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THE CURLEW’S CRY

By DOROTHY MACARDLE.

"Twould be little use, Mary knew well, trying
to sleep, though such tiredness was over her that
she counld have erept into comforting arms, had
there been any to hold her, and ecried like a
child.

She raked the glowing ashes together on the
hearthstone, turned out the lamp, lit a candle
and went into her cold room. But she did not
undress. There was a listening wakefulness in
her head; her heart throbbed, paining her.
and she heard her breath come shudderingly,
as  though she were afraid. Tears welled,
stinging, into her cyes.

The open square of her window showed no
star ; nothing but thick blackness lay outside ;
the curlews were crying out, wild and lonesome,
over the boglands: the wind was crying shrill
along the quarrics below : from far off came the
low sorrowful sighing of the sea. And in all the
wide night there was no onc stirring—except
the soldiers, maybe, hunting for men. . . .

The harsh crackle of rifle shots split the silence :
it must have been near the quarries, it cchoed
$0. . . . God send they were not raiding the
Glen !

She went back to the hearth and sat down
again on her stool, striving to gather quictness
into her mind, **’Tis too much | something
inside her was crying, but that was wrong and
she answercd it, clasping her hands tightly
together—*‘ Nothing is too much.”

A kind of strong peace came to her then. She
rose and opened the door and a sweet, moist
air blew in from the night. The world lay dark
before her, the ridges of the hills scarcely visible
against the heavy, clouded sky. But there was
a pale. still glimmer where the sea lay and lights
shone in the harbour of Carrigrone. A thought
scemed to blow into her mind with the wind.
She would be wanted-—she would be ready-—she
would not be long alone. Half in obedience to
the whispering thought she put fresh sods on the
fire,

She went in then, and knelt praying a long
time, and lay down, dressed, on her bed.

* * * * P

As far back as memory went of them the
(iilligans had lived in that little stone cottage
on the mountain. There John Gilligan had heen
born, and there, in the fulness of time, two
strong sons had Dbeen born to him, and one
daughter, and Tom, the poor weakling boy,
whose crippled life had cost the mother her own.
The home had seen little, since the fighting
started, of Jo and Peader, but John Gilligan
would not complain. He had his health yet,
thank God, and poor Tom was no fool. And if
his own boys were far off, many another man’s
son got good rest and shelter in it, in those times
of peril and dread.

Tom would stay out, the long night through
watching, and come in at dawn to guide them
again on their way, and return, dark and wistful,
to the work of the farm. It was Tom who used
to be reading to her the old storics and ballads
of Owen Roe and Sarsficld and Emmet, since
first he had learned to read : Mary knew, though
not a word of it was said between them, how
near Tom’s heart would be to breaking when the
lads fastened their rifle straps in the morning and
swung off into the hills.

[ And three nights ago they had taken her father
and Tom, surrounding the house noiselessly
while all were sleeping and suddenly breaking in.
The officer hurt Tom, twisting his arm, asking
where the guns were. and she screamed. But in
Tom’s face when they were taking him away,
handcuffed, in the lorry, there was a kind of
joy. Her father looked gloomy, though, thinking
she would be there alone. . . .

“ Get Kitty Ryan to sleep with you,” he said
to her, bending down, and she had promised,
but Kitty refused to come. She would go down
to Carrigronc to-morrow and see would one of
the Timminys come. . . .

What harm, anyway, being lonely ? There
were girls who had worse to bear. . If only
they didn’t beat poor Tom. Father had never
beaten him, never, even the day he took the
pony out on the road and it ran away—laughing,
Tom was, too, the villain, with his little thin
face and big eyes—laughing, and he crossing
the stepping-stones on his crutches—running

on his crutches to her. . . . Tap, tap, tap. . .
& * * * *

Mary sprang up, startled. Someone was
knocking at the door—knocking lightly—’twas
not a raid. . . . With a head still mazed with
dream she crossed and opened it, and bolted
it quickly behind the man who stepped in.

Very tall, he seemed, in the darkness of the
little porch. Mary could not see his face. He
spoke in a deep voice hushed to a whisper.

“Ix this John Gilligan’s 2 Did Andy Timminy
call 7 A Tad belonging to Carrigrone.”

“No” Mary replied, wondering,  * Andy
didn’t come.” _

The stranger seemed perplexed,

“Did he not ? He had an hour's start of
me.  He was to warn vou that 'd he here, |
hope nothing went wrong.” . . .

He scemed lost in thought for a moment,
then spoke contentedly @ Anyway, he gave
me good instructions 3 1 found my way.  He
said surely your father would take me . Niell
() Lochlawn is my name.”

“You are welcome, Nicll O'Lochlawn,” Mary
replied gravely.  “ Your name is well known
to us here. Won’t vou rest vourself by the
fire 27

(To be conlinuwed.)

(Copyright in U.S.A by " Coluwbhin)
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SOMETHING TO SMILE AT

A man is reported to have been cured of deaf-
ness  while  looking at o talking-picture. 1t
seems very hard Iuck that the cure should happen
just then.

* * *

A boy, coming home one Sunday afternoon
with a string of trout, was suddenly confronted
by the minister. There was no wayv of escape :
hut the boy rose to the occasion, *° Minister,”
he exclaimed, “ d’ye see what thae troots got
for nabbin’ worms on a Sunday 77

* * *

The film director was making a Western
thriller, and working very hard to get some
action into it.

Finally he turned from the brink of a cliff,
mopped his brow, and glanced at a dummy
made of straw and old clothes lying on the ground
beside him.

*“CGiood heavens ! 7 he shouted,
it we threw over the cliff 7 ”

* * *

Doctor : *“ Your husband must be absolutely
quict. Here is a sleeping draught.”

Wife : “ When do I give it to him 2 ”

Doctor : ** You don’t, you take it yoursclf.”

* * *

Fritz : ** Dad, you are a lucky man.”

Father : “ How is that ¢

Fritz: **You won’t have to buy me any
school books this year. I have been left in the
same class.”

“Who was

*# * *
Possibly nothing since the second instein
theory has secemed so involved at first sight as a
remark overheard by a Boston Globe writer :
*“ What did you choose that book for me to read
out of to from for ?”
* * -
Political orator, advocating assembly rooms :
“ Gentlemen, what we want in this district is
a hall.”
Voice from crowd :
Tim 27

“How do you spell it,

(Conlinucd from colwmn 3).

ness had endeavoured to steal @ march on the
Irish leader, now simulated indignation and
saidd Mr. de Valera's message © constituled a
arave challenge.” The Swunday Express said
Mr. de Valera bad killed the Conference wilh
his * rash and rancorous pen.’”’ The Evening
Standard referred to * De Valera's offensive
repudiation of allegiance to the Crown.”
These angry conunents show how keenly the
linglish Press, politicians, and public realised
that the lrvish position had not been aban-
doned.

Nothing New.

The London Daily Herald (present organ of
Mr. Ramsay Macdonald’s party) had a wiser
comment :

“There is absolutely nothing in Mr. de Valera’s
telegram,” it said, * which adds anything what-
ever or takes anything whatever from the position
which he, as elected spokesman ol the Irish people,
has always undeviatingly maintained.”

The marvellous thing about this search for
the ' surrender of the Republic ™ by Mr. de
Valera is that it leads to overwhelining
evidence, not only that the position was not
given away, bhut that it was maintained with
a vigilance and a strength which made all
British assaults upon it-futile until some of
the Irish garrison opencd the door to the
English attackers.

- — e —— . —— et

A Famous' Telegram to the Pope

W —— T ——

A GAME THAT WAS SPOILED.

The third week in October, 1921 was a sen-
sational one.  T'he Angslo-lrish - Conference
mel on October 11, amd on October 20 e
President of the Irish Republice spoiled the
carefullyv-plunned wame of the British Premicr
and his Press. They were very angry.

The  fables  thal  have  followed  the
Preaty Tt odobdele are legion 0 bul none s
more extraovdinary than that which has eon-
vineed  some people thal by entering into
negolinkions with Mr. Llovd George, Mr. de
Videra, then President, ' wave awiy  the
Republie™  No one has ever explained how,
ner has anyhody said why, if the Republic
hivl been given away in Jualy, 1021, Mr.
Plovd George had fo threalen war to have il
2iven away again in December, The popu-
Loty of  this  parlicular  fable, of  course,
resulls from the careful concealment of essen-
tial Taets whenever one precious Press has the
makter under discussion,  Despile that, the
trulth 15 slowly hut widely hecoming known.
Fvenltuadly, the people as a4 whole will realise
the persistence with which the independence
position wis safcguarded al every step in the
conmunications and conversations with Mr,
Lloyd George.

B |

Pope, King, and President.

One of the most famous incidents of thal
Litne, now abmost forgotten, becanse the Press
hits never once menlioned it, was the tele-
gsram of the Irish President to the Pope on

O-lohoy 20, 1921, Whelher His  Holiness
aeted enlirely on his own acceount, moved

only by his well-known anxicly for peace, or
whether some of those awround him suggestod
that it wonld please the British Government
if o lelegram of good wishes for Anglo-Irish
peace were sent, s nol cerliin. At all events,
o October 18 the following telegram from
the Pope o the British King was published :
Y We rejoice at the resnmption of the Anglo-
Frish negotiations and pray to the Lord with all
our heart that He may bless them and grant to
Your Majesty the greal joy and  unperishable
;.:.lm-y”ul bringing an end to the age-long dissen-
Ston,

Mr. Lloyd George, though a member of the
Conference then sitling, used this telegram in
his bricky way to misrepresent ITreland’s posi-
tion to the Pope.  'The Brilish King's reply,
drafted of course by his Premier, was as
follows :

SO have received the message of your Holiness
with much pleasure and with all my heart | join
in the prayer that the Conference now sitting in
London may achieve @ permanent settlement of

the troubles in lreland and way initiate a2 new
erac of peace and happiness for my people.”

‘“ Independence Has Been Proclaimed.”’

Thal reply was also given to the Press.
Unless answered, [reland’s position would
have been compromised by it. Mr, de Valera
answered it in Lhis Lelegriam to the Pope :

“The people of Treland have read the message
sent by your Holiness to the King of Great Britain
and appreciate the Kindly interest in their welfare
and the paternal regard which suggested it |
tender to your Holiness their preatitude.  They
are confident that the ambignities in the reply
sent in the mame of King George will not islead
voir, as it may the uninformed, into believing that
the troubles are “in? Ireland or that the people
of Treland owe allegiance to the British King.

The independence of Ireland has been formally

proclaimed by the regularly elected representatives

of the people of Ireland and ratified in subsequent
plebiscites. The trouble is bhetween Irelund and

Britain, and its source that the rulers of Britain

have sought to impose their will upon Treland and

by hrutal force have endeavoured to roh her people
ot the liberty which s their natural right and
their ancient heritage,  We long to be at peaco
and i riendship with the people of Britaim as
with  other  peoples, but  the swme  constaney
through perseention and  martyrdom  thut  has
proved the reality of our people’s attachment to
the Fuith of our fathers proves the reality of their
attachment to their national freedom, and no con-
sideration will ever induce them to abandon it.”
Fhe telegram cansed a crisis. Nobody could
mistake ils meaning,  Mr. Lloyd George had
been endeavouring by whisper and sugges-
tron to spread the belief that the Irvish position
hid been abandoned. The London Press was
diligently assisting him, with our own daily
Press here al home acling the enemy part,
too. The lelegram spoiled the game and con-
seqquently the Press was very angry,

An Angry Press.

" The telegram is as unnecessary as it is
provocative,” said the Westininster Gazetle.
The Daily News denounced Mr. de Valera as
the ' evil genius ' of Irish affairs. ‘' It will
cerlainly arouse indignation among the people
of this country and of the British Dominions,™
sald the London ZTimes. The Manchester
Guardian deplored Mr. de Valera’s * unhappy
message to the Pope.” Mr. Lloyd George,
who in drafling the King's reply to His Holi-

(Continued at foot of previous column.)
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(rue, that the obje
live stoek is the
Agrictltury]
stow, hut in

clion is mueh greater when
mam product of agriculture.
tirnover of capital is always
. stock farming it is very slow
Indecd.  In manufactures the turn over may
be immuch more rapid and losses may often he
recovered., 1 s generally agreed that the
lz;x-pzlycr shpultl, f possible, be encouraged
'lt‘) further effort, or to a maximum of effort.
Fherefore, a tax that does not increase with
increased effort is desirable. It may be said
that the present tax on the occupation  of.
land is sueh a tax, but where most of the
revenue will have to be raised from land the
present  arrangement can hardly continue.
Revenolw will have to he colleeted from all
occupiers of land. ; i

To base an income ‘tax, or rather a land
tax, ( for it is such in effect) on loeal govern-
ment valuation is altogether wrong. Local
Government authorities must make their
vatuation and strike their rates from points
or view widely different from those of a
Finance Minister, and to base a tax on occu-
pa@mr} of and on a valuation in which the
huildings necessary to the proper husbandry
of the land are separately valued and more

highly rated that the land itself is simply Lo
ask for disaster.

A tax on the occupation of land should be
what 1t professes to be, and should be based
on the value of the land, and its probable re-
turn to the hushandman. Ownership (as it
1s called) of land should be recognition of a
right to occupy and till the land of the State
in the joint interests of State and owner, :
sight permanent and devisable to heirs or
assigns, subject to laws protecting the general
public. It seems that at present all sugges-
tion of laws on this subject make for separa-
tions of the interests of the State and of the
occupler of land, but these interests are com-
mon and their separation must be mis-
chievous.

If it were possible to at once abolish the
annuities and to provide for the interests of
those who have already paid, in the institu-
tion of a graduated land tax, the land being
valued on the basis of its present yield with-
out further provision of capital, we might
gei, near to a solution. The tax on lanc
yielding a bhare susbsistence should be nil,
and should in no case exceed £1 per statute
acre.. - Increments.. should.. after.revaluations
in periods of five years, and no increase of
value should be admitted if over 2/1 per

statute acre.

But ‘we shall never get to a satisfactory
solution until we learn that the land is the
land of the couniry and that the State must
provide capital to make that land yield as
much as possible. The fact that the lmsban@-
man finds that his interest is to provide capi-
lal on his part does not in the least exonerate

the State.

It is pitiable to see a State professing to
provide agricultural credit, knowing no bettar
way of doing so that to make personal loans
io farmers on a system in which more anxiety
is displayed about getting the money back
again that about 1ts -proper application to
agriculture.

The money found by the State for agricul-
ture should be applied to the land without

any guestion whatever of its repayment by
thé farmer, unless he is shown to have mis-

applied or wasted 1t. 1P
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—<_ « THE ENGLISH FLAG."

Rditor, ‘‘ The Nation.” ) |
ToAtl(l!e}mra.——-l';' it were the English flag, what h.arm?
If the friends of Englan’d here wanted,. on‘ inter-
national occasions, to fl¥ ‘the Cross of Saint George,
would interfere with them, 1 am sure. But
contains the Irish emblem, St.
Patrick’s blue, and 1s the sym.bol .Of an enforced anI(?c
hated union, of [reland’s subj.ectlon! therefore.. .
i« the flag wheich we saw flymg tl'lgm!)!r!antly over
the smouldering ruins of little Cgtholu; housee }:}1
Relfust. 1t is the flag of the Black-and-Tans. ﬂ
i« a flaw which no one of any mtglhgence -.would y
1 this country, if their stncerse m.thtlon wfere;
«« courtesy.’’ That is why no Republican cadlf fe\.
mvthing but indignaiton against thqse? v;rlhf) xs;; ﬁd
iL,. and cordial admiration of the spirited men

y it down., . |
““3[[‘111:3n ?‘l:::)u?:;:y l’t’ of flying the Union ‘Jack in
Dublin is as ironical in its stupi.dity as the courtesy
| havonets with which the Freg
. fit to welcome the ‘‘.emissary of

nobody \
the Union Jack

Is mise le meas,

- . 'DOROTHY MACA DLE
1'6- Het;bert Place, Dublin.
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THE CURLEW’S CRY

By DOROTHY MACARDLE

SUMMARY OF PREVIOUS INSTALMENT

Mary Gilligan, alone in the Gilligans  house, stear
Carrigrone, is haunted by an uncasy fecking of svme-
thing about to happen. IHer father and brother,
Tom. hare leen arrvested. As shre stands at the
window she lears vifle shots in the distance. TWhide
she wails, restless and anwcious, a Iknock comes to the
door and a slranger appears who asks af the
Gilligans have been told to eepect him. He sayus his
name is Neidl OV Lochlaimmn.

A little flush had come to her pale face. Niell
O'Lochlainn! The man Tom would be talking
about day in, day out, comparing him to heroes
of old times ! It was Niell O’Lochlainn rescued
the men in Scotland who werc being taken to
Peterhcad. It was he broke out of jail when he
was sentenced to execution and got captured
trying to carry Andy, because Andy had a
wounded leg, and escaped again. . . . It was
he took Drumcarn Castle with seven men. . .
His was a name of power.

She was too busy to talk, putting eggs in the
pan, pushing gorse-bushes under the pot, setting
the table for a meal: and he, too, was silent,
sitting forward in her father’s chair, his head
on his right hand

It was not until she knelt by him to blow up
the fire that she noticed dark stains on his left
sleeve. o | .

“You’re not wounded ?” she exclaimed.

He drew his hand out of his pocket and looked

atit. ¢ Only a graze ; it’s bleeding all the time,
though. It made mec weak. Maybe if you had
arag?” .

- While Mary got warm water and linen and
bandaged the injured hand he told her, with keen
enjoyment, the story of his escape, his brown,
furrowed face and dark eyes lit up by the leaping
fire. | '
¢ A “poteen still* we had in the old limekiln
away there in Ben Roe, but ’twas something
stronger than - poteen ! High explosives—
gelignite. . We must have been informed on, I
think. They surrounded us at dark and thought
they had us trapped iike badgers, but we fought
them for one good hour and every one of us got
away. 1 think none of the rest were hurt. . . .
Thank you, that’s splendid now !”

‘““ Are they after you ? ’ Mary asked anxiously.
“ Youre worn out. . . . Do they know which
direction you took at all ¢”

“I think not. Andy guided me by some
twisted- way of his own. He’s the best boy in
the world. He stuck to me like a brother,
though he was good for twice my pace. 1 got
weak from loss of blood. I made him go ahead
then, to prepare you and get on to Carrigrone
before daylight. I was to give three whistles
like a curlew if I got lost or needed help. It is
a signal we had. His plan is to go to Carrigrone
and arrange for a boat to take us to the Island
to-morrow night. If meanwhile I might stay
here. . .. But isn’t your father ? . . . Surely
vou’re not alone ?”’

