in Washington, DC.

LORD EDWARD FITZGERALD (1763-1798): This Irish revolutionary’s early
career was in the army and the Irish House of Commons. Attracted by the
French Revolution, he went to Paris, was expelled from the British army for his
avowed Republicanism, returned home, and joined the United Irishmen,
pledging to assist as commander in chief of their rebel army. He went to Basel
to negotiate French aid for the planned Irish uprising, but when he was
betrayed by an informer on the eve of the rebellion of 1798, he was arrested
and eventually died of wounds sustained at his arrest.

THEOBALD WOLFE TONE (1763-1798): Considered the father of Irish
Republicanism and a leader of the revolution of 1798, he helped found
United Irishmen. He cut his own throat while incarcerated to avoid giving the
British the satisfaction of executing him.

DANIEL O’'CONNELL (1775-1847): This statesman and Irish leader in the
British House of Commons, known in Ireland as “The Liberator,” forced the
British to accept the Emancipation Act of 1829, by which Roman Catholics
were permitted to sit in Parliament and to hold public office.

ROBERT EMMET (1780-1803): A member of the Society of United Irishmen,
he fled British repression at England’s declaration of war on France. He
later returned to Ireland, helping to organize and participating in the 1803
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The Famoas and The Greal

rebellion, which disintegrated into chaos. Emmet fled into hiding; he was
captured, tried, convicted of treason, and hung and beheaded. His remains
were secretly buried and never found.

JOHN P. HOLLAND (1841-1914): He played an integral role in the develop-
ment of the modern submarine.

CHARLES STEWART PARNELL (1846-1891): This Irish Nationalist leader in
the late 19th century was elected to Parliament in 1875 and became president
of the Irish Land League in 1879. He organized massive land agitation as well
as obstruction of parliamentary business.

JAMES CONNOLLY (1868-1916): This labor leader, the first major Marxist
leader in Ireland, emigrated to the United States in 1903 and founded the
Irish Socialist Federation in New York (1907). He returned to Ireland in 1910
as organizer for the Socialist Party of Ireland and Belfast organizer of the Irish
Transport and General Workers Union (1910), serving as acting general secre-
tary of ITGWU, commandant of the Irish Citizen Army (1914), and comman-
dant general of the Dublin Division of the Army of the Republic during the
Easter Rising of 1916. Unable to stand due to injuries, he was strapped to a
chair to face a firing squad.

ERNEST SHACKLETON (1874-1922): A member of Robert F. Scott’s 1901-
1904 Antarctic expedition, he sledged partway across the Ross ice shelf. In
1914-1916 his expedition ship Endurance was crushed by drifting pack ice; he
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The Famoas and The Greal

and five of his men traveled 800 miles in a whaleboat to South Georgia Island
to get aid. Shackleton led four relief expeditions before rescuing his men.

PATRICK PEARSE (1879-1916): A leader of Irish Nationalism, poet, and
educator, he was the first president of the provisional government of the Irish
Republic and commander in chief of the Irish forces on Easter Monday,
1916, when the 1916 Rising began. After surrendering to the British, he was
sent for court-martial and shot in Kilmainham Gaol on 3 May 1916.

MICHAEL COLLINS (1890-1922): A founding member of the Irish
Republican Army, he was an instrumental leader in the treaty of 1921 and
considered to have helped create the basis for guerrilla warfare.

MONSIGNOR HUGH O’FLAHERTY (1898-1963): An Irish priest in the
Vatican who, during World War II, made it possible for more than 6,000
members of the Allied Expeditionary Force to be safely transported to
Switzerland so that they could be returned to their military units. He also
persuaded churches in Rome to protect many Jewish people by having
baptismal certificates made out in their names.

MARY ROBINSON (b. 1944): Not only the first woman president of Ireland,
she was, at the time, one of only three female heads of state in the world.
Robinson resigned the presidency on 12 September 1997, 11 weeks short

of her full seven-year term, to accept the position of United Nations High
Commissioner for Human Rights.




Che Danshee

by BCICIU Jrancesca Speranza [Dilde

he Banshee 1s the upirit of death, the most weird and
awtul of all the fairy powers.

But only certain families of historic lineage, or persons
gifted with music and song, are attended by this spirit; for
music and poetry are fairy gifts, and the possessors of them
show kinship to the spirit race —therefore they are watched
over by the spirit of life, which 1s prophecy and inspiration;
and by the spirit of doom, which is the revealer of the secrets
of death.

Sometimes the Banshee assumes the form of some sweet
singing virgin of the family who died young, and has been
given the mission by the invisible powers to become the har-
binger of coming doom to her mortal kindred. Or she may be
seen at night as a shrouded woman, crouched beneath the
trees, lamenting with veiled face; or flying past in the moon-
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Che Banshee

light, crying bitterly: and the cry of thus spirit is mournful
beyond all other sounds on earth, and betokens certain death
to some member of the family whenever it is heard in the
silence of the night . . .
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There was a gentleman who had a beautiful daughter, strong
and healthy, and a splendid horsewoman. She always fol-
lowed the hounds, and her appearance at the hunt attracted
unbounded admiration, as no one rode so well or looked so
beautiful.

