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PREFACE

THOUGH the subject of this volume seems light

and frivolous enough, it might be preceded, and accom-

panied, and concluded by grave and tiresome disserta-

tions ; and if our hopes were limited to its perusal by

readers of an archaeological turn, we would freely ex-

haust all the philosophy of fiction in our possession upon

them. But from our early youth we have felt the

deepest interest in the stories and legends which are

peculiar to the Irish, or which they possess in common

with all the Indo-European races, and our dearest wish

is that their memory should not fade from the minds of

the people. They have existed in one form or other from

long before the Christian era, and have been mainly

preserved by oral tradition among the unlettered.

Taking into consideration the diminishing of our

population by want and emigration, and the general

diffusion of book-learning, such as it is, and the growing

taste for the rubbishy tales of the penny and halfpenny

journals, we have in these latter times been haunted with

the horrid thought that the memory of the tales heard

in boyhood would be irrecoverably lost. To prevent an
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evil of such magnitude (in our judgment to wit), we

submitted some of the treasured lore to the editor of the

Dublin University Magazine in the year 1862. Though

his favourite walk in fiction, in which he is excelled by

no living writer, admits only of the flesh and blood

beings of our own times, he was not without sympathy

for story tellers and story listeners who could be inter-

ested by the na'ive and broadly-defined personages of

the household story. So the " Leinster Folk Lore " was

allowed an appearance in that national magazine, and

now, through the liberality of our present publishers, we

look to the preservation of a portion of our light litera-

ture which would otherwise be probably lost.

If the large-souled man cannot look upon anything

human as foreign to his sympathies, he cannot but feel

interest in inventions which, however artless in structure,

improbable in circumstance, and apparently destitute of

purpose, have engrossed the attention of fireside audi-

ences probably since the days of Homer. This leads us

to hope for the approbation of thoughtful and compre-

hensive minds as well as of that of the young, and as

yet unvitiated by the exciting and demoralizing pictures

of unmitigated wickedness abounding in modern fiction.

The greater part of the stories and legends in this

volume are given as they were received from the story-

tellers with whom our youth was familiar. A few of

them thus heard we read at a later period, and in an im-

proved form, in the Bardic historians and in MSS., some

kindly furnished us by the late estimable archaeologist,
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John Windele, of Cork. No story in the present col-

lection is copied either in substance or form from any

writer of the present or past generation. The subjects

of some have of course been already used by other col-

lectors, but they and the present compiler had a common

source to draw from.

But to occupy the reader's attention with a long pre-

face to a volume of light reading, would be worse than

keeping a hungry company from a simple and scanty

meal by a prolonged grace. If a fastidious reader fails to

take pleasure or interest in the mere tales, and expe-

riences contempt for the taste of those ancestors of ours

who could have relished them so much as they evidently

did, perhaps he may be induced to search into the his-

tory, and the polity, and the social usages of those

easily-pleased folk, and discover the cause of their want

of critical acumen. In this case the acquisition of

archaeological knowledge, niore or less, will recompense

the time lost in the perusal of a mere FOLK'S BOOK.
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PART I

HOUSEHOLD STORIES





HOUSEHOLD STORIES

IN this class is properly comprised those fictions which,

with some variations, are told at the domestic gather-

ings of Celts, Teutons, and Slavonians, and are more

distinguished by a succession of wild and wonderful

adventures than a carefully-constructed framework. A
dramatic piece exhibiting reflection, and judgment, and

keen perception of character, but few incidents or

surprises, may interest an individual who peruses it by
his fireside, or as he saunters along a sunny river bank

;

but let him be one of an audience witnessing its per-

formance, and he becomes sensible of an uncomfortable

change. Presence in a crowd produces an uneasy state

of expectation, which requires something startling or

sensational to satisfy it. Thus it was with the hearth-

audiences. It needed but few experiments to put the

first story-tellers on the most effective way of amusing
and interesting the groups gathered round the blaze, who

for the moment felt their mission to consist in being

agreeably excited, not in applying canons of criticism.

The preservation of these tales by unlettered people

from a period anterior to the going forth of Celt or

Teuton or Slave from the neighbourhood of the Caspian
Sea is hard to be accounted for. The number of good
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Scealuidhes dispersed through the country parts is but

small compared to the mass of the people, and hundreds

may be found who recollect the succession of events

and the personages of a tale while utterly incapable of

relating it.

In remote neighbourhoods, where the people have

scarcely any communication with towns or cities, or

access to books, stories will be heard identical with

those told in the Brothers Grimm's German collection,

or among the Norse tales gathered by MM. Asbjornsen

and Moe. We cannot for a moment imagine an Irish-

man of former days speaking English or his native

tongue communicating these household stories to Swede

or German who could not understand him, or suppose
the old dweller in Deutschland doing the good office for

the Irishman. The ancestors both of Celt and Teuton

brought the simple and wonderful narratives from the

parent ancestral household in Central Asia. In con-

sideration of the preference generally given by young
students to stirring action rather than dry disquisition,

we omit much we had to say on the earliest forms of

fiction, and introduce a story known in substance to

every Gothic and Celtic people in Europe. It is given
in the jaunty style in which we first heard it from Garrett

(Gerald) Forrestal of Bantry, in Wcxford.

JACK AND HIS COMRADES.

Once there was a poor widow, and often there was, and
she had one son. A very scarce summer came, and

they didn't know how they'd live till the new potatoes
would be fit for eating. So Jack said to his mother one

evening,
"
Mother, bake my cake, and kill my cock, till

I go seek my fortune
; and if I meet it, never fear but

I'll soon be back to share it with you." So she did as

he asked her, and he set out at break of day on his
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journey. His mother came along with him to the bawn

(yard) gate, and says she,
"
Jack, which would you

rather have, half the cake and half the cock with my
blessing, or the whole of 'em with my curse ?

" " O
musha, mother," says Jack, "why do you ax me that

question ? sure you know I wouldn't have your curse and
Darner's1 estate along with it."

"
Well, then, Jack," says

she,
" here's the whole tote (lot) of 'em, and my thousand

blessings along with them." So she stood on the bawn
ditch (fence) and blessed him as far as her eyes could see

him.

Well, he went along and along till he was tired, and
ne'er a farmer's house he went into wanted a boy.

2 At
last his road led by the side of a bog, and there was a

poor ass up to his shoulders near a big bunch of grass
he was striving to come at.

"
Ah, then, Jack asthore,"

says he, "help me out or I'll be dhrmvnded" "Never

say't twice," says Jack, and he pitched in big stones and
scraws (sods) into the slob, till the ass got good ground
under him. " Thank you, Jack," says he, when he was
out on the hard road ;

"
I'll do as much for you another

time. Where are you going?" "Faith, I'm going to

seek my fortune till harvest comes in, God bless it !

"

"And if you like," says the ass,
"

I'll go along with you ;

who knows what luck we may have !

" " With all my
heart

;
it's getting late, let us be jogging."

Well, they were going through a village, and a whole

army of gorsoons
3 were hunting a poor dog with a kittle

tied to his tail. He ran up to Jack for protection, and
the ass let such a roar out of him, that the little thieves

took to their heels as if the ould boy (the devil) was after

them. " More power to you, Jack !

"
says the dog.

" I'm

much obleeged to you : where is the baste 4 and yourself

1 A rich Dublin money-lender, contemporary with Dr. Jonathan
Swift, and commemorated by him in an appropriate lament. Darner

is to the Irish peasant what Croesus was to the old Greeks.
2 We must beg rigid grammarians to excuse some solecisms,

without which the peasant idiom could not be truly given.
3

Gairoiis, boys. In the counties of the Pale, the earliest colonized

by the English, several Norman-French words and expressions, long
obsolete in England, may still be heard.

4 We arc anxious in the expressions put into the mouths of
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going?" "We're going to seek our fortune till harvest

comes in." "And wouldn't I be proud to go with you !

"

says the dog, "and get shut (rid) of them ill-conducted

boys ; purshuiri
1

to 'em !

" "
Well, well, throw your tail

over your arm and come along."

They got outside the town, and sat down under an old

wall, and Jack pulled out his bread and meat, and shared

with the d'og ;
and the ass made his dinner on a bunch

of thistles. While they were eating and chatting, what
should come by but a poor half-starved cat, and the

moll-row he gave out of him would make your heart

ache. "You look as if you saw the tops of nine houses

since breakfast," says Jack ;

" here's a bone and some-

thing on it."
"
May your child never know a hungry

belly!" says Tom; "it's myself that's in need of your
kindness. May I be so bold as to ask where ^2 are all

going ?
" " We're going to seek our fortune till the harvest

comes in, and you may join us if you like." "And
that I'll do with a heart and a half," says the cat,

" and
thank'ee for asking me."

Off they set again, and just as the shadows of the

trees were three times as long as themselves, they heard

a great cackling in a field inside the road, and out over

the ditch jumped a fox with a fine black cock in his

mouth. "
Oh, you anointed villian !

"
says the ass, roaring

like thunder. " At him, good dog !

"
says Jack, and the

word wasn't out of his mouth when Coley was in full

sweep after the Moddhera Jtua (Red Dog). Reynard
dropped his prize like a hot potato, and was off like

shot, and the poor cock came back fluttering and

trembling to Jack and his comrades. "O musha,
nayboitrs!" says he, "wasn't it the hoith o' luck that

threw you in my way ! Maybe I won't remember your

the characters to preserve the idiom, but not always to inflict the

pronunciation on the reader. English youths and maidens are re-

quested to recollect that the g in the final ing is seldom sounded ;

that ca and ei get the sound of a in rare : that dr and tr are pro-
nounced dhr and thr, and <icr and /er, when not in the first syllable
of a word, are sounded dlicr and ther. The Irish peasant never errs

in the pronunciation of ic. So the reader may set down any sketch
or story in which he finds praslc, bclave, thafe, as the composition of

one thoroughly ignorant of Irish pronunciation or phraseology.
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kindness if ever I find you in hardship ;
and where in

the world are you all going?
" " We're going to seek our

fortune till the harvest comes in
; you may join our party

if you like, and sit on Neddy's crupper when your legs

and wings are tired."

Well, the march began again, and just as the sun was

gone down they looked around, and there was neither

cabin nor farmhouse in sight.
"
Well, well," says Jack,

" the worse luck now the better another time, and it's

only a summer night after all. We'll go into the wood,
and make our bed on the long grass." No sooner said

than done. Jack stretched himself on a bunch of dry

grass, the ass lay near him, the dog and cat lay in

the ass's warm lap, and the cock went to roost in the

next tree.

Well, the soundness of deep sleep wras over them all,

when the cock took a notion of crowing.
" Bother you,

Cuileach Dhu (Black Cock) !

"
says the ass :

"
you

disturbed me from as nice a wisp of hay as ever I

tasted. What's the matter ?
" "

It's daybreak that's the

matter: don't you see light yonder?" "I see a light

indeed," says Jack,
" but it's from a candle it's coming,

and not from the sun. As you've roused us we may as

well go over, and ask for lodging." So they all shook

themselves, and went on through grass, and rocks, and

briars, till they got down into a hollow, and there was the

light coming through the shadow, and along with it came

singing, and laughing, and cursing.
"
Easy, boys !

"
says

Jack :

" walk on your tippy toes till we see what sort of

people we have to deal with." So they crept near the

window, and there they saw six robbers inside, with

pistols, and blunderlmshes, and cutlashes, sitting at a

table, eating roast beef and pork, and drinking mulled

beer, and wine, and whisky punch.
"Wasn't that a fine haul we made at the Lord of

Dunlavin's !

"
says one ugly-looking thief with his mouth

full,
" and it's little wTe'd get only for the honest porter :

here's his purty health !

" " The porter's purty health !

"

cried out every one of them, and Jack bent his finger at

his comrades. " Close your ranks, my men," says he in

a whisper, "and let every one mind the word of com-
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mand." So the ass put his fore-hoofs on the sill of the

window, the dog got on the ass's head, the cat got on
the dog's head, and the cock on the cat's head. Then
Jack made ti sign, and they all sung out like mad. '' Hee-

haw, hee-haw !

"
roared the ass

;

" bow-wow !

"
barked

the dog ;

" meaw-meaw !

"
cried the cat ;

" cock-a-doodle-

doo !" crowed the cock. "Level your pistols!" cried

Jack, "and make smithereens of 'em. Don't leave a

mother's son of 'em alive ; present, fire !

" With that

they gave another halloo, and smashed every pane in the

window. The robbers were frightened out of their lives.

They blew out the candles, threw down the table, and

skelped out at the back door as if they were in earnest,

and never drew rein till they were in the very heart of

the wood.

Jack and his party got into the room, closed the

shutters, lighted the candles, and ate and drank till

hunger and thirst were gone. Then they lay down to

rest
; Jack in the bed, the ass in the stable, the dog on

the door mat, the cat by the fire, and the cock on the

perch.
At first the robbers were very glad to find themselves

safe in the thick wood, but they soon began to get vexed.
" This damp grass is very different from our warm room,"

says one; "I was obliged to drop a fine pig's crubeen

(foot)," says another
;

"
I didn't get a Ay-spoonful of my

last tumbler," says another ;

" and all the Lord of Dun-
lavin's goold and silver that we left behind !

"
says the

last.
"

I think I'll venture back," says the captain,
" and see if we can recover anything."

" That's a good
boy !

"
said they all, and away he went.

The lights were all out, and so he groped his way to

the fire, and there the cat flew in his face, and tore him
with teeth and claws. He let a roar out of him, and
made for the room door, to look for a candle inside. He
trod on the dog's tail, and if he did, he got the marks of

his teeth in his arms, and legs, and thighs.
" Millfa

murdher (thousand murders) !

"
cried he

;
"I wish I was

out of this unlucky house." When he got to the street

door, the cock dropped down upon him with his claws

and bill, and what the cat and dog done to him was only



HOUSEHOLD STORIES 9

ayfoy-bite to what he got from the cock. "
Oh, tatthera-

tion to you all, you unfeeling vagabones !
"
says he, when

he recovered his breath
;
and he staggered and spun

round and round till he reeled into the stable, back

foremost, but the ass received him with a kick on the

broadest part of his small clothes, and laid him comfort-

ably on the dunghill. When he came to himself, he
scratched his head, and began to think what happened
him

;
and as soon as he found that his legs were able

to carry him, he crawled away, dragging one foot after

another, till he reached the wood.
"
Well, well," cried them all, when he came within

hearing,
"
any chance of our property ?

" " You may say
chance," says he,

" and it's itself is the poor chance all

out. Ah, will any of you pull a bed of dry grass for

me ? All the sticking plaster in Inniscorfy (Enniscorthy)
will be too little for the cuts and bruises I have on me.

Ah, if you only knew what I have gone through for you !

When I got to the kitchen fire, looking for a sod of lighted

turf, what should be there but a colliach (old woman)
carding flax, and you may see the marks she left on my
face with the cards. I made to the room door as fast as

I could, and who should I stumble over but a cobbler

and his seat, and if he did not work at me with his awls

and his pinchers you may call me a rogue. Well, I got

away from him somehow, but when I was passing through
the door, it must be the divel himself that pounced down
on me with his claws, and his teeth, that were equal to

sixpenny nails, and his wings ill luck be in his road !

Well, at last I reached the stable, and there, by way of

salute, I got a pelt from a sledge-hammer that sent me
half a mile off. If you don't believe me, I'll give you
leave to go and judge for yourselves."

"
Oh, my poor

captain," says they, "we believe you to the nines. Catch

us, indeed, going within a hen's race of that unlucky
cabin !

"

Well, before the sun shook his doublet next morning,
Jack and his comrades were up and about. They made
a hearty breakfast on what was left the night before, and
then they all agreed to set off to the castle of the Lord
of Dunlavin, and give him back all his gold and silver.
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Jack put it all in the two ends of a sack, and laid it

across Neddy's back, and all took the road in their

hands. Away they went, through bogs, up hills, down
dales, and sometimes along the yalla high road, till

they came to the hall door of the Lord of Dunlavin,
and who should be there, airing his powdered head, his

white stockings, and his red breeches, but the thief of a

porter.
He gave a cross look to the visitors, and says he to

Jack,
" What do you want here, my fine fellow ? there

isn't room for you all."
" We want," says Jack,

" what
I'm sure you haven't to give us and that is, common
civility."

"
Come, be off, you lazy geockachs (greedy

strollers) !

"
says he,

" while a cat 'ud be licking her ear,

or I'll let the dogs at you."
" Would you tell a body,"

says the cock that was perched on the ass's head,
" who

was it that opened the door for the robbers the other

night ?
" Ah ! maybe the porter's red face didn't turn the

colour of his frill, and the Lord of Dunlavin and his

pretty daughter, that were standing at the parlour window
unknownst to the porter, put out their heads. "

I'd be

glad, Barney," says the master,
" to hear your answer to

the gentleman with the red comb on him." "Ah, my
lord, don't believe the rascal

;
sure I didn't open the door

to the six robbers." "And how did you know there were

six, you poor innocent? "
said the lord.

" Never mind,

sir," says Jack, "all your gold and silver is there in that

sack, and I don't think you will begrudge us our supper
and bed after our long march from the wood of Athsalach

(muddy ford)."
"
Begrudge, indeed ! Not one of you

will ever see a poor day if I can help it."

So all were welcomed to their hearts' content, and the

ass, and the dog, and the cock got the best posts in the

farmyard, and the cat took possession of the kitchen.

The lord took Jack in hand, dressed him from top to toe

in broadcloth, and frills as white as snow, and turn-

pumps, and put a watch in his fob. When they sat down
to dinner, the lady of the house said Jack had the air of

a born gentleman about him, and the lord said he'd

make him his steward. Jack brought his mother, and
settled her comfortably near the castle, and all were as
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happy as you please. The old woman that told me the

story said Jack and the young lady were married
;
but if

they were, I hope he spent two or three years getting the

education of a gentleman. I don't think that a country

boy would feel comfortable, striving to find discoorse for a

well-bred young lady, the length of a summer's day, even
if he had the Academy of Compliments and the

Complete Letter Writer by heart. 1

Our archaeologists, who are of opinion that beast

worship prevailed in Erin as well as in Egypt, cannot but

be well pleased with our selection of this story, seeing

the domestic animals endowed with such intelligence,

and acting their parts so creditably in the stirring little

drama. This animal cultus must have been of a fetish

character, for among the legendary remains we find no

acts of beneficence ascribed to serpent, or boar, or cat,

but the contrary. The number of places in the country
named from animals is very great. A horse cleared the

Shannon at its mouth (a leap of nine miles) ; one of the

Fenian hounds sprung across the river Roe in the

North, and the town built on the locality gets its name

from the circumstance (Limavaddy Dog's leap). We
have more than one large pool deriving its name from

having been infested by a worm or a serpent in the days

of the heroes. Fion M'Cumhaill killed several of these.

A Munster champion slew a terrible specimen in the

Duffrey (Co. Wexford), and the pool in which it

sweltered is yet called Loch-na-Piastha. Near that

remarkable piece of water is a ridge, called Kilach

dermid (Cullach Diarimdd, Diarmuid's Boar). Even

the domestic hen gives a name to a mountain in Lon-

1 Two chap or pedler's hooks, great favourites among our populace

during the last century, and still finding some readers. The con-

cluding observations, as well as the body of the story, are in the

words of the original narrator.
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donderry, Sliabh Cearc?- and to a castle in Connaught,
Caislean na Cearca. The dog has a valley in Rosconi-

nion (Glann na Moddhd) to himself, and the pig (ffiuc),

among his possessions, owns more than one line of vale.

Fion's exploits in killing terrible birds with his arrows,

the boar that ravaged the great valley in Minister, and

the various "
piasts

"
in the lakes, bring him on a line

with the Grecian Hercules. And as the old Pagans of

that country and of Italy, along with a wholesome dread

and hatred of the Stymphalides, hydras, and lions,

warred on by Hercules, together with the Harpies and

Cerberus, entertained for them a certain fetish reverence,

so it is not to be wondered at if the secluded Celts of

Ireland regarded their boars, and serpents, and cats,

with similar feelings. Mr. Hackett relates a legend of

a monster (genus and species not specified) who levied

black mail in the form of flesh meat on a certain dis-

trict in Cork to such an amount that they apprehended

general starvation. In this exigency they applied to a

holy man, and acting under his directions, they called

the terrible tax-collector to a parley. They represented

to him that they were nearly destitute of means to

furnish his honour with another meal, but that if he

consented to enter a certain big pot, and sleep till

Monday, they would scatter themselves abroad, and

collect such a supply of fish and flesh as would satisfy

his appetite for a twelvemonth. Thinking the offer

reasonable, he got into his crib, which was securely

covered by his wily constituents, and dropped into an

exceedingly deep hole in the neighbouring river. He
looked on this as a strange proceeding, but kept his

opinion to himself until next Monday. Then he roared

1 In Celtic words c and g have uniformly a hard sound : they are

never pronounced as c in cent or g\\\ gcin.
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out to be set at liberty, but the unprincipled party with

whom he had to do, stated that the time appointed had

not arrived, seeing that Doomsday was the period named

in the covenant. He insisted that Monday was the

word, but learned, to his great disgust, that the Celtic

name, besides doing duty for that first of working days,

also implied the Day of Judgment. He gave a roar,

and stupidly vented his rage in a stanza of five lines, to

the effect that if he was once more at liberty he would

not only eat up the whole country, but half the world

into the bargain ; and bitterly bewailed his ignorance of

the perfidies of the Gaelic tongue, that had made him a

wretched prisoner.

These observations on animal worship cannot be

better brought to a close than by the mention of the

cat who reigned over the Celtic branch of the feline

race at Knobba, in Meath. The talented and very ill-

tempered chief bard, Seanchan, satirized the mice in a

body, and the cats also, including their king, for allow-

ing the contemptible vermin to thrust their whiskers

into the egg intended for his dinner. He was at

Cruachan in Connaught at the time, but the venom

of his verse disagreeably affected King Jrusan, in his

royal cave at Knowth, on the Boyne. He (the cat)

took the road, and never stopped for refreshment, till, in

the presence of the full court at Cruachan, he seized on

the pestilent poet, and throwing him on his back, swept

eastwards across the Shannon in full career. His intent

was to take him home and make a sumptuous meal of

him, assisted by Madame Sharptooth, his spouse, their

daughter of the same name, and Roughtooth and the

Purrer, their sons. However, as he was cantering

through Clonmacnois, St. Kiaran, who, like his Saxon

brother, St. Dunstan, was a skilful worker in metals,
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espied him while hammering on a long red-hot bar of

iron. The saint set very small value on Seanchan as a

bard, but, regarding him as a baptized man, he deter-

mined to disappoint the revengeful Irusan. Rushing
out of his workshop, and assuming the correct attitude

of a spear-thrower, he launched the flaming bar, which,

piercing the cat near the flank, an inch behind the

helpless body of the bard, passed through and through,

stretched the feline king expiring in agony, and gave
the ill-conditioned poet a space for repentance.

Not only can a general resemblance be traced in all

the fictions of the great Japhetian divisions of the human

race, but an enthusiastic and diligent explorer would be

able to find a relationship between these and the stories

current among the Semitic races, and even the tribes

scattered over the great continent of Africa, subject to

the variations arising from climate, local features, and

the social condition of the people. One instance must

suffice. In the cold north the fox persuaded the bear to

let down his tail into a pond to catch fish, just as the

frost was setting in. When a time sufficient for Reynard's

purpose had elapsed he cried out, "Pull up the line,

you have got a bite." The first effort was to no purpose.
" Give a stouter pull there is a great fish taken

;

" and

now the bear put such a will in his strain that he left his

tail under the ice. Since that time the family of Bruin

are distinguished by stumpy tails. In Bournou, in

Africa, where ice is rather scarce, the weasel said to

the hyena,
"
I've just seen a large piece of flesh in

such a pit. It is too heavy for me, but you can dip

down your tail and I will fasten the meat to it, and then

you have nothing to do but give a pull." "All right,"

said the hyena. When the tail was lowered, the weasel
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fastened it to a stout cross-stick, and gave the word for

heaving. No success at first
;
then he cried out,

" The

meat is heavy pull as if you were in earnest." At the

second tug the tail was left behind, and ever since,

hyenas have no tails worth mentioning.

The chief incidents of the following household tale

would determine its invention to a period subsequent to

the introduction of Christianity ;
but it would not have

been difficult for a Christian story-teller to graft the

delay of the baptism on some Pagan tale. It is slightly

connected with the " Lassie and her Godmother "
in the

Norse collection. An instance of the rubbing-down

process to which these old-world romances are subject

in their descent through the generations of story-tellers,

is the introduction of the post-office and its unworthy

officer, long before the round ruler and the strip of

parchment formed the writing apparatus of the kings of

Sparta or their masters, the Ephori.

THE BAD STEPMOTHER.

Once there was a king, and he had two fine children,
a girl and a boy ; but he married again after their mother

died, and a very wicked woman she wras that he put over
them. One day when he was out hunting, the stepmother
came in where the daughter was sitting all alone, with a

cup of poison in one hand and a dagger in the other,
and made her swear that she would never tell any one
that ever was christened what she would see her doing.
The poor young girl she was only fifteen took the oath,
and just after the queen took the king's favourite dog
and killed him before her eyes.
When the king came back, and saw his pet lying dead

in the hall, he flew into a passion, and axed who done 1

1 The reader must calculate on finding the perfect participle doing
duty for the imperfect tense, and a total neglect of the pluperfect
tense, when the story is given in the words of the original teller.
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it; and says the queen, says she "Who done it but

your favourite daughter? There she is let her deny it if

she can !

" The poor child burst out a crying, but wasn't

able to say anything in her own defence bekase ot \\&r

oath. Well, the king did not know what to do or to say.
He cursed and swore a little, and hardly ate any supper.
The next day he was out a hunting the queen killed the

little son, and left him standing on his head on the

window-seat of the lobby.

Well, whatever way the king was in before, he went
mad now in earnest.

" Who done this ?
"
says he to the

queen. "Who but your pet daughter?" "Take the

vile creature," says he to two of his footmen, "into the

forest, and cut off her two hands at the wrists, and maybe
that'll teach her not to commit any more murders. Oh,
Vuya, Vuya !

"
says he, stamping his foot on the boarded

floor,
" what a misfortunate king I am to losemychildher

this way, and had only the two. Bring me back the two

hands, or your own heads will be off before sunset."

When he stamped on the floor a splinter ran up into

his foot through the sole of his boot
;
but he didn't mind

it at first, he was in such grief and anger. But when he
was taking off his boots, he found the splinter fastening
one of them on his foot. He was very hardset to get it

off, and was obliged to send for a surgeon to get the

splinter out of the flesh ; but the more he cut and probed,
the further it went in. So he was obliged to lie on a sofia

all day, and keep it poulticed with bmvl-almanac or some
other plaster.

Well, the poor princess, when her arms were cut off,

thought the life would leave her : but she knew there

was a holy well off in the wood, and to it she made her

way. She put her poor arms into the moss that was

growing over it, and the blood stopped flowing, and she

was eased of the pain, and then she washed herself as

well as she could. She fell asleep by the well, and the

spirit of her mother appeared to her in a dream, and
told her to be good, and never forget to say her prayers

night and morning, and that she would escape every
snare that would be laid for her.

When she awoke next morning she washed herself
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again, and said her prayers, and then she began to feel

hungry. She heard a noise, and she was so afraid that

she got into a lo\v broad tree that hung over the well.

She wasn't there long till she saw a girl with a piece of

bread and butter in one hand, and a pitcher in the other,

coming and stooping over the well. She looked down

through the branches, and if she did, so sure the girl

saw her face in the water, and thought it was her own.

She looked at it again and again, and then, without wait-

ing to cat her bread or fill her pitcher, she ran back to

the kitchen of a young king's palace that was just at the

edge of the wood. " Where's the water?
"
says the house-

keeper.
" Wather !

"

says she
;

"
it 'ud be a purty business

for such handsome girl as I grew since yesterday, to be
fetchin' wather for the likes of the people that's here.

It's married to the young prince I ought to be." "Oh !

to Halifax with you,'' says the housekeeper,
"

I'll soon

cure your impedence." So she locked her up in the

store-room, an' kep' her on bread and water.

To make a long story short, two other girls were sent

to the well, and all were in the same story when they
cum back. An' there was such a thrarally

1 ruz in the

kitchen about it at last, that the young king came to hear

the rights of it. The last girl told him what happened
to herself, and nothing would do the prince but go to the

well to see about it. When he came he stooped and saw

the shadow of the beautiful face
;

but he had sense

enough to look up, and he found the princess in the tree.

Well, it would take me too long to tell yez all the fine

things he said to her, and how modestly she answered

him, and how he handed her down, and was almost

ready to cry when he seen her poor arms. She would
not tell him who she was, nor the way she was persecuted
on account of her oath

;
but the short and the long of it

was, that he took her home, and couldn't live if she

didn't marry him. Well, married they were
;

and in

course of time they had a fine little boy; but the

1
Corruption of reveille. This and many other Anglo-Saxon

and Anglo-Norman words, such as bon-grace, "bonnet," brief, a

corruption of "
rife ;" grisset, for

"
cresset," &c., are still in use in

the counties of the Pale. A'uz, "arose."
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strangest thing of all was that the young queen begged
her husband not to have the child baptized till he'd be

after coming home from the wars that the King of Ireland

had just then with the Danes.

He agreed, and set off to the camp, giving a beautiful

jewel to her just as his foot was in the stirrup. Well, he
wrote to her every second day, and she wrote to him

every second day, and dickens a letter ever came to the

hands of him or her. For the wicked stepmother had
her watched all along, from the very day she came to the

well till the king went to the wars
;
and she gave such a

bribe to the postman (!) that she got all the letters her-

self. Well, the poor king didn't know whether he was

standing on his head or his feet, and the poor queen was

crying all the day long.
At last there was a letter delivered to the king ;

and
this was wrote by the wicked stepmother herself, as if it

was from the young queen to one of the officers, asking
him to get a furlough, and come and meet her at such a

well, naming the one in the forest. He got this officer,

that was as innocent as the child unborn, put in irons,

and sent two of his soldiers to put the queen to death,
and bring him his young child safe. But the night

before, the spirit of the queen's mother appeared to her

in a dream, and told her the danger that was coming.
"
Go," said she,

" with your child to-morrow morning to

the well, and dress yoursel in your maid's clothes before

you leave the house
;
wash your arms in the well once

more, and take a bottle of the water with you, and return

to your father's palace. Nobody will know you. The
water will cure him of a disorder he has, and I need not

say any more."

Just as the young queen was told, just so she done ;

and when she was after washing her face and arms, lo

and behold ! her nice soft hands were restored
;
but her

face that was as white as cream was now as brown as a

berry. So she fell on her knees and said her prayers, and
then she filled her bottle, and set out for her father's

court with her child in her arms. The sentiies at the

palace gates let her pass when she said she was coming
to cure the king ;

and she got to where he was lying in
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pain before the stepmother knew anything about it, for

herself was sick at the time.