He stood up and looked at the frail girl before
him with compassion gathering in his eyes.
She was alone, he could see it before she answered
—the loneliest little soul in the world.

She lifted grey eyes to nis face caimly : *° Tom
and father were taken on TFriday night,” she
said ; I think you’ll be safe here for a while.”

Without answering he sat down to supper,
Mary waiting on him quietly. She felt no
uneasiness, he could see; if he had been her
own brother returned she could not have shown
more serene, happy confidéence in sheltering
him. A great surge of desire—desire for life,
that he had held so lightly—for all the tranquil
years that might be, rose in him. It was weak-
ening : he fought it down. . -

“ Your father—he wouldn’t mind 2 . . . No
one would be vexed with you for keeping me ? ™
he asked gently.

“My father would not forgive me,” she
answered, ‘““if I turned any hunted rebel from
this door.”

“T will stay, so, and God bless you,” he said,
smiling.

A thought held Mary very still.

“If they caught vou,” she said in a low
voice, ¢ they would kill you, wouldn’t they % ”

He laughed. ‘‘ Oh, they have a rope in pickle
for me right enough, but they’re not going to
take me alive.” . . .

He stopped, reproaching himself ; what a
child she was, with her fair, silky hair and pale,
little trustful face ! But she met his look with
a-smile. . - .

¢ Andy’ll get you safe away,” she said, “if
anyone will. I know Andy; he used to be
helping Tom.” -

““Yes, yes,” he replied : ~° I'm sure Andy will
do it somehow. He’s a brave little lad.”

Mary was handing him a lighted candle, but
it was blown out in his hand. The door bad
swung open; a sharp, chilling air blew in.
Niell turned quickly, his revolver in his hand,
facing the night. Mary started to his side and
for a moment they stood waiting, tense. Then
Mary turned to him with a little gasp, half
laughing :

“T was frightened !
doesn’t he come in ?”’
and looked out.

‘““ He is beckoning to you.,” she whispered.
““ Something is wrong.”’

Niell stood behind her in the doorway and
looked out. He saw the low stone wall and the
shape of a haystack beyond it: nothing else
but the strong line of the hills.

“T see no one there,” he said,

Mary looked up at him, astonished. * He was
behind you in the doorway when it opened.
Didn’t you see him ? *

Niell shook his Lead with a low laugh. ** You
are dreaming ! There’s no one there.” |

“But_ look! Look!” She was trembling
as her hand clutched his arm. °‘ There, with his
hands to his mouth calling ! Don’t you sece the
light of his hair ¢ ”’ |

‘Niell drew her in and shut the door.

““ Child,” he said, “you are tired; you are
upset. Go to bed and have a sound sleep till
morning. There’s not a living soul out there.”
But her face was white as death and she sprang
past him, opening the door again.

“Look there! He has come closer! He
is there by the wall! He is calling you!”
And she ran out crying in a low, angushed
voice, “Come in! Come in!”

Niell saw her stumble by the gate and fall,
and ran out and brought her in. She was
shivering convulsively.

(To be concluded.)

Wasn't it Andy ? Why
She went to the door

(Copyright in U.S.A. by “ Columbia.”’)
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The arrcst of Madame MacBride has added
interest and zest to these meetings. The Free
State’s challenge to_the right of freo speech has
been effectively taken up. - In trying to silence
these meetings, which express the people’s real
views, they have defeated their own ends. .-

On Sunday, May 16th, the meeting was of
unusually large prOportlons and an array of
speakers attended sufficient for many meetings.

‘As Madame MacBnde, who presided, put it—
everyone seemed anxious to. commlt sedition.
Amongst  the speakers ‘were :  Miss Helena
Moloney, Miss Dorothy MacArdle Miss - Bridie
O’Mullane, Mrs. J. Donnell Mr.: McGann and
Sean McConnell recently released from MountJ 0y.
In his case ‘the crowd was deeply impressed by
the type of splendid young Irishman the Free
State tries to brand as-“ criminal.”

~On Sunday, May 25th the meetmg was of
even larger proportions. In the absence  of
Mme. MacBride, the meeting was presxded over
by Mrs.. Sheeh .Skeffington, .who, in her own
mlmltable style defended the prisoners and the
prisoners’ cause. - Miss D. MacArdle spoke at
length on the throttl.mg of representatwe opinion.
She likened those meetings to the’duty of the
sentinel who stands-at -his' post' in ‘spite .of all.
The ‘Juries ‘Bill ' 8he’ compared ‘to the .symptom
of a fell disease, at first small perhaps, but which
indicates the: unhealthy and dangerous state of
the whole system.

“ John Brennan spoke of the 1ns1d10us
Emplre propaganda shown on the screen in some
of our cinemas. Her quotation from Davis’s
poem ‘“ We'll have Our. Own Agam Was greeted
with - wild enthuslasm

Another brilliant array of speakers promlsed
for next Sunday, June 2nd.. D

~~~g~~~

“SEVEN YEARS. . e
. Mr Cosgrave has  passed seven mllestones
on the. road’ to. national disunion : and" decay.
We have lost in-the seven years more ‘than one-
tenth: of. our population. _The 'decay has been
more; r,apld than it was at any: penod durmg the
seven centuries: of British rule. . It is a long
road: that has no turning. There are signs of ‘a
revival of the old. spirit. of our people. It will
come with a rush and Mr. Cosgrave: and hlS

Rovyal Irish Company will go with a sprint.”
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For the Love of Deirdre

By DOROTHY MACARDLE.

“ The great myths of the world are centres of
magnetism to all men,” Iiva Gore-Booth wrote
in her preface . . . ‘“these shapes of ancient
beauty are ever ready to bear the brunt of new
interpretations and individual experiences.” 5o
it is that the enchantment of the story of Deirdre
has found two more witnesses—poets so different
in temperament and technique that their sub-
mission to the same magic is proof indeed of the

poteney of the spell.®

A POEM OF TORRENTIAL POWER.

Moirin a Cheavasa has written a narrative
poem, opening when the lovers are in exile,
which carries us through the scencs of their
tragedy with a torrential power, almost bewilder-
ing the senses at times. The people in 1t are
intensely, violently alive: they feel and sufier
more than mortals do; their agony in the hold
of a relentless destiny has a quality in 1t like
that of a conflict of Gods and Titans. Conchubhar
is terrible; Naoise heroic : Deirdre’s anguish
is the anguish of onc who goes on living beyond
the point where another woman would die.

These beings move in a region of epic tragedy
and splendour. through an, atmosphere which
seems to make their shadows follow them like
phantoms. Much of this strangeness and
grandeur of environment 1s due to crowding
similes, images drawn from wild primitive life,
keeping the sounds and scents and movements
of untamed nature always before the mind.
Often these similes are in themselves exceedingly
beautiful. If the poem shows a serious fault
it 18 in their excess, where one 1 Interwoven
with another, obscuring the original image and
tiring the senses a lhittle.

FULL OF DRAMATIC INTEREST.

The poem is written in the metre of which
Moirin a Chevasa *has made a rhythm of her
own, exquisitely adapted to her moods—a
five-beat line so varied that it is equally respon-
sive to storm, slow menace, frenzied sorrow,
and the return:of peace—to Conchubhar’s dark,
starving passion, Deirdre’s despair, and the calm
that comes to the lovers before the end.

The story of Naoise’s one unfaithfulness and
the part it plays in their tragic destiny, is unfolded
and interpreted in a way.that 1s full of drama
and interest, and full, for the lover of the colour
and music of language, of delight which modern

poetry rarely brings.

EVA GORE-BOOTH’S VERSION.

Altogether different is FEva Gore-Booth’s
telling of the story. Although written as a three-
act play her work is philosophic rather than
dramatic initsinterest, and the profound, poetic
beauty of her Deirdre’s nature moves us more than

the events.

The poet was deeply interested in the doctrine
of re-incarnation and, with Dr. Douglas Hyde,
believed that it formed part of the Druidic
teaching of Celtic peoples. The buried life of
Deirdre, in her tragedy, was a life lived centuries
ago, when a jealous king slew his wife and her
lover; and Deirdre was that king. Through
the scene of the first meeting of Deirdre and
Naoise, and the night in Alba when men come to
recall them to Ireland, and then in the hour of
death, mysterious knowledge of that other life
comes to Deirdre, making her hopeless and

calm and wise.

THE SIMPLICITY OF DEIRDRE.

The tragedy is written In prose that moves
gently and peacefully with only a little imagery.
There is no outery, no real fight for love or
happiness or life; the emotions arc poignantly
suggested, never exhausted or explored. The
lovers move to their doom with a sad fatalism,
hroken by piteous moments of rebellion, when
Deirdre seems lost and blind.

The great and lasting charm of the work 1s
due chiefly, perhaps, to the clear simplicity ot
Deirdre—her knowledge and acceptance of things,
heyond contending, that belongs to the seer and
the child. It is a mood that finds a true expres-
sion in quietly-moving, lucid words. .

The book .is, in format, everything that such
a book should he, with fine paper, wide margins
and type that is a pleasure to the eye. At the
end are twelve pages reproduced from the poet’s

own hand-work, the words in seript, with draw:
ings of trees and figures that, although un-
finished, arve full of atmosphere and delicate

arace.

TWO ASPECTS.

To the lover of Deirdre the two tellings of
her tragedy do not clash, for they give us two
aspects of her deep and clusive self. In one
she is the child of the mountains and rivers,
too full of knowledge and vision to suffer over-
much. In the other she is the human, passionate
woman, wrestling against death and afterwards
against life. And. perhaps, n cach poem the
moments of sharpest beauty are those n
which the child becomes the hewildered, tortured
woman, and those in which the woman, worn
out with anguish, becomes a child.

*The Buried Life of Deirdre, with twelve illustra-
tions. By Eva Gore-Booth. (London :
Longmans, Green & Co., Ltd. Edition
limited to two-hundred and fifty-six copies.
£1 ls. 0Odd.)

The One Unfaithfulness of Naoise. By Moirin
a Cheavasa. (Dublin: The Talbot Press,

Ltd. 2s. 6d.)

THE DUBLIN MAGAZINE.

The contents of the October-December Dublin
Magazine are of great variety. Monk -Gibbon
and Padraig Colum contribute poems and
Nicholas Troy a squib. There are articles by
Prof. Edmund Curtis, Mr. Lvle Donaghy, Prof.
Rudmose Brown, Mr. Louis Golding, and Mons. A.
Rivoallan. Mr. Robert Brennan gives us three
dreams full of naive charm. Mr. M. J. MacManus
acdds as the fourth of the series of Bibliographies
of Irish Authors, the works of John Millington
Synge. There are twenty pages of book reviews,
among them a fine essay by Mr. Arthur Kells
on the late Dr. Bremer’s ‘‘ Ireland’s Place 1n
Pre-Historic and Early Historic Europe.” Several
of the articles call for special comment. Prof.
Curtis in a discussion on the Icelandic sagas
uncovers the Irish influences that went to their
making. It was something of an accident which
fifty years ago popularised the Viking folklore :
if those who translated it into Knglish had a
wider learning they might have given the world
the still more dramatic literature of the Gael.
But in the Icelandic epics there was more than
a, little that was Gaelic. Dr. Curtis, atter an
examination of the many contacts between the
races is able to conclude * That Icelandic litera-
ture might never have been without Irish we
can well believe.” Mons. Rivoallan’s *° The
Celt in Louis Hemon >’ makes live for us this
Breton novelist who chose hischaractersfrom the
Mike O’Gradys and the Pat Malones of London
and who was killed at the age of thirty-three,
leaving behind him the manuscript of one of the
great Catholic novels : Maria Chapdelaine.
Altogether this issue of the Dublin AHMagazine

is among the best that have appeared.
F.G.

~~~9~~~

RUSSIAN POSTERS.

One’s first impression on visiting the Exhibition
of Russian Posters in St. Stephen’s Green last
week was of vigour—an impression deepened
by study of the slogans, translated for the
occasion. Co-operation, the use of machinery,
the evil of drink, the care of children, the im-
portance of ecducation and the necessity for
defence against world-wide hostilhity—these are
the ideas displayed on Russian hoardings.

Pictorial diagrams for illiterates showing cor-
rect methods of ‘preparing horsehair, hides, and
cement hung side by side with such appeals as
“ Letus raise the level of cultural education,”
or, ‘‘ Theilliterateisjust the same. as the blind
man.” Other slogans: * Sell your white ele-
phants, 1nvest and get tractors,” * We will
lend to the State two weeks of our earnings,”
“We will complete the 5 years’ plan in 4 years >
—show the spirit which has already, as one
poster states, increased the number of co-
operative village stores from 600 in 1922 to
35,000 in 1925.

It is instructive to observe how oiten boots
and shoes are here thought of as the symbol
of a decent standard of living—as in our slums
and countryside. Smiling peasants are pictured
emerging from stores with boots for which they
have exchanged their produce, and the posters
repeatedly connect this sign of comfort with
the benefits of machinery, owned by the workers.

} E.C.F.H.
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The King who was a King

The Book of a Film. By H. G. Wells.

Benn, 76 nel.

There are few writers so good to guarrel
with as I, G, Wells,  Neither fastidious as an
artist nor eramped to logie as a thinker,
he flings his ideas and fanlasies abroad \ylt-h
e davishness, and sets his world thinking,
even if he does nol convinee, .

The wrl of the cinemic was bound th fasein-
alee sueh o omind @ he sees inoab 2 The possi-
bilily  of a  speetacle-music-drinni, - greater,
more beautiful and intellectually deeper and
richer than any artistic form humanity has
hitherto achieved " and he has written—-in
the form of o deseription of a long filoy, as
seen wilth all ils photographic effects, symbolic
shadows, even aceompanying 1nusic--in ex-
ceedingly readable book ; a book moreover,
which is a conlribution o pohitical thonghl.

Mr. Wells is nol a trained scenarist, and
his ambitious imagination ontsoars the present
scope of cinematographic art,  [is deviee of
showing the dialogue in writing superimposed
on the moving picture could scarcely be sue-
cessful, and the device which makes the great
heauly of his seene on the baleony, overlook-
ing the city and countryside, requires from
the camera focal adaplations which cannot
vet be achieved.

This is perhaps one reason why this story
has never heen scereened, but in all proba-
hility the chief reason is its argument,

It is the misfortune of the art of the cinema
that the filtn must appeal to the million,
and there arve millions, throughout America
and the British Empire, to whom Mr.
Wells' argumenl- would not appeal. Wars,
he contends, are deliberately brought about
by great industrial Powers for their own
financial recasons, and are precipitated by
patriols who, for the most parl, are blind
and mischievous dupes.

That would nol make a popular thesis yel
awhile, although Mr. Wells has brought to
the propounding of it all the glamorous stuff
of old romance. Paul Lelinke is as heroic a
prince as Rudolf of Lenda ; his cousin Michael
is a proper villain ; his princess a formidable
snemy and enchanting bride. '

The exponent of the author's pacifist idea
is Panl : a student of modern thought and a
workman in an American factory, idealizing
the New World as *' the World of hmman
unity.”  “* The old world ™ he sayvs, 1S
division and war, rank without effort, and
servitude withoul hope, tradition and decay.
From that, this land is escape.’

But that old world which he fears seizes
him, when a bomb explodes in the Cathedral
oi Clavopolis, and Paul, inheriting a Central
European Kingdom, inherils a waur. .

The flags are flying, the bugles blowing,
the stop-press editions of newspapers selling,
the ** wild patriots *’ shouting, in Clavery and
Saevia; which are to be Allies, and Agravia
which is to invaded. King Paul, brooding
alone in his council-chamber, sees vision after
hideous vision of mechanic and chemical war-
fare ; all Europe engulfed. These little coun-
tries, he knows, are pawns. Agravia contains
the deposits of Calcomite which America
needs, if the metallurgical industries of the
world are not to be monopolised by Britain,
The foreign policies have lighted the under-
ground fuses which he, single-handed, must
now put out.

Paul and. the President of Agravia meet
secretly at night and agree to stop the war :
“traitors to our foreign policies, loyal to
mankind.” | |

The solution is a call from both for organ-
ised control of Calcomite : world control.

Paul's character, finely portraved, his mag-
nificent sympathies and ideas, and all the
phases of his struggle against the war-fever
of his own people, the interests of his press,
the code of his army and the power of his
ministers, make a story rich in dramatic action
and vivid scenes,

And the sympathies of all readers who hate
aggressive warfare will'go to Paul.

Yet Mr. Wells has not left us without some-
thing to quarrel with. There 15 a matter of
human psyvchology and political necessity on
which, to an Irish reader's mind, Paul and
his author are all astray.

Why, in condemning aggression, must the
whole spirit of nationalism be condemned ?

All the flags and national emblems are to be.

done away with, as well as all customs
barriers and all armies, before the world can
have peace ; so Mr. Wells contends.

The world, then, can never have peace ;
for a nation is a reality, and an inextinguish-
able entity ; national feeling is as elemental
a human instinet as family feeling, and no
more to he destroyed. ! : v

Does Mr. Wells fail to recognise -this? If

THE NATION.
<o, it is heeanse, liviog in the eentre of an
Fmpire, @ member of a nation whose exis:
enee has never bheen endangered sinee, as
nittion . 11 wis born, he 15 aneonscions ol
natinnality as a peaceful, zenerons and na-
Lol vxtension of Tamnly lovally and Kindness,
Palrictism, as this Ench=hman has heard of
it cannotes the invieion ad plander of other
cotinlries for the enrichiment of one’s own.
Nidionalism, s he ko= b 0= an preserliar
arvosanet, o ignorant contempl for = for-
pieners. " natives T oand T niggers.” There-
fore. an advaneed thinker. he reacts aainst
all nationalism and all patriolism,

We in Deeliund are ol the other extreme,
We, whe hiave never kpown the desire o
POSSess ANy tf'!'l‘”‘il'_\' Lirel ot oW, ar exererse
dominion inany other eonnley, or infringe Hhe
richis of any people onearth —we km')w
nationtizim s the great bond of Joyvally whiceh
binds a persecuted race tozether; we know
pattriatisin as the Jaw whirh forbids us la de-
sorl one another in onr common  suffering,
makes n=2 pity and proteet and care for one
another az ehildren of one another should o,
Noo owonder if to ns U Nationality 7 and
©opatriotisim 7 have heeome words and ideas
altnast <acred, so that Treland may be slow--
(oo slow, even--to welcome federal ideas.

It iz probably somewhere helween our wor-
ship of nationalism and Mr. Wells’ fear of
that spirit, that wisdom will be found. A
world in which nations live, cach free of its
own language and culture, ils own life and
lws, respecling one another's rights, and un-
afraid for its own ; co-operating in world-
control of essential products. and in organiza-
tion for the good of all—is this an impossible
dream 2 I s nearer to nature and nearer lo
possihility  therefore, than a de-national-
ized committee-controlled, Esperanto-speaking
warld, It is a dream which we in Ireland
can dream and work for to our hearts’ con-
tent, while we revive our language and re-
huild the Republie that was, and that is {o he.