One evening there was a ball after the hunt, and the
young girl moved through the dance with the grace of a fairy
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queen.
But that same night a voice came close to the father’s
window, as if the face were laid close to the glass, and he
heard a mournful lamentation and a cry; and the words rang
out on the air—"In three weeks death; in three weeks the

grave —dead —dead —dead!”
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Che DBDanshee

Three times the voice came, and three times he heard the
words; but though it was bright moonlight, and he looked
from the window over all the park, no form was to be seen.

Next day, his daughter showed symptoms of fever, and
exactly in three weeks, as the Banshee had prophesied, the
beautiful girl lay dead.

The night before her death soft music was heard outside
the house, though no word was spoken by the spirit-voice,
and the family said the form of a woman crouched beneath a
tree, with a mantle covering her head, was distinctly visible.
But on approaching, the phantom disappeared, though the
soft, low music of the lamentation continued till dawn.

Then the angel of death entered the house with sound-
less feet, and he breathed upon the beautiful face of the
young girl, and she rested in the sleep of the dead, beneath
the dark shadows of his wings.

Thus the prophecy of the Banshee came true, according
to the time foretold by the spirit-voice. #

o ey 1
i e

3L
J

o

r"a:* .

*r
-

L

R i ﬂru""'"




A BLESSING
ON YOU

My best, biggest, and
flouriest potatoes to you.

IR
That your patch of trouble may not cover

the hole in a leprechaun’s breeches.
IR
May you escape the gallows, avoid distress,
and be as healthy as a trout.
IR
May the Good Lord take a
liking to you . . . but not too soon!
4 5
Sldinte an bhraddin agat.
(Health of the salmon to you.)



God spare you the years to smoke
your dudeen, drink your cruiskeen,
flourish your alpeen to wallop a spalpeen.
I
May the wind be always at your back,
especially coming home on Saturday night.
IR
As you slide down the banister of life, may

the splinters never point the wrong way.
IR
May the leprechauns dance over your
bed and bring you sweet dreames.
s
May you have a gentleman
for a landlord.
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AUNT JOAN'S COLCSINNON

Grust me, this mashed-potato-plus dish does not require precision. When

Aunt Joan gave me this recipe, I continually pressed her with questions

like, “Well, how much water?” and “What do you mean, ‘not too
much?” and “Can you give me any idea how long will it take?” It doesn’t
matter. Colcannon is easy to make, and while it remains practically
unknown, it is surprisingly tasty. Everyone always likes it.

SipsEt

=
e W,
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it 1 head cabbage (a nice-size one) 1. Wash and cut the cabbage and

=:1| 5—6 potatoes (the kind that are best potatoes into chunks. Wash and

vl boiled: new potatoes, round red, chop the scallions.

= white, or long whites), peeled (as 2. Put all into a large pot, add about

i Aunt Joan instructed) or 1 inch of water (“not too much,

e unpeeled (as I like them) but watch it”), and boil.

**? o 7= 1 bunch scallions 3. When the potatoes are fork-tender

: J‘;ﬁ.“r L Lots of butter (at least a stick) (check at 20 minutes and then

e Salt and pepper every 5 minutes), remove from

the heat and mash. Add butter,

salt, and pepper to taste.

?j 4, Serve in a bowl, topped with more

butter and freshly ground pepper.
Yield: 4-6 servings.







FACTS & FANCY

THE SHILLELAGH

The shillelagh (pronounced shil-LAY-lee) is a wooden stick

with a large knob on the end and is traditionally used for

fighting, It 1s named after the Shillelagh Forest in County
Wicklow, where massive oak trees were once harvested and used
to make the canes. The typically black patina of the shillelagh 1s
achieved by burying the stick n a pile of manure or smearing 1t
with butter, then placing it in a chimney to cure. The “smearing”
technique keeps the wood from cracking,

If the knob end of the shillelagh 1s hollowed out and filled
with molten lead (for extra bang), it is called a “loaded
stick.” The stick 1s held toward the lower middle and
snapped out with the wrist, not swung,

Fights using the shillelagh (also known by the Irish
word bata) were often between feuding families or
political groups gathered at social events like a fair or
even a wake. Sometimes, however, fights were a sport-
ing event or even just for the fun of it.

[n modern times the shillelagh 1s used by the
X-Men comic book villain Black Tom Cassidy (an
Irish citizen and frequent partner of fellow X-Man
Juggernaut). It helps project the blasts of force or
heat of his superhuman power. ¥



T is the most seAutifrul,
the most fertile, the most
ABUNOANT, the MOst proouctive
country on the fFAce Of the eArth.
It is A lovely LAnd, indented with
nosle hArRBORS, intersected with
trANScendent, trAnslucent streams
divided By mighty estuAries. Its
hARBORS ARe Open AT every hour
FOR every tide, AnO Are sheltered
FROM every storm thAt cAn slow
FrROM Any quArter Of heaven. Oh,
yes, it is A lovely LAnO And where is
the cowArO that would not d4are
to die For it!

