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THOMAS IRWIN.

SCOTCH-IRISHISM AND IT8 ORIQIN,

The PFPoet of the Early Nation—The
Great Change 1n Iis ldeas—Blam-
ing In Old Age the Heroes
of His Youth.

“The moat wearisome times” say
travelling friend “is that of expectancy.”
‘The phrase was a curious one, and rather
puzzling in its meaning. The word ex-
pectancy had on one oceasion brushed
up the ire of e1x gray beards against an
insurance company. I was loath to
plead ignorance of an ordinary lookin
sentence in my mothertongue, an
would have much rather preferred, to do
a8 50 many American crilics are wonti to
call it a “bappy phrase with & mystical
meaning” only clear to my all absorbing
cgo. Criticisam comes by art, curiosity
by nature. Fiout as you will nature is
more natural than art, hence you will
not wonder that my curiosity tempted
nie to ask. Sir what do you mean by
such a phrase. The mantle of Bishop
has not fallen on me, and without it, how
do you expect me to translateinto plain
speech your Emersonian riddles. “Ah”
says the [riend “that of expectancy”
means simply this, when you have fin-
ished your business in a town, packed up
your things, paid your hotel-bills it is
most wearisume to loiter aronnd hotel
corridors, or idly gaze at the passers
through the big glass window, until
train or boat time.” The sauthor of the
phrase, strange, as it may seem, was a
commerical traveller. In our democratic
way by the curtailment of an adjective,
a process having the sanction of the
high priest of transcendentalism, my
friend was & drummer. I believe the
word was taken from an analogy between
them and the woodpecker. It is well
known that bird will drum a tree, as
long as their is & chance for a grub,
while drummers drum as long as their
is a chance for an order. QOur young
land likes that kind of perseverance,
which hostilecritics have termed brazen
impudence. A fig for your critice ; the
drummer was right.

THE TIME OF EXPECTANCY

is most wearisome, as I found in Dublin.
1 wished a dozen times for the Liverpool
hoat, but if wishes were horses beggars
might ride. [ had an_ invitation to visit
Mr. Eugene Davis and & party of literary
young Irishmen at the Angel by two. As
it was only nine, breakfast over, and a
Patrick Henry blown into curling blue
smoke, now and then relieved with pray,
the effect of a prolonged puff, what was
Ito do. Sticking my hands in my trow-
sers’ pocketsand leaning against a strong
pillar, it was as n sweet singer sung :
“A frightful ordeal, but yet
Dire evils pass, if boidly met.”

As I was about to boldly meet this one
by walking into the rain, a little playful
shadow on the opposite wall hove in
view. “Coming events cast their shad-
ows before,” for soon a little tattered
rosy-faced urchin, with roguish gray
eves, slid up to me, saying, “I say,
Mister, isn’t your name Lecky ?” It is,
my little mun, “Well, here’s a letter
from Mr. " I elipped a coin in his
dumpy litile souty hand. He puffed out
his apple cheeks, curved lis dainty
mouth, and whistled “Shan O'Farrell.” 1
watched the little prints of his bare feet
on the winter mud, and tuming to &
glum-locking Unionist, said, there’s your
conquerors, there’s hope for Ireland yet.
The Unionist, cur-like, snarled. After-
wards, [ learned that he was aland agent.
The grunt was native to his class, Tear-
ing the envelope I found a jetter from
an Irish novelist. whose friendship 1s one
of the most treasured gifis of my Irish
journey. It read: “Tynan glad to meet
you; make date. Irwin alive; copy-
holder for Times. I believe he has
abandoned his early convictions. Do
not know him intimately ; but send let-
ter of T. O, introducing you.” The
Tynan here referred to is the poetess,
whose volume uf poems entitled “ Sham-
rocks,” mude us expect 8o much.

WHO IS IRWIN ?