Before she opened her mouth the king loved her, she

looked so like his former queen and his lost daughter,

though her face was so swarthy. She hardly washed his

wound with the water of the holy well when out came
the splinter, and he was as strong on his limbs as a new
ditch.

Well, hadn't he great cooramuch about the brown-faced

woman and her child, and nothing that the wicked queen
could do would alter his opinion of her. The old rogue
didn't know who she was, especially as she wasn't without

the hands
;
but it was her nature to be jealous of every

one that the king cared for.

In two or three weeks the wars was over, and the

young king was returning home, and the road he took

brought him by his father-in-law's. The old king would
not let him pass by without giving him an entertainment

for all his bravery again' the Danes, and there was great

huzzaing and cheering as he was riding up the avenue
and through the courtyard. Just as he was alighting,
his wife held up his little son to him, with the jewel in

his little hand.

He got a wonderful fright. He knew his wife's features,

but they were so tawny, and her pretty brown hands
were to the good, and the child was his own picture, but
still she couldn't be his false princess. He kissed the

child, and passed on, but hardly said a word till dinner

was over. Then says he to the old king,
" Would you

allow a brown woman and her child that I saw in the

palace yard, to be sent for, till I speak to her?" "Indeed
an' I will," said the other; "I owe my life to her." So
she came in, and the young king made her sit down very
close to him. "Young woman," says he, "I have a parti-

cular reason for asking who you are, and who is the father

of that child."
"

I can't tell you that, sir," said she,

"because of an oath I was obliged to take never to tell

my story to any one that was christened. But my little

boy was never christened, and to him I'll tell everything.

My little son, you must know that my wicked stepmother
killed my father's favourite dog, and killed my own little
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brother, and made me swear never to tell any one that

ever received baptism, about it. She got my own father

to have my hands chopped off, and I'd die only I washed
them in the holy well in the forest. A king's son made
me his wife, and she got him by forged letters to send

orders to have me killed. The spirit of my mother
watched over me

; my hands were restored
; my father's

wound was healed
;
and now I place you in your o\vn

father's arms. Now, you may be baptized, thank God !

and that's the story I had to tell you."
She took a wet towel, and wiped her face, and she

became as white and red as she was the day of her

marriage. She had like to be hurt with her husband and
her father pulling her from each other

; and such laughing
and crying never was heard before or since. If the

wicked stepmother didn't make her escape, she was torn

between wild horses
;
and if they all didn't live happy

after that you and I may !

We heard the following household narrative only once.

The narrator, Jemmy Reddy, was a young lad whose

father's garden was on the line between the rented land

of Ballygibbon, and the Common of the White Mountain

(the boundary between Wexford and Carlow counties),

consequently on the very verge of civilization. He was

gardener, ploughman, and horseboy to the Rev. Mr. M.
of Coolbawn, at the time of the learning of this tale.

We had once the misfortune to be at a wake, when the

adventures of another fellow with a goat-skin, not at all

decent, were told by a boy with a bald head, rapidly

approaching his eightieth year. Jemmy Reddy's story

has nothing in common with it but the name. We re-

cognized the other in Mr. Campbell's Tales of the

Highlands, very much disguised ; but, even in that

tolerably decent garb, not worth preserving. The follow-

ing avowal is made with some reluctance. Forty or fifty

years since, several very vile tales as vile as could be
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found in the Fabliaux, or the Decameron, or any
other dirty collection, had a limited circulation among
farm-servants and labourers, even in the respectable

county of Wexford. It was one of these that poor old

T. L. told. Let us hope that it has vanished from the

collections still extant in our counties of the Pale.

ADVENTURES OF GILLA NA CHRECK AN GOUR. 1

Long ago, a poor widow woman lived down near the

iron forge, by Enniscorthy, and she was so poor, she had
no clothes to put on her son

;
so she used to fix him in

the ash-hole, near the fire, and pile the warm ashes about
him

; and according as he grew up, she sunk the pit

deeper. At last, by hook or by crook, she got a goat-

skin, and fastened it round his waist, and he felt quite

grand, and took a walk down the street. So says she to

him next morning,
" Tom, you thief, you never done any

good yet, and you six foot high, and past nineteen
;

take that rope, and bring me a bresna from the wood."
" Never say 't twice, mother," says Tom "here goes."
When he had it gathered and tied, what should come

up but a big/<?//, nine foot high, and made a lick of a

club at him. Well become Tom, he jumped a-one side,

and picked up a ram-pike ;
and the first crack he gave

the big fellow, he made him kiss the clod.
" If you

have e'er a prayer," says Tom,
" now's the time to say it,

before I make firis/ie
2 of you." "I have no prayers,"

says the giant ;

" but if you spare my life I'll give you
that club ; and as long as you keep from sin, you'll win

every battle you ever fight with it."

Tom made no bones about letting him off; and as

soon as he got the club in his hands, he sat down on the

bresna, and gave it a tap with the kippeen, and says,
"
Bresna, I had a great trouble gathering you, and run the

risk of my life for you ;
the least you can do is to carry

1
Correctly,

" Giolla na Chroicean Gobhar." (The Fellow with
the Goat-skin. )

- A corruption of an old word still in use roof, briscr, "to
break.

"
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me home." And sure enough, the wind o' the word was
all it wanted. It went off through the wood, groaning
and cracking, till it came to the widow's door.

Well, when the sticks were all burned, Tom was sent

off again to pick more
;
and this time he had to fight

with a giant that had two heads on him. Tom had a

little more trouble with him that's all
;
and the prayers

he said, was to give Tom a fife, that nobody could help

dancing when he was playing it. Begonies, he made the

big fagot dance home, with himself sitting on it. Well,
if you were to count all the steps from this to Dublin,
dickens a bit you'd ever arrive there. The next giant
was a beautiful boy with three heads on him. He had
neither prayers nor catechism no more nor the others ;

and so he gave Tom a bottle of green ointment, that

wouldn't let you be burned, nor scalded, nor wounded.
"And now, ''says he, "there's no more of us. You may
come and gather sticks here till little Lunacy Day in

Harvest, without giant or fairy-man to disturb you."
Well, now, Tom was prouder nor ten paycocks, and

used to take a walk down street in the heel of the even-

ing ;
but some o' the little boys had no more manners

than if they were Dublin jackeens, and put out their

tongues at Tom's club and Tom's goat-skin. He didn't

like that at all, and it would be mean to give one of

them a clout. At last, what should come through the

town but a kind of a bellman, only it's a big bugle he

had, and a huntsman's cap on his head, and a kind of a

painted shirt. So this he wasn't a bellman, and I don't

know what to call him bugle-man, maybe, proclaimed
that the King of Dublin's daughter was so melancholy
that she didn't give a laugh for seven years, and that her

father would grant her in marriage to whoever could

make her laugh three times.
" That's the very thing for

me to try," says Tom ;
and so, without burning any more

daylight, he kissed his mother, curled his club at the little

boys, and off he set along the yalla highroad to the town
of Dublin.

At last Tom came to one of the city gates, and the

guards laughed and cursed at him instead of letting him
in, Tom stood, it all for a, little time, but at last one of
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them out of fun, as he said drove his bagnet half an

inch or so into his side. Tom done nothing but take the

fellow by the scruff o' the neck and the waistband of his

corduroys, and fling him into the canal. Some run to

pull the fellow out, and others to let manners into the

vulgarian with their swords and daggers ; but a tap from
his club sent them headlong into the moat or down on
the stones, and they were soon begging him to stay his

hands.

So at last one of them was glad enough to show Tom
the way to the palace-yard ; and there was the king, and
the queen, and the princess, in a gallery, looking at all

sorts of wrestling, and sword-playing, and rinka-fadhas

(long dances), and mumming,
1

all to please the princess ;

but not a smile came over her handsome face.

Well, they all stopped when they seen the young
giant, with his boy's face, and long black hair, and his

short, curly beard for his poor mother couldn't afford

to buy razhurs and his great strong arms, and bare legs,

and no covering but the goatskin that reached from his

waist to his knees. But an envious wizened basthard-

of a fellow, with a red head, that wished to be married

to the princess, and didn't like how she opened her eyes
at Tom, came forward, and asked his business very snap-

pishly.
" My business," says Tom, says he,

"
is to make

the beautiful princess, God bless her, laugh three times."
" Do you see all them merry fellows and skilful swords-

men," says the other, "that could eat you up with a

grain of salt, and not a mother's soul of 'em ever got
a laugh from her these seven years ?

" So the fellows

gathered round Tom, and the bad man aggravated him
till he told them he didn't care a pinch o' snuff for the

whole bilin' of 'em
;

let 'em come on, six at a time, and

try what they could do. The king, that was too far off

to hear what they were saying, asked what
'

did the

1 Jemmy and the editor of these stories had witnessed the rinka-

fadha, with the vizarded, goat-bearded clown, and his wife (Torn
Blanche the tailor), and May-boys and May-girls at Castle Boro,
and had in their time enjoyed the speeches of mummers and the

clashing of cudgels in Droghedy's March. So let no one accuse

us of putting words unwarranted into the mouth of our story-teller,
-

Contemptible, not necessarily illegitimate..
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stranger want. " He wants,'' says the red-headed fellow,
" to make hares of your best men." " Oh !

"
says the king,

"if that's the way, let one of 'em turn out and try his

mettle." So one stood forward, with soord and pot-lid,

and made a cut at Tom. He struck the fellow's elbow

with the club, and up over their heads flew the sword,
and down went the owner of it on the gravel from a

thump he got on the helmet. Another took his place,
and another, and another, and then half-dozen at once,
and Tom sent swords, helmets, shields, and bodies,

rolling over and over, and themselves bawling out that

they were kilt, and disabled, and damaged, and rubbing
their poor elbows and hips, and limping away. Tom
contrived not to kill any one

;
and the princess was so

amused, that she let a great sweet laugh out of her that

was heard over all the yard.
*'

King of Dublin," says

Tom,
"
I've quarter your daughter/' And the king didn't

know whether he was glad or sorry, and all the blood
in the princess's heart run into her cheeks.

So there was no more fighting that day, and Tom
was invited to dine with the royal family. Next day,
Redhead told Tom of a wolf, the size of a yearling

heifer, that used to be serenading (sauntering) about the

walls, and eating people and cattle ; and said what a

pleasure it would give the king to have it killed.
" With

all my heart," says Tom ;

" send a jackeen to show me
where he lives, and we'll see how he behaves to a

stranger." The princess was not well pleased, for Tom
looked a different person with fine clothes and a nice

green birredk over his long curly hair
;
and besides he'd

got one laugh out of her. However, the king gave his

consent
; and in an hour and a half the horrible wolf was

walking into the palace-yard, and Tom a step or two

behind, with his club on his shoulder, just as a shepherd
would be walking after a pet lamb.

The king and queen and princess were safe up in their

gallery, but the officers and people of the court that

wor padrowling about the great bawn, when they saw the

big baste coming in, gave themselves up, and began to

make for doors and gates ;
and the wolf licked his chops,

as if he was saying,
"
Wouldn't I enjoy a breakfast off a
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couple of yez !

" The king shouted out,
" O Gilla na

Chreck an Gour, take away that terrible wolf, and you
must have all my daughter." But Tom didn't mind him
a bit. He pulled out his flute and began to play like

vengeance ;
and dickens a man or boy in the yard but

began shovelling away heel and toe, and the wolf himself

was obliged to get on his hind legs and dance Tatther

Jack Walsh, along with the rest. A good deal of the

people got inside, and shut the doors, the way the hairy
fellow wouldn't pin them

;
but Tom kept playing, and

the outsiders kept dancing and shouting, and the wolf

kept dancing and roaring with the pain his legs were

giving him : and all the time he had his eyes on Red-

head, who was shut out along writh the rest. Wherever
Redhead went, the wolf followed, and kept one eye on
him and the other on Tom, to see if he would give him
leave to eat him. But Tom shook his head, and never

stopped the tune, and Redhead never stopped dancing
and bawling, and the wolf dancing and roaring, one leg

up and the other down, and he ready to drop out of his

standing from fair tiresomeness.

When the princess seen that there was no fear of any
one being kilt, she was so divarted by the stew that

Redhead was in, that she gave another great laugh ; and,
well become Tom, out he cried,

"
King of Dublin, I have

two halves of your daughter."
"
Oh, halves or alls," says

the king,
"
put away that divel of a wolf, and we'll see

about it." So Gilla put his flute in his pocket, and says
he to the baste that was sittin' on his currabingo ready to

faint,
" Walk off to your mountain, my fine fellow, and

live like a respectable baste
;
and if I ever find you come

within seven miles of any town, I'll ." He said no

more, but spit in his fist, and gave a flourish of his club.

It was all the poor divel wanted : he put his tail between
his legs, and took to his pumps without looking at man or

mortial, and neither sun, moon, or stars ever saw him in

sight of Dublin again.
At dinner every one laughed but the foxy fellow

;
and

sure enough he was laying out how he'd settle poor Tom
next day.

"
Well, to be sure !

"
says he,

"
King of

Dublin, you are in luck. There's the Danes moidhering
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us to no end. D run to Lusk wid 'em ! and if any
one can save us from 'em, it is this gentleman with the

goatskin. There is a flail hangin' on the collar-beam in

hell, and neither Dane nor devil can stand before it."
"
So," says Tom to the king,

"
will you let me have the

other half of the princess if I bring you the flail ?
" "

No,
no," says the princess ;

"
I'd rather never be your wife

than see you in that danger."
But Redhead whispered and nudged Tom about how

shabby it would look to reneague the adventure. So he
asked which way he was to go, and Redhead directed

him through a street where a great many bad women
lived, and a great many sheebeen houses were open, and

away he set.

Well, he travelled and travelled, till he came in sight
of the walls of hell ; and, bedad, before he knocked at

the gates, he rubbed himself over with the greenish oint-

ment. When he knocked, a hundred little imps popped
their heads out through the bars, and axed him what he
wanted. "

I want to speak to the big divel of all," says
Tom :

"
open the gate."

It wasn't long till the gate was thrum open, and the

Quid Boy received Tom with bows and scrapes, and
axed his business.

" My business isn't much," says Tom.
"

I only came for the loan of that flail that I see hanging
on the collar-beam, for the King of Dublin to give a

thrashing to the Danes." "Well," says the other, "the
Danes is much better customers to me ; but since you
walked so far I won't refuse. Hand that flail," says he
to a young imp ; and he winked the far-off eye at the

same time. So, while some were barring the gates, the

young devil climbed up, and took down the flail that had
the handstaff and booltheen both made out of red-hot

iron. The little vagabond was grinning to think how it

would burn the hands off o' Tom, but the dickens a burn
it made on him, no more nor if it was a good oak sapling.
"
Thankee," says Tom.

" Now would you open the gate
for a body, and I'll give you no more trouble." "

Oh,
tramp !

"
says Ould Nick

;

"
is that the way ? It is easier

getting inside them gates than getting out again. Take
that tool from him, and give him a dose of the oil of
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stirrup." So one fellow put out his claws to seize on the

flail, but Tom gave him such a welt of it on the side of

the head that he broke off one of his horns, and made him
roar like a devil as he was. Well, they rushed at Tom
but he gave them, little and big, such a thrashing as they
didn't forget for a while. At last says the ould thief of

all, rubbing his elbow,
" Let the fool out ; and woe to

whoever lets him in again, great or small."

So out marched Tom, and away with him, without

minding the shouting and cursing they kept up at him
from the tops of the walls

;
and when he got home to the

big bawn of the palace, there never was such running
and racing as to see himself and the flail. When he had
his story told, he laid down the flail on the stone steps,

and bid no one for their lives to touch it. If the king,
and queen, and princess, made much of him before, they
made ten times more of him now; but Redhead, the

mean scruffhound, stole over, and thought to catch hold

of the flail to make an end of him. His fingers hardly
touched it, when he let a roar out of him as if heaven
and earth were coming together, and kept flinging his

arms about and dancing, that it was pitiful to look at him.

Tom run at him as soon as he could rise, caught his hands
in his own two, and rubbed them this way and that, and
the burning pain left them before you could reckon one.

Well, the poor fellow, between the pain that was only just

gone, and the comfort he was in, had the comicalest face

that ever you see, it was such a mixtherum-gatherum of

laughing and crying. Everybody burst out a laughing
the princess could not stop no more than the rest ; and
then says Gilla, or Tom,

"
Now, ma'am, if there were

fifty halves of you, I hope you'll give me them all." Well,
the princess had no mock modesty about her. She looked
at her father, and by my word, she came over to Gilla,

and put her two delicate hands into his two rough ones,
and I wish it was myself was in his shoes that day !

Tom would not bring the flail into the palace. You
may be sure no other body went near it

;
and when the

early risers were passing next morning, they found two

long clefts in the stone, where it was after burning itself

an opening, downwards, nobody could tell how far, But
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a messenger came in at noon and said that the Danes
were so frightened when they heard of the flail coming
into Dublin, that they got into their ships, and sailed

away.

Well, I suppose, before they were married, Gilla got
some man, like Pat Mara of Tomenine, to larn him the

"principles of politeness," fluxions, gunnery and fortifi-

cation, decimal fractions, practice, and the rule of three

direct, the way he'd be able to keep up a conversation

with the royal family. Whether he ever lost his time

laming them sciences, I'm not sure, but it's as sure as fate

that his mother never more saw any want till the end of

her days.

Let not the present compiler be censured for putting

this catalogue of learned branches into the mouth of an

uneducated boy. We have seen Reddy, and half the

congregation of Rathnure Chapel, swallowing with eyes,

mouths, and ears, the enunciation of the master's as-

sumed stock of knowledge, ornamented with flourishes,

gamboge, verdigris, and vermilion, and set forth in the

very order observed in the text.

In the Volksmdrchen (People's Stories), Hans (the

diminutive of Johannes) performs the greater part of the

exploits. His namesake Jack is the hero of the house-

hold stories of the more English counties of Ireland.

The following is a fair specimen of the class :

JACK THE MASTER AND JACK THE SERVANT.

There was once a poor couple, and they had three

sons, and the youngest's name was Jack. One harvest

day, the eldest fellow threw down his hook, and says he,
" What's the use to be slaving this way? I'll go seek my
fortune." And the second son said the very same

;
and

says Jack,
"

I'll go seek my fortune along with you, but

let us first leave the harvest stacked for the old couple/'
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Well, he over-persuaded them, and bedad, as soon as it

Avas safe, they kissed their father and mother, and off

they set, every one with three pounds in his pocket, pro-

mising to be home again in a year and a day. The first

night they had no better lodging than a fine dry dyke of

a ditch, outside of a churchyard. Before they went to

sleep, the youngest got inside to read the tombstones.

What should he stumble over but a coffin and the sod

was just taken off where the grave was to be.
" Some

poor body," says he,
" that was without friends to put

him in consecrated ground : he mustn't be left this way."
So he threw off his coat, and had a couple of feet cleared

out, when a terrible giant walked up.
" What are you

at ?
"
says he

;

" The corpse owed me a guinea, and he

sha'n't be buried till it is paid."
"
Well, here is your

guinea," says Jack, "and leave the churchyard, it's

nothing the better for your company." Well, he got
down a coupfe of feet more, when another uglier giant

again, with two heads on him, came and stopped Jack
with the same' story, and got his guinea ;

and when the

grave was six feet down, the third giant looks on him, and

he had three heads. So Jack was obliged to part with

his three guineas before he could put the sod over the

poor man. Then he went and lay down by his brothers,

and slept till the sun began to shine en their faces next

morning.

They soon came to a cross-road, and there every one

took his own way. Jack told them how all his money
was gone, but not a farthing did they offer him. Well,

after some time, Jack found himself hungry, and so he sat

down by the road side, and pulled out a piece of cake

and a lump of bacon. Just as he had the first bit in his

mouth, up comes a poor man, and asks something of him
for God;

s sake.
"

I have neither brass, gold, nor silver

about me," says Jack ;

" and here's all the provisions I'm

master of. Sit down and have a share." Well the poor
man didn't require much pressing, and when the meal
was over, says he, "Sir, where are you bound for?"
"
Faith, I don't know," says Jack ;

" I'm going to seek

my fortune."
"

I'll go with you for your servant," says
the other.

" Servant inagh (forsooth) ! bad I want a
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servant I, that's looking out for a place myself."
" No

matter. You gave Christian burial to my poor brother

yesterday evening. He appeared to me in a dream, and
told me where I'd find you, and that I was to be your
servant for a year. So you'll be Jack the master, and I

Jack the servant." "
Well, let it be so."

After sunset, they came to a castle in a wood, and
"
Here," says the servant, "lives the giant with one head,

that wouldn't let my poor brother be buried." He took
hold of a club that hung by the door, and gave two or

three t/iraralfys on it.
" What do yous want ?

"
says the

giant, looking out through a grating.
"
Oh, sir, honey !

"

says Jack,
" we want to save you. The king is sending

100,000 men to take your life for all the wickedness you
ever done to poor travellers, and that. So because you
let my brother be buried, I came to help you."

"
Oh,

murdher, murdher, what'll I do at all at all ?
"

says he.

"Have you e'er a hiding-place ?" says Jack. "I have a

cave seven miles long, and it opens into the bawn."
"
That'll do. Leave a good supper for the men, and then

don't stir out of your pew till I call you." So they went

in, and the giant left a good supper for the army, and
went down, and they shut the trap-door down on him.

Well, they ate and they drank, and then Jack gather
all the horses and cows, and drove them over an liether

the trap-door, and such fighting and shouting, whinnying
and lowing, as they had, and such noise as they made !

Then Jack opened the door, and called out, "Are you
there, sir?" "

I am,
: '

says he, from a mile or two inside.
" Wor you frightened, sir?

" "You may say frightened.
Are they gone away?" "Dickens a go they'll go till

you give them your sword of sharpness." "Cock them

up with the sword of sharpness. I won't give them a smite

of it."
"

Well, I think you're right. Lookout. They'll
be down with you in the twinkling of a harrow pin. Go
to the end of the cave, and they won't have your head
for an hour to come." "Well, that's no great odds;

you'll find it in the closet inside the parlour. D - do
'em good with it." "Very well," says Jack; "when

they're all cleared off, I'll drop a big stone on the trap-

door." So the two Jacks slept very comlnistible in the
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giant's bed it was big enough for them ; and next

morning, after breakfast, they dropped the big stone on
the trap-door, and away they went.

That night they slept at the castle of the two-headed

giant, and got his cloak of darkness in the same way;
and the next night they slept at the "castle of the three-

headed giant, and got his shoes of swiftness; and the

next night they were near the king's palace.
"
Now,"

says Jack the servant,
"
this king has a daughter, and she

was so proud that twelve princes killed themselves for

her, because she would not marry any of them. At last

the King of Morbco thought to persuade her, and the

dickens a bit of him she'd have no more nor the others.

So he fell on his sword, and died
;
and the old boy

got leave to give him a kind of life again, to punish the

proud lady. Maybe it's an imp from hell is in his

appearance. He lives in a palace one side of the river,

and the king's palace is on the other, and he has got

power over the princess and her father
; and when they

have the heads of twelve courtiers over the gate, the King
of Moroco will have the princess to himself, and maybe
the evil spirit will have them both. Every young man
that offers himself has to do three things, and if he fails

in all, up goes his head. There you see them eleven,
all black and white, with the sun and rain. You must try

your hand. God is stronger than the devil."

So they came to the gate.
" What do you want ?

"
says

the guard. "I want to get the princess for my wife."
" Do you see them heads ?

" " Yes
;
what of that ?

"

"Yours will be along with them before you're a week
older." "That's my own look out." "Well, goon. God
help all foolish people !

" The king was on his throne in

the big hall, and the princess sitting on a golden chair

by his side.
" Death or my daughter, I suppose," says

the king to Jack the master. "Just so, my liege," says

Jack. "Very well," says the king. "I don't know
whether I'm glad or sorry," says he.

" If you don't

succeed in the three things, my daughter must marry the

King of Moroco. If you do succeed, I suppose we'll be
eased from the dog's life we are leading. I'll leave my
daughter's scissors in your bedroom to-night, and you'll
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find no one going in till morning. If you have the

scissors still at sunrise, your head will be safe for that

day. Next day you must run a race against the King of

Moroco, and if you win, your head will be safe that day
too. Next day you must bring me the King of Moroco's

head, or your own head, and then all this bother will be
over one way or the other."

Well, they gave the two a good supper, and one time
the princess would look sweet at Jack, and another time
sour

;
for you know she was under enchantment. Some-

times she'd wish him killed, sometimes she'd like him to

be saved.

When they went into their bedroom, the king came
in along with them, and laid the scissors on the table.

"Mind that," says he, "and I'm sure I don't know
whether I wish to find it there to-morrow or not." Well,

poor Jack was a little frightened, but his man encouraged
him. "Go to bed," says he; "I'll put on the cloak of

darkness, and watch, and I hope you'll find the scissors

there at sunrise." Well, bedad he couldn't go to sleep.
He kept his eye on the scissors till the dead hour, and
the .moment it struck twelve no scissors could he see : it

vanished as clean as a whistle. He looked here, there,
and everywhere no scissors. "Well," says he, "there's

hope still. Are you there, Jack ?
"
but no answer came.

"
I can do no more," says he.

"
I'll go to bed." And to

bed he went, and slept.

Just as the clock was striking, Jack in the cloak saw
the wall opening, and the princess walking in, going over

to the table, taking up the scissors, and walking out again.
He followed her into the garden, and there he saw her-

self and her twelve maids going down to the boat that

was lying by the bank. " I'm in," says the princess ;

" I'm in," says one maid
;
and " I'm in," says another

;

and so on till all were in
;
and " I'm in," says Jack.

"Who's that?" says the last maid. "Go look," says

Jack. Well, they were all a bit frightened. When they

got over, they walked up to the King of Moroco's palace,
and there the King of Moroco was to receive them, and

give them the best of eating and drinking, and make his

musicianers play the finest music for them.
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When they were coming away, says the princess,
"Here's the scissors

;
mind it or not as you like." "Oh,

won't I mind it !

"
says he. " Here you go," says he

again, opening a chest, and dropping it into it, and

locking it up with three locks. But before he shut down
the lid, my brave Jack picked up the scissors, and put it

safe into his pocket. Well, when they came to the boat,
the same things were said, and the maids were frightened

again.
When Jack the master awoke in the morning, the first

thing he saw was the scissors on the table, and the next

thing he saw was his man lying asleep in the other bed,
the next was the cloak of darkness hanging on the bed's

foot. Well, he got up, and he danced, and he sung, and
he hugged Jack ;

and when the king came in with a

troubled face, there was the scissors safe and sound.

"Well, Jack," says he, "you're safe for one day more."

The king and princess were more meentrach (loving) to

Jack to-day than they were yesterday, and the next day
the race was to be run.

At last the hour of noon came, and there was the King
of Mor6co with tight clothes on him themselves, and
his hair, and his eyes as black as a crow, and his face as

yellow as a kite's claw. Jack was there too, and on his

feet were the shoes of swiftness. When the bugle blew,

they were off, and Jack went seven times round the

course while the king went one : it was like the fish in

the water, the arrow from a bow, the stone from a sling,

or a star shooting in the night. When the race was won,
and the people were shouting, the black king looked at

Jack like the very devil himself, and says he,
" Don't

holloa till you're out of the wood to-morrow your head
or mine." " Heaven is stronger than hell," says Jack.
And now the princess began to wish in earnest that

Jack would win, for two parts of the charm were broke.

So some one from her told Jack the servant that she and
her maids should pay their visit to the Black Fellow at

midnight like every other night past. Jack the servant

was in the garden in his cloak when the hour came, and

they all said the same words, and rowed over, and went

up to the palace like as they done before.
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The king was in a great state of fear and anger, and
scolded the princess, and she didn't seem to care much
about it; but when they were leaving she said, "You
know to-morrow is to have your head or Jack's head off.

I suppose you will stay up all night !

" He was standing
on the grass when they were getting into the boat, and

just as the last maid had her foot on the edge of it, Jack
swept off his head with the sword of sharpness just as if

it was the head of a thistle, and put it under his cloak.

The body fell on the grass and made no noise. Well,
the same moment the princess felt any liking she had for

him all gone like last year's snow, and she began to sob

and cry for fear of anything happening to Jack. The
maids were not very good at all, and so, from the

moment they got out of the boat, Jack kept knocking
the head against their faces and their legs, and made
them roar and bawl till they were inside of the

palace.
The first thing Jack the master saw when he woke in

the morning, was the black head on the table, and didn't

he jump up in a hurry. When the sun was rising, every
one in the palace, great and small, were in the bawn
before Jack's window, and the king was at the door.

"Jack," said he, "if you haven't the King of Mordco's
head on a gad, your own will be on a spear, my poor
fellow." But just at the moment he heard a great shout

from the bawn. Jack the servant was after opening the

window, and holding out the King of Moroco's head by
the long black hair.

So the princess, and the king, and all were in joy,
and maybe they didn't keep the wedding long a-waiting.
A year and a day after Jack left home, himself and his

wife were in their coach at the cross-roads, and there

were the two poor brothers, sleeping in the ditch with

their reaping-hooks by their sides. They wouldn't believe

Jack at first that he was their brother, and then they
were ready to eat their nails for not sharing with him
that day twelvemonth. They found their father and
mother alive, and you may be sure they left them com-
fortable. So you see what a good thing in the end it is

to be charitable to the poor, dead or alive.
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In some versions of "Jack the Master," &c., Jack the

servant is the spirit of the buried man. He aids and

abets his master in leaving the giants interred alive in

their caves, and carrying off their gold and silver, and he

helps him to cheat his future father-in-law at cards, and

bears a hand in other proceedings, most disgraceful to

any ghost encumbered with a conscience. As originally

told, the anxiety of the hero to bestow sepulchral rites

on the corpse, arose from his wish to rescue the soul

from its dismal wanderings by the gloomy Styx. In

borrowing these fictions from their heathen predecessors,

the Christian storytellers did not take much trouble to

correct their laxity on the subject of moral obligations.

Theft, manslaughter, and disregard of marriage vows,

often pass uncensured by the free and easy narrator.

Silly as the poor hero of the next tale may appear, he 'is

kept in countenance by the German " Hans in Luck," by
the world-renowned Wise Men of Gotham, and even the

sage Gooroo, of Hindoostan. In a version of the legend

given by a servant girl, who came from the Roer in

Kilkenny, and had only slight knowledge of English,

Thigue distinguished himself by an exploit more worthy
of his character than any in the text. He stood in the

market, with a web of cloth under his arm for sale.

" Bow wow," says a dog, looking up at him. " Five

pounds," says Thigue ;

" Bow wow," says the dog again.
"
Well, here it is for you," says Thigue. His reception

by his mother at eventide may be guessed.

I'LL BE WISER THE NEXT TIME.