—Daniel O’Connell, Speech at Tara, 1843







"DO YOU THINK SHOULD
PE PAVE GONE OVERY"

BY JAN MORRIS

drove along the coast to Howth, and then the Joyceness of Dublin, the
Yeatsness, the pubness, the tramness, the Liffeyness, the Behanness, in short
the stock Dublinness of the place seemed to hang like vapour over the distant
city. It was one of those Irish evenings, when the points of the compass seem
to have been confused, and their climates with them. A bitter east wind swayed the
palm trees along the promenade, a quick northern air sharpened that slightly
Oriental languor, that Celtic dolce far niente, which habitually blurs the intentions
of Dublin. Over the water the city lay brownish below the Wicklow Mountains,
encrusted it seemed with some tangible patina of legend and literature, and fra-
grant of course with its own vin du pays, Guinness.

This 1s everyone’s Dublin, right or wrong, and if it is partly myth, it is sub-
stance too. There i1s no such thing as a stage Dubliner: the characters of this city,
even at their most theatrical, are true and earnest in their kind, and Dublin too, even
today, lives up to itself without pretense. Are there any urchins like Dublin urchins,
grubby as sin and bouncy as ping-pong ball? Are there any markets like Dublin
markets, sprawling all over the city streets like gypsy jumble sales? Are there any
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buses so evocative as Dublin buses lurching in dim-lit parade towards Glasnevin?

Certainly there are few more boisterous streets on earth than O’ Connell Street
on a Saturday night, when a salt wind gusts up from the sea, making the girls gig-
gle and the young men clown about, driving the Dublin litter helter-skelter here
and there, and eddying the smells of beer, chips and hot-dogs all among the back
streets. And there 1s no café more tumultuous than Bewley's Oriental Café in
Grafton Street, with its mountains of buns on every table, with its children draped
over floors and chairs, with its harassed waitresses scribbling, its tea-urns hissing,
its stained glass and its tiled floors, its old clock beside the door, the high babel of
its Dublin chatter and its haughty Dublin ladies, all hats and arched eyebrows,
smoking their cigarettes loftily through it all.

It 1s an all too familiar rhythm, but it beats unmistakably still, hilariously and
pathetically, and makes of Dublin one of the most truly exotic cities in the world. &

JAN MORRIS (1926- ), born in Somerset, England, began her writing life as a foreign
correspondent for the London 7imes, as a travel writer, as the author of the lauded pro-
file of the progress of the British Empire, Pax Britannica, and as a man. James
Humphrey Morris underwent sexual reassignment surgery and in 1974 published
Conundrum documenting her dramatic experiences. Morris’s writing style noticeably
changed following her transformation, exhibiting what she calls “changed sensibilities,”
with “a softer prose style, perhaps of softer judgments.”




@Ver hillways up and down

Myrtle green and bracken brown,

I’ast the sheilings through the town
All for sake of Mairi.

Chorus

Step we qaily, on we qo
Heel Tor heel and toe for toe,
Arm in arm and row on row
All for Mairis wedding.

Red her cheeks as rowans are 4 ’?
Bright her eyes as any star, rDCllr l S

Fairest o them all b far

“am " [ Dedding

Plenty herring, plenty meal
Plenty peat to fill her creel, U

Plenty bonny bairns as weel
That's the toast for Mairi. ﬁugh Robertson

Chorus







Bring home the poet, laurel-crowned,
Lay him to rest in Irish ground;
Make him a grave near Sligo Bay,
At fair Drumcliffe or Knocknarea,
For near his mother’s kindred dwelt,
And at Drumcliffe his fathers knelt,
And all about in beauty’s haze,

The print of proud, heroic days,
With wind and wave in druid hymn
To chant for aye his requiem.

And he’ll have mourners at his bier,
The fairy hosts who hold him dear,
And Father Gilligan, he’ll be there,
The martial Maeve and Deirdre fair,
And lads he knew in town and glen,
The fisher folk and sailor men;

The Dooney fiddler and the throng
He made immortal with his song;
And proud in grief his rightful queen,
Ni Houlihan, the brave Kathleen.
Bring home the poet, let him rest

In the old land he loved the best.
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FACTS & FANCY

THE IRISH SCRIBE

rish writers like to provoke. They are not
Iabout telling lovely fairy stories with happy

endings. Sometimes they’re not even about
stories at all (read or watch Beckett). What
makes Irish writers interesting 1s that, even 1f
you're not quite sure what they are saying, by
the end you notice that you have been poked
or prodded—sometimes uncomfortably so—
often with a good dose of wit. From political
satire (like Jonathan Swift’s Gullwer’s Travels)
to religious “criique” like Brendan Behan’s
Borstal Boy, provocation seems somehow
bred mnto the Irish. Even the more mild-
mannered George Bernard Shaw had a go:
“Chrnistiamity might be a good thing if anyone
ever tried it.”