- Dorothy Macardle.
~D_

Foreign Notes
By Francis Carty.

Lord Cushendun speaks for us at Geneva.

At the meeting of the Preparatory Committee
of Disarmament on April 30th. Lord Cushendun
announced Great Britain’s ratification of the
(teneva protocol of 1925 prohibiting the use in
war of poisonous and asphyxiating gases, with
the reservation that it was conditional on the
other powers also ratifying it.

Lord Cushendun then said: “ [ have also
been asked to announge on behalf of the Govern.
ments of Australia, New -Zealand. South Africa
and the [rish Free State that they desire a similar
declaration to be made on their behalf.”

This is a further instance of the dangerous
manner in which the present I'ree State Govern-

ment allows this country to be identified with .

English policy in international affairs. Under
no circumstances whatever 1s it advisable to
have Great Britain’s delegates making such
announcements on our behalf, especially in a
matter relating to the question of Imperial
Defence, giving nations outside the British
Empire the impression that we stand shoulder
to shoulder with England on a united Imperial
front in war and peace.

Canada is the only part of the British Empire
which has acted independently of Iingland in
this matter. The Protocol regarding the use
of gas will not be ratified by the Canadian
Government until the approval of the Canadian
Parliament has been secured.

The Shipping Industry.

~The-Spanish Government, like the governments
of most other countries, subsidises the shipping
industry. In Madrid, on April 30th, the Minister
of Marine, speaking of Spain’s maritime com-
munications, announced further subsidies for
a number of new shipping lines. His programme
contemplates the building in Spanish shipyards
of two mailboats for the service to South America,
and of three ships of 15,000 tons for the line to
Cuba, Mexico. and the United States.

The best ships in the world are built in Ireland !
And Ireland in all ages has produced good sailors.
Yet we have no mercantile marine. Our shipping
industry remains under foreign control, so that
we can’t leave our shores except in a foreign
boat. And Irishmen sail the seven seas under
the Union Jack. ' .
m

(Continued from column 3.)
and under the bloody feet of contending chief-
tains would be trampled down, perhaps for ever,
all hope of popular privilege—all chance of
social improvement.”

Comment to-day is struck dumb in face of the
whole proceedings in Derry Cathedral.

Culdaff.

May 1, 1929,
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Sidelights on Irish History

. ——— ——

I. -Who Won Emancipation.

I ohserved in last week's Vation that Proinnsias
() Riain. with a fine contempt for the power of
moral  foree, commits  himself rather hastily
ter the view that it was the physical arm that
really won whiat is known as * Emancipation.”

Hear all sides,

iopresent your readers with a gquotation which
shows the pacific steps by which moral suasion
aracdually led up to that measure. It is taken
from pages 4849 of the Memoir of the Ordnance
Survey of the Connty of Londonderry, and deals
with the history of the city of Derry, 1788, 1
omit parts which contribute nothing essential
to the brilliancy of the deseription. | supply
the italies

“In this year the commemoration of the
Shutting of the Gates wasx celebrated for two days
with great vivacity and splendour and in an
uninterrupted spirit. of harmony by the citizens
of ervery denomination and cluss.

“On the first day, Thursday, the 7th of
December (0.S.), the dawn was announced by
drums, bells and a discharge of cannon which had
heen used during the siege. . . . At half-past

ten o'clock a procession . . . moved towards
the cathedral in the following order :

*“ The Corporation and City Regalia.

" The Clergy.

*‘'he Officers of the Navy.

* The 46th Regiment.

e e we CFC., GLC.

“ After the service an admirable sermon,

on the text of Joshua iv. 24. was preached by
Dean Hume. . . IFrom the cathedral the pro-
cession moved in the same order to the meeting-
howse. where the Rev. Mr. Black delivered
an oration which evinced his Enowledye of British
history and his ardent zeal for liberty.

... At two o'clock the Apprentice Boys

. went through the ceremony of the Shutting
of the Gates and afterwards proceeded to the
Diamond with King James's colours, captured
during the siege. where a feu-de-joie was fired
in concert with the ships and batteries.

“ At four o'clock the mayor and corporation,
the clergy, both Protestant and Roman Catholic,
the officers of the navy and army, ete., dined
in the town hall. . .. In the evening the
city was splendidly illuminated. . . . In the

morrow . . ., the festival was .concluded with a
ball and supper.
1789, August 1 (0.S.) The centenary of

the deliverance and Opening of the Gates of
Derry in 1689 was celebrated in the same spirit
of general concord. . .. On this, as on the
former occasion, there was a public procession
of all the citizens to the cathedral, where they
offered up their united expression of gratitude
to GOD the Deliverer. It is marshalled in the
following order :

“The Earl of Bristol, Bishop of Derry,
accompanied by Dean Hume and a
numerous body of the clergy of the
Kstablished Church. =

* Dr. MacDevitt, the Roman Catholic Bishop
of Derry, and several of his clergy.

“ The Presbyterian Ministers and Elders.

“'The Worshipful the Mayor, and Cor-
poration, ete., etc.

“ Thus all sectarian and political differences
were happily laid aside in the universal rejoicing
for the triumph of that civil and religious liberty,
a blessing to all, which was celebrated on this
occasion,

““A sermon, remarkable for its " eloguence,
beauty and appropriateness was delivered in
the cathedral by the Rev. George Vaughan
Sampson. . . . In his discourse he enforced
with singular strength and touching persunasive-
ness the Christian doctrine of humanity and
brotherly love. *1f,’ said the reverend gentle-
man, 'ye would draw from the example of
your fathers a lesson suited to this solemn hour,
you must be not only pious in your courage,
but also humane in your opinions. . . .’
~ " From the cathedral the procession moved
in the same order to the Bishop’s Gate, where the
first stone of a triumphal arch was laid. . . .
The festival was concluded by a splendid ball.”

Some credit must therefore be given to those
who hugged their chains so persistently and so
tightly that in the long run they crushed them.
What the Most Reverend Dr. MacDevitt listened -
to from the preacher at divine service in the
cathedral one could learn by reference to
Sampson’s sermon, which was afterwards printed.
Sampson published a ludicrously inaccurate
“ Memoir” on' the County of Derry, 1814.
Discussing his Catholic fellow-countrymen, he

.says at page 193 : -

“ If to the Catholic the power was for a day
entrusted, that very day must fiat a sequence of
calamity, ending our misfortunes only to com-
mence their own. To the acts of religious pride
would succeed the acts of political humiliation,

(Continued in column 2)
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A SHORT SERIAL OF THE L.R.A.

THE CURLEW’S CRY

By DOROTHY MACARDLE.

SUMMARY OF PREVIOUS INSTALMENTS.

Mary Gilligan, alone in the Gilligans' house, near
Carrigrone, is haunted by un uneasy feeling of some-
thing about to happen. Her father and brother,
Tom, have been arrested. As she stands at {he
window she hears rifle shots in the distance. While
she waits, resfless and angpious, a knock comes to the
door and a stranger appears who asks if the
Gilligans have been told to cxpeet him. He says his
name 15 Neil O'Lochlainn,

Mary remembers the name. Niall O Lochlainn ts
« famous fighting man, lhero of many daring adven-
Lures. TWhile she prepures supper for him Le telts
how he reaches the house. He has heen told the way
by Andy Timminy, « lad of the ncighbourhood,
While they are talking the door vpens and Mary
thinks she sces Andy outside, and hears him culling
Niell. She goes out, followed Ty Niell, but Niell
sees no one, He helps her bacli-to the house.

——

“ He is gone,” she gasped. *“1 saw bim, but
he is gone now ! You must go! Why doesn't
he come for you ?  Oh, what does it mean 2™
He made her sit by the fire and drink some
milk and talked soothingly, as to a frightened
child.
“ Poor girl ! Three nights alone ! No wonder
you're imagining things !”
4“1 saw him! I saw lum ! she repeated,
trembling. ““ He was calling you! You must
0.)’

! Calling me 2 I didn’t hear a sound.”

“ No, but he had his hands to his mouth, and
then he beckoned, frantically !”

“ If it had been Andy he would have come in.”

- “I know, I know. . .. Perhaps it wasn’t.

. . . But it was somebody. . . . T couldn’t sce.
. . . Only you must go, now. Oh, for God’s
sake, go!”

Her voice was wild and broken, her eyes
staring : she was shaking from head to foot;
it was dreadful to sce her like that. He spoke
firmlv: * I can’t leave you like this.”

Mary understood. She knew that so long as
she seemed unnerved and shaken he would not
go and she knew that he must go or die. And
she knew. looking up at the kind, troubied face
bent .over hers, that his life was more precious
than all the world. :

She hid her face in her hands and strove to
quiet her breathing—to keep the terror out of
her voice. Then she looked up and said more
steadily, “ Won't you go, now ? ~

He straightened bimself, relieved, but looked
round, smiling :

“ But where will I go to ? ’‘Tis not very safe
outside. And it's so good here by the fire.
Surely you would not drive me out in the cold ?

.His light tone sent terror into her heart
again. ‘“ Ob, Mother of God, help me!™ she
moaned. “ What willIdo??”

““ Whisht ! Whisht ! his voice quieted her
suddenly. His hand was on her shoulder. He
stood erect. A low, tremulous call, wild and
mournful, was rising {from the bogs below. Mary
knew it ; all her life she had heard it, wandering
between the shore and the mountains—the
curlew’s ery. -

Three times it was repeated and then three
times again. Niell started to the door. .

“It is Andy!”" he exclaimed. °‘That’s our
signal | He’s in trouble, wanting help—I must

0 ! »

= The curlews do be crying when the tide
ebbs,” Mary said, * crying like souls in pain. . . .
But go, and God be with you!” she added
quickly. *Stoop down! Don’t show your-
gelf ! Hide in the quarries below !”

He gave one glance at her face and saw that
the fear was gone from it.

“Tll begback,” he said, and then he was
gone.

* w * * =

Not a quarter of an hour had passed—Mary
was still on her knees, praying, when the shouting
and thundering came at the door.

* Open this door or we’ll break it in

Mary drew the bolt. the soldiers rushed in
with fixed bayonets. The officer had a revolver
in his hand. With practiced celerity they
dispersed themselves through the four rooms,
and the opening of chests and cupboards, wrench-
ing of hoards and ripping of mattresses began,

*“*Who’s in this house ?” “ Are there any
men here 7”7 Where’s the man that was here
to-night ? ” The questions were flung" at her.
Mary replied to all quietly, “ There’s no one but
myself.”

She stood in the centre of the room, scarcely
heeding them, untroubled and unafraid, wrapt
in a dream. To the officer’s bullying tones, the
revolver pushed in her face, the jibes

of the soldiers, she made brief, absent-minded
replies. * The officer lifted his hand, exasperated,
at last, and struck her on the side of the head,
and she raised grey cyes =o childlike and won-
dering, filling with tears of pain. that he cursed
himself and turned away:.

The men were quieter after that and they left
soon, without saving *“ good-night.”

She left the door ajar and crept into bed,
and lay erying for a long time, tired out. DBut
presently a strange sensc of rest stole over her,
of everything being well. It filled her body
and her heart and soul -a drowsy knowledge
of sweetness and wonder and safety greater
than her life had known. Her whole being
breathed that lovely fragrance and became one
with it, and as dawn glimmered faintly bhehind
her window, she slept.

* % * % %

When, in full daylight. <he put on a new biue
dress and went into the sun-flooded  kitehen,
Niell was there. He had washed the dishes
and set the table and had the pot boiling on the
fire. All traces of the raid were cleared away.

“Thank God, they didn't harm you!” he
cxclaimed ‘when she came in. Hiz face was
very grave and pale,

“They were not too bad at ail.” she answered,
longing to question him, yet fecling something
withheld.

““What will vou do now ¢ " waz all she asked.

“ I will ask yon,” he suid gently. “ to go for
me to Carrigrone and find Andy’s brother. He—
will help to get me away.”

He broke off and turned from her and stood
looking into the fire. She could =e¢ how his
hand clenched. It came to her that a great
arief filled him and he thought to be keeping
it from her.

“Itis Andy,” she said softly : ** he is dead.”

He held out his hand and she took it between
her own, holding it strongly. His voice was
low and strained.

“I found him-—down by
shot through the head.”

" I heard the shots that killed him,” she said,
glowly, “ a little before you came.”

* He was thinking about my safcty only
He threw away his iife for mine.”

*“And be kept vou safe ! A light of great
wonder lit Mary’s face. It is maybe the death
that he would choose.” -

*“ He was the bravest boy.” . . .

Niell sank down, struggling with fooding

the quarries—

" gorrow, but a calm, shining wisdom was in Mary’s

eyes. as she looked over his bewed bead to the

st.
(The End.)

(Copyright in U.S.4. by ™ Columbia.”)
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SOMETHING TO SMILE AT

" Doyle,” said the bhank manager, * therell
be a vacancy at the head office shortly, and
I'm thinking of nominating your twin brother
for the job.”

“My twin brother ! ™
.. Bl]t »

“I mean the one 1 saw watching a foothall
match yesterday, while you were at your aunt’s
funeral.”

exclaimed Doyle.

* * *

“What are you deoing here in the woods,
Professor ? 7 '

“ Taking my daily horse exercisc that the
doctor ordered.”

‘*“ But where is the horse ? 7

“ Oh—er—I have either left him somewhere
or forgotten to bring him with me.”

* *

An official at a Government Office was much
annoyed by a man who wanted a job as door-
keeper and messenger. After the sixth or
seventh visit, the official sent for the man who
then held the position.

“ Did you see that man just now who has been
here so many times ? ”° he asked.

“ Yes, sir,” said the messenger.

“ Do you know what he wants ? ”

** No, sir.” |

* Well, he wants your job, and if he succceds
in seeing me again he will get it ! ™ : '

* * ¥

“ Now,” she asked, * is there any man in the
audience who would let his wife be slandered
and say nothing ? If so, stand up.”

A meek little man rose to his feet.

The lecturer glared at him. * Do you mean
to say you would let your wife be slandered and
say nothing ? 7 she cried.

* Oh, I'm sorry,” he apologised.

“ I thought
you said slaughtered.”

Our Race Abroad

Mgr. Thomas J. Eaton, Vicar-General of the
Diocese of Mobile, Alabama, who died vre-
cently, was a native of Foxford, Co. Mayo.

- -

J. L. MeGrady, F. O'Brien, and R. Nagle
were among the competitors in the ™ National
Air Tour ™ al St. Louis (U.S.A.) on Octo-
bher 15.

The Marquis Merry Del Val will lecture on
November 30th fo the Irish Literary Society,
London, on ‘* Irish Soldiers in the. Service of
Spain."”” The Marquis, who is Spanish Am-
hassador in lLondon, is descended from the
Co. Waterford family of Merry.

Juslice Stephen Callaghan is a candidale
for re-election (o the U.S. Supreme Court.

Mayor J. Walker is a candidate for re-
election as Mayor of New York on November
oth,  John F. Curry (born in lrveland) is al
Lhe head of his clection campaign.,  Mr. Curry
is leader of the New York Democrats, &

B — — | -

The Syduney Gaclic League is very aclive in
keeping alive Lhe Irish language, customs and
music among Tvish people in Australia. A
very largely allended gathering of Gaels was
held in Sydney on July 20th to bid farewell
to Miss MeGarry, one of -the principal
workers in lhe Gaelic lLeague, prior to her
departure for Ireland. The Ceilidhe was
attended by members of the Gaelic League,
Fainne and other Irish societies, and also of
the Scottish Highland Society,

My, James Henry Scullin, who has bhecome
Prime Minister of Australia, was forinerly a
grocer's assistant in Melbourne. He was
elected a Labour M.P. in 1910, lost his seat
before the war and was not elected again
until 1922, He Dbecame leader of the
Australian labour Party last year,

_The Rt. Rev. J. Mahony, D.D., Bishop of
Stoux Falls, 8. Dakofa, has been paying a
visik o Kerry, his native county.
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France and Her Breé,d

MAKING WHEAT PAY.

—— e BT .

The French Government, faced with the
possibility of wheat becoming an uneconomic
crop, takes prompt measures to solve the problem,
as 1s shown in the following message from our
Paris correspondent :

“The abundance of the wheat crop in France
this year has resulted in a fall in price and this
in turn has led to discontent amongst the farmers.
The Minister of Agriculture has set up a2 special
department to deal with what is known as the
wheat problem, and Andre Tardieu, the Minister
for the Interior, has made an important speech
dealing with the matter. He points out that
it is a social problem even more than an economic
one. The cultivation of wheat is a great national
tradition, the very soul of rural life, and, to
prevent emigration from the country to the cities
it 1s essential that the cultivation of wheat. should
be made profitable for the French peasant. In
most departments the cultivation of wheat does
not pay, and in others the profit is small, the
price of wheat, being five times, and the costs of
production more than seven times the pre-war
figures. If the cultivation of wheat were aban-
doned in the departments where it is not a paying
proposition, France would have to - purchase
wheat from abroad to the extent of £64,000,000
This, M. Tardieu says, would be placing the
price of French bread at the mercy of the foreigner.
It would also lead to a total desertion of the
villages, and therefore, at all costs, means must
and will be found to make the production of
wheat remunerative and to keep thke Irench
peasant on his native soil.”

B - L ——

“ THE IRISH BOOKLOVER.”

The latest number of the Irish Book-
lover (July-August) is an attractive and in-
formative publication. Dr. Crone continues
his *“ Sgéala 6 Chathair na gCes.” The editor
—Seamus O Casaide—reprints a ‘song written
about 1740 by Father William Burke, an
Augustinian Friar, in praise of Mayo. He
also has an interesting note on 0'Baggot, a
Limerick school-teacher who was. concerned
in a p!an.t.o seize Limerick at the time of
Emmet's rising. Among other useful features
15 the half-yearly bibliography of books of
Irish interest for January-June, 1929,
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Christmas in Irish-
America

(l'unfinum[ from page 1.)

(‘hristmas had a touch of magic in it;
its heanty had the wonder and glory
of the unknown, Combined with the
strangeness of the great looming sky-
serapers, tho clattering clevated, the
spacions sweep of Fifth Avenue, the
glitter of Broadway—it all seemed
part of some gigantic Christmas-card.
It was not surprising to find that
even the robin in America is the size
of a large thrush, so big and lavish
in proportion  did  everything  seem
those first days.

New York's Christmas.

