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as the blackbird's eggs ; warm streams of rnead and wvine flow
tliroughi tiîat country ; there is no care, nor sorrow on any person;
w~e see others but we ourselves are flot seen. These gods are more
beautiful than meni, but nien, wvhen they are great are stronger thati
they, for men are, as it were, the foaming tide-line of the sea." 15
it any wvonder the people of those days believeci the Dcuids made the
wvorld ? Is it any wvonder, Oisin in his protest to Saint Patrick, is
so rnelatichoiy at the contrast of the grace of the day that wvas dead
wvith the grace of the newv day ! The country people have remnem-
bered that he assured the saint he wvouid Ilcry his fill because Finn
and the F ianna are not living. "

And whio is going to talk the country peopie away from their
belief iii the wonders flot yet quite withdrawn frorn Irish his and
lakes and ivoods ? We are ev'ery now and then told there's a
"lsiump iii poetry," Weil, perhiaps Yeats is right whien lie says-"' We
do kïnowv that, unless those that have made many inventions are
about to changre the nature of the poetry, wve rnay have to go wvhere
H orner 'vent, if we are to sing a newv song. Is it because ail that is
under the moon thirsts to escape out of its bounds, to lose itseif in
sorne unbounded tidal streamn; that thie songs of the folk are mourn-
fui ; and that the story of Fiantia, whienever the queeris lanient fur
their loyers rernind us of songs that are stili sung in country-places ?
In trying to get at the true Irish art, these books show how large a
part one must iake for the influence of tlîe sunshine. For ail the old
writers stand for power of discipline in the sunshine, for the joy it
brings into life, and wvhat is more beautiful in our owvn latter day
poots than thieir suri worship ? Yeats says, and he wvill do for oid
and newv, as to nature worship : IlWhen one has drunk of the cold
cup of the moon*s intoxication, one thirsts for somnething beyond one's
self, and the nîind growvs outward to a naturai immensity ; but if one
has drunk froni the hot cup of the suni, one's owvn fulliîess a'vakens,
one desires little, for wvherever one goes one's heart goes too ; and
if any ask whlat rnusic is sweetest, one can but answer, as Finn
answered: what happens' and yet the. songs and stories that have
corne from either influence are a part, neither iess than the other, of
the pleasure that is the hride-bed of poetry." Why have a few
countries ailvaysý lîad a popular literature, a foik-lore not absolutely
a " 9curiosity of literature to-day ?" Why has Ireland, s0 near tue
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