Jack was twenty years old before he done any good for

his family. So at last his mother said it was high time

for him to begin to be of some use. So the next market
D 2
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day she sent him to Bunclody (Newtownbarry), to buy a

billhook to cut the furze. When he was coming back he

kep' cutting gaaches with it round his head, till at last it

flew out of his hand, and killed a lamb that a neighbour
was bringing home. Well, if he did, so sure was his

mother obliged to pay for it, and Jack was in disgrace.
"
Musha, you fool," says she, "couldn't you lay the bill-

hook in a car, or stick it into a bundle of hay or straw

that any of the neighbours would be bringing home ?
"

"Well, mother," said he, "it can't be helped now; I'll

be wiser next time."
"
Now, Jack," says she, the next Saturday,

"
you

behaved like a fool the last time
;
have some wit about

you now, and don't get us into a hobble. Here is a

fi'penny bit, and buy me a good pair (set) of knitting

needles, and fetch 'em home safe." "Never fear,

mother." When Jack was outside the town, coming
back, he overtook a neighbour sitting on the side-lace of

his car, and there was a big bundle of hay in the bottom
of it.

"
Just the safe thing," says Jack, sticking the needles

into it. When he came home he looked quite proud
of his good management.

"
Well, Jack," says his mother,

" where's the needles ?
" "

Oh, faith ! they're safe enough.
Send any one down to Jem Doyle's, and he'll find them in

the bundle of hay that's in the car."
"
Musha, purshuin

to you, Jack ! why couldn't you stick them in the band
o' your hat ? What searching there will be for them in

the hay !

" " Sure you said I ought to put any things I

was bringing home in a car, or stick 'em in hay or straw.

Anyhow I'll be wiser next time."

Next week Jack was sent to a neighbour's house about

a mile away, for some of her nice fresh butter. The day
was hot, and Jack remembering his mother's words,
stuck the cabbage leaf that held the butter between his

hat and the band. He was luckier this turn than the

other turns, for he brought his errand safe in his hair

and down along his clothes. There's no pleasing some

people, however, and his mother was so vexed that she

was ready to beat him.

There was so little respect for Jack's gumption in the

whole village after this, that he wasn't let go to market
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for a fortnight. Then his mother trusted him with a pair
of young fowl.

" Now don't be too eager to snap at the

first offer you'll get ;
wait for the second any way, and

above all things keep your wits about you." Jack got to

the market safe.
" How do you sell them fowl, honest

boy?" "My mother bid me ax three shillings for 'em,
but sure herself said I wouldn't get it."

" She never said

a truer word. Will you have eighteen pence ?
" " In

throth an' I won't
;
she ordhered me to wait for a second

offer."
" And very wisely she acted ; here is a shilling."

" Well now, I think it would be wiser to take the eighteen

pence, but it is better for me at any rate to go by her

bidding, and then she can't blame me."

Jack was in disgrace for three weeks after making that

bargain ; and some of the neighbours went so far as to

say that Jack's mother didn't show much more wit than

Jack himself.

She had to send him, however, next market day to

sell a young sheep, and says she to him,
"
Jack, I'll have

your life if you don't get the highest penny in the market
for that baste." *'

Oh, won't I !

"
says Jack. Well, when

he was standing in the market, up comes a jobber, and
asks him what he'd take for the sheep.

" My mother
won't be satisfied," says Jack,

"
if I don't bring her home

the highest penny in the market." " Will a guinea note
do you ?

"
says the other.

"
Is it the highest penny in

the market ?
"

says Jack.
"
No, but here's the highest

penny in the market," says a sleeveen that was listenin',

getting up on a high ladder that was restin' again' the

market house :

"
here's the highest penny, and the sheep

is mine."

Well, if the poor mother wasn't heart-scalded this

time it's no matter. She said she'd never lose more than
a shilling a turn by him again while she lived ; but she
had to send him for some groceries next Saturday for all

that, for it was Christmas eve.
"
Now, Jack," says she,

"
I want some cinnamon, mace, and cloves, and half a

pound of raisins ; will you be able to think of 'em ?
"

"
Able, indeed ! I'll be repatin' 'em every inch o' the

way, and that won't let me forget them." So he never

stopped as he ran along, saying "cinnamon, mace, and
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cloves, and half a pound of raisins
;

" and this time he'd

have come home in glory, only he struck his foot again'
a stone, and fell down, and hurt himself.

At last he got up, and as he went limping on he strove

to remember his errand, but it was changed in his mind
to "

pitch, and tar, and turpentine, and half a yard of

sacking" "pitch, and tar, and turpentine, and half a

yard of sacking." These did not help the Christmas

dinner much, and his mother was so tired of minding
him that she sent him along with a clever black man

(match-maker), up to the county Carlow, to get a wife to

take care of him.

Well, the black man never let him open his mouth all

the time the coortin' was goin' on
;
and at last the whole

party his friends, and her friends, were gathered into

the priest's parlour. The black man stayed close to him
for 'fraid he'd do a bull

;
and when Jack was married

half a-year, if he thought his life was bad enough before,
he thought it ten times worse now

;
and told his mother

if she'd send his wife back to her father, he'd never make
a mistake again going to fair or market. But the wife

cock-crowed over the mother as well as over Jack ;
and

if they didn't live happy, THAT WE MAY !

The ensuing household story has rather more of a

Norse than Celtic air about it, though there are appa-

rently no traces of it in Grimm's or Dasent's collections,

except in the circumstances of the flight. Parts of the

story may be recognised in the West Highland Tales,

but we have met with the tale in full nowhere in print.

Jemmy Reddy, Father Murphy's servant, the relater of

the "Adventures of Gilla na Chreck an Gour," told it

to the occupants of the big kitchen hearth in Coolbawn,
one long winter evening, nearly in the style in which it

is here given, and no liberty at all has been taken with

the incidents. The underground adventures seem to

point to the Celtic belief in the existence of the " Land
of Youth," under our lakes. If it were ever told in
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Scandinavia, the spacious caverns of the Northern land

would be substituted for our Tir-na-n-Oge, with the

bottom of the sea for its sky, and its own sun, moon,
and stars. The editor of this series never heard a second

recitation of this household story.

THE THREE CROWNS.

There was once a king, some place or other, and he
had three daughters. The two eldest were very proud
and uncharitable, but the youngest was as good as they
were bad. Well, three princes came to court them, and
two of them were the moral of the eldest ladies, and one
was just as lovable as the youngest. They were all

walking down to a lake, one day, that lay at the bottom
of the lawn, just like the one at Castleboro', and they
met a poor beggar. The king wouldn't give him any-

thing, and the eldest princes wouldn't give him anything,
nor their sweethearts ; but the youngest daughter and
her true love did give him something, and kind words

along with it, and that was better nor all.

When they got to the edge of the lake, what did they
find but the beautifulest boat you ever saw in your life

;

and says the eldest, "I'll take a sail in this fine boat;"
and says the second eldest,

"
I'll take a sail in this fine

boat
;

" and says the youngest,
"
I won't take a sail in

that fine boat, for I am afraid it's an enchanted one.'

But the others overpersuaded her to go in, and her father

was just going in after her, when up sprung on the deck
a little man only seven inches high, and he ordered him
to stand back. Well, all the men put their hands to

their soords
;
and if the same soords were only thraneens

they weren't able to draw them, for all stJirenth was left

their arms. Seven Inches loosened the silver chain that

fastened the boat, and pushed away ;
and after grinning

at the four men, says he to them,
" Bid your daughters

and your brides farewell for awhile. That wouldn't have

happened you three, only for your want of charity. You,"

says he to the youngest,
" needn't fear, you'll recover your

princess all in good time, and you and she will be as
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happy as the day is long. Bad people, if they were

rolling stark naked in gold, would not be rich. Banacht
lath." Away they sailed, and the ladies stretched out

their hands but weren't able to say a word.

Well, they weren't crossing the lake while a cat 'ud be
lickin' her ear, and the poor men couldn't stir hand or

foot to follow them. They saw Seven Inches handing the

three princesses out o' the boat, and letting them down

by a nice basket and winglas into a draw-well that was

convenient, but king nor princes ever saw an opening
before in the same place. When the last lady was out

of sight, the men found the strength in their arms and

legs again. Round the lake they ran, and never drew
rein till they came to the well and windlass

;
and there

was the silk rope rolled on the axle, and the nice white

basket hanging to it.
" Let me down," says the youngest

prince; "I'll die or recover them again." "No," says
the second daughter's sweetheart,

" I'm entitled to my
turn before you." And says the other,

"
I must get first

turn, in right of my bride." So they gave way to him,
and in he got into the basket, and down they let him.

First they lost sight of him, and then, after winding off a

hundred perches of the silk rope, it slackened, and they

stopped turning. They waited two hours, and then they
went to dinner, because there was no chuck made at the

rope.
Guards were set till next morning, and then down

went the second prince, and sure enough, the youngest
of all got himself let down on the third day. He went
down perches and perches, while it was as dark about

him as if he was in a big pot with the cover on. At last

he saw a glimmer far down, and in a short time he felt

the ground. Out he came from the big lime-kiln, and lo

and behold you, there was a wood, and green fields, and
a castle in a lawn, and a bright sky over all.

"
It's in

Tir-na-n-Oge I am," says he. "Let's see what sort of

people are in the castle." On he walked, across fields

and lawn, and no one was there to keep him out or let

him into the castle
;
but the big hall door was wide open.

He went from one fine room to another that was finer,

and at last he reached the handsomest of all, with a table
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in the middle
;
and such a dinner as was laid upon it !

The prince was hungry enough, but he was too mannerly
to go eat without being invited. So he sat by the fire,

and he did not wait long till he heard steps, and in came
Seven Inches and the youngest sister by the hand. Well,

prince and princess flew into one another's arms, and

says the little man, says he, "Why aren't you eating?"
"

I think, sir," says he,
"

it was only good manners to

wait to be asked." "The other princes didn't think so,"

says he. " Each o' them fell to without leave or licence,

and only gave me the rough side o' their tongue when I

told them they were making more free than welcome.

Well, I don't think they feel much hunger now. There

they are, good marvel instead of flesh and blood," says

he, pointing to two statues, one in one corner, and the

other in the other corner of the room. The prince was

frightened, but he was afraid to say anything, and Seven

Inches made him sit down to dinner between himself and
his bride

;
and he'd be as happy as the day is long, only

for the sight of the stone men in the corner. Well, that

day went by, and when the next came, says Seven Inches

to him :

"
Now, you'll have to set out that way," pointing

to the sun ;
" and you'll find the second princess in a

giant's castle this evening, when you'll be tired and

hungry, and the eldest princess to-morrow evening ; and

you may as well bring them here with you. You need
not ask leave of their masters

; they're only housekeepers
with the big fellows. I suppose, if they ever get home,

they'll look on poor people as if they were flesh and
blood like themselves."

Away went the prince, and bedad, it's tired and hungry
he was when he reached the first castle, at sunset. Oh,
wasn't the second princess glad to see him ! and if she

didn't give him a good supper, it's a wonder. But she

heard the giant at the gate, and she hid the prince in a

closet. Well, when he came in, he snuffed, an' he

snuffed, an' says he, "Be (by) the life, I smell fresh

mate." "
Oh," says the princess,

"
it's only the calf I got

killed to-day." "Ay, ay," says he, "is supper ready?"
''

It is," says she ; and before he ruz from the table he
hid three-quarters of the calf, and a cag of wine.

'"
I
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think/' says he, when all was done,
"

I smell fresh mate
still."

"
It's sleepy you are," says she,

"
go to bed."

"When will you marry me?" says the giant. "You're

puttin' me off too long." "St. Tibb's Eve," says she.
"
I wish I knew how far off that is/' says he

;
and he fell

asleep, with his head in the dish.

Next day, he went out after breakfast, and she sent

the prince to the castle where the eldest sister was. The
same thing happened there ; but when the giant was

snoring, the princess wakened up the prince, and they
saddled two steeds in the stables, and magk go bragli

(the field for ever) with them. But the horses' heels

struck the stones outside the gate, and up got the giant,
and after them he made. He roared and he shouted, and
the more he shouted, the faster ran the horses

; and just
as the day was breaking, he was only twenty perches
behind. But the prince didn't leave the castle of Seven

Indies without being provided with something good. He
reined in his steed, and flung a short, sharp knife over his

shoulder, and up sprung a thick wood between the giant
and themselves. They caught the wind that blew before

them, and the wind that blew behind them did not catch

them. At last they were near the castle where the other

sister lived
; and there she was, waiting for them under a

high hedge, and a fine steed under her.

But the giant was now in sight, roaring like a hundred

lions, and the other giant was out in a moment, and the

chase kept on. For every two springs the horses gave,
the giants gave three, and at last they were only seventy

perches off. Then the prince stopped again, and flung
the second skian behind him. Down went all the flat

field, till there was a quarry between them a quarter of a

mile deep, and the bottom filled with black wafer
; and

before the giants could get round it, the prince and prin-
cesses were inside the domain of the great magician,
where the high thorny hedge opened of itself to every
one that he chose to let in.

Well, to be sure, there was joy enough between the

three sisters, till the two eldest saw their lovers turned

into stone. But while they were shedding tears for them,
Seven Inches came in, and touched them with his rod.
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So they were flesh, and blood, and life once more, and
there was great hugging and kissing, and all sat down to

a nice breakfast, and Seven Inches sat at the head of the

table.

When breakfast was over, he took them into another

room, where there was nothing but heaps of gold, and

silver, and diamonds, and silks, and satins
;
and on a

table there was lying three sets of crowns : a gold crown
was in a silver crown, and that was lying in a copper
crown. He took up one set of crowns, and gave it to the

eldest princess ; and another set, and gave it to the second

youngest princess ;
and another, and gave it to the young-

est of all
; and says he,

" Now you may all go to the

bottom of the pit, and you have nothing to do but stir

the basket, and the people that are watching above will

draw you up. But remember, ladies, you are to keep
your crowns safe, and be married in them, all the same

day. If you be married separately, or if you be married

without your crowns, a curse will follow mind what
I say."

So they took leave of him with great respect, and
walked arm-in-arm to the bottom of the draw-well.

There was a sky and a sun over them, and a great high
wall, covered with ivy, rose before them, and was so high

they could not see to the top of it ; and there was an arch

in this wall, and the bottom of the draw-well was inside

the arch. The youngest pair went last ; and says the

princess to the prince,
" I'm sure the two princes don't

mean any good to you. Keep these crowns under your
cloak, and if you are obliged to stay last, don't get into

the basket, but put a big stone, or any heavy thing inside,

and see what will happen."
So, when they were inside the dark cave, they put in

the eldest princess first, and stirred the basket, and up
she went, but first she gave a little scream. Then the

basket was let down again, and up went the second

princess, and then up went the youngest ;
but first she

put her arms round her prince's neck, and kissed him,
and cried a little. At last it came to the turn of the

youngest prince, and well became him
;

instead of going
into the basket, he put in a big stone. He drew on one
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side and listened, and after the basket was drawn up
about twenty perch, down came itself and the stone like

thunder, and the stone was made brishc of on the flags.

Well, my poor prince had nothing for it but to walk
back to the castle

;
and through it and round it he

walked, and the finest of eating and drinking he got, and
a bed of bog-down to sleep on, and fine walks he took

through gardens and lawns, but not a sight could he get,

high or low, of Seven Inches. Well, I don't think any of

us would be tired of this fine way of living fcr ever.

Maybe we would. Anyhow the prince got tired of it

before a week, he was so lonesome for his true love
; and

at the end of a month he didn't know what to do with

himself.

One morning he went into the treasure room, and took

notice cf a beautiful snuff-box on the table that he didn't

remember seeing there before. He took it in his hands,
and opened it, and cut Seven Inches walked on the table.

"I think, prince," says he, "you're getting a little tired

of my castle ?
" " Ah !

"
says the other,

"
if I had my

princess here, and could see you now and then, I'd never

see a dismal day."
"
Well, you're long enough here now,

and you're wanting there above. Keep your bride's crowns

safe, and whenever you want my help, open this snuff-box.

Now take a walk down the garden, and come back when

you're tired."

Well, the prince was going down a gravel walk with a

quickset hedge on each side, and his eyes on the ground,
and he thinking on one thing and another. At last he
lifted his eyes, and there he was outside of a smith's

bawn-gate that he often passed before, about a mile away
from the palace of his betrothed princess. The clothes

he had on him were as ragged as you please, but he had
his crowns safe under his old cloak.

So the smith came out, and says he,
"

It's a shame fcr

a strong, big fellow like you to be on the sthra, and so

much work to be done. Are you any good with hammer
and tongs ? Come in and bear a hand, and I'll give you
diet and lodging, and a few thirteens when you earn*

them." " Never say't twice," says the prince ;

"
I want

nothing but to be employed." So he took the sledge,
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and pounded away at the red-hot bar that the smith

was turning on the anvil to make into a set of horse-

shoes.

Well, they weren't long powdhering away, when a

sthronshuch (idler) of a tailor came in
; and when the

smith asked him what news he had, he got the handle

of the bellows and began to blow, to let out all he had
heard for the last two days. There was so many ques-
tions and answers at first, that if I told them all, it would

be bedtime afore I'd be done. So here is the substance

of the discourse ;
and before he got far into it, the forge

was half-filled with women knitting stockings, and men

smoking.
" Yous all heard how the two princesses were unwilling

to be married till the youngest would be ready with her

crowns and her sweetheart. But after the windlass

loosened accidentally when they were pulling up her

bridegroom that was to be, there was no more sign of

a well, or a rope, or a windlass, than there is on the

palm of your hand. So the buckeens that wor coortin'

the eldest ladies, wouldn't give peace or ease to their

lovers nor the king, till they got consent to the marriage,
and it was to take place this morning. Myself went down
out o' curosity ;

and to be sure I was delighted with the

grand dresses of the two brides, and the three crowns

on their heads gold, silver, and copper, one inside the

other. The youngest was standing by mournful enough
in white, and all was ready. The two bridegrooms came
in as proud and grand as you please, and up they were

walking to the altar rails, when, my dear, the boards

opened two yards wide under their feet, and down they
went among the dead men and the coffins in the vaults.

Oh, such screeching as the ladies gave ! and such running
and racing and peeping down as there was

; but the cleik

soon opened the door of the vault, and up came the two

heroes, and their fine clothes covered an inch thick with

cobwebs and mould."

So the king said they should put off the marriage,
"
For," says he,

"
I see there is no use in thinking of it

till my youngest gets her three crowns, and is married

along with the others. I'll give my youngest daughter
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for a wife to whoever brings three crowns to me like the

others
;
and if he doesn't care to be married, some other

one will, and I'll make his fortune." "
I wish," says the

smith,
"

I could do it : but I was looking at the crowns
after the princesses got home, and I don't think there's a

black or a white smith on the face o' the earth could

imitate them." " Faint heart never won fair lady," says
the prince.

" Go to the palace and ask for a quarter of

a pound of gold, a quarter of a pound of silver, and a

quarter of a pound of copper. Get one crown for a

pattern ;
and my head for a pledge, I'll give you out the

very things that are wanted in the morning."
" Ubbabow !"

says the smith,
" are you in earnest ?

" "
Faith, I am so,"

says he. "Go ! worse than lose you can't."

To make a long story short, the smith got the quarter
of a pound of gold, and the quarter of a pound of silver,

and the quarter of a pound of copper, and gave them
and the pattern crown to the prince. He shut the forge
door at nightfall, and the neighbours all gathered in the

bawn, and they heard him hammering, hammering, ham-

mering, from that to daybreak ;
and every now and then

he'd pitch out through the window, bits of gold, silver,

and copper ;
and the idlers scrambled for them, and

cursed one another, and prayed for the good luck of the

workman.

Well, just as the sun was thinking to rise, he opened
the door, and brought out the three crowns he got from
his true love, and such shouting and huzzaing as there

was ! The smith asked him to go along with him to the

palace, but he refused ;
so off set the smith, and the

whole townland with him
;
and wasn't the king rejoiced

when he saw the crowns !

"
Well," says he to the smith,

"
you're a married man

;
what's to be done ?" "Faith,

your majesty, I didn't make them crowns at all
;

it was
a big shuler (vagrant) of a fellow that took employment
with me yesterday."

"
Well, daughter, will you marry the

fellow that made these crowns ?
" " Let me see them first,

father." So when she examined them, she knew them

right well, and guessed it was her true-love that sent

them. "
I will marry the man that these crowns came

from," says she.
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"
Well," says the king to the eldest of the two princes,

"go up to the smith's forge, take my best coach, and

bring home the bridegroom." He was very unwilling
to do this, he was so proud, but he did not wish to

refuse. When he came to the forge, he saw the prince

standing at the door, and beckoned him over to the

coach. " Are you the fellow," says he,
" that made them

crowns ?
" "

Yes," says the other. "
Then," says he,

"
maybe you'd give yourself a brushing, and get into that

coach; the king wants to see you. I pity the princess."
The young prince got into the carriage, and while they
were on the way, he opened the snuff-box, and out

walked Seven Inches, and stood on his thigh.
"
Well,"

says he, "what trouble is on you now?" "Master."

says the other,
"
please to let me be back in my forge, and

let this carriage be filled with paving stones." No sooner

said than done. The prince was sitting in his forge, and
the horses wondered what was after happening to the

carriage.
When they came into the palace yard, the king himself

opened the carnage door, to pay respect to his new son-

in-law. As soon as he turned the handle, a shower of

small stones fell on his powdered wig and his silk coat,

and down he fell under them. There was great fright and
some tittering, and the king, after he wiped the blood
from his forehead, looked very cross at the eldest prince.
" My liege," says he,

" I'm very sorry for this accidence,

but I'm not to blame. I saw the young smith get into

the carriage, and we never stopped a minute since."
"

It's uncivil you were to him. Go," says he, to the other

prince, "and bring the young smith here, and be polite."
" Never fear," says he.

But there's some people that couldn't be good-natured
if they were to be made heirs of Darner's estate. Not a

bit civiller was the new messenger than the old, and when
the king opened the carriage door a second time, it's a

shower of mud that came down on him
;
and if he didn't

fume, and splutter, and shake himself, it's no matter.

"There's no use," says he, "going on this way. The
fox never got a better messenger than himself."

So he changed his clothes, and washed himself, and
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out he set to the smith's forge. Maybe he wasn't polite
to the young prince, and asked him to sit along with

himself. The prince begged to be allowed to sit in the

other carriage, and when they were half-way, he opened
his snuff-box. "

Master," says he,
"
I'd wish to be dressed

now according to my rank." "You shall be that," says
Seven Inches. " And now I'll bid you farewell. Con-
tinue as good and kind as you always were ; love your
wife, and that's all the advice I'll give you." So Seven

Inches vanished ; and when the carriage door was opened
in the yard not by the king though, for a burnt child

dreads the fire out walks the prince as fine as hands and

pins could make him, and the first thing he did was to

run over to his bride, and embrace her very heartily.

Every one had great joy but the two other princes.
There was not much delay about the marriages that were
all celebrated on the one day. Soon after, the two elder

couples went to their own courts, but the youngest pair

stayed with the old king, and they were as happy as the

happiest married couple you ever heard of in a story.

The next tale is one which was repeated oftenest in

our hearing during our country experience. It probably

owed its popularity to the bit of a rhyme, and the repe-

tition of the adventures of the three sisters, nearly in the

same words. It may seem strange that this circumstance,

which would have brought ennui and discomfort on our

readers, should have recommended it to the fireside

audiences. Let it be considered that they expected to

sit up to a certain hour, and that listening to a story was

the pleasantest occupation they could fancy for the time.

Length, then, in a tale was a recommendation, and these

repetitions contributed to that desirable end.

THE CORPSE WATCHERS.

There was once a poor woman that had three daugh-

ters, and one day the eldest said,
"
Mother, bake my
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cake and kill my cock, till I go seek my fortune." So
she did, and when all was ready, says her mother to her,
" Which will you have half of these with my blessing,

or the whole with my curse ?
" " Curse or no curse,"

says she,
" the whole is little enough." So away she set,

and if the mother didn't give her her curse, she didn't

give her her blessing.
She walked and she walked till she was tired and

hungry, and then she sat down to take her dinner.

While she was eating it, a poor woman came up, and
asked for a bit.

" The dickens a bit you'll get from me,"

says she; "it's all too little for myself;" and the poor
woman walked away very sorrowful. At nightfall she got

lodging at a farmer's, and the woman of the house told

her that she'd give her a spade-full of gold and a shovel-

full of silver if she'd only sit up and watch her son's

corpse that was waking in the next room. She said she'd

do that
;
and so, when the family were in their bed, she

sat by the fire, and cast an eye from time to time on the

corpse that was lying under the table.

All at once the dead man got up in his shroud, and
stood before her, and said,

" All alone, fair maid !

" She

gave him no answer, and when he said it the third time,
he struck her with a switch, and she became a grey

flag.

About a week after, the second daughter wTent to seek

her fortune, and she didn't care for her mother's blessing
no more nor her sister, and the very same thing happened
to her. She was left a grey flag by the side of the

other.

At last the youngest went off in search of the other

two, and she took care to carry her mother's blessing
with her. She shared her dinner with the poor woman
on the road, and she told her that she would watch
over her.

Well, she got lodging in the same place as the others,
and agreed to mind the corpse. She sat up by the fire

with the dog and cat, and amused herself with some
apples and nuts the mistress gave her. She thought it a

pity that the man under the table was a corpse, he was
so handsome.
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But at last he got up, and says he, "All alone, fair

maid !

" and she wasn't long about an answer :

" All alone I am not,
I've little dog Douse and Pussy, my cat ;

I've apples to roast, and nuts to crack,
And all alone I am not."

"
Ho, ho !

"
says he,

"
you're a girl of courage, though

you wouldn't have enough to follow me. I am now

going to cross the quaking bog, and go through the

burning forest. I must then enter the cave of terror,

and climb the hill of glass, and drop from the top of it

into the Dead Sea." "I'll follow you," says she, "for I

engaged to mind you." He thought to prevent her, but

she was as stiff as he was stout.

Out he sprang through the window, and she followed

him till they came to the "Green Hills," and then

says he :

"
Open, open, Green Hills, and let the Light of the Green Hills

through ;

"

"
Aye," says the girl,

" and let the fair maid, too."

They opened, and the man and woman passed through,
and there they were, on the edge of a bog.
He trod lightly over the shaky bits of moss and sod

;

and while she was thinking of how she'd get across, the

old beggar appeared to her, but much nicer dressed,
touched her shoes with her stick, and the soles spread a

foot on each side. So she easily got over the shaky
marsh. The burning wood was at the edge of the bog,
and there the good fairy flung a damp, thick cloak over

her, and through the flames she went, and a hair of her

head was not singed. Then they passed through the dark
cavern of horrors, where she'd have heard the most hor-

rible yells, only that the fairy stopped her ears with wax.

She saw frightful things, with blue vapours round them,
and felt the sharp rocks, and the slimy backs of frogs and
snakes.

When they got out of the cavern, they were at the

mountain of glass ; and then the fairy made her slippers
so sticky with a tap of her rod, that she followed the

young corpse easily to the top. There was the deep sea
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a quarter of a mile under them, and so the corpse said

to her,
" Go home to my mother, and tell her how far you

came to dp her bidding: farewell." He sprung head
foremost down into the sea, and after him she plunged,
without stopping a moment to think about it.

She was stupefied at first, but when they reached the

waters she recovered her thoughts. After piercing down
a great depth, they saw a green light towards the bottom.

At last they were below the sea, that seemed a green sky
above them; and sitting in a beautiful meadow, she

half asleep, and her head resting against his side. She
couldn't keep her eyes open, and she couldn't tell how

long she slept : but when she woke, she was in bed at

his house, and he and his mother sitting by her bedside,
and watching her.

It was a witch that had a spite to the young man,
because he wouldn't marry her, and so she got power
to keep him in a state between life and death till a

young woman would rescue him by doing what she had

just done. So at her request, her sisters got their own

shape again, and were sent back to their mother, with

their spades of gold and shovels of silver. Maybe they
were better after that, but I doubt it much. The young-
est got the young gentleman for her husband. I'm sure

she deserved him, and, if they didn't live happy, THAT
WE MAY !

The succeeding story is met with, in some shape or

other, in almost every popular collection. It happened,

however, that we never met with it in a complete form

except from the recital of Mrs. K., of the Duffrey, a lady

in heart and deed, though a farmer's wife. The reader

will find the word serenade doing duty for
" surround ;

"

but the circumstance having remained fixed in our

memory, we have not ventured on a supposed improve-

ment. The scarcity of proper names is a remarkable

feature in these old monuments. We have always, even

at the risk of tautology and circumlocution, respected this

characteristic.

E 2
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THE BROWN BEAR OF NORWAY.

There was once a king in Ireland, and he had three

daughters, and very nice princesses they were. And one

day that their father and themselves were walking in the

lawn, the king began to joke on them, and to ask them
who they would like to be married to.

"
I'll have the

King of Ulster for a husband," says one
;

" and I'll have
the King of Munster," says another; "and," says the

youngest, "I'll have no husband but the Brown Bear of

Norway." For a nurse of hers used to be telling her of

an enchanted prince that she called by that name, and
she fell in love with him, and his name was the first name
on her lips, for the very night before she was dreaming
of him. Well, one laughed, and another laughed, and

they joked on the princess all the rest of the evening.
But that very night she woke up out of her sleep in a

great hall that was lighted up with a thousand lamps ; the

richest carpets were on the floor, and the walls were
covered with cloth of gold and silver, and the place
was full of grand company, and the very beautiful prince
she saw in her dreams was there, and it wasn't a moment
till he was on one knee before her, and telling her how
much he loved her, and asking her wouldn't she be his

queen. Well, she hadn't the heart to refuse him, and
married they were the same evening.

"
Now, my darling," says he, when they were left by

themselves, "you must know that I am under enchant-

ment. A sorceress, that had a beautiful daughter, wished
me for her son-in-law

;
and because I didn't keep the

young girl at the distance I ought, the mother got power
over me, and when I refused to marry her daughter, she

made me take the form of a bear by day, and I was to

continue so till a lady would marry me of her own free

will, and endure five years of great trials after."

Well, when the princess woke in the morning, she

missed her husband from her side, and spent the day
very sorrowful. But as soon as the lamps were lighted in

the grand hall, where she was sitting on a sofa covered

with silk, the folding doors flew open, and he was sitting
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by her side the next minute. So they spent another

evening so happy, and he took an opportunity of warning
her that whenever she began to tire of him, or not to have

any confidence in him, they would be parted for ever, and
he'd be obliged to marry the witch's daughter.

So she got used to find him absent by day, and they

spent a happy twelvemonth together, and at last a beau-

tiful little boy was born
;
and as happy as she was before,

she was twice as happy now, for she had her child to

keep her company in the day when she couldn't see her

husband.

