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IRELAND'S INFLUENCE ON THOUGH'T,

Tue followhng extrects from Jusin MeCarthy's recent
article in the London wagazine, Zime, on ** Ireland’s Present
Influence on Thonght and  Literature,” will interest our
readers -~

The iutelligence of Ireland is not asserting itself in Fuy-
lish literature just now to anything like the extent which it
did in the days of Burke, and Sheridun, and Goldsmith.
Aguinst these three names it wonld be hurdly poszble to set
the names of any three Bnglishmen of the suno time who
could be considered the equals of the lIrishmen, Nor, to
come to a later day, is there wny Irish poet with anything
liko the populanty w England which Thowmas Moore had,
or uny lrish sovehst whots read tn Buglish homes s Miss
Edgeworth was.  'The lush novel. 1 should suy, 15 almosy
absolutely unkuown m Englund now—1 mean the Irish novel
of the present.  fndeed, even in Iveland itself, the distine-
tively Jrish novel would seem to have all but disappeared. 1
know tluet theve nre twa or three writers, and perhaps move,
wha still mnke a good stund-up for the life of the distinetively
frish novel; but their stories are not vead in Great Britain
as the stovies of Ciarlton and Banim once were.  Gerald
Griflin, who wrote, snecording to my judgment, the best Irish
novel ¢ver praduced, dil not ke lus proper nurk in this
country, but he was much more widely rend thun uny lIrish
novelist of our time. Poor Gerald Griftin! Ins literary fate
was steange.  Tos marvellons vomance, ** The Colleginns,”
with its racking pathos, its passion, its humor, its mirth, its
tragedy, s absolutely true pictve of Irish hfe in ¢ Big
Honse ' and the eabin, its renderings of the pensant’s brogne
in all its varying tones of the different provinces, never, of
conrse, was 1ead in Englind by anything like so wide a civele
of renders as that which gathered round ¢ Charles O'Malley *
and ** Juck Huton.” But it came up again transmogritied,
translated !—+ Bless thee, Bottom, bless thee, thou awg trans.
lated £ It was set upon the melodramic stage as ** The
Colleen Buwn,” and on the lyric stage as * 'The Lily of
Killarney " —all the pathos and the poetry anl the reality
were knocked out of 13 the familiar old stuge Irishman wus
made to dunce and caper in it ; the stage parish priest was
substitated for the exquisitely tenthful and tenderly humor-
ons figure in the original—aml it swept the country, aud,
indeed, all the English speaking world. 1t was an Irishman
wha wronght the stroke of genuine and exnlted art—it was
an Irishman, too, who did the trick which canght the public.

Lum inclined to think that the still lingering forms of
purely Irish life out of which a novel could be made have
exhuusted their artistic effect. ‘The relations Letween the
landlord and the tenant, between the agent and the peasant,
formed, and necessarily formed, the greater part of the Irish
novelist’s stock-in-trade.  "*he pathos and humor, the comedy
and tragedy, avose like the mists from the land.  Even already
the state of things has changed.

Still greater clumge is undoubtedly to o looked for.  Ire-
land will one day be, to a great extent, a country of peasant
proprictors.  The new Irish novel will have to grow out of
the new conditions of life. Therefore the new lrvish novel
will hnve to wait for Uus new life and o be horn of it. A
work of fiction, if it s worth arything, does not die with the
conditions which gave it life. “Uhere are readers for + Uncle
Tom’s Cabin ** still, though the slavery system is gone. But
there could not be a vew ** Unele Tom’s Cabin ™ written now.
So of the old.fashioned Irish novel. It will have its readers
still.  But there would be little chance, indeed, now for 2 new
novel constructed on the old lines.  Some distant, free, and
huppy Russia will still, no donbt, read the novel of Tour-
guessiefl; bug it is not likely that in that far-off and happy
Russia there will be a new tale of * Virgin Soil.”

