THE HARP.
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-conceit 'md plosporous boast o[’ Lhe
Saxon. Of* all those who frittered away
the genius of thoir native land at the
feet of tho brutal coquette, Britannia,
Burlke, alone, was worthy ol a wr c.tthe
fromt poor, desplsed and forgotten Erin,
Tt was tho fashion, just beiow the rise
of the bright Celtic luminary of song
to deseribe Trish mind as a frrothquo
monster, half hyde, half satyr with a
dash of \Lomm The English poets and
novelists, whenever their theme enlls
for n character, half fool and half knave,
invariably trotted.in an Irishiman when
it was not a Frenchman. English society
took the cue from those literali, or
rather, to speak correctly, the latler
sh.lped their ideas by the driffof society
prejudice and. contempt for a people
thenr supenox'ﬂ: in every quality that
clevates - man.  Literary  John. Buli,
with as mueh knowledge of the real
Trishman as he poweascd of honor or
the Grace of God, set the Saxon house
in a roar with hc.u ¥y \\lLthlanl\ about
“ Teague’ " and “Molly " and « Dumy "
We all know what a sparkling repu-
tation the Saxon has for genuine wit
and humor. - Ife hils, in flcb as truc.an
iden of ‘the ‘onc’and the oLhel as has &
Chinaman of harmony. Whenever there
is o streal of real humor in John Bull,
©oyou may rest assured there is a Ce]mc
~drop in his veins, that relieves the dull,
prosaic matevialism of his ploddmcr
stock-jobbing nature.  Still, “the wit
that he had was almost mvumbly
expressed upon “ Paddy,”'to the inox-
glessxblo merriment of the audience.
o, that, in course of time, the Irishman
was not conventional if he had ot a

large motth, a short nose, a long upper-

hp, square jaws, a bullet’ head, “eovared
with a battercd hat, oxmmented with a
dhudeen, l\nce~b1cechcs and brogues, a
greon co‘tt ved vest, and drab brecches,
while unden his” arm was earried a
formidable . bludgeon, and out of his
pocket. 1~eeped tho neck of a bottlo of
whiskey, or, nther, pofcen,‘ thnt was
the ~word, potcen/ - This . declectablo
creature ‘was always blundering. whon
'he was not fighting or lying drunlk;: (in
company thlthepl of course) And
this was the model ushnmn tlnt con-

valsed -the, English mob, snob vand nob.
“And,.
even to d‘\y, when somo mean or eatm‘e,}

with, me\tm rrulshable I‘mgh to)

Jnclo(hcs, thoy

hl\e Bouucaulb or Lever wmhcs to com :

English prejudices into ducqts it is Conn
or Ylandy Andy that'is served up. Now,-
this caricature aiiached to Ireland as.
well as Irishmen, so that the bitterest
{ears of an opp1 essed country ‘ere
laughed at as o mere bit of -clever shad-
ing to one of the most side-splitting
comedies that ever delighted mankind.
To their shame,—to their eternal shame
be it snid !—Irishmen have done most to
c])'mgc the agony of a proud nation
into the contortions of a buffoon for the
proper edificalion of its bitterest foes.
Her'e is where Moore's - great services
can be seen and appr cciated. 1le struck |
thc forgotten harp of Ireland with so
skilful & hand that the enemy paused,
listened, admired, softened -and wept as
the song of a nation’sglory or the wail of
her sorrows touched his soul with all the.
magic of true genius. The excellence of-
his muse «ramcd him an, andience whose
applause Svas lasting fame. ~ He lifted.
the literature of 18 rin out of the tomb;
he clothed it with the beautiful robes of
his brilliant faney; he hreathed -into -
the halflifeless form a soul ofmspu ation.
which charmed theworld with its sweet-
ness and compelled respect for the land
which gave birth to such a bavd. The

vory fou:c of his genius struck a blow

at the. “Teagues 7 and Mollies " of
Saxon c‘\ncwtm'c the stupid, blackgnard .
doggerel of the halfstarved London, .
aye, alas| and Dublin, Bohemian, hid.
its idiotic faco, when Lhe noble muse of
Tom Moore steépped into the arena, and
warmed the heart and elovated the soul
with songs which seemed to have caught
some faint cchoes of - calestial meloches
of the blost. Moore and his genius be-
came the fashion, mdmyloxd Tom noddy:
swore :—“Deém it, you know, there’s:
something in those Hivish awf‘tnh all,
dem it! " and Liady Loosclife dawdled:
—Aw, its queeaw such nice songs. should

be ]Imsh " ‘and when my lord Tom- .=

noddy and Lady Looselife: applauded,
who, .unong the anrhsh ™ASSes, d‘ue
(hsseut?

“But,. thls was a mere “dig mvmrr-room
populm ity. Tho absentee ambtocracy
of Ireland took :to {hemselves-Moore’s
were the heroés ..md
patriots. the ;pogt . referred to. "Was not.
rian, o ;ancestor ‘of Inelnqum
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