At last, one evening, when herself, and himself and
her child, were sitting with a window open because
it was a sultry night, in flew an eagle, took the infant's

sash in his beak, and flew up in the air with him. She

screamed, and was going to throw herself out through
the window after him, but the prince caught her, and
looked at her very seriously. She bethought of what he
said soon after their marriage, and she stopped the cries

and complaints that were on her lips. She spent her days

very lonely for another twelvemonth, when a beautiful

little girl was sent to her. Then she thought to herself

she'd have a sharp eye about her this time
; so she

never would allow a window to be more than a few

inches open.
But all her care was in vain. Another evening, wrhen

they were all so happy, and the prince dandling the baby,
a beautiful greyhound bitch stood before them, took the

child out of the father's hand, and was out of the door
before you could wink. This time she shouted, and ran

out of the room, but there was some of the servants in

the next room, and all declared that neither child nor

dog passed out. She felt, she could not tell how, to her

husband, but still she kept command over herself, and
didn't once reproach him.

When the third child was born, she would hardly allow

a window or a door to be left open for a moment ;
but

she wasn't the nearer to keep the child to herself. They
were sitting one evening by the fire, when a lady appeared
standing by them. She opened her eyes in a great fright,

and stared at her, and while she was doing so, the ap-
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pearance wrapped a shawl round the baby that was

sitting in its father's lap, and either sunk through the

ground with it, or went up through the wide chimney.
This time the mother kept her bed for a month.

" My dear," said she to her husband, when she was

beginning to recover,
" I think I'd feel better if I was

after seeing my father, and mother, and sisters once more.

If you give me leave to go home for a few days, I'd be

glad."
"
Very well," said he,

"
I will do that

;
and when-

ever you feel inclined to return, only mention your
wish when you lie down at night." The next morning
when she awoke, she found herself in her own old

chamber in her father's palace. She rung the bell, and in

a short time she had her mother, and father, and married

sisters about her, and they laughed till they cried for joy
at finding her safe back again.
So in time she told them all that happened to her, and

they didn't know what to advise her to do. She was as

fond of her husband as ever, and said she was sure that

he couldn't help letting the children go ;
but still she

was afraid beyond the world to have another child to be
torn from her. Well, the mother and sisters consulted a

wise woman that used to bring eggs to the castle, for they
had great confidence in her wisdom. She said the only

plan was to secure the bear's skin that the prince was

obliged to put on every morning, and get it burned, and
then he couldn't help being a man night and day, and
then the enchantment would be at an end.

So they all persuaded her to do that, and she promised
she would ; and after eight days she felt so great a long-

ing to see her husband again, that she made the wish the

same night, and when she woke three hours after, she was
in her husband's palace, and himself was watching over
her. There was great joy on both sides, and they were

happy for many days.
Now she began to reflect how she never felt her hus-

band leaving her of a morning, and how she never found
him neglecting to give her a sweet drink out of a gold
cup just as she was going to bed.

So one night she contrived not to drink any of it,

though she pretended to do so
; and she was wakeful
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enough in the morning, and saw her husband passing out

through a panel in the wainscot, though she kept her

eyelids nearly closed. The next night she got a few

drops of the sleepy posset that she saved the evening
before, put into her husband's night drink, and that made
him sleep sound enough. She got up after midnight,

passed through the panel, and found a beautiful brown
bear's hide hanging in an alcove. She stole back, and
went down to the parlour fire, and put the hide into the

middle of it, and never took eyes off it till it was all fine

ashes. She then lay down by her husband, gave him
a kiss on the cheek, and fell asleep.

If she was to. live a hundred years, she'd never forget
how she wakened next morning, and found her husband

looking down on her with misery and anger in his face.
"
Unhappy woman," said he,

"
you have separated us for

ever ! Why hadn't you patience for five years ? I am
now obliged, whether I like or no, to go a three days'

journey to the witch's castle, and live with her daughter.
The skin that was my guard you have burned it, and
the egg-wife that gave you the counsel was the witch

herself. I won't reproach you : your punishment will

be severe enough without it. Farewell for ever !

"

He kissed her for the last time, and was off the next

minute walking as fast as he could. She shouted after

him, and then seeing there was no use, she dressed her-

self and pursued him. He never stopped, nor stayed,
nor looked back, and still she kept him in sight ; and
when he was on the hill she was in the hollow, and when
he was in the hollow she was on the hill. Her life was
almost leaving her, when just as the sun was setting, he
turned up a bohyeen (lane), and went into a little house.

She crawled up after him, and when she got inside there

was a beautiful little boy on his knees, and he kissing and

hugging him. "
Here, my poor darling," says he,

"
is

your eldest child, and there," says he, pointing to a nice

middle-aged woman that was looking on with a smile on
her face,

"
is the eagle that carried him away." She

forgot all her sorrows in a moment, hugging her child,

and laughing and crying over him. The Vanithee washed

their feet, and rubbed them with an ointment that took
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all the soreness out of their bones, and made them as

fresh as a daisy. Next morning, just before sunrise, he
was up, and prepared to be off.

"
Here," said he to

her,
"

is a thing which may be of use to you. It's a

scissors, and whatever stuff you cut with it will be turned

into rich silk. The moment the sun rises, I'll lose all

memory of yourself and the children, but I'll get it at

sunset again ;
farewell." But he wasn't far gone till she

was in sight of him again, leaving her boy behind. It

was the same to-day as yesterday : their shadows went
before them in the morning, and followed them in the

evening. He never stopped, and she never stopped, and
as the sun was setting, he turned up another lane, and
there they found their little daughter. It was all joy
and comfort again till morning, and then the third day's

journey commenced.
But before he started, he gave her a comb, and told

her that whenever she used it, pearls and diamonds
would fall from her hair. Still he had his full memory
from sunset to sunrise ; but from sunrise to sunset he
travelled on under the charm, and never threw his eye
behind. This night they came to where the youngest

baby was, and the next morning, just before sunrise, the

prince spoke to her for the last time. "
Here, my poor

wife," said he, "is a little hand-reel, with gold thread

that has no end, and the half of our marriage ring. If

you can ever get to my bed, and put your half ring to

mine, I will recollect you. There is a wood yonder, and
the moment I enter it, I will forget everything that ever

happened between us, just as if I was born yesterday.

Farewell, dear wife and child, for ever." Just then the

sun rose, and away he walked towards the wood. She
saw it open before him, and close after him, and when
she came up, she could no more get in than she could

break through a stone wall. She wrung her hands, and
shed tears, but then she recollected herself, and cried

out,
"
Wood, I charge you by my three magic gifts the

scissors, the comb, and the reel to let me through ;

" and
it opened, and she went along a walk till she came in sight
of a palace, and a lawn, and a woodman's cottage in the

edge of the wood where it came nearest the palace.
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She went into this lodge, and asked the woodman
and his wife to take her into their service. They were
not willing at first

;
but she told them she would ask no

wages, and would give them diamonds, and pearls, and
silk stuffs, and gold thread whenever they wished for

them. So they agreed to let her stay.

It wasn't long till she heard how a young prince, that

was just arrived, was living in the palace as the husband
of the young mistress. Herself and her mother said

that they were married fifteen years before, and that he

was charmed away from them ever since. He seldom
stirred abroad, and every one that saw him remarked
how silent and sorrowful he went about, like a person
that was searching for some lost thing.
The servants and conceited folk at the big house

began to take notice of the beautiful young woman at

the lodge, and to annoy her with their impudent ad-

dresses. The head-footman was the most troublesome,
and at last she invited him to come take tea with her.

Oh, how rejoiced he was, and how he bragged of it in

the servants' hall ! Well, the evening came, and the

footman walked into the lodge, and was shown to her

sitting-room ;
for the lodge-keeper and his wife stood in

great awe of her, and gave her two nice rooms to herself.

Well, he sat down as stiff as a ramrod, and was talking
in a grand style about the great doings at the castle,

while she was getting the tea and toast ready.
"
Oh,"

says she to him,
" would you put your hand out at

the window, and cut me off a sprig or two of honey-
suckle ?

" He got up in great glee, and put out his hand
and head ;

and said she,
"
By the virtue of my magic

gifts, let a pair of horns spring out of your head, and
serenade the lodge." Just as she wished, so it was. They
sprung from the front of each ear, and tore round the

walls till they met at the back. Oh, the poor wretch !

and how he bawled, and roared ! and the servants that

he used to be boasting to, were soon flocking from the

castle, and grinning, and huzzaing, and beating tunes on

tongs, and shovels, and pans ;
and he cursing and swearing,

and the eyes ready to start out of his head, and he so black

in the face, and kicking out his legs behind like mad.
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At last she pitied his case, and removed the charm,
and the horns dropped down on the ground, and he
would have killed her on the spot, only he was as weak
as water, and his fellow-servants came in, and carried

him up to the big house.

Well, some way or other, the story came to the ears

of the prince, and he strolled down that way. She had

only the dress of a country-woman on her as she sat

sewing at the window, but that did not hide her beauty,
and he was greatly puzzled and disturbed, after he had
a good look at her features, just as a body is perplexed
to know whether something happened to him when he
was young, or if he only dreamed it. Well, the witch's

daughter heard about it too, and she came to see the

strange girl ;
and what did she find her doing, but cutting

out the pattern of a gown from brown paper ; and as she

cut away, the paper became the richest silk she ever saw.

The lady looked on with very covetous eyes, and, says

she,
" What would you be satisfied to take for that

scissors ?
" "

I'll take nothing," says she,
" but leave to

spend one night in the prince's chamber, and I'll swear

that we'll be as innocent of any crime next morning as

we were in the evening." Well, the proud lady fired up,
and was going to say something dreadful

;
but the scissors

kept on cutting, arid the silk growing richer and richer

every inch. So she agreed, and made her take a great
oath to keep her promise.
When night came on she was let into her husband's

chamber, and the door was locked. But, when she came
in a tremble, and sat by the bed-side, the prince was
in such a dead sleep, that all she did couldn't awake
him. She sung this verse to him, sighing and sobbing,
and kept singing it the night long, and it was all in

vain :

" Four long years I was married to thee
;

Three sweet babes I bore to thee ;

Brown Bear of Norway, won't you turn to me ?
"

At the first dawn, the proud lady was in the chamber,
and led her away, and the footman of the horns put out

his tongue at her as she was quitting the palace.
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So there was no luck so far; but the next day the

prince passed by again, and looked at her, and saluted

her kindly, as a prince might a farmer's daughter, and

passed on
;
and soon the witch's daughter came by, and

found her combing her hair, and pearls and diamonds

dropping from it.

Well, another bargain was made, and the princess

spent another night of sorrow, and she left the castle at

daybreak, and the footman was at his post, and enjoyed
his revenge.
The third day the prince went by, and stopped to

talk with the strange woman. He asked her could he do

anything to serve her, and she said he might. She asked

him did he ever wake at night. He said that he was
rather wakeful than otherwise

;
but that during the last

two nights, he was listening to a sweet song in his dreams,
and could not wake, and that the voice was one that he
must have known and loved in some other world long

ago. Says she,
" Did you drink any sleepy posset either

of these evenings before you went to bed ?
" "I did," said

he.
" The two evenings my wife gave me something to

drink, but I don't know whether it was a sleepy posset
or not." "

Well, prince," said she,
" as you say you would

wish to oblige me, you can do it by not tasting any drink

this afternoon."
"

I will not," says he, and then he went
on his walk.

Well, the great lady was soon after the prince, and
found the stranger using her hand-reel and winding
threads of gold off it, and the third bargain was made.
That evening the prince was lying on his bed at

twilight, and his mind much disturbed
;
and the door

opened, and in his princess walked, and down she sat by
his bed-side, and sung :

" Four long years I was married to thee ;

Three sweet babes I bore to thee ;

Brown Bear of Norway, won't you turn to me ?
"

" Brown Bear of Norway !

"
said he : "I don't under-

stand you." "Don't you remember, prince, that I was

your wedded wife for four years ?
" "

I do not," said he,
" but I'm sure I wish it was so."

" Don't you remember
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our three babes, that are still alive ?
" " Show me them.

My mind is all a heap of confusion." " Look for the half

of our marriage ring, that hangs at your neck, and fit it

to this." He did so, and the same moment the charm
was broken. His full memory came back on him, and
he flung his arms round his wife's neck, and both burst

into tears.

Well, there was a great cry outside, and the castle

walls were heard splitting and cracking. Every one in

the castle was alarmed, and made their way out. The

prince and princess went with the rest, and by the time

all were safe on the lawn, down came the building, and
made the ground tremble for miles round. No one ever

saw the witch and her daughter afterwards. It was not

long till the prince and princess had their children with

them, and then they set out for their own palace. The

kings of Ireland, and of Munster and Ulster, and their

wives, soon came to visit them, and may every one that

deserves it be as happy as the Brown Bear of Norway
and his family.

The Goban Saor, pronounced Gubawn Seer (free smith,

free mason, or free carpenter, in fact), is a relative of

Wayland Smith, or Vcelund, in the Vcelundar Quida ;

but with equal skill he is endowed with more mother

wit than the Northern craftsman. Unconnected adven-

tures of this character are met with in every country of

Europe. It is probable that a more complete legend

concerning this celebrated gow (Smith) would be met

with in Mayo or Kerry. Vulcan or Prometheus was the

original craftsman ; perhaps Daedalus might dispute the

honour with them. These old-world legends have reached

our time and our province in an unsatisfactory and de-

graded state. All that remains to us is to make the most

we can of our materials.

Our smith is a more moral, as well as a more fortunate

man, than the Vcelund of the Northern saga. Vcelund
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returns evil for evil, and the master smith of MM.
Asbjornsen and Moe is altogether unprincipled. He
cuts off horses' legs to shoe them with the greater ease

to himself, and sets an old woman in his furnace, in the

vague hope that he may hammer her into a fresh young
lass when she is hot enough.

THE GOBAN SAOR.

It is a long time since the Goban Saor was alive.

Maybe it was him that built the Castle of Ferns
; part

of the walls are thick enough to be built by any goban,
or gow, that ever splintered wood, or hammered red-hot

iron, or cut a stone. If he didn't build Ferns, he built

other castles for some of the five kings or the great
chiefs. He could fashion a spear-shaft while you'd
count five, and the spear-head at three strokes of a

hammer. When he wanted to drive big nails into beams
that were ever so high from the ground, he would pitch
them into their place, and, taking a fling of the hammer
at their heads, they would be drove in as firm as the

knocker of Newgate, and he would catch the hammer
when it was falling down.
At last it came to the King of Munster's turn to get

his castle built, and to Goban he sent. Gobaa knew
that, in other times far back, the King of Ireland killed

the celebrated architects, Rog, Robog, Rodin, and

Rooney, the way they would never build another palace

equal to his, and so he mentioned something to his wife

privately before he set out. He took his son along with

him, and the first night they got lodging at a farmer's

house. The farmer told them they might leave their

beasts to graze all night in any of his fields they pleased.
So they entered one field, and says Goban,

" Tie the

bastes up for the night."
" Why ?" says the son ; "I can't

find anything strong enough."
"
Well, then, let us try

the next field. Now," says he,
"

tie up the horses if you
can." " Oh ! by my word, here's a thistle strong enough
this time." " That will do."
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The next night they slept at another farmer's house,
where there were two young daughters one with black

hair, very industrious ; the other with fair complexion,
and rather liking to sit with her hands across, and listen

to the talk round the fire, than to be doing any work.
While they were chatting about one thing and another,

says the Goban,
"
Young girls, if I'd wish to be young

again, it would be for the sake of getting one of you for

a wife
;
but I think very few old people that do be think-

ing at all of the other world, ever wish to live their lives

over again. Still I wish that you may have good luck in

your choice of a husband, and so I give you three bits of

advice. Always have the head of an old woman by the

hob
;
warm yourselves with your work in the morning ;

and, some time before I come back, take the skin of a

newly-killed sheep to the market, and bring itself and the

price of it home again." When they were leaving next

morning, the Goban said to his son,
"
Maybe one of

these girls may be your wife some day."
As they were going along, they met a poor man

striving to put a flat roof over a mud-walled round cabin,
but he had only three joists, and each of them was only

three-quarters of the breadth

across. Well, the Goban

put two nicks near one end
of every joist on opposite
sides

;
and when these were

fitted into one another, there

was a three-cornered figure
formed in the middle, and
the other ends rested on
the mud wall, and the floor

they made was as strong as

anything. The poor man
blessed the two men, and

they went on. That night

they stopped at a house where the master sat by the fire,

and hardly opened his mouth all the evening. If he

didn't talk, a meddlesome neighbour did, and interfered

about everything. There was another chance lodger
besides the Goban and his son, and when the evening
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was half over, the Goban said he thought he would go
farther on his journey as it was a fine night.

" You may
come along with us, if you like," says he to the other

man
;
but he said he was too tired. The two men slept

in a farmer's house half a mile farther on
;
and the next

morning the first news they heard, when they were

setting out, was, that the man of the house they left the

evening before was found murdered in his bed, and
the lodger taken up on suspicion. Says he to his

son,
" Never sleep a night where the woman is every-

thing, and the man nothing." He stopped a day or

two, however, and by cross-examining and calling wit-

nesses, he got the murder tracked to the woman and the

busy neighbour.
The next day they came to a ford, where a dozen of

carpenters were puzzling their heads about setting up a

wooden bridge that would neither have a peg nor a nail

in any part of it. The king would give a great reward to

them if they succeeded, and if they didn't, he'd never give
one of them a job again.

" Give us a hatchet and a few

sticks," says the Goban,
" and we'll see if we have any

little genius that way." So he squared a few posts and

cross-bars, and made a little bridge on the sod ; and it

was so made, that the greater weight was on it, and the

stronger the stream of water, the solider it would be. 1

Maybe the carpenters warri't thankful, except one

envious, little, ould basthard of a fellow, that said any
child might have thought of the plan (it happened he

didn't think of it though), and would make the Goban
and his son drink a cag of whisky, only they couldn't

delay their journey.

1 If a curious reader wishes to know the secret of the roofing of
the round cabin, let him get three twigs, cut a notch within half an
inch of one end of each, and another about an inch and a half from

that, but on the opposite side. Let him get a hat, or a large mug,
or anything else he pleases, and by adapting the notched ends to

each other, he will find the plan of making a roof-support to his

model cabin after some essays, more or less, and some healthy trials

of his patience. The editor of these sketches will not attempt to

decide whether the Goban or Julius Caesar was the inventor of the

peg-less and nail-less bridge, but the mode of construction may be
learned from the Commentaries on the Gallic War.
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At last they came to where the King of Munster kep'
his coort, either at Cashel or Limerick, or some place in

Clare, and the Goban burned very little daylight till he
had a palace springing up like a nagger. People came
from all parts, and were in admiration of the fine work

;

but as they were getting near the eaves, one of the

carpenters that were engaged at the wooden bridge came
late one night into the Goban's room, and told him what
himself was suspecting, that just as he would be setting
the coping stone, the scaffolding would, somehow or

other, get loose, himself fall down a few stories and be

kilt, the king wring his hands, and shed a few crocodile

tears, and the like palace never be seen within the four

seas of Ireland.
" Sha gu dheine^ says the Goban to himself; but

next day he spoke out plain enough to the king.
" Please

your Majesty," says he,
"

I am now pretty near the end of

my work, but there is still something to be done before we
come to the wall-plate that is to make all sure and strong.
There is a bit of a charm about it, but I haven't the tool

here it is at home, and my son got so sick last night,
and is lying so bad, he is not able to go for it. If you
can't spare the young prince, I must go myself, for my
wife wouldn't intrust it to any one but of royal blood."

The king, rather than let the Goban out of his sight,
sent the young prince for the tool. The Goban told him
some outlandish name in Irish, which his wife would find

at his bed's head, and bid him make all the haste he
could back.

In a week's time, back came two of the poor attend-

ants that were with the prince, and told the king that

his son was well off", with the best of eating and drinking,
and chess-playing and sword exercise, that any prince
could wish for, but that out of her sight the Goban's wife

nor her people would let him, till she had her husband
safe and sound inside of his own threshold.

Well, to be sure, how the king fumed and raged ! but
what's the use of striving to tear down a stone wall with

your teeth? He could do without his palace being
finished, but he couldn't do without his son and heir.

1 "That's it," or "
Is that it ?"
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The Goban didn't keep spite ;
he put the finishing touch

to the palace in three days, and, in two days more, him-
self and his son were sitting at the farmer's fireside where
the two purty young girls wor.

"
Well, my colleen bawn,

;I

says he to the one with the

fair hair,
" did you mind the advice I gev you when I

was here last?" " Indeed I did, and little good it did
me. I got an old woman's skull from the churchyard,
and fixed it in the wall near the hob, and it so frightened

every one, that I was obliged to have it taken back in an
hour."

" And how did you warm yourself with your
work in the cold mornings ?

" " The first morning's work
I had was to card flax, and I thrune some of it on the fire,

and my mother gave me such a raking for it, that I didn't

offer to warm myself that way again."
" Now for the

sheep-skin."
" That was the worst of all. When I told

the buyers in the market that I was to bring back the skin

and the price of it, they only jeered at me. One young
buckeen said, if I'd go into the tavern and take share of

a quart of mulled beer with him, he'd make that bargain
with me, and that so vexed me that I turned home at

once."
"
Well, that was the right thing to do, anyhow.

Now my little Ceann Dhu (black head), let us see how

you fared. The skull ?
" " Och !

"
says an old woman,

sitting close to the fire in the far corner,
" I'm a distant

relation that was left desolate, and this," says she tapping
the side of her poor head,

"
is the old woman's skull she

provided."
"
Well, now for the warming of yourself

in the cold mornings." "Oh, I kept my hands and
feet going so lively at my work that it was warming
enough." "Well, and the sheep-skin?" "That was

easy enough. When I got to the market, I went to the

crane, plucked the wool off, sold it, and brought home
the skin."

" Man and woman of the house," says the Goban,
"

I

ask you before this company, to give me this girl for my
daughter-in-law ;

and if ever her husband looks crooked

at her, I'll beat him within an inch of his life." There
was very few words, and no need of a black man to

make up the match ; and when the prince was returning

home, he stopped a day to be at the wedding. If I hear
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of any more of the Goban's great doings, I'll tell 'em
some other time.

Intermixed with tales of the wild and wonderful, we

sometimes meet in the old Gaelic collections with a few

of a more commonplace character, illustrative of the

advantage of observing certain moral maxims or time-

honoured proverbs. The MS. from which we have

obtained the following story does not explain what the

colour of the soles of the dying king had to do in the

narrative.

THE THREE ADVICES WHICH THE KING WITH
THE RED SOLES GAVE TO HIS SON. 1

When the chief of the Bonna Dearriga was on his

death-bed he gave his son three counsels, and said

misfortune would attend him if he did not follow them.

The first was never to bring home a beast from a fair

after having been offered a fair price for it
;
the second,

never to call in ragged clothes on a friend when he
wanted a favour from him

;
the third not to marry a wife

with whose family he was not well acquainted.
The name of the young chief was Ulan, called Don,

from his brown hair, and the first thing he set about

doing after the funeral, was to test the wisdom of his

father's counsels. So he went to the fair of Tailtean2

with a fine mare of his, and rode up and down. He
asked twenty gold rings for his beast, but the highest bid

he got was only nineteen. To work out his design he

would not abate a screpal, but rode home on her back in

the evening. He could have readily crossed a ford that

lay in his way near home
;
for sheer devilment he leaped

the river higher up, where the banks on both sides were

steep. The poor beast stumbled as she came near the

edge, and was flung head foremost into the rocky bed,
1 This in the corrupt wording of our MS. is

"
Sceal Re Bonna

Dearriga na tri chourla do hug she dha mac."
2 Now Telltown in Meath. Centuries before the Christian era

meetings were held there for the purpose of negotiating marriages,
and hiring servants, and transacting other matters of business.
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and killed. He was pitched forward, but his fall was
broken by some shrubs that were growing in the face of

the opposite bank. He was as sorry for the poor mare
as any young fellow, fond of horses and dogs, could be.

When he got home he sent a giolla to take off the

animal's two four-legs at the knee, and these he hung up
in the great hall of his dun, having first had them

properly dried and prepared.
Next day he repaired again to the fair, and got into

conversation with a rich chief of Oriel, whose handsome

daughter had come to the meeting to purchase some
cows. Ulan offered his services, as he knew most of the

bodachs and the bodachs' wives who were there for the

object of selling. A word to them from the handsome
and popular young chief, and good bargains were given
to the lady. So pleased was her father, ay and she too,

with this civility that he forthwith received an invitation

to hunt and fish at the northern rath, and very willingly
he accepted it. So he returned home in a very pleasant
state of mind, and was anxious that this second experi-
ment should succeed better than the first.

The visit was paid, and in the mornings there were

pleasant walks in the woods with the young lady, while

her little brother and sister were chasing one another

through the trees, and the hunting and fishing went on

afterwards, and there were feasts of venison, and wild

boar, and drinking of wine and mead in the evenings, and
stories in verse recited by bards, and sometimes moon-

light walks on the ramparts of the fort, and at last

marriage was proposed and accepted.
One morning as Ulan was musing on the happiness

that was before him, an attendant on his promised bride

walked into his room. " Great must be your surprise,
O Ulan Don," said she,

"
at this my visit, but my respect

for you will not allow me to see you fall into the pit that

is gaping for you. Your affianced bride is an unchaste
woman. You have remarked the deformed Fergus Rua,
who plays on the small clarsech, and is the possessor of
thrice fifty stories. He often attends in her room late in

the evening to play soft music to her, and to put her to

sleep with this soft music and his stories of the Danaan
F 2
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druids. Who would suspect the weak deformed creature,
or the young lady of noble birth? By your hand, O
Ulan of the brown hair, if you marry her, you will bring

disgrace on yourself and your clan. You do not trust

my words ! Then trust to your own senses. She would
most willingly break off all connexion with the lame
wretch. since she first laid eyes on you, but he has sworn
to expose her before you and her father. When the

household is at rest this night, wait at the entrance of

the passage that leads to the women's apartments. I

will meet you there. To-morrow morning you will

require no one's advice for your direction."

Before the sun tinged the purple clouds, next morning,
Ulan was crossing the outer moat of the lios, and lying
behind him on the back of his trusty steed was some

long object carefully folded in skins.
" Tell your

honoured chief," said he to the attendant who was con-

ducting him,
" that I am obliged on a sudden to depart,

and that I request him by his regard for me to return my
visit a fortnight hence, and to bring his fair daughter
with him." On he rode, and muttered from time to time,
"
Oh, had I slain the guilty pair, it would be a well-

merited death! the deformed wietch ! the weak lost

woman ! Now for the third trial !

"

Ulan had a married sister, whose rath was about twelve

of our miles distant from his. To her home he repaired
next day, changing clothes with a beggar whom he met
on the road. When he arrived, he found that they were

at dinner, and several neighbouring families with them
in the great hall.

" Tell my sister," said he to a giolla

who was lounging at the door, "that I wish to speak
with her." " Who is your sister ?

"
said the other in an

insolent tone, for he did not recognise the young chief

in his beggar's dress. "Who should she be but the

Blian a Teagh, you rascal !

" The fellow began to laugh,
but the open palm of the irritated young man coming
like a sledge stroke on his cheek, dashed him on the

ground, and set him a-roaring.
"
Oh, what has caused

this confusion ?
"

said the lady of the house, coming out

from the hall.
"

I," said her brother,
"
punishing your

giolla's disrespect." "Oh, brother, what has reduced
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you to such a condition ?
" " An attack on my house,

and a creagh made on my lands in my absence. I have
neither gold nor silver vessels in my dun, nor rich cloaks,
nor ornaments, nor arms for my followers. My cattle

have been driven from my lands, and all as I was on a

visit at the house of my intended bride. You must
come to my relief; you will have to send cattle to my
ravaged fields, gold and silver vessels, and ornaments
and furs, and rich clothes to my house, to enable me to

receive my bride and her father in a few days."
" Poor

dear Ulan!" she answered, "my heart bleeds for you.
I fear I cannot aid you, nor can I ask you to join our

company within in these rags. But you must be hungry ;

stay here till I send you some refreshment."

She quitted him, and did not return again, but an
attendant came out with a griddle-cake in one hand, and
a porringer with some Danish beer in it in the other.

Ulan carried them away to the spot where he had quitted
the beggar, and gave him the bread, and made him drink

the beer. Then changing clothes with him he rewarded

him, and returned home, bearing the porringer as a

trophy.
On the day appointed with the father of his affianced,

there were assembled in Illan's hall, his sister, his sister's

husband, his affianced, her father, and some others.

When an opportunity offered after meat and bread, and
wine had gone the way of all food, Ulan addressed his

guests :

" Friends and relations, I am about confessing
some of my faults before you, and hope you will be
bettered by the hearing. My dying father charged me
never to refuse a fair offer for horse, cow, or sheep, at a

fair. For refusing a trifle less than I asked for my noble

mare, there was nothing left to me but those bits of her

fore-legs you see hanging by the wall. He advised me
never to put on an air of want when soliciting a favour.

I begged help of my sister for a pretended need, and
because I had nothing better than a beggar's cloak on

me, I got nothing for my suit but the porringer that you
see dangling by the poor remains of my mare. I wooed
a strange lady to be my wife, contrary to my dying
father's injunction, and after seeming to listen favourably
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to my suit, she at last said I should be satisfied with the

crutches of her lame and deformed harper : there they
are !

" The sister blushed, and was ready to sink through
the floor for shame. The bride was in a much more
wretched state, and would have fainted, but it was not

the fashion of the day. Her father stormed, and said

this was but a subterfuge on the part of Ulan. He
deferred to her pleasure, but though torn with anguish
for the loss of the young chiefs love and respect, she

took the blame on herself.

The next morning saw the rath without a visitor
;
but

within a quarter of a year the kind-faced, though not

beautiful daughter of a neighbouring Duine Uasal (gentle-

man) made the fort cheerful by her presence. Ulan

had known her since they were children. He was long
aware of her excellent qualities, but had never thought
of her as a wife till the morning after his speech. He
was fonder of her a month after his marriage than he was
on the marriage morning, and much fonder when a year
had gone by, and presented his house with an heir.
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LEGENDS OF THE "GOOD PEOPLE"





LEGENDS OF THE "GOOD PEOPLE

ALL our superstitions, and a great part of our legendary

lore, have descended to us from our pagan ancestors.

Aphrodite and Artemis selected lovers from among
mortals

; Melusina, Viviana, Morgana, and other beau-

tiful and celebrated fairies, followed their example in

enthralling Christian knights. The Lianhan Sighe (Fairy

love) still attaches herself to some favoured mortal, who
is thenceforward lost to human affection, and becomes

what in pagan times would have been called a Nympho-
lept. Juno and the three Fates assisted at the births

of mortals so do the fairies. The inflexible destinies

were called the Parcae (merciful) ;
the timorous cottager

propitiates the fairies by addressing them as the Duine

Mat/ia, "The Good People." Hephaestion, and his

swart Cyclops, forged impregnable armour for favoured

heroes ;
the dwarf workers in the Northern mines did

the same for the terrible sea-kings. In the penetralia, at

each side of the fire, were the Lares and Penates to keep

blessings about the abode of the master. The Kobolds

frequented favoured houses to bless the servants' efforts,

or even do their work. Apollo and Hercules got much
trouble destroying great hydras ;

Fion MacCumhail
murdered piasts in nearly every lake in Ireland. Achilles

was rendered invulnerable in every part of his body ex-
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cept his heel
; Siegfried, the dragon slayer, could not be

wounded except at a portion of his back, the size of a

small leaf. The Golden Fleece brought misery to its

possessors ;
so did the Nibelungen hoard. The three

goddesses so reverenced among the Gauls and Germans,

and the Druidic priestesses afterwards substituted for

them, became at last the fairies or Breton Korigans ; and

the herbs of Druidic rites still retain their power at All-

Hallow Tide, in furnishing truthful visions of their future

husbands to superstitious damsels.

