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! The Native Minstrelsy of Ireland.

I T was originally my intention 
l^to drift away, at the point

Efo^now reached, from the work so 

j* fully quoted in the first and ecc- 
' ond articles of this series; hut, 

having been requested, for special 
reasons, to continue on that admir
able essay for, at least, a few more 
paragraphs. Consequently, without 
any interruption, we will proceed 
with this review of Irish literature 
in its poetic or bardic branch.

Ossinn's poems and Siangan’s trans
lations from the Irish, may lo re
garded as fair specimens of the old 
and later poets of Ireland. And as 
far as the flatter are concerned, it 
may be well said of Mangan, what 
was O^ce remarked of a cole or ited 
French translator, that it is doubt
ful whether the dead or the living 
are most obliged to him. Ossian is 
stamped with the freshness of na
tional infancy—the latter transla
tions with the allegory of nat onal 
prostration and trembling hope. And 
both are pregnant with the history 
of their respective periods. In the 
latter voice and pen are stifled; and 
the muffed wail of a trampVd ra
tion sounds like a death-kuell upon 
the ear. We see the Penal Laws in 
full operation, and the native popu
lation stricken to the earth, lut still 
living in the hope of a better day. 
We see the national religion banned, 
and a price set upon the head of its 
priesthood. We become acquainted 
with the intrigues and strug:;V s to 
get these priests educated in distant 
lands by the Garonne and Guadalqui
vir, and we see them concealed on 
their return in the fastnesses of the 
mountains, and the caverns of the 
rugged shore. Yet amid all these 
adverse circumstances, Ireland cid 
not manifest an indifference to the 
spirit of song in this day of har do
lor, nor-a want of taste for its cul
tivation. Still was she, as in the 
olden time, the mother of patriot 
bards; and though a price wus set 
on the minstrel's head as well as 
upon the priest's, every valley re
sounded with the praises of ancient 
heroes—elegies for the martyred 
brave—dark curses for the native 
traitor and the ruthless stranger 
proud invocations of the Genius of 
Liberty—and passionate aspirations 
for the glory and Independence of 
Erin.

And thus we perceive the existence 
of a native minstrelsy in Ireland, 
from the landing of the Milesians 
almost to our own time, in one un
broken wreath of song. We have 
sketches of more than two hundred 
Irish writers, principally poets from 
the days of Amergin. the chief bard 
of the Milesian colony, down to the 
beginning of the nineteenth century. 
Their poems are, in many instances, 
still extant, from the hymns of St.

. Columb to the lamentation of Mc- 
Uag, the biographer, and family 
bard of Brian Boru; and still down
ward to the dreamy allegory of the 
proscribed pqets of the Penal Days. 
The stores of native minstrelsy which 
Ireland possesses, both in the mem
ory of her people and the cabinet of 
the antiquarian, are astonishing, 
when we consider the characteristics 
of her history, and the condition of 
lier people, for the lust seven cen
turies. Rome had tost her ballads 
long before she reached the remth 
of her power. Macaulay remarks 
that in spite of the Invention of 
printing, the old ballads ol England 
and Spain narrowly escaped 
withering blight or years and 
Scott was but just in time to
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the precious relics of the minstrelsy 
of the Border. In truth, he adds, 
the only people who, through their 
whole passage from simplicity to the 
highest civilization, never tor a mo
ment ceased to love and admire their 
Awn ballads, were the Greeks. But 
we think Ireland equal to Greece in 
this respect, as far as the compari
son can be instituted. Since the pa
gan days when Bride was the Queen 
of Song, her bards have been ever 
scrupulously venerated; and their 
productions cherished with a tradi
tional love which Greece never sur
passed; and her people have been as 
true to this ballad-worship in the 
days of her distress as in those of 
her glory. The influence of the old 
bards on popular tastes and habits 
is still observable. # Not many years 
ago the rustic schoolmaster was 
elected by a species of poetic tourna
ment.