And when the Irish writer 1sn’t poking at
your brain, then he is almost certainly making
you cry (Brian Friel’s Dancing at Lughnasa),
or laugh (the plays of Oscar Wilde), or even
riot. When Synge’s The Playboy of the Western

World was first staged, one theatergoer

. I . A A A A B A N AN . G N N . . R

described 1t as “a vile and
inhuman story told in the
foulest language we have
ever listened to from a
public platform.” Riots
ensued; world fame followed.

As for Joyce—the most
tamous of Irish wnters—while %
The Dubliners may be a tough
read, his innovative style had a profound effect
on 20th-century literature. That said, he never
won an Oscar like George Bernard Shaw
(Best Screenplay, 1938, for Pygmalion).

CLASSIC SCRIBES

SAMUEL BECKETT Molloy: Malone
s

Dies; Waiting for Godot; The Unnamable;

Endgame; Krapp’s Last Tape

BRENDAN BEHAN The Quare Fellow;
Borstal Boy; The Big House; The Hostage



JAMES JOYCE Dubliners; Portrait of
the Artist as a Young Man; Ulysses; Finnegans
Wake; The Cat and the Devil

FLANN O'BNEN At Swim-Two-Birds;
The Third Policeman; The Best of Myles;
Further Cuttings from Cruiskeen Lawn

GEORGE BERNARD SHAW
Mrs. Warren’s Profession; Major Barbara;
Androcles and the Lion; Pygmalion

JONATHAN SWIFT 4 Tale of a Tih;
Gulliver’s Travels; A Modest Proposal; The
Fournal to Stella; Arguments Against
Abolishing Christianity; Drapier’s Letters

JOHN MILLINGTON SYNGE
Ruders to the Sea; The Aran Islands; The
Playboy of the Western World; The Tinker’s
Wedding

OSCAR WILDE The Picture of Dorian
Gray; Salome; The House of Pomegranates;
An Ideal Husband; The Importance of Being

Earnest

WILLIAM BUTLER YEATS T
Celtic Tunlight; Cuchulan’s Fight with the Sea;
A Faery Song; Old Age of Queen Maeve;
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Sailing to Byzantium; Cathleen Ni Houlthan;

The Second Coming; Leda and the Swan;
Among School Children; Irish Fairy Tales

UP-AND-COMERS

KQDDY DOYLE The Com mitments;
The Snapper; The Van; Paddy Clarke Ha Ha
Ha; A Star Called Henry; Oh, Play That Thing!

BR@N FRD;L The Saucer of Larks; The

Communication Cord; Making History;
Dancing at Lughnasa; The Home Place

SEAMUS HEANEY Death of a
Naturalist; Door into the Dark; Field Work;
The Cure at Troy; District and Circle

P ATRLCKMCCABE The Butcher Boy;
The Dead School; Breakfast on Pluto; Emerald
Gems of Ireland; Call Me the Breeze

FRANK MCCOURT 4 Couple of Bla-
guards; Angela’s Ashes; “1is; Teacher Man

MARTIN MCDONAGH Beauty

Queen of Leenane; A Skull in Connemara;

The Lonesome West; The Pillowman;
The Lieutenant of Inishmore
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Che Bull of @uailgne

The Bull of Cuailgne t the central story of the Ulster Cycle of Irish mythology, in
which Queen Maeve pits the forces of Connaught against those of Ulster; as well as
dear friends Cuchulain and Ferdiadin, in a fierce battle to the death —all over the
Jealousy of the King s wealth. In this passage Lady Gregory portrays the genests of
the battle in the argument between Queen Maeve and King Adell.

oy
_bé

N

wr,
s

)

;

o
el .I"
4

w4
v L

rr
o

e L0k

-
ﬂ,:‘}
A
.-. r : i
_‘lIr

i .ﬂ-. ' T
*ii:". ==

T e .
&
Yol

L L

1-} el
o =P -~

. nd if | took the daughter of the chief king of Ireland for my
3 wife, it was because I thought she was a fitting wife for
me.” “You know well,” said Maeve, “the riches that belong
to me are greater than the riches that belong to you.”
“That 1s a wonder to me,” said Ailell, “for there is no one in Ireland has a
better store of jewels and riches and treasure than myself, and you know
well there 1s not.”
“Let our goods and our riches be put beside one another, and let a
value be put on them,” said Maeve, “and you will know which of us owns
most.” “I am content to do that,” said Ailell.
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GChe DBull OI- (fuailgnr:

With that, orders were given to their people to bring out their goods
and to count them, and to put a value on them. They did so, and the first
things they brought out were their drinking vessels, their vats, their iron
vessels, and all the things belonging to their households, and they were
found to be equal. Then their rings were brought out, and their bracelets

and chains and brooches, their clothing of crimson and blue and black
and green and yellow and saffron and speckled silks, and these were
tound to be equal. Then their great tlocks of sheep were driven from the
green plains of the open country and were counted, and they were found
to be equal; and if there was a ram among Maeve's tlocks that was the
equal of a serving-maid in value, Ailell had one that was as good. And
their horses were brought in from the meadows, and their herds of swine
out of the woods and the valleys, and they were equal one to another. And
the last thing that was done was to bring in the herds of cattle from the
forest and the wild places of the province, and when they were put beside
one another they were found to be equal, but for one thing only. It hap-
pened a bull had been calved in Maeve's herd, and his name was
Fionnbanach, the White-horned. But he would not stop in Maeve's herds,




GChe DBull o[ (Euailgn::

for he did not think it fitting to be under the rule of a woman, and he had
gone into Ailell's herds and stopped there; and now he was the best bull in

the whole province of Connaught. And when Maeve saw him, and knew

he was better than any bull of her own, there was great vexation on her,
and 1t was as bad to her as if she did not own one head of cattle at all. So

S

he called Mac Roth, the herald, to her, and bade him to find out where
t!

nere was a bull as good as the White-horned to be got in any province of

t!

ne provinces of Ireland.
“I myselt know that well,” saidd Mac Roth, “for there 1s a bull that 1s

twice as good as himself at the house of Daire, son of Fachtna, in the dis-

trict of Cuailgne, and that 1s Donn Cuailgne, the Brown Bull of Cuailgne.”

“Rise up, then,” said Maeve, “and make no delay, but go to Daire from

me, and ask the loan of that bull for a year, and [ will return him at the

end of the year, and hity heifers along with him, as fee for the loan.”

o

On the morning of the morrow the messengers rose up and went into the

house where Daire was. “Show us now,” they said, “the place where the
bull is.” “I will not indeed,” said Daire; “but if it was a habit with me,” he




Che DBull O{ Qﬁfuai[gnc

said, “to do treachery to messengers or to travellers or to men on their
road, not one of you would go back alive to Cruachan.” “What reason
have you for this change?” said Mac Roth. “I have a good reason for it,
for you were saying last night that if I did not give the bull willingly, I
would be forced to give it against my will by Ailell and by Maeve and by
Fergus.” “If that was said, it was the talk of common messengers, and
they after eating and drinking,” said Mac Roth, “and it is not fitting for
you to take notice of a thing like that.”

“It may be so” said Daire; “but for all that, he said “I will not give the
bull this time.”

They went back then to Cruachan, and Maeve asked news of them,
and Mac Roth told her the whole story, how Daire gave them the promise
of the bull at first, and refused it afterwards. “What was the reason of
that?” she asked. And when it was told her she said: “This riddle is not
hard to guess; they did not intend to let us get the bull at all; but now we
will take him from them by force,” she said.

And this was the cause of the great war for the Brown Bull of
Cuailgne. &




Cashrel of MuNster

by Samuel Ferguson

"d wed you without herds, without money, or rich array,

And I’d wed you on a dewy morning at day-dawn grey;

My bitter woe it is, love, that we are not far away

In Cashel town, though the bare deal board were our marriage bed
this day!

Oh, fair maid, remember the green hillside,

Remember how | hunted about the valleys wide;

Time now has worn me; my locks are turned to grey,

The year is scarce and | am poor, but send me not, love, away!

Oh, deem not my blood is of base strain, my girl,
Oh, deem not my birth was as the birth of the churl;
Marry me, and prove me, and say soon you will,
That noble blood is written on my right side still!




My purse holds no red gold, no coin
of the silver white,

No herds are mine to drive through
the long twilight!

But the pretty girl that would
take me, all bare though
| be and lone,

Oh, I'd take her with me kindly
to the county Tyrone.

Oh, my girl, | can see ’tis in
trouble you are,

And, oh, my girl, | see 'tis your people’s
reproach you bear:

‘I am a girl in trouble for his sake with whom | fly,

And, oh, may no other maiden know such
reproach as|?




IRISH 9TEW

Ghe first time my niece Alannah came from Ireland to visit me in New

York, she was eight months old. She was not quite on solid food yet,

but she brought her parents with her, and they were. So when they
arrived—on a gray and blustery November day—I had this hearty Irish stew
on the stove. Robbie, Alannah’s Dubliner da, had it with Guinness, naturally,
while her ma, my sister Jeanne, thought it went perfectly with a full-bodied
Burgundy. Either way, nothing says céad mile féilte like a bowl of savory
Irish stew after a long journey.