The name Fairy has given rise to long disquisitions.

The nearest root, in sound at least, is the Persian Peri.

Then we have for the correct name, Fay, the Fata, or

Destinies, which became Fada in the Provencal, and

Hada in the Spanish tongues. The Greek language

furnishes Moipat (the Fates), and the propitiating title

Parcse (merciful), applied to the Destinies, has its repre-

sentative in the " Good People," applied to the Fays in

Ireland. The Gaelic name is Sighe, which is not found

out of Ireland and the Highlands, except at La font dt

Scee, in Poitou. The Breton Korigan may derive from

Kovpr), young maid, or, perhaps, the Celtic corrig, a hill.

The word Fairy, or Faerie, is properly the state or con-

dition of the Fays.

Even as the Parcae or other female divinities assisted

at the births of Achilles, Meleager, &c., so, in the

romances of the Middle Ages, fairies were present at the

births of Holger the Dane, Oberon, Tristrem, &c., and

endowed them with valuable gifts, or predicted their

future fortunes. Till our own days the Bretons would

have a feast laid out in an adjoining room on these

occasions for their visitors. Aurora carried away the

favoured Tithonus into her glowing palace of the morn-

ing. Calypso retained Ulysses in the happy isle of
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Qgygia. King Arthur was borne to the isle of Avalon

by Morgana. Lanval was conducted into the same isle

by his fairy love ; Ossian was kept in the "Land of

Youth " under the Atlantic for a hundred and fifty years,

by Nea of the Golden Hair; and the fairies contem-

porary with our fathers and mothers stole away to their

Sighe-mounts as many mortals as they could get into

their power. The druidical bowl of inspiration, and the

symbolic lance, sought by Peredur in pagan Brittany,

became, in the hands of the Christian romancers, the

langraal or bowl used at the last supper, and the spear

which pierced our Saviour's side
;
and Sir Percival went

forth in quest of them. Error varies its form, but its

essence is indestructible. There is scarcely a legend 01

article of belief of the Greek or Roman mythology

which, in some modification, may not be traced in the

fairy systems of all the countries of Europe.

In connecting fairy superstition with paganism once

prevailing over Europe, one circumstance remains to be

noticed. The progeny of a god or goddess when re-

siding among mortals, was distinguished by super-

excellent qualities ; any of the fairy race that have

abode among men are noticeable for peculiarities the

very reverse. They are gluttonous, peevish, ungrateful,

and spiteful, and are never found to develop into any-

thing better than rickety children. At the introduction

of Christianity, Crom, Odin, Frea, Zeus, Aphrodite, and

Bacchus the Intemperate, were obliged to forego adora-

tion and even respect. They lost a good deal of their

beauty, and the best part of their amiability, and even

frolicsome Pan degenerated into the hoofed and horned

devil. Their proceedings towards man became of a

capricious, if not baleful character, and their interference

in human affairs was deprecated by all right-minded
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and timorous people. The next legend will illustrate

these remarks, Mrs. K., of the Duffrey, being our

informant :

THE FAIRY CHILD.

There was a sailor that lived up in Grange when he
was at home

; and one time, when he was away seven or

eight months, his wife was brought to bed of a fine boy.
She expected her husband home soon, and she wished
to put off the christening of the child till he'd be on the

spot. She and her husband were not natives of the

country, and they were not as much afraid of leaving the

child unchristened as our people would be.

Well, the child grew and throve, and the neighbours
all bothered the woman to take him to Father M.'s to be

baptixed, and all they said was no use. " Her husband
would be soon home, and then they'd have a joyful

christening."
There happened to be no one sick up in that neigh-

bourhood for some time, so the priest did not come to

the place, nor hear of the birth, and none of the people
about her could make up their minds to tell upon her, it

is such an ugly thing to be informing ;
and then the

child was so healthy, and the father might be on the spot

any moment.
So the time crept on, and the lad was a year and

a half old, and his mother up to that time never lost

five nights' rest by him
;
when one evening that she

came in from binding after the reapers, she heard

wonderful whingeing and lamenting from the little bed
where he used to sleep. She ran over to him and asked

him what ailed him. "
Oh, mammy, I'm sick, and I'm

hungry, and I'm cold ; don't pull down the blanket."

Well, the poor woman ran and got some boiled bread

and milk as soon as she could, and she asked her other

son, that was about seven years old, when he took sick.
"
Oh, mother," says he,

"
lie was as happy as a king,

playing near the fire about two hours ago, and I was

below in the room, when I heard a great rush like as if
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a whole number of fowls were flying down the chimley.
I heard my brother giving a great cry, and then another

sound like as if the fowls were flying out again ; and
when I got into the kitchen there he was, so miserable-

looking that I hardly knew him, and he pulling his hair,

and his clothes, and his poor face so dirty. Take a look

at him, and try do you know him at all."

So when she went to feed him she got such a fright,

for his poor face was like an old man's, and his body,
and legs, and arms, all thin and hairy. But still he re-

sembled the child she left in the morning, and "
mammy,

mammy," was never out of his mouth. She heard of

people being fairy-struck, so she supposed it was that

that happened to him, but she never suspected her own
child to be gone, and a fairy child left in its place.

Well, it's he that kept the poor woman awake many a

night after, and never let her have a quiet day, crying for

bread and milk, and mashed pitaytees, and stirabout
;

and it was still "mammy, mammy, mammy," and the

glows and the moans were never out of his mouth. Well,

he had like to eat the poor woman out of house and

home, and the very flesh off her bones with watching and
sorrow. Still nothing could persuade her that it wasn't

her own child that was in it.

One neighbour and another neighbour told her their

minds plain enough.
"
Now, ma'am, you see what it is

to leave a child without being christened. If you done

your duty, fairy, nor spirit, nor divel, would have no

power over your child. That ounkran (cross creature) in

the bed is no more your child nor I am, but a little imp
that the Duinc Sighe (fairy people) God between us and
harm ! left you. By this and by that, if you don't whip
him up and come along with us to Father M.'s, we'll go,

hot foot, ourselves, and tell him all about it. Christened

he must be before the world is a day older."

So she went over and soothered him, and said,
"
Come,

alanna, let me dress you, and we'll go and be christened."

And such roaring and screeching as came out of his throat

would frighten the Danes. "
I haven't the heart," says

she at last
;

" and sure if we attempted to take him in

that state we'd have the people of the three townlands
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follying us to the priest's, and I'm afeard he'd take it

very badly."
The next day when she came in, in the evening, she

found him quite clean and fresh-looking, and his hair

nicely combed. "
Ah, Pat," says she to her other son,

" was it you that done this ?
"

Well, he said nothing till

he and his mother were up at the fire, and the a/igas/iore

(wretch) of a child in his bed in the room. "
Mother,"

says he then, in a whisper, "the neighbours are right,

and you are wrong. I was out a little bit, and when I

was coming round by the wall at the back of the room,
I heard some sweet voices as if they were singing inside ;

and so I went to the crack in the corner, and what was
round the bed but a whole parcel of nicely-dressed little

women, with green gowns ;
and they singing, and dress-

ing the little fellow, and combing his hair, and he laugh-

ing and crowing with them. I watched for a long time,
and then I stole round to the door, but the moment I

pulled the string of the latch I hears the music changed
to his whimpering and crying, and when I got into the

room there was no sign of anything only himself. He
was a little better looking, but as cantankerous as ever."

"Ah," says the mother, "you are only joining the ill-

natured neighbours ; you're not telling a word of truth."

Next day Pat had a new story.
"
Mother," says he, "I

was sitting here while you were out, and I began to

wonder why he was so quiet, so I went into the room to

see if he was asleep. There he was, sitting up with his

old face on him, and he frightened the life out of me, he

spoke so plain.
'

Paudh,' says he,
'

go and light your
mother's pipe, and let me have a shough ;

I'm tired o'

my life lying here.' 'Ah, you thief,' says I, 'wait till

you hear what she'll say to you when I tell her this.'
' Tell away, you pick-thanks,' says he

;

' she won't be-

lieve a word you say.'
" " And neither do I believe one

word from you," said the mother.

At last a letter came from the father, that was serving
on board the Futhryom (Le Foudroyant ?), saying he'd be

home after the letter as soon as coaches and ships could

carry him. "
Now," says the poor woman,

"
we'll have

the christening any way." So the next day she went to



LEGENDS OF THE "GOOD PEOPLE" 79

New Ross to buy sugar and tay, and beef and pork, to

give a grand let-out to welcome her husband
;
but bedad

the long-headed neighbours took that opportunity to gain
their ends of the fairy imp. They gathered round the

house, and one stout woman came up to the bed, pro-

miskis-like, and wrapped him up in the quilt before he
had time to defend himself, and away down the lane to

the Boro she went, and the whole townland at her heels.

He thought to get away, but she held him pinned as if

he was in a vice : and he kept roaring, and the crowd

kept laughing, and they never crack-cried till they
were at the stepping-stones going to Ballybawn from

Grange.
Well, when he felt himself near the water he roared

like a score of bulls, and kicked like the divel, but my
brave woman wasn't to be daunted. She got on the

first stepping-stone, and the water, as black as night from
the turf-mu/t (mould), running under her. He felt as

heavy as lead, but she held on to the second. Well, she

thought she'd go down there with the roaring, and the

weight, and the dismal colour of the river, but she got
to the middlestone, and there down through the quilt
he fell as a heavy stone would through a muslin hand-
kerchief. Off he went, whirling round and round, and

letting the frightfulest laughs out of him, and showing
his teeth and cracking his fingers at the people on the

banks. ''

Oh, yous think yous are very clever, now,"

sajs he. "You may tell that fool of a woman from me
that all I'm sorry for is that I didn't choke her, or do
worse for her, before her husband comes home; bad
luck to yous all !

"

Well, they all came back joyful enough, though they
were a little frightened. But weren't they rejoiced to

meet the poor woman running to them with her fine

healthy child in her arms, that she found in a delightful

sleep when she got back from the town. You may be

sure the next day didn't pass over him till he was bap-

tized, and the next day his father got safe home. Well,

I needn't say how happy they were
;

but bedad the

woman was a little ashamed of herself next Sunday at

Rathnure Chapel while Father James was preaching
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about the wickedness of neglecting to get young babies

baptized as soon as possible after they're born.

Life among the Icelandic elves only partially resembles

that among the Celtic fairies. The process of getting

rid of one of them when introduced into a human family

is, however, much the same among Celts and Scandina-

vians. The Breton or Irish housewife being incommoded

by a squalling, rickety brat, collects a number of eggs ;

and after throwing away the contents, places the shells

carefully in a pot set over the fire. He looks with

wonder on the operation ; and when, in reply to his

question, she explains that she is going to extract beer

from them, he cries out,
"

I remember when they were

building Babel, and never heard before of a brewery of

egg-shells." Being now sure of his quality she summons

her relations, and they get rid of him by taking him on

a shovel, and landing him comfortably in the middle of

the dung-lough at the bottom of the bawn, and letting

him cry his fill. His fairy relations come to his rescue

with little loss of time, and he vents his rage at not

having done more mischief while he had been in such

comfortable quarters.

Ion Arnason tells us, in his " Icelandic Legends
"

lately published by Mr. Bentley, that a Northern woman,
under the same circumstances, sets a pot. furnished with

some eatable, on the fire
;
and having fastened many

twigs in continuation of a spoon handle till the end of

the shank appears above the chimney, she inserts the

bowl in the mess. This excites the curiosity of the imp,

and he is dislodged in the same way as his far-off brother

in Galway. It would be, perhaps, trying the patience of^

the reader unduly to enlarge on all the ingenious devices

practised for the ejectment of different intruders, so we
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will, using a story-teller's privilege, surround one case

with the circumstances which waited on three or four.

THE CHANGELING AND HIS BAGPIPES.

A certain youth whom we shall here distinguish by the

name of Rickard the Rake, amply earned his title by
the time he lost in fair-tents, in dance-houses, in following

hunts, and other unprofitable occupations, leaving his

brothers and his aged father to attend to the concerns of

the farm, or neglect them as they pleased. It is indis-

pensable to the solemnities of a night dance in the

country, to take the barn door off its hinges, and lay it

on the floor to test the skill of the best dancers in the

room in a single performance. In this was Rickard

eminent, and many an evening did he hold the eyes of

the assembly intent on his flourishes, lofty springs and

kicks, and the other fashionable variations taught by the

departed race of dancing-masters.
One evening while earning the applause of the ad-

miring crowd, he uttered a cry of pain, and fell on his

side on the hard door. A wonderful scene of confusion

ensued, the groans of the dancer, the pitying exclama-

tions of the crowd, and their endeavours to stifle the

sufferer in their eagerness to comfort him. We must

suppose him carried home and confined to his bed for

weeks, the complaint being a stiffness in one of his hip

joints, occasioned by a fairy-dart. Fairy-doctors, male
and female, tried their herbs and charms on him in

vain
; and more than one on leaving the house said to

one of his family,
" God send it's not one of the sheeoges

yous are nursing, instead of poor wild Rickard !

"

And indeed there seemed to be some reason in the

observation. The jovial, reckless, good-humoured buck
was now a meagre, disagreeable, exacting creature, with

pinched features, and harsh voice, and craving appetite ;

and for several weeks he continued to plague and distress

his unfortunate family. By the advice of a fairy-man a

pair of bagpipes was accidentally left near his bed, and
ears were soon on the stretch to catch the dulcet notes

of the instrument from the room. It was well known
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that he was not at all skilled in the musical art
;
so if a

well-played tune were heard from under his fingers, the

course to be adopted by this family was clear.

But the invalid was as crafty as they were cunning ;

groans of pain and complaints of neglect formed the

only body of sound that issued from the sick chamber.

At last, during a hot harvest afternoon when every one
should be in the field, and a dead silence reigned through
the house, and yard, and out-offices, some one that was

watching from an unsuspected press saw an anxious,

foxy face peep out from the gently opened door of the

room, and draw itself back after a careful survey of the

great parlour into which it opened, and which had the

large kitchen on the other side. Soon after, the introduc-

tory squeal of the instrument was heard, but of a sweeter

quality than the same pipes ever uttered before or after

that day. Then followed a strain of such wild and
sweet melody as held in silent rapture about a dozen

of the people of the house and some neighbours who
had been apprised of the experiment, and who, till the

first enchanting sound breathed through the house, had

kept themselves quiet in the room above the kitchen,

consequently the farthest from the changeling's station.

While they stood or sat entranced as air succeeded to

air, and the last still the sweetest, they began to dis-

tinguish whispers, and the nearly inaudible rustle of soft

and gauzy dresses seemingly brushing against each other,

and such subdued sounds as a cat's feet might cause,

swiftly pacing along a floor. They were unable to stir,

or even move their lips, so powerful was the charm of

the fairy's music on their wills and their senses, till at

last the fairy-man spoke the only person who had the

will or the capacity to hold conference with him being
the fairy-woman from the next townland.

He. Come, come ! this must be put a stop to.

The words were not all uttered when a low whistling
noise was heard from the next room, and the moment
after there was profound stillness.

She. Yes, indeed
;
and what would you advise us to

do first with the anointed sheeoge ?

He. We'll begin easy. We'll take him neck and crop
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and hold his head under the water in the turnhole till

we'll dhrive the divel out of him.

She. That 'ud be a great deal too easy a punishment
for the thief. We'll hate the shovel red-hot, put it under
his currabingo, and land him out in the dung-lough.

He. Ah, now
;
can't you thry easier punishments on

him ? I'll put the tongs in the fire till the claws are as

hot as the divel, and won't I hould his nasty crass nose

between them till he'll know the difference between a

fiery faces and a latchycock}-

She. No, no ! Say nothing, and I'll go and bring

my liquor, drawn from the leaves of the lussmore
;

2 and
if he was a sheeoge forty times, it will put the inside of

him into such a state that he'd give the world he could

die. Some parts of him will be as if he had red-hot saws

rasping him asunder, and others as if needles of ice were

crossing and crossing each other in his bowels
;
and when

he's dead, we'll give him no better grave nor the bog-hole,
or the outside of the churchyard.

He. Very well
;

let's begin. I'll bring my red-hot

tongs from the kitchen fire, and you your little bottle of

lussmore water. Don't any of yez go in, neighbours, till

we have them ingradients ready.
There was a pause in the outer room while the fairy-

man passed into the kitchen and back. Then there was
a rush at the door, and a bursting into the room

;
but

there was no sign of the changeling on the bed, nor

under the bed, nor in any part of the room. At last one
of the women shouted out in terror, for the face of the

fiend was seen at the window, looking in, with such
scorn and hate on the fearful features as struck terror

into the boldest. However, the fairy-man dashed at him
with his burning tongs in hand; but just as it was on
the point of gripping his nose, a something between
a laugh and a scream, that made the blood in their veins

run cold, came from him. Face and all vanished, and

1
Attempts at two law terms. The author has been acquainted

with peasants to whom law terms and processes were as familiar as

ever they were to poor Peter Peebles.
2 Great Herb. The Pui-pureus Digitalis, Fairy-finger, or Fox-

glove.

G 2
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that was the last that was seen of him. Next morning,
Rickard, now a reformed rake, was found in his own
bed. Great was the joy at his recovery, and great it

continued, for he laid aside his tobacco-pipe, and pint
and quart measures. He forsook the tent and the shee-

been house, and took kindly to his reaping-hook, his

spade, his plough, and his prayer-book, and blessed the

night he was fairy-struck on the dance floor.

The mutual proceedings of the intruding fairies and

the intruded-on mortals, are not always of the hostile

character hitherto described. It is with some plea-

sure that we record an instance where the desirable

re-exchange was effected without those disagreeable

agencies resorted to in the case of "Rickard the Rake."

THE TOBINSTOWN SHEEOGE.

In the pleasant valley of the Duffrey, sheltered from

the north-west winds by the huge pile of Mount Leinster,

lie two villages separated by a turf bog. The western

cluster is called Kennystown, and the eastern, Tobins-

town. 1 The extensive Rath of Cromogue commands
the bog on the north, and the over-abounding moisture

in the holes and drains finds its way to the noisy Glasha
on the south. The elder inhabitants of these villages

spoke the Irish tongue at the close of the last century
and the beginning of this. About the year 1809, the in-

habitants of the whole valley spent a Sunday afternoon

on the dry tussocks of the bog, sounding the dark pools
with long poles and fishing spears, to stir up a descendant

of the serpent that had laid the country waste in the days
of Brian Boroimhe. Some intelligent person had seen it

lying on the surface of Lough na Piastha about half a

1 Let no incautious reader suppose that these villages were

respectively inhabited by Tobins and Kennys. There was one

family of Tobins extant, we forget in which village, but no Kenny in

either. Thus Forrestalstown was filled by O'Learys, the Forrestals

occupying a village in Gurawn entirely to themselves.
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mile off, a day or two before, and a still more intelligent

person had seen it tearing across the intermediate fields

on Saturday night, with sparks of fire flashing from its

tail. If the young piast was at the bottom of a bog-hole
he remained there quietly enough. The enthusiastic

crowd was obliged to separate at nightfall, no incident

having rewarded their expectations beyond the fall of a
little boy into a turf-pool, his rescue and consequent
punishment by a loving but irritable parent. This, how-

ever, is no better than a digression.

Katty Clarke of Tobinstown was once happy in the

possession of a fine boy, the delight of her eyes and

heart, till one unlucky day, when she happened to sleep
too long in the morning, and, consequently, had not

time to say her prayers. Mr. Clarke, coming in from the

fields, was annoyed at not finding the stirabout ready,
and opened his mind on the subject. Katty was vexed
with him and herself, and cursed a little, as was

customary sixty years since among men and women in

remote districts of our country. All these annoyances
prevented her from remembering the holy water, and
from sprinkling some drops on her little son, and making
the sign of the cross on his innocent forehead. When
the men and boys left the house for their out-door work
after breakfast, Katty took a pailful of soiled linen to

the spot where the stream formed a little pool, and
where the villagers had fixed a broad and flat

"
beetling

"

stone. While she was employed in cleaning the clothes,

she let her child sit or roll about on the grassy slope
behind her.

All at once she heard a scream from the boy, and
when she turned, and ran to him, she found him in con-

vulsions. She ran home with him, administered salt and

water, and the other specifics popular in the country.
The fit passed away, but she was grieved to perceive
that the weazened, pained expression still remained on
his face, and that his whimpering and whining did not

abate in fact, to use a well-worn Irish expression, "the

cry was never out of his mouth." He ate as much as

would suffice a full-grown man, and was always ready for

food both at regular meal-times and between them,
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After a week of this state of things, the neighbours came
to the conclusion that it was a sheeoge that Katty was

slaving her life out for. Katty's family came next into

the same persuasion, and lastly, but with some doubts,

Katty herself.

At a family and neighbourly council, held round the

fire, after the children had been sent to bed, they pro-
ceeded to get rid of the little wretch, and this was the

order of the ceremonial :

A neighbour took the shovel, rubbed it clean, laid it

on the floor, and his wife, seizing on the supposed fairy,

placed it sitting on the broad iron blade. She held it

there stoutly, notwithstanding its howls, while her

husband, raising it gently, proceeded to the bawn,

accompanied by the assembly, and, despite all opposition
on its part, placed it on a wisp of straw which crowned
the manure heap. The luxury of the seat did not suc-

ceed in arresting his outcries, but his audience not taking
much notice, joined hands, and in their own parlance
serenaded the crowned heap three times, while the fairy-

man, who had been summoned from Bawnard (high

court), recited an incantation in Irish, of which we give
a literal version :

" Come at our call, O Sighe mother !

Come and remove your offspring.
Food and drink he has received,
And kindness from the Ben-a-teagh.

l

Here he no longer shall stay,
But depart to the Duine Matha.
Restore the lost child, O Bean-Sighe !

2

And food shall be left for thy people
When the cloth is spread on the harvest-field,
On the short grass newly mown.
Food shall be left on the dresser-shelf,
And the hearthstone shall be clean,
When the Clann Sighe come in crowds,
And sweep in rings round the floor,

And hold their feast at the fire.

Restore the mortal child, O Bean-Sighe !

And receive thine own at our hands.

The charm and the third round ending at the same
time, all re-entered the house, and closed the door.

1 Woman of the house, "

Lady fairy.
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They soon felt the air around them sweep this way and

that, as if it was stirred by the motion of wings, but they
remained quiet and silent for about ten minutes. Opening
the door, they then looked out, and saw the bundle of

straw on the heap, but neither child nor fairy.
" Go into

your bedroom, Katty," said the fairy-man, "and see if

there's anything left on the bed." She did so, and they
soon heard a cry of joy, and Katty was among them in a

moment, kissing and hugging h^r own healthy-looking
child, who was waking and rubbing his eyes, and won-

dering at the lights and all the eager faces.

Whatever hurry Katty might be in of a morning after

that, she never left her bedside till she had finished, as

devoutly as she could, her five Paters and five Aves, and
her Apostles' Creed and her Confiteor. And she never
cursed or swore except when she was surprised by a

sudden fit of passion.

In one point of elvish mythology, Teuton and Celt are

agreed, viz., that whether the supernatural beings of the

old superstition be called fairies, elves, nixes, trolls, kori-

gans, or duergars, they all live in fear of utter condem-

nation at the Day of Judgment. Their dislike of the

human race arises from envy of their destiny, which

they regard as the filling of the heavenly seats lost by
themselves. Sometimes they experience a slight hope
that their place may not be with Satan and his angels,

and then they become urgent with holy and wise mortals,

to give judgment on their case. This phase of fairy life

will be illustrated by the local legend of

THE BELATED PRIEST.

A very lonesome road connects the village of Ballin-

daggin, in the Duffrey, with the townland of Mangan,
on the Bantry side of the brawling Urrin, and outside

these intermediate stations it leads to Kaim and Castle-

boro, on one side, and the high road from Bunclody to
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Ross on the other. From the river to Ballindaggin,

you hardly meet a house, and fallow fields extend on
each side.

Father Stafford was asked, rather late in the day, to

make a sick call at a cabin that stood among these

fields, at a considerable distance from this road, a
cabin from which no lane led either to by-road or public
road. He was delayed longer than he expected, and
when he was leaving the cabin it was nearly dark.

This did not disturb him much. There was a path that

led to the road, and he knew he had only to keep a

north-easterly direction to come out on it, not far from
the village already named. So he went on fearlessly for

some time, but complete obscurity soon surrounded

him, and he would have been sorely perplexed, had it

not been that the path lay for the most part beside the

fences.

At last, instead of passing in a line near the fence,

it struck across the field ; and, open his eyes wide as

he might, he could hardly distinguish it from the dry,
russet-coloured grass at each side. Well, he kept his

eyes steadily fixed in the due direction, and advanced
till he was about the middle of the field, which happened
to be a large one. There some case of conscience, or

other anxious subject, crossed his mind, and he stopped
and fidgeted about, walking restlessly this way and that

fora few steps, totally forgetting his present circumstances.

Coming at last to some solution of his difficulty, full recol-

lection returned, and he was sensible of being thoroughly

ignorant of the direction in which his proper route lay.

If he could but get a glimpse of Mount Leinster, it would
be all well ; but, beyond a few perches, all was in the

deepest darkness on every side. He then set off in a

straight line, which he knew would bring him to some

fence, and perhaps he might find stile or gap for his

guidance. He went twice round the field, but, in the

confusion of his faculties, he could find no trace of path
or pass. He at last half resolved to cross the fence,
and go straight on, but the dykes were, for the most

part, encumbered with briers, and furze-bushes crowned
the tops of the steep clay mounds.
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While he stood perplexed, he heard the rustle of wings
or bodies passing swiftly through the air, and a musical

voice was heard :

" You will suffer much if you do not

find your way. Give us a favourable answer to a question,
and you shall be on the road in a few minutes." The

good priest was somewhat awed at the rustle and the

voice, but he answered without delay,
" Who are you,

and what's your question ?
" The same voice replied,

" We are the Chlann Sighe, and wish you to declare that

at the last day our lot may not be with Satan. Say that

the Saviour died for us as well as for you."
"

I will

give you a favourable answer, if you can make me a

hopeful one. Do you adore and love the SON OF GOD ?
"

He received no answer but weak and shrill cries, and the

rushing of wings, and at once it seemed as if he had
shaken off some oppression. The dark clouds had sepa-

rated, a weak light was shed round where he stood, and
he distinguished the path, and an opening in the bushes
on the fence. He crossed into the next field,' and, follow-

ing the path, he was soon on the road. In fifteen minutes
he was seated at his comfortable fire, and his little round

table, covered with books, was at his side.

The good people, as already mentioned, are not uni-

formly selfish. They are grateful for food left in their

way, and other kindnesses shown them by the human

race. The following tale will furnish an illustration. In

a modified form, it is well known in Brittany, and is a

favourite in Munster. It was the earliest fairy legend

known to our boyhood, and is the most popular of

those that have been preserved by the people of the

south-east of Ireland. Every locality lays the scene in

some rath in the neighbourhood. The phraseology in

which the legend was so often heard is preserved.

THE PALACE IN THE RATH.

Every one from Bunclody to Enniscorthy knows the

rath l between Tombrick and Munfin. Well, there was a
1 A small circular meadow surrounded by a mound overgrown
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poor, honest, quiet little creature, that lived just at the

pass of Glanamoin, between the hill of Coolgarrow and
Kilachdiarmid. His back was broken when he was a

child, and he earned his bread by making cradles, and

bosses, and chairs, and beehives, out of straw and
briers. No one in the barony of Bantry or Scarawalsh

could equal him at these. Well, he was a sober little

fellow enough, but the best of us may be overtaken. He
was coming from the fair of Enniscorthy one fine summer

evening, up along the beautiful shady road of Munfin
;

and when he came near the stream that bounds Tom-
brick, he turned into the fields to make his road short.

He was singing merrily enough, but by degrees he got
a little stupefied ;

and when he was passing the dry,

grassy ditch that surrounds the rath, he felt an inclination

to sit and rest himself.

It is hard to sit awhile, and have your eyes a little

glassy, and the things seeming to turn round you, without

falling off Asleep ;
and asleep my poor little man of

straw was in a few minutes. Things like droves of cattle,

or soldiers marching, or big flakes of foam on a flooded

river, were pushing on through his brain, and he thought
the drums were playing a march, when up he woke, and
there in the face of the steep bank that was overgrown
with bushes and blackthorn, a passage was open between

nice pillars, and inside was a great vaulted room, with

arches crossing each other, a hundred lamps hanging from

the vault, and thousands of nice little gentlemen and

ladies, with green coats and gowns, and red sugar-loaf

caps, curled at the tops like old Irish birredhs, dancing
and singing, and nice little pipers and fiddlers, perched

up in a little gallery by themselves, and playing music

to help out the singing.
He was a little cowed at first, but as he found no one

taking notice of him, he stole in, and sat in a corner,

and thought he'd never be tired looking at the fine little

people figuring, and cutting capers, and singing. But at

last he began to find the singing and music a little tedious.

with furze-bushes, the remains of the earthen fort of one of the small

chiefs of old days. They are erroneously called
" Danes' forts.'''
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It was nothing but two short bars and four words, and
this was the style :

" Yac Luan, yae Morth
Yae Luan, yae Morth."

The longer he looked on, the bolder he grew, and at

last he shouted at the end of the verse

"
Agus Dha Haed-yeen."

Oh, such cries of delight as rose up among the merry
little gentry ! They began the improved song, and shouted
it till the vault rang :

" Yae Luan, Yae Morth
Yae Luan, yae Morth
Yae Luan, yae Morth,

Agus Dha Haed-yeen."
1

After a few minutes, they all left off the dance, and

gathered round the boss maker, and thanked him for

improving their tune. "Now," said the chief, "if you
wish for anything, only say the word, and, if it is in our

power, it must be done." "
I thank you, ladies and gen-

tlemen," says he; "and if you would only remove this

hump from my back, I'd be the happiest man in the

Duffrey."
"
Oh, easy done, easy done !

"
said they.

" Go on again with the dance, and you come along with

us." So on they went with

"
Monday, Tuesday
Monday, Tuesday
Monday, Tuesday,

And Wednesday too."

One fairy taking their new friend by the heel, shot him
in a curve to the very roof, and down he came the other

side of the hall. Another gave him a shove, and up he

flew back again, He felt as if he had wings ;
and one

time when his back touched the roof, he found a sudden

delightful change in himself; .and just as he touched the

ground, he lost all memory of everything around him.