The rage for street ballads is an
other trace of their influence. But 
this is the only point of resemblance 
between the present and the past. 
The street ballad of to-day will not 
bear comparison with the racy, vig
orous minstrelsy of old. Nothing 
but the deathless love of song in the 
Irish could have saved the precious 
relics of her bardic muse from the 
hand of time, the torch of wari and 
the still more destructive influence of 
foreign conquest. Seldom has the 
successful invader spared cither the 
life or literature- of the fallen land. 
/The Caliph Omar burned to ashes 
the magnificent library of Alexandria 
when he captured that city. The Per
sians burned the books of the Egyp
tians, and the Romans of the Jews, 
the philosophers, and the Christians. 
The Jews in turn destroyed the 
books of the Christians and the par 
gans, and the Christiana again, the 
books of the pagans and the Jews. 
The Turks destroyed the grand li- 
brar:es of Constantinople; the Span
iards the painted histories of Mexico; 
an<^ such also was the fate of the na
tional records, and literature of Ire
land which fell into the hands of the 
English conquerors. Its ruin was 
inevitable, but the relics are numer
ous and beautiful, reminding us of 
the porticoes and stately columns 
which shine through the ashes of 
Pompeii.

Since the reign of Elizabeth Ire
land produced twenty-six poets in 
the Gacflic language. Some of these 
were of a high order, and of distin
guished attainments. The lives of 
the bards would form no inconsider
able portion of Irish history, from 
the influence which they exercised in 
the direction of its events, and in 
stimulating the spirit of resistence. 
The strains of O’Gulne, the bard of 
Shane O’Neil, often flung the stirrup
less lancer of Ulster like a falling 
rock upon the armies of Elizabeth 
and gathered round the national 
standard the hesitating chiefs of the 
North. Angus O’Daly’e war song of 
the Wicklow clans prompted the 
O’Byrnes to many a fierce raid, from 
their mountain fastnesses, against, 
the clan London of the Pale, carry
ing destruction across the English 
Border, under the chieftainship of the 
famous Feagh MacHugh. The mar
tial muse of O’Mulcqwry, the tiard 
of Briefny and laureate of Ireland, 
summoned Clan Connaught to the 
battle field against the invader, end 
helped to inspire that determined i-nd 
protracted struggle which ended only 
with the death of Bryan O'Rourke. 
But there is one serious drawback 
observable in the strains of these an

cient bards, and a glance at titles of 
their productions will render It ap
parent. Their sympathies were more 
factions than Irish, more danish than 
national. Not that they loved Ire
land less, but that they loved their 
Sept more. We have appeals to the 
O'Neils ant* O’Donnells of the North, 
to the O’L ‘os and McCarlhye of the 
South, to < O'Moores and O'Byrnes 
of the East, to the O’Connors and 
O’Rourkes of the West; but unfortu
nately, seldom an appeal to the spir
it and energies of universal Ireiancl, 
jexcept when some great victory in
spired the national voice, and lifted 
it up to higher hopes and grander 
aspirations. But this is scarcely to 
be wondered at, when we consider 
the rivalries of the clans, and the 
constant struggles for ascendency 
and personal aggrandizement — the 
natural result of the feudal system 
upon the warm and impulsive char
acter of the Irish people.

Passing over some apt quotations 
from Mons. Thiery concerning the 
minstrelsy of ancient Ireland, we 
come to another phase of the sub
ject.