{ do not know whether there are now any great [rish advo-
cates at the Irish Bar.  Ireland may be prond of having given
to the inglish Bar its greatest living advocate, iu the person
of Sir Charles Russell. ButI do not hear of any advocates
with & fame at all like that of the Currans and Sheils and
'Connells, of a past time. 1 do not hear even of any men
who are compared with Whiteside and Butt.  Yet I think I
could point to men—young men somo of thent—who, if they
hnd nothing clse to do but to practico at the Bar, might be
as claquent and as powerful as any of thair predecessors.
There are some Trishmen in the House of Gommons whose

cloquence and whose debating power mamtain ndequately the
traditions of Irish political ovatory.  In eloquence nlone does
the Irelud of our day hold her own with the Treland of the
past.  The lrish eloguence of to-day is above all things else
Purlinentary eloguence. 1t goes to ths front—where it is
needad~ where it bias its battle to fight,

[relund has some very eminent mumes in the departments
of graver literatnre, My, Tyndudl i sy hrishman § Mr. Lecky
15 un Ivistnman. 1 do not know whether 1 ean eadl My, Bryee
an frislonan, wlthough he was certuinly born wm feeland., ~ If
we ave to vegard hinn as an Irishian, then wo must suy that
Irelomd has given to literutme one of the comgletest of bving
historinus, [ am not quite certuin, bowever, whether 1 am
entitled to claim Mr. Bryce as a fellow.countrymmn. M.
Lecky ls w position which no man will dispute. e ranks
amony the very first historiaus of his day, and his lnstory is
philosophic and likewiso practical. 1t 15« pride to Irelund
10 have sent such a man to take such a place m the literature
of Linglind.  Bat, of course, there is nothing distinetively
lvish in the intluence of these men on litesuture aud thought,
Their nutionality does not shine through them. \When we
say Inmsh, we really mean Celtic.  There is no great lrish
author in this sense ot the present houwr. There is no great
poet, no great Irish novelist, no great trish dramutist.  There
is no great lush wusiciin—although U believe that, conteary
to general opinmon, Ireland mry chiim Sir Arthur Sullivan
as a son of her soil.  Sir Avthur Sullivan, however, would
hardly be called s great composer.  ‘There s no great [rish
wit or Imimorist. Wit and humor seem to be imported now,
like milliotmires and hewesses, from the great Awmerican
Republic. 1 confess that I for myself am not sorry that
Irishmen have ceased, for the present at all events, to be the
buffoons and merry-mnkers of Linglund. | think we did
that work lony enough, and ought to give a turn to someone
else now.

The stage Ivishmen and the Irishmen of the music halls
are gentlemen who, while probably Cockney mn the fact thyt
they were bora within tho sound of Bow Bells 1 Lowdom, be-
long to u far more descended race than my countrymnen can
clann.  But we have no preat humorist of any order now.
We have no Charles Lever; we have no Sammel Lover; we
have no Futher Prout.  Yet no one at all acquainted with
the subject or the people will suy that the intellect of Ireland
has diminished of late years in the lenst.  There never prob-
ably was a time when so great a number of highly-gifted
young Irnshmen were consgicnouns before the world, "Then
we must not forget the unseen work that Irish literary in-
telleet is doing in the journalism of muny countries.  Inish-
men seew to be born journalists.  Here in Englind—especi-
ally Londan—there aeross the ocean in the United States und
Canuda—there neross the other ocean in Anstralia, the Irish
journalist is everywhere—writing, editing, contributing—he
1s dramatic eritie, litevary critie, war corvespondent, descrip-
tive writer, writer of political leading articles. In the Umted
States and Canadn and Australia it hag long been lus way
to rise into public hfe and high political place through the
ascent of jonrnalism, and of late we are beginning to see
soniething of the same kind happen in England, AN this
proves that the intellectual power of the Irish raceis not
diminishing or languishing, and even while we may vegret to
see it shredding itself away too much in leading articlos and
descriptive columns and paragraphs, it is something to know
that its influence is wore widely spread, more broadly felt,
than it ever was before.  Again, we have some lvishmen al-
most everywhere over the world now going iu for an entirely
new trade and taking to becoming millionaires. . . . We
may expect to see what is left of the lnndlord class living in
reconcilintion with the class who cultivate the soil.  We may
expect to see all orders and classes and parties co-operate in
the work of national re-organization. “There is the sort of
healthy rivaley which makes a commonwenlth great. I hopo
to see Ireland a great commonwealth yet in that exalted seuse.
No matter about ler size. I was once much interested by a
remark of Cobden to the effect that in his opinion the best
offorts of hamun intellect hud been brought cutin little States
which one could almost traverse in a day’s journey. Ireland
would be a State in that sense—not a little isoluted republic
or kingdom, but a commonwealth, governing its own domestic
affairs to the best of its capacity—n State as Massachussels is
a State—as Vigtorip uud New South Wales ure States,