It s the aim of this paper to tell.
Thomas Caufield Irwin was of that canny
race thut inhabit Ulster, a race that has
supplied more than the average share of
inteilect to every Irish movement. Some
superficial wniters have calied these nor-
thern people Scotch-{rish, & meaningless
term. A horde of senseless bigotz in
the States huve a peculiar fondness for
the term. Every year they fondle it in

convention with strange speeches. How
any safe historian can make anything
out of the people of Ulster, save Irish-
men, the present writer is at a loss to
know. These bigots adduce their names,
but from a list lying before me itissale to
say that not one of them in every ten can
claim an ancestry from the land of cakes
and broom. Some of the names are
bardly Celtic in their orlgin, but let it
be borne in mind that such names as
Tower, Greenfield, Kiln, Hood-house,
Grove, Burnndale were begun on Irish
soil. The process is a curivus one, and
as I have never met with a description
of it, even at the cost of a little delay,
in my subject I will describe it. In the
North of Ireland, as most of the Scotch-
Irish should know, there is a prevalent
custom, the origin of many of their
curiously constructed names. When a
young girl is unfortunate enough to be-
come a mother, the offspring of her
shame is wraﬁped in woolens and placed
in wicker baskets and then deposited in
some frequented place. The discovered
babie iz callsd after the place where it
was found. If in a grass field, Green-
field; if in one covered with snow,
Whitfield ; if by a lime-kiln, Kiln; and,
as the hedge schoolmaster maid of the
stars eeen by one of his pupils during a
sound thrashing, “These, sir, can be
made ad infinitum.” These curiously-
named cuildren are sent to the work-
houses, and, after a time,

FARMED OUT.

to Baptists, Wesleyans, etc., and by them
inoculated with those bizarre notions of
Christianity, that bigots take for
charity. Crossing the Atlantic, they
found Scotch-Irish families, hence the
meetings in our land every year, and the
denunciation of all things Irish. This
pride of Scoth Irishisim is something
akin to that described by the witty farca.

" Although it had fifty hobbles to ride

Had really no foundation;

But like the fabrics thal gossips devise,—
Those single stories that ofien arise

And grow till they reach a four story size,—
Was merely a fancy creation.”

Irwin was born in Warrensport Co.
Down, May 4. 1823. His father was a
well to dophysician, if one may credit an
American biographic sketch of the poet.
“ He joined the Nation during the days
of Davis, and was a valued contribution
is another sentence extracted from the
same source. So the man whose memory
might give many a bit of news to be
treasured by after time, was really alive,
a few steps from my hotel. The letter of
T. C. another brother of the tunefull
quill would surely make the old man
thawto the young American. That my
grandfather was born a few miles from
his native town, and had often been bis
father’s compsnion in his country drives,
was noted as a good second point to
make, if the letter was a failure. But
toning my frieze coat to my neck. I
whistied * Marching through Georgia,”
to cheer me, and set out to find I, C,
Irwin. A few minutes walk and I stood
at the cashier's desk in the office of the
Irish Times. An amisble red-headed,
weak-eyed young man, twitched his
scrub-growth of beard, and in a usual
drawl injormed me that

# UP STAIRS AND A TURN TO THE LEFT GETS
HIM.”

This information was copious; it
wanted to be localized. Up stairs I
went, with my heart in a little flurry, to
see the poet. A workman, with a white
apron, curiously eyed me. “Is Mr.
Irwin here ?” *“Aye, that the old fellow
holding copy,” rejoined the workman,
and passed on. Little respect me thought
for a bard, but prophets are ignored at
home, and familiartty breeds contempt.
To the “old fellow” I went and handed
him my note. While he reads let me
snap my kodax. This is the picture.
Head lurge, forehead expansive ; eyes,
large, keen and snapping; face, oval com-
monplace and covered with a few weeks
growth of brietling scrubby down ; head
thatched with long, unkempt, straggling
hair. His height and form are not given
in the picture_as he was seated in a
cronched position on a rickety bamboo-
chair. Perhaps, owing to the oscillatory
natureof his sitting appartus, he dared
not move, fearful that his cisnity as an
irish poet, might come to the ground,
in the presence of an American giobe
trotter. The letter made him smile.
“I hardly know this T. C.,” gaid the bard,
“I thought he was your friend,” I mildly
answered. * Young man,” said the burd,
“when you are as cld as I am, that word
friend will not be 80 lightly used, it ia a
sacred word.” I ncdded assent to the
wisdom of this ancient man. Youth has

