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Ireland as It Is, and as It
Would Be Under Home Rule

SPECIAL COMMISSIONER'S
PREFACE

Irish Loyalists will not soon forget the early part of 1893.
Arriving in Dublin in March, it at once became evident that
the industrial community regarded Home Rule, not with the
academical indifference attributed to the bulk of the English
electorate, but with absolute dismay; not as a possibility which
might be pleasantly discussed between friends, but as a wholly
unnecessary measure, darkly iniquitous, threatening the total
destruction of all they held dear. English lukewarmness was
hotly resented, but the certainty that England must herself
receive a dangerous if not a mortal wound, was scant comfort
to men who felt themselves on the eve of a hopeless struggle for
political, nay, even for material existence. This was before the
vast demonstrations of Belfast and Dublin, before the memorable
function in the Albert Hall, London, before the hundreds of
speakers sent forth by the Irish Unionist Alliance had visited



England, spreading the light of accurate knowledge, returning to
Ireland with tidings of comfort and joy. The change in public
feeling was instant and remarkable. Although from day to day
the passage of the Bill through the Commons became more and
more a certainty, the Irish Unionists completely discarded their
fears, resuming their normal condition of trust and confidence.
Mr. H.L. Barnardo, J.P., of Dublin, aptly expressed the universal
feeling when he said: —

"We have been to England, and we know three things, — that
the Bill will pass the Commons, that the Lords will throw it out,
and that the English people don't care if they do."

This accounted for the renewed serenity of the well-doing
classes, whose air and attitude were those of men thankful
for having narrowly escaped a great danger. The rebound
was easily observable in cities like Dublin and Belfast, where
also was abundantly evident the placid resignation of the
Separatist forces, whose discontent with the actual Bill and
profound distrust of its framer, superadded to an ever-increasing
qualmishness inevitably arising from acquaintance with the
prospective statesmen of an Irish Legislature, caused them to
look forward to the action of the Lords with ill-disguised
complacency. In regions more remote the scattered Loyalists
lacked the consolation arising from numbers and propinquity
to England, and accordingly their tremors continued, and, in a
smaller degree, continue still. To them the Bill is a matter of life
and death; and while their industry is crippled, their mental peace



is destroyed by the ever-present torture of suspense.

As to the merits of the case for Home Rule, I would
earnestly ask fair-minded opponents to remember that during
my wanderings I met with numbers of intelligent and
honourable men, both Scots and English, who having come
to Ireland as earnest, nay, even by their own confession, as
bigoted Gladstonians, had changed their opinions on personal
acquaintance with the facts, and strove with all the energy of
conscientious men who had unwittingly led others astray, to
repair, so far as in them lay, the results of their former political
action. And it should be especially noted that of all those I so met
who had arrived in Ireland as Home Rulers, not one retained his
original faith. A very slight process of inductive reasoning will
develop the suggestiveness of this incontestible fact.

Readers will hardly require to be reminded that the letters
were written, not in studious retirement with ample time at
command, but for a Daily Paper, at the rate of nearly eight
newspaper columns a week, in the intervals of travel and inquiry,
often under grave difficulties and with one eye on the inexorable
clock. The precepts of the Master were of necessity ignored: —

Sepe stylum vertas, iterum que digna legi sint
Scripturus; neque, te ut miretur turba labores Contentus
paucis lectoribus.

But before committing them to paper, the facts were sifted
with scrupulous care, and where personal investigation was
impracticable, nothing was adduced except upon evidence of



weight and authority sufficient to prove anything. And as during
a six months' hue and cry of the Nationalist press of Ireland,
aided and abetted by some English prints, no single statement
was in any degree shaken, the letters have re-appeared precisely
as at first.

R.J.B,
Special Commissioner of the Birmingham Daily Gazette.



EDITOR'S REVIEW

The Birmingham Daily Gazette of August 18, 1893, thus
summed up the labours of its Special Commissioner: — We
publish to-day the last of our Special Commissioner's letters on
"Ireland As It Is." His task has been an arduous one, and not
without a strong element of personal danger. That he has been
kept under the close observation of the Irish police; that they
have frequently given him timely warning of personal danger;
that he has dared to go to places in County Clare when the
police warned him to refrain, and his native car-driver refused to
venture, are facts which he has modestly abstained from bringing
into the prominence they deserved. We must necessarily speak
of the merits of his labour with a certain measure of reserve,
but the many letters which lie before us are at least a gratifying
proof that his work has been appreciated, and that it has cast
new lights upon the Irish problem. To the simple direction, "State
nothing that you cannot stand by," he has been faithful even
beyond our most sanguine hopes. A stranger in a strange land
seeking information wherever it can be found, and compelled
on many occasions to accept the statements made to him, may
easily be led into error. It is to the credit of our Commissioner
that he has withheld some of the most sensational stories retailed
to him, because he had not an opportunity of verifying them
in detail. The notorious Father Humphreys, of Tipperary, will



not soon forget his experience of giving the lie to the Gazette;
neither will those who organised an "indignation" meeting at
Tuam be likely to congratulate themselves upon having stung
our Commissioner into retaliation. It may be recalled as an
illustration of the desperate efforts made to discredit him that
after he had attended a Nationalist meeting at Dundalk he was
denounced as a "liar" and a "pimp" because he had stated that
he was invited to address the score of persons who had "met in
their thousands" to shake the foundations of the British Empire.
His assailants fiercely declared that he was not invited to speak;
he was only informed that he might address the meeting if he
desired to do so!

Our Commissioner has travelled about four thousand miles
since he started last March. He has taken no lop-sided view
of Ireland. The prosperous North has been contrasted with
the stagnant South, and the causes of their difference have
been explained. The splendid work of industrial development
inaugurated in the poverty-stricken West by that greatest of
all Irish Secretaries, Mr. Balfour, has been compared with the
mischievous encouragements of idleness, the lavish professions
of sentimental sympathy, and the dogged refusals of substantial
help since the present Government took office. Above all,
our Commissioner has provided conclusive evidence that Irish
Nationalism is a mere delusive sham — a paltry euphemism for the
predatory passion which a succession of professional agitators
have aroused in the hearts of the people. If the Land Question



could be settled, there would be an end of the clamour for
independence and of the insensate shrieking against British rule.
With a definite stake in the country the peasantry upon whom
the Nationalist agitation mainly relies would cease to place their
faith in the impecunious and blatant scoundrelism which fattens
upon the discord and misery which it provokes in the name of
Patriotism. Our Commissioner believes that the priests, who have
an even stronger hold upon the people than the politicians, would
find their power weakened if it were possible to greatly extend
the system of peasant proprietary which it was the purpose of
the Land Purchase of 1891 to foster. Land hunger lies at the root
of Irish disaffection, and the Romish hierarchy have found in
the deep-rooted prejudices and the ignorant superstitions of the
people a foundation upon which they have reared an appalling
superstructure of social and spiritual tyranny. Politicians have
taught the peasantry to believe that they have been robbed of
the land which is their only means of subsistence in a country
that is destitute of mineral wealth, that lacks capital, and is
overshadowed by the enormous commercial energy of Great
Britain. The priests have adopted the theses of politicians, and
have brought the terrors of their sacred calling into play in order
to make themselves the masters of the people.

Home Rule would be the signal for a ghastly civil war, ruinous
to Ireland, and fatal to that spirit of religious toleration by
which the Roman Catholics and the Protestants have obtained
equal rights of citizenship under the rule of the Queen and the



Imperial Parliament. The cultured Roman Catholics of England
and Ireland look with pain and regret at the insensate bigotry and
domineering intolerance which made the exposures in County
Meath possible. They see in these wild claims of absolutism
in the domain of temporal as well as spiritual affairs, a grave
danger to all pure religion. They perceive that the revival of
the old sectarian passions in Ireland cannot fail to react on
Great Britain, and even if the Keltic priesthood triumphed over
the Ulster Protestants their victory would be a fatal one to
all who hold by the Roman Catholic faith in England. Home
Rule would bring misery and disaster in its train, and even
the Parnellite section of the Irish people, who have shaken off
clerical domination, tremble at the prospect of it while nine-
tenths of their co-religionists are destitute of personal freedom.
We must find the solution of Ireland's disaffection in another
way, and mainly by a bold handling of the agrarian question,
which lies at the root of all. The task before the Unionist party
is not a light one. They must crush the Nationalist conspiracy,
and uproot the fantastic hopes which unscrupulous men have
implanted in the minds of an ignorant and credulous people.
They must extend the noble system of practical aid to Ireland
so successfully inaugurated by Mr. Balfour in his light railway,
fishery, and agricultural development schemes. And they must
mitigate the friction between owners and occupiers of the soil
by making it easy and profitable for tenants and landlords alike
to avail themselves of British credit in terminating a relationship



which has been fraught with occasions of bitter hostility and
mistrust. Under such a policy we can see bright prospects of a
happy future for the sister island, but under the policy of Home
Rule we see only the lowering clouds of civil war and the dark
shadows of reawakened religious animosity.



No. 1. - THE SPIRIT
OF THE CAPITAL

By the Spirit of the Capital I do not mean, as an Irishman
would tell you, Jameson's whiskey, nor yet the vivifying soul of
Guinness's double stout, but the mental posture of the dwellers
in Dublin with reference to Home Rule. There can be no doubt
of the interest prevailing in the Irish metropolis. The people
are wrought into a fever-heat of expectancy and intense nervous
excitement. Home Rule is the only topic of conversation. In
hotels, on the steamers, in railway carriages, on tramcars, in the
market-place, on the steps of the temples, at the corners of the
streets, in the music halls, the wondering stranger hears of Home
Rule, Home Rule, Home Rule, first, last, midst, and without end.

Obviously so much discussion shows difference of opinion,
divergency of conception, conflicting interests. It is borne in
upon you that the Irish people are far from agreed as to what
Home Rule means, and that every individual has his own pet
notion, the various theories differing as widely as the education
and social position of their proposers. But the most striking
feature in the attitude of Dublin is undoubtedly the intense,
the deep-rooted, the perfervid hatred of the bill shown by
the better sort of people, the nervous anxiety of the law-
abiding classes, the undisguised alarm of everybody who has



anything to lose, whether commercial men, private traders,
manufacturers, or the representatives of learning and culture.
The mere shadow of Home Rule has already seriously affected
stocks and securities, has brought about withdrawal of capital,
and is sending both English and Irish commercial travellers home
empty-handed. Sir Howard Grubb, maker of the great telescope
of the Lick Observatory, America, an Irishman whose scientific
and commercial successes are a glory to his country, and whose
titular honours have been won by sheer force of merit, declares
that the passing of the Home Rule Bill will be the signal heralding
his departure to England, with plant and working staff, and that
he has been preparing for this since 1886. One of the largest
booksellers in the city tells me that, acting in conjunction with
others of the trade, during the last six weeks no orders have been
given to English travellers, adding — and thoughtful people should
find this highly suggestive — "The Dublin Unionists are the people
who have the money and the education. The people who have
money to spend are becoming excessively careful. They know not
what may be in store, but they fear that if Home Rule becomes
law they will be ruined, and more than ninety-five per cent. of
my customers are Unionists."

Further inquiry confirmed the statement that the book-buying
community are practically Unionists to a man. The same figures
hold good among the Irish Quakers. Ninety-five per cent. is the
proportion given to me by an eminent Friend, no stranger to
Birmingham, intimately known to Alderman White and three



generations of the Cadbury family. He said, "Irish Quakers are
Unionists, because they are on the spot, because they understand
the subject, because they know what will follow, because they
share the dangers of the threatened revolution. What may be
the proportion of Home Rulers among the English Friends I do
not know, but probably the Gladstonians have a majority, for
precisely opposite reasons to those I have stated, that is, — they
are not on the spot, do not understand the matter, are unable to
see what will take place, and regard themselves as safe, whatever
happens." The Irish Quakers have issued a manifesto which
should weigh with their English brethren and with the country
at large. The Quakers know their way about. Their piety has
not blunted their perceptive faculties, has not taken the edge off
their keenness. Their reputation for shrewdness is equal to their
reputation for integrity, which is saying a good deal. With them
the innocence of the dove is happily combined with considerable
wisdom of the serpent. And at least ninety-five per cent. of the
Irish Quakers are earnest Unionists.

But although the deep concern of the respectable classes of
the Irish capital is calculated to fill the wandering Englishman
with grave uneasiness, it is not all tragedy. The Dubliners
must have their fun, and, like the Parisians, will sport with
matters of heaviest import. The poorer classes treat the universal
subject lightly, as beseems men who have nothing to lose and
everything to gain. The prevailing trait in their mental attitude is
incredulousness. You cannot make them believe that the bill will



pass. "We'll get Home Rule when a pair o' white wings sprouts
out o' me shoulders an' I fly away like a blackbird," said an
old market woman with great emphasis; and a Dublin jackeen,
piloting an American over the city, said: "This, Sorr, is College
Green, an' that, Sorr, is Thrinity College, an' that Sorr," — here he
pointed to the grand pile opposite the College — "that Sorr, is the
grate buildin' in which the Irish Parliament is not going to meet!"
At one of the music halls an old woman (Ireland) is represented
as buying a coffin for a deceased son named "Home Rule" Bill,
when the following conversation occurs: —

"Is it an oak or an elm coffin ye want?"

"Ah, thin, just a chape deal coffin, shure — wid a few
archangels on the lid."

"Will ye want any trimmings?"

"Arrah, what d'ye mane by trimmin's?"

"Trimmings for the coffin."

"Bad luck to yer trimmin's. What would 1 want wid them?
Sure 'twas 'trimmin's' that kilt him!"

It is hoped that Saxon readers will see this subtle joke when I
explain that "delirium" should come before "trimmin's."

Underneath the incredulity of the lower classes — and be
it observed that their incredulity is obviously based on an
instinctive feeling that the claims and arguments of their own
party are alike preposterous — underneath this vein of unbelief
is a vein of extraordinary credulity. Poverty is to be at once
and for ever abolished. "The millions an' millions that John Bull



dhrags out iv us, to kape up his grandeur, an' to pay soldiers to
grind us down, we'll put into our own pockets, av you plaze,"
was the answer vouchsafed to an inquiry as to what advantages
were expected from the passing of the Home Rule Bill. The
speaker was a political barber. Another of the craft said, in
answer to the same query, "Well, Sorr, I think we have a right
to our indipindence. Sure, we'd be as sthrong as Switzerland
or Belgium." A small farmer from the outlying district thought
that rents would be lowered, that money would be advanced to
struggling tenants, that great public works would be instituted,
and plainly intimated that all these good things and many more
had been roundly promised by the Home Rule leaders, and that
he, for one, fully believed that all would duly come to pass, once
the Bill were carried, which happy event he never expected to
see. Every man was to be a kind of king in his own country,
evictions were to be utterly unknown; the peasantry were to live
rent free, under a visionary scheme of which he had all the absurd
particulars; the old sporting maxim reminding farmers that
landlord shooting begins on January 1st and ends on December
31st was to become obsolete by reason of a complete extinction
of the species — only an odd one being occasionally dug out of
the bogs along with trunks of bog-oak and skeletons of the great
Irish elk; while the family pig, which, having for ages occupied
a responsible position in the matter of "Rint," is understood to
be an inveterate landlord-hater, will be released from his delicate
situation, will be relieved from his harassing anxieties, will no



longer be sacrificed to the exigencies of the occasion; but, on the
contrary, will peacefully expire of old age, surrounded by every
tribute of respect. The dirtiest of the Dubliners hold opinions
as to the marvellous results of Home Rule more adapted to
their own positions and pursuits, but apparently on the same
plane, no whit higher in the scale of intelligence. They regard
the English as their natural enemies, and the lower you go the
more truculent they become. One and all they hold the belief,
industriously instilled by agitators, that the poverty of Ireland
is due to the aggrandisement of England, that the bulk of Irish
taxation flows into English coffers, and is used for English
purposes to the exclusion of Ireland, and this they have swallowed
and insist upon, in defiance of common reason and the evidence
of their senses. The instinct of patriotism is not en évidence. The
dominant passion is cupidity, and nothing higher; sheer greed
of gain, lust of possession, and nothing nobler. Selfishness and
the hope of plunder are the actuating impulses at the poll; crass
ignorance and bitter prejudice the mental disposition of the lower
class of voters. Four hours' slumming convinced me of this, and
must convince anyone. "We'll bate the English into the say," said
a resident in the sweet region yclept Summer Hill. "Whin we
get the police in our hands an' an army of our own, we'd sweep
them out o' the counthry av we only held cabbage-shtalks. Ireland
for the Irish, an' to hell wid John Bull! Thim's my sintiments."
And those are the "sintiments" of his class. I have spent days
among the Irish Home Rulers without having once heard of the



Union of Hearts. The phrase serves well enough to tickle the
simple souls of the long-eared but short-headed fraternity of
pseudo-philosophical-philanthropists across the water, but it has
no currency in Ireland.

Like the country folks the city slummers believe that unheard-
of advantages would follow the great Bill, and, unconsciously
parodying Sancho Panza, say in effect, "Now blessings light
on him who first invented Home Rule! it covers a man all
over, thoughts and all, like a cloak; it is meat for the hungry,
drink for the thirsty, heat for the cold, and cold for the hot."
The bare thought of the coming Paradise illuminates their dirty
visages. Like the lunatic, the lover, and the poet, they are of
imagination all compact, and, unlike the character mentioned by
the Bard, they "can hold a fire in their hands, By thinking on the
frosty Caucasus, And cloy the hungry edge of appetite By bare
imagination of a feast; And wallow naked in December snow By
thinking on fantastic summer's heat."

Meanwhile, they lounge about in idleness, hugging their
misery, discussing the "bating" of the Unionist party, or, as |
saw them yesterday evening, listening to the crooning of an
ancient female gutter-snipe, a dun-coloured heap of decrepit
wretchedness, chanting the great future of the Irish Parliament
in a picturesque and extraordinary doggerel anent the "larned
reprisintatives of the Oirish na-a-tion. Promiscu-o-ous they
shtand in em-u-la-a-tion." The small shopkeepers, once ardent
Nationalists, seem to be changing their minds. One of them



confided to me the fact that he and his fellows, brought actually
face to face with the possibility that the end of their aspirations
and agitations would be attained, were beginning to ask whether,
after all, taxation would be remitted, whether indeed the rates
would not be heavier, and whether the moneyed people would
remain in the country at all. Hearing on all sides these and similar
confessions, accompanied by urgent admonitions of secrecy,
you begin to ask whether the past conduct of these enlightened
voters had any more substantial basis than a cantankerous and
unreasonable discontent, superadded to an Irishman's natural
love of fighting. The leaders of the Separatist party have made
the most frantic efforts to win over the police, but apparently
without much success. The Dublin constabulary, a body of
1,300 men, is totally separate and distinct from the Royal Irish
Constabulary, but I have reason to believe that the feeling of both
forces is averse to Home Rule. Said a sergeant yesterday, "John
Bull may have faults, but," and here he winked expressively, "but
—he pays!" Then he went on — "I am a Westmeath man, a Roman
Catholic, an' as good an Irishman as any of thim; an' I'd like
Home Rule if it was local self-government, what they call the gas
an' wather management, or the like of that. But although I've the
highest respect for my counthry, an' for my counthrymen, I'd like
to feel that my pay was in better hands, and — what is of more
importance — my pension, afther 30 years' service."

Here was a complete lack of confidence, but my friend had
more to say. He referred to the provisions of the bill, spoke



of the six years' arrangement, and on this point exhibited great
native shrewdness. "How do we know we'll be employed for six
years, once the Irish leaders get matters in their own hands? They
may promise fairly enough, but they would be subject to several
influences which might prevint thim kaping their promise. First
of all, when they had the power, they would naturally like to
manage things their own way — an' not to be altogether bound
down so hard an' fast by their engagement with the English
Parliament. Then, although they profess such friendship, they
don't altogether like us. We may tell them we are Nationalists,
an' that we're runnin' over with patriotism; but they'll tell us
that we stood by at evictions, an' that we fired on the people
at Mitchelstown. But the greatest thing of all is this — all their
counthry friends, all the terrorisers, the men that mutilated the
cattle, the village ruffians that for years have been doin' their
work, an' actin' as their spies — all these will have to be provided
for. The same with our officers, but their case is still worse.
They have had to pass a regular military examination, which
means an expensive education. They will get the go-by an' the
dirty kick-out, in order that the friends of the ruling party, who
have been so long in the desert, may be furnished with posts.
"Tis human nature, Sorr." Wherefore, the constabulary, it would
seem, may be trusted to take care of themselves, but the situation
is suggestive of serious complications, once the bill were passed.
A full private this morning told me that without the security of
the British Exchequer the force would not hold together for four-



and-twenty hours, a statement which, whatever be its value, is at
least an indication of the amount of trust which some of the Irish
people, and those not the worst informed, are disposed to place
in the distinguished assembly which, according to the authority
hereinbefore-mentioned is not to meet on College Green.

A never-ending complaint which follows you everywhere is
the supineness of the English electorate. Men whose interests are
seriously threatened, such as the better class of shopkeepers, are
unable to understand the comparative calmness of the British
public at large. Passionately they ask why England leaves them
to their fate, and strongly they urge that prompt and decided
action should be taken, if not for the sake of Ireland, then in
the interests of England herself. Disruption, pure and simple,
the breaking up of the Empire, with panic and general ruin,
are in their opinion the sure and certain concomitants of the
bill now before the House. They declare that Englishmen as
a whole, whether Gladstonians or Unionists, fail to realise the
gravity of the situation, and they lose no opportunity of saying
whenever they hear an English accent, "We don't want it, we
don't want it!" Not always do they trouble to say what is the
thing they so emphatically reject. "Pardon me, Sir, but are you
English?" Receiving an affirmative the rejoinder comes at once,
and forcefully, "We don't want it, we don't want it! Tell the
English people that if they knew all they would not entertain
the idea for a moment." The phrase meets you everywhere, is
roared at you in chorus in commercial rooms, haunts you in your



sleep, and, if they would own it, must be painfully suggestive to
Gladstonian visitors. But there are none so blind as those who will
not see, none so deaf as those who will not hear. It is impossible
to withhold sympathy with the indignation and mental anxiety of
these industrious men, who have made Dublin what she is, and
whose only notion of happiness is the fulfilment of duty, their
sole means of acquiring wealth or middleclass comfort, hard and
honest work. That the backbone of the city should stand with
their fortunes subject to the will of a few unscrupulous agitators
is indeed, as they say, an inscrutable dispensation of Providence.

Help, however, is at hand. As Hercules hangs backward in
their need they have determined to help themselves. During the
Easter recess both Ireland and England will be made to ring with
denunciations of Home Rule, denunciations uttered for the most
part by Irishmen. Orators will go forth throughout the length and
breadth of both islands, with the object of laying the truth of the
matter before the people — demonstrating the dire results which
the most intelligent almost unanimously predict. There will be
no lack of funds — Catholics and Protestants are subscribing,
among the former the grandson of Daniel O'Connell, the great
Liberator of Ireland. Money is literally pouring into the offices
of the Irish Unionist Alliance. Little Roman Catholic Tralee, in
the heart of Kerry, one of the most disturbed districts, has sent
several hundreds. In three weeks the subscriptions have reached
£20,000. That ought to be enough to enable Irish Unionists not,
as one said to me, "to enlighten the English people. We do not



presume to so much. But we will try to let some of the Darkness
out."
Dublin, March 28th.



No. 2. - PANIC AND DISASTER

The situation is becoming hourly more serious. The over-
excited condition of men's minds is rapidly ripening into a
panic. The impending Second Reading is driving the respectable
population of Ireland into absolute despair. The capital is
inundated by men from all parts of the kingdom anxious to
know the worst, running hither and thither, asking whether,
even at the eleventh hour, anything may be done to avert the
dreaded calamity. An eminent solicitor assures me that during
the last four-and-twenty hours a striking change of opinion
has taken place. Red-hot Home Rulers when confronted with
the looming actuality are on all sides abandoning their loudly
proclaimed political opinions. My friend's business — he is, or
has been, an ardent Home Ruler — is chiefly connected with
land conveyancing, and he declares that his office is besieged by
people anxious to "withdraw their charges" on land and house
property, that is, to recall their money advanced on mortgage,
however profitable the investment, however apparently solid the
security. He instanced the case of an estate in Cavan, bearing
three mortgages of respectively £1,000, £3,000, and £4,000, and
leaving to the borrower a clear income of £1,700 a year after all
claims were paid. The three lenders are strenuously endeavouring
to realise, the thousand-pounder being prostrate with affright, but
although the investments under normal conditions would fetch a



good premium, not a penny can be raised in any direction. The
lenders are Home Rulers, and eighty per cent. of the population
of Cavan are Roman Catholic.

The same story is heard everywhere, with "damnable
iteration." The cause of charity is suffering severely. The building
of additions to the Rotunda Hospital and the Hospital for
Consumptives, at a cost of twenty thousand pounds, has been
definitely abandoned, although three-quarters of the money has
been raised. The building trade is at a complete standstill. On
every hand contracts are thrown up, great works are put aside.
Mr. Kane, High Sheriff of Kildare, declines to proceed with
the building of his new mansion, which was to cost many
thousand pounds. Mr. John Jameson, the eminent distiller, who
also contemplated the construction of a palatial residence, which
would take years to build, has dropped the idea. The project for
the formation of a great Donegal Oyster-bed Company, which
long bade fair to prosper, and to confer a boon on the starving
peasantry of the coast, has been cast to the winds. Among the
shoals of similar occurrences which confront you at every turn,
some contain an element almost of humour. A Dublin architect
tells a quaint story of this kind. It may not be generally known in
England that the Roman Catholics of Ireland can borrow money
from John Bull for the erection of "glebe-houses," at 4 per cent.,
repayable in 49 years. In a certain recent case the priest thought
the builder's estimate too high, and, without absolutely declining
the contract, intimated that he would "wait a while." Said the



architect, "Better make up your mind before June, or you may
have the Irish Legislature to deal with." This argument acted like
magic. The good Father instantly saw its cogency, and, like every
other patriotic Nationalist whose personal interest is involved,
preferred to place himself in English hands rather than in those
of his own countrymen, and incontinently accepted the contract,
begging the architect to proceed with all haste.

A run on the Post Office Savings Bank threatens to clear out
every penny of Irish money, and why? Because it has dawned
on the small hoarders, the thrifty and industrious members of
the lower classes, that the Post Office is to be transferred to the
Irish Legislature. A friend tells me that yesterday his Catholic
cook begged for an interview. She had money in the Post Office
Savings Bank, and thereanent required advice, asking if it would
be safe till to-morrow! Following up this hint, pregnant with
meaning, though delivered in jest, I found that the feeling of
insecurity is spreading like wild fire, to the intense indignation
of those patriots who have no savings, and who are alive to
the fact that under the provisions of the proposed Act the four
millions supposed to be lying in the Post Office Savings Bank
would constitute the entire working capital, as distinguished from
current income, of the College Green Legislature. The master
of a small sub-office told me that the withdrawals at his little
place amounted to £200 per week, rising latterly to £70 per day,
and that it was necessary to get money from London to meet the
demands. Concurrently with this I learn that the Dublin Savings



Bank, an institution managed by merchants of the city, for the
encouragement of thrift, is receiving the money so withdrawn,
and this confidence is explained by the well-known fact that the
directors have publicly declared that on the passing of the Home
Rule Bill they will pay 20s. in the pound and close the bank,
in addition to which significant ultimatum they have, in writing,
declared to Mr. Gladstone, that this course of action is due to
the fact that they repudiate the security of the proposed Irish
Legislature. To put the thing in a nutshell it may be said that not
a single Irishman in or out of the country is willing to trust the
Irish Legislature with a single penny of his own money.

A curious feature of the Nationalist character is the profound
contempt expressed for Nationalist M.P.'s. Englishmen are
accustomed to speak of their own members, representing their
own opinions, with respect. Not so in Dublin. A rabid Nationalist
said to me, "I am an Irishman to the backbone. I am a Home
Ruler out-and-out. But do you think I'd trust my property
with either of the two Tims? Do you think such men as Tim
Harrington and Tim Healy are fit to be trusted with the spending
of 2 millions of money per annum? They have their job, and
they work well at their job, and the Irish people have backed
them up out of pure divilment. 'Tis mighty fine to take a rise out
of John Bull, to harass him, to worry him, to badger him out of
his seven sinses. The half of the voters never were serious, or
voted as they were told by men who expatiated on the wrongs
which have been dinned into them from infancy. But to trust



these orators with their money! Bedad, we're not all out such
omadhauns (idiots) as that! Paddy is not altogether such a fool
as he looks."

Although public feeling has suddenly deepened in intensity,
the change has been for some time in progress. I am enabled
to state on irrefragable authority, that Lord Houghton's sudden
departure from Dublin on Sunday week was entirely due to his
alarm at the shifting aspect of affairs, which rendered instant
conference with Mr. Gladstone a matter of urgent necessity. And
it should be especially noted that this change is most apparent
not in the Protestant North, not among the irreconcilable black
and heretic Ulsterites, but in Nationalist Dublin, in the Roman
Catholic south — not simply among the moneyed classes and well-
to-do shopkeepers of Dublin, but among the industrious poor,
and the small farmers of the region round about. The opinions
and feelings of the better classes have ever been dead against
the Bill, and the best portion of the poorer people are assuredly
moving in the same direction. That such is the simple fact is
undeniable. It is thrust upon you whether you will or no. You
are compelled to believe it, whatever your political creed. It
manifests itself in a variety of ways. Mr. Love, of Kildare, a
landed proprietor, now in Dublin, says that on Sunday last Dr.
Gowing, parish priest of Kill, denounced Home Rule from the
altar, and advised the people to have none of it.

The Dubliners are beginning to publicly ridicule their
Nationalist members. A bog-oak carving represents a typical



Irishman driving a "conthrairy pig," which is supposed to stand
for Tim Harrington. The interesting animal is deviating from the
right way, gazing fixedly at a milestone which bears the legend,
"IX. miles to College Green." His master gives him a cut of the
whip and a jerk of the rope, and thus addresses the wayward Tim,
"Arrah, don't be wastin' yer larnin’, radin' milestones. Ye're not
goin' to Dublin — ye're goin' to BRAY!" A Pheenix Park orator
who sang amusing songs finished his appeal for coppers thus,
"Sure, Home Rule is a splindid thing — an iligant thing intirely,
an' a blind man could see the goodness iv it wid his two eyes.
Didn't ye all know Tim Harrington whin he hadn't the price iv
his breakfast? Didn't ye know him whin he would dhrop on his
two marrowbones and thank God for the price of a shmell of
calamity-wather" (whiskey). "An' now look at him! D'ye mind
the iligant property he has outside Dublin? An ye'll all get the
like o' that, every bosthoon among yez, av ye get Home Rule. But
yez must sind me to Parlimint. Sure I have ivery quollification.
Wasn't I born among yez? Wasn't I rared among yez? Don't I
know what yez wants? An' didn't I go many a day widout a male?
Aye, that I did, an' could do it again! Sind me to Parlimint, till
I get within whisperin' distance of Misther Gladstone — within
whisperin' distance, d'ye mind me? Ye'll all get lashins of dhrink,
an' free quarthers at the Castle. An' all ye have to do is to pay
me, an' pay me well." Here the speaker laid his finger along his
nose and broke into a comic song having reference to "the broad
Atlantic," which he chanted in a brogue almost as broad as the



Atlantic itself.