Next morning he was awakened by the sun shining on

1
Correctly Dia Luain, Dia Mairt, Dia Ceadoin ; Moon's Day,

Mar's Day, Woden's Day (First Fast).
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his face from over Slieve Buie, and he had a delightful
feel down along his body instead of the disagreeable
cruith he was accustomed to. He felt as if he could go
from that to the other side of the stream at one step, and
he burned little daylight till he reached Glanamoin. He
had some trouble to persuade the neighbours of the

truth of what had happened ;
but the wonder held only

nine days ;
and he had like to lose his health along with

his hump, for if he only made his appearance in Bally-

carney, Castle-Dockrell, Ballindaggin, Kilmeashil, or

Bunclody, ten people would be inviting him to a share

of a tumbler of punch, or a quart of mulled beer.

The news of the wonderful cure was talked of high
and low, and even went as far as Ballynocrish, in Bantry,
where another poor angashore of a humpback lived.

But he was very unlike the Dufirey man in his dispo-
sition : he was as cross as a brier, and almost begrudged
his right hand to help his left. His poor old aunt and a

neighbour of hers set out one day, along with him, along
the Bunclody road, passing by Killanne and the old

place of the Colcloughs at Uuffrey Hall, till they reached

Temple-shambo. Then they kept along the hilly by-road
till they reached the little man's house near the pass.

So they up and told their business, and he gave them
a kind welcome, and explained all the ins and outs of

his adventure
;
and the end was, the four went together

in the heel of the evening to the rath, and left the little

lord in his glory in the dry, brown grass of the round

dyke, where the other met his good fortune. The little

ounkran never once thanked them for all the trouble they
were taking for him. He only whimpered about being
left in that lonesome place, and bade them to be sure to

be with him at the flight of night, because he did not

know what way to take from it.

At last, the poor cross creature fell asleep ; and after

dreaming about falling down from rocks, and being held

over the sea by his hump, and then that a lion had him

by the same hump, and was running away with him, and
then that it was put up for a target for soldiers to shoot

at, the first volley they gave awoke him, and what was

it but the music of the fairies in full career. The
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melody was the same as it was left them by the hive-

maker, and the tune and dancing was twice as good as it

was at first. This is the way it went :

" Yae Luan, yae Morth
Vac Luan, yae Morth
Yae Luan, yae Morth,

Agus Dha Haed-yeen."

But the new visitor had neither taste nor discretion ;

so when they came about the third time to the last line,

he croaked out :

"
Agus Dha Yserd-yeen,

Agus Dha Haen-ya.
"

l

It was the same as a cross fiddler that finds nobody
going to give him anything, and makes a harsh back-

screak of his bow along one of the strings. A thousand
voices cried out,

" Who stops our dance ? who stops our

dance ?
" and all gathered round the poor fellow. He

could do nothing but stare at them with his poor, cross,

frightened face
;
and they screamed and laughed till he

thought it was all over with him.

But it was not over with him.
"
Bring down that hump," says the king ;

and before

you could kiss your hand it was clapped on, as fast as

the knocker of Newgate, over the other hump. The
music was over now, the lights went out, and the poor
creature lay till morning in a nightmare ;

and there the

two women found him, at daybreak, more dead than

alive. It was a dismal return they had to Ballynocrish ;

and the moral of my story is, that you should never
drive till you first try the virtue of leading.

This fairy legend is certainly one of the most ancient

of its kind. Dancing to the tiresome melody was a

punishment inflicted on the fairies for their pristine

crimes. No wonder that they should have felt grateful

for the improvement effected.

1

Correctly Diar Daoin, Dia Anii/c, \ )ics Jovis, Dies Veneris,

Thursday, Friday.
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THE BRETON VERSION OF THE PALACE IN THE
RATH.

In the Breton mythology the Irish fairies are replaced

by the korils (night dancers), who assemble on the heaths

and execute rondes till daybreak. Any inattentive mor-

tal crossing their territory is seized on, and obliged to

caper all night, and at sunrise is at the point of death

with fatigue. Bcnead Guilcher, the hero of a story
similar to the Lusinore of the Legends of the South of

Ireland, returning with his wife from his labours at the

plough, was on the point of being seized on, when they
observed his paddle (fork in the original) in his hand,
and so were obliged to relinquish their prey, singing at

the same time,
"

Lez-hi, lez-hon,
Bac'h an arer 7/0 gant hon ;

Lez-hon, lez-hi,

Bac'h arer zo gant hi.
"

" Let him go, let her go,
Fork of plough has he ;

Let her go, let him go,
Fork of plough have they."

But the bold Benead, through curiosity and a wish to

get rid of his hump, voluntarily joined the dance on
another night, having first made them solemnly promise
on the cross not to work him beyond his strength. They
at once recommenced dance and song, the whole
chant limited to three words

"
Di-Ltin, Di-Mcurs, Di-Mercher."

"
Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday."

" With submission to you, gentlemen," said Guilcher,

"your song is of the shortest. You stop too soon in the

week. I think I could improve it."

" Do so, do so," cried they all, and he chanted

"
Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday,
Thursday, Friday, Saturday.

They were so pleased, that when he requested beauty
of face and form, they took him up, and pitched him
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from one to the other
;
and when he had gone the round,

his hump was away, and a handsome face given him.
He did not reveal his adventure in full till he was

obliged by another humpback, who exercised the office

of usurer, and to whom poor Benead owed eight crowns.
He tried his fortune among the little korils, and pro-
mised to further improve the melody. But he was a

stutterer, and could only get out

"
Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday,
Thursday, Friday, Saturday,
And Su-Su-Sundny too

And Su- Sunday too

Su- Sunday
Su-Sunday too."

They stopped him in vehement anger, and bade him
name his wish.

"Gi-gi-give me," said he, "what Guilcher left.''

" We will," said they, and down came the additional

hump.
Being now most furious with Guilcher, he reduced him

to the point of selling off all the little he possessed. So
in this strait he once more repaired to the dwarfs.

They went on with the song, enlarged by the Sunday,
but Guilcher tiring of the bald melody, added a line, and

completed their bliss.

"
Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday,
Thursday, Friday, Saturday,
With Sunday, as 'tis meet,
And so the week's complete."

Guilcher revealing his misery, they all flung their purses
to him, and home he went in joy. Alas ! when the

contents were turned out on the table, they were found
to consist of dry leaves, sand, and horse-hair. The

frightened wife ran to the benitier, and luckily finding
some holy water there, sprinkled it on themselves and
the table

;
and lo, a pile of gold and jewels sparkled

before them ! In Ireland the reverse would have taken

place.

The Breton version is more complete than the Irish

one. The korils explained to Guilcher that they had
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been doomed to perpetual night-dancing, with an im-

perfect melody, till some mortal should have the courage
to join them, and complete the strain. After Guilcher

had lengthened it, they were in hopes of the usurer

finishing it, and hence their anger with him.

THE FAIRY NURSE.

There was once a little farmer and his wife living near

Coolgarrow. They had three children, and my story

happened while the youngest was on the breast. The
wife was a good wife enough, but her mind was all on
her family and her farm, and she hardly ever went to her

knees without falling asleep, and she thought the time

spent in the chapel was twice as long as it need be. So,

begonies, she let her man and her two children go before

her one day to Mass, while she called to consult a fairy-

man about a disorder one of her cows had. She was
late at the chapel, and was sorry all the day after, for

her husband was in grief about it, and she was very fond
of him.

Late that night he was wakened up by the cries of his

children calling out,
"
Mother, mother !

" When he sat

up and rubbed his eyes, there was no wife by his side,

and when he asked the little ones what was become of

their mother, they said they saw the room full of nice

little men and women, dressed in white, and red, and

green, and their mother in the middle of them, going out

by the door as if she was walking in her sleep. Out he

ran, and searched everywhere round the house, but

neither tale nor tidings did he get of her for many a

day.

Well, the poor man was miserable enough, for he was
as fond of his woman as she was of him. It used to

bring the salt tears down his cheeks to see his poor
children neglected and dirty, as they often were, and

they'd be bad enough only for a kind neighbour that

used to look in whenever she could spare time. The
infant was out with a wet nurse.

About six weeks after just as he was going out to his



LEGENDS OF THE "GOOD PEOPLE" 97

work one morning a neighbour, that used to mind
women at their lying-in, came up to him, and kept step

by step with him to the field, and this is what she told

him.

"Just as I was falling asleep last night, I hears a

horse's tramp in the bawn, and a knock at the door, and

there, when I came out, was a fine-looking dark man,
mounted on a black horse, and he told me to get ready
in all haste, for a lady was in great want of me. As
soon as I put on my cloak and things, he took me by
the hand, and I was sitting behind him before I felt

myself stirring.
' Where are we going, sir ?

'

says I.

' You'll soon know,' says he ; and he drew his fingers
across my eyes, and not a stim remained in them. I

kept a tight grip of him, and the dickens a knew I knew
whether he was going backwards or forwards, or how

long we were about it, till my hand was taken again, and
I felt the ground under me. The fingers went the other

way across my eyes, and there we were before a castle

door, and in we went through a big hall and great rooms
all painted in fine green colours, with red and gold
bands and ornaments, and the finest carpets and chairs

and tables and window-curtains, and fine ladies and

gentlemen walking about. At last we came to a bed-

room, with a beautiful lady in bed, and there he left

me with her
; and, bedad, it was not long till a fine

bouncing boy came into the world. The lady clapped
her hands, and in came Fir^- Dhorocha (Dark man), and
kissed her and his son, and praised me, and gave me a

bottle of green ointment to rub the child all over.
"
Well, the child I rubbed, sure enough ; but my right

eye began to smart me, anti I put up my finger and gave
it a rub, and purshuin to me if ever I was so frightened.
The beautiful room was a big rough cave, with water

oozing over the edges of the stones, and through the

clay ; and the lady, and the lord, and the child, weazened,

poverty-bitten crathurs nothing but skin and bone, and
the rich dresses were old rags. I didn't let on that I

found any difference, and after a bit says Fir Dhorocha,
' Go before me to the hall-door, and I will be with you

1

Correctly, Fear Doirche.

H
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in a few moments, and see you safe home.' Well, just

as I turned into the outside cave, who should I see

watching near the door but poor Molly. She looked

round all frightened, and says she to me in a whisper
' I'm brought here to give suck to the child of the king
and queen of the fairies

;
but there is one chance of

saving me. All the court will pass the cross near

Templeshambo, next Friday night, on a visit to the

fairies of Old Ross. If John can catch me by hand
or cloak when I ride by, and has courage not to let go
his grip, I'll be safe. Here's the king. Don't open your
mouth to answer. I saw what happened with the

ointment.'
" Fir Dhorocha didn't once cast his eye towards Molly,

and he seemed to have no suspicion of me. When we
came out I looked about me, and where do you think

we were but in the dyke of the Rath of Cromogue. I

was on the horse again, which was nothing but a big
boolian bui (rag-weed), and I was in dread every minute
I'd fall off

;
but nothing happened till I found myself in

my own bawn. The king slipped five guineas into my
hand as soon as I was on the ground, and thanked me,
and bade me good night. I hope I'll never see his face

again. I got into bed, and couldn't sleep for a long
time

;
and when I examined my five guineas this morn-

ing, that I left in the table-drawer the last thing, I found
five withered leaves of oak bad scran to the giver !

"

Well, you may all think the fright, and the joy, and
the grief the poor man was in when the woman finished

her story. They talked, and they talked, but we needn't

mind what they said till Friday night came, when both
were standing where the mountain road crosses the one

going to Ross.

There they stood looking towards the bridge of Thuar,
and I won't keep you waiting, as they were in the dead
of the night, with a little moonlight shining from over
Kilachdiarmid. At last she gave a start and "

By this

and by that," says she,
" here they come, bridles jingling,

and feathers tossing," He looked, but could see nothing ;

and she stood trembling, and her eyes wide open, look-

ing down the way to the ford of Ballinacoola.
"
I see



LEGENDS OF THE " GOOD PEOPLE "
99

your wife," says she,
"
riding on the outside just so as to

rub against us. We'll walk on promiskis-like, as if we

suspected nothing, and when we are passing I'll give you
a shove. If you don't do your duty then, dickens cure

you !

"

Well, they walked on easy, and the poor hearts beat-

ing in both their breasts
; and though he could see

nothing, he heard a faint jingle, and tramping, and rust-

ling, and at last he got the push that she promised. He
spread out his arms, and there was his wife's waist within

them, and he could see her plain, but such a hullabulloo

rose as if there was an earthquake ; and he found him-

self surrounded by horrible-looking things, roaring at

him, and striving to pull his wife away. But he made
the sign of the cross, and bid them begone in God's

name, and held his wife as if it was iron his arms were
made of. Bedad, in one moment everything was as

silent as the grave, and the poor woman lying in a faint

in the arms of her husband and her good neighbour.
Well, all in good time she was minding her family and
her business again, and I'll go bail, after the fright she

got, she spent more time on her knees, and avoided fairy-

men all the days of the week, and particularly Sunday.
It is hard to have anything to do with the good

people without getting a mark from them. My brave

midwife didn't escape no more nor another. She was
one Thursday at the market of Enniscorthy, when what
did she see walking among the tubs of butter but Fir

Dhorocha, very hungry-looking, and taking a scoop out

of one tub and out of another. "
Oh, sir," says she, very

foolish,
"

I hope your lady is well, and the young heir."
"
Pretty well, thank you," says he, rather frightened like.

" How do I look in this new suit ?
"
says he, getting to

one side of her. "
I can't see you plain at all, sir," says

she.
"
Welli now," says he, getting round her back to

the other side. "Musha, indeed, sir, your coat looks no
better nor a withered dock-leaf." "

Maybe, then," says

he,
"

it will be different now," and he struck the eye next

him with a switch.

Begonies, she never saw a stim after with that one till

the day of her death.

H 2
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This fairy legend is very popular among the branches

of the Celtic race. We do not at this moment re-

collect any variety of it in the Norse or German collec-

tions. The leading feature is, however, as old as the

heroic ages of Greece. It will remind the classic

scholar of the recovery of Alcestis, and the almost re-

covery of Eurydice. The cavalier treatment of the

infernal powers by Hercules and Theseus, finds its

counterpart in Giolla na Chreck an Gour thrashing the

devils. Labhradh Loingseach takes after King Midas in

the matter of long hairy ears, and Fionn, son of Cumhail,

rivals Apollo and Hercules in the destruction of ser-

pents, wild boars, and birds. The irresistible beauty

of Adonis, and his murder by the boar, survive in -the

legend of Diarmuidh with the beauty-spot, and his death

by the "green cropped pig." These legends will be

given when their turns arrive.

It is only natural in the social condition of the fairies

that they should steal human children, and also nurses

to give suck to their own puny offspring; but why
they should carry off young men and women is not so

clear. Such, however, is the fact.

THE RECOVERED BRIDE.

There was a marriage in the townland of Curragraigue.
After the usual festivities, and when the guests were left

to themselves, and were drinking to the prosperity of the

bride and bridegroom, they were startled by the appear-
ance of the man himself rushing into the room with

anguish in his looks. "
Oh," cried he,

"
Margaret is

carried away by the fairies, I'm sure. The girls were not
left the room for half a minute when I went in, and
there is no more sign of her there than if she never
was born." Great consternation prevailed, great search
was made, but no Margaret was to be found.. After a
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night and day spent in misery, the poor brideroom laid

down to take some rest. In a while he seemed to

himself to wake from a troubled dream, and look out

into the room. The moon was shining in through the

window, and in the middle of the slanting rays stood

Margaret in her white bridal clothes. He thought to

speak and leap out of the bed, but his tongue was with-
'

out utterance, and his limbs unable to move. " Do not

be disturbed, dear husband," said the appearance ;

"
I

am now in the power of the fairies, but if you only have

courage and prudence we may be soon happy with each

other again. Next Friday will be May-eve, and the

whole court will ride out of the old fort after midnight.
I must be there along with the rest. Sprinkle a circle

with holy water, and have a black-hafted knife with you.
If you have courage to pull me off the horse, and draw
me into the ring, all they can do will be useless. You
must have some food for me every night on the dresser, for

if I taste one mouthful with them, I will be lost to you for

ever. The fairies got power over me because I was only

thinking of you, and did not prepare myself as I ought
for the sacrament. I made a bad confession, and now I

am suffering for it. Don't forget what I have said."
"
Oh, no, my darling," cried he, recovering his speech,

but by the time he had slipped out of bed, there was no

living soul in the room but himself.

Till Friday night the poor young husband spent a

desolate time. The food was left on the dresser over

night, and it rejoiced all hearts to find it vanished by
morning. A little before midnight he was at the entrance

of the old rath. He formed the circle, took his station

within it, and kept the black-hafted knife ready for

service. At times he was nervously afraid of losing his

dear wife, and at others burning with impatience for the

struggle. At last the old fort with its dark high bushy
fences cutting against the sky, was in a moment replaced

by a palace and its court. A thousand lights flashed

from the windows and lofty hall entrance, numerous
torches were brandished by attendants stationed round
the courtyard, and a numerous cavalcade of richly-

attired ladies and gentlemen was moving in the direction
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of the gate where he found himself standing. As they
rode by him laughing and jesting, he could not tell

whether they were aware of his presence or not. He
looked intent at each countenance as it approached, but

it was some time before he caught sight of the dear face

and figure borne along on a milk-white steed. She

recognised him well enough, and her features now broke

intoi a smile now expressed deep anxiety. She was
unable for the throng to guide the animal close to the

ring of power ;
so he suddenly rushed out of his bounds,

seized her in his arms, and lifted her off. Cries of rage
and fury arose on every side ; they were hemmed in, and

weapons were directed at his head and breast to terrify

him. He seemed to be inspired with superhuman
courage and force, and wielding the powerful knife he

soon cleared a space round him, all seeming dismayed
by the sight of the weapon. He lost no time, but

drew his wife within the ring, within which none of

the myriads round dared to enter. Shouts of derision

and defiance continued to fill the air for some time, but

the expedition could not be delayed. As the end of the

procession filed past the gate and the circle within which
the mortal pair held each other determinedly clasped,
darkness and silence fell on the old rath and the fields

round it, and the rescued bride and her lover breathed

freely. We will not detain the sensitive reader on the

happy walk home, on the joy that hailed their arrival, and
on all the eager gossip that occupied the townland and
the five that surround it for a month after the happy rescue.

A wonderful treasure in the detection of fairy delusions

is the four-leaved shamrock ! Once at the fair of Ennis-

corthy, a master of sleight-of-hand, willing to astonish

the simple Wexfordians, and extract some money out of

their pockets, threw his gamecock up on the roof of a

house, and there every one could see him stalk along

with a great log of Norway timber in his bill. Every
one wondered, and those near the cock as he paced

along, got from under the beam as soon as they could.
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"
Musha," says a young girl who was taking home an

armful of fresh grass to her cow,
" what are yous gapin'

at ?
" "

Gaping at ! Do you see the balk the cock is

carrying?
" "

Balk, inagh ! Purshuin' to the balk within

a street of him ! All I can see is a good wheaten straw

that he has in his bake." The showman overheard the

discourse, and called out to the girl
" What will you

take for that bunch of grass ! I'd like -to give a mouth-

ful of fresh provender to my horse." The bargain was

made, and as soon as the article was handed over to the

conjurer, the girl gave a great start and cried, "Oh, the

Lord save us ! See what the cock is carrying ! Some
one will be kilt." There was a four-leaved shamrock in

the bundle of grass.

We could name the receipt for rendering the " Good

People
"

visible, when a small whirlwind is at work with

dust and dry leaves
;
but much as we wish to diffuse a

knowledge of the social economy of Fairy Land, we are

not anxious that any of our readers should make

personal acquaintance with individuals of that coun-

try, or practise any magic rites whatever. You set

dangerous machinery in motion, without knowing how
to put it at rest again, or whether it may not tear your
own person to pieces.

A clannish spirit prevails among the Fairy folk, as well

as in that division of the human family amongst whom

they delight to dwell. Hurling matches, and even

pitched battles, occur between the " Good People
"
of dif-

ferent provinces. Passing one day along the road that

runs near Lough-na-Piastha, in company with an intelli-

gent but visionary neighbour, and talking on the present

subject, he pointed out to us a little glen on the side of

Mount Leinster, and gave this personal account of a
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FACTION-FIGHT AMONG THE FAIRIES.

"
I was sitting on the brow of that hill, the other day,

and it was so calm you could hear the buzzing of a fly's

wing. I was half asleep with the heat and with having
nothing to do, when I was aroused by a noise coming down
from the mountain along the stream. The road crosses

it just above the glen ; and at the bridge the sound
divided itself, and I heard the beat of wings on one side

of the stream and on the other, but I could see nothing.
I then seemed to hear the blowing of weak-voiced bugles,
and faint shouts, and the sound of blows, as if two

winged armies were fighting in the air; and even the firing
of shots

;
but it was as if I was hearing all through a

skreen or in a dream. It seemed to me even as if light
bodies fell in the water. At last there was greater shout-

ing and work on one side, and hurraing, and then all the
noise and rout rose in the air, and everything fell into

quiet again. Fairies don't cross streams, you say ! How
then could the Leinster fairies cross over the Suir and
Barrow to have a hurling match with the Munster fairies,

or the fairies of Ireland have a battle with the Scotch
fairies ?

"

Mrs. K. was as certain that the following adventure

had befallen her father as that she ruled her husband
without appeal, and was in turn despotically ruled by his

children.

JEMMY DOYLE IN THE FAIRY PALACE.

My father was once coming down Scollagh Gap on
a dark night, and all at once he saw, right before him,
the lights coming from ever so many windows of a castle,
and heard the shouts and laughing of people within.
The door was wide open, and in he walked

; and there
on the spot where he had often drunk a tumbler of bad
beer, he found himself in a big hall, and saw the king
and queen of the fairies sitting at the head of a long table,
and hundreds of people, all grandly dressed, eating and
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drinking. The clothes they had on them were of an old

fashion, and there were harpers and pipers by themselves

up in a gallery, and playing the most delightful old Irish

airs. There was nothing to be seen but rich silk dresses,
and pearls, and diamonds on the gentlemen and ladies

and rich hangings on the walls, and lamps blazing.
The queen, as soon as she saw my father, cried out,

"
Welcome, Mr. Doyle ;

make room there for Mr. Doyle,
and let him have the best at the table. Hand Mr. Doyle
a tumbler of punch, that will be strong and sweet. Sit

down, Mr. Doyle, and make yourself welcome." So he
sat down, and took the tumbler, and just as he was going
to taste it, his eye fell on the man next him, and he was
an old neighbour that was dead twenty years. Says the

old neighbour,
" For your life, don't touch bit nor sup."

The smell was very nice, but he was frightened by what
the dead neighbour said, and he began to notice how
ghastly some of the fine people looked when they thought
he was not minding them.

So his health was drunk, and he was pressed by the

queen to fall to, but he had the sense to take the neigh-
bour's advice, and only spilled the drink down between
his coat and waistcoat.

At last the queen called for a song, and one of the

guests sang a very indecent one in Irish. He often re-

peated a verse of it for us, but we didn't know the sense.

At last he got sleepy, and recollected nothing more only
the rubbing of his legs against the bushes in the knoc

(field of gorse) above our place in Cromogue ; and we
found him asleep next morning in the haggard, with a

scent of punch from his mouth. He told us that we
would get his knee-buckles on the path at the upper end
of the knoc, and there, sure enough, they were found.

Heaven be his bed !

THE FAIRY CURE.

We have related the adventures of a woman in the

Duffrey, who had been called on at a late hour to assist

the lady of a fairy chief in a trying situation. The person
about whom we are going to speak was also a sage-femmc
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and in that capacity was summoned by a dark rider to

aid his lady, who was on the point of adding to the Sighe

population of the country.
For nearly a year before that time, Nora's daughter,

Judy, had been confined to her bed by a sore leg, which
neither she, nor the neighbouring doctor, nor the fairy-

man, 1 could " make any hand of."

The calling up of the old woman, the ride behind the

Fir Dhorocha, and the dismounting at the door of an
illuminated palace, all took place as mentioned in the

tale above alluded to. In the hall she was surprised to

see an old neighbour, who had long been spirited away
from the haunts of his youth and manhood, to the joyless,

though showy life of the Sighe caverns. He at once
took an opportunity, when the " Dark man " was not

observing him, to impress on Nora the necessity of

taking no refreshment of any kind while under the roof

of the fairy castle, and of refusing money or any other

consideration in any form. The only exception he made
was in favour of cures for diseases inflicted by evil spirits

or by fairies.

She found the lady of the castle in a bed with pillows
and quilts of silk, and in a short time (for Nora was
a handy woman) there was a beautiful little girl lying
on the breast of the delighted mother. All the fine

ladies that were scattered through the large room, now
gathered round, and congratulated their queen, and paid

many compliments to the lucky-handed Nora. "
I am

so pleased with you," said the lady,
" that I shall be glad

to see you take as much gold, and silver, and jewels, out

of the next room, as you can carry." Nora stepped in

out of curiosity and saw piles of gold and silver coins,
and baskets of diamonds and pearls, lying about on

every side, but she remembered the caution, and came
out empty-handed. "I'm much obleeged to you, my
lady," said she,

" but if I took them guineas, and crowns,
and jewels home, no one would ever call on me again to

help his wife, and I'd be sittin' wud me hands acrass.

1 The worthy who possessed skill in curing all maladies inflicted

by the ' ' Good People," sympathetic ointments and charmed draughts
being the chief articles in his pharmacopoeia.
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and doin' nothin' but dhrinkin' tay and makin' curtchies

(courtesies), an' I'd be dead before a year 'ud be gone
by."

" Oh dear !

: '

said the lady,
" what an odd person

you are ! At any rate, sit down at that table, and help

yourself to food and drink." "
Oh, ma'am, is it them

jellies, an' custhards, an' pasthry you'd like to see me at ?

Lord love you ! I would'nt know the way to me mouth
wud the likes

;
an' I swore again dhrinkin' after a time I

was overtaken wud the liccor when I ought to be mindin'

a poor neighbour's wife." "
Well, this is too bad. Will

you even condescend to wear this shawl for my sake ?
"

"
Ach, me lady, would you have the dirty little gorsoons

roaring after me, an' may be pelting me with stones, when
I'd be going through the village?" "Well, but what

should hinder you from living in this castle all your life

with me, eating and drinking, and wearing the best of

everything ?
" "

Musha, ma'am, I'd only be the laughin'
stock o' the fine ladies and gentlemen. I'd have no ould

neighbour to have a shanachus (gossip) wud, and what
'ud the craythurs of women do for me in me own place,
when their time 'ud be come?" "Alas! alas! is there

any way in which I can show you how grateful I am for

your help and your skill ?
" "

Musha, indeed is there,

ma'am. My poor girshach, Jude, is lying under a sore

leg for a twelvemonth, an' I'm sure that the lord or your-
self can make her as sound as a bell if you only say the

word.
" " Ask me anything but that, and you shall have

it."
"
Oh, lady, dear, that's giving me everything but

the thing I want." " You don't know the offence your

daughter gave to us, I am sure, or you would not ask me
to cure her."

"
Judy offend you, ma'am ! Oh, it's impos-

sible !

" " Not at all
; and this is the way it happened.

" You know that all the fairy court enjoy their lives in

the night only, and we frequently go through the country,
and hold our feasts where the kitchen, and especially the

hearth, is swept up clean. About a twelvemonth ago,

myself and my ladies were passing your cabin, and one of

the company liked the appearance of the neat thatch, and
the whitewashed walls, and the clean pavement outside

the door, so much, that she persuaded us all to go in.

We found the cheerful turf fire shining on the well-swept
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hearth and floor, and the clean pewter and delft plates on

the dresser, and the white table. We were so well pleased,
that we sat down on the hearth, and laid our tea-tray,

and began to drink our tea as comfortably as could be.

You know we can be any size we please, and there was
a score of us settled before the fire.

" We were vexed enough when we saw your daughter
come up out of your bedroom, and make towards the

fire. Her feet, I acknowledge, were white and clean, but

one of them would cover two or three of us, the size we
were that night. On she came stalking, and just as I was

raising my cup of tea to my lips, down came the soft flat

sole on it, and spilled the tea all over me. I was very
much annoyed, and I caught the thing that came next to

my hand, and hurled it at her. It was the tea-pot, and
the point of the spout is in the small of her leg from
that night till now." "

Oh, lady, darlint ! how can you
hold spite to the poor slob of a girl, that knew no more of

you being there, nor of offending you, that she did of the

night she was born ?
" "

Well, well ;
now that is all past

and gone I believe you are right. At all events, you
have done so much for me, that I cannot refuse you any-

thing. Take this ointment, and rub it where you will

see the purple mark, and I hope that your thoughts of

me may be pleasant."

Just then, a messenger came to say that the lord was
at the hall door waiting for Nora, for the cocks would
be soon a-crowing. So she took leave of the lady, and
mounted behind the dark man. The horse's back seemed
as hard and as thin as a hazel stick, but it bore her safely
to her home. She was in a sleepy state all the time she

was returning, but at last she woke up, and found herself

standing by her own door. She got into bed as fast as

she could, and when she woke next morning, she fancied

it was all a dream. She put her hand in her pocket,
and there, for a certainty, was the box of ointment. She

stripped the clothes off her daughter's leg, rubbed some
of the stuff on it, and in a few seconds she saw the skin

bursting, and a tiny spout of a tea-pot working itself out.

Poor Judy was awake by this, and wondering what ease she

felt in her leg. I warrant she was rejoiced at the story her
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mother told her. She soon received health and strength,
and never neglected to leave her kitchen so nice when
she was going to bed, that Rich Darner himself might
eat his dinner off the floor. She took good care never
to let her feet stray over it again after bed-time, for fear

of giving offence to her unseen visitors.

THE SEA FAIRIES.

Moruadh, or Moruach, is the name given to the mer-
maids that haunt the shallow waters near our coasts.

The word is composed of Mur, sea, and Oich, maid.

The mermen do not seem on the whole to be an attrac-

tive or interesting class. Their hair and teeth are green,
their noses invariably red, and their eyes resemble those

of a pig. Moreover, they have a penchant for brandy,
and keep a look-out for cases of that article that go astray
in shipwrecks. Some naturalists attribute the hue of

their noses to extra indulgence in that liquor. It is

little to be wondered at that their young women occa-

sionally prefer marriage with a coast farmer. The wear-

ing of a nice little magic cap (the Cohuleen Druitfi) is

essential to their well-being in their country below the

waves, and the mortal husband must keep this cap well

concealed from his sea-wife. Instances are rife of deso-

lation made in families by the inadvertent finding of it by
one of the children, who, of course, shows it to his mother
to learn what it is. However strong her affection for

husband and children, she is instinctively obliged to

seize on it, and clap it on her head. She tenderly em-
braces her children, but immediately flies to the sea-

brink, plunges in, and is seen no more. The distracted

husband, when he hears the news from the forsaken

children, accuses destiny, and calls for aid to the powers
of sea and land, but all in vain. Why did he perpetrate
an unsuitable marriage ?

One man, who lived near Bantry, was blessed with an
excellent wife of this class. (As a rule, a Moruach is

most desirable as wife, mother, and mistress of a family.)