The calumnies uttered against the 
character of the bards may be easily 
traced to the political influence which 
they exercised over the people; Warn 
the sword of O’Neil was broken, the 
minstrelsy which had made it start 
from its scabbard still lived ar.d 
moved the pulse of the nation’s 
heart. When the battle-axe of Tyr- 
Connell had rusted, the strains which 
once nerved the arm of the fierce 
gallowglass still hung on lhe i co- 
ple’s lip», and kept alive the spirit 
of national resistance. 'fiho warrior’s 
strength dies with him; but the 
poet’s power ever stirs like an im
mortal prophecy. The bards of Ire
land were persecuted because they 
excited hopes of national independ
ence, as the ancient minstrels of 
Spain sang her struggles against the 
Moor, or the minstrels of Scotland 
the Border-battles of the Percy and 
the Douglas.
It has been well said that poetry 

has an influence not to be measured 
by arithmetic, nor expressed by syl
logism. And we know no instance 
in which this is so true as with re
ference to Irish minstrelsy. Great 
poets are the legislators of the em
pire of the heart. The poetry of 
Spain flung back the Moor from the 
Astorian mountains to sigh for his 
fallen power by the banks of the 
Guadalquivir, and the fountains of 
the Alhambra. Centuries of suffer
ing, instead of crushing the national 
spirit, but kindled it into higher re
solves, and prompted it to deeds of 
nobler daring. Religion is ever a > 
powerful element in a national strug
gle, and no unfailing source of poetic 
inspiration. When Tasso lived, Eu
rope throbbed from end to end with 
religious excitement. The sword of 
the Ottoman was at her throat, and 
her own members were arrayed a- 
gainst each other, while she tremb
led for her safety on the brink of 
ruinf It was then that the victory 
of Lepanto burst like an inspiration 
over the religious genius of Tasso; 
and the moral grandeur of hf» muse, 
in which he almost stands alone in 
bis glory, shows how much religion 
may effect for poetry. Ireland had 
all the benefit of this Inspiration in 
her warfare and in her muse, and 
though it has failed to secure for her 
what it did for Spain, the enthusi
asm which It evoked ha» preserved 
the same faith ’unsullied — the same 
feeling unsubdued.
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MRS. OWEN McGARVEY.— It is 
with eenti merits of deep regret and 
of sincere sympathy that we record 
the death of one of Montreal's old 
and most highly respected and uni
versally- beloved citizens, in the per
son of the late Mrs. Owen McGarvey. 
The parishioners of St. Patrick’s 

familiar lace and an un- 
•esenco at all the services of 
rch, especially at Grand 
uJh Sunday and Holy day, 

Owen MpOnrvey 
now

partner in life has been summoned to 
follow him beyond the tomb, -the 
same feeling will be manifest—-for she 
too, was an equally faithful and 
constant attendant in the church 
that they both loved so well. Mrs. 
McQarvey was a model woman in 
every acceptation of the term. In do
mestic life, as a parishioner, and as 
a member of charitable associations 
her death has created more than one 
void in our midst. The vacant chair 
by the home-hearth, the unoccupied 
place in the family pew, and the 
empty seat in those assemblies where 
the faithful and charitable ladies of 
our nationality congregate to per
form works of untold merit, will 
long si>eak eloquently to all who 
knew her, of the virtues of the 
ceased, and will, at 
prefcehaltent 
one wiil hear a

ber her goodness and to pray for her 
soul.

The funeral, which took place on 
Tuesday, from her late residence, 
Lagauchetiere street, to St. Pat
rick’s Church, was very largely and 
representatively attended. Apart 
from her immediate surviving reto* 
tives and the great concourse of 
friends and acquaintances, the vari
ous orders in the city were represent
ed, while all the schools and aca
demies sent their contingents to swell 
the number of mourners and to bear 
testimony to the worth and merits 
of the departed lady. The chief w£ 
mourners were Mr. J. Cooper,

V Ont., her brother; Mr.
-wa, a 

her

Mrs. William McNally and Miss An
nie McGarvey. In extending to them 
this humble expression of our con
dolence and sympathy we desire to 
imite with them and with | the 
Church, of which she was such an ex
emplary and faithful member, in a reached the Ely river, 
prayer for the repose of her immor
tal soul.