The better class of vacillating Nationalists are ready to give
a plausible reason for the faith that is in them. You cannot
catch an Irish Home Ruler napping, nor will he admit that
he was ever wrong. He will talk to the average Englishman
about Irish rights and Irish wrongs, Irish virtues and Irish
abstinence from crime with a reckless disregard for truth that
can only be born of a firm belief that Irish newspapers are
never read outside Ireland, and will then walk off and plume
himself on the assumption that because he met no point-blank
contradiction he has duped his victim into believing the most
absurd mass of wild misinformation that was ever crammed
down the throats of the most gullible of his rustic countrymen.
It must be admitted that they are shrewd critics of the Bill,
of which every individual citizen, whatever his conviction, has
an annotated copy in his tail-pocket. The Dublin change of
front is ascribed to the "insulting manner in which the Bill is
drafted." The Nationalists, one and all, roundly declare, in terms
which admit of no qualification, that the present bill means
no less than separation, and while admitting that this is their
dearest aspiration, declare that England will only have herself to
thank. They complain that the word "Parliament" is never used
in the Bill when referring to the Irish Legislature, but console
themselves with the reflection that the supremacy of Parliament
proper is only mentioned in the preamble, which they rejoice to
believe is not part of the bill, and therefore is not binding in law.



The Treasury clauses they declare to have been drawn by a deadly
enemy of Ireland, but here again they find salvation in the alleged
inconsistency of the various provisions of the bill.

They accept with exceeding great joy the provision which will
enable them to deprive of their property, rights, and privileges all
existing Corporations whether incorporated under Royal Charter
or otherwise, pointing out that this means ownership and control
of the Bank of Ireland, Trinity College, and all the churches and
cathedrals, which hereafter are to be wrested from Protestant
hands and devoted to the propagandism of the Roman Catholic
faith; and that the Bill confers these powers is, they say, made
clearly evident by the clause that places these matters in the
hands of an executive "directed by Irish Act." By virtue of his
position they have already nominated Archbishop Walsh on this
executive, with other ecclesiastics of like kidney. This they admit
is a good mouthful, but they scornfully assert that while Mr.
Gladstone has left them income-tax to pay, he has also loaded
them with the Post Office, a Greek gift, which under the best
English management is worked at a loss of fifty thousand pounds
a year! The two Home Rulers who in my hearing so ruthlessly
dissected the Bill made merry over the clause which excludes
the Irish Government from all control of the "foreign mails or
submarine telegraphs or through-lines in connection therewith,"
pouring on the unhappy sentence whole cataracts of ridicule.
"We have the thing in our hands, and we are not to control its
working," said they. "The cable between England and America



passes through Ireland, will be worked by our servants, by people
who will look to us as their paymasters, and we are to have no
control!" The preposterous absurdity of the notion tickled the
entire company. "But if England does not please us, can we not
cut the cable? Can we not order our own paid servants to cease
transmitting messages, or to transmit only such as have survived
the inspection of the accredited officials of the Irish people?”
It was thought that this was reasonable and a possible, nay a
probable conjuncture, and might be used as a weapon to damage
English trade. "Let them go round or lay another cable," said one
patriot.

This sort of discussion, more or less reasonable, is everywhere
heard, and should be of some value in indicating the use Irishmen
expect to make of the Act. Not a single friendly syllable, not
a word of amicable fellowship with England, not a scintilla of
gratitude for favours past or to come, nothing but undisguised
animosity, and a fixed resolution to make every clause of the
Act a battlefield. I speak that I do know and testify that I have
seen. My personal relations with the Irish people have been and
continue to be of the most gratifying kind. In the homes of the
highest, in the great manufactories, even in the lowest slums I
have seen much that is attractive in the Irish character — much
that excites warm interest, and is calculated to attach you to
the people. I have conversed with scores of Home Rulers of
all shades, and to the query as to whether ultimate separation
is hoped for, I have received an invariable affirmative. True it



is that the answer varied in terms from the blunt "Yes" of the
uncompromising man to the more or less veiled assent of the
more cautious, but the result was in substance ever the same.
Talk about the Union of Hearts, the pacification of Ireland, the
brotherly love that is to ensue, and the Unionists turn away with
undissembled impatience, the Home Rulers with a chuckle and
a sneer. As well tell reasonable Irishmen that the world is flat,
or that a straight line between two given points is the longest, or
that the sun moves round the moon, or any other inane absurdity
contrary to the evidence of science and their senses. The English
Gladstonians who babble about brotherly love and conciliation
should move about Dublin in disguise. Disguise would in their
case be necessary to get at the truth, for Paddy is a shrewd
trickster, and delights in humbugging this species of visitor,
whom he calls "the slobbering Saxon." Then if they would return
and still vote for Home Rule they are no less than traitors to their
country and enemies to their fellow-country men.

The weather is very fine, and the fashionable resorts are
fairly well frequented, but trade daily grows worse. Wholesale
houses, says a high authority, are "not dull, but stone dead."
The pious Irish fast and pray during the week, and the great
Roman Catholic Retreat at Milltown is crowded to the limits of
its accommodation. The ladies wear a kind of half-mourning, a
stylish sort of reminder of original sin. Sackcloth and ashes in
Catholic Dublin consist of fetching brown, grey, or tan costumes,
set off with huge bunches of fragrant violets, tied with a bow



the exact shade of the flower, or a dull shade of purple, a
sort of Lenten lugubriousness particularly becoming to blonde
penitents. The ladies are indefatigable in their efforts against
Home Rule, and one distinguished canvasser for signatures to
the Roman Catholic petition has been warned by the police,
as she values her life, to leave Dublin for a time. The ruffian
class, needless to say, has undergone no change, but still demands
the bill, and this delicate lady, for years foremost in every good
and charitable work, is driven from her home by threatening
letters — that accursed resort to anonymous intimidation which so
discredits the Irish claim to superior courage and chivalry. The
Catholics of Dublin are signing numerously, but the number of
signatories by no means represents the opponents of the Bill.
Englishmen cannot be brought to realise for one moment the
system of terrorism and intimidation which prevails even in the
very heart of the capital. Parnellite spies are everywhere and
know everything, and woe to the helpless man who dares to
have a mind of his own. And not only are the poor coerced
and deprived of the liberty of the subject, but the wealthiest
manufacturers — men whose firms are of the greatest magnitude
— will caution you against using their names in connection
with anything that could give a clue to their real sentiments.
This difficulty arises everywhere and information can only be
extracted after a promise that its source shall never be disclosed.
The priests are credited with unheard-of influence among the
poor. "At the present moment the ruffians are held in leash. The



order has gone forth that pending the Home Rule debate they are
to 'be good.' But if I sign that petition, although here in Dublin,
the thing would be known at Tralee, 200 miles away, before I
reached home — and a hundred to one that the first blackguard
that passed would put a match in my thatch, would burn my
stacks, would hough or mutilate my cattle." The speaker was
a Roman Catholic farmer from Kerry. Mr. Morley, in stating
that the prosecution of the Rev. Robert Eager had ceased and
determined, was utterly wrong. The rector's cousin, Mr. W.J.
Eager, also of Tralee, told me that threatening letters with coffins
and cross-bones were still pouring in in profusion. Mr. Eager was
calmly requested to give up land which he had held for 15 years
to a man who had previously rented it, and as the good parson
failed to see the force of this argument he is threatened with a
violent death. In England such a thing could only happen in a
pantomime, but some of the Irish think it the quintessence of
reasonable action. These are the class that support the Bill; these
are the men Mr. Gladstone and his conglomeration of cranks and
faddists hope to satisfy. A brilliant kind of prospect for poor John
Bull.

Mr. John Morley should accompany me in my peregrinations
among the intelligent voters who have placed him and his great
chief in power, along with the galaxy of minor stars which
rise with the Grand Man's rising and set at his setting. "The
British Government won't allow us to work the gold mines in the
Wicklow mountains. Whin we get the Bill every man can take a



shpade, an' begorra! can dig what he wants." "The Phaynix Park
is all cramfull o' coal that the Castle folks won't allow us to dig,
bad scran to them. Whin we get the Bill wu'll sink thim mines
an' send the Castle to Blazes." But the quaintest, the funniest,
the most sweetly ingenuous of the lot was the reason given by
a gentleman of patriarchal age and powerful odour, whom I
encountered in Hamilton's Lane. He said, "Ye see, Sorr, this is
the way iv it. "Tis the Americans we'll look to, by raison that
they're mostly our own folks. They're powerful big invintors, but
bedad, they haven't the wather power to work the invintions. Now
we have the wather power, an' the invintions 'll be brought over
here to be worked. An' that'll give the poor folks imploymint."
The poor man's ignorance was doubtless dense, his credulity
amusing, his childlike simplicity interesting. But the darkness
of his ignorance was no blacker, the extent of his credulity
no more amazing, than the ignorance and credulity of English
Gladstonian speakers, who, with a Primitive Methodist accent
and a Salvation Army voice, proclaim, with a Bible twang, their
conviction that Home Rule means the friendship of Ireland.
Dublin, March 30th.



No. 3. - ULSTER'S
PREPARATIONS FOR WAR

Ulster will fight, and fight to the death. The people have
taken a resolution — deep, stern, and irrevocable. Outwardly
they do not seem so troubled as the Dubliners. They are quiet
in their movements, moderate in their speech. They show no
kind of alarm, for they know their own strength, and are fully
prepared for the worst. They speak and act like men whose
minds are made up, who will use every Constitutional means of
maintaining their freedom, and, these failing, will take the matter
in their own strong hands. Meanwhile they preserve external
calm, and systematically make their arrangements. If ever they
went through a talking stage, that is now over. They have passed
the time of discussion, and are preparing for action. If ever they
showed heat, that period also is past. They have reached the
cold stage, in which men act on ascertained principles and not
in the frenzy of passion. There is nothing hysterical about the
Belfast men. They are by no means the kind of people who
run hither and thither wringing their hands. Neither are they
men who will sit down under oppression. And oppression is
what they expect from a Dublin Government. Mr. Gladstone
and his tribe may pooh-pooh this notion, but the feeling in
Ulster is strong and immovable. The tens of thousands of



Protestants thickly scattered over other provinces feel more
strongly still; as well they may, for they have not the numbers,
the organisation, the unity which is strength, that characterise
the province of Ulster. They hold that Home Rule is at the
bottom a religious movement, that by circuitous methods, and
subterranean strategy, the religious re-conquest of the island is
sought; that the ignorant peasantry, composing the large majority
of the electorate, are entirely in the hands of the priests, and
that these black swarms of Papists have a congenital hatred
of England, which must bring about separation. These are the
opinions of thousands of eminent men whose ability is beyond
argument, who have lived all their lives on the spot, who from
childhood have had innumerable facilities for knowing the truth,
whose interests are bound up with the prosperity of Ireland, and
who, on every ground, are admittedly the best judges. Said Mr.
Albert Quill, the Dublin barrister: —

"Mr. Gladstone, who in eighty-four years has spent a week
in Ireland, puts aside Sir Edward Harland, who has built a fleet
of great ships in an Irish port, and sneers at the opinion of the
Belfast deputation who have lived all their lives in Ireland." A
Roman Catholic Unionist, an eminent physician, said to me: —

"I fear that Catholicism would ultimately lose by the change,
although at first it would undoubtedly obtain a strong ascendant.
The bulk of the Irish Catholics have a deep animosity to
the English people, whom they regard as heretics, and the
Protestants of Ireland would in self-defence be compelled to



band themselves together, for underneath the specious surface
of the Home Rule movement are the teeth and claws of the
tiger. Persecution would follow separation, which is inevitable
if the present bill be carried. A Dublin Parliament would make
a Protestant's life a burden. This would react in time, and
Catholicism would suffer in the long run. And for this reason,
amongst others, I am against Home Rule."

But what are the Belfast men doing? Imprimis they are
working in what may be called the regular English methods.
Unionist clubs are springing up in all directions. The Earl
of Ranfurly opened three in one evening, and others spring
up almost every day. The Ulster Anti-Repeal and Loyalist
Association will during the month of April hold over three
hundred meetings in England, all manned by competent
speakers. The Irish Unionist Association and the Conservative
Association are likewise doing excellent work, which is patent
to everybody. But other associations which do not need
public offices are flourishing like green bay trees, and their
work is eminently suggestive. By virtue of an all-powerful
introduction, I yesterday visited what may be called the Ulster
war department, and there saw regular preparation for an open
campaign, the preliminaries for which are under eminently
able superintendence. The tables are covered with documents
connected with the sale and purchase of rifles and munitions
of war. One of them sets forth the particulars of a German
offer of 245,000 Mauser rifles, the arm last discarded by the



Prussian Government, with 50,000,000 cartridges. As the first
150,000 Mausers were manufactured by the National Arms and
Ammunition Company, Sparkbrook, Birmingham, it may be
interesting to record that the quoted price was 16s. each, the
cartridges being thrown in for nothing. Another offer referred
to 149,000 stand of arms, with 30,000,000 cartridges. A third
document, the aspect of which to a native of Brum was like
rivers of water in a thirsty land, was said to have been summarily
set aside by reason of the comparative antiquity of the excellent
weapon offered, notwithstanding the tempting lowness of the
quoted price.

A novel and unexpected accession of information was the
revelation of a deep and sincere sympathy among the working
men of England, who, with gentlemen of position and rifle
volunteers by hundreds and thousands, are offering their services
in the field, should civil war ensue. The letters were shown to me,
all carefully filed, and sufficient liberty was permitted to enable
me to be satisfied as to the tenour of their contents. Among the
more important was a short note from a distinguished personage,
offering a contribution of £500, with his guarantee of a force of
two hundred men. This also was from England, a fact which the
scoffers at Ulster will do well to read, mark, learn, and inwardly
digest. The guarantee fund for the first campaign now amounts
to nearly a million and a half, which the best financial authority
of Belfast tells me is "as good as the Bank of England." What
the Dublin police-sergeant said of John Bull may also be said of



the Ulsterman — "He may have faults, but — he Pays!" Funds for
current purposes are readily forthcoming, £50,000 being already
in hand, while promises of a whole year's income seem thick
as autumnal leaves in Vallombrosa. No means is left untried, no
stone is left unturned to render abortive what the dry and caustic
Northerners call the Home Ruin Bill, or the Bill for the Bitter
Government of Ireland.

Moving hourly among people accurately and minutely
acquainted with the local position, you cannot fail to be struck by
the marvellous unanimity with which all Irish Unionists predict
the exact result of such a bill as constitutes the present bone of
contention, and their precise agreement as to concerted action
should the crisis arise. They ridicule the English notion that they
intend to take the field at once. Nothing of the kind. They will
await the imposition of taxes by a Dublin Parliament, and will
steadfastly refuse to pay. The money must then be collected by
force of arms, that is, by the Royal Irish Constabulary, who will
be met by men who under their very noses are now becoming
expert in battalion drill, having mastered company drill, with
manual and firing exercise; and whose numbers — I love to be
particular — amount to the respectable total of one hundred and
sixty-four thousand six hundred and fourteen, all duly enrolled
and pledged to act together anywhere and at any time, most
of them already well armed, and the remainder about to be
furnished with splendid and effective weapons, which before this
appears in print will have been landed from a specially chartered



steamer, and instantly distributed from a spot I am forbidden to
indicate, by an organisation specially created for the purpose.
All these particulars — and more — were furnished by
gentlemen of high position and unimpeachable integrity, whose
statements, of themselves sufficient, were abundantly confirmed
by the exhibition under restrictive pledges, of undeniable
documentary proofs, with partial but satisfactory glimpses of the
work actually in hand. No vapouring here, no breathless haste,
not a suspicion of excitement. Nothing but a cold, emotionless,
methodical, business-like precision, a well-considered series of
commercial transactions, conducted by men specially acquainted
with the articles required and regularly trained to office routine.
English Home Rulers, unable to see a yard in front of them,
whose training and instincts are of the goody-goody, milk
and water type, — the lily-livered weaklings, who measure the
courage of others by their own, — may be excused their inability
to conceive the situation. They cannot understand the dour,
unyielding spirit of the Ulsterman in a matter which affects his
property, his religion, his freedom. A party backboneless as the
Globerigina ooze, and, like that sub-Atlantic production, only
held together by its own sliminess, must ever fail to realise the
grit which means resistance, sacrifice, endurance; cannot grasp
the outlines of the Ulster character and spirit, which resemble
those which actuated the Scottish Covenanters, the Puritan army
of Cromwell, or even — and this illustration should be especially
grateful to Gladstonians — the Dutch Boers of the Transvaal.



But although the surface is placid the depths are turbulent. If
Dublin is simmering, Belfast is boiling. The breed is different.
The Northerner is not demonstrative, is slow to anger, but being
moved is not easily appeased. The typical Irishman, with his
cutaway coat, his pipe stuck in his conical caubeen, his "sprig of
shillelagh," or bludgeon the Donnybrook Fair hero who "shpinds
half a-crown, Mates wid a frind An' (for love) knocks him
down" is totally unknown in these regions. The men who by
their ability and industry have lifted Ireland out of the slough,
given her prosperity and comparative affluence, marched hand
in hand with the English people, have only seen, with wonder, the
rollicking Kelt, devoid of care, forethought, and responsibility,
during their trips to the South and West — or wherever Home
Rulers most do congregate. Strange it is, but perfectly true,
that in most cases an Irishman's politics may be determined by
outward and visible signs, so plain that he who runs may read. In
Dundalk, which should be a thriving port, you see in and around
the town long rows of low thatch-covered cabins, with putrid
dunghills "convaynient," dirty, half-fed, barefooted children, and
— magnificent Catholic churches. Home Rule rules the roost.
As you move northwards, the symptoms of poverty gradually
disappear. Scarva, the annual meeting ground of 5,000 to 10,000
Orangemen, who on July 13, the day after the anniversary
of the battle of the Boyne, fight the battle o'er again, with
a King William and a King James, mounted respectively on
their regulation white and bay chargers — Scarva is neat, clean



and civilised. Bessbrook, the Quaker colony, is, as might be
expected, a model community. Lurgan is well built, smart, trim,
and delightful, a wealthy manufacturing place with the general
aspect of Leamington. As the train steamed into the station an
American traveller took a general survey of the district, and said
to the general company —

"I reckon this is a Unionist place."

A fierce-looking man from Dundalk admitted the soft
impeachment.

"Thought so. Can spot a Home Rule town far off as I can see
it. Mud huts, whitewashed cabins with no upstairs, muck-heaps,
and bad fences. Can spot a Home Ruler as far as I can see him.
Darned if I couldn't track him by scent, like a foxhound. That's
the rank and file — very rank, I should say, most of them. And old
J. Bull concludes to let the dunghill folks, powerful lazy beggars
they seem, come top-sawyer over the fellows that built a place
like this, eh?"

The Newry man, taking off his hat, revealing a head of
hair like a disorderly halo, took from the lining a little paper
which called upon the Irish peasantry to remember their wrongs,
referred to the time when Englishmen could murder Irishmen
with impunity, stated that the thing had often been done, and
called upon every male from fifteen to fifty to enrol himself
in the Irish Independent Army — referring to the Protestants as
"a cruel and bloody minority." The Yankee returned the bill
contemptuously.



"You think this a question of counting noses. Now, I'm a
sympathiser of Home Rule, but if I was J.B. it would be different.
I'm hanged if T would not stick to my clean, clever, faithful
friends, though they were outnumbered by twenty to one. An' I'm
a Republican, mind ye that. Ye might ask me to put the muck-
heap men at the head of affairs — ye might ask till doomsday, but
ye'd never get it. An' any man's a fool that would do it."

A placard announcing the formation of an Irish Army of
Independence, and calling on the people to enrol themselves,
has been extensively circulated, and it is said that the Roman
Catholics, like the Protestants, are industriously drilling, north,
south, east and west. I am careful to use the term Protestants,
as the force available is drawn from the general body of
Nonconformists. Orangemen are members of the Church of
Ireland, and have always been regarded as Conservative. On
the contrary, Presbyterians and Methodists are considered to
be advanced Liberals, and herein lies a popular English fallacy
— Gladstonians often refer to the Orange agitation against the
disestablishment of the Irish Church, which they would fain
compare with the present opposition to Home Rule, forgetting
or ignoring the fact that the strength of Ulster resides in the
Nonconformist bodies, and that these were all in favour of
disestablishment, leaving the Orangemen in a hopeless minority.
Now, however, the Nonconformists have joined their forces with
those of the Orange bodies, which creates a very different aspect
of affairs. The English Home Rulers say the opposition will end



in smoke. It is said that the most insane are sometimes wiser
than they dream, just as liars sometimes speak truth by accident.
The movement will end in smoke, but it will be the smoke of
battle. Every man who supports the Home Rule Bill incurs the
stigma of blood-guiltiness. The bill that succeeds Home Rule
will be the Butchers' Bill. No doubt Mr. Gladstone will explain
away the "painful occurrences which we all deplore," and will
endeavour to transfer the blame to other shoulders. His talent for
explanation is unapproachable, but unhappily he cannot explain
the slain to life again.

In a former letter I pointed out how cleverly the Nationalists
dissect the bill, how they point out that its proposals are insulting
to Ireland, how they prove that its provisions are inconsistent
and unworkable, how they propose to discount the trumpery
restrictions and the gimcrack "safeguards" of the proposed
measure, how in short, they tear the bill to rags, laugh its powers
to scorn, and hold its authors in high derision. The Belfast men
do not discuss the bill, do not examine it clause by clause, do not
quibble over the purport of this or the probable effect of that,
do not ask how the customs are to be collected, or who is to pay
for this, that, or the other. They descend to no details, enter into
no particulars, point out no minor fallacies, argue no questions
of the ultimate effect of any one section of the bill. They reject
the measure as a whole. The principle is bad, radically rotten,
and cannot be amended. With the Home Rulers they agree that
the bill means Separation, and therefore they put it away en



bloc. They will have no part with the unclean thing, but cast it
to the winds, bundle it out neck and crop, kick it downstairs,
treat it with immeasurable contempt. They are well versed in
the broad principles of Constitutional law, as it at present exists;
will tell you that the Irish Constabulary is the only force that can
be brought against them for the collection of the taxes, which
they will absolutely refuse; declare that the military can only be
used against them for this purpose by Act of Parliament; cite the
preamble of the Army Bill, which shows that there is no standing
army, but only a force renewed in its functions from year to year;
show that the monarch has ceased to be generalissimo of the
British troops since such a year, refer to the sad case of Charles
I., who would fain have collected Ship-money from a certain
John Hampden, and endeavoured to use the English army for this
laudable purpose, meeting a fate at once horrible and instructive.
Then comes the application. Similar causes, say they, will bring
about similar effects, and if the quality and temper of the people
be considered their arguments seem reasonable.

The Irish army of Independence is already a subject of
mockery. "Ten of our men would make a hundred of them run
like hares. On the 27th ult. a party of Orangemen were fired
upon near Stewartstown, and although unarmed they stormed
the hill whence came the shots, while the heroic riflemen who
had fired 14 bullets, luckily without effect, showed that if too
cowardly to fight, they were not too lazy to run." This occurrence,
of which I had the description from authority, would have excited



some attention in England, but here it is lightly passed over
as nothing exceptional. "We are holding back our men. The
other party are egging us on to outbreak, in the hope that our
cause will be discredited, and that Lord Salisbury's visit in May
might be hindered." There is a mutual repugnance between the
two peoples, but the character of the repulsion is different. The
Roman Catholics manifest an unmistakable hatred — the term
is no whit too strong — a hatred of the social and intellectual
superiority of their fellow-countrymen, who in turn look upon
the Catholics (as a whole) with mistrust, mingled with contempt.
As well ask Brother Jonathan to submit to the rule of the negro,
as well ask the London trader to put his interests in the hands
of a Seven Dials' syndicate, as well ask Mr. Gladstone and his
followers to listen to reason or to talk common sense, as to expect
the powerful and influential Protestants of Belfast and Ulster
generally to entrust their future to a Legislature elected by the
most illiterate electorate in the three kingdoms, and under the
thumb of the priests — who wield a despotic power which people
in England cannot be made to understand. A short time ago
the Dublin Freemasons held a bazaar in aid of a charity whose
object was the complete care of orphan children. The Catholic
Archbishop immediately fulminated a decree that whosoever
patronised the show would incur the terrors of the church, which
means that they would perish everlastingly. Some poor folks,
servant girls and porters and the like, who were sent by their
mistresses or called by their honest avocations, dared to enter



the accursed precincts, and emerging alive, rushed to confession,
that the leprosy of Masonic charity might be washed from their
souls by absolution.

Absolution was refused. The wretched outcasts were referred
to the Bishop, who in this dire emergency had sole power to
unlock the gates of heaven. Do English people know what an
Irish Catholic feels when refused absolution? I trow not, and that
therefore they cannot justly estimate the power of the priests.
Another illustration. A friend of mine made some purchases
and sent a man for them, one of five hundred Catholics in his
employ. The poor fellow halted two hundred yards from the
contaminating circle, and by the aid of a policeman, got the
parcel brought to him — without risking his immortal soul.

The bazaar realised twenty-two thousand pounds.

The Ireland of the harp and vesper bell, free from the
dominion of England, having the prestige of an independent
Catholic State, the Ireland of excommunication by bell, book,
and candle, the Ireland of the priest and Pope — that, and no other,
according to Ulstermen, is the ultimate end of Home Rule. They
will have none of it, their determination is announced, and they
will stand by what they say. From what [ have seen and heard [ am
convinced that Ulster means business, and also has the power to
win. The Irish Unionists are worthy co-partners in the great fight,
and Englishmen should stand with them shoulder to shoulder.
But with or without English aid, Ulster may be trusted to hold
its own.



Belfast, April 1st.



No. 4. - MR. BALFOUR'S
WELCOME

Arriving in the northern capital from Dublin you are apt to
experience a kind of chill, akin to that felt by the boy of easy-
going parents who, visiting the house of a staid and sober uncle,
said to his little cousins, "At home we can fight with pillows, and
let off crackers in the kitchen, and ride on the poker and tongs
across the dining-room tables, and shy oranges at the chimney
ornaments, and cut the sofas and pull out the stuffing, but here
we get no fun at all!" The effervescence of the sunny south is
conspicuous by its absence, and be it observed that the political
south and the geographical south of Ireland are entirely different,
the Ulstermen invariably using the term to denote an imaginary
line across the country just above Dundalk. The mention of this
town reminds me of a Cork commercial traveller's description of
the Dundalk festivities in connection with the visit of our famous
citizen, Mr. Egan, on the occasion of his release — "There was a
murtherin' big crowd o' the greatest ruffians ye ever clapped your
two eyes on. Some o' them had long sticks with a lump o' tow on
the end, steeped in petroleum or something equally inflammable,
an' whin they got the word to march — the hero was in a brake —
they lit up and walked away in procession without looking at him
at all, or taking any notice of him, which was moighty strange,



I thought. They went on an' on, a lot o' rapscallions ye wouldn't
like to meet in a lonely lane, and whin the brake stopped, for
some reason or other, the whole o' them were unconscious of
it, an' marched on without the grate man, leaving him an' his
brake alone. I had the curiosity to go to the meetin'. There were
two factions in the town, an' only one of them was riprisinted,
the others stood aloof. They are at daggers drawn, flyin' at
each other's throat, although Catholics and Home Rulers, an'
this meetin' was the funniest thing at all! The chairman was a
common fellow that made money some way, an' ye may say
he liked to hear himself spake. An' be the powdhers o' war,
he had the convaniences for speech-makin', for he had a jaw
like a bulldog, an' a mouth on him ye couldn't span with your
two hands." Further description proceeded in the same strain,
and even allowing for the exuberancies of my friend's southern
imagination, and his wide command of figurative language,
this account of the kind of people who constitute ninety-nine
hundredths of Mr. Gladstone's allies should give Home Rulers
pause.

There is no lack of enthusiasm here, but the people mind
their work, and do not bubble over every five minutes. They
certainly showed warmth on Monday morning, and never was
popular ruler, victorious general, or famous statesman welcomed
with more spontaneous burst of popular acclaim. York Street was
literally full of all classes of people, save and except the typical
Irish poor. Of the tens of thousands who filled Royal Avenue,



Donegal Place, and the broad road to the North Counties
Railway, I saw none poorly clad. All were well dressed, orderly,
respectable, and wonderfully good-humoured, besides being the
tallest and best-grown people I have ever seen in a fairly extensive
European experience. I was admitted to the station with a little
knot, comprising the Marquess of Ormonde, Lord Londonderry,
the gigantic Dr. Kane, head of the Ulster Orangemen, and
Colonel Saunderson, full as ever of fun and fight. It was at first
intended to keep the people outside, and a strong detachment
of police guarded the great gates, but in vain. They were swept
away by mere pressure, and the people occupied the place to the
number of many thousands, mostly wearing primroses. As the
train steamed in there was a tremendous rush and cheering —
genuine British cheering, such as that with which Birmingham
used on great occasions to greet John Bright — rendering almost
inaudible the numerous explosions of fog-signals which perhaps
by way of salute had been placed at the entrance to the station.
There was a mocking shout of "Dynamite," followed by a roar of
laughter, and despite the frantic efforts of the railway men, who
humanely struggled to avoid the seemingly impending sacrifices
a la Juggernaut, the more active members of the crowd storming
the train, instantly sprang aloft and manned the tops of the
carriages with a solid mass of vociferating humanity. Soon Mr.
Balfour's face appeared, and a moment after he was standing
amidst the throng, swayed hither and thither by loyalists who
shook his hands, patted him on the back, deafened him with



their cheers. Out came the horses, dashing through the people,
snorting and plunging like so many Gladstonians, but happily
injuring no one. In went the men, Mr. Balfour laughing merrily,
and looking uncommonly fit, lifting his soft brown hat in mute
recognition of the magnificent welcome accorded by men who
are perhaps among the most competent judges of his merit as a
benefactor of Ireland. Away went the carriage, amid tumultuous
shouting of "No Home Rule," and "God save the Queen." This
went on for miles, from the Northern Counties' Terminus to
Victoria Street, when Lord Londonderry signalled to quicken the
pace, and after a short speech at the Albert Memorial, the cortége
disappeared over the bridge, and I returned to meet the English
working men who arrived an hour later. Splendid it was to hear
the six hundred miners from Newcastle-on-Tyne shouting "Old
Ireland for ever!" while the generous Irishmen responded with
"Rule Britannia" and cheers for Old England. Cheers for Belfast
and Newcastle alternated with such stentorian vigour, each side
shouting for the other, that you might have been excused for
imagining that the Union of Hearts was an accomplished fact,
and that brotherly love had begun and must ever continue. Said
a miner, "We're all surprised to see that the people here are just
like Englishmen. An' I'm blest if they aren't more loyal than the
English themselves."

From Monday morning the city has been resounding with
beat of drum and the shrill sounds of the fife. The houses
are swathed in bunting, and the public buildings were already



covered with banners when I arrived on Friday last. This,
however is not characteristic Belfast form. The Belfasters can
rejoice, and whatever they do, is thoroughly done, but work
is their vocation, as befits their grave and sober mood. They
are great at figures, and by them they try to show that they,
and not the Dubliners, should be first considered. They are
practical, and although not without sentiment, avoid all useless
manifestation of mere feeling. They are mainly utilitarian, and
prefer mathematical proof, on which they themselves propose
to rely, in proving their case. Here is an instance. A Belfast
accountant, who is also a public officer, has collected a number
of comparative figures on which he bases the claims of Belfast
to prior consideration. The figures are certainly exact, and are
submitted as evidence of the superior business management, and
larger, keener capacity of Protestant Belfast as compared with
those of Catholic Dublin. Beginning with the functions of the
Dublin Lord Mayor, secretary, and so forth, which cost £4,967
a year, it is shown that the same work in Belfast — which is
rather larger than Dublin — costs only £176. Let us tabulate a few
representative cases: —



Dublin. Belfast.