4 tablespoons cooking oil red wine, stout, or even beef
2 pounds rack or shoulder of lamb, stock, or any combination of
cut mto 1-inch cubes these)
Salt and freshly ground pepper 1 10-ounce package frozen peas
3 onions, chopped 1 tablespoon chopped parsley
i 2 leeks, washed and chopped 1 tablespoon chopped fresh thyme
I 2 celery stalks, cut into 1/-inch 1 small sprig rosemary
" pieces
3 potatoes, cut into 1-inch cubes 1. Heat the oil in large pot or Dutch
2 carrots, chopped oven over medium-high heat.
3 cloves garlic, minced Sprinkle the meat with salt and
2 tablespoons all-purpose flour pepper and place in the pot,
2 cups lamb stock (or cold water, sautéing until brown on all sides,




about 5 minutes. Using a slotted

spoon, remove the meat.

2. Reduce the heat to medium and
add the onions, leeks, celery,
potatoes, carrots, and garlic to
the oil and drippings, stirring for
about 2 minutes.

3. Add the flour, stirring constantly

for 1 minute, then stir in the

stock (or wine, water, what have

you), peas, parsley, thyme, and
rosemary. Return the lamb to the
pot. Bring the stew to a boil, then
reduce the heat and cover. Simmer
for about 1/, to 2 hours, until the
meat is tender.

Yield: 4-6 servings.

Serve with brown bread (page 71)
and your choice of stout or wine.
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FACTS & FANCY

ST. PATRICKS DAY

aint Patrick’s Day, a religious feast, was

first celebrated—quietly—in Ireland

around 500 years after the saint’s death
(which 1s thought to be March 17,460, 461,
or maybe 493). In 1903, it became a public
hohday 1n Ireland, and pubs were ordered by
law to remain closed. (That law was abolished
in the 1970s.)

The earliest celebration in America 1s
thought to be a parade held in Boston in 1737.
Twenty-five years later, a group of Inish soldiers
serving in the British military brought the spirit
of the Irish to New York with a small march in
lower Manhattan, and the party has not stopped
growing since. That same parade continues in
New York today and 1t ranks number one
worldwide in attendance (around 2 million in
2006). But the celebrating hardly stops there.
From Dublin to Tokyo, Saint Patrick’s Day 1s
celebrated in more countries than any other
national holiday, proving that everyone is—at

least a little bit—Irish on March 17.
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DID YOU KNOw?

Guinness has lobbied the Canadian gov-
ernment to make Saint Patrick’s Day a
national holiday.

In the U.K., punters compete for a
“Guinness Hat,” the prize for consum-
ing great quantities of the stout, on March 17.

Former New York mayor Ed Koch once

dubbed himself “Ed O’Koch” for the day.

Chicago dyes its rivers green on St.
Patrick’s Day.

Savannah, Georgia (home to the world’s

second-largest parade) dyes its fountains

green on St. Patrick’s Day.

Green was thought to be unlucky in
Ireland because it was the favorite color
of the “Good People” (fairies) who were likely

to steal children who wore too much of it.
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% Y it's a bad thing to displeasure the gentry, sure enough—
‘5 they can be unfriendly if they're angered, an’ they can be

]
I

=25 the very best o' gude neighbors if they're treated kindly.
My mother’s sister was her lone in the house one day, wi" a’
big pot o’ water boiling on the fire, and ane o’ the
wee folk fell down the chimney, and slipped wi’ his
leg in the hot water.
He let a terrible squeal out 0" him, an’ in a minute
the house was full 0" wee crathurs pulling him out o’ the
pot, an’ carrying him across the floor.
“Did she scald you?” my aunt heard them saying
to him.
“Na, na, it was mysel’ scalded my ainsel’,” quoth the
wee fellow.
“A weel, a weel,” says they. “If it was your ainsel’

scalded yoursel’, we'll say nothing, but if she had scalded
you, we'd ha’ made her pay.” &
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H LICCLe CLOUD

BY JHMES JOYCEe

1ght years before he had seen his friend off at the North Wall and wished
him godspeed. Gallaher had got on. You could tell that at once by his trav-
eled air, his well-cut tweed suit, and fearless accent. Few fellows had tal-
ents like his and fewer still could remain unspoiled by such success.
Gallaher’s heart was in the right place and he had deserved to win. It was some-
thing to have a friend like that.

Little Chandler’s thoughts ever since lunchtime had been of his meeting with
Gallaher, of Gallaher’s invitation and of the great city London where Gallaher
lived. He was called Little Chandler because, though he was but slightly under the
average stature, he gave one the idea of being a little man. His hands were white
and small, his frame was fragile, his voice was quiet and his manners were refined.
He took the greatest care of his fair silken hair and moustache and used perfume
discreetly on his handkerchief. The half-moons of his nails were perfect and when
he smiled you caught a glimpse of a row of childish white teeth.