MRS. O’REILLY .-The oldest wo
man in Montreal passed away on 
Sunday evening last at her residence 

street. Mrs. O'Reilly 
year, and was hale

It appears that the now 
band, or tribe of Russian fanatics, 
known as the Doukhoboiy, have un
dertaken to "trek,” as t&ey say in 
South Africa, and their intended 
course is towards the Yukon. Why 
they should go north to such a cold 
climate, when they are unwilling to 
prepare for even the comparatively 
mild winter of Manitoba, is some
thing that no person can under
stand, and possibly they do not 
know, themselves. The story of their 
movements tas been concisely told, 
in an interview, by a gentleman who 
is conversant with these people and 
their peculiarities. He states the 
matter thus:—

"There seems to be a general move
ment from all the villages, and their 
population was, in every case, very 
much depleted. In some I would find 
only a few families, while in one the 
only living thing to be seen was 
dog. It was impossible to judge 
whether they intended to come back 
or whether they considered it imma
terial what became of their worldly 
goods. I looked into the communal 
granary of one village and found one 
thousand bushels of grain, besides 
flour. At length I came to a village, 
forty miles from Yorkton. About five 
thousand Doukhobors were congregat
ed in the village and little knots 
were gathered, all discussing one 
matter earnestly. I was Informed 
the people had gathered here "to 
make a big prayer,” preparatory to 
going on a pilgrimage looking for Je
sus.” There were women, children 
and old men assembled there, as w ell 
as the younger men, and all appear
ed to have- their minds centered en
thusiastically on the one subject. 
Last Thursday I returned to York
ton, and about twenty-five miles 
from that town I passed a large 
body, comprising probably 1,100 
Doukhobors, heading toward the 
south. They were straggling along 
for two miles, carrying their sick and 
children. Their provisions consisted 
of a peck of bread for each person.
I found the bread to be of the very 
coarsest kind, made of whole wheat, 
bran and all. It was as hard as 
bread can possibly be and they ate 
it, after dipping it in the water in 
the sloughs. They were barefooted, 
and wore nothing but cotton cloth
ing, as their religious principles pre
vented them from wearing woollens 
or any other animal products. Their 
provisions cannot possibly last them 
for more than a few days, when they 
will be absolutely destitute.,e

There is something very mysterious 
and strange about these people. That 
they are a most undesirable class of 
immigrants no, person will deny.

As to their religious convictions, it 
seems to us that they are queer mix
ture of Protestant Christianity and 
of Paganism of the Oriental stamp. 
This perpetual seeking for the Lord 
savors very much of Protestantism, 
while their migratory propensities al
ly them with a race from which they 
not improbably sprang. It must 
be remembered that they are Rus
sians; and Russia is the land of 
strange mixtures as far as popula
tion goes.

Possibly some of our readers will 
recall De Quincey's famous history 
of "The Flight of a Tartar Trite.” 
It is one of the most graphic pieces 
of composition that ever came from 
the pen that traced the "Confessions 
of an Opium-Eater.” He tells of a 
Chinese tribe that at the beginning 
of the 17th century found its way 
across the Russian steppes and final
ly settled on the banks of the Volga. 
After one hundred years of residence 
in Russia, under ti\e sway of the 
Czars, the children of this Tartar 
tribe suddenly conceived the idea of 
going back to China. So secret were 
their preparations that even the 
watchfulness of Russia’» authorities 
failed to discover the plot. One morn
ing they vanished, to the numoer of 
one hundred thousand. They fled 
southward. The Russian and Cos
sack soldiers found about twenty 
villages deserted. Over the Siberian 
steppes and then over the Tartar 
plains and the vast desert extending 
to the Chinese wall, they left a 
track marked by the bones of mules, 
horses, cattle, men, women and chil
dren. They left the banks of the 
Volga on the 3rd February, and 

1he Chinese 
boundary on thé 12th September. 
They were pursued through the froz
en regions of the North by the Cos
sacks, and were met at the end of 
thousand Doukoboro were congregat- 
xvho took them to be invading en-