They would have lived comfortably, but many sea-cows,
aware of her original condition, would persist in coming
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up to graze on her husband's meadows, and thus be near

their relative. The husband, an unsentimental fellow,

would chase and worry the poor sea-cattle, even to

wounds and bruises, till the wife, after many useless

appeals to his good feelings, poked out her <Cohuleen
Druith and quitted him. He was sorry when it was too

late. His children, and theirs again, were distinguished

by a rough scaly skin and a delicate membrane between

fingers and toes.

THE BLACK CATTLE OF DURZY ISLAND.

Several centuries since, a family residing on Durzy
Island, off Bantry Bay, found a beautiful little coal-black

bull and cow on a verdant spot near the beach. The
cow furnished sufficient butter and milk for all domestic

wants, and next year a calf was added to the number.
When this youngster was come to the age of affording
additional support to the family, a wicked servant girl,

one day milking the parent cow, so far forgot herself as

to strike the gentle beast with the spancel, and curse her

bitterly. The outraged animal turned round to the other

two, who were grazing at some distance, and lowed to

them in a sorrowful tone, and immediately the three

moved rapidly off to the sea. They plunged in, and
forthwith the three rocks, since known as the Bull, Cow,
and Calf, arose, and continue to this day to protest

against the wickedness and ingratitude of cross-grained
servant girls.

We are indebted to Captain F. W. L. Thomas, R.N.,

for the following legend of the sea-dwellers :

THE SILKIE WIFE.

Those in Shetland and Orkney Islands who know
no better, are persuaded that the seals, or silkies, as they
call them, can doff their coverings at times, and disport
themselves as men and women. A fisher once turning a

ridge of rock, discovered a beautiful bit of green turf ad-

joining the shingle, sheltered by rocks on the landward
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side, and over this turf and shingle two beautiful women

chasing each other. Just at the man's feet lay two seal-

skins, one of which he took up to examine it. The
women, catching sight of him, screamed out, and ran to

get possession of the skins. One seized the article on
the ground, donned it in a thrice, and plunged into the

sea ; the other wrung her hands, cried, and begged the

fisher to restore her property ;
but he wanted a wife, and

would not throw away the chance. He wooed her so

earnestly and lovingly, that she put on some woman's

clothing which he brought her from his cottage, followed

him home, and became his wife. Some years later, when
their home was enlivened by the presence of two children,

the husband awaking one night, heard voices in conver-

sation from the kitchen. Stealing softly to the room

door, he heard his wife talking in a low tone with some
one outside the window. The interview was just at an

end, and he had only time to ensconce himself in bed,
when his wife was stealing across the room. He was

greatly disturbed, but determined to do or say nothing
till he should acquire further knowledge. Next evening,
as he was returning home by the strand, he spied a male
and female phoca sprawling on a rock a few yards out at

sea. The rougher animal, raising himself on his tail and

fins, thus addressed the astonished man in the dialect

spoken in these islands
;

" You deprived me of her

whom I was to make my companion ; and it was only

yesternight that I discovered her outer garment, the

loss of which obliged her to be your wife. I bear no

malice, as you were kind to her in your own fashion ;

besides, my heart is too full of joy to hold any malice.

Look on your wife for the last time." The other seal

glanced at him with all the shyness and sorrow she could
force into her now uncouth features ; but when the

bereaved husband rushed toward the rock to secure his

lost treasure, she and her companion were in the water

on the other side of it in a moment, and the poor
fisherman was obliged to return sadly to his motherless
children and desolate home.

The reader will find the character and habits of the
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Pooka illustrated in different collections of Irish Legends.

The adventure that follows was related by the sufferer to

a gentleman, from whose mouth we have it. Our autho-

rity felt certain that the man was fully persuaded of the

reality of the facts, which he was unable to detail with-

out a feeling of terror.

THE POOKA OF MURROE.

The unfortunate hero of this narrative was returning
home one night along an avenue which lay between a

hedge and a wood, the trees of which stood so close that

the boughs interlaced. He was not naturally subject to

superstitious fears, but he could not be otherwise than

frightened after advancing some distance, on hearing a

rustling in the boughs overhead, keeping pace with his

own progress. Looking up, he was terrified by the

appearance of a dark object visible through the foliage
and boughs where they were not too close, and the out-

line dimly defined by the obscure light of the sky. The
form was that of a goat, and it kept nearly over his head,

springing from bough to bough as his shaking limbs
carried him forward. The only encouraging idea that

occurred to him was, that he would soon be at the border

of the wood, and that in all probability the evil thing
would trouble him no further. After what seemed a very

long time, though it probably occupied but a few minutes,
he was under the last tree; but while hoping for the

cessation of his torment, the dreadful thing in the full

caparison of a he-goat dropped on his shoulders, and
bent him down on all fours !

He retained his senses, and merely strength enough to

creep on painfully, labouring the while under such a

sensation of horror as perhaps none can comprehend
except those who have endured the visitation of the night-
mare. He could not afterwards form any idea of the

time occupied by his staggering home under the fearful

burden. His family heard the noise as of a body falling

against the door. It was at once opened, and the poor
head of the family was found lying across the entrance,
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insensible. They brought him in, laid him before the

fire, had his hands chafed, water thrown on his face, &c.,
till he recovered consciousness. He was confined to his

bed for two or three weeks with pains and stiffness

in his bones and joints, as if he was suffering under a

severe attack of rheumatism. As there was no inten-

tional deception on the victim's side, perhaps the delu-

sion and illness may be accounted for by his lying
insensible for some time in a damp place, and being
called on while in that state by that dreadful visitant the

nightmare.
The Pooka's head-quarters in Ireland are Carrig-a-

Phooka, west of Macroom, Castle Pooka, near Doneraile,
and the island of Melaan, at the mouth of the Kenmare
river, a locality dreaded by sailors and fishers at night,
or in bad weather, the most frightful noises being heard
there at these times.

The Lubber fiend, Lubberkin, or Lurdane, of the old

English poets, seems to be related to our Celtic Luri-

gadan, by name at least
;
but our variety is not noted for

household duty, unless making a beast of himself in the

cellar pass for such. The Fear Dearg (Red Man) is in-

deed fond of a comfortable hearth in winter, and using
the tobacco-pipe left on the hob for his need. He occa-

sionally shows himself to members of the family, but
does not like to be looked at too curiously. He likewise

takes food, which is thoughtfully left aside for him, and
his continued presence in a house brings good fortune

with it. Croker says that this little red-capped and red-

coated power heads the native forces against the fairies

of foreign parts ;
and if any mortals come in their direct

course, they will for the nonce bridle and saddle them,
and convert them into special war-horses, rewarding them

by
" hands " of tobacco or other delicacies when the fight

is done.

The supernatural agent of the next legend will' not fit

comfortably in any of the divisions of the spiritual world

made by Grimm, Croker, Keightley, and others. He
would be the Lubber-Fiend of Milton, or the Brownie of
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Scotland, or the Kobold of the North, but for once

having been a " christened man." Every one up to the

mere alphabet of fairy lore, knows that the pooka does

not condescend to household drudgery, but his towns-

folk would give the sprite in question no other name ;

and in consequence, the present editor of the tale does

not feel entitled to take any liberties with it. A girl of

Kilcock thus related the story to us.

THE KILDARE POOKA.

Mr. H R
,
when he was alive, used to live a

good deal in Dublin, and he was once a great while out
of the country on account of the "

Ninety-eight
"
business.

But the servants kept on in the big house at Rath
,

all the same as if the family was at home. Well, they
used to be frightened out of their lives after going to

their beds, with the banging of the kitchen door and the

clattering of the fire-irons, and the pots, and plates, and
dishes. One evening they sat up ever so long, keeping
one another in heart with telling stories about ghosts and
fetches and that when what would you have of it ? the

little scullery boy that used to be sleeping over the horses,
and couldn't get room at the fire, crept into the hot

hearth, and when he got tired listening to the stories,

sorra fear him but he fell dead asleep.
Well and good, after they were all gone, and the fire

raked up, he was woke with the noise of the kitchen

door opening, and the trampling of an ass on the kitchen

floor. He peeped out, and what should he see but a big

grey ass, sure enough, sitting on his currabingo, and

yawning before the fire. After a little, he looked about

him, and began scratching his ears as if he was quite
tired, and says he,

"
I may as well begin first as last." The

poor boy's teeth began to chatter in his head, for says he,
" Now he's goin' to ate me

;

"
but the fellow with the long

ears and tail on him, had something else to do. He
stirred up the fire, and then he brought in a pail of water
from the pump, and filled a big pot, that he put on the
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fire before he went out. He then put in his hand foot,

I mean into the hot hearth, and pulled out the little

boy. He let a roar out of him with the fright, but the

pooka only looked at him, and thrust out his lower lip to

show how little he valued him, and then he pitched him
into his pew again.

Well, he then lay down before the fire till he heard

the boil coming on the water, and maybe there wasn't a

plate, or a dish, or a spoon on the dresser, that he didn't

fetch and put into the pot, and wash and dry the whole
bilin' of 'em as well as e'er a kitchenmaid from that to

Dublin town. He then put all of them up in their places
on the shelves, and, if he didn't give a good sweepin' to

the kitchen after all, leave it till again. Then he comes
and sits foment the boy, let down one of his ears and
cocked up the other, and gave a grin. The poor fellow

strove to roar out, but not a dheeg 'ud come out of his

throat. . The last thing the pooka done was to rake up
the fire, and walk out, giving such a slap o' the door that

the boy thought the house couldn't help tumbling down.

Well, to be sure, if there wasn't a hullabulloo next

morning, when the poor fellow told his story ! They
could talk of nothing else the whole day. One said one

thing, another said another, but a fat, lazy scullery girl

said the wittiest thing of all.
" Musha !

"
says she,

"
if the

pooka does be cleaning up everything that way when
we're asleep, what should we be slaving ourselves for,

doing his work ?
" "

Shagu dheine" says another :

" them's

the wisest words you ever said, Kauth : it's meself .won't

contradict you."
So said so done. Not a bit of a plate or dish saw a

drop of water that evening, and not a besom was laid on
the floor, and every one went to bed soon after sundown.
Next morning everything was as fine as fire in the kitchen,
and the lord mayor might eat his dinner off the flags.

It was great ease to the lazy servants, you may depend,
and everything went on well till a foolhardy gag of a

boy said he would stay up one night and have a chat

with the pooka.
He was a little daunted when the door was thrown

open, and the ass marched up to the fire. He didn't

I 2
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open his mouth till the pot was filled, and the pooka
lying snug and sausty before the fire.

" Ah then, sir !

"
says he, at last, picking up courage,

"
if it isn't taking a liberty, might I ax who you are, and

why are you so kind as to do half of the day's work for

the girls every night ?
" " No liberty at all," says the pooka,

says he :

"
I'll tell you, and welcome. I was a servant

here in the time of Squire R/s father, and was the laziest

rogue that ever was clothed and fed, and done nothing
for it. When my time came for the other world, this is

the punishment was laid on me to come here, and do
all this labour every night, and then go out in the cold.

It isn't so bad in the fine weather, but if you only knew
what it is to stand with your head between your legs,

facing the storm, from midnight to sunrise on a bleak

winter night !

" " And could we do anything for your
comfort, my poor fellow ?

"
says the boy.

"
Musha, I don't

know," says the pooka; "but I think a good quilted
frieze coat would help to keep the life in me, them long

nights."
" Why then, in throth, we'd be the ungratefulest

of people if we didn't feel for you."
To make a long story short, the next night but two the

boy was there again ;
and if he didn't delight the poor

pooka, holding up a fine warm coat before him, it's no
matter ! Betune the pooka and the man, his legs were

got into the four arms of it, and it was buttoned down
his breast and his belly, and he was so pleased, he walked

up to the glass to see how he looked. "
Well," says he,

"
it's a long lane that has no turning. I am much obliged

to yourself and your fellow-servants. Yous have made
me happy at last : good-night to you."
So he was walking out, but the other cried,

" Och !

sure you're going too soon : what about the washing and

sweeping?
" "

Ah, you may tell the girls that they must
now get their turn. My punishment was to last till I

was thought worthy of a reward for the way I done my
duty. You'll see me no more." And no more they did,

and right sorry they were for being in such a hurry to

reward the ungrateful pooka.

Our notice of the Cluricawn, Leprechaun, or Luri-
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keen, shall be brief, as he is one of the best known of

all the fairy tribe. Keightley and Croker have given us a

surfeit of the deceitful old rogue. With some trouble, a

relationship might be established between himself and

the industrious little mine-workers of the North, but the

return would not be equal to the outlay.

THE KILDARE LURIKEEN.

A young girl that lived in sight of Castle Carberry,
near Edenderry, was going for a pitcher of water to the

neighbouring well one summer morning, when who
should she see sitting in a sheltery nook under an old

thorn, but the Lurikeen, working like vengeance at a

little old brogue only fit for the foot of a fairy like him-

self. There he was, boring his holes, and jerking his

waxed ends, with his little three-cornered hat with gold
lace, his knee-breeches, his jug of beer by his side, and
his pipe in his mouth. He was so busy at his work, and
so taken up with an old ballad he was singing in Irish,

that he did not mind Breedheen till she had him by the

scruff o' the neck, as if he was in a vice. "Ah, what
are you doin' ?

"
says he, turning his head round as well

as he could. "
Dear, dear ! to think of such a purty

colleen ketchin' a body, as if he was afther robbin' a hen
roost ! What did I do to be thrated in such an un-

decent manner ? The very vulgarest young ruffin in the

townland could do no worse. Come, come, Miss

Bridget, take your hands off, sit down, and us have a

chat, like two respectable people."
"
Ah, Mr. Lurikeen,

I don't care a wisp cf borrach 1 for your politeness. It's

your money I want, and I won't take hand or eye from

you till you put me in possession of a fine lob of it."

"
Money, indeed ! Ah ! where would a poor cobbler

like me get it? Anyhow there's no money hereabouts,
and if you'll only let go my arms, I'll turn my pockets
inside out, and open the drawer of my seat, and give you

1 Coarse tow. The mere English reader will in vain attempt
the horrible sound of this word. Let him apply to a native to

pronounce it for him.
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leave to keep every halfpenny you'll find."
" That won't

do ; my eyes'll keep going through you like darning
needles till I have the gold. Begonies, if you don't

make haste, I'll carry you, head and .pluck, into the

village, and there you'll have thirty pair of eyes on you
instead of one." "

Well, well ! was ever a poor cobbler

so circumvented ! and if it was an ignorant, ugly bost-

hoon that done it, I would not wonder; but a decent,

comely girl, that can read her Poor Man's Manual at

the chapel, and -" " You may throw your compli-
ments on the stream there

; they wron't do for me, I tell

you. The gold, the gold, the gold ! Don't take up my
time with your blarney."

"
Well, if there's any to be

got, it's undher the ould castle it is
;
we must have a

walk for it. Just put me down and we'll get on."
" Put you down indeed ! I know a trick worth two of

that
;

I'll carry you."
"
Well, how suspicious we are !

Do you see the castle from this ?
"

Bridget was about

turning her eyes from the little man to where she knew
the castle stood, but she bethought herself in time.

They went up a little hill-side, and the Lurikeen was

quite reconciled, and laughed and joked ;
but just as they

got to the brow, he looked up over the ditch, gave a

great screetch, and shouted just as if a bugle horn was
blew at her ears

"
Oh, murdher ! Castle Carberry is

afire." Poor Biddy gave a great start, and looked up
towards the castle. The same moment she missed the

weight of the Lurikeen, and when her eyes fell where he
was a moment before, there was no more sign of him
than if everything that passed was a dream.

This passage in the natural history of the Lurikeen is

furnished by the chronicler of the " Rath C.-Pooka." The

only instance of a Wexford Lurikeen that we can recall,

differs only slightly from this. Wexford Molly was as

vigilant as Kildare Biddy, and never took eye or hand off

him till he pointed out the very stalk of booliaun bui

under which the treasure lay. There was no other weed

of the kind within half the field of it at the moment, but
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when Molly returned in half an hour, attended by father

and brothers with spades and picks, all round the spot, to

a considerable distance, was as thick with booliauns as a

plantation with young trees.

The next tale cannot boast of a very remote origin in

its present form, having been written in the beginning of

the last century, but it is an adaptation of one as old as

the times of paganism. These ancient fictions, when

thoroughly abandoned to a traditional existence, passing

from the mouths of one generation of story-tellers to

the ears of their successors, or even left to the mercy
of careless and ignorant scribes, suffered considerable

damage. We find in those that have been preserved by
the peasantry passages in the worst taste, grotesque,

extravagant, and unintentionally ludicrous, which never

were uttered by the educated and really gifted bards, who

found a welcome in the hall of chief or king, or at the

public assembly.

We do not make this remark in a fault-finding spirit

with our peasantry. They have saved a great number of

legends peculiar to themselves, as well as the fairy and

household stories, which are the common property of

most of the countries of Europe.

We conclude the present section with

THE ADVENTURES OF THE " SON OF BAD COUNSEL."

The tale, of which the following is an abridgment,
was composed in mixed prose and verse by Brian Dhu
O'Reilly,

1 who was living in Cavan about the year 1725.
The original title is Eaclitra mhic no. Miochomhairle.

Our plan allows admission but to a few of the adven-
tures. The hero tells the tale in his own person, and it

must be owned that his is a very rambling mode of fixing
his hearer's interest. You would suppose at first that his

1 Some give the credit of it to that loose fish, Carroll O'Daly.
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meeting with a lovely fairy and their subsequent court-

ship would be the central group of his fortunes
;

but

after singing her glorious form and features, and the

splendour of the surrounding landscape, in the most florid

Irish poesy, night comes on, and he is obliged to seek for

shelter in the castle of a Gruagach (giant, enchanter ;

Breton, groac'h). Here is a taste of the original, literally

translated :

' ' On the sun going to his bed I knew not what place, what land,
What district I was in, on the earth or above.

My eyes to the four quarters of the sky I cast round,
And by the roadside I there saw the beautiful Sighe.

1 :

I approached her, though arduous and bold was the deed :

Seated on the bank, like an angel she seemed.
Her silky sweet shape not bony nor angular,

Like.the blossoms of the berry her fair-coloured breasts."

The "Son of Bad Counsel" was evidently very
whimsical and fickle-minded

;
he turned from the lovely

fairy beauty at once to sing the glory of the landscape.

" The like of that land I've not seen nor heard of,

For amenity, for goodness, for its clear flowing streams ;

Dew-drops of honey on all the tree branches,
And the bee's humming music was heard without pause."

Dark stormy night came on the landscape. No more
is heard of the fairy belle, and the Son of Bad Counsel
somehow found himself before a castle, the beauties of

which he described in poetic language. Entering, he
found the Gruagach master,

"
strong, truly powerful,

ruddy in countenance, and clad in silken robes." And
on the right hand of the Gruagach, on a chair of bur-

nished gold, was his lady daughter, beauteous, gentle,

honest, unexceptionable in her attire, musical in voice and

compassionate, young, glorious, sweet-spoken, lightsome,
like a shining diamond, a harvest moon, a morning sun, a

heavenly angel. Her eyes were gray and thoughtful, like

the gleaming sparkling stars of a hard frosty night. Her

golden, curling hair was divided, and hung on each side

like bunches of clustering grapes. Her robe was of

silk, gracefully covering her beautiful figure, and an
ornamented brooch glittered on her bosom, and on her
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knee was a hand-harp (Cruith), from which she was

drawing sweet sounds. 1

The hero of the story was an arrant coward, as well as

a poet ;
but he plucked up courage to address the host,

who, after all, was not very formidable in appearance :

"
King of the globe, fair is this place which I have come to

A royal fort, white-boarded, erected as the abode of Maev ;

Like unto the Dun Aileach, it is similar to Paradise,
And I am not certain that it is not in a court I am truly.

" More delightful is this sight than Tara and Naas together,
And than the three branches in Emania,- once held by the hero

Dairg,

My journey I arrest till I know who dwells here."

The richly dressed Gruagach made a suitable reply :

"
Long it is since we saw a person or people before you,

who could afford us joy or pleasure
"
(they were appa-

rently not aware of his cowardice and general worth-

lessness),
" and long were we expecting you, for we have

neither children nor heirs, but that daughter you see

before you ;
and we have nursed and nobly reared her

from her infancy for you to be your wife and companion."
"
By your hand," was the ready answer, "if I had known

so much but how could I ? It is I that would have
searched the four quarters of the globe for her sweet self,

even to the loss of my life."

Then the Gruagach arose, and bade the guest take

his golden chair
;
and then he began his own particular

grievances, and the service he required at the hands of

his future son-in-law before the silken-attired lady could
become his wife.

It seemed that Trom Ceo Draochta (Heavy Enchanted

Fog), the fairy chief residing at Din Aoilig, had stolen

the two sons of the King of the Isle of the Living, as he

1 A profusion of epithets nearly synonymous often occurs in Irish

poetry and romance. It arises from the richness of the language in

words of the same or nearly the same meaning, and the temptation
thrown in the way of the poet by alliteration.

3
Maev, the Semiramis of the Royal Court of Conacht. Aileach,

the Great Stone Fortress in the north-east of Donegal. Naas, once
the residence of the kings of Leinster. Emania, the Court of

Ulster, whose ruins are yet to be seen near Armagh. Red Branch,
an order of knighthood there established.
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had no heirs to enjoy his power. Ruan Luimneach, a

powerful Sighe chief, a neighbour of him of the Isle of

the Living, on hearing of this wrong, summoned all his

subjects of the Western World to assemble, and attack

the Fog-chief in his stronghold, and rescue the sons of

his friend. Heavy Magic fog, on hearing of the pro-

jected attack on Din Aoilig, summoned his confederates

to his aid. Among these were Bonn Ceiv Fionn from

Magh Hi in Conacht, Donn Feirine' O'Conail from

Knocfierna, and Donn Binne Eachla labhra (The Lord
of the Hill of the Speaking Horse1

),
Gilla Brighid

O'Faolan, a Sight gaoithe (Fairy Blast) from the Decies,
and Gilla Fiamach O'Doran, Chief of Ceibhfion. 2

'-
1 was also summoned among these chiefs," continued

the master, "and my footmen and my horsemen de-

parted yesterday to Din Aoilig, and I myself will follow

to-morrow. I did not go with my people, for I expected

you ;
and if your feats of valour deserve the hand of my

daughter, my daughter shall be your wife on our return.

If you fall, a mighty mound shall cover your remains,

your caoine shall be said by eloquent and very famous

fileas, and your name, and your ancestors, and your
deeds engraved on the Oghuim stone."

Fair was the daughter of the Gruagach, but she was
to be won with risk of life

;
and a shivering seized on

the limbs of the young man, and his teeth chattered.

The master seemed to know that trouble had come
on his spirit, and be asked his wife to bring in the

golden, gem-incrusted goblet of comfort and forgetful-

1 Scholars who insist on beast-worship among the pagan Irish,

adduce this tradition in support of their views. At every mid-
summer festival of the sun, this Each Labhra would issue from his

mound, and give full and true answers to all who consulted him on
the occurrences that would take place up to the next summer
festival.

2 As in our country parts, Csesar, Pincher, Juno, and other

favourite dogs enjoy the surnames of the families whom they serve,
so we find here the fairy chiefs called by the names of the old

families whose districts they frequented, and whose deceases they
marked by their lamentations. The O'Dorans were Brehons to the

kings of South Leinster. Gilla Brighid O'Faolan, St. Bridgid's
servant (now Kilbride), would otherwise have been a strange name
for a fairy chief.
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ness. It was brought, and this was the quality of that

goblet, that every one drinking from it should forget their

cares and troubles as if they had never been
;
and if a

thousand persons drank their fill from it, never was the

wine a hair's breadth lower.

Mac drank, and great courage came into his heart.
"
Deep is my gratitude to you, O powerful chief," said

he; "and I would be glad to know your name, and
the name of the Bhan Tiernach (Woman-chief), your
wife, and how your castle is called."

"
Gruagach Tire

gan Taithige (Giant
1 of the Unfrequented Land) is my

name," said he,
" and my wife is daughter of the King

of the Lonesome Land, and Dun Tochluaiste (Uncer-
tain Castle) is the name of this castle; and it is as

easy for me to be at the end of Erinn at any hour as to

be here."

Then the master of the house and his guest sat down
at Taibleish MJwr (backgammon, large table), and the

fashion of the tables was this. Fine elephant (ivory) were
the dice, and fine carved wood, and emerald, and gold,
and white silver, and carbuncle were the tables; and a

blind man could see to play with them, and people with

their sight could play with them on the darkest night.
But if the body of the Mac na, &c. was at the table

with the Gruagach, his "
intellect, his desire, his sight,

and his reason, were at the other side of the hall, where
sat the Gruagach's daughter, with her golden curling hair

and her silken robe."

So the unfortunate youth lost the game, but the Grua-

gach made him a present of the tables that he might learn

to play. Very grateful was he, but he feared he should

pay for all to-morrow before Din Aoilig. Then came

supper time, and the youth sat opposite the magician,
with the fair beauty on his right hand, and better food or

better liquor was not consumed that night at Tara of the

Kings.
But when the time of rest was come, and the Grua-
1
Gruagach has for root, Grttach, hair, giants and magicians

being usually furnished with a large provision of that appendage.
A favourite song (even in its English dress) with the dying out

generation, was the Bouchal'na Gmaga Dhonna,
" The Boy with

the Brown Hair."
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gach bade the Mac, &c. sleep soundly, as the flight of

night was to see them on their way to Aoilig,
"
great fear,

and discomfort, and hate, and loathing," fell on the heart

of the Son of Bad Counsel, and said he to himself,
" I

wish I had the dressed skin of a white sheep, that I

might leave my last thoughts to my friends."

"
Long it is to tell how I first saw the maid.

When she came in my sight I lit up full of her love.

My heart is sad that I see no more her fair face,

Her neck like the snow, and her bosom like two fair hills ;

And by the king's hand I'm sorry she is not mine."

Then they prepared his state bed, and the Gruagach
and his wife went to their own apartment, after first

giving him a token of life and health (wishing him good-

night). He was thinking more of the morning than the

night ;
but the maid of the flowing hair, and the mild

gray eyes, and the sweet smile, told him not to fear for

his life, for that it was not in the power of all the fairy

hosts within the four seas of Erinn to bring the end of

life on him that had received baptism. They might
pierce him with sighe-darts that would disable arm or

leg, or cause him to pine, but perhaps they would not.

And she also "
gave him a token of life and health," and

went to her couch in the next chamber.

Bad it was to lose life and the maid of the silk robe

together, and but little better was it to be stretched on
rushes with sighe-darts in the leg. So the Son of Bad
Counsel, while lying on the wolf-skin, felt a shivering all

over him, and then all the blood in his body rushed up
to his head, and his skin seemed on fire, and at last

despair put it into his mind to persuade the lady that

had won his heart to fly with him where neither Grua-

gach, nor Heavy Magic Fog, nor Ruan Luimneach, King
of all the Fairies of the West, could find them out. So
he arose, with his heart in his mouth, and his legs

trembling under him : he opened her door, and he found
himself in a wild lonesome place, and then he knew that

it was Aimsighthe and Aimgeoireachd (gu. ambushes and

temptations) were on him ; and he heard the bonanaich

and the boconaigh (qu. wild boars or wild bulls, and

he-goats), and the other forest dwellers, hideous, terrible,
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loud-voiced, sharp, inflamed. And he became like a

madman, and he flew like a wild cat from its nest in the

tree, or a stag from his lair. And when he cleared the

wood he found himself in a plain, wide-spread and

grassy, and in the middle a high green hill, where neither

boars nor goats could easily catch him.

When he was on the hill he found a great rim round
its summit, and within, a boiling, boisterous, noisy,

foamy, very tempestuous sea, with no path round it. By
the harbour was an old boat, which the unfortunate,
ill-advised youth strove to repair ; but hearing the wild

piercing cries of the beasts or devils of the woods at his

back, he put to sea. This was all that the fierce, inces-

sant, spiteful, threatening, very destructive winds waited

for. They blew as if to scoop out the sea from its

hollow, and the earth belched out from its caverns the

restless waters. The boatman flying up to the clouds at

this side of the wave, and descending into the dark

caverns of the earth on 'the other, bellowed to heaven
for help ;

and the Gruagach, hearing the outcry, bade his

daughter light a candle !

In the cellar they found the son of ill-luck as well as

of ill-counsel, seated on a cullender that was covering a
vat of strongly-working new beer. These were the high-
rimmed mound and the sea. The roaring of the he-goats,
the boars, and the bulls, and the wolves, was the cry of

two cats which the sleep-walker had disturbed, and the

howling of the storm, a breeze blowing through the

cellar window.
The Gruagach and his daughter, seeing the youth

crouched in the cullender over the great beer vat, burst

out a laughing, and, said the master of the house,
"
Very

fond of sailoring you must be to get into so small a
vessel ; and if it was in search of my daughter you were,
better it would be to seek her on dry land." The mis-

guided boy, descending from his damaged boat, hastened
to his state bed to hide his confusion and great shame.

Lying on his back, he composed a strain of lamentation
over his hard fate

; and when he fell asleep, all the ugly
dreams that float between the moon and the earth passed

through his mind. At last he awoke, and the fear of
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death came upon him when he remembered the gathering
of Din Aoilig next day.
He arose, and opened the door of the maiden's

chamber, intending to persuade her to fly with him
;

and great was his terror when he found himself in a

wide field without track of man or beast. He recollected

the roaring of the wild devils, and his heart turned into

water when he saw a beast, black, devilish, hideous-

coloured, heavy-headed, dull-buzzing, approaching him.

A great plum or a small apple would fit on every one of

his coarse hairs. Two dead eyes were locked in his

head, an empty long-falling snout he had, and rough
white teeth.

When the doomed boy saw this hellish beast rushing

right on him to devour him, he felt it full time to seek

an escape. So with swift, mighty springs he made to the

edge of that large field, and at its bounds he found him-
self stopped by a stormy, dangerous, coarse-waved, light-

leaping, strongly-diffused, streamy, troublesome river ;

and thought within himself whether it would be better

to try to swim across it, not knowing anything of the art,

or face the cursed-of-form, diabolical, odious-coloured,

hideous-countenanced, amazingly-hateful, and malicious

beast. He had heard of persons ignorant of swimming,
who crossed wide streams under terror, and was sure

that he would do the deed if ever fear, surprise, terror,

timidity, fright, or loss of reason helped any one.

But, while he was considering what he should do, he
looked back, and the big animal, with his gluttonous
mouth open, was just behind. It was not a courageous
look of defiance he gave him, but he took a high, power-
ful, very light spring into the slowly flowing 'river, and
struck out vigorously with his arms for life. But deep
and thick with mud was that pool, and choked with

reeds, and no boat with sail or oar could work its way
out. It was then he considered indeed that it was to the

suffocating sea he had come, and that he should not leave

it till he had been permanently drowned, and unworlded,
and till the ravenous birds, open-beaked, should have
taken away his skin, his flesh, and his blood. In that

state he gave out a wondrous, hard, slender, com-
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plaining, frightened cry. The waters were oozing into

his open mouth, and cold death was creeping up his

limbs, when he heard the voices of the Gruagach and
his daughter over him. He was lying in a large trough
filled with water and grains, his face downwards, his

mouth full of the contents of the trough, and his arms

striking out.
" If you wished for a bath," said the master,

" better would a vessel of clean water be than where the

pigs take their food."