As he sat at his desk in the King’s Inns he thought what changes those eight
years had brought. The friend whom he had known under a shabby and necessi-
tous guise had become a brilliant figure on the London Press. He turned often from
his tiresome writing to gaze out of the office window. The glow of a late autumn
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sunset covered the grass plots and walks. It cast a shower of kindly golden dust on
the untidy nurses and decrepit old men who drowsed on the benches; it flickered
upon all the moving figures—on the children who ran screaming along the gravel
paths and on everyone who passed through the gardens. He watched the scene and
thought of life; and (as always happened when he thought of life) he became sad.
A gentle melancholy took possession of him. He felt how useless it was to strug-
gle against fortune, this being the burden of wisdom which the ages had
bequeathed to him.

He remembered the books of poetry upon his shelves at home. He had bought
them 1n his bachelor days and many an evening, as he sat in the little room off the
hall, he had been tempted to take one down from the bookshelf and read out
something to his wife. But shyness had always held him back; and so the books
had remained on their shelves. At times he repeated lines to himself and this con-
soled him.

When his hour had struck he stood up and took leave of his desk and of his
fellow-clerks punctiliously. He emerged from under the feudal arch of the King's
Inns, a neat modest figure, and walked swiftly down Henrietta Street. The golden
sunset was waning and the air had grown sharp. A horde of grimy children popu-
lated the street. They stood or ran in the roadway or crawled up the steps before
the gaping doors or squatted like mice upon the thresholds. Little Chandler gave
them no thought. He picked his way deftly through all that minute vermin-like life
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A E1CCLe CLOUD

and under the shadow of the gaunt spectral mansions in which the old nobility of
Dublin had roistered. No memory of the past touched him, for his mind was full
of a present joy.

He had never been in Corless’s but he knew the value of the name. He knew
that people went there after the theatre to eat oysters and drink liqueurs; and he
had heard that the waiters there spoke French and German. Walking swiftly by at
night he had seen cabs drawn up before the door and richly dressed ladies,
escorted by cavaliers, alight and enter quickly. They wore noisy dresses and many
wraps. Their faces were powdered and they caught up their dresses, when they
touched earth, like alarmed Atalantas. He had always passed without turning his
head to look. It was his habit to walk swiftly in the street even by day and when-
ever he found himself in the city late at night he hurried on his way apprehensively
and excitedly. Sometimes, however, he courted the causes of his fear. He chose to
darkest and narrowest streets and, as he walked boldly forward, the silence that
was spread about his footsteps troubled him, the wandering, silent figures troubled
him; and at times a sound of low fugitive laughter made him tremble like a leaf.

He turned to the right towards Capel Street. Ignatius Gallaher on the LLondon
Press! Who would have thought it possible eight years before? Still, now that he
reviewed the past, Little Chandler could remember many signs of future greatness
in his friend. People used to say that Ignatius Gallaher was wild. Of course, he did
mix with a rakish set of fellows at that time, drank freely and borrowed money on
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all sides. In the end he had got mixed up in some shady affair, some money trans-
action: at least, that was one version of his flight. But nobody denied him talent.
There was always a certain . . . something in Ignatius Gallaher that impressed you
in spite of yourself. Even when he was out at elbows and at his wits” end for money
he kept up a bold face. Little Chandler remembered (and the remembrance brought
a slight flush of pride to his cheek) one of Ignatius Gallaher’s sayings when he was
in a tight corner:

“Half time now, boys,” he used to say lightheartedly. “Where's my consider-
ing cap?”

That was Ignatius Gallaher all out; and, damn it, you couldn’t but admire him
for it.

Little Chandler quickened his pace. For the first time 1n his life he felt himself
superior to the people he passed. For the first time his soul revolted against the dull
inelegance of Capel Street. There was no doubt about it: if you wanted to succeed
you had to go away. You could do nothing in Dublin. As he crossed Grattan Bridge
he looked down the river towards the lower quays and pitied the poor stunted
houses. They seemed to him a band of tramps, huddled together along the river
banks, their old coats covered with dust and soot, stupefied by the panorama of
sunset and waiting for the first chill of night to bid them arise, shake themselves
and begone. He wondered whether he could write a poem to express his idea.
Perhaps Gallaher might be able to get it into some London paper for him. Could
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he write something original? He was not sure what idea he
wished to express but the thought that a poetic moment had
touched him took life within him like an infant hope. He
stepped onward bravely.

Every step brought him nearer to London,
farther from his own sober 1nartistic life. A light
began to tremble on the horizon of his mind. He
was not so old—thirty-two. His temperament
might be said to be just at the point of maturity. -
There were so many different moods and -
impressions that he wished to express in verse. He
felt them within him. He tried to weigh his soul to
see 1f it was a poet’s soul. Melancholy was the
dominant note of his temperament, he thought,
but it was a melancholy tempered by recurrences of
faith and resignation and simple joy. If he could give
expression to it in a book of poems perhaps men would
listen. He would never be popular: he saw that. He could
not sway the crowd but he might appeal to a little circle
of kindred minds. The English critics, perhaps, would
recognize him as one of the Celtic school by reason
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of the melancholy tone of his poems; besides that, he would put in allusions. He
began to invent sentences and phrases from the notice which his book would get.
“Mr. Chandler has the gift of easy and graceful verse.” . .. “A wistful sadness per-
vades these poems.” . .. “The Celtic note.” It was a pity his name was not more
Irish-looking. Perhaps it would be better to insert his mother's name before the
surname: Thomas Malone Chandler, or better still: T. Malone Chandler. He would
speak to Gallaher about it. &