many faults, impulsiveness is one of the

most attractive. 1t is the most danger-
ous, mutters abhlue-sticking. Madam,
danger is an attraction. Why do you
chatter so muech of the valor of the Light
Brigade while other charges are unnot-
iced. *“The Light Brigade is more at-
tractive,” why?“It was more dangerous.”
With that impulsiveness that gives to
youth a charm, and to old ago a nervous
shock, .
I SILENCED THE POET

ins the midst of & monologue that seemed
to sweetly tinkle in his ears. “ What do
you think of Parnell?” His eyes snapped,
aund the mouth tgok on a cucious curve.
Said [ to that inner self, Lecky, the old
warrior will cleave you to the ground
for stich an insolent interruption of his
garrulous monologue. Do you not know
that the sweetest munsic in some ears is
the music played by choice on their
own mouth organs? *“Sir,” said the
knight of poetry, “I am not here to
anawer such questions.” A long silence
and the bard has forgiven by youth.
“ Parnell is a poor figure. What does
he mern ? He has no talent; fotlowed
by a troop of course fellows, he wills to
destroy the little guarantee of safety
that our present condition warrants.”
“Bat, Mr. Irwin, did you not belong
to the Nation in the paling days, when
it was a preaching total separatist of the
extreme type.” “Isay,” said the bard,
steadying himself on his rickety founda-
tion, “the Nation was an intellectual
movement, whose doctrines were noble
and generous.”” And then, with charm-
ing naivete, “I had the honor to edit
that paper for years. This new move-
ment is not in the line laid down by us.
It means bloodshed, confusion, the
wrecking of homes.” “To me, Mr.
Irwin, 1t means peace and happiness,
the consummation of this new move-
ment. You say it is not on the lines of
the Nation. Time change, aims change,
men change. The means of one age will
not fit the one succeeding. We grow,
the garments of the child will not fit the
man. The Nation was of its time, and
apt in that time. Time is not as the
sphinx, standing always in the same
place. Your Nation, with its fiery ar-
ticles in a kind of maddening prose, its
wild, untrammelled songs, would be

OUT OF FPLACE IN OUR TIME.

We have lived down the spasmodic
school in poetry and the physical force
school in revolution. I believe, sir, we
are wiser than our fathers, but whether
y}?u concede this or not, you will admit
that—

New men, new lights:
And the father’s code the sons may never
brook.

What is liberty now were lioemse then ;
Their freedom aur yoke woulid be,

And each new decade muedt lkave new men
To determine its liberty.

He scratched his hairless skull and
muttered something about " destroyers
of his country.,” What a pitiable sight
1o see the young, generous poet dwindled
into an old fogy, reeanting the best work
of his life, and blaming men, who would
have been his heroes in hig manhood. I
pitied him. T always pity a man that
sickness and poverty have driven into
the pessimists’ camap. Irwin spent the
best part of his life for his country, and
the callous jade deserted him in old age.
He went to the enemy for bread and not
for love.

Enthusiasts who have plenty of money
cannot understand how a man may, in
old age, wear lightly the toggery of
youth, If they were reduced to stony
crust -and water for some years, they
would discover that the stomach plays
leading lady in the comedy of life. Fill
it well with haunches of eat juicy and
sweet, with port or XXX wash it down,
and your Orsini and other long-haired
“protectors of society” would become
models for a Peace League. GConfusion
in this world is made by men whose
stominchs are empty, and wholik:e Micaw-
ber, are waiting for something to turn
up, in order that they may fill them,
The bard was equally averse to talk of
the men and things that were of his
time. They had flown from his memory,
while maudlin arguments for the stabil-
ity of the Union remnined. How true
that—

** Memory locks he shaff in bing
And throws away the grain.”
Of his own poetry he was full. Most
poets are. He was never weary of read-
ing his poems, a practice that the

O OTHER Sarsaparilla has ef-

: fected such remarkable cures as
HOOR’S Sarsaparilla, of Scrofula,

Salt Rhaum, and other blood diseases.

Philestines abhor. In this respect.
Plato must ranked as one of them. In
his dream of a Rupublic he banished
bards, and the uvly real reason one may
conjecture their practice of waylayving
the uususpecting traveller, by reading
tragedies, comedies, lyric bursts, ete.,
fresh from their auvil. Irwinheld that
poetry was his life-play, and
** If you choose to play~18 my principle ?