Mayor, &c. £4967 £176

Town Clerk, secretaries of

committees, law agents 5,659 2752

Treasurer, accountants, stock

registrar 3402 2168

Fire Brigade, salaries and lighting 3.616 1.247

Coroners, sanitary officials 3,530 1,310

Wages of sanitary staff 2,233 1130

Surveyors (borough &

waterworks) and Secretaries 6.070 4472

Clerks of Peace and Revision

Officers 2451 1552
Totals £31.928 £14 807

This discrepancy is everywhere observable. The Dublin Gas
Management costs £14,850 against £8,060 in Belfast, with the
result that the Ulster City Gasworks yielded in 1891 a profit of
£27,105, charging 2s. 9d., while the Dubliners charge 3s. 6d. and
make no profit at all. The Belfast markets yield a profit of about
£3,500, while on the Dublin markets and abattoir there was a
deficit of £3,012 to be made good by the ratepayers. Dublin, with
property amounting to £20,000 a year and old-established Royal
bounties, owes nearly twice as much as Belfast, which latter city
spends more on what may be called the advance of civilisation.
In 1892 Belfast spent £8,000 on a public park — Government
providing for this matter in Dublin — £5,686 on public libraries,
and £4,100 on baths and workhouses, against £1,217 and £1,627
for like purposes in Dublin. "Therefore," say the Belfast men,
"we will not have our affairs managed by these incompetent
men, who, besides their demonstrated incapacity to deal with



finance, are dependent for their position on the illiterates of the
agricultural districts, who are to a man under the thumb of the
priests, and who, moreover, have shown that their rapacity is
equal to their lack of integrity, and whose leading doctrine is the
repudiation of lawful contracts," a point on which commercial
Ulster is excessively severe. One thing is certain — Ulster will
never pay taxes levied by an Irish Legislature in which Ulster
would be utterly swamped. All classes are of this opinion, from
the Earl of Ranfurly, who during a long interview repeatedly
expressed his conviction that the passing of any Home Rule Bill
would be fraught with most lamentable results, to the humble
trimmer of a suburban hedge who, having admitted that he was
from the county Roscommon, and (therefore) a Catholic Home
Ruler, claimed to know the Ulster temper in virtue of 28 years'
residence in or near Belfast, and said —

"What they say they mane, an' the divil himself wouldn't tur-r-
n thim. Ah, but they're a har-r-d-timpered breed, ivery mother's
son o' them. Ye can comether (gammon) a Roscommon man, but
a Bilfast man, whillaloo!" He stopped in sheer despair of finding
words to express the futility of attempting to take in a Belfast
man. "An' whin ye ax thim for taxes, an' they say they won't pay
— ye might jist as well whistle jigs to a milestone! 'Tis thrue what
I tell ye."

As for to-day, the magnificence of the pageant beggars
description. Whether regarded from a scenic point of view or
with respect to numbers and enthusiasm, never since Belfast was



Belfast has the city looked upon a sight approaching it. From
early morning brass bands and fife bands commenced to enter
the city from every point of the compass, and wherever you
turned the air resounded with the inspiring rattle of the drum.
Monday's display of bunting was sufficiently lavish to suggest
the impossibility of exhibiting any more, but the Belfasters
accomplished the feat, and the bright sunshine on the brilliant
colours of the myriad banners was strongly reminiscent of
Paris en féte under the Empire. The Belfast streets are long,
straight, and wide, and mostly intersect at right angles. Much
of the concourse was thus visible from any moderate coign of
vantage, and from the Grand Stand in Donegal Place the sight
was truly wonderful. The vast space, right, left, and front, was
from 10 o'clock closely packed with a mighty multitude that no
man could number, and locomotion became every moment so
painful as to threaten total stagnation. The crowd was eminently
respectable and perfectly orderly, and submitted to the passage of
innumerable musical organisations with charming good humour.
Never have I seen or heard of such an assemblage of bands,
all uniformed, all preceded by gorgeous banners bearing all
kinds of loyal and party mottoes, all marching in splendid
military fashion, and of themselves numerous enough to furnish
a very considerable demonstration. Many of the tunes were of
a decidedly martial character, and strange to English ears, such
as the "Boyne Water," the "Orange Lily" and the "Protestant
Boys," the last being a version of the "Lillibulero" so often



mentioned by Scott. All these tunes, more or less distasteful to
Nationalists, were interspersed with others less debatable, such as
"Rule Britannia," "The Old Folks at Home," "The Last Rose of
Summer," "God Save the Queen," and "See the Conquering Hero
comes," which last generally accompanied the portrait of Orange
William, the "Glorious, Pious, and Immortal," mounted on his
famous white charger, which noble animal is depicted in the
attitude erroneously believed to be peculiar to that of Bonaparte
when crossing the Alps. The Earl of Beaconsfield was also to
the fore with primroses galore; indeed, the favourite flower was
invariably worn by the ladies, who were greatly in evidence. "Our
God, our Country, and our Empire" was the motto over Mr.
Balfour, with a huge "Welcome" in white on scarlet ground, the
whole surrounded by immense Union Jacks. The familiar red,
white, and blue bore the brunt of the decorative responsibilities,
although here and there the green flag of Ireland hung cheek by
jowl with the English standard, emphasising the friendliness of
the present Union. As time went on the crowd became more and
more dense, and a breathless pressman, who reached his post
at twelve o'clock, stated that the seething myriads of Donegal
Place and the adjacent streets were "hardly a circumstance" to
what he had seen in the York Road, where the people awaited
the hero of the hour. Things were getting serious at 12.15,
and then it was that the active members of the crowd swarmed
on the railings, balancing themselves in most uncomfortable
situations, and maintaining their spiky seats with a tenacious



martyrdom which spoke volumes for the determination of the
Ulster character.

On and ever on went the bands in seemingly endless
procession, although merely assembling for the great march past,
and therefore only a fraction of the impending multitude. Some
enterprising men climbed the trees bordering the square, driving
away the little flocks of sparrows which till then had conducted
a noisy committee meeting in the branches, heedless of the
drumming and general uproar, but which now dispersed without
so much as a vote of thanks to the chair. At 12.30 a foam of white
faces broke over the roofs of the lofty buildings around, protected
by stone balustrades. At the same moment a shout of "They are
coming" was heard, followed fey a thunderous roar of cheering.
Mr. Balfour slowly emerged from York Road, amid immense
acclamation, his carriage, piloted by the Corporation, moving
inch by inch through the solid mass with inconceivable difficulty.
Over and over again the line of vehicles stopped dead, and it was
clear that the horses had much trouble to maintain their gravity.
As the carriage with Sir Daniel Dixon (the Lord Mayor of
Belfast), Sir Samuel Black (Town Clerk), and Lord Londonderry
neared the Grand Stand, the pressmen agreed that nothing equal
to this demonstration had ever before been held within the British
Islands. Mr. Balfour having gained the platform the procession
proper commenced, headed by the banner of the Belfast Harbour
Commissioners, while the people broke into a chorus, asserting
that Britons never, never shall be slaves.



This at 12.35 precisely. Next came the Belfast Water
Commissioners, the Belfast Board of Guardians, the provincial
Corporate bodies, and the provincial Boards of Guardians. A
tremendous tumult of voices accompanied all these, but when the
Trinity College graduates arrived the din became overpowering.
Their standard was halted opposite Mr. Balfour, and the young
fellows burst into wild and uncontrollable enthusiasm. The
medical students of Queen's College, Belfast, with the alumni of
the Methodist and Presbyterian College succeeding, gave "God
Save the Queen" with great vigour, and came in a close second;
but nothing quite touched the Trinity College men. The Scottish
Unionist clubs, a fine body, two thousand strong, confirmed the
statement that Scots who understand the situation are against
Home Rule. Most of these men work in the shipbuilding yards of
Belfast. The Belfast Unionist Clubs and the Provincial Unionist
Clubs were, of course, heartily greeted, returning the applause
with interest, and the Independent Order of Rechabites showed
that their alleged exclusive partiality for cold water had not
diminished their lung power. The British Order of Ancient
Free Gardeners, the Loyal Order of Ancient Shepherds, and the
Independent Order of Oddfellows reminded the Brutal Saxon
who might be present of his native shore, the men being of the
familiar sturdy type, marching in dense columns, all gloriously
arrayed. There was none of the artful spreading over the ground
which I observed in the great Birmingham demonstration which
was to "end or mend" the Lords; and another point of divergency



consists in the fact that the Belfast demonstration, which was
incomparably larger, was perfectly spontaneous, and not due to
organisation.

Baronets and other gentlemen of distinction headed the
Unionist clubs, walking through the streets in such manner as
was never known before. Magistrates and Presbyterian ministers
tramped with the rank and file. Sir William Ewart, Bart., Mr.
Thomas Sinclair, J.P. — a great name in the city — and the Rev.
Dr. Lynd were especially prominent. Some of the teetotallers
wore white sashes, which were perhaps more conspicuous than
the gaudy colours affected by the Orangemen, and one body of
Unionists from the suburban clubs waved white handkerchiefs, a
feature which for obvious reasons can never occur in Nationalist
processions. The Shepherds have a pastoral dress, each man
carrying a crook, and the marshals of the lodges bore long
halberds. The van of each column was preceded by a stout fellow,
who dexterously raising a long staff in a twirling fashion peculiar
to Ireland, shouted, "Faugh-a-Ballagh," which being interpreted
signifies "Clear the way." The Oddfellows marched to the tune
known in England as "We won't go home till morning," which
is the same as "Marlborough goes to war," the favourite air
of the Great Napoleon. All this time Mr. Balfour is standing
at my elbow as I write, bareheaded, acknowledging the finest
reception ever accorded to any man in Ireland, not excepting
Dan O'Connell and Parnell. The funeral of the uncrowned king
was a comparatively small affair, while the respectability of the



crowd was of course immeasurably below that of the Belfast
concourse. An old man somehow got near the platform and
presented Mr. Balfour with a bunch of orange lilies, saying that
was the flower the people would fight under. The Young Men's
Christian Association cheered lustily for the Union to the tune
of three thousand strong. The Central Presbyterian Association
marched past singing "God is our refuge and our strength,"
and the Church of Ireland Young Men's Society, headed by the
clergy, superintended by the Bishop of the diocese from the
stand, made a brave and gallant show. Hour after hour glides
by, and still the teeming multitude moves on, and still Mr.
Balfour stands uncovered. No joke to be a hero nowadays. The
"Young Irelands" gave a grand cheer, and passed in brave array,
singing with the Y.M.C.A. "Hold the Fort" and "God Save the
Queen." Dr. Kane, the Bishop of Clogher, Captain Somerset
Maxwell, Colonel Saunderson, and the Earl of Erne, Grand
Master of the Orangemen of Ireland, received a stupendous
reception as they followed the Young Men Christians, mustered
in overwhelming force. The "Marseillaise" here broke out with
considerable severity, and Mr. Balfour broke out into a broad
smile, which ran over into a laugh, as the too familiar strains of
"Ta-ra-ra-boom-de-ay" made the welkin ring. Then came "The
March of the Men of Harlech," mixed with "Home Sweet Home"
and "The Boyne Water," till the senses reeled again.

At 3.35 the two miles of Orangemen seemed likely to go on
for ever, and Mr. Balfour said to me, "I think this demonstration



undoubtedly the greatest ever seen, and if you like you may
convey that as my message to the Unionists of Birmingham. They
will know what the effect of this will be. I need say no more."
I asked Mr. Balfour if he thought the bill would pass, and he
replied, "Tell the Birmingham men what I have said already.
They will require no more." At 4.10 the procession was in full
swing, but Mr. Balfour seemed to have had about enough and
showed symptoms of making a move, and, as a preliminary,
put on his hat. This was the signal for cheering, which perhaps
surpassed anything that had gone before. The great ex-Irish-
Secretary effaced himself; and Colonel Saunderson, backed by
Lord Salisbury's son and several Irish peers, essayed to fill the
gap. I ventured in my timid way to tap the gallant Colonel on
the shoulder with a view to tapping his sentiments, which proved
to be exultant. He told me of the wire he had received from
Lord Salisbury, and spoke of the meeting in the Botanic Gardens
which had taken place while I had watched the procession. Then
he said, "Tell the Birmingham people through the Gazette that
as we have the last Prime Minister and the present Chief of the
Opposition with us, we cannot be called revolutionary. As for
this meeting, it will speak for itself. I think it the biggest thing
ever known." During the procession a copy of the Home Rule
Bill was burnt on the top of a pole in front of the Grand Stand.
After exactly four hours of watching, I accepted the proffered
aid of an Irish friend who agreed to lead me by roundabout ways
to the telegraph office. After many narrow passages and devious



turns, we struck the Royal Avenue, a long, long way from our
starting place. Here we took the still advancing procession in
flank. It was now 4.45, and my friend said, "By jabers, there's
forty million more of them. I believe the procession reaches all
round the world, and moves in a continuous band." And, sure
enough, they were coming on as fresh as ever, but I felt that four
hours and a quarter of bands and drums was enough at once,
so I made a dash for the wires before they should be absolutely
blocked. My account is not, perhaps, quite perfect, but it was
pencilled under extraordinary circumstances — ten people talking
to me at once, a lady's umbrella in my side, a thousand people
leaning on my right elbow, and five hundred bands sounding in
my ear. Surely it may be said to have been written under fire.
Belfast, April 4th.



No. 5. - HAS Mr. MORLEY LIED?

Before leaving Belfast I obtained incontrovertible evidence
anent the growing fears of Mr. Gladstone's Government. Mr.
Morley has denied the existence of any such nervousness, and has
repudiated the assertion that precautions have been taken. But
what is the truth of the matter? Let us see whether his statement
is borne out by facts.

In February certain military officers received a confidential
communication having reference to the defence of the Belfast
barracks. They were requested to examine and report upon the
possibility of these buildings being tenable against a coup de
main, were ordered to examine the loop-holes for musketry,
to prepare plans of the same, and to duly submit them to the
proper authorities, giving their opinion as to the practicability
and sufficiency of existing arrangements in the event of the
buildings being assaulted by organised bodies of armed civilians,
during the absence of soldiers who might be about the city,
taking their walks abroad, after the regulation manner permitted
to Mr. Thomas Atkins under ordinary circumstances. The order
was executed, the plans were duly furnished, and if Mr. Morley
1s still unaware of the fact, I have much pleasure in imparting
the information which 1 have on the best authority attainable
in an imperfect world. He may rely on this statement as being
absolutely undeniable, and to descend to particulars, I will add



that plans were made of the Tram Stables Barracks, the Willow
Bank Barracks, and the Victoria Barracks. As I have said, the
instructions were marked Confidential, and the Irish Secretary
may have relied on this magic word in formulating his denials.
The alternative hypothesis is, of course, obvious enough. The
work may have been ordered and executed without Mr. Morley's
knowledge, but it has been done, and, after proper inquiry,
he will not venture to deny it. The circumstance is a curious
commentary on the Gladstonian affectation of perfect security,
and the scornful references of Home Rulers to the alleged
determination of Ulstermen, in the last resource, to push matters
to extremity. I could tell him more than this. It would be easy
to adduce other instances of Governmental nervousness, but
prudential and confidential considerations intervene.

However, while in the vein, let me submit for serious
contemplation the fact that up to the morning postal delivery of
Wednesday, April 5, 1893, written offers of personal assistance
in the matter of armed resistance to the exact number of ten
thousand and five have reached a certain Ulster organisation
from England and Scotland, the roll including five generals,
with a percentage of Victoria Cross men. This statement is
made on the authority of the Earl of Ranfurly, who told me
that the matter was within his personal knowledge, and that the
whole of these communications were entirely spontaneous and
altogether unsolicited, and that nobody in Ireland was in any way
responsible for their existence. Lord Ranfurly also said that while



the hearty friendship and co-operation of these gentlemen were
warmly appreciated by Irish Loyalists, he was quite certain that
their generous aid would never be required, for that Home Rule
was now defunct, dead, and buried, and beyond the possibility
of resurrection. It may be remarked, in passing, that this is the
feeling of the best-informed Irish Home Rulers, and that many
in my hearing have offered to back their opinion by laying odds.
The rejection of the Bill so far from exasperating the Nationalist
party, would positively come as a relief. To say that they are
lukewarm is only to fairly indicate a state of feeling which is
rapidly degenerating into frigidity. They declare that the Bill is
unworkable, and while maintaining their abstract right to demand
whatever they choose, believe that, taking one consideration with
another, the lot of autonomic Ireland would not be a happy one.

Mr. Richard Patterson, J.P., the great ironmonger of Belfast,
observes that "according to Mr. Gladstone the only people who
really understand Ulster are those who have never been in it."
My interview with him was both instructive and interesting.
He is one of the Harbour Commissioners, and a gentleman of
considerable scientific attainments, as well as a great public and
commercial man. He belongs to the Reform Club and, with
his fellow-members, was up to 1886 a devoted follower of Mr.
Gladstone. The name of his firm, established in 1786 on the
very ground it now occupies, is a household word in Ireland, and
Mr. Patterson himself has the respect and esteem of his bitterest
political opponents. He pointed out the unfairness and injustice



of Mr. Gladstone's reference to religion, when turning a deaf
ear to the Belfast deputation. "The report of the Chamber of
Commerce," he said, "was a purely business statement, and had
no element of party feeling. The fact that the Protestant members
of the Chamber outnumber the Catholics is in no respect due
to religious intolerance, which in this body is totally unknown.
Anybody who pays a guinea a year may be elected a member,
whatever his religion, whatever his circumstances, providing he
is a decent member of society, which is the only qualification
required. Members are certainly elected by ballot, but during the
many years [ have belonged to the Chamber not a single person
has been black-balled. If the Protestants are more numerous,
the fact simply demonstrates their superior prosperity, arising
only from their more steady application to hard work. We live
on terms of perfect friendship with our Catholic countrymen,
and we assiduously cultivate the sentiment. It is only when a
weak and ignorant pandering to disloyalty excites opposition that
enmity begins. Only let us alone, that is all we ask. We were
going on beautifully until Mr. Gladstone and his accomplices
upset everything." Speaking of the difference between the Ulster
men and the Irish Kelts, Mr. Patterson said, "Prosperity or the
reverse is indicative of the breed. The Southern Irish had more
advantages than the Ulstermen. They had better land, better
harbours, a far more productive country, and yet they always
seethe in discontent. Put 20,000 Northerners in Cork, and in
twenty years the Southern port could knock Liverpool out of



time." Addressing himself to the Home Rule Bill, he declared
that the practical, keen-witted merchants of Belfast dismissed
the whole concoction as unworthy of sober consideration, and
declared that an awful responsibility rested on Mr. Gladstone.
Said this experienced J.P.:

"The Belfast riots of 1886 were terrible. Forty people were
killed in the streets, and what I saw in my capacity of magistrate
was dreadful in the extreme. The injuries from gun-shot wounds
were almost innumerable, and many a local doctor gained
experience in this line which is unknown to many an army
surgeon. The riots began with the ruffian class, from which this
great city is not entirely free, and gradually rose upwards to the
shipbuilding yards. All this disturbance and awful loss of life
were entirely due to the production of Mr. Gladstone's first bill.
And now they tell us that a worse bill — for it is a worse bill —
might become law without any inconvenience. I submit to any
reasonable man that if the mere menace of a bill cost forty lives
in Belfast alone, the loss of life all over Ireland, once the bill were
passed, would be enormous. And all this will be attributable to
the action of Mr. Gladstone, who has never been in Ulster."

Walking down Royal Avenue I met Colonel Saunderson,
radiant after the great demonstration of two days ago, wearing a
big bunch of violets in place of Tuesday's bouquet of primroses.
He stopped to express good wishes to the Gazette, and said
that the Belfasters were proud of Birmingham, which city he
regarded as being the most advanced and enlightened in the



world. While he so spake, up came the mighty Dr. Kane, idol
of the Ulsterites, towering over the gallant Colonel's paltry
six feet one, and looking down smilingly from his altitude in
infinite space on my own discreditable five feet ten. He agreed
with the Colonel as to the merits of Birmingham, and added
that every Unionist in Belfast cherished a deep sentiment of
gratitude to the hardware city, requesting me to explode the
misleading statements of the Separatist press, which asserts that
Tuesday's procession consisted of Orangemen. "The first two
hours," said the Reverend Doctor, "consisted of bodies who do
not processionise, and who never perform in public, in or out
of Belfast, Methodists, Presbyterians, and the like, while the
25,000 or 30,000 Orangemen who came in at the tail of the
show were a mere fraction of the whole. Colonel Saunderson, the
Earl of Erne, and myself stood up in our carriage and cheered
the Radical Reform Club, a thing we certainly have never done
before." Here the Colonel laughed, and said —

"The union of hearts, Doctor."

"Yes, the union of hearts and no mistake, as the Grand Old
Man will find - to his cost. All classes are united against the
common enemy" (Mr. Gladstone). "But tell me something — How
is it that the English people are deceived by that arch-professor
of cant? Tell me that!"

I requested the good doctor to ask me something easier, and
he doubtless would have done so, but at this moment up came
the famous Dr. Traill, the Admirable Crichton of Ireland, and



with my usual thirst for knowledge, I ventured to suggest that
the mathematical intellect of the Trinity College Examiner might
possibly grapple with the problem.

The learned professor smiled, gripped my unworthy fin, shook
out some words of greeting, wagged his head hopelessly, and —
bolted like a rocket.

Dr. Traill is said to be equally versed in Law, Physic, and
Divinity, to sport with trigonometry, and to amuse his lighter
moments with the differential calculus. But "this knowledge was
too wonderful for him, he could not attain unto it," and to avoid
confession of defeat, he fled with lightning speed. This erudite
doctor is well known in England, especially among riflemen.
Colonel Saunderson describes him as a wonderful shot at a
thousand yards, and thinks he was once one of the Irish Eight
at Wimbledon. I met him on the stand on Tuesday, when he
amusingly described his adventures on the Continent. "The poor
Poles," he said, "wished to take me to their collective bosom, and
to fall on my individual neck, the moment they found I was an
Irishman. They said we were brothers in misfortune!" Whereat
this learned pundit laughed good-humouredly. It may be that Dr.
Traill is the long-range rifleman of whom a Land League man
remarked, on hearing that the marksman had made a long series
of bull's eyes —

"The saints betune us an' harm — but wouldn't he make an
iligant tenant!"

Dr. Kane was not surprised to see the professor run away.



He said, "I cannot understand it all. I must and will cross the
Channel immediately to investigate this strange phenomenon. I
have always considered the English a people of superior mental
force, men who could not be easily deceived. That they should
pin their faith to a man who has proved to demonstration that
Home Rule is impossible, who more than any other has branded
the Nationalist party with ignominy, I cannot understand." The
Doctor perhaps momentarily forgot that the English do not pin
their faith to Mr. Gladstone, that the adverse majority are dead
against him, and that this majority is daily increasing by leaps
and bounds. Gallant Captain Leslie, whom I saw earlier in the
day, more accurately hit the situation. This splendid old soldier
said, "The English people are not to be blamed. Living under
social conditions of perfect freedom and friendship they do not
understand the conditions prevailing in Ireland; they cannot be
expected to understand a state of things differing so widely from
anything within the circle of their own experience. But all the
same, if they grant Home Rule, if they listen to the disloyal
party rather than to their loyal friends, if they truckle to treason
rather than support their own supporters, the consequences will
be disastrous to England, and where the disasters will stop is a
piece of knowledge which 'passes the wit of man."

Running up to Ballymena, I encountered several interesting
personalities, each of whom had his own view of the all-
absorbing subject, and looked at the matter from his own
standpoint. An Irish-American of high culture, a man of science,



looked up from what he regarded as "the most interesting book
in existence," which turned out to be Thompson's "Evolution of
Sex," and said that once Home Rule were in force the blackguard
American-Irish would return in shoals, and that the Fenians of
America might be expected to "boss the show." "How is it," he
asked, "that the English people listen to what appears the chief
argument of Separatist orators — that agitation will come to an
end, that the Irish will be content to rest and be thankful? Clearly
while money and power can be had by agitation, so long will
agitation continue. That seems so obvious to me, that I wonder
at the patience of the North of England men — I was among them
during the general election — in listening quietly to this argument,
if it be one at all. And with all their experience of the past to
enlighten them into the bargain. Was not the disestablishment
of the Church to remove all cause of discontent? Then it was
the land. You gave several Land Acts, most favourable laws,
very one-sided, all in favour of the tenant, far beyond what
English, Scotch, or Welsh farmers hope to get. Have you satisfied
Irishmen yet? No, and you never will. The more you give, the
more they ask. They never will be content. "Tis not their nature
to.' England now suffers for her own weak good nature. The true
curse of Ireland is laziness. I left Belfast at twenty, but I am well
acquainted with Ireland. In the North they work and prosper.
In the South they do nothing but nurse their grievances. Twenty
years' firm government, as Lord Salisbury said, would enrich the
country. Do the right thing by them — put them level with England



and Scotland, and then put down your foot. Let them know that
howling will do no good, and they'll stop it like a shot. Paddy is
mighty 'cute, and knows when he has a man to deal with. Put
a noodle over him and that noodle's life will be a burden. And
serve him right. Fools must expect fools' reward."

A Catholic priest I met elsewhere was very chary of his
opinions, and confined himself to the "hope that England would
see her way to compensate the Church and the country for
centuries of extortion and oppression." This he thought was
a matter of "common honesty." He did not exactly suggest a
perpetual church-rate for the benefit of the Catholics of Ireland,
but the thing is on the cards, and may be proposed by Mr.
Gladstone later on. Something ought to be done, something
substantial, for the gentlemen educated under the Maynooth
Grant. Mr. Bull has admitted the principle, and his sense of
fair play will doubtless lead him to do the right thing, always,
of course, under compulsion, which is now usually regarded as
the mainspring of that estimable gentleman's supposed virtuous
actions.

Ballymena is a smart looking place, trig and trim, thriving
and well-liking, a place to look upon and live. The people are
all well-clad, and prosperous, well-fed and well-grown. The men
are mostly big, the women mostly beautiful; the houses are of
stone, handsome and well-built. On the bleaching grounds you
see long miles of linen — Irish miles, of course — and all the
surroundings are pleasant. After this, no need to say the place is



one of the blackest, most Unionist, Protestant, and loyal in the
whole country. A number of buff placards issued by Nationalists
attract respectful attention. The same bill is stuck all over Belfast
—in the High Street, on the hoardings facing the heretic meeting
houses, everywhere. It purports to present the sentiments of the
great Duke of Wellington re the Roman Catholics of Ireland,
and is to the effect that in moments of danger and difficulty the
Roman Catholics had caused the British Empire to float buoyant
when other Empires were wrecked; that the Roman Catholics of
Ireland, and they only, had saved our freedom, our Constitution,
our institutions, and in short that it is to the Irish Roman Catholics
that we owe everything worth having. Alone they did it. The
priest, in short, has made Mr. Bull the man he is.

Can anybody in England "go one better" than this?

These extracts are plainly taken from some speech on the
Roman Catholic Emancipation Bill, and refer to the valour of the
Irish soldiery, whose bravery in fighting for a Protestant cause
was doubtless invaluable to the cause of liberty. There is an
apocryphal story concerning Alfred de Musset, who on his death-
bed is reported to have conveyed to a friend with his last breath
his last, his only wish, to wit: —

"Don't permit me to be annotated." The Iron Duke might
have said the same if he had thought of it. He could not
know that, shorn of his context, divorced from his drift, he
would be placarded in his native land as an agent in the cause
of sedition and disloyalty. This truly Grand Old Man, who,



in his determination to uphold the dignity and unity of the
Empire "stood four-square to all the winds that blew," would
scarcely have sided with the modern G.O.M. and his satellites,
Horsewhipped Healy and Breeches O'Brien.

One word as to the alleged "intolerance of the fanatic
Orangemen of Belfast."

The placards above-mentioned were up on Tuesday last. They
are large and boldly printed, and attracted crowds of readers —
but not a hand was raised to deface them, to damage them, to do
them any injury whatever. I watched them for four-and-twenty
hours, and not a finger was lifted against any one in the High
Street or elsewhere, so far as I could ascertain.

There are twenty thousand Orangemen in the city, and the
Protestants outnumber the Papists by three to one. Yet the
placard was treated with absolute respect, and although I entered
several groups of readers I heard no words of criticism — no
comment, unfavourable or otherwise, no gesture of dissent. The
people seemed to be interested in the bill, and desirous of giving
it respectful consideration. I have seen Liberal Birmingham,
when in the days of old it assembled round Tory posters — but
the subject becomes delicate; better change our ground. It is,
however, only fair to say that the Gladstonians of Birmingham,
who, as everybody knows, formed the extreme and inferior
wing of the old Radical party, can hardly teach the Belfast men
tolerance.

Ballymena, April 6th.



No. 6. - THE EXODUS
OF INDUSTRY

Derry is a charming town, unique, indescribable. Take equal
parts of Amsterdam and Antwerp, add the Rhine at Cologne,
and Waterloo Bridge, mix with the wall of Chester and the old
guns of Peel Castle, throw in a strong infusion of Wales, with
about twenty Nottingham lace factories, stir up well and allow
to settle, and you will get the general effect. The bit of history
resulting in the raising of the siege still influences Derry conduct
and opinions. The 'Prentice Boys of Derry, eight hundred strong,
are ardent loyalists, and having once beaten an army twenty-
five thousand strong, believe that for the good of the country,
like the orator who had often "gone widout a male," they too
could "do it again." They do not expect to be confronted with
the necessity, but both the Boys and the Orangemen of Derry,
with all their co-religionists, are deeply pledged to resist a Dublin
Parliament. "We would not take the initiative, but would merely
stand on our own defence, and offer a dogged resistance. We
have a tolerable store of arms, although this place was long a
proclaimed district, and we have fifteen modern cannon, two of
which are six-pounders, the rest mostly four-pounders, and one
or two two-pounders, which are snugly stored away, for fear of
accident." Thus spake one who certainly knows, and his words



were amply confirmed from another quarter.

Derry makes shirts. The industrious Derryans make much
money, and in many ways. They catch big salmon in the middle of
the town, and outside it they have what Mr. Gladstone would call
a "plethora" of rivers. They ship unnumbered emigrants to the
Far West, and carry the produce of the surrounding agriculturists
to Glasgow and Liverpool. They also make collars and cuffs,
but this is mere sport. Their real vocation is the making of
shirts, which they turn out by the million, mostly of high quality.
Numbers of great London houses have their works at Derry.
Welch, Margeston and Co. among others. The Derry partner, Mr.
Robert Greer, an Englishman forty years resident in the town,
favoured me with his views re Home Rule, thus: —

"The bill would be ruinous to Ireland, but not to the same
extent as to England. Being an Englishman, I may be regarded
as free from the sectarian animosity which actuates the opposing
parties, but I cannot close my eyes to the results of the bill, results
of which no sane person, in a position to give an opinion, can
have any doubt. We are so convinced that the bill would render
our business difficult, not to say impracticable, that our London
partners say they will remove the works, plant, machinery, and
all, to the West of Scotland or elsewhere.

"About 1,200 girls are employed in the mill, and 3,000
to 4,000 women at their own homes all over the surrounding
country.

"Mr. Gladstone may think he knows best, but here the



unanimous opinion is that trade will be fatally injured. Ireland
is no mean market for English goods, and the market will
be closed because Ireland will have no money to spend. Go
outside the manufacturing towns and what do you see? Chronic
poverty. Manufacturers will remove to the Continent, to America
— anywhere else — leaving the peasantry only. The prospective
taxes are alarming. We know what would be one of the very first
acts of a Dublin Parliament. They would curry favour with the
poor, the lazy districts, by an equalisation of the poor rate. In
Derry, where everybody works for his bread, the rate is about
sixpence in the pound. There are districts where it runs to ten
shillings in the pound. The wealthy traders, the capitalists, the
manufacturers of the North will have to pay for the loafers of the
South. The big men would gather up their goods and chattels and
clear out. There are other reasons for this course."