JAMES JOYCE (1882-1941). This most Irish of writers lived almost two-thirds of his
life abroad. Born into wealth in suburban Dublin, the Joyces swiftly went from riches
to rags as the family increased in size— James being the eldest of 10 surviving children.
After graduating from University College Dublin in 1903, he met Nora Barnacle —who
bore his children and 27 years later married him—left Ireland to bounce among Zurich,
Trieste, Rome, and Paris with the occasional trip back to Ireland, and wrote his first
story collection, Dubliners, followed by such lauded works as Portrait of the Artist as
a Young Man and Ulysses. Although his themes focused on the common man, his
stream-of-consciousness technique and philosophic undertones infused his work with
great depth. T. S. Eliot called Joyce's experimental prose “anti-style,” yet it had a great
influence on modern literature.







FACTS & FANCY

BLOOMSDAY

l une 16, 1904, 1s the day that James Joyce’s entire novel Ulysses takes place, and so 1t

has become a day Joyceans celebrate around the world. It is also the day that Joyce
had his first date with Nora Barnacle, the woman who—27 tempestuous years and
two children later—became his wife. The “Bloom” in Bloomsday comes from one of the cen-

tral characters, Leopold Bloom, an ordinary 38-
year-old Jewish advertising agent and Dubliner

whom the novel follows for about 18 hours as he [ want to give a picture of
wanders through Dublin. Leopold’s odyssey 1s a Dublin so complete that if

clear parallel to the ancient Grecian Odysseus’s

the city one day suddenly

real places and real people m mind; therefore, disappeared from the earth
Dubliners celebrate by dressing as characters from it could be reconstructed
the book and following Leopold’s route through out of my book.

the city. Some places are now gone—Bloom’s
house at 7 Eccles Street, for example (although the
front door 1s at the Joyce Center)—Dbut you can still

trip, but a little more concrete. It was written with

—JAMES JOYCE

wander into Davy Byres’s pub on Duke Street for a gorgonzola sandwich with mustard and
a glass of Burgundy wine, exactly as the fictional Leopold Bloom did over a century ago.
Along the way, you will likely encounter readings, reenactments, and all kinds of literary
lunacy limited only by the Irish imagination.

However you choose to celebrate, most find that lifting a pint or two is much easier than
hifting the actual book (which can run as long as 1000 pages). ¥
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Pulling the dead sun’s weight through County Meath,
We cycled through the knotted glass of afternoon,
Aware of the bright fog in the narrow slot of breath,
And the cycles’ rhyming, coughing croon.

b4
O hurry to Dublin, to Dublin’s fair city,
Where colleens, fair colleens are ever so pretty,
O linger no longer in lumbering langour,
Gallop the miles, the straight-backed miles without number.”

We were the Northmen, hard with hoarded words on tongue,
Driven down by home disgust to the broad lands and rich talk,
To the country of poets and pubs and cow-dung

Spouting and sprouting from every stalk. . ..

‘b
0 hurry to Dublin, to Dublin’s fair city,
Where colleens, fair colleens are ever so pretty,
O linger no longer in lumbering langour,
Gallop the miles, the straight-backed miles without number.”




Che Children of Pir

Bodb Dearg wao elected king of the Tuatha de Danaan, a mystical race of heroes and
magictans, much to the dwpleasure of Lir. To appease Lir, Bodb Dearg gave him one of hus
daughters as wife, the beautiful and pure-bearted Aobh. Aobh bore Lir four children —
daughter Fionnuala, son Aodh, and twin sons Fiachra and Conn, but died at the birth of
the twins. Aobb death weighed heavily on Lir, but he took to wife another of Bodk
Deargs daughters, Aotfe, in order to provide maternal comfort to hts young children. Lir
children were his joy and delight and Aoife soon noticed the attention and love Lir lavished
on them. In a fit of jealousy, Aotfe turned the children into swans and cursed them that
they would wander the waters of Ireland for 900 years. In this passage by Lady Gregory,
the sorrowful Lir finds hts cursed children.

o __ tis downhearted and sorrowtul Lir was at that news, for he under-
2" stood well it was Aoife had destroyed or made an end of his children.
~ And early in the morning of the morrow his horses were caught, and
he set out on the road to the south-west. And when he was as far as

fi{ﬂ%ﬁ the shore of Loch Dairbhreach, the four children saw the horses com-

ing towards them, and it i1s what Fionnuala said:

“A welcome to the troop of horses I see coming near to the lake; the people
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they are bringing are strong, there is sadness on them; it is u