Wanted—A position as teacher 0f 
French or as, a companion in a fam 
ily of reapectatiUity, by a young lad' 
who has been turned from her home 
on account of embracing the Catho- 
lie religion; the highest references ex
changed. Address W. T., 858 " 
aid.'’ cr"

It IS ajfeneral rule not to believe 
every advertisement that appears 
particularly in the Want Column of 
the daily press; but this one seemed 
so unique that I thought it worth 
while to look it up. Sure enough, it 
did not state the truth or probably 
one-tenth of the truth. Behind those 
few fugitive words is a history cf 
petty persecution—a soul full 0f 
trouble, years of affliction from the 
dearest ones on qarth, and well- 
nigh a broken heart. She was a 
young lady of twenty-three years. 
Her family is one of wealth and sol 
cial position. Her father is a lawyer 
of distinction. When she was young 
she was sent to a convent to be 
educated. Her father knew that 
there was no place where his daugh
ter wbuld grow up In an atmosphere 
of virtue and where her character 
would be so well developed as under 
the training of the devoted teachers 
she would have in a convent. He, 
however, laid the most solemn in
junction on the Sisters when he plac
ed his daughter with them that they 
should not in any way influence the 
young lady in her religion. He need 
not have been so explicit and exact
ing in his instructions, for the Sis
ters make it a rule, anyhow, not to 
interfere in any overt way with any
one’s consc:ence. The young lady 
remained some years in the convent, 
and after graduation went to her fa
ther’s home. She did not forget the 
quiet, peaceful, edifying, religious at
mosphere of the convent. It was a 
picture of an earthly paradise in the 
young woman’s mind. As she en
tered society the contrasts were con
tinually forcing themselves on her 
soul, and an eager longing for the 
peace and virtue of a Catholic life, 
with the sacraments and Holy Com
munion, was awakened in her foul. 
She could not resist it.

When she informed her parents of 
her purpose of becoming a Catholic 
the storm burst upon her. In defer
ence to their wishes she postponed 
her reception into the Church, but 
her determination to become a Cath
olic was unalterable. As the days 
went by the persecution began; it 
continued in a thousand and one 
petty annoyances, dark looks, denun
ciation of things Catholic, and those 
secret heart-thrusts from the ones 
she loved best. All this made her 
life almost unbearable in her own 
home. Finally, she became a Cath
olic. Then, in solemn conclave, tne 
alternative was given to her to 
leave the house and be disinherited 
and disowned forever, or to repudi
ate the Catholic Church.

In her own conscience there was no 
choice. She went out of her father s 
house to face the world with only a 
few dollars in her pocket and no 
friends to turn to in a great, heart
less city. She accepted a small 
room in a boarding house and sot 
herself with courage born of her re
liance on God and, her cons lcnco to 
earn her own living.

The advertisement in r.hi paper 
was almost the last resort. She had 
only a few dollars left. All ttva hap
pened In New York In this age cf 
enlightenment and our boasted at
mosphere of civil and religious Hbci- 
ty, and in a devout Protestant fam
ily who still bclieie in the light of 
private judgment.

It is only ailother instance of a 
deep-rooted antagonism U the Cath
olic Church, and another evidence 
of the fact that the movement vxhich 
has for its object the explanation of 
tb> truths of the Catholic ( hmch 'a 
necessary in all parts r.f ihe * 
try. If this can happen S)« the city 
of New York where there are ™ 
many infligent Catholics of 
position, what might not ha,', cn 
elsewhere? But if the doctrines of 
the Catholic Church are presented » 
so attractive a way that tneir rea
sonableness is evident there wdl 1* 
less bigotry, and antangonHm »»tn 
as this young lady has suffered from 
will be a thing of the,past.

emies, and attacked thorn furiously. 
In fine, of the one hundred V 
not more than thirty
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