New York flings itself with inten-
sity and enthusinamn into Christmas,
making much more of a fuss ahout all
its preparations and ritual than any
part of the Old World, exvept, per-
haps, Germany. There is a dressed-
up Santa Claus outside most of the
bigr  department stores, with frosty
beard, red fur-trimmed coat, bulging
sack and tinkling bell, all complete,
In Madison Square there is a hugoe
illuminated  Christmas-tree set  out
with glittering gauds for the delecta-
tion of the poor children of New York
that come to dance about it. With
its hackground of snow it is a thing
of beanty and joy to young and old.
Then almost every window had 2
Xmas wreath of holly or laurel tied
with red ribbon, hung out, while in
Irish houses the tall, familiar Christ-
mas candle, lighted by the youngest
member on Christmas Eve, glows out
into the darkness. I think this cult
of the Christmas candle is peculiarly
Trish. And each nation brings its
own contribution to the American
conception  of Christmas—the Ger-
mans have their Christmas-trees, the
Scandinavians Santa  Claus, the
Saxons the plum pudding.  In nost
of the Catholic churches there is mid-
night Mass: in many a Crib.

In New England. :

My second Christmas was spent in
the heart of New Ingland with an
Trish family that hailed from Wataer-
ford. Here, but for the deep snow
outside, and the cosy *‘‘ central heat-
ing ’’ within, one might fancy one-
self back “ at home.” We were an
entirely Irish gathering—Irish songs,
Irish dances, stories of Ireland round
a big Yule log, Irish voices with
pleasant echoes of home in them—in
fact, an Irish Christmas more Irish
than the Irish themselves enjoy.
Liam Mellows, Nora Connolly, Mar-
garet Skinnider, Nelly Donnelly were
among the guests around that time
and many a tale of KEaster Week
(then fresh in everyone's memory)
was told.  When, in 1922, I visited
that place again, after Liam's execu-
tion, my hosts showed me a bhlack-
hoard with an Irish lesson upon it in
chalk., The lesson was the last given
by Liam to his little class; the chalk
was traced afresh from time to time,
carefully, lovingly preserved, a pre-
cious, sad relic of happier days. And
Liam sent from Mountjoy a few last
words to his pupils.

Christmas in Montreal.

In 1922, when fate again beckoned
me to America, I spent my Christmas
with relatives in Montreal, Canada,
and had an almost Arctic Christmas—
sleighs and sleigh-bells, sledges cut-
ting their way through forest paths
glistening with ice and hard, packed
snow—iu wonderful drive to the moun-
tains over the city, torches casting
their flares across an ice-bound lake,
a Christmas party ‘“deep in Cana-
dian woods ""—that, too, is an unfor-
gettable Yule-tide memory. And the
chorus of that fine old song comes
hack to me, sung lustily by Irish
exiles: —

““ Here's dear old Ireland,
Loved old Ireland,
Ireland, boys, hurrah!”’

ANYONE §2"cauopHons
(Good, Bad or Indifferent.)
THE
GRAMOPHONE STORES,
JOHNSTON’S COURT, DUBLIN

.Haa the Largest Stocks of Records
in fIreland.

BUT

THE HOLY TREE

By DOROTHY MACARDLE.

The night was so quiet that it scomed,
ench moment, as thougeh, from somowhere,
a sound  must I"hy
rose up, still and solemn, like pillars in a
great templo that had the whole sky for
n roof.

O, tree-stems

Connadiel sat on o bhoulder watehing the
stars, Tt scemed to him that it was
growing dim, withering, the star that had
hloomed liko o white vose in the sky ;
it mnde him feol lonely to seo it dying,
as though all that wonder had boen n

drean:,  But it luuel not beon o drewmn or
he would not bho here alone.  And old
Matthias  was 1o  dreuner, nor  wns

Jacob—the wisegt shopherd in the hills.
.« « Yot Gamaliel had been the first
to see. o .. Thoe others had fullen on
their faces, somo afraid, but CGamuliel
had knelt still, his faco aplifted, and had
seen the glory of tho Lord.

The angels would come again, onve
more, surely, only onee, while ho watehed
slone 7 Such holiness and quiot was in
the night--surely they would como?
He felt as if his wishing could open
Heaven aned enll down the angels, it was
so strong. Onee, staring into the sky,
he immagined he saw that light breaking
slowly, like tho rising of a thousand
moons ; ho imuagined ho heard n far-off
singing, sweoter than all the birds of tho
air. . . If they came, he thought ho
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This picture of the Madonna adoring

the Son of David, the ehild that was tho
Lord of the World, Purple rolies wero
on  hit, embroidersd with rubles:; o
pword and seeptro were in his sl ;
pold to th

his mervants wora  givines

people ; the mighty ones of tho earth
loy at his foet. . 0 Jaenobh aned Ezekiel
wera there, and Matthins amd tho rest,

Thoy would o out. with their gold
nnd buy  groat hovses aond nover comoe
back again . . .
Gunnliel any
up, shivering with eold and foar,
grold

tho stay-

never  come back to
started

"The
anud

more . o, . He

templo and  the

purplo ;

wWas  gonoe,
clovds hadseshut ot
Light ; his five was dyving ;3 thore was no
light nnywhere in the world ;
not keep tho tears out of his oyes.

Thero was no moro waood for tho five

he could

he would have to go down to the thom-
treo and  bronk thov
wounld burn quickly boeanse the tree was
dend, Why had he been born with a
twistod foot that hindered him aml hurt
him when he tricd to run ?

Gamaliel lit his Lantern and, limping,
sobbing a little in spito of himseli, mnde

some  branches ;

his way down to the thorn-tree that
stood at the side of the road.

There, in the shadow, something was
moving—crouching as though for sholter
—a dark form.  CGamalicl thought of
wolves, and grow brave instantly, as

the Child is by Fra Fillippo Lippi.

It is considered among tho most beautiful of the Nativity pictures,

would diec of wonder, yet he ached and
hungered for thom to come. But thero
was nothing : only the cold stars shining :
no sound but the breathing of the sheep!

What were his comrades doing now ?
Why had they not come homo ? It was
nine days since they I%ff, himn, striding
away into tho darkness, singing a wild
Alleluia as they went. He had wept,
implored and entreated to bo taken too.
Matthias had been angry : '“Wo go to
welcome the King of the World,” ho
cried, * and must we be burdened on the
road and go laggzard, for a cripple with a
twisted foot ?’° Ho was a boy yct, they
told him, and should obey; somcone
must mind the flock, Jacob had been
kind and sorry ; he had loft him figs and
meal and a jar of wine and biddon him
take good care of the sheop.

Gamaliel had obeyed. He had slept
in the noon-tide only and watchod oach
night, keeping great fires up to scare the
wolves; and not ono sheep had been
lost. He was tired now, but he would
not sleep.

Ho sat crect and stretched his eyes
wido, staring at the star in"tho Last,
trying to kecp himself awake. It was
changing its colour. . . It wasgold . ..
a King’s crown . ..a King’s golden
throne . . . On thc throno was sitting

shophord does when danger threatens his
sheep. He had his sling on his shoulder
and a pouch of stones. He waved his
lantern and gave a wild shout. To his
astonishment a man’s voico replied—
a deep, kindly voice that called “Friend 7

Camaliel answoered “ Friend!” joy-
ously, and waited, holding his lantern
high. The man drew near and the light
shono on hiy fuce, Tt wasg the face of a
just man.

“Is there sheltor and welcome with
you,” he asked * for travellers flecing
from danygor, perished with hunger and
cold 2’

“Thoro is shelter and
Gamaliel ropliod ; his yvoico was low, for he
folt a wonder that made his knees tremble,
stranger than whon the angels sang.
Ho began breaking branches from the
treo with such eagerness that ho tore
his hunds on the thorns. The man
tothered a little ass to tho tree and camo
up the hill with Gamaliel, followed by a
woman who carried a child.

When thoy came to the firo end Gama-
liel flung tho sticks on it a blaze lit up
tho hLills and wvalleys moroe boautiful
than tho light of a thousand moons,
When the woman spoke to Gamalicl,
thanking him, it was music sweeter than
the angels’ song; when she laid the

b )
welcome,

child in Caonatiel’™s hed of steaw, Camualiel
thought thut it hetter ta bo hero
on tho hillside than in Bothlehem of tho
King.  While cleph e he st
guarding them, such penco and gladness
came into his heart, as in all his lifo he
had never known.

Wit

[hl'.\'

AL dinwn tho travellors woke and mndo
ready to start ngain on their journoey, and
Cormaliel  gave  them  food and
Thero wis murch more than Jeeob hod
loft with hirn, it seomed. Thon ho fetched
wiler and bathod their feet.  Ho bathod
tho foot of tho ehild, " Now," said tho
womin, full of happy
promisoe, this water nnd bathe

Wi,

with n smilo
“*tnka

“" . .
vour own feel, Gurinliel oboyed, and

lo, tho fool thnt haul been twistod was

straightoned ;. tho flesh that had boon
shrivellod  grow  whito;  strength  and
flootness  camoe  into the two feer of

Giumaliol ;. ho lsaped and ran; loughing
ho sprang down the hillsido to untother
tho s,

As though summer had como in wintor,
s Lhough hife had como out of doath,
the withered thorn-troe had grown groen
min,  Its branchos wore smooth and
supplo covorod  with  glistening
dawrk-groen leavos, and nmong tho lenves
wero  bright clusters of borrios, rod as
bloeod,

nned

Counnliel stopped, astonished.,  ** The
bree is all beautiful ! he eriod,

Tho man smiled, suying :

“1From this day men will eall it the
holy tree, boecsuse it guve warmth and
comfort to tho Lord.”

CGamaliel was lost in wonder; so lost
in wondor that he could only stand
thore, silent, gazing after tho travellers
while thoy moved along tho valloy and
out of sight ; =o lost in wonder that ho
started and could not remembor how he
cume thero, when he heard tho voices
of his comrades, Jacob's voico abovo the
rest, singing loudly, ** Alleluia, Alloluia,”
as thoy drew near.

Pt et s ()

EXCITING CHRISTMASES OF
THE PAST.
AContinued from poge 7.)
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rcleased from Frongoch., Most of them,
it was remarked, looked ““wan and
sickly.” 1t wasg their first tasto of im-
prisonment, but, for muny of them, not
tho last. Wostern names bulked large
in the list of reloasos. (Ono group of
Wosternors raised a cheeor as they passed
the Goneral Post Office.) Among names
prominent in the ovents of later yeoars
wore those of 'Terence MacSweenoy,
Arthur Griffith, Sean T. O'Kolly, Henry
Dixon, Holena Moloney, Padraic O Maille
and William Scars.

THE BLACK-AND-TAN CHRISTMAS.

Christmas, 1920, was an abnormal
Christmas. The Bluck-and-Tan terror
was at its height. Owing to curiew and
restrictions on travelling tho spirit of
festivity was vory much chocked. In-
discriminate raids and arrests continuod
during tho holidays. A fortnight carlier
thero had been & gloam of hope and much
talk of peace, but it was soon mado clear
that what Lloyd Goorge wanted was not
peace, but surrender. Tho weok bofore
Christmas the voice of Arthur Criffith,
the real Griflith, calm and resolute, spoke
to the poople from Mountjoy : ** Thoso
on whom the Irish nation has imposed the
duty of spoaking and acting on its behalf
havo novor ceased to make known that
Ireland desires to live in peace with all
nations without exception ; but Ireland
will not accept subjugation in any form
in tho false guise of pence.”” Tho Black.
und-Tans repliecd by sotting fire to Cork,
And when they should have been engaged
in Christmas shopping, some of tho fincst
business premises in St. Patrick Streot
and othor quarters wero in ruins, Tho
total damage done wag cstimated at
£3,000,000.

LATER YEARS.

The scene had changed completely
by Christmas, 1921. On Deccember 22nd
Diil Eireann adjourncd its disceyegion
of tho *“ Troaty > and the depy hope hége
back to their arcas to pr
trembling peace, Christmas,
spont under the shadow of j,
tions and the Christmas 1frg did not lack
that of 1016, when tho jajst people  will
onee more oponing, givingstmas Eve, 1916,
loved ones thousands oty Westland Row
suffering had remained faitolcome the men
ideal. page 5.)
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Prisoners’ Notes

‘“ Interrogating Suspects.”’

Palvick Murray lives wilh his sister and her
hushand, lweo (.mlfn) le, in Olaf Road,  Sinee
the last week of Febraary the little house hias
heen raided more oflen than they can connt,
The G.LD. wanted information, They arrested
Leo Guilfovle, released him and re-arrestoed
him four times,  He has a delicate wife and
their baby was in hospital.  He had work
with the Russian Oil Company and became
very much afrawd thal, absent so often, he
wonld be dismissed, The other day he had a
visit from Detective-Officer Mark Byrne, who
promised thal Guilfoyle would be left in peace,
and would be enabled lo keep his job, on one
condition, The condition was thal he was Lo
meet Byrne at any pl.lc and time Guilfovle
might chonse and give him certain infor nit-
tion. Gnilfoyle refuqml

They came again and again for
Murray, usually Thetween 3 and 4 a.m. They
would take him to the Bridewell, question
him, release him after a dav or two, and, a
few nights later, come to the honse and take
him again. Tt happened, as well as they can
reniember, eight fimes.

At Tast, worn out, he left his home and went
out to sleep in a house in Ballybrack. There,
too, the C.1.D. found him. They {ook him out
0N 'l‘nocd.n last, the 3rd April, at night, and
made him walk to a field, He recognised two
of the men, Sergeant Hughes and Mommey of
the C.I.D. They had guns and they ordered
him to *“talk.” He refused, and they
threatened him with punishment. Their final
threat was : ** We'll take vour girl.”

He was put into the side-car of a mofor
hicyele and taken to the Bridewell.

When Margaret Lally went to her friends in
Olaf Road the next evening, there were men
sitting in wait for her there. Ne're taking
vou to Pearse Street,”” they said.

They took her in a car to the
where she was locked in a cell.

~ D.O. Mooney came and questioned her. She
refused to tell him anvthing. He left, and re-
turned after a while. ' T saw Murray, and he
says vou are lo answer everything,” he told
hu' lmt she knew that it was not true.

‘She ‘and Muna\ were released together at
about 10 p.m. He dared not go to hlc, home,
nor to his friends at Ballybrack. His health
was broken down; he nceded a rest. Any
friend who took him in knew that his house
would likely be subjected to midnight raids.
It was nol easy for him to know where to go.

Interrogation is the avowed purpose of
these proceedings. ‘'* We have carvied out
hundreds of raids for the purpose of interro-

gating suspecled persons,” a Free State
umcml iz reported to have said to a corres-
pondent of the Daily FErpress, and he seems to
have told a luridly alarmist story of death’s-
head conspiracies.

An unpopular Government, which owes its
position to threats, murders, and to the sup-
port of a foreign power, rather than to demo-
cratic approval, is easilv made nervous. Two
crimes have heen committed in Ireland which
make it suspicious of a dangerous plot. It
might be pardoned for taking precautions and
allowm:y unusual tempmm'y powers to iis
police. It might even plead the necessity of
interrogation and arrests.

Buf there are eclementary principles of
justice which, in such a situation, a govern-
ment worthy of the name would take care to
ohserve. A suspect is not a gLriminal., A
citizen uncharged with anyv offence should not
he deprived of the protection of the law, or
rmade a vietim of Coercion Acts. There should
be as little infringement as possible of the con-
stitutional nghts of the liberty of the citizen
and the inviolability of the home. Interroga-
tion by government agents should be con-
ducted wuthout mdeness and without threats.

Bul to allow or order the police to carry out

-aids at-midnight, arrest men at their places
of employ ment seize girls in the street, carry
prisoners about in lorries half the night, de-
tain them - for hours or days, even, In un-
heated, insanitary cells, without llght or food
unless friends supply them; interrogate them
with abuse and threats, velease and re-arrest
again—this is to give licence to the force to
ohtam information by the method of the third
degree.

The C.L.D.

Palrick

Bridewell,

have a fradition in Lhis madter,
as has their Government. Free State Minis-
ters know well what *‘ interrogation ”’ meant
for their prisoners during the Civil War. If
the methods used now are within the law it
is because this Government has passed Acts
which legalise every violation of liberty, every
judicial crime.

THE NATION.
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O’Connell Recalled and Cross-

Examined

I view of the fortheaming Catholie Emanei-
pation Cenlenary  Celehralions, we presutne,
Mr, MacDonagh, @ well-known writer on Irish
hislorieal subjects, has rewrilten, compressed
i some parls, and enlarged in nlhms his life
of O'Connell which .||s|u-.nml i 190 and
has published  his retonched pietare of (he
Liberator nndey the e, Dapiel O Connell and
the Stary of Catholic Fmancipation "Talbol
Press. 205, net.). " My aim has been™ The
anthor confesses, in a somewhal lenglhy in-
troduction, ** o presenla picture of him in his
weikness as well as in his strength, In him
one sees exhibited to a singular degree the
most — incompatible,  the  maost  discordant
gqualities,  He was a stormy demagogue, wilh
a profound reverence for law and authority
and propertv: an advanced  demoeral,  with
the deepest attachment (o monarchical insli-
lutions.  The English Crown had oo more
loyal subject than this agilalor, who spent a
long life in conflict with the E n"lsc.h Govern-
ment .. . Trigh in his weakness as well as in
his strength, he had that enrious Hmitation
(curions in a race so humorons)-—-a want of
sense of the incongruons: an obliviousness o
the line where things noble and solemn verge
on  things puerile and ridicnlous, . Yet,
faking hitn all in all, O'Connell was the
erealest and the most typical of Treland’s sons,
His name is mightier in its appeal in Treland
than any other name.”

The picture is drawn with the skill and ease
of a master-hand. Tt is strikingly life-size.
And the whole effeet is just as the artisl in-
tended. Were it not for the prohibitive price,
the hook deserves, and vndoubtedly wonld
have @ wide civenlation.  Having read it, you
know O'Connell more intimately than you dil
vears azo in the class-hall and the debaling-
room: vou can appreciate belter the hoaman
side of his character and carveer: and yvou will
judge more impartially his policy, principles
and methods though vou may still be slow to
admil that O'Connell was the greatest and the
most typical of Treland’s sons,

Perhaps the most interesting and most valu-
able chapters are the first two and the last.
The first two echanfers give a deal of fresh and
reliable information as to the influences that

helped to mould O’Connell’s character doarving

his childhonod and stodent davs. Winte the
last chapter, entitled, ** In the Valley of
Despair and Death,” gives many poignantly
siacl details of his last illness and {ragic death
al Genoa.

