
THE OWL.

MOORIZS IRISII MJZLODZE S.

OWARDS the end of$the iast century an
op)pressive governmllent
was striving to crushi

G ceverything national out
of Ireland, and in thic
general rùin lier sweet
and touclîing miusic ivas

~ îhreatened with bcing
swept away. Tothe zeal
and thouglitfulness of
Mr. Bunt- ing arc we in-

debted, ln a great measure, for its
preservation. This gentleman miade a
large collection of hier beautiful mielodies,
and in 1 797 MNoore's attention %vas called
to them. At intervals lie w~rote words for
sonic of thli, and in 1807 lie entered
into an engagement with the publisher,
Plower, to adapt words to ail of these airs,
and any others that hie hirnself might col-
lect. Sir John Stephenson was to provide
for them suitable accomipaninients. This
was the origin of the Irish mielodies as wve
now have theni. 1'hey appeared in ten
numbers, tlîe last of whîich wvas pulîlishied
il' 1834. ']lhe îask assigned to Moore
w-s by no means an easy one, flot even to
a mani so highly gifted. and so well fiîted
to undertake il, as lie. 1-le was obliged
10 be thoroughly acquainted with ail the
pihases of that aiost incomiprehecnsilble
Irish character, whichi is nowlîcre dis.
played more accurately and interestingly
than in the old folk-lore of legerxd and
song îlîat lias grown out of the nation 's
heart, as it were.

Again, the irregular structure of many
of thiern rendcred it necessar), to -idapt
thie words rather to the car than the eye,
and emiploy in niany cases what lie calîs
a "lawless metre." The want of appro.
priamc Enz' ishi words was another, and no
sniall obstacle. Notwitlistanding ail thecse
difficulties, the îîoeîsucceeded in his task,
and lias twined n gp.r!.ind round the liarp
of lus country wliicli no governimcnt crin
dissever, nor timie wear away.

On these nmelodies lus f.-mfe will clîicliy
rest. His Lalla iRookhi, thougli the finest
castern pocin in our langtiage, brcatlîing
forth the intoxicating odors of Cishniierc,

and gitering with ail the gorgeousness of
Persian fable, mingles at the end a cer-
tain disappoiLinent with our admiration,
l)ecause ils beauty consists in the parts,
not in the whole. His satires were, no
doubt, w~ell written and bore the stamp of
lus genitis, but being efliployed upon
eplienmeral sul)jects, their interest died
%with the incidents to whiclî they relate.
But the nielodies with thîcir expressive
words, lîiglî niorals, and swveet mnusic, will
send lus name down through the ages as
long as music wvill endure.

In thiese mielodies lie lias so well por-
trayed the mnanners and sentiments of his
countrymien, tlîat were the Irish nation
blotted out of existence, and were
îlieir hiistory to disappear with themi,
Moore's nieàodies remnaining as the only
monument of the past, they îvould fur-
nishi the future gencrations with a suffi-
cicnt basis for a reconstruction of the
character of the vanished race, so well lias
the poet imbibed and given expression 10
the spirit embodied in his country's mnusic.
Inibued himself with those traits of cha-
racter peculiar 10 his countcymýn, and
gifted w,,ith a genius unrivalled in its éex-
uberance of poetîcal feeling and expres-
sion, hie lias pictured forth in the sweetest
sono ail thiose peculiarities of mind and
heart whereby the Irish are distinguished
froni every otier nationality. The muse
leads hlmi through his dear land, 50 lcively,
50 sorrowful, smiling through lier tears,
and points out 10 him, on ail sides, hier
transcendent beauties. Now~, as the sun's
first beamis are slîed upon lier clear and
nippling streams, or in their blue depths
the evening clouds are shadowed, or as
the bIne nuotntains raising their majestic
lieads to the skies, or their craggy cliffs,
baring their breasts 10 the fury of ocean,
serves as food for bis inspiration. Then
this Pierian gunide lays lare 10 hlm the
Irish heart, that strange and complex
organ, and bids Ilim sing, ail] an Irish-
inans sentiments, his love of treedom, his
Ilatred of oppression, his partiality for the
sparkling wine, and his devotion 10 his
îîîotherland and lier lovely daughters, and
aI once they f1ow from the poet's soul as 4
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