Let a man contend 1o the uttermost

For his Life's get prize be it what it will,”
Poor feilow bis prize sought for in
five or six little books of verse, has been
harsh old age under the rule of that hi-
deous hag poverty. The way of most.
Irish singers has been a via dolurusa and
for none more than the subject of this
sketch. The country that refuses to
assuage his ills by bread, may cover his
grave with marble, for such is the 8ck-
leness of men.
WALTER LEcKY.

Montreal, November 1891. 1 was suftering for
three months from anobstinate eough, prick--
lui in my throat, uight sweats and n general

duebility, which caused me o fear consamption.
of the throat. 1 am uow perfoctly wel), and

owe my cure to Dr, Lavitoletes Syrup of Tur-
pentine. I took four small botties of 25 cents.
each. FELIX SAuvAGEaUu, General Con-.
tractor, Nu. 179} St. Antoine Street.

City Clek’s Office, City Hall, Montreai,
March 5th 1842. Dr. Laviolette, Montreal. My
Dear Doctor. Your Syrup of Z'urpentine i
without a doubt a marvellous remedy, one
whose ahsolute efficacy will certainly not be
long In becoming generally knowun. T was suf-
fering for several days from ncute bronchius
which caused wealening fits of coughing day
and night, to such anextent thatl was en-
tirely unable to sleep and It became almost au
impossibiltty for me to attend Lo my business.
Arler having tried various remedles withont
any relief, 1 bnu§htnboule of your Syrupof
Turpentine and in two days there remalned
not the slightest. trace of my bronchitis, [ may
addthat ] address you this atlestation of my
own accord and without havin~ been asked
for it by any one. Your sincerely, RENE
BAUSET.

Johu Marghy & Cos
AN

) AFTERWARDY

Frem an economical stand-point, itls per-
haps more prudeat to buy now than later ou.
For one thing, the making-up processcan be
gone about in a more leisurely snd satisfactory
way. Time is allowed for a little thought and
consideration. * Tnoe Rush” generally carrios
overything before it, and the mneedle then
moves “*not wisely but too well.” This is some-
thing to think over at all events. And afler-
wards, 1f you deeide to take Time by the fare-

REMEMBER,

You will find suitable materlals (both In dress
and trimmings) combined with suitable prices

’t
JOHN MURPHY & CO'S.

All Wool French Challies,

One of the largest collections in the city, all
the latest deslgns, ail the latest colorings.

BLACK GROUND CHALLIES
CREAM GROUND CHALLIER
COLORED GROUND CHALLIBS.
Hundreds of patterns of Challies to selsct

from at
JOHN MURPHY & CO'S

New Scofch Cheviot Dress Tweeds.

THE ** KILDRUMMIE?® CHEVIOT.
1n all the new colorings.
THE ‘* LOMOND* COEVIOT.
All new mixtures, fine goods.
TIIE *¢ LESLIE* CHEVIOT,
The newest coloring 1n this Tweed.
THE NEW STRIPED CHEVIOELS.
Very Handsome Tweed 4, new colorings.

THE NEW CHECKED CHEVIOTS,
All New Combloation of Colars, fine quallty.

We have received a very fine assortment of
all the new Bcoth Cheviot Dress Tweeds fur the

coming Segson.
JOHN MURPHY & COJ}

Ramptles of our New Challies and Dress
Goods sent on application,

SILK EMBROIDERED CREPONS.

S!lk Embroidered Crepons are one of the
iatest novellies for the comning season. Can
be had fa the (ollowlng colors :

Cream, embroidered with Pink.
Cream, embroidered, with Sky,
Cream. embrotdered with Nile.
Cresm, embroldered with Cardlnal,
Cream, embroidered with Heliotrope.
Cream, embroidered with Crexn.
Black,embroldered with Black.

JOHN MURPHY & CO.

All the Latext Novelttes lu Dress Goods
and DressTrimminzs.

JOHN MURPHY & GO,

1781 and 1783 NOTRE DAME STREET

And 105, 107, 109, and 111 St. Peterst,

TERMS CAS8H AND ONLY ONE PRICEg
Telephons 2103, .