When treating of O'Connell’s  political
activities, Mr. MacDonagh hut  seldom
abtrudes his personal views on the reader. [If
he does, it is nsually to hear out his contention
that O'Connell had the deepest attachment for
monarchical institutions. For instance, on
page 254 he remarks : ' It seems o me that
0O'Connell desired to repeal the Union mainly
for utilitarian reasons. If Treland had heen
prosperous under the rule of England he
would he the last man, I think, to disturh Lhe
relations hetween the two countries.” Again,
commenting on O'Connell's contempt for the
Irish ldn"uu"e the author writes : *“ Nothing
perhaps illustrates more clearly how pr actical
was his conception of nationality.” In our
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Whether these things are within the
law of the Free State remains {o he seen.
Patrick Fox and Charles Carey, each having
heen arrested- six or seven times and qnps-
tioned in the Bridewell, were released at mid-
night to be seized by men who carried them
off to the country to be interrogated with
blows, shown guns and threatened with death
unless thev gave the information requived.
I thev could identify their assailants therc
might be legal redress. DBut the men who
heat Fox were strangers to him, and the men
who took Carev wore masks. There is no
legal redvress.

These injuries are incidental. Bul the raids
which make a man’'s home uninhabitable; the
arrests which cause him to lose his employ-
ment; the repeated detentions which destroy
his health—these have become systematic. If
interrogation is their purpose, it is part of the
purpose to break the health and nerve of their
victims, so that thev may, perhaps, hecome
ready to buy peace at any price. It is punish-
ment amounting to persecution.

And punishment for what crime? For a
crime thht has been creafed by DBritish and
again hy Free State law—the erime of being a
auspected person : of being a Republican.

That crime has been prev.llont in Ireland
.stmcet 98, and persecution has not cured us of
it vet.

Dorothy Macardle.
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humble  opinion,  nothang  tlasbrates  more
clearly how servile and imperfeet was his dea
of o nalion,  Thomas Davis could have en-
liehtened hime on the poinl. Bul, of course,
O Connell would nol deign fo consull one of

The Lilfle Ivish Gang.” By the way, thal
word, P Gang," sounds very familinr.

Nany who had to faee the real hardships
and erneltios of prison life doring the recenld
shragele for leish independenee will smile as
they rewd of the jolty time O'Connell and his
companions had during their short slay i
Richmond Jail. o the garden o spacious
tent was erected, styled “I'he Rath of Mullagh-
mast, where O'Connell received visilors and
vave large dipner parties.”  Sorely he had no
sense of The meongroons,

A charitable hot futile allempl is made (o
explain away  O'Connell’s  chronie  money
tronhles,  As o lawver, O'Connell earned as
mueh as £83,000 per annom.  1from the O'Con-
nell Tribute, colleeted ab the ehapel doors in
Novembier wnd Febraary, he oflen received the
cnormots sum of £20,000 for his personal nse;
while the Repeal Rent during the few years of
ils existence tofalled £134,379.  How the re-
cipient of so much money could nevertheless,
hroveh no faall of his own, bhe for years on
the verge of bankrupley, is i mystery that
rven Mr. MacDonagh cannol solve,

At times the author seems Lo subseribe Lo
O'Connell's ecardinal  doctrine, namely, thal
nalionad freedom is too dearly hought for the
shedding of a single drop of human  blood,
Yet when he disensses the merits of the con-
troversy  between O'Connell and the Young
Irelanders—-or as he styles it not inaptly, ** the
collision helween the lllnsmns of youth and
the disillusions of old age "——here is his
verdiel @ 2 'The Yonng lrelzuulcrs had no other
course open o (hem as honourable men but to
recede  from  Lhe Repeal Association.  The
pledge that civil and political wrongs onght
nol to he righted by force of arms under any
conditions  was  nol only gratuitous  and
pedantic, but it belied all the lessons of
history,” Only an able advocate like
MacDonagh could afford o make such a
damaging admission so candidly and so un-
concernedly.

Take another example: If Lhe anthor wished
fo conceal O'Connell's weakness and vindic-
tiveness  after the. ejection of the Young .
Ivelanders from Ceneiliation Hall, the follow-
ing quolation from Greville’s Memoirs could
have been easily withheld :* Tam very glad,”
Greville writes nnder date August Tth, 1845,
* that O'Connell has defeated Young lreland.
O'Connell is behaving exceedingly well just
now. He went to Lord Besshorough and told
him that after defeating the (,umuun 13ill he
felt bound to give the Government any assist-
ance he could in repressing outrage and restor-
ing peace, and that they might depend on his
doing so. In fact, he actually means to sup-
port the Government as strongly as he can,
ancd he carvies the priests entuelv with him,
who appear to have all delermined against the
violent party.  Bessborongh told O'Connell
that he was delermined to :leme peace to the
disturbed counties by deluging them with
soldiers, and Dan replied :° 'Phc more soldiers
the better.” ™ :

But then comes the author’'s powerful
apologia. **T'he great Tribune—his mighly
brain, his splonrhd nervons  system, his
vigorous body, being undermined by the fell
disease which I)egn.n its attack two years
hefore—had grown weary of agitation and was |
losing heart in his cause. At no time in his
carcer, indeed, was his awmbition of restoring
(o Treland her incdependent Parliament really
possible of realisation under the condition
which he insisted must be observed. He had
ovoer-rated the effect of moral force; he hiad
over-rated the menace of the display of nuin-
hers at the monster meelings, marvellous in

. their extent hut m(llscnplmul and unarmed, s’

No Government, with the unanimous support .
of the English people behind it, would have
viclded Repeal save to the compulsion of
superior. physical force.  In no cireumstances
would O'Connell fight; and even if he were
prepared to try the “hazard of rebellion, there
was not the slightest prospect of success in
the existing cireumslances. Was it strange,
therefore, that in the breakdown of his ment&l
and nervous svstem he should grow faint-
hearted, and lhau, still desiring to serve the
land he loved so p.mcummlel,\ he should
embrace the hope which an ulliunce with the
Whigs inspired of remedial measures and
peace for Ireland ? "

Thus, at any ute, did the mighty Repeal
agitation come to an inglorious end in a Whig
alliance.  Bul who will cast the fiest stone ?
* Hearing this they went out one by one, be-
ginning al the cldest."

M. 0’B.
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PEADAR ODONNELL'S NEW BOOK

REVIEWED BY DOROTHY MACARDLE

' Peadar O’Donnell has written a story* about
Irish’ people that affects us not as fiction at all,
but as some awful news might affect us—news
about old friends. A rush of pity to the heart,
of wild indignation to the head, a foolish impulse
to be doing something, fighting somebody, is
one’s first reaction to the book. This seems as
true -a story as Upton Sinclair’s Boston, with
the difference that Sacco and Vanzetti are dead
while Peadar: O’Donnell’s people are living and
suffering, starving even while we read. For
a8 Adrigoole is & name that stands now for any
hunger-stricken townland in Ireland, the Dalachs
stand in our imagination for all the men and
women wrestling for existence with the bogs
and mountains, all the children walking hungry
to school.

This story is more tragic than Storm, in which
Irishmen fought the foreigner with exultant
hope ; and more tragic than Islanders, in which
they fought the sea for a living and won. Hugh
Dalach is as good a man as Charlie Doogan,
but he has worse enemies, the cold nature of the
bogland and a war of neighbours, and those
beat him in the end.

‘Peadar O'Donnell’s quality as a writer is

proved by the fact that in the grip of a story
8o piteous he loses none of the simplicity of his
style. The objective, hard economy which
made ‘the finest part of Islanders like wrought
iron, are here again, and with traceries yet more
delicate, effects more sensitively achieved. There
is & use of episode to suggest at once circum-
stance, character and theme which I dare to
believe Chekov would have praised. Hugh’s
feelings about his “ shop ** braces, Mary Nabla’s
shame and'the lonely pride that hides it, Brigid’s
shyness eating her * boxty,” are keys to a
secret world ;  and, without any strained sym-
bolism, -the incident of the spirited horse that
plunges wildly when the soft skin of ground
breaks under him, tunes the imagination to the
human tragedy. so.soon to come.
" The sorrow of people who have never seemed.
capable of happiness is less moving than the
defeat-of those: who have grasped at joy. The
<Attio: tragediansiknew - that; and. showed-us-the
downfall of .proud kings. ' Peadar O’Donnell
uses this art of the * peripety ”’ well. The story
opens joyously for the Dalachs and moves quietly
over half a:lifetime ‘of -brave effort’ to ‘a time
full of promise-and peace. Calamity accumulates
_‘stealthily and falls with stunning suddenness at
the end. For the most part the story is made
up of. small; everyday events. But’ there is
heartache in these little things—in Mickey Sheila
wishing Brigid joy when his own hope is stone
in - cleaning between the floor-boards with a
nail, ‘Neddie Brian making his cottage ready for
Brigid to come home—we remember them as
we remember small things connected with vivid
people whom we loved: and who are a short while
dead. = |

A glorious race of people they are, these of
O’Donnell’s Donegal ; such fine, high-bred sen-
sitiveness 'is in them, such tact and ‘‘ nature ”
for one anothlier, such firm standards of neigh-
bourly .-obligation, and, with all their stoical
endurance -of ‘hardship, such energy in the
struggle to conquer it.

Their talk is like themselves, sad and merry,
childlike and' wise. Says the older woman to
a younger one: ‘‘Tossin’ about the ‘world
maybe brings no:more -happiness than creepin’
into :some’ glen' with' a -man you could look-at
with ' as. little heed as a donkey,” but she admits
that “ Them that once tastes life can’t mock
it.), ' . = . . ;

'The: writer never makes the mistake of letting
his ‘characters 'become too conscious or express
thoughts that would ‘not be their own; the
‘wige thoughts:about life that flow into Hugh’s
mind would, we feel, come to a man like Hugh,
and ‘the-dialect; ‘turned like the Irish, is able to
express ‘them - in words as'direct and simple as
the Dalach-ways. - = - s

They are grand people, and they are our own,
' and their fate ig pitiful. "'When those boys and
girls stand in-the hiring: fair, go shipped like
cattle to work in ‘Scotland, lie. rain-soaked in
the crowded sleeping-shed, sink exhausted in the
_-potato field, the’ story-teller has".no ~word_of
. compassion’ for 'them, and;"by“the bare telling,
‘ag ‘though of an-everyday thing’ that' must be
taken for grantéd,' arouses bitter compassion
.in ‘the reader’s mind: Vb I

ke it diﬂiéuit,,. -,.'a.t ﬁrst, to

o ' . W .« b

" “Pity..and. anger

kecp the critical faculties alert. It was only on

a second  reading that I wondered whether: the

author’s’ quality of economy has not its defects,
felt ‘that phrases like “ he tensed” and “ he-

- panicked ” distract attention at a climax, and

dead in him, Hugh in prison finding comfort.

thought that he leaves too much unexplained.
I hope that Peadar O’Donnell in his next book
will give himself wider scope and take us farther
into the same world, for it is a world almost
unexplored. Knut Hamsun in Growth of the
Soil and Rolvaag in Giants in the Earth show
this struggle in countries where rich virgin soil
becomes s man’s own for his labour ; but Peadar
O’Donnell shows us the struggle of a people
dispossessed and driven into the hungry wastes.

Tt is, perhaps, only out of Ireland now that a

book such as this could come. And it is not
only because the subject is unique, but because
the conditions of authorship are rare.

In modern peaceful civilisations the writer
too soon becomes a professional desk-man,
loses touch with active life, ceases to experience
its contacts for himself, and must strive to make
up in thin-spun invention and argument what
he lacks in vital feeling for the world. There
comes also, that form of literary snobbishness
called ‘‘ detachment,” which forbids an imagin-
ative writer to hold convictions and damns him
as a propagandist if any enthusiasm for a cause
or a militant ideal breathes in his work.

Peadar O’Donnell does not write with detach-

. ment ; objective as is his style, his sympathies

are fiery and undisguised. The one impulse,
born of an enthusiasm'and a conviction, drove
him to fight and now drives him'to write, - Fine,
sincere writing ‘i3 done, lasting books are made,
in that way. Ireland has another such book
in Frank Gallagher’s Days of Fear, and it is good
that we may hope to-have .more. They are at
least as well worth having as the books written
from the detached standpoint of Irishmen who
scorned the nation’s struggle and who now sell
their scorn of it to the English public at a pretty
price. : )

That books like Adrigoole should have a good
welcome in Ireland ‘proves that they ‘are true
of Irish character and:of their time. We may
hope that, like Islanders, this book will find
a welcome abroad that will prove there is truth
in it for all humanity; and. will win for the gallant
people.he tells:of;:understanding,. and. respect,

and friends. - A s
: Dorothy Macardle.
* Adrigoole. By Peadar O'Donnell. Jonathan
Cape. 7/6 net.

A CENTENARY RECORD.*

No ‘one who was present at them can forget
the scenes in Phoenix Park on June 23rd, or the
scarcely less remarkable celebrations in Cork,
Cashel, New Ross and other parts of the country.
Many people, however, would like to possess.
some permanent souvenir of a notable event
This is provided by the Catholic Emancipation
Centenary Record, which is intended, says Father
M. Ronan in his preface, * to record aspects
of Ireland’s story between the coming of Patrick
and the securing of. Catholic  Emancipation,”
and to ‘ awaken in the hearts of the Irish at
home and abroad, fresh.love for their country.”.

The articles deal with a wide variety of sub-
jects, including ‘ Memorials of our Faith,”
“The Boyne, Aughrim and Limerick,” * Our
Ancient Cathedrals and Churches,” “ Catholic
Education in Penal Times,” ‘‘ Church Art’ in
the life of our:People,” “ Urnaidhthe Gaedhal
san Ochtmhadh Céad Déag,” * Dublin in 1829,”
and ‘‘ O’Connell as a World Power.”” Among the
authors sre: Rev. Professor Power, Rev. P.
Woulfe, Rev. Brother Austin Queenan, Rev. T.
Corcoran, S.J.; Mr. J. J. Robinson, Fiachra
Eilgeach and Mr. Michael MacDonagh.

The record is p
taste. The illustrations include reproductions
of the best examples of Gaelic metal-work in
the National Museum and of .the beautiful
west doorway' at' Clonfert Cathedral. There are
photographs - and drawings of Irish churches,
ancient and modern. Some interesting sketches
are also given of incidents in the life of 0’Connell

‘(there is one of the Monster Repeal Meeting at

Tara ; “what a pity ‘they had no machines for
making talking-pictures then!) Other illus-
trations include reproductions from Irish religious
books printed on  the ‘continent during Ppenal

times, and drawings of Blessed Oliver Plunkett,’
Archbishop John ' MacHale 'and other ‘famous
- Irishmen. The “book contains some tasteful
headings- and ‘tail-pieces, designed by William

MacBride 'a.nd' 'l}ﬁpheél-f,'o Briain.

*Catholic Emancipation iC‘eMenary Record. Edited
by Rev.” Myles V. Ronan, C.C., M.R.LA.
Dublin :  Colm QO Lochlainn. 2/6 net’ X

produced with much care and -

This Weék in other Years

July - 20th.—Hugh ‘O’Neill died in 1616.

The Irish lord was dead, The Romans saw-
his funeral ‘held in a way that was fitting for ohe
so highly esteemed by the Pope and the King
of Spain. ' As the long procession slowly
ascended the Janiculum the tolling of a hundred
bells, the throb of the muffled drum and the
minute guns of San Angelo announced: to the
imperial city, the shepherds of the Campagna
and the vine-dressers among the Alban hills-
that an illustrious personage was there laid in
his last resting place.” '

An illustrious personage, indeed. Eight:
yoars before, he had entered Rome in state. His
journey across the Continent had been a march.
of triumph. Archdukes, princes and governors
had hastened to honour a2 man of such ex-
traordinary fame. Henry of Navarre, no bad
judge, had placed him among the three great
goldiers of Europe. And * although,” say the
Four Masters, ‘‘ he died. far from Armagh, the
burial-place of his ancestors, it was & token:
that God was pleased with his life that the:Lord
permitted him no worse burial place, namely,
Rome, the head city of the Christians.” |

But those last years were full of sorrow. The
Pope had neglected nothing for his honour and
comfort, but he had always expected to ‘réturn
with & great army and there were many other:
exiles, in Spain, in France, Germany, Italy’
and the Netherlands who hoped to see again
“ the waves break on an Irish shore.” Hopes,
plang, promises, disappointments. Latterly he
had been blind, and he failed fast in the sultry
Roman summer. R L -

.~ What thoughts-were.in his mind ? . ‘Of Slieve,
Gullion and: the cool Ulster hills'? ..Of the.
freshness of the ‘Bann, where he had ‘gone\fishing.
with-his ‘bride, ‘Mabel Bagenal, when Tir'Eoghain
was arming for war? Of ‘that frosty Deécember;.
when- all the rivers and: lakes were 'iioe,-boﬁnci
and:he traversed .Ireland :from' end’‘to: end ?.
Of the datk. night ‘at ‘Kinsale, -the -donfusion,.
blundering and'treachery ? ' Of theinsane despair.
of Aodh Ruadh;'the magnificent youth, ‘“comely"
in face. and beautifil to behold,” whose voice.
was “‘like the musjp of .a-silver trumpet” ¢

T o the Four Masters, writing in the monastery

of Donegal, the blow was final:’ |

“ Woe to the heart-that meditated, woe to the
‘mind that conceived, ‘woe:to. the council that
decided on, the project of their setting out on this;
voyage, without knowing- whether they: should.-
ever return to their native principalities “or
patrimonies ‘to -the -end -of ‘the world.” Three
hundred years ago they believed that it was all:
over with the Irish nation, the Irish lariguage;
Irish everything. And yet Irish nationality,
has never been more vital than it is to-day. '

o e 4 ] e a0
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THE . ABBEY THEATRE.

“ Look at'the-Heffernans.” .

“ Look at the Heffernans” is a comedy of’
match-making. - It could not be described as a!
sparkling -comedy, but then, people like the!
Heffernans are not much given to "witty con-;
versation. ' They are-solid people, and when the;
village of Garradice wants to point out .an:
éxample to imitate they say ‘look at the Hef-:
fernans.” But they begin to say it in a-different:
way. The Heffernans are too stodgy, too sure'
of themselves. ‘ Look at the Heffernans”'
means beware lest you become like them, without:
any romance in you, or any joyinlife. .. ~<* |

Then Festus Darby, the .local gossip.and!
busybody, tells the brothers James -and .Paul,
what people really think of them and of James!
Heffernan’s children. The brothers are upset,;
but they decide that no one shall have cause, to;
say in, future that the Heffernans never .marry.!
An orgy of match-making begins, which’ is!
encouraged, for reasons of her own, by the widow,

‘Marcella Molloy. Many amusing situations re- |

sult. The brothers;-and, in fact, almost every- :
body in the play, are working at cross-purposes.
But the right people marry each other' in the:
end. Some of the characters change the manners
and :behaviour of a life-time at rather :qpick
notice, -but no doubt, a dramatist must be
allowed to take these liberties. S

A large audience enjoyed .this revival last
week - of -Mr.: Brinsley . Macnamara’s: play. The
acting wag -excellent, . If. one  had .to single out
any actor for special mention it would be Mr,
P..J..Carolan as James Heffernan’s son Marks.