Here Mr. Greer made the inevitable statement that
Englishmen out of Ireland did not understand the question; and
another large manufacturer chipped in with: —

"Leave us alone, and we get on admirably. There is no
intolerance; everybody lives comfortably with his neighbour.
But pass the bill and what happens? The Catholic employés
would become unmanageable, would begin to kick over the
traces, would want to dictate terms, would attempt to dominate
the Protestant section, which would rebel, and trouble would
ensue. They would not work together. It is impracticable to say:
Employ one faith only and Home Rule means that Catholicism



is to hold the sway. The Nationalist leaders foster this spirit,
otherwise there would be no Home Rule. The workpeople
would act as directed by the priest, even in matters connected
with employment. You have no idea what that means to us. It
means ruin. The people do not know their own mind, and their
ignorance is amazing. My porter says that when the bill becomes
law, which will take place in one month from date, he will have
a situation in Dublin at a thousand a year, and both he and others
sincerely believe in such a changed state of things for Catholics
alone."

I went over Welch, Margetson's works, a wonderful place,
where were hundreds of women, clean and well-dressed, working
at the various departments of shirt-making. The highest class
of mill hands I ever saw, working in large and well-ventilated
rooms, many getting a pound a week. Another firm over the way
employs one thousand five hundred more. And according to the
best authority, that of the owners, all this is to leave the country
when Ireland gets Home Rule.

A very intelligent Catholic farmer living a few miles out of
Donegal said, "Farmers look at the bill in the light of the land
question. We're not such fools as to believe in Gladstone or his
bill for anythin' else. Shure, Gladstone never invints anythin' at
all, but only waits till pressure is put on him. Shure, iverythin'
has to be dhragged out iv him, an' if he settles the land question,
divil thank him, 'tis because he knows he's bate out an' out, an'
has to do it, whether he will or no. An' now he comes bowin' an'



scrapin' an' condiscindin' to relave us — whin we kicked it out o'
his skin. Ah! the divil sweep him an' his condiscinshun."

Ingratitude, thy name is Irish Tenant!

Misther O'Doherty proceeded to say that landlords were all
right now, under compulsion. But the tenantry demanded that
they should be released entirely from the landlords' yoke. He said
that the agriculturists were not in touch with the whole question
of Home Rule, nor would they consider any subject but that of
the land. The Nationalists had preached prairie value, and the
people were tickled by the idea of driving out landowners and
Protestants. All the evicted tenants, all the men who have no
land, all the ne'er-do-weels would expect to be satisfied. Ulster is
tillage — the South is mostly grazing. Ulster had been profitably
cultivated by black Protestants, and their land was coveted by the
priests for their own people. My friend admitted that, although
born a Catholic, his religious opinions were liberal. I asked him
if the Protestant minority would be comfortable under a Dublin
Parliament. He shook his head negatively — "Under equal laws
they are friendly enough, but they do not associate, they do not
intermarry, they have little or nothing to do with each other.
They are like oil and wather in the same bottle, ye can put them
together but they won't mix. And the Protestant minority has
always been the best off, simply because they are hard workers.
A full-blooded Irishman is no worker. He likes to live from hand
to mouth, and that satisfies him. When he has enough to last
him a day through he drops work at once. The Protestants have



Scotch blood, and they go on working with the notion that they'll
be better off than their father, who was better off than their
grandfather. And that's the whole of it."

Mr. J. Gilbert Kennedy, of Donegal, holds similar views of
Irish indolence. He told me that although living in a congested
district he could not obtain men to dig in his gardens, except when
thereto driven by sheer necessity, and that having received a day's
pay they would not return to work so long as their money lasted.
"They will put up with semi-starvation, cold, and nakedness most
patiently. Their endurance is most commendable. They will bear
anything, only — don't ask them to work." Mrs. Kennedy said
that with crowds of poor girls around her, she was compelled to
obtain kitchen maids and so forth from Belfast. "They will not be
servants, and when they afford casual help, they do it as a great
favour."

A Scotsman who employs five hundred men in the mechanical
work said: "I have been in Ireland fifteen years, and have gone
on fairly smoothly, but with a world of management. For the
sake of peace I have not five Protestants in the place; and I
would have none if I could help it. It is, however, necessary to
have Protestant foremen. Irishmen are not born mechanics. In
Scotland and England men take to the vice and the lathe like
mother's milk, but here it is labour and pain. Irishmen are not
capable of steady, unremitting work. They want a day on and
a day off. They wish to be traders, cattle-drovers, pig-jobbers,
that they may wander from fair to fair. My men have little to



do beyond minding machines; otherwise I must have Scots or
English. Discharge a man and the most singular things occur.
In a late instance I had seven written requests from all sorts of
quarters to take the man back, although before discharge he had
been duly warned. The entire neighbourhood called on me — the
man's father, wife, mother, the priest, a Protestant lady, three
whiskey-sellers, two Presbyterians, the Church of Ireland parson,
God knows who. This lasted a fortnight, and then threatening
letters set in; coffins, skulls, and marrow-bones were chalked all
over the place, with my initials. Indeed you may say they are a
wonderful people."

Mr. E.T. Herdman, J.P., of Sion Mills, Co. Tyrone, should
know something of the Irish people. The model village above-
named belongs to him. Travellers to Londonderry via the Great
Northern will remember how the great Herdman flax-spinning
mills, with their clean, prosperous, almost palatial appearance,
relieve the melancholy aspect of the peaty landscape about the
Rivers Mourne and Derg. Mr. Herdman pays in wages some
£30,000 a year, a sum of which the magnitude assumes colossal
proportions in view of the surrounding landscape. The people of
the district speak highly of the Herdman family, who are their
greatest benefactors, but they failed to return Mr. E.T. Herdman,
who contested East Donegal in 1892. The people were willing
enough, but the priests stepped in and sent a Nationalist. Said
Mr. Herdman, "Home Rule would be fatal to England. The Irish
people have more affinity with the Americans or the French



than with the English, and the moment international difficulties
arise Ireland would have to be reconquered by force of arms.
And complications would arise, and in my estimation would
arise very early." A landowner I met at Beragh, County Tyrone,
held somewhat original opinions. He said, "I refused to identify
myself with any Unionist movement. If we're going to be robbed,
let us be robbed; if our land is going to be confiscated, let
it be confiscated. The British Government is going to give us
something, if not much, by way of compensation; and my opinion
is, that if the Grand Old Man lives five years longer he'll propose
to give the Irish tenants the fee-simple of the lands without a
penny to pay. That's my view, begad. I'm a sportsman, not a
politician, and my wife says I'm a fool, and very likely she knows
best. But, begad, I say let us have prairie value to-day, for to-
morrow the G.O.M. will give us nothing at all."

The most extraordinary curiosity of Derry, the lusus naturce of
which the citizens justly boast, is the Protestant Home Ruler of
brains and integrity who, under the familiar appellation of John
Cook, lives in Waterloo Place. Reliable judges said, "Mr. Cook
is a man of high honour, and the most sincere patriot imaginable,
besides being a highly-cultured gentleman." So excited was I,
so eager to see an Irish Home Ruler combining these qualities
with his political faith, that I set off instanter in search of
him, and having sought diligently till I found him, intimated
a desire to sit at his patriotic feet. He consented to unburden
his Nationalist bosom, and assuredly seemed to merit the high



character he everywhere bears. Having heard his opinion on the
general question, I submitted that Mr. Bull's difficulty was lack
of confidence, and that he might grant a Home Rule Bill, if the
Irish leaders were men of different stamp. He said they were
"clever men not overburdened with money," and admitted that a
superior class would have been more trustworthy, but relied on
the people. "If the first administrators of the law were dishonest,
the people would replace them by others. The keystone of my
political faith is trust in the people. The Irish are keen politicians,
and may be trusted to keep things square."

I submitted that the patriots were in the pay of the Irish-
Americans, who were no friends of England —

"The present Nationalist members are not purists, but to take
money for their services, to accept £300 a year is no more
disgraceful than the action of the Lord Chancellor who takes
£10,000. The American-Irish cherish a just resentment. They
went away because they were driven out of the country by the
land system of that day. And the Irish people must be allowed to
regenerate themselves. It cannot be done by England. Better let
them go to hell in their own way than attempt to spoon-feed them.
But the injustice of former days does not justify the injustice
to the landlords proposed by the present bill. It is a bad bill, an
unjust bill, and would do more harm than good. England should
have a voice in fixing the price, for if the matter be left to the
Irish Parliament gross injustice will be done. The tenants were
buying their land, aided by the English loans, for they found that



their four per cent. interest came lower than their rent. But they
have quite ceased to buy, and for the stipulated three years will
pay their rent as usual, and why? Because they expect the Irish
legislature to give them even better terms — or even to get the land
for nothing. Retributive justice is satisfied. For the last twenty
years the landlords have suffered fearfully. The present bill is
radically unsound, and I trust it will never become law."

And this was all that the one specimen of a Protestant Home
Ruler I have found in Ireland could say in favour of his views!
His intelligence and probity compelled him to denounce Mr.
Gladstone's Bill as "unjust" and radically unsound, and his
patriotism caused him to pray that it might never become law! 1
left him more Unionist than ever.

The great Orange leader of Derry, Mr. John Guy Ferguson,
once Grand Ruler, and of world-wide fame, deprecated appeal
to arms, except under direst necessity. "I should recommend
resistance to all except the Queen's troops. Before all things a
sincere loyalist, I should never consent to fire a shot on them.
Others think differently, and in case of pressure and excitement
the most regrettable things might happen. The people of Derry
are full of their great victory of 1688, and believe that their one
hundred and five days' resistance saved England from Catholic
tyranny. The Bishop of Derry, as you know, had ordered that
the troops of King James should be admitted when the thirteen
Prentice Boys closed the gate on the very nose of his army."
I saw the two white standards taken from the Catholic troops



flanking the high altar of the Cathedral; which also contains
the grandly-carved case of an organ taken from a wreck of
the Spanish Armada in 1588, just a century before the siege.
The people have ever before them these warlike spoils, which
may account for their martial spirit. An old Prentice Boy told
me of the great doings of 1870, how a Catholic publican, one
O'Donnell, endeavoured to prevent the annual marching of the
Boys, who on the anniversary of the raising of the siege, parade
the walls, fire guns, and burn traitor Lundy in effigy; how 5,000
men in sleeve-waistcoats entered the town to stop the procession,
how the military intervened, and forbade both marching and
burning; how the Boys seized the Town Hall, and in face of 1,700
soldiers and police burnt an effigy hanging from a high window,
which the authorities could not reach; how Colonel Hillier broke
down the doors and stormed the hall at the bayonet's point, to
search both sexes for arms. Gleefully he produced an alphabetical
rhyme, which he thought rather appropriate to the present time,
and which ended as follows: — "X is the excellent way they (the
authorities) were beaten, and exceeding amount of dirt they have
eaten. Y is the yielding to blackguards unshorn, which cannot and
will not much longer be borne. Z is the zeal with which England
put down the Protestant boys who stood up for the crown." In
1883 Lord Mayor Dawson of Dublin wished to lecture at Derry,
but the Boys took the Hall and held it, declining to permit the
"colleague of Carey" (on the Dublin Town Council) to speak in
the city. There you have the present spirit of Derry.



Two miles outside the town I came on a fine Home Ruler,
who had somewhere failed to sell a pig. "Sorra one o' me 'll do
any good till we get Home Rule." He paid £5 a year for two
acres of land with a house. "'Tis the one-half too much, Av I
paid fifty shillings, I'd be aisy," he said. Truly a small sum to
stand between him and affluence. I failed to sympathise with
this worthy man, but my spirits fell as I walked through a collar
factory, and thought of Mr. Gladstone. The dislocation of the
shirt trade is less serious. Few Irish patriots have any personal
interest in this particular branch of industry.

Dublin, April 8th.



MR. BALFOUR IN DUBLIN

Mr. Balfour is the most popular man in Ireland, and his
Dublin visit will be for ever memorable. The Leinster Hall, which
holds several thousands, was packed by half-past five; ninety
minutes before starting time, and the multitude outside was of
enormous proportions. The people were respectable, quiet, good-
humoured, as are Unionist crowds in general, though it was plain
that the Dubliners are more demonstrative than the Belfast men.
The line of police in Hawkins Street had much difficulty in
regulating the surging throng which pressed tumultuously on the
great entrance without the smallest hope of ever getting in. The
turmoil of cheering and singing was incessant, and everyone
seemed under the influence of pleasurable excitement. As you
caught the eye of any member of the crowd he would smile with
a "What-a-day-we're-having" kind of expression. The college
students were in great form, cheering with an inexhaustible
vigour, every man smoking and carrying a "thrifle iv a switch."
Portraits of Mr. Balfour found a ready sale, and Tussaud's great
exhibition of waxworks next door to the hall was quite unable to
compete with the living hero. Messrs. Burke and Hare, Parnell
and Informer Carey, Tim Healy and Breeches O'Brien, Mr.
Gladstone and Palmer the poisoner, with other benefactors and
philanthropists, were at a discount. The outsiders were waiting
to see Mr. Balfour, but they were disappointed. Lord Iveagh's



carriage suddenly appeared in Poolbeg Street at the pressmen's
entrance, and the hero slipped into the hall almost unobserved.
Inside, the enthusiasm was tremendous. The building is planned
like the Birmingham Town Hall, and the leading features of the
auditorium are similar. The orchestra was crowded to the ceiling,
the great gallery was closely packed, the windows were occupied,
and every inch of floor was covered. A band played "God Save
the Queen," "Rule Britannia," and the "Boyne Water." The word
"Union," followed by the names of Balfour, Abercorn, Iveagh,
Hartington, Chamberlain, and Goschen, was conspicuous on the
side galleries, and over Mr. Balfour's head was a great banner
bearing the rose, thistle, and shamrock, with the Union Jack and
the English crown over all. Boldly-printed mottoes in scarlet and
white, such as "Quis Separabit?" "Union is strength," "We Won't
submit to Home Rule," and "God Bless Balfour," abounded,
and in the galleries and on the floor men waved the British
flag. The people listened to the band, or amused themselves
with patriotic songs and Kentish fire, till Mr. Balfour arrived,
when their cheering, loud and long, was taken up outside, and
reverberated through the city.

The preliminaries being over, the principal speaker rose amid
redoubled applause, which gradually subsided to the silence of
intense expectation. Mr. Balfour's first words fell like drops of
water in a thirsty land, and never had a speaker a more eager,
attentive, respectful audience. Now and then stentorian shouts of
assent encouraged him, but the listeners were mostly too much in



earnest for noise. It was plain that they meant business, and that
the demonstration was no mere empty tomfoolery. Parnellites
were there — a drop in the ocean — but their small efforts at
interruption were smilingly received. True, there was once a
shout of "Throw him out," but a trumpet-like voice screamed
"Give him a wash, 'tis what he mostly needs, the crathur,"
upon which a roar of laughter proclaimed that the offender was
forgiven. The outsiders continued their singing and cheering, and
when Mr. Balfour concluded sent up a shout the like of which
Dublin has seldom heard, if ever. Succeeding speakers were well
received, the audience holding their ground. Mr. J. Hall, of Cork,
evoked great cheering by the affirmation that Protestants desired
no advantage, no privilege, unshared by their Catholic brethren.
Similar points made by other speakers met with an instant and
hearty confirmation that was unmistakable. Lord Sligo pointed
out that firmness and integrity were nowhere better understood
than in Ireland, and said that while William O'Brien, the great
Nationalist, visited Cork under a powerful escort of police, who
with the utmost difficulty prevented the populace from tearing
him to pieces; on the other hand, Mr. Balfour had passed through
the length and breadth of the land, visiting the poverty-stricken
and disturbed districts of the West, with no other protection
beyond that afforded by "his tender-hearted sister." Mr. Balfour
rose to make a second speech, and the enthusiasm reached its
climax. The great ex-Secretary seemed touched, and although
speaking slowly showed more than his usual emotion. When he



concluded the people sent up a shout such as England never
hears — an original shout, long drawn out on a high musical note,
something like the unisonous tone of forty factory bulls.

The students went outside, and with their friends formed in
military columns — the outside files well armed with knobby
sticks as a deterrent to possible Parnellite enterprise. An
extemporised arch of Union Jacks canopied Mr. Balfour in
his carriage, which was drawn by hundreds of willing hands
linked in long line. The column, properly marshalled, moved
away, keeping step amid loud shouts of "Right, left, right, left,"
until perfect uniformity was attained, and the disciplined force
marched steadily on to College Green, following the triumphal
chariot with alternate verses of "God Save the Queen" and
"Rule Britannia," each verse interpolated with great bursts of
applause. At Trinity College the glare of torches appeared, and
simultaneously an organised attempt at groaning boomed in
under the cheering. Heedless of the rabble the column marched
merrily on, not with the broken rush of an English mob, but
with the irresistible force of unity in a concrete mass, with the
multitudinous tramp of an army division. The yelling slummers
hovered on each flank, frantic with impotent rage; willing to
wound and yet afraid to strike, knowing that to themselves open
conflict meant annihilation. A savage, unsavoury horde of rat-
like ruffians, these same allies of Mr. Gladstone and Mr. Morley,
a peculiarly repulsive residuum these Dublin off-scourings. They
screamed "To hell with Balfour," "To hell with the English," "To



hell with your Unionists," "To hell with Queen Victoria." Some
of them sang a doggerel, beginning: —

Let the English remember,
We'll make them surrender,
And chase them to their boats,
And cut their — throats,

And make a big flood

Of their bad black blood —

not precisely a poem to herald the famous "Union of hearts"
so confidently expected. The Unionists tramped on cheering
triumphantly, rejoicing in their strength, ignoring the taunting
and jeering of the Parnellite scum as beneath contempt. An old
Home Ruler expressed disapprobation of his party. "What's the
use of showing your teeth when you can't bite?" he said. "Wait
till we get the bill and then we will show them and the English
what we can do."

On through Grafton Street, Nassau Street, and into Dawson
Street, always with great shouting and singing of "God Save the
Queen," and "Rule Britannia," the torches still glaring in front.
At Morrisson's Hotel, where Parnell was arrested, a man shouted
"Three cheers for Gladstone," but nobody responded. The rabble
may use him, but they refused a single shout. On the other hand
groans were given with leonine force both for Morley and his
master. Arrived at St. Stephen's Green, the procession halted at
Lord Iveagh's residence, and Mr. Balfour came on the balcony,



receiving a welcome right royal. He made another speech amid
cheering and groaning of tremendous energy, making himself
tolerably well heard under abnormal conditions. When he said
"This day shall never fade from my recollection," the lamp
beside him was removed and all was over. Back tramped the
column, with its clouds of camp-followers, on the way cheering
and sending to hell the member for South Tyrone, with other
prominent politicians who live on the line of march. The students
held their sticks aloft, striking them together in time to their
singing. A shindy had been predicted on the return to College
Green, and little groups of Scots Greys and Gordon Highlanders,
the latter in their white uniforms, lounged about smoking their
pipes in happy expectation, but beyond cheering at the statue of
Orange William in Dame Street, nothing whatever occurred, and
presently the crowd began to disperse. Seeing this, the police,
who until now had been massed in strong force broke up into
units, and moving leisurely about said, "Good night, boys; you
have had enough fun for one day. Get to bed, all of you." Then
the young men who had composed the great loyalist column left
the square in little bands, each singing "God save the Queen,"
and every man feeling that he had deserved well of his country.
The bill may be stone dead, but there is a satisfaction in the act
of shovelling earth on the corpse.
Dublin, April 8th.



No. 7. - BAD FOR ENGLAND,
RUINOUS TO IRELAND

Home Rule for Ireland means damage and loss to English
working men. During the late general election the working men
candidates of Birmingham, and of England generally, argued that
once Ireland were granted Home Rule the distressful land would
immediately become a Garden of Eden, a sort of Hibernian
El-Dorado; that the poverty which drove Irishmen from their
native shores would at once and for ever cease and determine,
and that thenceforth — and here was the bribe — Irishmen would
cease to compete with the overcrowded artisans and labourers of
England. That these statements are diametrically opposed to the
truth is well known to all persons of moderate intelligence, and
the personal statement of several great capitalists with reference
to their course of action in the event of Home Rule becoming law
tends to show that multitudes of the industrious classes of Irish
manufacturing towns will at once be thrown out of employment,
and must of necessity flock to England, increasing the congestion
of its great cities, competing with English labour, and inevitably
lowering the rate of wages. Hear what comfortable words Mr.
Robert Worthington can speak.

Mr. Worthington is no politician; never has interfered with
party questions; has always confined his attention to his business



affairs. It was because of this that Mr. Balfour sent for him to
confer anent the light railways, which have proved such a blessing
to the country. It was Mr. Worthington who carried out most of
these beneficent works. Besides this, Mr. Worthington has built
railways to the amount of three-quarters of a million in Ireland
alone. He has employed 5,300 men at one time, and his regular
average exceeds 1,500 all the year round. He may therefore be
said to know what he is talking about. I called on him at 30, Dame
Street, before I left Dublin, and he said, "The bill would be bad
for England in every way, and would ruin Ireland. The question is
certainly one for the English working man. If he wishes to avoid
the competition of armies of Irish labourers and artisans he must
throw out the bill. And this is how it will work —

"All the railways I have constructed in Ireland have been built
on county guarantees assisted by special grants from the Imperial
Treasury. Without these special grants the work could never have
been undertaken at all. If Home Rule becomes law those special
grants from the Imperial Treasury will be no longer available;
and what will be the result? Clearly that the work will not be
undertaken; that the building of railways will come to an end, and
that the Irish peasants who have devoted themselves to railway
work will go to England and try to find employment there. Once
arailway navvy, always a railway navvy, is a well-known and very
true saying.

"For my own part I shall be compelled to compete in England,
having nothing to do in Ireland, and I shall of course transport



my staff and labourers across the Channel.

"The railways of Ireland, fostered by English capital, resting
on England's security, have given vast employment to my
countrymen. But they would do so no longer. Let us give an
example to prove my point.

"Before the introduction of the Home Rule Bill the railway
stock to which I have referred stood at a premium of 27 per cent.
Since the bill became public and has been the subject of popular
discussion, I brought out the Ballinrobe and Claremorris Railway
— with what result? Not one-seventh of the sum required has been
subscribed, although in the absence of the bill the amount would
certainly have been subscribed four times over, at a premium of
20 per cent. What does this prove?

"Simply this — that the farmers and small shopkeepers who
invest in this class of security will not trust their savings in the
hands of the proposed Irish Legislature. The bill, therefore, stops
progress, retards enterprise, drives away capital, and the workers
must follow the money. That seems clear enough. Everybody
here concedes so much. More than this. I can say from my own
experience, and from the reports of my agents and engineers in
the South and West of Ireland, that the Nationalists do not want
this bill. I do not speak of Home Rule, but of this bill only. All
condemn its provisions, and universally concur in the opinion
that once it were passed it would be succeeded by a more violent
agitation than anything we have yet seen — an agitation having
for its object the radical amendment of the measure.



"There is a complete cessation of railway work. Already the
men are thinking of moving. But this is not all. I am now at
a standstill, pulled up short by the bill. What is the effect on
England? Under ordinary circumstances I buy largely all kinds
of railway material — steel rails, sleepers, fasteners, engines, and
carriages. Every year I send thousands and thousands of pounds
to England for these things, and surely most of the money goes
indirectly into the pockets of English working men, who are
now suffering the loss of all this by reason of their apathy in
this matter. I speak only as a man of business, anxious for the
prosperity of my country. I do not discuss Home Rule; never did
discuss it and never will. But I end where I began, and I repeat
the bill will ruin Ireland, will be bad for England, and I will add
that the British Government will soon be compelled to intervene
to stave off Irish bankruptcy. Home Rulers are now becoming
afraid of the bill; artisans, farmers, and labourers think it a good
joke. They relished the hunt, but they don't want the game.

"Returning to my own affairs, I say without hesitation that
though the mere threat of the bill has paralysed my business,
and that the passing of the bill would drive my men to England,
yet — throw out the bill, deliver us from the impending dread,
and during the next two years I shall myself expend £150,000 in
railway material manufactured by British artisans. Emphatically
I repeat that Home Rule to the British working man means
increased competition and direct pecuniary loss."

Mr. S. McGregor, of 30, Anglesea Street, Dublin, has been



located in the city for 34 years, and seems to have been a
politician from the first. Coming from the Land o' Cakes, he
landed an advanced Radical, and a devoted admirer of the Grand
Auld Mon. Once on the spot a change came o'er the spirit of
his dream. His shop has the very unusual feature of indicating
his political views. Her Gracious Majesty, Lord Beaconsfield,
and Mr. Balfour look down upon you from neat frames. I am
disposed to regard Mr. McGregor as the pluckiest man in Ireland.
A quiet, peaceful citizen he is, one who remembers the Sawbath,
and on weekdays concentrates his faculties on his occupation
as a tailor and clothier. I did not seek the interview, which
arose from a business call not altogether unconnected with a
missing button, but his opinions and his information are well
worth recording. Mr. McGregor said, "I thrust my opinions on
none, but I have a right to my opinions, and I do not affect
concealment. The great defect of the Irish Unionists is want of
courage. They dare not for their lives come forward and boldly
state their convictions. If Lord Emly or some other Irish Roman
Catholic nobleman had come forward earlier, it might have
induced weak-kneed members of the party to do likewise. The
Unionists do not exercise the great influence they undoubtedly
possess. They allow themselves to be terrorised into silence. Let
them have the courage of their opinions and they have nothing
to fear. The masses of the industrial population are not in favour
of Home Rule. The corner-men, who want to spend what they
never earned, and the farmers, who hope to get the land for



nothing, are the only hearty Home Rulers in Ireland. I employ
ten people, all Roman Catholics, some of them with me for
twenty-five years. None of these are Home Rulers. I became a
convert to Conservatism by my intimate knowledge and personal
acquaintance with many of the leaders of the Fenian movement.
I saw through the hollowness of the whole thing, and declined
any connection therewith. Poor Henry Rowles, who was to be
told off by signal to shoot Mr. Foster, was one of my workmen.
He died in prison, some said from sheer fright, but two or three
of his friends were hanged. He was mixed up by marriage with
the Fenian party, and was drawn on and on like many another. I
would rather not name the Fenian leaders I knew, and the reason
is this. I knew them too well. Speaking of the Unionist lack of
courage, you must not be too much surprised. During the last
fourteen years Unionists have had to maintain a guerilla warfare
for existence. But the strangest feature of the present position is
this — the Home Rulers are kicking at the bill! A great Home
Ruler of my acquaintance (Mr. McGregor referred me to him) is
getting quite afraid. He is a farmer holding 300 acres under Lord
Besborough, and says that he trusts things will remain as they are.
He has a good landlord, borrows money by the subvention, and
has a perfect horror of the class of men who will obtain the upper
hand in Ireland. A Nationalist over the way was about to extend
the buildings you see there. Plans were drafted, and offices were
to be built. Out comes the bill and in goes the project. He has
no confidence in the Irish Nationalist leaders; but, strange to say



he believes in Mr. Gladstone. He admits that the Irish M.P.'s are
not quite up to his ideal, but believes that the Grand Old Man's
genius for accommodation and ingenious dovetailing of Imperial
interests will pull the country through. Meanwhile he lays out no
penny of money.

"I am a Presbyterian, and what is more a United Presbyterian,
belonging to the Presbyter of Scotland. All Scotch Presbyterians
are advanced Radicals. We have four hundred members here.
They came here worshippers of Gladstone and Home Rulers to
the tune of 97 per cent. The congregation is now 99 per cent.
Unionist or Conservative out and out. Of the four hundred we
have only three Home Rulers. What will the English people say to
that? Tell them that our minister, who came here a Home Ruler,
is now on a Unionist mission in Scotland — the Rev. Mr. Procter,
brother of Procter, the cartoonist of Moonshine and the Sketch,
to wit. My workpeople, all steady, industrious people, ask but
one thing — it is to be let alone."

Here Mr. G.M. Roche, the great Irish wool-factor and famous
amateur photographer, said —

"Ah! we must have the bill. "Tis all we want to finish us up.
We're never happy unless we're miserable; the bill will make us
so and we'll never be properly discontented till we get it!"

Passing through the Counties of Louth, Dublin, Londonderry,
Monaghan, Tyrone, Donegal, and Fermanagh, I met with many
farmers whose statements amply confirmed the words of the
descendant of the great Sir Boyle Roche. These unhappy men



had been divested of their last grievance, stripped of their
burning wrongs, heartlessly robbed of their long-cherished
injuries. It was bad enough before, when Irishmen had nothing
except grievances, but at least they had these, handed down
from father to son, from generation to generation, along with
the family physiognomy, two precious, priceless heirlooms,
remarkable as being the only hereditary possessions upon which
the brutal Saxon failed to cast his blood-shot, covetous eye. And
now the grievances are taken away, the Lares and Penates of
the farmer's cabin are ruthlessly removed, and the melancholy
peasant looks around for the immaterial antiquities bequeathed
by his long-lost forefathers. "Ah; don't the days seem lank and
long, When all goes right and nothing goes wrong, And isn't our
life extremely flat, When we've nothing whatever to grumble
at." The Irish farmer is with the poet, who hits his harrowing
anguish to a hair. He folds his hands and looks about, uncertain
what to do next. His rent has been lowered by 35 per cent.,
he has compensation for improvements, fixity of tenure, and
may borrow money to buy the land outright at a percentage,
which will amount to less than his immortal Rint. What is the
unhappy man to do? His grievances have been his sole theme
from boyhood's happy days, the basis of his conversation, his
actuating motive, the very backbone of his personal entity. Now
they are gone, the fine gold has become dim, and the weapons
of war have perished. Once he could walk abroad with the
proud consciousness that he was a wronged man, a martyr, a



brave patriot struggling nobly against the adverse fates, a broth
of a boy, whose melancholy position was noted by the gods,
and whose manly bearing under proffered slavery established
a complete claim to high consideration in Olympus. But now,
with heart bowed down with grief and woe, he walks heavily,
and even as a man who mourneth for his mother, over the
enfranchised unfamiliar turf. He peeps into the bog-hole, and
does not recognise himself. He could pay the rent twice over,
but he hates conventionalities, and would rather keep the money.
He is constructed to run on grievances, and in no other grooves,
and the strangeness of his present position is embarrassing. The
tenants of Lord Leitrim, Lord Lifford, and the Duke of Abercorn
make no complaint of their landlords. On the contrary, they
distinctly state that all are individually kind and reasonable men,
and while attributing their own improved position to the various
Land Acts given to Ireland, which leave the actual possessor
of the land small option in the matter, they freely admit that
these gentlemen willingly do more than is ordained by any act
of Parliament, and that over and above the provisions of the law,
all three are fair-minded men, desirous of doing the right thing
by their people and the country at large. Other landlords there
were on whose devoted heads were breathed curses both loud
and deep.

The late Lord Leitrim was exalted to the skies, but his
murdered father was visited with blackest malediction. At
Clones, in the County Monaghan, I met a sort of roadside



specimen of the Agricola Hibernicus, who explained his position
thus: — "Ye see, we wor rayduced 35 per cent., an' 'tis thrue what
ye say; but then produce is rayduced 50 per cent., so we're 15
per cent. worse off than iver we wor before. We want another
Land Act that'll go to the root. An' that we'll get from an Oirish
Parliament an' only from that. "Tis not the tinints that's always the
worst off. Many's the time I seen thim that had a farrum of their
own go to the dogs, while thim that had rint to pay sthruggled
and sthrived an' made money an' bought the freeholders out. For
whin they had nothin' to pay they did no work, an' then, bedad
tvery mortial thing wint to the divil. An' that's how it'll be wid
the lazy ones once we get Home Rule, which means the land for
nothin' or next to nothin'. Barney will kick up his heels and roar
whirroo, but call again in a year an' ye'll see he hasn't enough
money to jingle on a tombstone."