Sharon McArdle
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THE IRISH DRAMA. 1896-1928." This Week inother Years
| REVIEWED BY DOROTHY MACARDLE. | RARONBROW: |
August 23rd, 1170—Strongbow Lands in

To everyone who follows the work of the
Abbey Theatre it has been increasingly evident
during the last few years that a change, and not
a happy change, has come over the spirit of that
enterprise. It would be true, perhaps, to say
that the spirit of enterprise and the spirit of
nationality seem to diminish as prosperity
advances there. A critical survey of the work
of the theatre, with a record of its origins and its
ideals and a study of its present tendencies,
was urgently needed, if there was to remain
any hope of preserving a sense of cohesion among
the workers and a sense of direction in the work.

It was an arduous task which the compiler of
such a chronicle undertook, and Mr. Malone has
completed it with a thoroughness and precision
which make this a really valuable book. The
index and appendices render it useful as a work
of reference, while the text is very readable
in spite of the methodical manner in which the
sections are arranged. His preliminary enquiry
into the cause of Ireland’s unique lack, until
our own time, of all dramatic literature, is
suggestive and interesting, even if none of the
theories which he advances in solution are quite
satisfying.

PIONEERS.

The story of the origin of the Irish dramatic
movement, already told in fragments by its
creators, is ably summarized, with care to give

due credit to pioneers like Frank and William -

Fay. The divergent ideals of the founders,
and the emergence and development of these
are analysed with clarity, and the growth of
various types of drama is traced in devail, with
critical estimates of each author in turn.

Mr. Malone accords high rank to Mr. T. C.
Murray, whose Autumn Fire he considers ‘‘ one
of the best plays of its time in any country " ;
and he deplores the exclusion from the Irish
stage of serious discussion of moral questions
which has prevented performance of his beauti-
ful little tragedy 7he Briery Gap. Mr. Lennox
Robinson’s The Big House might, he feels, have
been a great play, had not the characters been
less petty and had the author’s sympathies heen
less confused. The welcome given to Sean
O’Casey he admits to be somewhat extravagant,
and describes him a¢ using *‘ the disillusionment
of the post-war period in such a way as to attract
the kindly attention of all the anti-Irish elements
in the country, and to attract at the same time
an audience which sees only humour in his grim
irony.” But Mr. Malone himself acclaims Juno
and the Paycock as ““ modern tragedy at its best,
almost at its greatest "—high praise from a
critic who has read ‘ hundreds of modern plays
from every land,”’—has read, we must suppose,
Claudel. and O’Neill and Toller, Pirandello’s
Naked and Shaw’s Saint Joan. On the whole,
however, most of his readers will probably agree
with Mr. Malone’s critical estimates which seem

generally reasoned and fair.

LACK OF SYMPATHY.

He likes Irish intellect and wit, it is clear, very
much better than Irish feeling. He differentiates
admirably between English and Irish humour,
and what could be more penetrating than .his
description of Irish intellect as ““ so logical and
so exact that it is capable of pushing logic to
extremes where it is mistaken by other peoples
for romance > ? But Mr. Malone seems himself
a victim of that blindness which has become
epidemic in Ireland among professionally in-
tellectual men—he can see nothing in the peasant
‘except materialism ; he distrusts the validity of
‘any emotion which is shared by a group, and he
fails altogether to recognise the fact that the
passion for national independence can be as

rsonal, heartfelt a thing as love or ambition
‘or the fear of death, and therefore as legitimate
a theme for the dramatist’s art. I A,

It is probably because of a lack of imaginative
sympathy with Irish feeling that Mr. Malone
becomes uninteresting, and even Inaccurate,
when he epitomizes the subjects of plays. Too
often he gives a mere lifeless summary of the

lot, while the inner theme of drama, the tragic
conflict which the dramatist had perceived in
Irish life and striven to represent in his story,
'remains unrevealed. To examine the tragedies
‘of the Irish theatre and show how they reflect
the fundamental conflicts of_'_Irish ‘character and
life, would be a task for a mind less out of sym-
.. pathy with the Irish people - and. their deepest
‘ aspirations than is his. -

STRACTION.” s w &

253 gihrl laglone refers to the Republican ideal as an
% abstraction,” yet . goes to strange lengths
“¢6 make it appear to have taken concrete form.
 Whether carelessness or unscrupulousness ac-
“oount - for his misrepresentations of political
" events it is hard to guess. Does: Mr. Malone

sincercly believe that Arthur Griffith was among
those who proclaimed the Republic in 1016 ?
Or that Pearse * knew that the Republic could
never be made a reality -in world politics *’ ?
Or that the cause for which MacDonagh died
1s “ known to the world as Saorstat Eireann or
the Irish Free State” ? He must be given the
benefit of the doubt. His undertaking was to
write, not of the Irish national struggle but of
Irish drama, and that he has done well,

As to the future development of the Abbey
Theatre, now that the Minister for Finance is one
of the controlling agents and experiment no
longer a part of the directors’ plan, Mr. Malone
fcels some doubt. Irish writers seem to be
turning to the novel rather than to drama now
as a creative form. Mr. Malone laments the
dearth of new plays, but does not discuss its
cause. It is not so far to seek as he imagines,
maybe, nor would a remedy be hard to find—
but that is a question for another day.

The urgent need to-day is a criticism which
will recognise Irish play-writing and Irish acting,
whether in the Irish or English language, as

arts with a fine and individual character of their

own, and with a high destiny, a vital part to
take in the nation’s mental life.
such criticism Mr. Malone has laid. He has
done the work of a pioneer, mapping out with
admirable exactitude the territory already ex-
plored. We may hope that dramatists and
critics alike will venture with better courage
into the terra tncognita now. ;

*The TIrish Drama. By Andrew [, Malone,
(Constuble. London. 15/-.) ’

TO EACH READER.

If you like the ** Nation ”” do a good
turn to us and to a friend by getting us
one more reader. If every reader did
this the circulation of our paper could be
doubled overnight. Tell your friend
that in the last few weeks these new
features have been added :

1. lustrations.

2. A Short Story.

3. A ‘Weekly Belfast Letter.

4. A Monthly Paris Letter. :

5. A Survey of Foreign Politics.

6. Book Reviews. -

7. Special Articles.

We believe that whoever begins to

take the ‘* Nation *’ will continue taking
it. You introduce us to a new reader.

We shall do the rest: .

CUCHULAINN FIGHTS THE WAVES,

A Ballet-Play by Mr. W. B. Yeats.

The most experienced theatre-goers mush
have been puzzled by this ballet-play of Mr.
W. B. Yeats’ which was produced at the
Abbey Theatre last week. Wonderful and
hideous masks worn by the players, weird
music, unearthly dances, ancient Irish legend,
futurist scenery—all these together make an
unusual combination. The subject is one of
the most ymoving -stories of the 'Red Branch
saga—"' The Only Jealousy of Emer.” As
Cuchulainn lies in a trance the Goddess Fand,
who loves him, seeks to entice him .away
from Emer. She is defeated by the love of
Emer, and Cuchulainn awakes. This episode
is combined by Mr. Yeats with the other story
of how Cuchulainn ‘unknowingly kills ‘his
son. At the opening we are shown Guchul-
ainn fighting the waves in a frenzy of grief-.-
the waves represented by six dancers.

No Celtic Twilight,

“ Fighting the Waves ”* has not the haunt- .

ing glamour which we-get in other versions
of the Fand légerid. It is more like the
uneasy dream of a mind disturbed by grlef.
Mr. Yeats has got a long way from the Celtic

twilight. : This ballet is of no country and no
. period; 1S (
“in the imagination, outside space and time.

the action seems to take place only

We confess -that it interested more than it
pleased us. The costumes and curtain, the

. music, the. production and the masks all had
originality and distinction, but the general

effect was confusing. The actors were thrust
into the . background, and the words of the
dramatist ‘often failed to break through the
tumult of sound. It is a curious fact that the
Abbey audience, which has managed ‘ to
become famous for obtuseness and for seeing
the wrong point, behaved admirably for once,
(Continued at, foot of next column.)

The basis for '

‘headed Boy "

polka by

ireland.

— — . e

Stronghow ! The very word suggests a
man of action, mightly in fame, reckless and

impetuous, crashing his way through all
abstacles. These Normans were born for
conquest. They were " erdduring of  loil,

hunger and ccld wherever fortune laid it on
them, always ready to give up one inheritance
in the hope of gaining a'greater.”” Wherever
glory and power might be won, from Scot-
land to Jerusalem, the Normans were there.
They conquered England in,q e afternoon.

For over a year the coming 'E‘f:‘"thié man had
heen anxiously awaited.;: higent messages
from Diarmuid Mae Muréhadha bade him
make haste: * We have watched the storks
and the swallows; the summer birds have
come and arve gone again with ‘the South
wind; but neither winds from the East nor
the West have brought us your much-desired
presence.”’ Well, here he is in Waterford
harbour at last—a man who does ncthing in
a huarry, not in the least strong-minded or
reckless. He was grey-eyed and freckled, his
features were ralher feminine and his voice
was thin. He was courteous and gentle. He
preferred talking things over to fighting, and
he was better at carrying out the plans of
others than al forming plans of his own. In
fact, he was no Napoleon, but he had a great
name, and the army he brought was the latest
thing in warlike equipment.

A Wedding in Waterford.

Raymond Fitzgerald had landed hefore
him, and was already hovering around
Waterford. This fat man, so amazingly
active in spite of his weight and so popular
with his troops because he always allowed
them to plunder, was a much abler com-
mander than Strongbow. S¢ was Diarmuid
Mace Murchadha, who hurried from Ferns to
meet his future son-in-law. Walterford was
taken by the combined forces after a heroie
resistance. The citizens were slaughtered,
and the city looted. There is a general belief
that Stronghow and Aoife were married in
the street in the midst of the carnage. The
real ceremony was less picturesque. It took
place “ quietly,’" as the society reports say, in
the Cathedral of Holy Trinity. Aoife’s part
in the Norman invasion, so far as we know,
was purely passive. She was the prize offered
to any man who would restore Diarmuid to
his kingdom. All the romantic writers have
made. Devorgilla, not Aoife, Ireland’s woman
of destiny. We have only one personal detail
about the bride of Strongbow, the daughter
of Diarmuid and the niece of St. Laurence
O'Toole, but the one detail is important. She
was * most beautiful.”

It might be possible to build on that a
romance cf a * face that launched a thousand
ships.”” But we may doubt if it was romance
that brought * this timid, respectable man ™
(as a modern historian calls him) from Wales
to Ireland. He was to have Leinster after
Diarmuid’s death. That would have moved
him more. There was enough of the Norman
in him to appreciate the dadvantage of getling
something for nothing..

©
A FILM OF THE WEEK.

“On Trial,” shown at the Capitol last
week, is one of the most successful talking
pictures we have seen. Its success does not
depend upon any greal variety of scene or
action. . The scene is a court of justice,
and the action develops during a trial
for murder. The atmosphere of suspense is
skilfully worked up. -The audience is kept
guessing up to the. end. Miss Pauline
Frederick, an actress of great experience, both
in stage and “ silent '’ films, has adapted her-
self to this. new form of drama with suc-
cess. The film gives an interesting impres-
sion of an American court, with its judge,
jury, lawyers, witnesses and audience—all
with their part in the drama.
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It heard the play in impressed, perhaps
stupefied, silence. -

" The Abbey programme lacked nothing in

Lennox Robinson’s * White-
palls a little when one has
already seen it twice, but evidently the actors
have none of this feeling. They acted it with
as much spirit and freshness as ever. The
entertainment provided by the Abbey School
of Ballet included a delightful waltz and
Johann ' Strauss and Schubert's

variety. Mr.

* Tyrolese.”



A FOREIGN SURVEY

Honeyed Words at Geneva—Trouble in the Anglo-American Negotiations—That Optional
Clause—An * Eminent A uthority on Palestine.”

The Vultures Discuss Peace.

The sight of the British and French Pre-
miers out-doing one another at Geneva In
their eloquent veneration of Peace goes so far
‘beyond the ridiculous that we can laugh ab
it. M. Briand talks of the need to save the
rising generations  from *‘‘the poisonous in-
fluences of war,”” and denounces war-
mongers and hate-breeders as ‘‘ detestable
criminals.”” Mr. Macdonald no less impres-
sively declares that civilisation must never
again be destroyed. nor people impoverished
by “ a resort to'arms.” These words would
be glorious if they were any sign of their
being more than words. DBut the very men
who speak them have only just arrived in
Geneva from The Hague where they fastened
. liké leeches upon Germany and burthened all
the Fatherland and its children’s children
with financial anemia for generations. M.
Briand and Mr. Macdonald talk as if there
had never been:that ghastly Peace of Ver-
sailles which turned Europe into an armed
camp in two years; as if we were not less
than a year from the discovery of a secret
Anglo-French war pact. We here in Ireland
have a very simple- touchstone by which to
‘test British sincerity- for peace. If Mr. Mac-
donald stands for troops on Irish soil while
he clears them out of Germany he is merely
jesting at the expense of simple hearts the
world over.

Hoover Takes in His Horns.

How much . farther the British Premier’s’

words go than his achievements is evident
from his blunder about the Anglo-American
Naval negotiations. Obviously he said too
much at Geneva. With a neophyte's glow at
his one good act, Mr. Macdonald told the
League of Nations that the Anglo-American
agreement was practically complete. Of 20
points at issue all but three had been solved
and the other three were so near solution that
before the Assembly dispersed they might see
the text of the :Agreement. This statement
dumbfounded Washington, Mr. Hoover sum-
moned Mr. Stimson, his Secretary of State,
and Mr. Adams, his Secretary of the Navy.
He called also into council the members of
the Navy General Board. After the confer-
ence was over Mr, Stimson had to break the
news ‘'to the American Press. He declared
that speedy resulis were not fo be looked for

in this matter: . e
““ Much hard work is necessary before an agree-

ment can be reached between the two countries.”

And one of those ‘' Irish Independent’’ cor-
respondents who always write from the
British. angle  underlines the coldness with
which Mr. Macdonald’s speech was received
at Washington." ‘* A subdued feeling has
-suddenly replaced the optimism of last
week,”" he said. He adds gloomily that more
and more Americans are beginning to rexard
the ** parity '’ question as very easily solved.
Britain need but sink the number of ships
necessary to come to America’s level,  or
America build the number to come to
Britain's ‘level | © He concludes naively that
sinking ‘‘ would probably be quite unaccept-
able to British opinion.” i |

That Optional Clause.

- The British Government, Mr. Macdonald
also announced at Geneva, is to sign the Op-
tional Clause. ‘Though so named, the Clause
does not mean that the signatory has the
option of submitting or not submitting to the
arbitration of The Hague International Court
all international disputes. Arbitration under
the Clause is compulsory. ‘‘ Then is Britain
binding herself to submit every dispute to the
International Court?”’ No; diplomacy is
never as simple as that. None of the nations,
except the very weak ones, like the Inter-
national Court. But the big nations like the
prestige which attaches to the seeming fair-
ness of accepting arbifration. To get that,
and at the same time to remain free, they did
what they have done in regard to the Kellogg
Pact—they accepted it, they hugged it, they
kissed it all over, but ‘‘ with reservations.’”
Britain intends to accept the Optional Clause
—with reservations. And already the ** Irish
Independent *’ is able to tell us what one.of
. the ‘reservations may be : -

~ “ Mr. Macdonald may yield to their (the Tories’)
pressure by reserving inter-Imperial affairs from the
International Court’s jurisdiction.’’ _

This ‘reservation will allow Mr. Macdonald
‘to- carry on the proud British tradition of

settling’ disputes in Ireland, India, Egypt,

etc., with the arbitration of the machine gun.

. self!

Those Promising British.

The ‘‘ Irish Independent's '’ habit of get-
ting. Englishmen to instruct its readers on
foreign -affairs has ‘gone wrong for once.
Usually we get 100 per cent. British propa-
ganda. But Mr. H. St. John Philby, de-
scribed as ‘‘ The Eminent Authority on the
Middle East,”” was evidently not correctly in-

structed when asked to write on the Palestine

affair. He is refreshingly outspoken. The
real origin of the trouble in Palestine he says
was the fact that in 1915 : '

““ The British Government certainly made a series
of promises to King Hussein as the then prota-
gonist of the Arabs’ cause which, beyond question,
included an undertaking to leave Palestine within
the orbit of an independent Avab State or Federa-
tion when victory in the Great War should make
such a development possible.”

In return for this promise the Arabs threw
themselves heart and soul in on Britain’s side.
But in 1917 Britain needed a lot of money
and so made a promise to the Jews of the
world :

“ Two years later,” says Mr. Philby, *‘in the
famous Balfour Declaration, she (DBritain) made
promises to the Jews which conflicted materially
with her promises to the Arabs.”

Then as a delightful solution: ** At the end
of the war, being unable to keep both sets of
promises,’’ Britain took over Palestine her-
How familiar we are with this diplo-
macy—Asquith promising Redmond that
Partition would only be for five years, and at
the same time promising Carson that it would
be forever: Lloyd George interpreting
Article XII of the '* Treaty "' to Griffith as
meaning the inclusion of Tyrone and Fer-
managh and to Craig declaring that it en-
sured the retention of the whole Six Counties
by the Belfast Government !

e St (]} g £t et
NEW ABBEY PLAY.

MISS MARGARET O’LEARY’S “ THE
WOMAN.”

* The woman who brings destruction,”
the woman who tears a man out of his own

world, where he is needed and has peace,
has appeared in the poetry and drama of
every land.. She is Helen ; she is Cleopatra ;
she is Deirdre ; and she is the poor, des-
perate Ellen of Miss O'Leary’s play. Beauti-
ful and untameable, over-charged with inten-
sity of life, she is in wild revolt against the
drab misery of her home. Merciless in her
craving for love and freedom, she is yet in
the unawakened depths of her nature, tender
and pure. She is foredoomed to forment
others as she is tormented herself. Miss
O'Leary has created her with a rare power
and artistry, and the part is played bril-
liantly by Miss Eileen Crowe. Ellen Dunn
will surely live in -our memories with
a vitality which belongs to a few only of all
the characters born on the Abbey stage. ,

It is into a kindly, simple Irish home that
*“the woman ™’ breaks ; and it is on a fine
young Irish- farmer that she casts- her spell.
His wife is dead, but every natural tie binds
him to his home—his two children, his good

. parents, the soil which he understands and

loves. And there is Kitty, a brave, sweet-
natured girl, home-loving and motherly, who
would be happy to marry him and whom he
likes well. But Maurice is driven and tor-
tured, enslaved and maddened, by his passion

. for Ellen Dunn.