My next from the New Tipperary, whither I journey via
Kildare, Kilkenny, and Limerick, en route for Cork and the
Blood-taxed Kerry, where Kerry cows are cut and carved.
Now meditation on marauding moonlighters makes melancholy
musing mine.

Limerick, April 11th.



No. 8. - TERRORISM
AT TIPPERARY

Tipperary is Irish, and no mistake. Walking into town from
Limerick the first dwellings you reach are of the most primitive
description, whether regarded as to sanitary arrangements or
otherwise. The ground to the right slopes downwards, and the
cabins are built with sloping floors. The architects of these
aboriginal erections stuck up four brick walls, a hole in, a hole
out, and a hole in the top, without troubling to level the ground.
Entering, you take a downward step, and if you walk to the
opposite exit, you will need to hold on to the furniture, if any.
If you slip on the front step you will fall head first into the
back yard, and though your landing might be soft enough, it
would have a nameless horror, far more killing than a stony
fall. The women stand about frowsy and unkempt, with wild
Irish eyes, all wearing the shawl as a hood, many in picturesque
tatters, like the cast-off rags of a scarecrow, rags and flesh
alike unwashed and of evil odour. The children look healthy and
strong, though some of them are almost in puris naturalibus.
Their faces are washed once a week; one of them said so, but the
statement lacks confirmation, and is opposed to the evidence of
the senses. Scenes like these greet the visitor to Old Tipperary,
that is, Tipperary proper, if he enter from Limerick. The town



is said to be old, and in good sooth the dunghills seem to
possess a considerable antiquity. In this matter the Tipperary
men are sentimental enough — conservative enough for anything.
At Tipperary, of all places, the brutal Saxon will learn how much
has been bequeathed to Irishmen by their mighty forefathers.
The eastern side is better. A grand new Roman Catholic
church has just been built at a cost of £25,000, and in front of the
gilded railings — for they are gilt like the railings of Paris — were
dreadful old women, like Macbethian witches, holding out their
skinny hands for alms. Smartly dressed young ladies, daughters
of publicans and shopkeepers, passed in jauntily, took a splash
in the holy water, crossed themselves all over, knocked off a few
prayers, and tripped merrily away. The better parts of the town
belong to Mr. Smith-Barry, the knock-me-down cabins to Mr.
Stafford O'Brien, whose system is different. As the leases fall
in the former has modern houses built, while the latter is in the
hands of the middlemen, who sub-let the houses, and leave things
to slide. The laissez-aller policy is very suitable to the genius of
the genuine Irish, who may be said to rule the roost in Tipperary.
I interviewed all sorts and conditions of men, but every
individual bound me down to closest secrecy. And although
nobody said anything approaching high treason, their alarm on
finding they had ventured to express to a stranger anything like
their real opinion was very significant. The conversations took
place last evening, and this morning before breakfast a young
man called on me at the Station Hotel, Limerick Junction, three



miles from Tipperary, "on urgent business." "Me father thinks
he said too much, an' that ye moight put what he said in print,
wid his name to it. Ye promised ye wouldn't, an' me father has
confidence, but he wishes to remoind ye that there's plinty in
Tipperary would curse him for spakin' wid an Englishman, an'
that dozens of thim would murther him or you for the price of
a pot of porter." Another messenger shortly arrived, bearing a
letter in which the writer said that any mention of his name would
simply ruin him, and that he might leave the country at once. And
yet these men had only said what Englishmen would account as
nothing.

New Tipperary adjoins the old, to which it is on the whole
superior. All the descriptions I have seen of the Land League
buildings are untrue and unfair. Most of them were written
by men who never saw the place, and who paraphrased and
perpetuated the original error. It was described as a "mile or
two from Tipperary," and the buildings were called "tumble-
down shanties of wood, warped and decaying, already falling to
pieces." The place adjoins and interlocks with the old town; it
is not separated by more than the breadth of a street, is largely
built of stone, and comprises a stone arcade, which alone cost
many thousands. Some of the cottages are of wood, but they look
well, are slated, and seem in good condition. The butter mart,
a post and rail affair, with barbed wire decorations, is desolate
enough, and nearly all the shops are shuttered. Enamel plates
with Dillon Street and Emmett Street still attest the glory that



has departed, but the plate bearing Parnell Street escaped my
research. The William O'Brien Arcade is scattered to the winds,
save and except the sturdy stone walls, which (a la Macaulay's
New-Zealander) I surveyed with satisfaction, sketching the ruins
of the structure from a broken bench in Dillon Street.

A full and true history of the New Tipperary venture has never
been written. As in the present juncture the story is suggestive
and instructive, I will try to submit the whole in a form at once
concise and accurate. The particulars have been culled with great
pains from many quarters and carefully collated on the spot, and
may be relied on as minutely exact and undeniable. Everyone
admits Mr. Smith-Barry's claim to the title of a good landlord,
an excellent landlord, one of a thousand. Before the casus belli
was found by William O'Brien all was prosperity, harmony, and
peace. Mr. Smith-Barry owns about 5,000 acres of land situate
in the fat and fertile plain of Tipperary, known as the Golden
Vale, with the best part of the county town itself. Tipperary is
a great butter centre. The people are ever driving to the butter
factory, which seemed to be worked in the Brittany way. Donkey-
carts driven by women, and bearing barrels of milk, abound on
the Limerick Road. The land is so rich, grand meadows, and
heavy dairy-ground, that the place prospered abundantly, and
was by commercial men reckoned an excellent place for business.
But they have changed all that. The Tipperary folks were once
thought as good as the Bank of England. Now they dislike to
pay anything or anybody. Their delicate sense of meum and fuum



is blunted. They take all they can get, and pay as little as they
can. They affect dunghills and dirt, and have a natural affinity for
battle, murder, and sudden death. How did all this come about?

First, as to Mr. Smith-Barry's character. The most advanced
Nationalists, the Fenian papers, the Catholic clergy, all concurred
in blessing him. The Roman Catholic Bishop of Cloyne, Canon
Hegarty, P.P., and Tim Healy spoke of him in the character of a
landlord in highest terms. Sir Charles Russell, Tim Harrington,
Mr. O'Leary (Chairman of the Clonakilty Town Commissioners,
a violent Nationalist), and Canon Keller (R.C.) unanimously
agreed that Mr. Smith-Barry must be exempted from the general
condemnation of Irish landlords. They said he was the "kindest of
landlords," and that his tenants were "comfortable, respectable,
and happy." They proclaimed his "generous and noble deeds,"
declaring that "there have been no cases of oppression or
hardship, and the best and most kindly relations have existed."
All these sayings are gathered from Nationalist papers, which
would supply thousands of similar character, and up to the time
of O'Brien's interference, none of an opposite sort. But, as
Serjeant Buzfuz would have said, the serpent was on the trail,
the viper was on the hearthstone, the sapper and miner was at
work. Thanks to the patriot's influence, the Paradise was soon
to become an Inferno.

A Mr. Ponsonby wanted his rents, or part of them. His
tenants had lived rent-free for so long — some of them were
seven years behind — that they naturally resented the proposed



innovation. Mr. Smith-Barry and others came to Mr. Ponsonby's
assistance, and, endeavouring to settle the thing by arbitration,
proposed that the landlord should knock off £22,000 of arrears,
should make reductions of 24 to 34 per cent. in the rents, and
make the tenants absolute owners in 49 years. This was not
good enough. Judge Gibson thought it "extravagantly generous,"
but the Tipperary folks resented Mr. Smith-Barry's connection
with such a disgracefully tyrannical piece of business, and, at
the instance of William O'Brien, determined to make him rue
the day he imagined it. They sent a deputation to remonstrate,
and Mr. Smith-Barry, while adhering to his opinion as to the
liberality of the proposition, explained that he was only one of
many, and that whatever he said or did would not change the
course of events. The Tipperary folks required him to repudiate
the arrangement, to turn his back on his friend and himself, and
— here is the cream of the whole thing, this is deliciously Irish
— they soberly, seriously, and officially proposed to Mr. Smith-
Barry that in addition to the 15 per cent. abatement they had
just received on their rent he should make a further remittance
of 10 per cent. to enable them to assist the Ponsonby tenants in
carrying on the war against their landlord, on whose side Mr.
Smith-Barry was fighting. They said in effect, "You have given
us 3s. in the pound, to which we had no claim; now we want
2s. more, to enable us to smash the landlord combination, of
which you are the leader." This occurred in the proceedings of a
business deputation, and not in a comic opera.



Mr. Smith-Barry failed to see the sweet reasonableness of this
delightful proposition, and then the fun began.

O'Brien to the rescue, whirroo!

He rushed from Dublin, and told the Tipperary men to
pay Smith-Barry no rent. If they paid a penny they were
traitors, slaves, murderers, felons, brigands, and bosthoons. If
they refused to pay they were patriots, heroes, angels, cherubim
and seraphim, the whole country would worship them, they
would powerfully assist the Ponsonby folks in the next county,
they would be saviours of Ireland.

And besides all this they would keep the money in their
pockets. But this was a mere detail.

The people took O'Brien's advice, withholding Mr. Smith-
Barry's rent, keeping in their purses what was due to him, in
order that somebody's tenants in the next county might get better
terms. Still Mr. Smith-Barry held out, and the Land League
determined to make of him a terrible example. He owned most
of the town. Happy thought! let the shopkeepers leave his hated
tenements. Let their habitations be desolate and no man to dwell
in their tents. The Land League can build another Tipperary
over the way, the tenants can hop across, and Mr. Smith-Barry
will be left in the lurch! The end, it was thought, would justify
the means, and some sacrifice was expected. Things would not
work smoothly at first. The homes of their fathers were void;
new dunghills, comparatively flavourless, had to be made, the
old accretions, endeared by ancestral associations, had to be



abandoned, and the old effluvium weakened by distance was
all that was left to them. The new town was off the main line
of trade and traffic, but it was thought that these, with the
old Tipperary odour, would come in time. Streets and marts
were built by the Land League at a cost of £20,000 or more.
The people moved away, but they soon moved back again.
The shopkeepers could do no business, so with bated breath
and whispering humbleness they returned to Mr. Smith-Barry.
The mart was declared illegal, and the old one was re-opened.
But while the agitation continued, the town was possessed by
devils. Terrorism and outrage abounded on every side. The
local papers published the names of men who dared to avow
esteem for Mr. Smith-Barry, or who were supposed to favour his
cause. The Tipperary boys threw bombshells into their houses,
pigeon-holed their windows with stones, threw blasts of gun-
powder with burning fuses into their homes. They were pitilessly
boycotted, and a regular system of spies watched their goings
out and their comings in. If they were shopkeepers everything
was done to injure them, and people who patronised them
were not only placed on the Black List but were assaulted on
leaving the shops, and their purchases taken by violence and
destroyed. Broken windows and threats of instant death were so
common as to be unworthy of mention, and the hundred extra
armed policemen who were marched into the town were utterly
powerless against the prevailing rowdyism of the Nationalist
party. Honest men were coerced into acting as though dishonest,



and one unfortunate man, who had in a moment of weakness paid
half-a-year's rent, pitifully besought Mr. Smith-Barry's agent to
sue him along with the rest, and declared he would rather pay it
over again than have it known that the money had been paid. "Ye
can pay a year's gale for six months, but ye can't rise again from
the dead," said this pious victim to circumstances.

At last the leaders were prosecuted, but before this the Boys
had great divarshun. These good Gladstonians, these ardent
Home Rulers, these patriotic purists, these famous members of
the sans-shirt Separatist section, set no limits to their sacrifices
in the Good Cause, stuck at nothing that would exemplify
their determination to bring about the Union of Hearts, were
resolved to take their light from under a bushel and set it in
a candlestick. They wrecked many houses and sorely beat the
inmates. They burnt barns, and stacks, and homesteads, and
in one case a poor man's donkey-cart with its load of oats.
They exploded in people's homes metal boxes, leaden pipes, and
glass bottles containing gun-powder, in such numbers as to be
beyond reckoning. They burnt the doors and window sashes of
the empty houses, knocked people down at dark corners with
heavy bludgeons, and fired shots into windows by way of adding
zest to the family hearth. Poor John Quinlan escaped five shots,
all fired into his house. Mr. Bell, of Pegsboro, beat this record
with six. He was believed to sympathise with Mr. Smith-Barry!
Men with white masks pervaded the vicinity from the gentle
gloaming till the witching morn, and woe to the weak among



their opponents, or even among the neutrals, whom they might
meet on their march!

The tenants were great losers. A commercial man from
Dublin assured me that the agitation cost him £2,000
in bad debts. The people were inconvenienced, unsettled,
permanently demoralised, their peaceful relations rudely
interrupted, themselves and their commercial connections more
or less discredited and injured, and the whole prosperous
community impoverished, by the machinations of O'Brien and
Bishop Croke of Thurles, a few miles away. The inferior clergy
were of course in their element. Father Humphreys and others
were notorious for the violence of their language. Gladstonians
who think Home Rule heralds the millennium, and who babble
of brotherly love, should note the neat speech of good Father
Haynes, who said, "We would, if we could, pelt them not only
with dynamite, but with the lightnings of heaven and the fires of
hell, till every British bulldog, whelp, and cur would be pulverised
and made top-dressing for the soil." This is the feeling of the
priests, and the people are under the priestly thumb. That this is
so is proved by recent events in Dublin. None but the Parnellites
could make head against the Catholic Party. In the recent conflict
the Parnellites were squelched. Tim Healy kicked and bit, but
Bishop Walsh got him on the ropes, and Tim "went down to avoid
punishment." The priest holds Tim in the hollow of his hand. Tim
and his tribe must be docile, must answer to the whistle, must
keep to heel, or they will feel the lash. Should they rebel, their



constituencies, acting on priestly orders, will cast them out as
unclean, and their occupation, the means by which they live, will
be gone. Tim and his congeries hate the clerics, but they fear the
flagellum. They loathe their chains, but they must grin and bear
them. They have no choice between that and political extinction.

The opinion of Tipperary men on the question of religious
toleration is practically unanimous. Pass Home Rule and the
Protestants must perforce clear out. As it is, they are entirely
excluded from any elective position, their dead are hooted in
the streets, their funeral services are mocked and derided by
a jeering crowd. The other day a man was fined for insulting
the venerable Protestant pastor of Cappawhite, near Tipperary,
while the old man was peacefully conducting the burial service
of a member of his congregation. Foul oaths and execrations
being meekly accepted without protest, a more enterprising
Papist struck the pastor with a sod of turf, for which he was
punished. But, returning to our muttons, let me conclude with
three important points:

(1) Mr. Smith-Barry built the Town Hall of Tipperary at a cost
of £3,000, and gave the use thereof to the Town Commissioners
for nothing. He spent £1,000 on a butter weigh-house, £500 on
a market yard, and tidied up the green at a cost of £300. He gave
thirty acres of land for a park, and the ground for the Catholic
Cathedral. He offered the land for a Temperance Hall (I think
he promised to build it), on condition that it was not used as a
political meeting-house. The Catholic Bishop declined to accede



to this, and the project was abandoned.

(2) Several dupes of the Land League, for various outrages,
were sentenced to punishment varying from one year's hard
labour to seven years' penal servitude.

(3) O'Brien, M.P., and Dillon, M.P., who had brought about
the trouble, were with others convicted of conspiracy, and were
sentenced to six months' imprisonment. But this was in their
absence, for soon after the trial commenced, being released on
bail, they ran away, putting the salt sea between themselves and
their deservings. Heroes and martyrs of Ireland, of whom the
brutal Briton hears so much, receive these patriots into your
glorious company!

The spirit of Tipperary is ever the same. No open hostility
now, but the fires of fanaticism are only smouldering, and only a
breath is needed to revive the flame. Every Protestant I saw, and
all the intelligent and enlightened Catholics, concur that this is
so, and that Home Rule would supply the needful impulse. These
men also submit that they understand the matter better than Mr.
Gladstone and his patch-work party.

Tipperary April 12th.



No. 9. - TYRANNY
AND TERRORISM

The peasantry and small shopkeepers of this district can
only be captured by stratagem, and this for two reasons. Their
native politeness makes them all things to all men, and their fear
of consequences is ever before them. Their caution is not the
Scotsman's ingrained discretion, but rather the result of an ever-
present fear. English working men of directly opposite politics
chum together in good fellowship, harbouring no animosity,
agreeing to differ in a friendly way. It is not so in Ireland.
The Irish labourer is differently situated. He dare not think for
himself, and to boldly speak his mind would mean unknown
misfortunes, affecting the liberty and perhaps the lives of himself
and those nearest and dearest to him. That is, of course, assuming
that his opinions were not approved by the village ruffians who
watch his every movement, of whom he stands in deadly terror,
and whom he dreads as almost divining his most secret thoughts.
A direct query as to present politics would fail in every case.
As well try to catch Thames trout with a bent pin, or shoot
snipe with a bow and arrow. My plan has been to lounge about
brandishing a big red guide-book, a broad-brimmed hat, and
an American accent; speaking of antiquities, shortest roads to
famous spots, occasionally shmoking my clay dhudeen with the



foinest pisantry in the wurruld and listening to their comments
on the "moighty foine weather we're havin', Glory be to God."
They generally veer round to the universal subject, seeking up-
to-date information. Discovering my ignorance of the question,
they explain the whole matter, incidentally disclosing their own
opinions. The field workers of this district are fairly intelligent.
Most have been in England, working as harvesters, and some of
the better-informed believe that in future they will be compelled
to live in England altogether.

A fine old man, living by the roadside near Oolagh, said: —
"I wint to England for thirty-four years runnin', and to the same
place, in North Staffordshire, first wid father, thin wid son. Whin
I got too ould an' stiff I sent me own son. First it was old Micky,
thin it was young Micky. He's away four months, and brings
back enough to help us thro' the winter, thanks be to God. The
other time he mostly works at the big farrum beyant there. Whin
they cut up the big farrums into little ones, nayther meself nor
Micky will get anything, by raison we're dacent, harmless people.
"Tis the murtherin' moonlighters will get the land, an' me son
wouldn't demane himself by stoppin' in the counthry to work for
them. First 'twas the landlords dhrove us away, next 'twill be the
tenants. We're bound to be slaughtered some way, although 'twas
said that when we 'bolished the landlords we'd end our troubles.
But begorra, there's more ways o' killin' a dog than by chokin'
him wid butther." There is a growing feeling among the farmers
that the land will be heavily taxed to raise revenue, and that this



means expatriation to the labouring classes, who will swarm to
England in greater numbers than ever.

Another grand old man, named Mulqueen, spoke English
imperfectly, and it was only by dint of frequent repetition that
his meaning could be mastered. Well clothed and well groomed,
he stood at his cottage door, the picture of well-earned repose.
Thirty-two years of constabulary service and twenty-one years
in a private capacity had brought him to seventy-five, when he
returned to end his days on his native spot, among Irish-speaking
people, and under the noble shadow of the Galtee Mountains.
Divested of the accent which flavoured his rusty English, Mr.
Mulqueen's opinions were as follows: —

"I am a Home Ruler and I voted for a Nationalist. But I am
now doubtful as to the wisdom of that course. I see that Irishmen
quarrel at every turn, that they are splitting up already, that the
country under their management would be torn to pieces, that
the people would suffer severely, and that England would have
to interfere to keep our leaders from each other's throats. It was
Irish disputes that brought the English here at first. In the event of
an Irish Legislature Irish disagreements would bring them here
again. We'll never be able to govern ourselves until the people are
more enlightened." I left this sensible and truly patriotic Irishman
with the wish that there were more like him. He was a pious
Catholic, and regretted to learn that I was otherwise, admitting
in extenuation that this was rather a misfortune than a fault, and,
with a parting hand-shake, expressing an earnest hope that "the



golden gates of glory might open to receive my sowl, and that we
might again convarse in the company of the blessed saints in the
peaceful courts of heaven." This old-fashioned pious kindliness
is hardly now the mode, and isolated instances can rarely be met
with even in remote country districts.

Running down to Limerick, I witnessed a warm contention
between a Unionist from Belfast and a commercial traveller from
Mullingar, a hot Home Ruler, the latter basing his arguments
on alleged iniquitous treatment of his father, a West Meath
farmer, and defending boycotting as "a bloodless weapon," which
phrase he evidently considered unanswerable. The Land League
he contended was a fair combination to protect the interests of
the tenants, and avowed that all evictions were unwarrantable
acts of tyranny. The Belfast man showed that these arguments
were equally applicable to the other side, and asked the patriot if
eviction were not likewise "a bloodless weapon," to which inquiry
the Mullingar man failed to find the proper answer, and, not
coming up to time, was by his backers held to have thrown up the
sponge. This incident is only valuable as showing the poor line of
country hunted by the more brainy Nationalists. A County Clare
man boasted of his collection of Irish curiosities. "I have the
pistol O'Connell shot So-and-So with, I have the pistol Grattan
used when he met Somebody else, I have the sword of Wolfe
Tone, the pike that Miles O'Flanagan — " Here the Ulsterman
broke in with —

"Excuse me, Sir. There's one thing I'd like to see if ye have



it. Like you, I am a pathriotic Irishman, and take deloight in
relics appertaining to the histhory of me counthry. Tell me now,
have ye the horsewhip, the thunderin' big horsewhip, that young
McDermot, of Thrinity College, used when he administhered
condign punishment to Tim Healy? Have ye that, now?"

The County Clare man was completely knocked out. He
discontinued the recital of his catalogue, and surveyed the
scenery in dignified silence. His own friends chuckled. This was
the most unkindest cut of all. Irishmen love to see a splendid
knockdown blow. They are full of fight, and their spirit must have
vent. They fight for fun, for love, for anything, for nothing, with
words, with blows, with tongues, with blackthorns, anywhere,
anyhow, only let them fight. Remove Mr. Bull, they will fight
each other. Heaven help the right when nobody stands by to see
fair play!

A Mr. Magrath, of Killmallock, was inclined to take a jocose
view of the situation. "Faix, the English could never govern
Ireland, an' small blame to thim for that same. Did ye see the
Divil's Bit Mountains as ye came down from Dublin? Ye did? Av
coorse, ye couldn't help but see them. Did ye see the big bite he
tuk out o' the range — ye can see the marks o' the divil's own teeth,
an' the very shape of his gums, divil sweep him! Shure, I seen
it meself whin I wint to the Curragh races wid Barney Maloney;
an' by the same token, 'twas Barney axplained it to me. Didn't
the divil take his bite, an' then didn't he dhrop it on the plain out
there forninst ye, the big lump they call the rock iv Cashel? Av



coorse he did. An' if the divil himself found Ireland too hard a
nut to crack, how can the English expect to manage us? Anyway,
'tis too big a mouthful for Misther Bull." One gentleman stood
at his shop door, and having looked carefully around, said, "Ye
niver know who ye're spakin' wid, an' ye niver know who's spyin’
ye. Ah, this is a terrible counthry since we all got upset wid this
Home Rule question. Did ye hear of Sadleir, of Tipperary? Ye
didn't? He was a savin', sthrivin' man, an' he married a woman
wid money. He had a foine shop, wid ploughs, an' sickles, an'
spades for the whole counthry round. "Twas a grand business he
had, an' he made a powerful dale o' money. He was a quiet man,
an' niver wint to the whiskey shops, where the boys they would
be quarrellin' an' knockin' hell out iv each other. He introduced
a timprance lecturer that towld the boys the poteen was pizenin'
thim, an' 'twas wather they must dhrink. Ha! Ha! Will I tell ye
what owld Sheela Maguire said to the timprance man?"

I admitted a delirious delight in discursive digression.

"The timprance man had a wondherful glass that made
verything a thousand million times as big. What's this he called
it? Ye're right, 'twas a my-cross-scrope; ye hit it to a pop; bedad
'tis yerself has the larnin.' An' the people looked through it at the
wather he put in a glass, an' they seen the wather all swimmin'
wid snakes an' scorpions; 'twas enough to terrify the mortal sowl
out o' ye. An' so Sheela looked in an' saw them. An' the man
put in the wather a good dhrop o' whiskey, an' he says, says
he, 'Now ye'll see the effect on animal life,' says he. An' Sheela



looked in again, an' she seen the snakes all doubled up, an' kilt,
an' murthered an' says Sheela, says she: —

"'May the divil fly away wid me,' says she, 'if I ever touch
wather again till I first put in whiskey to kill them fellows!'

""Twas poor Sadleir, of Tipperary town, brought the man
down. Sadleir must howld land; nothin' less would sarve him, an'
he tuk from Smith-Barry a big houldin', an' paid the out-going
tenant five thousand pounds for his interest. Whin the throubles
began he refused to join the Land League, by raison that he'd
put all his money in the land. They sent him terrible letthers wid
skulls an' guns, an' coffins, an' they said Will ye join? An' he
said No, once. They smashed ivery pane o' glass in his house,
an' they said Will ye join? An' he said No, twice. They bate his
servants next, an' said Will ye join? An' he said No, three times.
They threw explosives into the house, an' said Will ye join? An'
he broke down. He was afeard for his life. He wint in wid the
rest, an' refused to pay rint', an' iv coorse he got evicted, an' lost
his five thousand pounds he put into the farm, an' then he lost
his business, an' before long he died with a broken heart. An'
where did he die? Just in the workhouse. "Twas all thro' William
O'Brien, the great frind iv Oireland, that this happened. An" if
O'Brien an' his frinds got into power, why wouldn't it happen
again? But we're afeard to breathe almost in this unfortunate
counthry, God help us!"

Amid the varying opinions of the Irish people there is one
point on which they are unanimous. They have no confidence in



their present leaders, whom they freely accuse of blackguardism,
lying, and flagrant dishonesty. Business men, although Home
Rulers, agree that the destinies of the country should not be
trusted to either or any of the jarring factions, which like unclean
birds of evil omen hover darkling around, already disputing
with horrid dissonance possession of the carcase on which they
hope to batten. At the Station Hotel, Limerick Junction, a warm
Nationalist said to me, "The country will be ruined with those
blackguards. We have a right to Home Rule, an abstract right
to manage our own affairs, and I believe in the principle. But I
want such men as Andrew Jameson, or Jonathan Hogg, or that
other Quaker, Pym, the big draper. There we have honourable
gentlemen, whom we or the English alike might trust, either as to
ability or integrity. We might place ourselves in the hands of such
men and close our eyes with perfect confidence. Our misfortune
is that our men, as a whole, are a long way below par. They inspire
no confidence, they carry no weight, and nobody has any respect
for them." Here my friend mentioned names, and spoke of an
Irish M.P.'s conduct at Sligo. I give his story exactly as I heard
it, premising that my informant's fout ensemble was satisfactory,
and that he assured me I might rely on his words: — "At the
Imperial Hotel a discussion arose — a merely political discussion
— and blows were exchanged, the 'honourable gentleman' and
others rolling about the floor like so many savage bull dogs in
a regular rough-and-tumble fight. The poor 'boots' got his face
badly bruised, and for some days went about in mourning. I see



that this same member is bringing in a Bill in the House of
Commons, and I read it through with great interest, because I
remembered the row, which was hushed up, and never appeared
in the papers. Imagine any Irishman, with any respect either for
himself or his country, trusting either to a parcel of fellows like
that."

My friend spoke more moderately of the objectionable Irish
M.P.'s than they do of each other, but his opinions were obviously
strong enough for anything. The attitude of the Freeman's
Journal moved him to contempt, and its abject subjection to the
priesthood excited his disgust. He said, waving the despised sheet
with indignity — "We have no paper now. We lost all when we lost
Parnell. He was a Protestant, and could carry the English people,
and with all his faults he had the training of a gentleman. Look
at the low-bred animals that represent us now. Look at Blank-
Blanky and his whole boiling. I swear I am ashamed to look an
Englishman in the face. The very thought of the Irish members
makes me puke."

The mention of Mr. Jonathan Hogg reminds me that this
eminent Dubliner submitted to me a point which I do not
remember to have seen in print. Said Mr. Hogg: "When the
Irish Legislature has become an accomplished fact, which is
extremely improbable, the land will be divided and sub-divided
until the separate holdings will yield incomes below the amount
required for the payment of income-tax. The effect of this
will be that a large number of incomes now paying tax will



disappear, each leaving a number of small incomes paying
no tax, so that a larger tax must be levied on the remaining
incomes to meet the deficiency. Then the large manufacturers
who can move away will certainly do so, and the country
will suffer severely. Employment will be scarce or altogether
lacking, and the people will go to England, by their competition
lowering the rate of wage." The mention of Mr. Andrew Jameson
reminds me of his opinion re Customs. He said to me "The bill
nominally deprecates Separation, and yet proposes to establish
a Custom House between the two countries, making Ireland a
foreign country at once." Mr. John Jameson, who was present
along with Mr. Arundel, the business manager of the great J.J.
concern, then expressed his fears anent the practicability of
Customs' collections on the Irish coast. He said, "We have 1,300
coastguards at present, and this force is ample when backed
by the Royal Irish Constabulary, marching and patrolling in
the interior. But when the constabulary are no longer engaged
in the direct protection of British interests the little force of
thirteen hundred coastguards must prove quite insufficient, and
I doubt if even thirteen thousand would prove an adequate
force. The Irish people will have no interest in protecting the
British Government. Their interest will be exactly the other way.
Grave difficulties attend the proposition having regard to the
Customs duties between the two countries." Another eminent
authority then present referred to the encouragement which the
Act would give to the enterprising smuggler, and thought that a



small fleet of American steamers, smart built, fast little boats,
would instantly spring into existence to carry on a splendidly
paying trade — a trade, too, having untold fascination for the
Yankees, while the average Irishman, as everybody knows, is
a smuggler by nature, disposition, heredity, and divine right.
It was also pointed out that, whereas huge quantities of spirits
now pass to Ireland through the ports of Bristol and London,
under the new dispensation Irish merchants would order direct,
which would inflict loss on England. The details of this loss
were fully explained, but I omit them for the reason that experts
will understand, while lay readers may safely accept a statement
uttered in the presence of the two Jamesons and receiving their
assent.

But my friend's conversation reminded me of something
more, and I remembered a little story I heard in Dublin respecting
a daily disseminator of priest-ordered politics. It owed some rent
for the premises it occupies on the thymy banks of the odorous
Liffey. It owed, I say, for owing, not paying, is the strong suit
of the party it represents. It was pressed to pay, coaxed to plank
down, soothered to shell out. A registered letter with premonitory
twist of the screw "fetched" the patriot laggards. They or "It"
paid up, but failed to look pleasant. In his hurry the glad recipient
of the cash gave a receipt up to date instead of up to the time the
rent was due. The immaculate organ of highly-rectified morality
wished to hold the writer of the receipt to his pen-slip, to nobble
the rent; and being reproached backed out with: —



"We thought you wanted to give it as a present." The landlord
is a strong Unionist. The rottenness of repudiation is spreading
everywhere. Lying and theft, under other names, would be,
the dominant influences under the new régime. But it may be
objected — If Irishmen have no respect for their members, why
did they elect them? If they object to Home Rule, why did they
vote for it? And so on, and so on. These queries at first blush
seem unanswerable, but they are not really so. Attentive readers
of later letters will discover the reason why. Further, it may be
remarked, in passing, that questions are more easily asked than
answered. Here is an instance. The facts are undeniable, staring
us in the face: —

The base and bloody Balfour, unaccompanied by men who
have been called his black and brutal bloodhounds, moves about
in Ireland unmolested, with no other protection than that of his
sister.

The bright and brilliant O'Brien, the purist-patriot, visiting the
constituency of which he is the senior member, is with difficulty
protected by a powerful force of the police he has so often
affected to despise.

Other Nationalist members dare not appear in Nationalist
quarters. How is this?