Every one of the relatives of the lovers are
entangled in that coil. We see the mother of
Maurice striving in her own way, sometimes
wise, sometimes foolish, to save her son :
and Mrs. Dunn, greedy only to make money

by means of the affair ; and the men, with

queer, human, contradictory instincts in each
of them, of good and evil, weakness and
strength.

It is

suited to show the Abbey Company at its

best. = If is the work of a writer who com-
bines a loving knowledge of Ireland with a

comprehension of the facts of human nature

that belong to'a.ll,'hations and all times ; who

realises that =

‘“ The troubles of our proud and angry dus‘t,

Are from eternity and shall not fail.”
In a play which is familiar in its’ setting,

pleasant - to realise that * The
Woman ™ 'is the first. play of a new. Irish
dramatist, for it is an exceedingly interesting
piece of ‘work, and.of a.kind admirably:

A Famous Letter

WHAT LLOYD GEORGE ASKED HARRY
- BOLAND,

Eight years ago—on September 12, 192]_
the President of the Irish Republic stood hiy
ground against the British Premier and won,
Those who think uncritically or never think at
all have fallen into the frame of mind which
rejects the correspondence between Mr. Lloy(
George and Mr. de Valera as unimportant. The
fact is, as Cardinal Mundelein of Chicago is said
to have expressed it, that these letters from Dail
Eireann were ‘‘ magnificent diplomacy.” They
were more. They were magnificent diplomacy
which succeeded. :

LLOYD GEORGE'S AIM.

Mr. Lloyd George’s purpose from the beginning
was to compromise the position of the Irish
delegates. He wished to make it a condition
of their entering the proposed conference thag
they should accept partition and the supremacy
of the British Crown. Ireland’s case would have
been given away at the very start and the
Republic betrayed if the Irish plenipotentiaries
had allowed their position in this respect to be
misunderstood, either by Mr. Lloyd George or by
anybody else. In the circumstances of the time
it was almost essential for the Republic that its
recognition should be secured by negotiation if
possible. In order that this negotiation should
not fail at the outset it was vital that Mr. Lloyd
George’s efforts to force a compromise be defeated
in the preliminary correspondence. The thought-
less, aided by an anti-national press, cried out
that the exchange of letters had gone on long
enough. Dail Eireann and its head refused to

be bustled.

ASSERTING OUR INDEPENDENCE.

By BSeptember 12 a basis of discussion had
been agreed upon. Mr. de Valera, acquainting Mr.
Lloyd George of Dail Eireann’s acceptance of a
conference on that basis, made it evident, in
what was to have been the last letter of the
series, where the Irish Government stood. He
wrote to the British Premier :

“In this final note we deem it our duty to
re-affirm that our position is and can only be
as we have defined it throughout this cor-
respondence. Our nation has formally declared
its Independence and recognises itself as a

~ sovereign State. It isonly as the representatives
of that State and as its chosen guardians that*
we have any authority or powers to act on
behalf of our people.”

" A crisis followed. Mr. Lloyd George when he
saw the latter appealed to Harry Boland, who
acted as the Government’s emissary, to bring it
back to Iréeland so that this paragraph might be
erased. He promised he would regard the
letter as undelivered and (cute old fox) would
say nothing to anybody about it. He would not
give it to the press. Nobody would know of it.
If it were not brought back there could be no
peace. Harry Boland, of course, refused to
bring back the letter and when he reported what
had happened to the President, Mr. de Valera
promptly gave the letter to the press. Mr.
George’s trap having clicked in vain—ifor if the
letter of September 12 had been taken back
secretly or in any other way, Ireland’s case was
lost—the British Premier got angry.

NO WAR FOLLOWED.

He cancelled the conference arranged at
Gairloch for September 20. He declared that
further negotiation was impossible—but he
continued to negotiate. Little by little he aban-
doned his two conditions—of acceptance of
Partition and submission to the Crown ; and at
last on September 29 he'issued a new and un-
conditional invitation to a conference. In
accepting that invitation the Republican cabinet
repeated in one brilliant phrase, worded by
Arthur Griffith, the substance of the letter of

. September 12th : “ Qur respective positions have

been stated and are understood.” And this time
Mr. Lloyd George gulped it down in silence, and
the conference sat with the Irish position un-
compromised. i

-~ [In future .issues of THE NaTioN - we shall
publish a series. of articles covering this thrilling
duel and its sequel.] ; .
M P e 2o e S S A A R—

and in characters such as we know in our

‘own place, she can reveal the great, ancient

conflicts and the sabtle, modern complexities
all at work. She gives us much .to think
about and much to feel. Al e

We have had enough in the Abbey Theatre,
recently, of cynical comedy and crude farce.
Our welcome is the more grateful fo.a drama-
tist 'who brings to the theatre -a sense of

-

‘ﬂtHDdrm and , of the rich, joyous
secrets of human life. *~ = . i

DOROTHY MACARDLE. .
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A NOVEL ABOUT CASTLEREAGH

I met Murder on the way.

He had a wask like Castlereagh ;

Very smooth he looked, yet grim ;

Sceven bloodhounds followed hine.
—-1'. B. SHELLEY.

The late Mr. Donn Byrne was a wriler of
greal bhal very uneven achievement. e was
a born story-teller.  He bad imagination, a
sense- of drama, warmlth and colour, but,
against thal, everything he wrote was heavily
larded with sentiment.  He took liberties with
Irish hislory, Wadilions and legends which
we found it hard 1o forgive, because so many
of them were intentional. In his novels also
there was a great deal of pandering lo Lhe
notion that Irveland s an island of romance,
that all its people are either picluresque
ruffians or picturesque heroes, that it is a sorl
of fairyland, where no one ever does any
serious business.  Romance is not always a
help to greal causes.  Someone has said that
the Stuart cause in England was ruined, nat
by military or political force, but by making
it & legend. * Bonnie Prince Charley,” a
fugitive in the Hebrides after Culloden, is one

of the most romantic figures in  knglish
fiction.  Tle did not appear so romantic in

1745, when he advanced through the heart of
England, and it seemed almost a certainty
that a Gaelie army would capture London,

The Mannerisms of Donn Byrne.

We regret Donn Byrne's untimely death all
the more, because he was getling rvid of some
of his carly mannerisms. Drritating faults re-
mained, such as a too lavish and not always
seemly use of quotations from the Bible and
a ghastly fashion of writing the Irish lan-
guage in phonetics,  His inaccuracy in histori-
cil detail is also disturbing. In this book the
Dillons, although an old Irish family, are not
a Gaelic family. This would not matter very
much if we were not told on every second
nage that they belonged to a line of ancient
Trish kings. Good story-tellers are nob very
common in these days, however. It would be
ungrateful to his memory not to admit that in
The Power of the Dog* Mr. Donn Byrne has

given us a fine story, vich, human, and
dramatic.

A Novel on the Grand Scale.

The plan of the hook lacks nothing in
erandeur. The scenes range all over lSurope,
and the characters include Napoleon, the
“frog ' King of France, Wellington, Can-
ning, Pitt, Nelson, Wordsworth—and Castle-
reagh. The character of Castlereagh |is
masterly, Here, indeed, is a living picture of
the man who was loathed by the Irish people
more than anycne since Cromwell. In the
first chapter there is a vivid scene in a garden
by Lough Neagh. Castlereagh’s friend, young
Garvett Dillon, put a half-guinea into the
hand of a blind fiddler.

“ And who,” the fiddler asked courteously,
“might I have the honour of playing to?"

“ 1T am Garrett McCarthy Dillon, of Derry-
more, and this is Lord Castlereagh,” Garry

explained. o
The fiddler weighed the gold coin in his palm,

and then, turning his hand over; let it drop
in the dust of the road.

“ Lord Castlereagh's money can buy the
nobility of Ireland,” he said slowly, ‘ hut it
can’t buy one poor fiddler.”

Garrett Dillon, Castlereagh’s shadow, is a
young Ulsterman of Unionist sympathies,
who has married a niece of Henry Munro. It
was Munro, as Donn Byrne recalls, who
refused to take an unfair advantage of his
enemies by attacking them at might. To that
fantastic chivalry he owed his capture and
death, yet he went to be executed without any
romantic flourishes, stopping at the foot of
the scaffold to arrange the seftlement of a
small money debt with an English officer. In
those days the memory of the 'Ninety-eight
leaders was warm and vivid among the
people of Ulster. This imaginary niece of
Munro's hates Castlereagh as the destroyer of
her country, and resents his power over her
husband. Garrett, who becomes a *‘ king's
messenger,’’ after the Union, i1s a party to the
inmost secrets of British policy in the war
with Napoleon. It is puzzling how a man,
himself honourable and straightforward, can
serve such a master as Castlereagh, but such
things happen. There must have been a sort
of dark fascination about Castlereagh. His

2 OCcher TRINSS.

_—

consunmmaile intellectual power, his steadiness
of purpase and his contempt for the kings,
ciperors, senerals and stalesmen, whom he
ioked upon as pawns in a greal game, would
appeal o a young man.  Once again we ask
ourselves : What would Ireland's  desliny
live been had such talenls been used in her
service and not against her?  Suppose Castle-
reigh had remained a United Irishian?

There are some passages in this book of
quite extraordinary merit.  Where else is Lhe
attack on Copenhagen told in such a sbyle?
It 1s nol an episode of which we hear very
mueh i Lnglish histories of the Napoleonic
Wars, bub there have been few more cold-
blooded bulcheries in modern fimes. Donn
Byrne gives il here exactly, we feel, as it must
have happened. He is always good in de-
scribing scenes of action, but he is at his besl
when he writes of his native Ulster—Ulster
hills and lakes, Ulsler speech, legends and
traditions. Bul even in these passages there
ave writating faults which mar our pleasure.
He draws a distinction in character between
Lilster people and those of the South which is
sharper than the distinction which existed a
hundred years ago or actually exists to-day.
We feel that he did this sort of thing chiefly
hecause some of his immense public liked or
expected it

He had a true ear for the music of words,
but the finer shades of thought and feeling
escaped him.  This fault is very obvious
when he brings the poet Wordsworth into his
gallery and tries to record the sources of
poetie inspiration in the great ** Ode on Early
Intuitions of Immortality.” The result is a
terrible piece of banality.

With all his faults, however, Donn Byrne
was a writer in the first rank, and there are
many things in The Power of the Dog which
make us regret that he did not live to re-
creale the past of our country, as he couid
have done, in a great panoramic novel.

* The Power of the Dog. DBy Donn Byrne.
(London : Sampson Low. 7/06 net.)

“Ever the Twain—"

LENNOX ROBINSON’S NEW PLAY.

Mr. Lennox Robinson, after experimenting
with varying success in many Kkinds of
drama, has writlen a comedy of manners
which is altogether delightful, compact of
originality, poetry and satirical wil.

The shrewd Irish humour with which
Goldsmith and Sheridan, Wilde and Shaw,
flicked English sentimentality is in it—that
mocking perceptiveness which makes Shaw
afraid to live in Ireland bhecause here he
would be ** seen through in a week.”

Three Nations.

Through keen Irish eyes we see people of
three nations—the Englishman, who never
guesses that he is an ignorant, arrogant
boor ; the American hostess, whose faith in
her own uplifting mission is never ruffled by
a smile; the ‘" wild English rose,”” who
calmly and shamelessly annexes for her re-
pertoire the songs of her Irish and Scottish
friends ; the Irish girl who becomes en-
glamoured by New York City and the New
York lawyer who flees from it to Spain. And
we see Michael MacLiammoir as Michael
Love, the Irish poet out to win dollars,
roguishly playing the role he is paid to play,
seeing through himself and the others, feeling
himself the one hard-headed realist there, and
yet discovering that the romantic boy home-
sick for Ireland is the strongest part of him
after all.

The reactions of these people to one another
produce a series of encounters, each of which
seemed more enjoyable than the last. (Nearly
every episode, however, lasts just a moment
too long.) A kind of intellectual merriment is
provoked and the whole thing is so entertain-
ing that one listened without asking for
action, climax or plot.

An Undertone.

But the play would not savour so truly of
Irish humour if laughter were all. There is
an undertone of sadness which the songs that
find their place naturally in the action keep
recalling all the time. Molly's song in the
last act left after it a moment of pathos that
held us under a spell. Miss Frollie Mulherne
was clever in this difficult part, and, indeed,
the whole company showed themselves equal

to unaccustomed and exacting work. For
(Continued at foof of nezt column.)

This Wg:ek in other Years

THE RISING OF 1641.

October 22, 1641—Discovery of the Insurgents’
Plan.

All the autumn rumours of war had been
finding their way across the Channel.  In
England the Parlinment was making war on the
King, but Ircland outwardly seemed quict —
80 quict that these dour, snspicious men, Borlase
and Parsons, had no thought of anything afoot.
[t was after nightfall when Owen Connolly
called at Parsons’ mansion on Merchant’s Quay.
The Lord Justice was receiving visitors. He
could not see anyhody, certainly not a drunken
man. * But Connolly waited and arguced with
drunken persistence.  Parsons was used to hear-
ing unlikely news from unlikely people. . QOne
never knew from what quarter danger might
come, At last he agreed to see Connolly.  The
news, of course, was about a plot. Always
plots. There was nothing in it. This fellow
wanted more money to buy drink.

OWEN CONNOLLY'S STORY.

But out of a great deal of repetition and vague
nonsense some sort of consistent story scemed
to be emerging. Rory O’More, Lord Maguire,
Hugh Og MacMahon, Sir Con Magennis had been
meeting together in the city.  Parsons knew
that ; he knew of the Irish officers from Spain
and the Netherlands who had been visiting
Ireland of late. They talked a great deal of
the time when their families had ruled in Treland
without the will of king, parliament or lords-
justices.  But that time was gone. 'The estates:
of these [rishmen across the seas had fallen into
safe hands—many of them into Parsons’ own
hands, for a man had not been Surveyor-General
of Ircland without some advantage to himself.
He could not believe this story because none of
these men, not even Rory O’More, would be
followed by the whole country. Now, if it were
Don Kugenio O’Neill, who had amazed Europe
last year by his great defence of Arras against
the KFrench. . . ..

DON EUGENIO.

But Connolly persisted. Don Eugenio knew
their plans and was only waiting the first blow
to cross over and take command himself. He
would be here within fourteen days. Five
hundred men were to come into the city that
night. Probably they were waiting now in the
woods of Ranelagh. “ Our design,” one of the
chief conspirators had told him, “is to take the
Castle of Dublin, which we can easily do, they
being off their guard. The castle once taken,
the kingdom is ours, for there is artillery, powder
and ammunition which Lord Strafford brought
from Holland, enough for thirty thousand men.”
And the greatest part of the town of Dublin,
being Papists, would join them.

Who had told him all this ? His own foster-
brother, Colonel Hugh Og MacMahon in his
cupsin a city tavern had told him everything. A
flicker of interest showed in aged, cunning eyes.
Irishmen kept few secrets from their foster-
brothers. There was something in it. He would
consult his colleague Borlase. Borlase also

thought there was something in it. They must
act without delay.
Soon the sleepy city woke into life. The gates

were barred. The Castle was put in a state of
siege, the city militia called up and arms dis-
tributed to all true layalists. Rory O’More got
away in time, but Lord Maguire and Hugh
MacMahon were tracked down and brought
before the justices. MacMahon told them that
“ what is done is now so far advanced that it is
impossible for the wit of man to prevent it.”
Truly enough, all Ireland was in rebellion next
day, but treachery and lack of caution had
defeated the plan which would have given the
insurrection complete and final success.

once, care and artistry had been spent on the
staging, and the expressionistic scheme in the
second act was an unqualified success.

Iridescence.

Irish drama, while keeping its nalive spirit
and quality unclouded, has here learnt lessons
from other lands. The movement of the
play, skilfully planned while seeming quite
haphazard, owes something, surely, to the
Russians ; the delicate caricature is like
Benavente's; Michael Love posing as Michael
Love, and finding that the pose is almost the
reality, is in the true Pirandello vein. The
play is, indeed, the oddest medley of manners
and personalities, designed to avoid quarrel-
ling by a hair's breadth, that meet and flash
leaving a bright iridescence in the mind.

DOROTHY MACARDLE.
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EVA GORE-BOOTH AND
CONSTANCE MARKIEWICZ

By DOROTHY MACARDLE.

When elements that seem at first almost to
war with one another are welded into harmony,
a sense of triumph is added to the pleasure which
harmony always gives. This poet—who * sought.
the hidden beauty in all things"'—found it in those
great reconciliations—

“Where the river finds the sea,
Or the dark cloud finds the rainbow, or the
desert. finds the rain . . .

Or the spirit builds a rainbow from the whirling

rings of pain.”

A NECESSARY BOOK.
There have been men and women gifted with

both sensitive fecling and svrong intelleet whose
minds worked out such a harmony and whose
lives give the same pleasure in contemplation
as a work of art. Eva Gore-Booth was such a
woman, and that is why we neceded a book like
this* which gives us not only her poems, but
letters, and a prosc fragment and Miss Esther
Roper’s beautiful little outline.of her life.

So many of the poems are filled with a sense
of mystical experience and unearthly peace that,
read by themselves, they would make ns think
of the poet as a spirit withdrawn from the
world ; we would see her wandering about
“the Lily town” of Italy, or through the soft
Irish twilight at Lissadil, returning home to
‘““the silence and the wise book and the lamp ” ;
and hers, we might think, was “ a fugitive and
cloistered virtue ”’ sheltered from the storms
and battles in which her sister’s life was spent.

AN ANARCHIST.

There are other poems that show how wrong
we would be; show that if there was a rebel
in Constance de Markievicz there was an anarchist
in Eva Gore-Booth ; that she, too, won her

EVA AND CONSTANCE GORE-BOOTH.

(From Poems of Eva Gore-Booth.)

peace in battle, knowing that “ only he who is
at war with the powers of evil is at peace with
God.” Then, the biographical note shows the
poet down in the dusty arena, speaking to
hostile meetings, marching in processions,
organizing, writing, keeping an office, running
a dramatic club, studying social questions,
fighting in the front ranks for reform.

The letters give intimate glimpses, and we
recognize the gay audacity that we loved in
Madame. Finding herself in Bordighera in
1921, where political feeling runs high angl “ the
warring nationalities cut one another in the
corridors,” she writes: ‘I have just decked
up my hat with my own tri-colour so as to be
ready to plunge into the melée.”

« To Constance in Prison ”’ she wrote poems
ag full of bravery as of compassion, for

¢« There are woods and primroses in the
country of your mind.”
And“ What has time to do with thee
Who hast found the victor’s way
To be rich in poverty,
Without sunshine to be gay,
To be free in prison cell 2

A PLAN.