To return to the objections given above. Since the appearance
of the bill, Irishmen have been changing their minds. Day by day
they dread it more and more. They still believe that under certain
conditions Home Rule would be a good thing for Ireland. But



they begin to see that the required conditions do not exist. They
begin to see that they have been used by such men as O'Brien
and Healy, they see the incompetency which has reduced the
party paper to so low an ebb, they see the misery and degradation
which the Land League inflicted on the once thriving districts
of Tipperary; they saw their neighbours, poor, unlettered men,
dupes of unscrupulous lying eloquence, men whom it was murder
to deceive — they saw these men sentenced to long terms of
penal servitude, while the instigators of the crimes for which
they had suffered, availing themselves of the liberal English law,
broke their bail, and, travelling first-class to Paris, lived in the
best hotels of that gay city on the plunder they had wiled from
ignorant servant girls, being clothed in purple and fine linen,
and faring sumptuously every day, while their friends the felons
trod the tireless wheel and the housemaids went on with their
scrubbing.

The Irish people have seen these things and many more,
and, as the French say, they have reflected. A very considerable
proportion of the lower classes have already changed their minds,
but — they dare not own it. So the process of education is
comparatively slow. A small farmer said to me, "Not an hour's
walk from here, a small tinant like meself was suspicted to be a
thraitor to the cause. He was a sthrivin' man, an' he had really
no politics, an' only wanted to get lave to work his land, an' earn
his bit an' sup.

"He had two sthrappin' daughters, as nice, dacent young girls



as ye'd see in a summer's day. They were seen spakin' to a
pliceman — that was all they done — an' four men came that night,
four ruffians wid white masks, an" havin' secured the father, they
dhragged the young girls out of bed at the dead hour, an' stripped
them to the skin. Thin they cut off their hair close wid a knife, the
way ye'd cut corn, an' scarified their bodies wid knives. Would
ye wondher we're careful?"

I asked him whether a Protestant could in his district hope
to be elected to any public position, the Board of Guardians for
instance (he was a good Catholic). His answer was an unqualified
No. Then he took time, and shortly proposed the following
statement of the position, which I present on account of its gem-
like finish: —

"I wouldn't say but they'd put on a Protestant av he paid for it
by settlin' wid the priest that for certain considerations he would
be contint wid a seat on the boord. An' thin he must renounce his
political ideas, or promise never to mintion thim in public. But,
begorra, he'd have to sell his birthright for a mess of pottage by
makin' a decoy duck of himself!"

In adding this great specimen to the immortal list of
memorable mixed metaphors, I feel that my visit to Ireland has
not been quite in vain.

Oolagh, (Co. Tipperary), April 15th.



No. 10. - DEFYING
THE LAND LEAGUE

Burn everything English except English coals." That was the
first sentiment I heard in "rebel Cork," and it certainly expresses
the dominant feeling of the local Nationalist party, who do not
seem to have heard of the proposed Union of Hearts, or, if they
have heard, they certainly have not heeded. Nor will anyone
who knows for one moment assert that the Corkers entertain the
idea. My hotel is a hotbed of sedition. It is the southern head-
quarters of the Parnellite party. The spacious entrance hall is a
favourite resort of the leading Cork Nationalists, who air their
views in public with much excited gesture, having its basis in
whiskey-nourished hatred of English rule. They walk to the bar,
suck in the liquid bliss, and return to the spot whence they may
look upon the beauteous promenaders of Patrick Street. They
prefer the kaleidoscopic change of the streets to the stationary
beauty of the bar, and while admitting the unfleeting quality
of the fixed stars they worship the procession of the equinoxes.
On Saturday last, the day O'Brien died, the Mayor of Cork,
with Mayoral chain and hosts of satellites, might have been seen
under the familiar portal, discussing the proposed public funeral
of the lamented friend, once Mayor of the City, and described
as "a gentleman who had, by his courageous and outspoken



utterances, obtained the distinguished honour of imprisonment
by the British Government." Particulars were not given, as the
first two incarcerations occurred under Forster and Trevelyan.
The third, under Balfour, was a term of fourteen days for
assaulting a policeman. The Corporation discussed the patriot's
merits without descending to detail. Outside, the newspaper boys
were yelling "Arrest of Misther Balfour-r-r," but the Corporation
were no buyers. The populace might be taken in, but official Cork
know it was the "wrong 'un," and clave to its hard-earned pence.

Public opinion here is much the same as in Dublin, only hotter.
Respectable people who have anything to lose are, if possible,
more seriously alarmed. The lower classes are, if possible, more
bitter, more implacable in their animosity to everything English.
Nevertheless, the feeling against Home Rule is assuredly gaining
ground, even among the most ardent Nationalists. The great
meeting of last Wednesday showed what the Unionists could do,
how they could crowd a great platform with the intelligence of the
country, and fill a great hall with the Unionist rank and file. The
Loyalists have astonished themselves. They knew not their own
strength. Now they are taking fresh heart, determined to hold out
to extremity. The Separatists — for the Corkers are Separatists
au naturel— are somewhat disconcerted, and try to minimise the
effect of the meeting by sneering and contumely; but it will not
do. They affect hilarity, but their laughter is not real. Perhaps
nothing shows the shallowness of men more than the tricks they
think sufficient to deceive. And then the leaders are accustomed



to a credulous public. The place is eminently religious. Cork is
the Isle of Saints — with a port and a garrison to enhance its
sanctity. At certain seasons a big trade is done in candles, on
which names are written, which being blessed and burnt have
powerful influence in the heavenly courts. It costs a trifle to
hallow the tallow, but no matter. A friend has seen a muddy little
well, which is fine for sore eyes. Offerings of old bottles and
little headless images were planted around, but the favourite gift
was a pin, stuck in the ground by way of fee. Jolly Mr. Whicker,
of Dublin, who represents three Birmingham houses, saw Father
McFadden, of Gweedore, waving his hat when in custody. A
policeman insisted that this should cease, when a man in the
crowd said to Mr. Whicker: —

"Arrah, now, look at the holy man. He puts on his hat widout
a wurrud, whin he could strike the man dead wid jist sayin' a
curse. 'Tis a good saint he is, to go wid the police, whin if he
sthretched out his hand he could wither thim up, an' bur-rn thim
like sthraws in the blazin' turf!"

These people have votes, and to a man support the Nationalist
party. It is proposed to place Ireland under a Government
governed by these good folks, who are in turn governed by their
sacred medicine-men.

A member of the firm of Cooke Brothers, a native of Cork,
in business in this city fifty years, said: —

"There can be no doubt that the bill means ruin for Ireland,
and therefore damage to England. The poor folks here believe



the most extravagant things, and follow the agitators like a flock
of sheep. They are undoubtedly wanting in energy. We have the
richest land in Ireland, wonderful pastures that turn out the most
splendid cattle in the world, big salmon rivers, a most fruitful
country, a land flowing with milk and honey. As the rents are
judicially fixed there can be no ground for complaint, but the
people will not help themselves. Whether it is in the climate I
cannot say, but I must reluctantly admit — and no one will gainsay
my statement — that the people of the South, to put it mildly, are
not a striving sort.

"They want somebody else to do something for them. They get
on a stick and wait till it turns to a horse before they ride. No Act
of Parliament will help them, for they will not help themselves.

"Look at the magnificent country you saw from Dublin to this
city. Compare it with the black and desolate bogs of Ulster, and
then ask yourself this question — How is it that the Ulster people,
with far worse land, worse harbours, worse position, and having
the same laws, are prosperous and content to have no change?
If the Northerns and Southerns would swop countries, Ireland
must develop into one of the most prosperous countries in the
world. The Ulster men are tremendously handicapped as against
the Munster folks, but — they are workers. Some say that if they
were here the climate would enervate them, but I do not find that
my experience countenances this supposition. Fifty years ago all
the leading merchants and tradesmen of Cork were Catholics. It
is not so now. What does that prove? I withhold my own opinion.



"The Southerners are better fixed than the Ulstermen, but they
are idle, and — this is very important — extremely sentimental."

An avowed Nationalist, one Sullivan, completely bore out this
last statement. "We want to manage our own business, and be
ruled by Irishmen. You say in England that we shall be poor,
and so we may, but that is no argument at all. It might influence
a nation of shopkeepers, but it has no weight with Irishmen,
who have a proper and creditable wish to make their country
one of the nations of the world. The very servant girls feel this,
and the poorest peasant woman now having what she calls a 'tay
brakefast' is willing to go back to porridge if the country was
once rid of the English. Never you mind what will happen to us.
Cut us adrift, and that will be all we ask. If we need help we can
affiliate with America or even France. The first is half our own
people, the second understands the Irish nation, which fought
for centuries in the French armies, and, under Marshal Saxe,
an Irishman, routed the English at Fontenoy." This gentleman
was civil and moderate in tone, but he did not promise to walk
down the ages arm-in-arm with England, attesting eternal amity
by exchanging smokes and drinks. "We'll be very glad to see
the English as tourists," he said. "And they will have to behave
themselves, too," he added, reflectively.

A large trader of Patrick Street has most serious misgivings
as to the effect of the bill. He said: —

"I had just been over to England to make purchases. Arriving
here, I found the bill just out. I read it, and at once cancelled half



my orders. We are reducing stock. What Home Rule would do
for us I cannot contemplate. The mere threat amounts to partial
paralysis. What the Cork people want with Home Rule is beyond
me. They have everything in their own hands. The city elections
of all kinds are governed by the rural voters of five miles round.
Wealth and commercial capital are completely swamped by these
obedient servants of the priests. Mr. Gladstone talks of an Upper
House, with a £20 qualification. Why, the qualification for the
Grand Jury is £40. Many of the twenty-pounders round here
cannot read or write, and yet they will be qualified for the Irish
House of Lords.

A customer came up and said: — "Gladstone wants to hand the
capital and commerce of this country to men like Tim Healy,
who expects to be Prime Minister, and who will succeed, if the
bill passes and he can eat priestly dirt enough. I knew where he
was reared in Waterford, in a little tripe and drischeen shop."

I rose to a point of order. Would the honourable member
now addressing the House kindly explain the technical term
"drischeen shop?" "Certainly. The drischeen is a sort of pudding,
made of hog's blood and entrails, with a mixture of tansy and
other things. Tim would know them well for he was reared on
them, which accounts for his characteristic career. Do you know
that the Queenstown Town Commissioners call each other liars,
and invite each other to come out and settle it on the landing?
Get the Cork Constitution, look over the file, and you'll drop on
gems that will be the soul of your next letter. Don't miss it. And



that's the sort of folks Mr. Gladstone would trust with the fate of
England as well as Ireland, for their fates would be the same. You
cannot separate them. The people of England do not seem to see
through that. They will have an awful awakening. And serve them
right. They make a pact with traitors; they offer their throats to
the murderer, and they say, 'Anything to oblige you. I know you
won't hurt us much.'

"The Southern Irish are the most lovable people in the
world, with all their faults, if they were not led astray by
hireling agitators, who ruin the country by playing on the
people's ignorance, exciting the Catholic hope of religious
domination, and trusting to damage England as a great spreader
of Protestantism. A lie is no lie if told to a Protestant. To keep
a Protestant out of heaven would be a meritorious action. And
they would readily damage themselves if by doing so they could
also damage England. Englishmen hardly believe this, but every
commercial traveller from an English house knows it is true."

I tested a number of English commercials on this point.
All confirmed the statement above given. Many had been
Gladstonians, but now all were Unionists. None of them knew an
English or Scotch commercial who, having travelled in Ireland,
remained a Home Ruler. Such a person, they thought, did not
exist. Admitted that for business purposes the apparent rara
avis might possibly, though not probably, be found, all agreed
that no Englishman in his senses, with personal knowledge of
the subject, could over support Home Rule. Two Gladstonians



went from Chester to Tipperary to investigate the troubles: both
returned converted. Six men from a shop-fitting establishment in
Birmingham worked some weeks in Dublin: all returned Unionist
to the core. This from Mr. Sibley, of Grafton street, Dublin, in
whose splendid shop I met the Duchess of Leinster, handsomest
woman in Ireland, and therefore (say Irishmen) handsomest in
the world. She was buying books for Mr. Balfour, who, she said,
was a great reader of everything connected with Ireland or Irish
affairs. Mr. Sibley is a partner of Mr. Combridge, of New street,
Birmingham, and is a leading Irish Unionist. Returning to the
cancelling of orders, I will add that Mr. Richard Patterson, J.P.,
of Belfast, the largest buyer of hardware in Ireland, has cancelled
very largely, together with two other large firms, whose names
he gave me. You will remember Mr. John Cook, the Protestant
Home Ruler, of Derry. His manager, Mr. Smith, has written the
Birmingham factor of the house, to omit his usual visit, as the
firm will have no orders for him. A strange comment on Mr.
Cook's theories of confidence. Mr. Cook is an excellent, a high-
minded man. He asked me how I would class him among his
party. I called him a Visionary in Excelsis.

Every self-respecting Saxon visitor to Cork visits the famous
castle of Blarney, seven miles away, to see the scenery and kiss
the Blarney Stone, the apparent source of Home Rule inspiration.

There is a stone there
That whoever kisses



Och! he never misses
To grow eloquent.
"Tis he may clamber
To a lady's chamber,
Or become a member
Of Parliament.

A clever spouter

He'll sure turn out, or

An out-an'-outer

To be let alone!

Don't hope to hindher him
Or to bewildher him —
Sure, he's a pilgrim

From the Blarney stone!

The walk is delightful, not unlike that from Colwyn Bay to
Conway, but more beautiful still, as instead of the London and
North Western Railway a lovely river runs along the valley on
your right. The Cork and Muskerry Light Railway occupies the
roadside for the first four miles, relic of the beneficent Balfour
— winding by the river side for the rest of the journey, through
fat meadows dotted with thriving kine, and having a background
of richly-wooded hills. At Carrickrohane your left is bounded
by a huge precipitous rock, covered from base to summit with
vy and other greenery, a great grey building on the very brink
of the abyss, flanked by Scotch firs, peering over the precipice.
A fine stone bridge, garrisoned by salmon-fishers, leads to the



Anglers' Rest, and here I found a splendid character, one Dennis
Mulcahy, who boasted of his successful resistance to the Land
League. Having told me of his adventures in America, and how
his oyster-bar experiences in the Far West had opened his eyes to
the fact that the Irish people were being humbugged, he narrated
his return to his native land, on his succession to a small farm left
him by "an ould aunt he had." His language was so forcible and
picturesque that I despair of conveying its effect, more especially
as no pen can describe the rich brogue, which, notwithstanding
his two years' residence in the States, was still thick enough to
be cut with a knife. Apart from its amusing side, his story has a
moral, and may be instructively applied.

""Twas at Ballina I was, the toime o' the Land Lague. "Twas
there Captain Moonlight started from, an' the whole disthrict was
shiverin' in their shoes. I refused to subscribe to the Land Lague,
an' they started to compil me, but, be the powers, they tackled
the wrong tom-cat whin they wint to coarce Dennis Mulcahy.
Threatenin' letthers, wid pictures o' death's-heads, an' guns, an'
pikes, an' coffins, was but a thrifle to the way they wint on. But
they knew I had a thrifle of a sivin-shooter, an' bad luck to the
one o' thim that dared mislist me at all. At last it got abroad that
I was to get a batin' wid blackthorn sticks, for they wor tired the
life out o' them, raisonin' wid me. Well, says I, I'm here, says I,
an' the first man that raises a hand to me, I'll invite him to his
own inquist, says I, for, bedad, I'll perforate him like a riddle,
says I. Well, it wint on an' on, till one day I was stayin' at a bit of



a shebeen outside the place, when a slip o' a girleen kem to me
— I was sittin' on a bench in the back garden, the way I'd enjoy
my pipe in the fresh air, an', says she, 'Get out o' this, for there's
a whole crew o' thim inside going to bate you.' That was six or
seven o' a fine summer's night, an' I walked into the house an'
took a look at thim — a thievin' heap o' blayguards as iver ye seen
wid your two eyes."

"I wint out again an' sat in the haggard, where I could kape my
eye on the dure. Prisintly out comes one o' thim, to commince
the row, I suppose.

"He spoke o' the Land Lague, an' I towld him I didn't agree
wid it at all, and 'twas a thievin' invintion o' a set o' roguish
schamers.

""Ye'd betther mind yer manners,' says he, 'onless ye have yer
revalver,' says he, lookin' at me maningly.

"Faix, 'tis here, says I, pullin' out the tool.

"'But can ye handle it?' says he.

"Begorra, says I, I'd shoot a fly off yer nose; an' wid that I
looked round for a mark, an' I seen in a three foreninst me a lump
0'a crow sittin' annoyin' me. "Will ye quit yer dhrimandhru?' says
I, to the botherin' ould rook.

"'Caw, caw, caw,' says he, vexin' me intirely.

"Bang! says I, an the dirty blackburd comes fluttherin' down,
an' dhropped in the haggard like a log o' limestone.

"Ye should have seen that fellow! The landlord wid the whole
rout o' thim runs out. 'What's the matter?' says he, starin' round



like a sick cod-fish.

"'I'm afther charmin' a burd out iv a three; 'tis a way I have,’
says I, shovin' in a fresh cartridge from my waistcoat pocket, fair
an' aisy, an' kapin' me back to the haystack.

""Was it you kilt the jackdaw?' says he.

""Twas meself,' says I, 'that did it," says I.

"'An' ye carry a murdherin' thing like that in a paceful
counthry,' says he. ""Tis yer American thrainin' says he, sneerin'.

"I tuk off me hat an' giv' him a bow an' a scrape. 'Is it yerself
would insinse me into the rudiments o' polite larnin'?" says I.
Thin I looked him straight into the white iv his eye, an' give
him the length o' my tongue. Me blood was up whin I seen this
spalpeen wid his dirty set o' vagabones waitin' to murther me if
they ketched me unbeknownst. '"Michael Hegarty,' says I, 'where
did ye scour up yer thievin' set o' rag-heaps?' says I. 'Ye'd bate me
wid blackthorns, would ye? Come on, you and your dirty thribe,
till I put sivin shots into yez. Shure I could pick the eye out o' yez
shure I could shoot a louse off yer ear,' says I. 'Anger me,' says
I, 'an' I'll murther the whole parish; raise a stick to me, an' I'll
shlaughter the whole counthry side." An' wid that I cocked me
little shootin'-iron.

"Ye should have seen that shebeen-keeper; ye should have
seen the whole o' them whin I raised me voice an' lifted me little
Colt!

"They tumbled away through the dure, crossin' each other like
threes ye'd cut down, lavin' the landlord, struck all iv a heap, the



mug on him white as a new twelve-pinny, staggerin' on his two
shin-bones, an' thrimblin' an' shiverin' wid fright, till ye'd think
he'd shake the teeth out iv his head.

"The murdherin' vilyans want shtandin' up to, an' they'll rispict
ye. I had no further trouble. That was the last o' thim. "Tis the
wake an' difinceless people they bate an' murther. I heerd there
was talk o' shootin' me from the back iv a ditch; an' that one said,
'‘But av ye missed?' says he. "What thin?' says he.

"Ye should sind ould Gladstone an' Morley an' the other ould
women to Carrignaheela till I give them a noggin' o' right poteen
an' insinse thim into the way 1v it. The only way o' managin' me
counthrymin is to be the masther all out, an' 'tis thrue what I
spake, an' sorra one o' me cares who hears me opinion. I'm the
only man in the counthry that dares open his teeth, an' yet they
all thrate me well now, an' the priest invites me to his house. An'
all because I spake me mind, an' don't care three thraneens for
the whole o' thim. "Twas in America I larned the secret."

Cork, April 20th.



No. 11. - THE CRY FOR
PEACE AND QUIETNESS

What's the next place to this?" I asked, as the Southern and
Western Railway deposited me at Tralee. I was uncertain as to
whether the place was a terminus, but the gintleman who dhrove
the cyar I hailed marvelled greatly at my ignorance. He surveyed
me from top to toe with a compassionate expression. No doubt he
had heard much of the ignorance of the uncivilised English, but
this beat the record. Not to know that Tralee was on the sea, not
to know that the little port frowned o'er the wild Atlantic main,
as Mr. Micawber would have said. He struggled for a moment
with his emotion and then said,

"Musha, the next parish is Amerikay!"

I apologised for my imperfect geographical knowledge, but
the cyar-man was immovable. No pardoning look stole over his
big red face, which was of the size and complexion of a newly
cut ham. Nor would he enter into conversation with the inquiring
stranger. He cursed his horse with a copiousness which showed
his power of imagination, and with a minute attention to detail
which demonstrated a superior business capacity. Put him in the
House amongst the Nationalist members, and he is bound to
come to the front. The qualifications above-mentioned cannot
fail to ensure success. We have the examples before us, no need



to mention names. A hard cheek, a bitter tongue, and a good
digestion are the three great steps in the Irish Parliamentary
gradus ad Parnassum, the cheek to enable its happy possessor
to "snub up" to gentlemen of birth and breeding, the tongue to
drip gall and venom on all and sundry, the digestion to eat dirt
ad libitum and to endure hebdomadal horsewhippings. Such a
man, I am sure, was the dhriver of my cyar, who may readily
be identified. His physiognomy is very like the railway map of
Ireland, coloured red, with the rivers and mountain ranges in
dark-blue or plum-colour. As a means of ready reference he
would be invaluable in the House of Commons. How interesting
to see Mr. Gladstone poring over his cheek (Connaught and
Leinster), his jaw (Munster, with a pimple for Parnellite Cork),
and his forehead (Ulster, with the eyes for Derry and Belfast).
The G.O.M. would find the Kerry member invaluable. Like
the rest he would probably be devoid of shame, untroubled by
scruples, and a straight voter for his side, so long as he was
not allowed to go "widout a male." Who knows but that, like
the Prime Minister's chief Irish adviser, he may even have been
reared on the savoury tripe and the succulent "drischeen"?

All the Tralee folks are shy of political talk. They eye you for a
long time before they commit themselves, but when once started
they can hardly stop, so warm are they, so intensely interested
in the great question. Running down the line, a Cork merchant
said "The Kerry folks are decent, quiet folks by nature. Do not
believe that these simple villagers are the determined murderers



they would seem to be. No brighter intellects in Ireland, no
better hearts, no more hospitable hosts in the Emerald Isle. They
are very superstitious. There you have it all. 'Tis their beautiful
ingenuousness that makes them so easily led astray. What do
these simple country folks, living on their farms, without books,
without newspapers, without communication with large centres
— what do they know about intricate State affairs? What can
they do but listen to the priest, regarded as the great scholar
of the district, reverenced as almost — nay, quite infallible, and
credited with the power to give or withhold eternal life? For while
in England the people only respect a parson according to the
esteem he deserves as a man, in Ireland the priestly office invests
the man with a character entirely different from his own, and
covers everything. These poor folks felt the pinch of hard times,
and the agitators, backed by their Church, saw their opportunity
and commenced to use it. Hence the Kerry moonlighters, poor
fellows, fighting in their rude and uncouth way for what they
believed to be patriotism and freedom. They should be pitied
rather than blamed, for they were assuredly acting up to their
light, and upon the advice of men they had from childhood been
taught to regard as wise, sincere, and disinterested counsellors.
"Ah me, what terrible times we had in Cork! Belfast may
boast, but Belfast is not in it. We were in the centre of the fire.
The shopkeepers of Patrick Street deserve the fullest recognition
from the British nation. They had to furnish juries to well
and truly try the moonlighters of Kerry, Clare, and several



other counties. They sat for eight months, had to adjourn over
Christmas, and those men returned true bills at the peril of their
lives. The venue was changed to Cork for all these counties, and
every man jack of the jury knew full well that any day some
fanatic friend of the convicted men might shoot or stab him
in the street. The loyalty of Belfast is all the talk, but it has
never undergone so severe a test. There the Loyalists have it all
their own way. Here the Loyalists, instead of being three to one,
are only one to three. The Ulstermen are the entrenched army;
the Cork Unionists are the advanced picket. More judges got
promotion from Cork than elsewhere. We changed the barristers'
silk to ermine, too. All this shows what we went through.
Everything is quiet now; Balfour terrified the life out of them,
and Captain Moonlight at the mention of that name would skip
like spring-heeled Jack."

The Kerry folks turned out bright as their reputation. It was
hard to believe that these simple, kindly peasants had ever stained
their beautiful pastoral country with the bloodiest, cruellest
deeds of recent times. They have a polite, deferential manner
without servility, and a pious way of interpolating prayer and
thanksgiving with their ordinary conversation.

"Good morning, Sir."

"Good mornin', an' God save ye, Sorr."

"Fine weather."

""Tis indeed foine weather, glory be to God."

"Nice country."



"Troth, it is a splindid country. The Lord keep us in it."

A prosperous-looking shop with a portly personage at the door
looked so uncommonly Unionistic that I ventured to make a few
inquiries re the antiquities of the district. The inevitable topic
soon turned up, and to my surprise my friend avowed himself a
Home Ruler and a Protectionist. His opinions and illustrations
struck me as remarkable, and with his permission I record them
here.

"Yes, I am a Home Ruler — in theory. 1 think Home Rule
would be best for both. Best for you and best for me, as the song
says; but mark me well — Not Yet.

"You are surprised that I should say Not Yet so emphatically,
but the fact is I love my country, and, besides, all my interests
and those of my children are bound up with the prosperity of the
country. This ought to sharpen a man's wits, if anything could do
it, and I have for many years been engaged in thinking out the
matter, and my mind is now made up.

"Home Rule from Gladstone will ruin us altogether. We must
have Home Rule from Balfour. We must have Home Rule, but
we must have it from a Conservative Government. You smile. Is
that new to you? It is? Just because Home Rulers in this country
cannot afford to express their views at this moment. But the hope
is entertained by all, I will say all, the most advanced Irish Home
Rulers. By advanced I mean educated, enlightened. Let me give
you an illustration which I heard from a friend in Cork.

"Here is Ireland, a delicate plant requiring untold watching



and careful training. Around it on the ground are a number of
slugs and snails. Or call them hireling agitators if you like. I
sprinkle salt around the roots to kill off the brutes and save my
darling plant. That salt is Conservatism. It is furnished by people
of property, by men who have interests to guard. Salt is a grand
thing, let me tell you! Balfour is the man to sprinkle salt. Home
Rule from him would be safe. He is the greatest man that ever
governed Ireland, but that must be stale to you. You must have
heard that everywhere. He put his foot on rebellion and crushed
it out of existence. On the other hand the poor folks of the West
coast would lie down and let him walk over them. They hold him
in such esteem that they would regard it a favour if he would
honour them by wiping his feet on them. He might walk unarmed
and unattended through Ireland from end to end with perfect
safety. But which of the Nationalist members could do that? Not
one. The city scum, the criminal, irreclaimable class, shout 'Hell
to Balfour,' but these poor readers of the Freeman's Journal and
such-like prints, prepared for their special use and written down
to their level, must not be classed with the people of Ireland at
all. Every country has its ruffian element, every country has its
poisonous press. Ireland is no worse than other countries in these
respects.”

My Irish Conservative Home Ruler would have gone on
indefinitely, furnishing excellent matter, for he improved as he
warmed up, but unhappily a priest called on him to make some
purchase, and he had to leave me without much notice. "Over



the way," he said. "Trip across to the opposite shop, and you'll
find another Tory Home Ruler."

As I "tripped" across I thought of the Pills and Ointment man
who amassed a colossal fortune by fifty years' advertising of the
fact that wonders never will cease. Mr. Overtheway was not quite
so Tory as might be supposed, after all. He said: —

"I have no objection to Home Rule, but, although a Catholic,
I have the greatest objection to Rome Rule, which is precisely
what it means. I object to this great Empire being ruled from
Rome. The greatest Empire that the world ever saw to be bossed
by a party of priests! Do the English know what they are now
submitting to?

"Let me put the thing logically, and controvert me if you can.

"If Mr. Gladstone wished to go to war to-morrow, is he not
at the mercy of the Irish Nationalist party? Could he get votes
of supply without their aid? In the event of any sudden, or grave
emergency, any serious and critical contingency, would they not
hold the key of the position, would they not have the power to
make or mar the Empire? Surely they would. And are not these
men in the hands of the priests? Surely they are. That is a matter
of common knowledge, as sure as that water will drown and fire
will burn. A pretty position for a sensible man like John Bull
to be placed in by a blethering idiot, who can argue with equal
volubility on either side, but with more conviction when in the
wrong. Bull must have been drunk, and drunk on stupid beer,
when he placed his heart strings between the finger and thumb of



a quack like that, who, whatever the result, whether we get Home
Rule or not, has ruined the country for five-and-twenty years.
"Yes, I am a Home Ruler. But for heaven's sake don't thrust
self-government on an unfortunate country that is not ready
for it. That country cries for it, you say. The snuffling old air-
pump across the Channel says the same thing. Says he: 'Beloved
brethren, I greet you. I fall on your neck and kiss your two ears,
and give you all you ask. For why, beloved brethren? Why do I
this thing. Let us in a spirit of love enquire. Because it is the wish
of the country; because it is the aspiration of the people; because
I feel a deep-seated, internal affection for your beautiful land,
in whose affairs, during my eighty-four years' pilgrimage in this
vale of tears, I have, as you know, always shown the strongest,
the warmest, the most passionate interest, and on whose lovely
shores I have during my seven dozen years spent (altogether)
nearly a week. It has been said that I have never been in Ulster,
and that, therefore, I am unable to appreciate the situation.
An atrocious falsehood. I have spent two hours (nearly) in the
northern province, having landed from Sir Somebody's yacht to
see the Giant's Causeway. I have studied the Irish question by
means of mineral specimens gathered from the four provinces,
and I am, therefore, competent to settle the Irish question for
ever. Do you know a greater man than myself? I confess I don't.
Bless you, my children. You ask for Home Rule. Enough. The
fact that you ask proves a Divine right to have what you ask
for. You are a people rightly struggling to be free,' says owld



Gladstone. 'Hell to my sowl,' says he, 'but that's what ye are,' says
he.

"And he starts to murder us by giving what the most ignorant,
unthinking, unpatriotic, self-seeking people in the country have
asked for, and swears that because they ask they must have.

"As well give a razor to a baby that cried for it.

"Ireland must be treated as an infant.

"An Irish Legislature would lead to untold miseries. We might
arrive there some day, but not at a jump. The change is too
sudden. We want a little training. We want to grow, and growth
1s a thing that cannot be forced. It takes time. Give us time for
heaven's sake. Give us Home Rule, but also give us time. Give
us milk, then fish, then perhaps a chop, and then, as we grow
strong, beefsteak and onions. A word in your ear. This is certain
truth, you can go Nap on it. Tell the English people that the
people are getting sick of agitation, that they want peace and
quietness, that they are losing faith in agitators, having before
them a considerable stretch of history, which, notwithstanding
the scattered population, is filtering down into the minds of
the people, with its morals all in big print. The Irish folks are
naturally quick-witted. They are simple and confiding, many of
them very ignorant, if you will, but they find out their friends in
the long run. Look at Balfour. Not a man in the whole world for
whom the people have so much affection. Which do you think
would get the best welcome to-morrow — Balfour or Morley?
Balfour a hundred thousand times. Ah, now; my countrymen



know the real article when they see it. Home Rule we want for
convenience and for cheapness. We don't want to be compelled to
rush to London before we can build a bridge. But rather a million
times submit to expense and inconvenience than hand the country
over to a set of thieves who'd sell us to-morrow. We're not such
fools as ye take us for. Don't we know these heroes? And when
we see them and Gladstone and Morley and Humbug Harcourt
with his seventeen chins, all rowling together in Abraham's
bosom (as ye may say) — Harcourt licking Harrington's boots,
when only yesterday Tim was spittin' in his eye — we say to
ourselves 'Wait yet awhile, my Boys, wait yet awhile.' But when
ye've finished yer slavering and splathering, and when Tim Healy
can find time to take his heel off Morley's neck, then, and not
before, we'll have something to say to you.

"But you should call on my friend on the right. He is also a
Home Ruler — like myself."

Number three had powerfully-developed opinions. He said —
"Home Rule on Conservative lines is my ticket. We'll get it on
no other. I console myself with that idea. Otherwise it would
be a frightful business, and what would become of us, I cannot
tell. But I do not believe that even Gladstone would be so insane
as to give it us. I cannot believe that the middle class voters of
England would stand by and see the corresponding class in this
country exterminated. Home Rule as much as you like, if we had
the right men. The very poorest peasants are becoming alive to
the fact that under present circumstances the thing would never



do for them. They want the right men, that is, men of money
and character, to come forward. And I declare most solemnly,
that I am convinced that the Irish people would fall into line, and
see the bill thrown out with perfect quietude. Now the push has
come, they really do not want Home Rule, and, what is more, they
absolutely dread it, and I firmly believe that a general election
at the present moment would send a majority of Unionists to
power. The priests are working for life and death. They see that
this is their best chance, perhaps their very last opportunity. [ am
a Catholic; but then I am a Parnellite, a Tory Parnellite. And 1
have no intention of bartering away my political freedom to my
Church, which, in my opinion, should keep clear of politics. The
clergy have now advised payment of rent, so that the Government
may not be embarrassed at a very critical juncture. And the
tenants are paying their rent, although the present period is one
of great agricultural depression. Look at this: The Ulster farmers
are terribly hard up, are complaining that they cannot pay. This
is the Protestant province, where the priests have little scope. But
in Leinster, Munster, and Connaught, the people are paying the
landlord. The word has gone round — pay the landlord, whomever
else you don't pay! The oilcake man, the implement man, the
shopkeeper, are not getting their dues, but notwithstanding the
pinch of the present moment, the landlord (who knows all about
it) is paid. And the priests in some cases are actually remitting
the clerical dues to enable the small men to pay the rint. Pay the
rint, say they, if you pledge your very boots, if you have to go to



the gombeen man (money-lender), if you have almost to rob the
Church. They want to get possession, they want to get power, they
want to get Home Rule; and then they know that, as Scripture
says, 'All these things shall be added unto them.' Let them once
get the upper hand, and they can very soon recoup themselves.

"The priests are showing England their power, with a view
to future good bargains. "You see what we can do,' say they.
Arrange the matter with us. We are the boys. The Reverend
Father O'Codling is the man. Have no dealings, except such as
are authorised by us, with the red-headed Tim Healy Short. The
Clergy have only one idea; that is, of course, the predominance
of their Church. Very natural, and, from their point of view,
very proper. I find no fault with them, but I say their object
hardly commends itself to my undivided admiration, and, being
still friendly, we on this subject part company. I wish to let
the priests down easy. They are mostly very good men, apart
from politics. They are good customers to me, and they pay
very promptly. They spend their money in the country, and I'd
have no fault to find if they'd lave politics alone. Mind that owld
Gladstone doesn't become a Papist all out. "Twould be better for
him, no doubt, and as the whole jing-bang that turned round with
him before would no doubt still follow at his heels, we'd get a
considerable quantity of converts, if we could say little about the
quality. D'ye hear what that owld woman's singing?"

I listened with interest. The minstrelsy of Ireland seems to
have drifted into the hands of the most unpoetical people in



the green isle. The poor old creature walked very, very slowly
along the gutter, ever and anon giving herself a suggestive twitch,
which plainly indicated some cutaneous titillation — the South is
a grazing country. This was all I heard —

Owld Oireland was Owld Oireland
Whin England was a pup.
Oireland will be Owld Oireland
Whin England's bur-r-sted up!

If my friends are right as to the change of feeling re Home
Rule, the dear old lady was hardly up to date. But the great
author of "Dirty Little England" — I judge of the author by
the internal evidence of sentiment, style, and literary merit —
certainly composed the above beautiful stanza in the sure and
certain hope that the present bill would become law.

Number Three qualified his remarks on rent, when speaking
of the County Clare. "There they embarrass the Government
by refusing to pay, and by shooting people in the good old
way, just at the most ticklish time." He said, "Clare has always
been an exceptional county. Clare returned Daniel O'Connell,
by him secured Catholic Emancipation, and from that time has
called itself the premier county of Ireland. They are queer,
unmanageable divils, are the Clare folks, and we are only divided
from them by the Shannon. So the Kerry folks go mad sometimes
by contagion. I should advise you to keep away from Clare.
You might get a shot-hole put into you. Every visitor is noticed



in those lonely regions, and the little country towns only serve
to disseminate the arrival of a stranger to the rural districts.
Suppose you walk five miles out of Ennis the day after you
arrive there, I would wager a pound the first woman that sees you
pass her cottage will say, 'That's the Englishman that Maureen
O'Hagan said was staying at the Queen's Hotel.' The servants are
regular spies, every one of them. I couldn't speak politics in my
house because I've a Catholic nurse. Good bye, I hope ye won't
get shot."

I thanked him for the interest expressed, but failed to share
his nervousness. After having mingled with the Nationalist
crowd that followed the Balfour column in the Dublin torchlight
procession, after having escaped unhurt from the blazing
Nationalists who swarm in the Royal Victoria Hotel, Cork,
having walked down the Limerick entrance to the balmy
Tipperary, a little shooting, more or less, is unworthy a moment's
consideration. Besides which, my perpetual journeying and
interviewing and scribbling have made me so thin that Captain
Moonlight himself would be bound to miss. However, it is well
to be prepared for the worst, so —Pax vobiscum, and away to
County Clare.

Tralee (Co. Kerry), April 20th.



No. 12. - ENGLISH IGNORANCE
AND IRISH PERVERSITY

A most enchanting place when you have time to look at it.
My flying visit of ten days ago gave the city no chance. Let me
redeem this error, so far as possible. There are two, if not three
Limericks in one, a shamrock tripartition, a trinity in unity, —
English-town, Irish-town, and New Town Perry. New Limerick
1s a well-built city, which will compare favourably with anything
reasonable anywhere. Much of it resembles the architecture of
Bedford Square, London. The streets are broad and rectangular,
the shops handsome and well furnished. But it is the natural
features of the vicinity which "knock" the susceptible Saxon.
The Shannon, the classic Shannon, sweeps grandly through the
town, winding romantically under the five great bridges, washing
the walls of the stupendous Castle erected by King John, the
only British sovereign who ever visited Limerick — serpentining
through meadows backed by mountains robed in purple haze,
reflecting in its broad mirror many a romantic and historic ruin,
its banks dotted with salmon-fishers pulling out great fish and
knocking them on the head, its promenades abounding with the
handsomest women in the world. For the Limerick ladies are said
to be the most beautiful in Ireland, and competent English judges
— I know nothing of such matters — assure me that the boast



is justified. Get to Cruise's Royal Hotel, which for a hundred
years has looked over the Shannon, take root in its airy, roomy
precincts, pleasant, clean, and sweet, with white-haired servitors
like noble earls in disguise to bring your ham and eggs, Limerick
ham, mind you, which at this moment fetches 114s. per cwt. in
London; and with the awful cliffs of Kilkee within easy distance,
where the angry Atlantic Ocean, dashing with gigantic force
against the rock-bound coast, sends spray two or three miles
inland, the falls of Castleconnel with the salmon-fisheries under
your very nose, and the four hours river-steamer to Kilrush,
with more Cathedrals, statues, antiquities, curiosities, novelties,
quaintnesses than could be described in a three-volume novel
— do all those things, and, while on your back in the smoke
room, after a hard day's pleasure, you will probably be heard
to murmur that in the general Fall some of us dropped easily
enough, and that, all things considered, Adam's unhappy collapse
was decidedly excusable.

The Limerick folks are said to be the most Catholic people
in Ireland. They are more loyal than the Corkers. Why is this?
The more Catholic, the more disloyal, is the general experience.
Nobody whose opinion is worth anything will deny this, and
however much you may wish to dissociate religion from politics,
you cannot blink this fact. In dealing with important matters,
it is useless to march a hair's-breadth beside the truth. Better
go for it baldheaded, calling things by their right names, taking
your gruel, and standing by to receive the lash. You are bound



to win in the long run. I say the Catholic priests are disloyal to
the Queen. Men of the old school, the few who remain, are loyal,
ardently loyal. The old-timers were gentlemen. They were sent to
Douai or some other Continental theological school, where they
rubbed against gentlemen of broad culture, of extensive view,
of perfect civilisation. They returned to Ireland with a personal
weight, a cultivation, a refinement, which made them the salt
of Irish earth. These men are still loyal. The Maynooth men,
sons of small farmers, back-street shopkeepers, pawnbrokers,
and gombeen men, aided by British gold, these half-bred, half-
educated absorbers of eleemosynary ecclesiasticism, are deadly
enemies to the Empire. This is Mr. Bull's guerdon for the
Maynooth grant. My authority is undeniable. The statement is
made on the assurance of eminent Catholics. Two Catholic J.P.'s
yesterday concurred in this, and no intelligent Irish Catholic will
think otherwise. Surely this consideration should be a factor in
arguments against Home Rule.

Then why are the Limerick Catholics loyal? Because the
Limerick Bishop is loyal. Bishop O'Dwyer is opposed to Home
Rule. Said Mr. James Frost, J.P., of George's Street: "When the
Bishop first came here he invited some four hundred Catholics
to a banquet at the palace. After dinner he proposed the health
of the Queen, and all the company save two or three rose and
received the toast with enthusiasm, waving their handkerchiefs
and showing an amount of warmth that was most gratifying to
me. I need not tell you that an average Home Rule audience



would not have accepted the toast at all. This shows you the
feeling of the most intelligent Catholics. The people of education
and property are loyal. It shows also that they are opposed to
Home Rule."

"But if the best Catholics are opposed to Home Rule, why
don't they say so publicly?"

"A fair question, which shall have a precise answer. But first,
we must go back to Mr. Balfour's great Land Act, and the
lowering of the franchise, and observe the effect of these two
enactments.

"The people were at one time terribly ill-used. That is all over
now, but the memory still rankles. The Irish are great people
for tradition. The landlords have for ages been the traditional
embodiment of tyranny and religious ascendency. The Irish
people have long memories, very long memories. Englishmen
would say: 'No matter what happened to my great-grandfather;
I am treated well, and that is enough for me." Irishmen still
go harping on the landlord, although he no longer has any
power. The terrible history of the former relationship between
landlord and tenant is still kept up and remembered, and will
be remembered for ages, if not for ever. Presently you will see
the bearing of all this on your question — Why do not the best
Catholics come forward and speak against Home Rule?

"When the franchise was lowered the rebound from repression
was tremendous, like a powerful spring that has been held down,
or like an explosive which is the more destructive in proportion



as it is more confined. People newly made free go to the opposite
extreme. Emancipate a serf and he becomes insolent, he does
not know how to use his freedom, and becomes violent. The
great majority of the people are smarting from the old land laws,
which have left a bitter animosity against English rule, which is
popularly denounced as being responsible for them.

"To speak against Home Rule is to associate yourself with
the worst aspects of the land question. The bulk of the people
are incapable of making a distinction. And while they entertain
some respect for a Protestant opponent, they are irreconcilable
with Unionist Catholics, just as the English Gladstonians have
a far more virulent dislike for the Liberal Unionists than for
the rankest Tories. They say to the Protestants, "'We know why
you uphold Unionism' — that is, as they believe, landlordism
— 'for the landlords are English and Protestant; your position
is understandable.' But to the Catholic they say, 'You are not
only an enemy, but a renegade, a traitor, and a deserter." And
whatever that man's position may be, the people can make things
uncomfortable for him."

Another Catholic living near, said: ""How would Home Rule
work?' you ask. Most destructively, most ruinously. Under the
most favourable circumstances, whether Home Rule passes or
not, the country will not recover the shock of the present agitation
for many a year; not, I think, in my lifetime. I was over in the
North of England last year, and I found that the people there
knew nothing of the question, literally nothing. Clever men,



intelligent men, men who had the ear of the people, displayed
a profundity of ignorance on Irish questions, conjoined with a
confidence in discussing them, surpassing belief. They changed
their minds on hearing my statements, and on obtaining exact
information. I must give them credit for that. I believe the English
Gladstonians are only suffering from ignorance. Their leader is
certainly not less ignorant than the bleating flock at his heels.
They smugly argue from the known to the unknown on entirely
false premises. They know that when Englishmen act in this or
that way, such and such things will happen. They know what they
themselves would do in certain conjunctures, and when they are
told by Irishmen that Irishmen under similar conditions would
act quite differently, they snort and say 'nonsense.' They are too
dense to appreciate the radical difference between the two races.
The breeds don't mix and don't understand each other. It was
miserable to hear these men — I am sure they were good men
— prattling like bib-and-tucker babies about Irish affairs, and
speaking of Gladstone as possessing a quality which we Catholics
only ascribe to the Pope. Ha! ha! They think that vain old cataract
of verbiage to be infallible. He knows nothing of the matter, does
not understand the tools he is working with, any one of whom
could buy and sell him and simple, clever Morley twenty times
over. Both Gladstone and Morley are clever in books, in words,
in theories, adepts in debating, smart and adroit in talk. But they
know no more of Paddy than the babe unborn. I say nothing
of Harcourt and the other understrappers. They'll say anything



that suits, whatever it may be. We reckoned them up long since.
Cannot the English people see through these nimble twisters and
time-servers, this crowd of lay Vicars of Bray?"

Catholic Home Ruler Number Three said, "I agree with
all who say that the priests would do their best to secure a
dominating influence in political affairs. And although I think we
ought to have an Irish Legislature, although I believe it would be
good for us, yet if the priestly influence were to become supreme
for one moment of time — if you tell me that the Catholic Church
is to hold the reins for one second, then I say, away with Home
Rule, away with it for ever! Better stay as we are."

This gentleman seems to have about as much logical foresight
as some of those he criticises. He dreads priestly domination
above everything, and yet would approve of giving the priests a
chance of being masters. He continued: —

"The present Irish leaders are the curse of the movement,
which, should it succeed, would in their hands bring untold
sorrows on the country. As a Catholic Home Ruler, I put up my
hands in supplication, and I beg, I implore of the English people
to withhold their assent. For God's sake don't give it us at present.
We must have it sooner or later, but wait till we have leaders
we can trust. Have you met a decent Home Ruler who trusts the
present men? No. I knew you would say so. Such a man cannot
be found in Ireland. Then why send them to Parliament, say you?
That is just what you Englishmen do not understand. That is one
of the points old Gladstone is wrecking the country on. You think



it unanswerable. Listen to me.

"When the franchise was lowered, then the mistake was made.
You let in an immense electorate utterly incapable of discussing
any question of State; and, rushing from the extreme of abject
servility to a sort of tyrannical mastery, they elected as their
representatives, not the most able men, not the most orderly men,
not the men of some training and education, not the men who
had some stake in the country, but the most violent men, the
glibbest men, the most factious, the most contumacious, the most
pragmatical men were the men they elected. Look at the Poor-
Law Boards. See the set sent there. Those are the men who will
be sent to the Dublin Parliament. Are they men to be trusted
with the affairs of State? Look up your Burke, and observe the
qualifications he thinks necessary to a statesman. Then look at
the blacksmith who represents the county Tipperary, the mason
who represents Meath, the drapers' assistants and bacon factors'
clerks who represent other places. You don't quite see this in
England. These men perhaps tell you that they are kings in their
own country. Ireland is a long way off, and far-away hills are
green.

"Reverse the situation. Let Dublin be the seat of Empire and
London wanting Home Rule. You really want it, and think it
would be best for both — a convenience for yourself and a saving
of time for all. Would you not draw back at the last moment
if under the circumstances I have named, your country was to
be handed over to fellows whose sole income was derived from



their political work, artisans, clerks, and shopkeepers' assistants?
What would these men do with their power? Make haste to be
rich — nothing more. Patriots are they? Rubbish; they are mere
mercenaries. Parnell knew that. He said to me: —

"'"Under the circumstances I must use these men, whom I
would not otherwise touch with a forty-foot pole. Adversity
makes us acquainted with strange bedfellows. Any port is good in
a storm. These men will fight well — for their pay, and will work
the thing up. But when we get the bill, when we come into power,
their work is done. They will be dropped at once, or furnished
with places where they may get an honest living.""

Catholic Home Ruler Number Four said: "The Meath election
shows the feeling of the priests, and what they would do if they
could. They loathed Parnell, but he was too strong for them. And
weren't they glad to give him the slip on the ground of morality.
Home Rule was comparatively a safe thing while Parnell lived.
Now I would not advise it for some years. We must have better
men to the fore. We in Limerick are loyal, although Catholics
and Home Rulers. Don't laugh at that. It is a fact, though I admit
it is hard to believe. Put it down, if you like, to the influence of
the Bishop. The young priests I say nothing about. Their loyalty
is a negligeable quantity. They do not object to Protestants gua
Protestants, but they object to them as representatives of English
rule."

This reminded me of Dr. Kane, of Belfast, who said to me,
"They hate us, not because we are Protestants, not because we



are Orangemen, not because we are strangers in the land, but
because we are the hated English garrison."

Here I am bound to interpolate a word of qualification.
The Mardyke promenade of Cork, a mile-long avenue of elms,
has many comfortable seats, whereon perpetually do sit the
"millingtary" of the sacrilegious Saxon, holding sweet converse
with the Milesian counterparts of the Saxon Sarah Ann. The road
is full of them, Tommy's yellow-striped legs marching with the
neat kirtle of Nora, Sheela, or Maureen. As it was in the Isle of
Saints, so it was in Ulster, is now in Limerick, and shall be in
Hibernia in sceecula sceculorum. A Limerick constable said, "A
regiment will come into the city at four o'clock, and at eight
they'll every man walk out a girl. The infatuation of the servant-
girl class for the military is surprisin'. Only let them walk out
with a soldier, and they 'chuck' everything, even Home Rule."
The hated garrison are not among the people who never will be
missed. Wherever Tommy goes he seems to be able to sample
the female population. The soldiers always have a rare good time.

A carman who drove me to Castleconnel proved the most
interesting politician since Dennis Mulcahy, of Carrignaheela.
He knew all about the average English voter, and resented his
superior influence in Irish affairs. "Shure, we're all undher the
thumb o' a set o' black men that lives undher the bowils o' the
airth. Yer honner must know all about thim miners in the Black
Counthry, an' in Wales, an' the Narth o' England? Ye didn't?
Ah, now, ye're jokin' me, ye take me for an omadhaun all out.



Ye know all about it; ye know that these poor men goes down,
an' down, an' down, till ye'd think they'd niver shtop, an' that
they stay there a whole week afore they come up agin. An' then
they shtand in tubs while their wives an' sweethearts washes an'
scrubs thim, an' makes white men out o' the black men that
comes up, an' thin walks thim off home. Now, shtandin' in a tub
at the mouth o' the pit to be washed by yer wimmenfolks is what
we wouldn't do in this counthry — 'tisn't black naygurs we are —
an' these men that lives in the dark and have no time to think,
an' nothin' to think wid, these are the men ye put to rule this
counthry, men that they print sich rubbish as 7it-Bits for, because
they couldn't understand sinse. An' the man that first found out
that they couldn't understand sinse, an' gave thim somethin' that
wanted no brains, they say has made a fortune. Is that thrue, now?

"As for owld Gladstone, I wouldn't trust him out o' me sight.
We'll get no Home Rule, the owld thrickster doesn't mane it.
"Tis like a man I knew that was axed to lind a friend £100. He
didn't like to lind, an' he was afeared to say No, an' he was in a
quondairy intirely. So, says he 'T'll lind ye the money," says he,
if ye'll bring the securities down to the bank,' says he, 'an' get
the cash off me banker.' Thin he went saycretly to the banker,
an' says he, '"This thievin' blayguard,' says he, 'wants the money,
and he'll never repay me; I wouldn't thrust him," says he. 'Now,
will ye help me, for I couldn't say No, by raison he's a relative,
an' an owld acquaintance,' says he.

"'An' how'll I do that?' says the banker.



""Ye can tur-rn up yer nose at the securities.'

"'Ha, Ha,' says the banker, 'is it there ye are? Ye're a deep one;
begorra ye are. Nabocklish,' says he, 'T'll do it for ye,' says he.

"So whin the borrower wint for the money, the banker sent
out word that the securities wor not good enough, an' that he
wouldn't advance a farden.

"Then the borrower goes to his frind an' complains, an' thin
the frind acts all out the way Gladstone'll act when the bill's
refused at the Lords, or may be at the Commons. 'Hell to him,’
he roars, 'the blayguard thief iv a thievin' banker. I'll tache him
to refuse a frind, says he. 'Sarve him right,' says he, 'av I bate
his head into a turnip-mash an' poolverise him into Lundy Foot
snuff. May be I won't, whin I meet him, thrash him till the blood
pours down his heels,' says he. That'll be the way iv it. That's
what Gladstone will say whin the bill's lost, which he manes it to
be, the conthrivin' owld son o' a schamer.

"A gintleman axed me which o' them I like best o' the two
Home Rule Bills, an' I towld him that whin I lived at Ennis,
an' drove a car at the station there, the visithors, Americans an'
English, would be axin' me whin they lepped on the car which
was the best hotel in Ennis. Now, whiniver I gave them my
advice they would be cur-rsin' an' sinkin' at me whin they met
me aftherwards in the sthreet, be raison that there was only two
hotels in the place, an' nayther o' thim was at all aiqual to what
they wor used to in their own counthries. So I got to know this,
an' iver afther, whin they would be sayin' to me,



"'Which is the best hotel in Ennis?' says they, an' I would
answer,

"'Faix, there's only two o' thim, an' to whichiver one ye go ye
will be sorrowin' that ye didn't go to the other,' says I.

"An' that's my reply as to which of the two Home Rule Bills
I like best."

In the city of Limerick itself all is quiet and orderly. Outside,
things are different. Disturbed parts of the County Clare are
dangerous to strangers, and, what is more to the point, somewhat
difficult of access. The country is not criss-crossed with railways
as in England, and vehicles for long journeys are rather hard
to get. However, I have chartered a car for a three-day trip
into what may be called the interior, have fired several hundred
cartridges from a Winchester repeating rifle, and written letters
to my dearest friends. I start to-morrow, and if I do not succeed in
bottoming the recent outrages — which are hushed up as much as
possible, and of which the local newspaper-men, both Nationalist
and Conservative, together with Head-Constable MacBrinn,
declare they cannot get at the precise particulars — if I cannot get
to the root of the matter, I shall in my next letter have the honour
of stating the reason why.

Limerick, April 22nd.



No. 13. - THE CURSE
OF COUNTY CLARE

Once again the difference between Ireland and England is
forcibly exemplified. It was certain that several moonlighting
expeditions had recently been perpetrated in the neighbourhood
of Limerick, which is only divided by the Shannon from the
County Clare. You walk over a bridge in the centre of the city
and you change your county, but nobody in Limerick seems
to know anything about the matter. The local papers hush
up the outrages when they hear of them, which is seldom or
never. The people who know anything will not, dare not tell,
and even the police have the utmost difficulty in establishing
the bare facts of any given case. English publicity is entirely
unknown. Local correspondents do not always exist in country
towns, and the distances are so great, in comparison with the
facilities for travel, that newspaper-men seldom or never visit
the scene of the occurrence. And besides the awkward and
remote position of the country hamlets and mountain farms,
there are other excellent reasons for journalistic reticence. The
people do not wish to read such news, the editors do not wish
to print these discreditable records, and the police, although
eminently and invariably civil and obliging, are debarred by
their official position from disclosing what they know. The very



victims themselves are often silent, refusing to give details, and
almost always declining to give evidence. That the sufferers
usually know and could easily identify the cowardly ruffians who
so cruelly maltreat them is a well-ascertained fact. That they
usually declare they have no clue to the offenders is equally well
known. The difficulty of arresting suspected men is enhanced by
the fact that the moonlighters have a complete system of scouts
who in this bare and thinly populated district, descry the police
when miles away, giving timely warning to the marauders; these,
besides, are readily concealed by their neighbours and friends,
who in this display an ingenuity and enthusiasm worthy a better
cause. Suppose the villains are caught red-handed; even then the
difficulties are by no means over. In Ireland a felon once in the
hands of the police, by that one circumstance at once and for ever
becomes a hero, a martyr, a man to be excused, to be prayed for,
to be worshipped. No matter how black his offence, the touch
of the constabulary washes him whiter than snow, purifies him
from every earthly taint, surrounds him with a halo of sanctity.
Those whom he has injured will not bear witness against him,
because their temerity might cost them their lives, the loss of
their property, the esteem of their fellow-men. What this means
we shall shortly see. The cases I have examined will speak for
themselves. And let it be remembered that close proximity to the
scenes described produces an incomparably stronger effect than
any description, however minute, however painstaking. The utter
lawlessness of the districts I have visited since penning Monday's



letter has produced a profound, an indelible impression. I pass
over the means employed to get over the ground, merely stating
that horseflesh has borne the brunt of the business. That and
pedestrianism are the only means available, with untold patience
and perseverance to worm out the true story. People will not
show the way, or will direct you wrongly. Their ignorance,
that is, their assumed ignorance, is wonderful, incredible. They
are all sthrangers in those parts. They never knew a family of
that name, never heard of any moonlighting, swear that the
amusement is unknown thereabouts, assert that the whole thing
is a fabrication of the police. All the people round are decent,
honest, hard-working folks, without a fault; pious, virtuous,
immaculate. You push on, and your friend runs after you. Stay
a moment, something has struck him. Just at the last distressing
hour, his brain displayed amazing power. Now he comes to
think of it, something was said to have happened over there, at
Ballygammon, ten miles in the opposite direction. A stack was
fired, and they said it was the Boys. It was the police who burnt
the hay, but they deny it "av coorse." He is suspiciously anxious
to afford all the information he can. Ballygammon is the spot, and
Tim Mugphiller your man. Mention Mike Delany and you will
get every information, and — have ye a screw of tobacky these
hard times. You pursue your way certain that at last you are on
the right track, and Mike's jaw drops to his knees. Too late he
sees that his only chance of altering your course was to point out
the right one.



Dropping for once scenery and surroundings, let us at once
plunge, as Horace advises, in medias res. The district in Mr.
Balfour's time was pleasant and peaceable. Curiously enough
its troubles commenced with the change of Government. From
March 18 to April 18 the police of Newcastlewest received
tidings of fifteen outrages. How many have been perpetrated
no man living can tell, for people often think it wisest to hold
their peace. Ireland is often said to be almost free from crime,
except of the agrarian kind, and moonlighting is partly condoned
by reason of its alleged cause. How must we class the following
case?

On February 19, 1893, four armed men with blackened faces
and dressed as women, attacked the dwelling of T. Donoghue,
of Boola, not far from Newcastle. They burst open the door
and entered, not to revenge any real or fancied wrong, but
purely and simply to obtain possession of a sum of £150,
which Donoghue's daughter had brought from America. They
believed they would have an easy prey, but they were mistaken;
there were two or three men in the house, and the heroes
decamped instanter, followed, unknown to themselves, by one of
Donoghue's family. Having duly run them to earth, he informed
the police, who caught them neatly enough, their shoes covered
with fresh mud, and with every circumstance of guilt. The
Donoghue folks identified them. The case was perfectly clear —
that is the expressed opinion of everybody I have met, official
and otherwise. It was tried at the Limerick Spring Assizes, and



the jury returned a verdict of "Not guilty!" These patriotic jurors
had doubtless much respect for their oaths, more for the interests
of justice, more still for their own skins. This case is public
property, and is only cited to prove that when the difficulty of
arrest and the greater difficulty of obtaining evidence are with
infinite pains overcome, the jury will not convict, no matter
what the crime. Before he commences his career of crime, the
moonlight marauder knows the chances of being caught are
immensely in his favour, that should luck in this matter be against
him, his very victim will decline to identify him, nay, will affirm
that he is not the man, and that when the worst comes to the
worst, no jury in the counties of Kerry, Clare, or Limerick will
convict.

Here are some results of my researches. The particulars of
these cases now first appear in print.

A man named James Dore, who keeps a public-house in
Bridge Street, Newcastlewest — I can vouch for his beer — also
held a small farm of forty-nine acres from the Earl of Devon,
for which he paid the modest rent of £11 10s. per annum — the
land maintaining sixteen cows and calves, which, on the usual
local computation of £10 profit on each cow, would leave a
gain of £148 10s. — not a bad investment, as Irish farming goes.
So it was considered, and when the tenant-right was announced
as for sale by auction, two cousins of Dore, who held farms
contiguous, agreed to jointly bid for the tenant-right, and having
secured the land, to arrange its partition between themselves.



They went to £400, but this was not regarded as enough, and
the tenant-right was for a specified time held over for purchase
by private agreement. A farmer named William Quirke offered
£590, which was accepted, and the money paid. After this, the
two cousins came forward and said they would purchase the
tenant-right, offering £40 more than Quirke had paid. They were
told that they were too late, and the Earl's agent (Mr. Curling)
said nothing could now be done. This was on the 13th of the
present month of April. On the 14th, Mr. James Cooke, Lord
Devon's bailiff, was seen showing the purchaser Quirke over the
newly-acquired holding. Poor Quirke little knew what was at that
moment hanging over him. He had not long to wait. The dastard
demon of moonlight ruffianism was on his track.

Quirke had a son aged fourteen years, but looking two years
younger, a simple peasant lad, who cannot have injured his
country very much. He was tending a cow, which required
watching, his father and mother taking their rest while the child
sat out the lonely hours in the cowhouse. He heard something,
and listened with all his ears. Not voices, but a subdued
whispering. It was the dead hour of night, two or half-past two,
and the boy was frightened. The place is lonely, seven miles or
more from Newcastlewest, and up towards the mountains. He
listened and listened, and again heard the mysterious sounds. He
says he "thought it was the fairies." He stole from the byre and
went to the house. A horrible dread had crept over him, and
father and mother were there. As he opened the door a terrible



blow from behind struck him down. He was not stunned, though
felled by the butt-end of a gun. They beat and kicked him as he
lay. He gave an anguished cry. The mother heard and recognised
her boy's voice, and, waking the father, said "Go down, they're
killing my lad." The old man, for he is an old man, went down
the stairs naked and unarmed. The foul marauders met him half-
way up, and served him as they had served the boy, throwing him
down, kicking him, and beating him with butt-ends of guns; with
one terrible blow breaking three of his ribs; and saying, "Give
it up, give it up." He said he would "give it up"; promised by
all he held sacred, begged hard for his life, and implored them
at least to spare the young lad. Their reply to this was to fire a
charge of shot into the boy's legs, a portion of the charge entering
the limbs of an old woman — his grandmother, I think — who
was feebly trying to shield the lad. This was such excellent sport
that more was thought expedient. A charge of shot was fired
into the father's legs, and as one knee-joint is injured, the elder
Quirke's condition is precarious even without his broken ribs
and other injuries. The cowardly hounds then left, in their horrid
disguise adding a new terror to the lonely night. The evening's
entertainment was not yet over. They crossed a couple of fields
to a house where dwelt Quirke's married son. They burst open
the door of his cottage and dragged the young fellow — he is
about twenty-five — from his bed, beating him sorely, and in
the presence of his wife firing a charge of shot into his legs.
Then they went home, each man to his virtuous couch, to dream



fair dreams of the coming Paradise, when they and their kind
may work their own sweet will, free from the fear of a hireling
constabulary, and under the &gis of a truly national senate, given
to a grateful country by a Grand Old Man.