The sisters planned - there was such com-
munion hetween them—to listen, at six o’clock
cach evening, for one another’s thoughts, and
Fva writes joyously to the prisoner:

“The wind is our confederate,

The night has left her doors ajar,

We meet heyond earth’s bavréd gate,

Where all the world’s wild Rebels arel”
Of the insurgents of Easter Week she wrote
as one who felt a glory added to life by ™ their
strange, heroic questioning of fate” ; yet she
could” never rejoice at the shedding of blood.
When Cuchulain in her Unseen Kings declares :

“ even the meanest soldier understands

The runes of life when there are deeds todo 7 . ..
Niamh answers :

“And  strikes his  own

murderous hands,
Discerning not the semblance from the true.”
That was Eva Gore-Booth’s sad belief about all
efforts to use violence for the righting of a
wrong,

dream  dead  with

PEACE AND ECSTASY.

Her religions faith was a profound harmonizing
of much of the wisdom of Eastern teaching
with Christianity in its purest form. To under-
stand the intellectual basis of her interpretation
we must turn to her book on Saint John's Gospel,
but the poems reveal something of the peace
and cestasy which she foind in faith, and the
Jast poem is her glorious thought about death :

“ Suddenly everywhere

("louds and waves are one,

The storm has cleared the air,
The sea holds the sun
And the blue sky—

There is no under, no above,
All is Dight, ali is love—

Is it like this when you dic ? ™

Constance had a way of talking about her
sister as though Eva were her angel, and when
the news of ISva’s death came there came to
some of us in Ircland a sharp apprehension that
we would not have Madame long. When she was
dying, just a year later, she told her fricnds,
in deep contentment, that Eva was by ber side
night and day. It was not hard to belicve that
once again *“ the night had left her doors ajar.”

Of these two women which had the greater
wisdom, the soldier or the pacifist ? No matter.
Both had an utter fearlessness before tyranny,
a reckless militant pity for the oppressed that
makes them of the kindred of Antigone. If
Bva Gore-Booth’s nature had the gentleness
of water, her spirit had also a torrent’s strength—
“ Fierce with the stored-up force of streams

that rise

In the deep waters of a Rebel will, .

The hidden waters of the Brave and Wise,
That move the earth’s heart with strange
secret powers .

Stirring the idle slumbers of the wheat,
They soak the bitter roots of the wild flowers—
The buried springs that keep the whole

world sweet.”

*Poems of Eva Gore-Booth. Complete edition
with “The Inner Life of a Child” and
“ Letters,” and a biographical introduction
by Esther Roper. With portraits. Long-
mans, Green & Co. 8/6 net.

Tt bt e (3} 9+ et v ot
THE FREE PRESS !

The best joke of the week for which we
have not offered a nickel penknife is the pro-
test by Mr. J. Crosbie, one of the proprietors
of the Cork Examiner, against the Censorship
Act. He. bases it on DBlackstone’s dictum :
‘“ The liberty of the Press is, indeed, essential
to the nature of a free State.”” The liberty of
the Press, ye Gods ! It may have once existed
in Ireland, but that was not in our time.
To-day the daily Press is cowed even by the
C.1.D. whose outrages, persecutions, arrests it
is afraid to publish. ‘‘ The liberty of the
Press ' pleaded for by an owner of tha Cork
Eraminer—that is more than a joke ; ibis an
occasion !

—

D. McDEVITT,

18 KILDARE STREET,
High-Class Ladies’ and Gents’ Tailor,

Irish Tweeds, Serges & Overcoatings
) Always in Stock.

Suits from £510 0
Overcoats from £5 0 0
'All Garments Made on the Premises.

This Week in other Years

October 31—Some time in the third century.

Samhain live at Tara. For days past the five
great roads of Ireland had been thronged with
people, some walking, others riding, the richer
folk in their private chariots. There were mer-
chants, musiciansg, professional entertainers from
all purts of the island, traders from Britain,
Gaul and the shores of the Baltic ; perhaps, here
and there, the lean face and keen cyes of a Roman
ofticer, surveying the scene and wondering if
this people could be subdued ay the Britons had
been., It would not be casy. Marshalled along
the plain there were lines upon lines of well-
drilled Fianna, These men knew Roman discipline
and organisation. The huge crowds were regu-
Jated, housed and fed with perfect system. There
wax no brawling. Goll mac Morna, commander
of the Iianna of Ireland, had seen to that.

THE BANQUETING HALL.

Night fell, and the crowded plain with its
multitude of houses, pavilions and tents, was
quict. Thisx night no one who could avoid it
wished to be out of doors. The pagan gods of
the Gaedhil were still names of awe, and Samhain
Eve was their night of power. At Tara the
banqueting hall of the High-King was a blazoe
of colour. The light from long rows of enormous
candles shone on the faces of the guests and on
their silk and satin dresses, blue, red, yellow and
green. At the head of the table sat the High-
King, and, beneath him in order of rank, kings,
pocts, judges, and the chiefs of the TFianna.
Very near him were Goll mac Morna, Caoilte
mac Ronain, a thin man with the figure of an
athlete, and Conan mac Morna. Conan’s harsh
laughter rang out above the murmur of talk,
He was tactless and offensive ag usual, but few
lared to question him. The sons of Morna were
all-powerful with the King. There had been a
time when the Fianna had another leader,
Cumbhal, but Cumhal was dead this ecighteen
years, and his kindred and friends hunted down
and killed to the last man.

THE LOST CHIEFTAIN.

To the last man ? Goll mac Morna’s mind
turned, as it often had turned in these eighteen
years, to the story of Cumhal’s son. Suppose
it was true that he had left a son who had been
carried off to a forest in Munster and brought
up there by two women. Suppose the imaginary
son had inherited Cumhal’s strength, beauty
and cunning. Could this youth count on the old
loyalty of the Fianna to his father ?

But these were the idlest of fancies. The
imagination played tricks with the strongest
mind on the night of Samhain. The banquet was
over and the story-tellers were telling tales of
fairics and encbanters. An ceriec spell scemed
to creep over the audience as they listened to the
familiar story of the magician from Sliabh
Gullion who used to descend on Tara this night.
They almost heard his giant feet splashing
through the Boyne, felt the earth trembling,
and were thrown into a sleecp of enchantment
by his music. When all were lulled asleep he
would consume the building and every building
at Tara by a blast of fire.

A BREATH OF THE FOREST.

Suddenly, and in real earnest, the great doors
of the hall were opened. The night sky beyond
showed brilliant with stars and the tall figure
which stood in the entrance seemed clothed in a
frosty white nimbus. To excited minds, fired
by strong wine and by the story-teller’s art,
that figure seemed of more than human pro-
portions. For a moment the chosen men of
Ireland cowered in fear. Then the doors closed,
as if of their own accord, and the stranger walked
slowly up the hall—as calmly as if he knew
nothing of the thousand arms which waited to
strike him dead. He was a youth of great
size and strength, but no giant or magician.
He brought a breath of the forest into that
civilised building, for he wore no mantle of silk,
no brooch of bright gold or helmet of shining
bronze, but was dressed in the skins of wolves
and wild boars. He looked as if he had seldom
slept beneath a roof, but he had not the appear-
ance of a savage. His face, under silvery white
hair, was fresh, youthful and very noble. Goll
mac Morna’s jewelled drinking cup slipped from
his hand upon the floor. He knew that face.
It was the face of Cumbhal—Cumbhal, pierced
with numberless wounds, lying dead on the
field of Cnucha near Ath Cliath. The stranger
approached the throne and made a deep reverence.
The High-King, the only man in the hall who had
shown neither fear nor surprise, asked calmly :
“Who are you ?”” And Goll knew the answer
before it came. “I am Fionn, the son of
Cumbhal.”
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YOUNG IRELAND
LOOKS FORWARD

The Nation of the Future

By DOROTHY MACARDLE.

[ The  following report on the Jissays on
“Irelund Twenty-five Years Henee,” submnitied
for our competition, has beew writlen by Miss
Dorothy Macardle at the Editor's request. |

There are so many faint hearts in Ireland
{o-day—so much discouragement is in the air,
that to read the prophecies of these boys and
girls was a very inspiriting pleasure indeed.
There is no despondency, it would seem, 1n
the generation which they represent.

Our only disappointment is that the com-
petitors were so few—only fourteen essays
were sent in; but there was compensation
in the quality and variety of these ; every one
of the writers had something interesting to

say.

The Ingenuity of Youth.

Much ingenuity was shown in the openings
and varigus devices were employed for bridg-
ing the gulf of twenty-five years. Gearoid
0 Foghludha's account purports to he " an
extract from a Student’s History of Ireland,
published in the year 2129 "; two competitors
invent men who, having lost their memory,
have to be informed when they recover, as
to the national events of the guarter cen-
tury which they have missed. Anna
O'Halloran returns, in her private aeroplane,
from a long exile, on June 3rd, 1955. Henry
Behan is carried through the years in a
dream, hearing the wild, confused noises of
birth and death, labour and war.

The Abolition of War.
" Only one of all the essayists imagines that
the world will have abolished war. John

0'Mahony writes :

“ Tor years, the wisest and cleverest men in the
world, representatives of every nation, have held
council, as a result of which numerous pacts and
laws were drawn up, which ontlawed war and
proved that the greatest differences could be
settled peacefully, and to each party’s satisfaction.”

All the others, however, imagine Ireland un-
divided and free. No one can blame the
young writers if they fail to tell us how that
freedom is to bhe achieved. It happens, in
most of the essays, ‘‘ as if by magic.”” The
Republic, in one, is simply ‘‘ declared,” and
England,

““ deeming discretion the better part of valour
: sends messages congratulating the Ivish
people upon their move towards independence,
which independence was ¢ so gratifying to the im-
petwous Gaelic temperament. ”

Others foresee war between England and
America. The writer who shows the best
political knowledge and understanding is
_ John O’Shea.

Fascination of Machinery.

Ireland is free and united ; the Irish
language is heard throughout the couniry ;
emigration has ceaséd and the people of
Ireland can find a livelihood at home: on
these points all are agreed. Industries are
flourishing, mines working ; the fisheries are
protected ; farmers receive Government aid ;
‘* electricity is the servant of rich and poor ™’ ;
the Shannon scheme has provided power
without smoke and grime and the cities are
bright and clean. The Drumm Battery has
made travel swift, quiet and cheap.

The progress of machinery fascinates girls
and boys alike, and the potentialities of
speed. ‘‘ Ships and aeroplanes can he con-
trolled by radio,”” John O'Mahony writes,
and adds :;

“A person can hreakfast in Dublin, lunch in
Rome, dine in Paris, have tea in Cork, and spend
a pleasant evening with a friend in London, with-
out, the slightest inconvenience.”

Another alarming boy is Andrew Ryan,
who foresees miniature skyscrapers, and
buses that go like moving palaces through the
crowded streets. TFrom these one turns
almost with relief to Ulick Corkery, who

banishes nearly all motors, so that pedes-
Lrians read the newspapers while walking 1m
ihe middle of the road. He realises the value
of horse-traffic to the farmers.

A vast city with fashionable suburbs and
conerete boulevards is the dream of one com-
petitor, while others would like to see com-
fortable little honses with gardens scattered
all over the land, and even the lowliest
linked to the best by good roads and by radio.
sibhlin Ni Phollaird thinks that the rush to
the towns will be stopped and that the people
living in the country will have llpl'az'les,
dance-halls and picture houses. Exiles Te-
turning from America will endow lbraries,

another girl writes.

Fashions a la Government !

Some of the competitors, in their en-
thusiasm for things national, would provoke
a counter-revolution, one fears! * Special

¢lothes to be worn by men and women by

arder of the Government,” and the prohibition
of all foreign films are among drastic proposals
advanced. .

It is satisfactory to find that in spite of their
natural interest in speed, machinery and the
cyowth of cities, most of the girls and
hoys realise that Ireland is an agriculiural
country and that the best source of prosperity
should be on the farms. Suibhd Ni Chibuiin
(who wrote her essay in Irish, and in a
heautiful script), imagines the pasture-lands
divided into farms on which crops are
grown; PEnda Somers, too, visualises vast
tracts covered with grain, vegetables and
fruit.

Madge Kilroy describes how the plantation
of trees reduces the importation of timber,
and Nuala Ni Dhdlaigh writes: * Trees cover
bogs and hills, the result being that big paper
factories are spread over the country, and the
climate is much warmer.”

Seen from an Aeroplane.

Anna O'Halloran, whose long essay shows
both thought and knowledge, writes : *‘ The
Land Annuities that for years had been
handed over to good John Bull, were now
used to’ help the farmer and his family.”
The fisheries, also, have been protected by
the Government, and she sees from her aero-
plane wonderful boats, and the sheds where
the fish are packed and sent direct to the
markets. The fishermen’s families work at
gardening, weaving and spinning, and make
in their own homes rugs, lace and toys.
Lessons in practical matters are broadcast ;
there are great colleges where people are
trained in the use of electricity and radio ;
there are vast aerodromes and busy ports ; to
every part of Ireland she ascribes an appro-
priate industry ; the men are trained as
soldiers, but the standing army ‘is small ;
everyone speaks Irish and-everyone has work.
Hers is a prosperous Ireland, certainly.

- On practical matters concerning the pros-
perity of the country, these young essayists
show not only wide-awake intelligence but
clear and informed thought. If they study
hard and master the economic problems of
the country they should give Ireland valuable
service in the years to come. The ideal of
nearly all, too, is a democratic and just ideal
~§hgy imagine the people as a whole, not a
privileged minority only, as living in comfort
and peace.

Something Lost !

One feels a shade of anxiety, all the s
The Ireland that they would );nake, wouai:in ?t
not, in spite of all that it might have gained,
have lost something more precious—something
that no money can buy? Are they not ne-
glecting, in their ardour for material progress
things that Ireland still treasures, though 50
much of the Western world has let them go?
The character of the people, Thomas Markham
thinks, will change ; *“ the Irish nature will

appear harder and hospitality be less in
evidence than of old.” That is a distressing
forecast.

The essays that were: pleasantest 1o
were those which showed that their wrif:gg

while anxious to see the country pros '
care for other things as Wells-r---rt)'ea,li%gr-'0 &Sé
beauty of Ireland's glens and mountains, love

her music, dream that great poets will arise, -

and who believe that the people will remem.
ber, twenty-five years from pnow, the x%r:n
and women who suffered to set them free,

This Week in other Years
THE WILD GEESE

3 February, 1702—Irish Brigade Saves
Cremona,

Mujor Dan O’ Mahony is in the barrack square,
And just siz hundred Irish lads are wailing
for him there.
Says he, * Come in your shirt,
And you won't take any hurt,
For the morning air is pleasant in Cremona.”

—CONAN DoOYLE.

In the winter of 1702, Cremona, a fortified
town in the north of Italy, was held against
the Austrians by 8,000 French iroops under
Marshal Villeroi. They included about 600
men of the Irish Brigade—the regiments of
Dillon and Burke. One morning the town
was surprised by the Austrians. A treacherous
citizen showed them a secret way in—through
an ancient Roman sewer—and at daybreak
Prince Eugene, the Austrian Commander-in-
Chief, was almost master of Cremona, while
the French were still asleep. In order to
secure the town he had to capture a cerlain
gateway, and this gateway was held by thirty-
five Irishmen, who, as a military historian
says, ‘" were not asleep on their posts like
others of the garrison.”

Fighting in Their Shirts.

The thirty-five Irishmen drove back the
Austrians at the point of the bayonet. Mean-
while their comrades in barracks, hearing the
firing in the streets, seized their arms and
rushed out half-dressed—some, according to
legend, in nothing but their shirts. (It was
a very cold morning.) They fought without a
pause from daybreak to noon, and it was en-
tirely due to the stand which they made at
this particular quarter of the town that the
French were able to rally and drive Prince
Bugene out of Cremona with a loss of 2,000
men. O'Conor, in his Military Memoirs of the
Irish Nation, paid a tribute to the valour of
these countrymen of ours in a cause not their
oWn—

Surprised in their beds, obliged to march in their
shirts in the obscurity of night through streets filled
with cavalry, meeting death at every step; scattered
in small bodies, without officers to lead them, fighting
for ten hours, without food or clothes, in the depth
of winter, yet recovering gradually every post, and
ultimately forcing the enemy to a precipitate retreat.

Irishmen on Opposite Sides.

Nearly half the two Irish regiments were
killed, - wounded, or taken prisoners. The
pity of it was that many of Eugene's forces
were also Irish. His galloper, Major Francis
MacDonnell, took Marshal Villeroi prisoner.
Poor MacDonnell was killed in battle shortly
after, fighting against the French. His uncle,
Captain Tiernan O’Rorke, was on the French
side, while Tiernan's son, Rev. Dr. O'Rorke,

was chaplain and secretary to Prince Eugene. -

[That this blood were for Ireland.]

GRIFFIN'S

HOME MADE JAM.

Large Jar Stoneless Plum—1/1’
Do. Apricot—1/1 /
Do. Gooseherry—1 /-
Do. Orange Marmalade—1/~
Jars 1d. extra, allowed for on return.

Branches—58a Thomas Street. 39 W 85
133 Summerhill, pdved. Bl

Made at—St. Anthony’s Jam and Conféctionery ;

Works, 1 Esmond Avenue, Fairview.
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To make the Couniry
SELF-SUFFICIENT
- We must supply our own .needs.
We can supply all its needs in
- Insurance.

Keep your money at home by insur-
ing with— T

THE NEW IRELAND ASSURANCE
COMPANY, LTD,
| 12 Dawson Street,
Dublin, C 2. (Box 71.)
M.L.O RAGHALLAIGH, :
- Managing Director.

Telephones: 5455, 5458,
Telegrams; ¢ Eirenua, Dublin,”
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25 ST. STEPHEN'S (

“ A Noise in the Street.”

B8y DOROTHY MACARDLE.

It is nobt often that the theatre provides the
stimulous  of  controversy combined with
strong dramatic action and emaotional appeal,
or that it sends playgoers home to sit up

‘half the night wrestling with dilemmas

which the play presents. ** A Noise in the
Street ™’ is especially exciting perhaps to the
irish mind, because the moral and psycho-
logical issues which entangle the characters
are akin to those which have tormented us
in recent years.

To sav that Mr. Schofield’s play 1s ** pro-
paganda '’ is only a half-truth : a plea against
neecdless war-making it certainly 1s, but the
difficulties of finding a path to peace are
shown with €0 much insight that a sense of
compassion for humanity, caught in the toils
of its own ignorance, is the feeling that
remains.

AN APPEAL TO THE PEOPLE.
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