The Quirkes know their assailants, but they will not tell.
"What good would it do me to have men imprisoned?" says
William Quirke, senior. "My lad's life might pay for it, and
perhaps my own." The most influential people of the district have
remonstrated with him, argued, persuaded, all in vain. William
Quirke has a wish to remain in this sublunary sphere. His spirit
1s not anxious to take unto itself the wings of a dove, that it
may fly away and be at rest. Like the dying Methodist, whose
preacher reminded him of the beauties of Paradise, he likes
"about here pretty well." Mr. Heard, Divisional Commissioner
in charge of the constabulary organisation of the Counties of
Cork, Limerick, and Kerry can get nothing out of William
Quirke. County-inspector Moriarty can stir nothing, nor Major
Rolleston, Resident Magistrate, nor Inspectors Wright, Pattison,
and Huddy, all of whom have done their level best. These
gentlemen assert that obviously Quirke knows the moonlighters,
and for my own part, [ am certain of it. The married son is equally
dumb. "They were disguised," he says. "But you would recognise
their voices." Then comes the strangest assertion, "They never
spoke a word." In other words, he affirms that a number of men,
not less than seven or eight, burst open his door, dragged him
from bed, maltreated and shot him, to the accompaniment of



his wife's terrified screaming and his own protestations, without
uttering a single syllable! The bold Gladstonians whose influence
removed Mr. Balfour from office and delivered the country
into ruffian hands, will say: And serve the people right! If they
will not bear witness let the victims suffer. You cannot help
people who will not help themselves. The police are there, the
magistrates are there, the prisons are there, the hangman, if need
be, is there. If they will not avail themselves of the protection
provided, let them suffer. Let them go at it. All their own fault.
Nobody but themselves to blame.

All very plausible and reasonable — in theory. Let us look a
little closer into this matter. What does William Quirke say: —
"Nobody can help an Irish farmer in a lonely part of Ireland.
There are too many ways of getting at him. Suppose I gave such
evidence as would satisfy anybody — I do not say I could — I don't
know anything; but suppose I knew and told, would a Limerick
jury convict? Certainly not. Everybody knows that. The police,
the magistrates, will tell you that, every one of them. Nobody
will say anything else. Then, why rouse more enmity? I shall give
up the land even if I lose the money, the savings of a life-time,
added to a loan, which I can repay in time. That is settled. What
good would the land do me, once I were dead? I value my life
more than my money, and more especially do I think of those
belonging to me. Suppose I held on, and kept the land. Every
time the lad went out I'd expect him to be brought in shot to
his mother and me. And when I saw the lad's dead face, what



would I think? And what would I say when his mother turned
round and said, "Ye have the land, haven't ye, William?' Our lives
would not be worth twopence if I held on. Do you remember
Carey, the informer? The British Empire couldn't protect him,
though it shipped him across the world. How would I be among
the mountains here? I could be shot going to or coming from
market, my cattle houghed or mutilated, nobody would buy from
me, nobody would sell to me, nobody would work on my farm.
My stacks would be burnt. Look at the hay burnt in the last few
weeks! You say I'd get a presentment against the county — and if
I did I'd have to wait till next March for the money. Where's the
capital to carry on? Suppose I wanted thirty tons of hay between
this and that. That would cost £90. Where would I get the money?
But that's not it. Life is dear, and life might at any moment be
taken. If my stacks were burnt in July I'd have to wait a year
for my money. I'd be cut off from all communication with the
people, and shunned as if I'd the plague. If I went to market the
people would leave the road to me, would cross over to the other
side when they saw me coming. You never saw boycotting; you
don't know what it means."

In a lonely stretch of gorse-bordered road, steep and rough,
I came upon two members of the Royal Irish Constabulary,
with rifles, sword-bayonets, and batons. We had a chat, and 1
examined their short Sniders while they admired the humble
Winchester I carried for company, and which on one occasion
had acted like a charm. They carried buckshot cartridges and



ball, and had no objection to express their views. "Balfour was the
man to keep the country quiet. Two resident magistrates could
convict, and the blackguards knew that, if caught, it was all up
with them. They are the most cowardly vermin on the face of
the earth, for although if any of our men (who never go singly,
but always in twos or threes) were to appear unarmed, they'd
be murdered at sight. Yet although they often fire on us, they
mostly do it from such distances that their bullets have no effect,
so that they can run away the moment they pull the trigger. Lately
things have been looking rather blue over there." One pointed
to the hills dividing the county from Kerry. "The Kerry men
are getting rifles. I know the 'ping' of the brutes only too well.
Let them get a few men who know their weapons, and we'll be
potted at five hundred yards easily enough. Yes, they have rifles
now, and what for? To shoot sparrows? No. You can't guess?
Give it up? Ye do? Then I'll tell you. To carry out the Home
Rule Bill. Yes, I do think so. Will you tell me this? Who will
in future collect rates and taxes? The tenants do not think they
will have any more rent to pay. Lots of them will tell you that.
These very men have the members of the Irish Parliament in their
hands. That is; they can return whomsoever they choose. The
representation of the country is in their hands. And the priests
agree with them. No difference there, their object is one and
the same, and when the priests and the farmers unite, who can
compel them to pay up? Is the Irish Legislature which will be
returned by these men — is it a likely body to compel payment



of tribute to the hated Saxon at the point of the bayonet? When
the British Government, with all the resources of Gladstonian
civilisation, failed to put down boycotting, how do you suppose
a sympathetic Government, returned by the farmers, consisting
of farmers' sons, with a sprinkling of clever attorneys, more
smart than honest, will proceed with compulsory action? Why
they could do nothing if they wished, but then they will have no
desire to compel. The English people are only commencing their
troubles. They don't know they're born yet. Gladstone will have
some explaining to do, but he can do it, he can do it. He'd explain
the shot out of the Quirke family's legs. Ah! but he's a terrible
curse to this country."

The other officer said: — "Our duty is very discouraging. We
are hindered and baffled on every side by the people, whose
sympathies are always against the law. Now in England your
sympathies are with the law, and the people have the sense to
support it, knowing that it will support them, so long as they do
the right thing. It was bad enough to have the people against us,
but now things are a hundred times worse. When Balfour was in
power, we felt that our labour was not in vain. We felt that there
was some chance of getting a conviction — not much, perhaps,
but still a chance. Now, if we catch the criminals redhanded, we
know no jury will convict. We try to do our duty, but of course
we can't put the same heart into it as we could if we thought
our work would do any good. And another thing — we knew
Balfour, so long as we were acting with integrity, would back us



up. Now we never know what we're going to get — whether we
shall be praised or kicked behind. This Government is not only
weak but also slippery. Outrages are increasing. News of three
more reached the Newcastlewest Barracks this very day. We had
aman on horseback scouring the mountains for information. The
outraged people sometimes keep it close. What's the good, they
say. We hear of the affair from other people, and the principals,
so to speak, ask us to make no fuss about it, as they don't want to
be murdered. The country is getting worse every day. We'll have
such a bloody winter as Ireland never saw."

Another small moonlighting incident, now appearing for the
first time on this or any other stage. Some tenants years ago were
evicted on the Langford estates. Negotiations were proceeding
for their proximate restoration, but nothing could be settled.
A few days ago a small farmer named Benjamin Brosna, aged
55, agreed with the proper authorities to graze some cattle on
the land in question pending the arrangement of the matter. A
meeting at Haye's Cross was immediately convened by two holy
men of the district, to wit, Father Keefe, P.P., and Father Brew,
C.C., both of Meelin, and under the guidance of these good easy
men, it was resolved that any man grazing cattle on the Langford
land was as bad as the landlord, and must be treated accordingly.
On the same day, April 18, or rather in the night succeeding
the day of the meeting, eleven masked and armed men entered
Brosna's house, and one of them, presenting a gun, said, "We
have you now, you grass-grabber." Brosna seized the gun, and



being hale and active, despite his 55 years, showed such vigorous
fight that he fell through the doorway into the yard along with
two others, where he was brutally beaten, and must have been
killed — it was their clear intention — but for the pitchy darkness
of the yard and the number of his assailants, who in their fury fell
over each other, enabling Brosna, who being on his own ground
knew the ropes better than they, in the darkness to glide under
a cart and escape over an adjacent wall, where he hid himself.
They lost him, and returned to the house, firing shots at whatever
they could damage, and smashing everything breakable, from the
windows upwards. Brosna will lose the sight of one eye, which
is practically beaten out. His servants, named Larkin, have been
compelled to leave by means of threatening letters. Their father
has also been threatened with death unless he instantly removes
them from Brosna's house.

I could continue indefinitely, continuing my remarks to the
occurrences of one month or so; and if 1 abruptly conclude it
is because time presses, my return to civilisation having been
effected at 3.30 this morning, after a ten miles' mountain walk,
followed by three hours' ride in the blissful bowels of an empty
cattle-truck. But for the good Samaritan of a luggage train I
must last night have camped beneath the canopy of heaven. No
scarcity of fun in Ireland — which beats the world for sparkling
incident.

Rathkeale (Co. Limerick), April 24th.



No. 14. - LAWLESSNESS
AND LAZINESS

The fruits of Gladstonian rule are ripening fast. Mr. Morley's
visit to Cork en route for Dublin corresponds with Inspector
Moriarty's visit to the Irish capital. Mr. Moriarty is the county
inspector in whose district most of the recent outrages have been
perpetrated, and is therefore able to give the Irish Secretary
plenty of news. His report will doubtless remain secret, as it is
sensational. Mr. Morley has too much regard for the sensibilities
of Mr. and Mrs. Bull, and when the Limerick inspector, entering
the State confessional of Dublin Castle, advances and says, "I
could a tale unfold whose lightest word Would harrow up thy
soul, freeze thy young blood, Make thy two eyes, like stars,
start from their spheres, Thy knotted and combined locks to
part, And each particular hair to stand on end, Like quills
upon the fretful porcupine," — when Mr. Moriarty utters the
familiar and appropriate words the Irish Secretary will say with
deprecatory gesture, "Enough, enough. "Twas ever thus. This is
the effect of kindness. What ho, my henchmen bold! A flagon,
a mighty flagon of most ancient sack. I feel that I am about to
be prostrated. Such is the fate of greatness. Uneasy lies the head
that wears a crown. It is a great and glorious thing, To be an
Irish Sec. But give to me my hollow tree, A crust of bread and



liberty. The word is porpentine, not porcupine, Mr. Inspector.
A common corruption. Verify your quotations. Have them (in
future) attested by two resident magistrates. And now to work.
All in strict confidence. Let not the world hear of these things.
Let not the people know that violence and rapine walk hand-in-
hand with my administration. Nameless in dark oblivion let it
dwell. Let it be sub rosa, sub sigilla confessionis, sub-auditer, sub
everything. Tell it not in Gath, proclaim it not in Askalon, for
behold, if the people heard, they would marvel, and fear greatly;
and — be afraid."

The officer would then produce his budget, with its horrors,
its indecencies, its record of trickery, treachery, cowardly
revenge, and midnight terrorism. The local press correspondents
of the rural districts are nearly all Nationalists, and they
either furnish garbled reports, or none at all. The reporters of
Conservative papers, comparatively Conservative, I mean, are
also Nationalists. The Irish themselves know not what is taking
place ten miles away. How is England to learn the precise state
of things? I have fished up a few recent samples of minor
occurrences which will form part of Mr. Moriarty's news. These
smaller outrages invariably lead up to murder if the victim resist.
They are so many turns of the screw, just to let the recalcitrant
feel what can be done. In the large majority of cases he gives way
at the first hint. Let us relate some neighbouring experiences.

David Geary, of Castlemahon, late in the evening heard an
explosion at the door of his cottage. He ran out, and found a



fuse burning, lying where it had been cast, while a volley of large
stones whizzed past his head. There had been some litigation
between a man named Callaghan and a road contractor, and
Geary had allowed the road contractor's men to take their food
in wet weather under his roof.

On April 15, at two in the morning, a party of masked
moonlighters visited the cottage of Mrs. Breens, of Raheenish,
and having fired two shots through the parlour window,
shattering the woodwork by way of letting the widow know
they were there, fired a third through her bed-room window
to expedite the lady's movements. Almost paralysed with fear,
she parleyed with the besieging force, which, by its spokesman,
demanded her late husband's gun, threatening to put "daylight
through her" unless it were instantly given up. It was in her son's
possession, and she hurried to his room. The young dog came
on the scene, and instead of handing out the gun, fired two shots
from a revolver into the darkness. Whereupon the band of Irish
hero-patriots outside fled with electric speed, and returned no
more. At Ardagh the police found a haystack burning. They
saved about ten tons, but Patrick Cremmin claims £88 from the
county. He had offended somebody, but he declares he knows not
the motive. In other words, he wants to let the thing drop — bar the
£88. Another stack of hay, partly saved by the police, was burnt
because evictions had taken place: damage £20, which the county
must pay. R. Plummer, a labourer with Brosna, whose case was
given in my last, has received a letter threatening him with death



unless he left Brosna's employ. Some say the name is Brosnan
or Bresnahan. Beware of the quibbling of Irish malcontents, who
on the strength of a misprint or a wrongly-spelt name, boldly
state that no such person ever existed, and that therefore the
case is a pure invention. Here is a specimen of the toleration
Loyalists and Protestants may expect: — A special train having
been run from Newcastle to Limerick to enable people to attend
a Unionist meeting in the latter city, the Nationalists took steps
to mark their sense of the railway company's indiscretion, and a
train soon afterwards leaving Newcastle for Tralee, they hurled
a great stone from the Garryduff Bridge, smashing the window
of the guard's van and doing other injury. At Gurtnaclochy, to
deter a witness in a legal case, a threatening letter was sent, sixty
yards of a sod fence thrown down, and a coffin and gun neatly
cut on the field. On the Roman Catholic Chapel wall at Ashford
a notice was posted threatening with death anyone who bought
hay or turnips from a boycotted man, and the same day a man
named Herlihy received a threatening letter. On April 15 a party
of armed, disguised men with blackened faces, called on a poor
man at Inniskeen, and having smashed the windows, tried to force
the door, but stopped to parley. They called on "Young Patrick"
to hand out the father's gun, and the young man complied. Being
twitted with this he said, "I want to live. If I had refused the gun
my life would not be worth twopence. I would be 'covered' from
a bush or a fence when I walked out, or shot dead in the door as
I looked down the lane, as was done in another case. I know the



parties well, but I would not give evidence. Neither will I give
the police any more information. It would not hurt the criminals,
but it would hurt me. For while the jury would not convict, the
secret tribunal that sat on me would not be so merciful, and many
a man would like the distinction of being singled out to execute
the secret decrees of the Moonlight fraternity." Another person
standing by said, "What happened at Galbally, near Tipperary?
A priest denounced a Protestant named Allen from the altar, and
a week after the man was shot dead in his tracks. Everybody
knew perfectly well who did the deed. All knew the man who
wanted Allen's land, and it was thought that there was evidence
enough to hang him twenty times. He is alive and well, and if
you go any Saturday to the Tipperary market Father Humphreys
will introduce you to him. He was discharged without a stain
on his character, and brass bands met him on his return, also a
torchlight procession."

In Ireland, even more than in England, brass bands are
necessary to the expression of the popular emotion. Brass bands
met Egan, the liberated, everywhere. Brass bands accompanied
the march of O'Brien's mourners at the Cork funeral last week.
Not a murderer in Ireland whose release would not be celebrated
with blare of brass bands, and glare of burning grease. Mr.
Morley could not land in Cork, however privately, for he did not
wish to speak, without a brass band being loosed on his heels.
The great philosophical Radical, the encyclopadia of political
wisdom, the benefactor, the saviour, the regenerator of Ireland,



left Cork to the strains of the Butter Exchange Band —con
amore, affetuoso, and doubtless con spirito. Yet some will say
that the Irish are not grateful! Mr. Morley stayed at the hotel I
had just left, the Royal Victoria, which I justly described as a
hot-bed of sedition. It was here, in room No. 72, that Dalton
so terribly punched the long-suffering head of Tim Healy. At
the Four Courts, Dublin, I saw a waiter who witnessed the
famous horsewhipping in that city. I asked him if it were a severe
affair, or whether, as the Nationalist papers affirmed, only a
formality, a sort of Consider-yourself-flogged. How that waiter
expanded and enjoyed the Pleasures of Memory! "It was a most
thrimindious affair, Sorr. McDermott was a fine, powerful sthrip
of a boy, an' handled the horsewhip iligant. Ye could hear the
whack, whack, whack in the refreshment room wid the doors
closed, twenty yards away. It was for all the world a fine, big,
healthy kind of batin' that Tim got. An' the way he wriggled was
the curiousest thing at all. "Twas enough to make yer jump out
of yer skin wid just burstin' with laffin"."

Leaving outrages and violence to Messrs. Morley and
Moriarty, let me narrate the effect of the impending Home
Rule Bill on some of the commercial community. A well-known
tradesman says: "A man in Newcastlewest owed me £24 for
goods delivered. He had a flourishing shop and also an excellent
farm. He was so slow in paying, and apparently so certain that
in a little while he would escape altogether, that I sued him
for the amount. It was a common action for a common debt,



between one Irish tradesman and another. But I am a Unionist,
and therefore fair game. I got judgment, but no instalments were
paid. I remonstrated over and over again, and was from time
to time met with solemn promises, the debtor gaining time by
every delay. At last I lost patience, and determined to distrain.
Everybody laughed at me. '"Where will you get an auctioneer,
and who will bid? they asked. I determined to carry through
this one case, if it cost a hundred pounds. I got a good revolver,
and succeeded in bringing an auctioneer from a distance. The
debtor said he would brain me with a bill-hook if I put my foot
on his ground, and another man promised to shoot me from a
bed-room window. It was necessary, to carry out the sale at all,
to have police protection. I went to the barracks and submitted
the case. Had I a sheriff's order, &c., &c., &c.? All difficulties
overcome I went to the 'sale.' We seized a cow, a watch, and some
of my own goods, and commenced the auction. Nobody bid but
myself, and when I had covered the amount due the sale ceased,
the aspect of the people being very menacing. Remember, this
was not agrarian at all. The debt was for goods delivered to be
sold in the way of trade. Most of them were there before my
face. The debtor came and said, "You can't take the things away.
But we like your pluck, and if you will settle the matter for £5
I will give you the money.' I declined to take £5 for £24 and
costs, although the police looked on the offer as unexpectedly
liberal, and the bystanders shed tears of emotion and said that
Gallagher was 'iver an' always the dacent boy." When I wished



to remove the things the troubles began. I had my revolver, the
police their rifles, but things looked very blue. I drove the cow
to the station and got her away, but the other things could not
walk aboard, and how to get them there was hard to know. I
asked people I knew to lend me their carts — people who were
under some obligation to me, men I had known and done business
with for years. They all refused; they feared the evil eye of the
vigilance committee of a Fenian organisation still in full swing
among us, and keeping regular books for settlement when they
have the power. I was determined not to be beat, so I went to
Limerick, nearly thirty miles away, to get a float or wagon. The
news was there before me, not a wheel to be had in the city. At
last, by means of powerful influence, I got a cart, on condition
that the owner's name should be taken off, and my name painted
on. Then I returned to Newcastle and bore away the goods in
triumph. Alas! my troubles were only beginning! I had been told
that the goods were not the debtor's, but belonged to someone
else. The cow, they said, was a neighbour's, who had 'lent' it to
my debtor. The watch, they said, was the property of a friend,
who had handed it to my debtor that he might take it somewhere
to be repaired. The landlord of the house claimed that he had
previously seized everything, but had allowed things to remain
out of kindness. I was cited in four actions for illegal distraint, all
of which were so evidently trumped-up that they were quashed.
But the time they took! And the annoyance they caused. The
expense also was considerable, and the idea of getting expenses



out of these people — but I need add nothing on that score.

"There were six witnesses in one case, and they could never
be found, so long as the judge could have patience to wait. Every
lie, trick, subterfuge you can imagine, was practised on poor
me. At last all was over, but at what a cost! The big chap who
had threatened me with the bill-hook came humbly forward and
said: "Plase yer honner's worship, I'm very deaf, an' I'm short
sighted, and I'm very wake intirely, an' ye must give me toime to
insinse meself into the way of it." And that rascal had everything
repeated several times, until I was on fifty occasions on the point
of chucking up the whole thing.

"Before the Home Rule Bill had implanted dishonest ideas
in his head, before the promises of unscrupulous agitators
had unsettled and demoralised the people, that man was a
straightforward, good, paying fellow. Only he thought that by
waiting till the bill was passed he would have nothing to pay. The
ignorant among us harbour that idea, and the disloyalty of the
lower classes is so intense that you could not understand it unless
you lived here at least two years."

English friends who praise the affection of the Irish people,
and who speak of the Union of Hearts, may note the lectures of
the popular Miss Gonne, who is being enthusiastically welcomed
in Nationalist Ireland. No doubt the local papers expurgated the
text; at the present moment the word has gone round: — "Let us
get the bill, let us get the bill, and then!" But enough remains
to show the general tone. Addressing the Irish National Literary



Society, of Loughrea, Miss Gonne said that she must "contradict
Lord Wolseley in his statement that England was never insulted
by invasion since the days of William the Conqueror. It would be
deeply interesting to the men and women of Connaught to hear
once again how a gallant body of French troops, fighting in the
name of Liberty and Ireland, had conquered nearly the whole of
that province at a time when England had in her service in Ireland
no less than one hundred and fifty thousand trained troops. She
would remind them that France was the one great military nation
of Europe that had been the friend of Ireland" — a remark which
was received with loud and prolonged applause. "And it would
be a matter of some pride to us to reflect that in these military
relations the record of the Irish brigades in the service of France
compared not without advantage with the military services which
France had been able to render to Ireland." This passage clearly
refers to the aid the two countries have afforded each other as
against England, and the whole lecture seems to have aimed
at the heaping of ignominy on the British name. The stronger
the denunciation of England, the more popular the speaker. The
Union of Hearts gets "no show" at all. The phrase is unknown to
Irish Nationalists. However deceitful they may be, it cannot yet
be said that they have sunk thus low.

Looking over Wednesday's Cork Examiner, 1 observe that
amid other things the Reverend John O'Mahony attributes the
fact that "The teeming treasures of the deep were almost left
untouched," that is, off the Irish coast, and that this is "a



disgrace and a dishonour to the people through whose misrule
and misgovernment the unhappy result was brought about."
Father O'Mahony is a Corker, and should know that he is talking
nonsense. Let me explain.

In Cork I met a gentleman for twenty-five years engaged in
supplying fishermen with all their needs. He said, "The Irish
fishermen are the laziest, most provoking beggars under the sun."
He showed me two sizes of net-mesh and said, "This is the size
of a shilling, this is the size of a halfpenny. The Scotsmen and
Shetlanders use the shilling size. The difference seems small, but
it is very important. The Irishmen use the halfpenny size, and
will use no other. They say that what was good enough for their
fathers is good enough for them. When the fish are netted they
make a rush, and many of them escape the larger mesh, which
they can get through, unless of the largest size. The small mesh
catches them by the gills and hangs them. This, however, is a
small matter. The most important thing is the depth of fishing.
The Scotsmen and Shetlanders come up to the Irish coast, which
is remarkably rich in fish, and when they meet a school of fish
they fish very deep and bring them up by tons, while the Irishmen
are skimming the tops of the shoals, and drawing up trumpery
dozens, because their fathers did so. Years ago I used to argue
the point, but I know better now. When the water is troubled,
when the wind is blowing, and things are a trifle rough, then
is the time to fish. The herrings cannot see the net when the
water is agitated. The Scotsmen are on the job, full of spirits and



go, but Paddy gets up and takes a look and goes to bed again.
He waits for fine weather, so as to give the fish a chance. The
poor Shetlanders come over long leagues of sea, catch ling a yard
long, under Paddy's nose, take it to Shetland, cure it, and bring
it back to him, that he may buy it at twopence a pound. At the
mouth of the Blackwater are the finest soles in the world, but
the Irish are too lazy to catch them; — great thick beggars of
fish four inches thick, you never saw such soles, the Dover soles
are lice to them, they'd fetch a pound apiece in London if they
were known. Change the subject. Every time I come round here
I get into a rage. The British Government finds these men boats.
The Shetlanders sometimes land, and when they contrast the fat
pastures and teeming south coast of Ireland with their own cold
seas and stony hills they say with the Ulstermen, "Would that you
would change countries!""

I asked him how he accounted for this extraordinary state of
things. He said: —

"As an Irishman I am bound to answer one question by asking
another. Was there ever a free and prosperous country where the
Roman Catholic religion was predominant?"

I could not answer him at the moment, but perhaps Father
O'Mahony, who knows so much, may satisfy him on the point. Or
in the absence of this eloquent kisser of the Blarney Stone some
other black-coated Corker may respond. Goodness knows, they
are numerous enough. All are well clothed and well fed, while the
flock that feed the pastor are mostly in squalid poverty, actually



bending the knee to their greasy task-masters, poor ignorant
victims of circumstances.

Among the many nostrums offered to Ireland, nobody offers
soap. The greatest inventions are often the simplest, and with
all humility I make the suggestion. Ireland is badly off for
soap, and cleanliness is next to godliness. Father Humphreys,
of Tipperary, boasts of his influence with the poor — delights
to prove how in the matter of rent they took his advice, and so
on. Suppose he asks them to wash themselves! The suggestion
may at first sight appear startling. All novelties are alarming
at first; but the mortality, except among old people, would
probably prove less than Father Humphreys might expect. He
would have some difficulty in recognising his flock, but the
resources of civilisation would probably be sufficient to conquer
this drawback. Persons over forty might be exempted, as nothing
less than skinning would meet their case, but the young might
possibly be trained, against tradition and heredity, to the regular
use of water. But I fear the good Father will hardly strain his
authority so far. An edict to wash would mean blue ructions in
Tipperary, open rebellion would ensue, and the mighty Catholic
Church would totter to its fall. The threat to wash would be an
untold terrorism, the use of soap an outrage which could only be
atoned by blood. And Father Humphreys (if he knew the words)
might truly say Cui bono? Why wash? Is not soap an enemy to
the faith? Do not the people suit our purpose much better as they
are? Thigum thu, brutal and heretic Saxon?



Killaloe (Co. Clare), April 27th.



No. 15. - THE PERIL
TO ENGLISH TRADE

As the great object of public interest in the city of Limerick is
the Treaty Stone, a huge block of granite, raised on a pedestal on
the Clare side of Thomond Bridge, to commemorate the Violated
Treaty so graphically described by Macaulay, and to keep in
remembrance of the people the alleged ancient atrocities of the
brutal Saxon — so the key-note of Ennis is the memorial to the
Manchester Martyrs, erected outside the town to commemorate
the people who erected it. That is how it strikes the average
observer. For while the patriotic murderers of the Manchester
policemen, to wit, O'Brien, Allen, and Larkin, have only one
tablet to the three heroes, the members of the committee who
were responsible for this Nationalist or rather Fenian monument
have immortalised themselves on three tablets. But although
party feeling runs high, and the town as a whole appears to
be eminently disloyal and inimical to England, there are not
wanting reasonable people who look on the proposed change
with grave suspicion, even though they nominally profess to
support the abstract doctrine of Home Rule. Naturally, their
main opinions are very like those I have previously recorded
as being prevalent in the neighbouring counties of Limerick,
Cork, and Kerry. They believe the present time unseasonable,



and they have no confidence in the present representatives of
the Nationalist party. They believe that the Irish people are not
yet sufficiently educated to be at all capable of self-government,
and they fail to see what substantial advantages would accrue
from any Home Rule Bill. More especially do they distrust
Mr. Gladstone; and although in England the Nationalist leaders
speak gratefully of the Grand Old Man, it is probable that such
references would in Ireland be received in silence, if not with
outspoken derision. A well-known Nationalist thus expressed
himself on this point: —

"Gladstone's recent attack on Parnell was one of the meanest
acts of a naturally mean and cowardly man, whose whole
biography is a continuous story of surrender, abject and
unconditional. Parnell was his master. With all his faults, Parnell
was much the better man. He was too cool a swordsman for
Gladstone, and, spite of the Grand Man's tricky dodging and
shifting, Parnell beat him at every point, until he was thoroughly
cowed and had to give in. What surprises me is that the English
people are led away by a mere talker. They claim to be the most
straightforward and practical people in the world. Answer me
this: — Did you, did anybody, ever know Gladstone to give a
straightforward answer to any one question? Straight dealing is
not in him. He is slippery as an eel — with all his 'honesty," his
piety, his benevolence. But as he reads the Bible in Hawarden
Church, the English believe in him. They have no other reason
that I can see. Have you heard any Irishman speak well of



Gladstone? No, and you never will. How long in the country?
Five weeks only? You may stay five years, and you will not hear
a word expressing sincere esteem. About separation? Well, most
of the unthinking people, that is, the great majority, would vote
in favour of it to-morrow. All sentiment, the very romance of
sentimentality. I have been in England, I have been in America,
and you could hardly believe the difference in the people's views.
The Irish are not practical enough. 'Treland a nation' is bound
to be the next cry, if Home Rule become law under the present
leaders of the Nationalist party."

"But how about the pledges, the solemn and reiterated
pledges, of Michael Davitt and the rest?"

"I suppose you ask me seriously? You do? An Irishman would
regard the question as a joke. The pledges are not worth a straw.
Their object is to deceive, and so to carry the point at issue.
Would John Bull come with an injured air and say, with tears
in his voice, "You said you'd be good. You promised to be loyal.
You really did. Did you not, now?' Don't you think John would
cut a pretty figure? Davitt knows where to have him. He knows
that a quiet, moderate, reasonable tone fetches him. Parnell, too,
knew that the method with John was a steady, quiet persistence
without excitement. John listens to Davitt, and says to himself,
'Now this is a calm, steady fellow. Nothing fly-away about him.
No shouting and screaming there. This is the kind of man who
must boss the show. Give him what he wants.'

"Look how Morley was taken in. And so, no doubt, was many



another.

"If England trusts the assurances of these men, and if the
bill under present conditions becomes law, we shall have two
generations of experiment, of corruption, of turmoil, of jobbery
such as the British Empire has never seen.

"Yes, I am a Home Ruler — at the proper time. But Home
Rule in our present circumstances would mean revolution, and,
a hundred to one, the reconquest of Ireland. And in the event of
any foreign complication you would have all your work cut out
to effect your purpose.”

A gentleman from Mallow said, "The Gaelic clubs all over the
country are in a high state of organisation, and a perfect state
of drill. The splendid force of constabulary which are now for
you would be against you. The Irish Legislature, from the first,
would have the power to raise a force of Volunteers, and the
Irish are such a military nation that in six months they could
muster a very formidable force. I am a Unionist, a Protestant
too, but I find that my Catholic and Home Rule friends, that is,
the superior sort, the best-read, the most thinking men, agree
with me perfectly. But while I can understand Irish Home Rulers,
even the most extreme sort, I cannot understand any sensible
Englishman entertaining such an insane idea. As manager of
one of the largest concerns in Cork I have made many visits to
England, and I found the supporters of Mr. Gladstone so utterly
misinformed, so credulous, so blankly ignorant of the matter,
that I forbore to debate the thing at all. And their assumption was



on a level with their ignorance, which is saying a good deal."

Mr. Thomas Manley, the great horse dealer, a famous
character throughout the three kingdoms, said to me, "The
Limerick horse fair of Thursday last was the worst I ever attended
in forty years. There is no money in the country. The little that
changed hands was for horses of a common sort, and every one, |
do believe, was bought for England and Scotland, tramcar-horses
and such like. Home Rule is killing the country already. I farmed
a thousand acres of land in Ireland for many a long year, and
since I went more fully into the horse-dealing business I kept two
hundred and fifty acres going. I have horsed the six crack cavalry
regiments of the British army, and I know every nook and corner
of Ireland; know, perhaps, every farmer who can breed and rear
a horse, and I also know their opinions. Give me the power and
I would do four things. Here they are: —

"I would first settle the land question, then reform the poor-
laws, then rearrange the Grand Jury laws, then commence to
reclaim the land, which would pay ten per cent.
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