He cleared his mouth and his eyes, and sorrow was

upon him to be seen by the maiden
; and, when he turned

away his eyes in shame, he discovered the fierce, ravenous,

life-seeking wild beast of the big, lonesome field, grunting
and rummaging in the litter, and it was as small and as

tame as the rest of the enchanter's pigs.

With bitter grief he again betook himself to his rest,

his soul divided between love for the maid of the sweet

eyes and lips, and dread of the battle. 1 The Gruagach
told him to sleep soundly till he should be called, as he
himself was then going to gird the horses in their battle

harness for the morrow. The blood rushed again to his

head, while a shivering fit seized on his limbs. In the

middle of his despair a raw gray light fell on his eyes ;

and his bed was the dry grass of a moat
;
and little

wonder it was that he should be shivering, for his clothes

were the pillow that supported his head.

But the love of the sighe-maid was still strong in his

soul, and he vowed he would never lie two nights in the

same bed till he had discovered her. For a year and a

day he searched through the length and breadth of Erinn,
and his resting-place at night was a sheltered grassy nook
near a Sighe-Brugheen or a Danish fort. At the end of

a year and a day, he was again at the spot where he had
discovered the Castle of Uncertainty ; and in his sleep
that night he had a vision of his fairy love, who tolcl him
to give over his pursuit of her, as she had been obliged

by her father to take a husband. Next morning he

found the charm gone, and his soul freed from the

sighe-spell. He reformed his ways, and became the

1 There is a third adventure, of course, but it does not possess
much novelty or interest.
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"Son of Good Counsel," and these are the verses he
made about it :

"
Farewell, sweet and false dreams of my fancy !

The happiness you give is like the gold of the Clurichaun.

By the light of the moon the weight and the colour are there ;

Withered leaves only remain in our hands at the dawn.

My course I'll change as the feathers fall from the birds ;

I'll keep my hands busy, and take the sogarth's
1 advice ;

And surely in Erinn of chaste and beautiful women,
I'll find some fair angel to come and sit on my hearth,
With smiles on her face when wearied I come from the fields ;

She'll make evening happy, and lie all night at my side."

Among the old fireside romances were more than one

or two of this deceptional character. Thor's visit to

Jotunheim was the reverse in the order of things. What
to him and his companions seemed of a mean and

trifling character, were in reality of awful dimensions.

The vessel from which he drank, but could scarcely see

any way diminished of its contents, was the bed of

ocean. The cat which he found it impossible to raise

from the ground, was in reality the wolf Fenris, and

so on.

The knights in quest of the San Graal also suffered in

body and mind from being led aside by one of the three

chief enemies of the human soul.

The general belief of the peasantry is that the existing

fairies are those angels who, without openly joining Satan

in his rebellion, gave it no opposition. Their future

destiny will be determined at the Day of Judgment.

Some archaeologists fancy that the tales of mortals

abiding with the fays in their Sighe palaces are founded

on the tender preferences shown by the Druidic

priestesses of old to favourite worshippers of the Celtic

Divinities.

1 The Irish construction of sacerdos, one of the many words

introduced with Christianity.
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WITCHCRAFT, SORCERY, GHOSTS,
AND FETCHES

IT is probable that the first tradition is to be met out-

side the Pale, and even as far as Connemara, but the

writer has heard or read it nowhere since he learned it in

his youth from Mrs. K., our already quoted authority.

THE LONG SPOON.

The devil and the hearth-money collector for Bantry
set out one summer morning to decide a bet they made
the night before over a jug of punch. They wanted to

see which would have the best load at sunset, and neither

was to pick up anything that wasn't offered with the good-
will of the giver. They passed by a house, and they
heard the poor vanithee cry out to her lazy daughter,

" O
musha, take you for a lazy sthronshuch of a girl ! do

you intend to get up to-day?" "Oh, oh !" says the tax-man,
"
there is a lob for you, Nick." " Ovoch !

"
says the other,

"it wasn't from her heart she said it : we must pass on."

The next cabin they were passing, the woman was on
the bawn-ditch crying out to her husband, that was

mending one of his brogues inside :

"
Oh, tattheration to

you, Mick ! you never rung them pigs, and there they
are in the potato drills rootin' away ; the run to

Lusk with them !

" " Another windfall for you," says the

man of the inkhorn, but the old thief only shook his

horns and wagged his tail. So they went on, and ever

so many prizes offered to the black fellow without him
K 2
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taking one. Here it was a gorsoon playing marvels when
he should be using his clappers in the corn-field ; and
there it was a lazy drone of a servant asleep with his face

to the sod, when he ought to be weeding. No one

thought of offering the hearth-money man even a drink

of buttermilk, and at last the sun was within half a foot

of the edge of Cooliagh. They were just then passing
thro' Monamolin, and a poor woman that was straining her

supper in a skeeoge outside her cabin door, seeing the

two standing at the bawn gate, bawled out,
"
Oh, here's

the hearth-money man, run away wid 'im !

" " Got
a bite at last," says Nick. "

Oh, no, no ! it wasn't from

her heart she said it," says the collector.
" Indeed

an' it was from the very foundation stone of her heart it

came. No help for misfortunes
;
in with you," says he,

opening the mouth of his big black bag ;
and whether the

devil was ever after seen taking the same walk or not,

no one ever laid eyes on his fellow-traveller again.

The Cooliagh, or White Mountain, forms part of the

north-west boundary of Wexford. The mere English

reader is informed that the skeeoge or flattish wicker

basket, having received the potatoes and boiling water

on the pavement, lets the liquid off to the pool at the

bottom of the yard. The shields of the ancient Irish,

consisting of strong leather, or plates over a wicker frame-

work, were called skiaghs.

At some period of the troubles in Munster a small

tribe emigrated to the north-east portion of the county

Wexford. The following legend connected with the

family was current among the descendants who lived,

and loved, and sinned, and fought the battle of life half

a century since.

THE PROPHET BEFORE HIS TIME.

About a hundred years ago lived Mr. Diarmuidh K.,

a strong gentleman-farmer of this family. His place was
not far from Slitve Buie (Yellow Hill). He was much
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addicted to the study of astrology, and the occult works
of Cornelius Agrippa. When his only son was about a
month old, one of his servant boys ran into the parlour
one day to tell him a circumstance that had greatly
astonished himself :

"
Oh, master," said he,

" the black

cow was just while ago under the old thorn-tree in the

meadow, and all of a sudden a fog came round herself

and the tree, while all the rest of the field was in the sun-

shine. I was going over to try what was the matter,

when what should I see but a big sea-gull flying into the

fog, and making ever so much noise with his wings. For

fear he'd pick out the poor beast's eyes I ran over, but

just as I got to the edge of the fog it all cleared as if

there was some magic in it, and Blacky was walking away
on the other side."

"
Oh, ho !

"
said the master

;

" what I

have been long wishing for has happened at last. Now,
Pat, attend to what I say. Watch that cow close ; and
when she calves, be sure to bring me some of the first

beestings, and I'll give you more money than you have

ever seen at once in your own possession."
The boy did his duty, such as it was. He brought

the first beestings to his master, and received io/. for his

pains ;
and Mr. K. ordering the child to be brought to

him, made it take a spoonful or two of this first milk of

the black cow. When the child began to speak intel-

ligibly, the master of the house called all the family

together one day, and charged them as they valued his

favour, or dreaded his resentment, never to ask his son a

question till he was full fourteen years of age.
" The

questions, I mean," said he, "are such as he could not

answer without being a prophet. He is gifted with a

spirit of prophecy, and when he reaches his fifteenth

birthday, you will be at liberty to get all the information

you please from him, concerning anything that is passing

anywhere in any part of the world at the moment, or to

ask about things lost or stolen, or your own future destiny.
But attend to what I say. If you ask a question of him
before he is full fourteen years of age, something terrible

shall happen to him and you ;
take timely warning."

The boy had a wonderful capacity for science and

language, but seldom spoke to those about him. He was
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very amiable, however, and every one anxious for some
favour from his father always got him to be their spokes-
man. Strange to say, he reached to within a few days of

the fatal time without being asked an improper question

by any one.

He would occasionally when in company start and

begin to talk of what was passing at the moment in the

town of Wexford, or the cities of Dublin or London, as

if the people about him were aware of these matters as

well as himself. Finding, however, by their looks and

expressions of surprise, that they had not the same faculty,

he began to grow very silent and reserved.

About this time a grand-daughter of the famous

Blacky was about to calve
;
and Mr. K., who set a great

value on the breed, recommended her particularly to the

care of a young servant boy, a favourite of his. While

he was looking after her and some others in a pasture
near the house, a young girl to whom he was under

promise of marriage was passing by chance along the

path that bordered the fence. He asked her to stop,

but " she was in a hurry to the big house." Stop she did,

however, and full twenty minutes passed unmarked while

they stood and conversed on very interesting nullities.

At the end of the twenty minutes he gave a sudden

start, and examined the different groups of cattle with his

eyes, but no Blacky was to be seen. He searched, and
his betrothed assisted, but in vain

;
and the poor girl

burst out a crying for the blame he would be sure to get

through her folly. She went forward at last on her

message to the big house, and passing by the kitchen

garden, whom should she see, looking at the operations of

the bees, but the young master. Let her not be blamed
too much : she forgot everything but her lover's mishap ;

and so, after making her curtsey, she cried out across the

hedge "Ah! Master Anthony, alanna, do you know
where the black cow has hid herself?

" " Black cow !

"

said he,
" she is lying dead in the byre." At the moment

his eyes opened wide as if about to start from his head,
an expression of terror took possession of his features,

he gave one wild cry, fell powerless on his face, and when
his wretched father came running to the spot, on hearing
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of the circumstance, he found an idiot in the place of his

fine intelligent son.

The following event, said to have occurred near Scara-

walsh, was told by a certain Owen Jourdan, on a winter

night, in a farm-house of Cromogue, some seven miles

away from the scene of action, the locality of such stories

being never in the neighbourhood of their exposition.

THE BEWITCHED CHURN.

Near the townland mentioned there lived an old

woman in bad repute with her neighbours. She was seen,

one May eve, skimming a well that lay in a neighbouring
farm

;
and when that was done, she went into the adjoin-

ing meadow, and skimmed the dew off the grass. One
person said he heard her muttering,

" Come all to me,
and none to he." In a day or two, the owner of the

farm, coming in from the fields about noon, found the

family still at the churn, and no sign of butter. He was
a little frightened, and looked here and there, and, at last,

spied a bit of stale butter fastened to the mantel beam of

the open fire-place.
"
Oh, you may as well stop," said he ;

" look what's

there !

" "
Oh, the witch's butter," said one of the girls ;

"cut it off the mantel-piece." "No use," said another;
"

it must be a charmed knife, or nothing. Go and con-

sult the fairy man, in the old ruined house at
;

if he
doesn't advise you, nobody can." The master of the

house took the advice
; and, when they had milk enough

for another churning, this is what they did :

They twisted twigs of the mountain ash round their

cows' necks
; they made a big fire, and thrust into it the

sock and coulter of the plough ; they fastened the ash

twigs round the churn, and connected them to the chain
of the plough-irons ;

shut door and windows, so that they
could not be opened from without ; and merrily began
the churning.

Just as the plough-irons were becoming red-hot, some
One tried the latch of the door, and immediately they
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saw the face of the witch outside the window. " What
do you want, good woman ?

" " The seed of the fire, and
I want to help you at the churning. I heard what

happened to you, and I'm rather lucky." Here she

roared out ; for the burning plough-irons were scorching
her inside.

" What ails you, poor woman ?
" "

Oh, I

have a terrible colic ! let me into the fire for mercy's

sake, and give me a warm drink."
"
Oh, musha, but it's

ourselves are sorry for you ; but we could not open door

or window now for St. Mogue himself; for 'fraid the

witch 'ud come in and cut our quicken gads, or pull out

the plough-irons, or even touch the churn-stafif. She got
a bit of butter out of the fresh churning the other day,
and took a sod out of our fire ;

and till she brings back
the butter and the sod we must labour away. Have

patience, poor woman ;
when we see a sign of the butter

we'll open the door for you, and give you such a warm
tumbler of punch, with caraways in it, as would bring

you back from death's door. Put more turf on, and

keep the irons at a red heat." Another roar ensued, and
then she ejaculated,

"
Oh, purshuin' to all hard-hearted

naygurs, that 'ud see a fellow-creature dying in misery
outside of their door ! Sure, I was coming to yous with

relief, and this is the sort of relief you'd give me. Throw

up the window a bit, and take those things I made out

for yous. Throw the bit of butter you'll find in this

sheet of white paper into the churn, and this sod of

turf into the fire, and cut away the bit of butter on the

mantel beam with this knife, and give it back to me, till

I return it to the knowledgeable woman I begged it from
for yous."
The direction being followed, the butter began to

appear in heaps in the churn. There was great joy and

huzzaing, and they even opened the door to show hospi-

tality to the old rogue. But she departed in rage, giving
them her blessing in these words "

I won't take bit nor

sup from yez. Yez have thrated me like a Hussian or a

Cromwellian, and not like an honest neighbour, and so

I lave my curse, and the curse of Cromwell on yez all !

"

There is a counterpart to the next legend in Camp-
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bell's West Highland Tales; we have met nothing
similar in other collections. It would seem to have first

been told long after the time of St. Patrick. In the

stories found among the native Irish and Highlanders
there is always evident more of the Christian element than

among the Norse or German collections, yet even in this

respect there is a peculiarity worth noticing. The Blessed

Virgin is personally introduced two or three times in

Dasent's Norse collection, and we cannot recollect a

single instance of such a liberty being taken in our

Leinster recitals.

THE GHOSTS AND THE GAME OF FOOTBALL.

There was once a poor widow woman's son that was

going to look for service, and one winter's evening he
came to a strong farmer's house, and this house was very
near an old castle.

" God save all here," says he, when
he got inside the door. " God save you kindly," says the

farmer. "Come to the fire." "Could you give me a

night's lodging?" says the boy. "That we will, and

welcome, if you will only sleep in a comfortable room in

the old castle above there ;
and you must have a fire and

candlelight, and whatever you like to drink
;
and if you're

alive in the morning I'll give you ten guineas."
" Sure I'll

be 'live enough if you send no one to kill me." "
I'll send

no one to kill you, you may depend. The place is

haunted ever since my father died, and three or four

people that slept in the same room were found dead next

morning. If you can banish the spirits I'll give you a

good farm and my daughter, so that you like one another

well enough to be married." " Never say't twice. I've a

middling safe conscience, and don't fear any evil spirit

that ever smelled of brimstone."

Well and good, the boy got his supper, and then they
went up with him to the old castle, and showed him into

a large kitchen, with a roaring fire in the grate, and a

table, with a bottle and glass, and tumbler on it, and the

kettle ready on the hob. They bade him good-night and
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God speed, and went off as if they didn't think their

heels were half swift enough.
"
Well," says he to himself,

"
if there's any danger,

this prayer-book will be usefuller than either the glass or

tumbler." So he kneeled down and read a good many
prayers, and then sat by the fire, and waited to see what
would happen. In about a quarter of an hour, he heard

something bumping along the floor overhead till it came
to a hole in the ceiling. There it stopped, and cried out,

"I'll fall, I'll fall." "Fall away," says Jack, and down
came a pair of legs on the kitchen floor. They walked
to one end of the room, and there they stood, and Jack's
hair had like to stand upright on his head along with

them. Then another crackling and whacking came to

the hole, and the same words passed between the thing
above and Jack, and down came a man's body and went
and stood upon the legs. Then comes the head and

shoulders, till the whole man, with buckles in his shoes

and knee-breeches, and a big flapped waistcoat and a

three-cocked hat, was standing in one corner of the room.
Not to take up your time for nothing, two more men,
more old-fashioned dressed than the first, were soon

standing in two other corners. Jack was a little cowed
at first

;
but found his courage growing stronger every

moment, and what would you have of it, the three old

gentlemen began to kick a puckeen (football) as fast

as they could, the man in the three-cocked hat playing

again' the other two.
" Fair play is bonny play," says Jack, as bold as he

could
;
but the terror was on him, and the words came

out as if he was frightened in his sleep; "so I'll help

yoU) sir." Well and good, he joined the sport, and kicked

away till his shirt was wringing wet, savin' your presence,
and the ball flying from one end of the room to the

other like thunder, and still not a word was exchanged.
At last the day began to break, and poor Jack was dead

beat, and he thought, by the way the three ghosts began
to look at himself and themselves, that they wished him
to speak.

So, says he,
"
Gentlemen, as the sport is nearly over,

and I done my best to please you, would you tell a body
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what is the reason of yous coming here night after night,

and how could I give you rest, if it is rest you want ?
"

" Them is the wisest words," says the ghost with the three-

cocked hat, "you ever said in your life. Some of those

that came before you found courage enough to take a

part in our game, but no one had misnach (energy)

enough to speak to us. I am the father of the good
man of next house, that man in the left corner is my
father, and the man on my right is my grandfather. From
father to son we were too fond of money. We lent it

at ten times the honest interest it was worth
;
we never

paid a debt we could get over, and almost starved our

tenants and labourers.
"
Here," says he, lugging a large drawer out of the

wall
;

" here is the gold and notes that we put together,
and we were not honestly entitled to the one-half of it

;

and here," says he, opening another drawer, "are bills

and memorandums that'll show who were wronged, and
who are entitled to get a great deal paid back to them.

Tell my son to saddle two of his best horses for himself

and yourself, and keep riding day and night, till every
man and woman we ever wronged be rightified. When
that is done, come here again some night ;

and if you
don't hear or see anything, we'll be at rest, and you may
marry my grand-daughter as soon as you please."

Just as he said these words, Jack could see the wall

through his body, and when he winked to clear his sight,

the kitchen was as empty as a noggin turned upside down.
At the very moment the farmer and his daughter lifted

the latch, and both fell on their knees when they saw

Jack alive. He soon told them everything that happened,
and for three days and nights did the farmer and himself

ride about, till there wasn't a single wronged person left

without being paid to the last farthing.
The next night Jack spent in the kitchen he fell

asleep before he was after sitting a quarter of an hour at

the fire, and in his sleep he thought he saw three white

birds flying up to heaven from the steeple of the next

church.

Jack got the daughter for his wife, and they lived

comfortably in the old castle
;
and if ever he was tempted
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to hoard up gold, or keep for a minute a guinea or a

shilling from the man that earned it through the nose, he

bethought him of the ghosts and the game of football.

The peculiar style of conversation adopted by cats in

their nightly reunions, and other odd fashions of theirs,

have invested them in the eyes of our people with an

eerie character.

In the Norse tales, a young hillman was banished from

his tribe by the influence of an old chief, whose lady was

suspected to be rather partial to him. He took refuge

with a farmer, and did service in the form of a house cat.

After some time, the farmer's servant coming by the en-

chanted mound, heard a shrill voice repeating

" Go bid Tom Platt,
To tell his cat

That Knurrc Murfe's dead."

When the servant entered the kitchen, he repeated the

verse ; and the moment the exile heard it from his seat

by the fire, he gave a wild mew of delight, spouted out

in feline language,
" Knurre Murre's dead," cleared the

yard-fence at a leap, and was off to his hill to bring com-

fort to the widow. Now hear the impotent conclusion to

which this tale has come in Leinster :

THE CAT OF THE CARMAN'S STAGE.

A carman was leaving Bunclody one morning for

Dublin, when what should he see but a neighbour's cat

galloping along the side of the road, and crying out every

moment, "Tell Moll Browne, Tom Dunne is dead ; tell.

Moll Browne, Tom Dunne is dead." At last he got tired

of this ditty, and took up a stone and flung it at the cat,

bidding himself, and Tom Browne, and Moll Dunne, to

go to Halifax, and not to be botherin' him. When he got
to Luke Byrne's in Francis Street, where all the Wicklow
and Wexford carmen used to stop, he was taking a pot of
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beer in the tap-room, and began to tell the quare thing
that happened on the road. There was a comfortable-

looking gray cat sitting by the fire, and the moment he

mentioned what the Bunclody cat was saying, she cried

out,
" That's my husband ! that's my husband !

" She
made only one leap out through the door, and no one
ever saw her at Luke Byrne's again

The narrator of the following travelling sketch was a

half-witted woman, who, although she had heard it from

some one else, was under the impression that she had

undergone part of the adventures in some form or other.

She was a very honest, inoffensive creature, and would do

any work assigned to her carefully enough ; but she had

a certain district of the country under her supervision,

and it was essential to her well-being that she should

perambulate (serenade was her term) this portion about

once in the year. She went by the name of Cauth

(Catherine) Morrisy, and this is the style in which she

related her juvenile experience :

CAUTH MORRISY LOOKING FOR SERVICE.

Well, neighbours, when I was a thuckeen (young
girl) about fifteen years of age, and it was time to be

doing something for myself, I set off one fine day in

spring along the yalla high-road ;
and if anybody axed

me where I was goin' I'd make a joke about it, and say I

was goin' out of Ireland to live in the Roer. 1
Well, I

travelled all day, and dickens a bit o' me was the nearer

to get a sarvice
;
and when the dark hour come I got a

lodging in a little house by the side of the road, where

they were drying flax over a roaring turf fire. I'll never
belie the vanithee her goodness. She give me a good
quarter of well-baked barley bread, with butter on it, and

1 A district in Kilkenny, not far from the bridge of Ferry Mount-

garret. Consequential Wexford folk regarded it in matters of learn-

ing and politeness, as the Athenians did Bceotia in ancient times.
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made me sit on the big griddle over the ash-pit in the

corner; but what would you have of it? I held the

bread to the fire to melt the butter, and bedad the butter

fell on the lighted turf, and there it blazed up like

vengeance, and set the flax afire, and the flax set the

tatch afire, and maybe they didn't get a fright. "Oh,
musha, vanithee," says they, "wasn't it the divel be-

witched you to let that omadhan of a girl burn us out of

house and home this way? Be off, you torment, and

purshuin' to you !

"
Well, if they didn't hunt me out,

and throw potsticks, and tongses, and sods o' fire after

me, lave it till again ; and I run, and I run, till I run

head foremost into a cabin by the side of the road.

The woman o' the house was sitting at the fire, and
she got frightened to see me run in that way. -" Oh,

musha, ma'am," says I, "will you give me shelter? "and
so I up and told her my misfortunes. " Poor colleen,"

says she,
"
my husband is out, and if he catches a stranger

here he'll go mad and break things. But I'll let you get

up on the hurdle over the room, and for your life don't

budge." "I won't," says I, "and thank you, ma'am."

Well, I was hardly in bed when her crooked disciple of a

man kem in with a sheep on his back he was afther

stealing.
"

Is everything ready ?
"

says he.
"

It is,"

says she. So with that he skinned the sheep, and popped
a piece down into the biling pot, and went out and hid

the skin, and buried the rest o' the mate in a hole in the

flure, and covered it with the griddle, and covered the

griddle again with some o' the clay he removed from the

flure. Well, when he made his supper on the mutton he

says to his wife,
"

I hope no one got lodging while I was

away."
"
Arrah, who'd get it?" says she. "That's not

the answer I want," says he.
" Who did you give shelter

to ?
" "

Och, it was only to a little slip of a girl that's as

fast as the knocker of Newgate since eleven o'clock, on
the hurdle." "

Molly," says he,
"

I'll hang for you some

day, so I will. But first and foremost I'll put the stranger
out o' pain." When I hear him talk I slip down, and
was out o' the door in a jiffy ;

but he was as stiff as I was

stout, and he fling the hatchet after me, and cut off a

piece of my heel. " Them is the tricks of a clown,"
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says I to myself, and I making away at the ling of my
life

; but as luck would have it, I got shelter in another

cabin, where a nice old man was sitting over the fire,

reading a book. " What's the matter, poor girl ?
"

says
he, and I up and told him what happened me. " Never

fear," says he
; "the man o' the mutton won't follow you

here. I suppose you'd like your supper." Well, sure

enough, the fright, and the run, and the cut heel, and

that, made me hungry, and I didn't refuse a good plate
o' stirabout.

"
Colleen," says the man,

"
I can't go to sleep early in

the night ; maybe you'd tell a body a story."
"
Musha, an

the dickens a story meself has," says I. "That's bad,"

says he
;

" the fire is getting low : take that booran 1 out
to the.-clamp, and bring in the full of it of turf."

"
I

will, sir," says I. But when I took a turf out of the end
of the clamp 500 sods tumbled down on me, head and

pluck ;
and I thought the breath was squeezed out of

me. " If that's the way," says I,
"

let the old gentleman
himself come out, and bring in his firing."

So I went in, and had like to faint when I came to the

fire.
" What ails you, little girl ?

"
says he. "The clamp

that fell on me," says I. "Oh, but it's meself that's

sorry," says he. " Did you think of e'er another story
while you were at the clamp ?

" " Indeed an I didn't."
"
Well, it can't be helped. I suppose you're tired. Take

that rushlight into the barn, but don't set it on fire.

You'll find plenty of dry straw for a bed, and come into

your breakfast early." Well, I bade him good-night,
and when I came into the barn, sure enough, there was
no scarcity of straw. I said my prayers, Taut the first

bundle I took out of the heap I thought all the straw in

the barn was down on my poor bones. " O vuya, vuya,
Cauth," says I to myself,

"
if your poor father and mother

knew the state you're in, wouldn't they have the heart-

scald." But I crept out and sat down on a bundle, and

began to cry.
I wasn't after cryin' a second dhrass when I heard steps

outside the door, and I hid myself again under the straw,

leaving a little peep-hole. In came three as ugly-looking
1 A domestic article, shaped like an overgrown tambourine.
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fellows as you'd find in a kish o' brogues, with a coffin

on their shoulders. They wondered at the candle, but

they said nothing till they put the coffin down, and

began to play cards on it with the dirtiest deck (pack)
I ever see before or since. Well, they cheated, and

scolded, and whacked one another, and in two minntes

they were as great as pickpockets
*
again.

At last says one,
"

It's time to be goin' ;
lift the

corpse." "It's easy say lift," says another. "You
two have the front, and I must bear up all the hind part

I won't put a hand to it."
" Won't you ?

"
says the

others; "sure there's little Cauth Morrisy under the

straw to help you." "Oh, Lord, gentlemen, I'm not in

it at all," says myself; but it was all no use. I had to

get under one corner, and there we trudged on in the

dark, through knocs, and ploughed fields, and bogs, till I

thought the life would leave me.
At last at the flight of night, one of them says,

"
Stop

here, and Cauth Morrisy will mind the corpse till we
come back. Cauth, if you let anything happen to the

honest man inside you'll sup sorrow mind what I say."
So they left me, and lonesome and frightened I was, you
may depend.

But wasn't I frightened in earnest when I heard the

corpse's knuckles tapping inside o' the led.
"
O, sir,

honey," says I,
" what's troubling you ?

" "
It's air I

want," says he
;

"
lift up the led a little." I lifted up a

corner. " That won't do," says he ;

" I'm stifling. Throw
off the led, body and bones." I did so, and there was a

wicked-looking old fellow inside, writh a beard on him a

week old. "Thankee, ma'am," says he; "I think I'll

be the easier for that. This is a lonesome place them
thieves left me in. Would you please to join me in a

game of spoil-five ?
" "

Oh, musha, sir," says I,
"

isn't it

thinking of making your sowl you ought to be ?
" "I

don't want your advice," says he
;

"
maybe I haven't a

soul at all. There's the cards. I deal you cut."

Well, I was so afeard that I took a hand with him ;

but the dirty divel, he done nothing the whole time but

cursin', and swearin', and cheatin'. At last says I to my-
1 On the most friendly terms.



WITCHCRAFT, SORCERY, GHOSTS, AND FETCHES 145

self, "I can't be safe in such company." So I threw

down the cards, though I was within three of the game,
and walked off.

" Come back and finish the game,
Cauth Morrisy," says he, shouting out, "or I'll make it

the bad game for.you." But I didn't let on to hear him,
ana walked away. "Won't you come back, Cauth?"

says he
;

" then here goes." Well, the life had like to

leave me, for I heard him tearing after me in his coffin,

every bounce it gave striking terror into my heart.

I run, and I bawled, and he bawling after me, and
the coffin smashing against the stones. At last, where
did I find myself but at the old gentleman's door, and
if I didn't spring in and fasten the bolt, leave it till

again.

"Ah, is that you, my little colleen? I thought you
were asleep. Maybe you have a story for me now."
" Indeed an' I have, sir," says I, an' I told him all that

happen me since I saw him last.
" You suffered a good

deal," says he.
" If you told me that story before, all

your trouble i'd be spared to you."
" But how could I

tell it, sir," says I,
" before it happened ?

" " That's true,"

says he, and he began to scratch his wig. I was getting

drowsy, and I didn't remember anything more till I woke
next morning in the dry gripe of the ditch with a bochycen

(dried cow-dung), under my head. So

' ' There was a tree at the end of the house, and it was bending,
bending,

And my story is ending, ending."

A dream romance of the same kind will be found in

Crofton Croker's collection. Our authorities are Owen

Jourdan of the Duffrey, as well as the woman called here

Cauth Morrisy. O. J.'s version differed a little from

that given, as he had to adapt the adventures to a male

character. All are slightly related to the Story Teller

at Fault of Gerald Griffin.

The following piece of diablerie is probably unknown

out of Ireland. At least, we do not recollect having

found it in the collections of Grimm or Dasent. It

L
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bears the usual marks of pagan origin. In the system of

natural magic of a celebrated living writer, the adept,

availing himself of the chemical and magnetic virtues

inherent in some substances, and even those belonging

to mere figures, such as the pentacle, can not only subject

intelligent and sensitive beings to his will, but even in-

sensible chairs and stools. When his critics twit him

with the unsoundness of his theory, and its unsuitable-

ness to the present state of physical and social science,

he may appeal to its antiquity. The pagan magicians

handed it to their quasi-Christian successors, and when

these worthies departed to some world more worthy of

them, their system exploded in fragments, and fell under

the wise control of our story-tellers.

BLACK STAIRS ON FIRE.

On the top of the hill of Ci.oc-na-Crd
1

(Gallows Hill)
in Bantry, just in full view of the White Mountain, Cahir
Rua's Den, and Black Stairs, there lived a poor widow,
with a grandchild, about fifteen years old. It was All-

Holland ve, and the two were about going to bed when

they heard four taps at the door, and a screaming voice

crying out. "Where are you, feet-water?" and the feet-

water answered,
" Here in the tub." " Where are you,

band of the spinning wheel ?
" and it answered,

"
Here,

fast round the rim, as if it was spinning."
"
Besom,

where are you ?
" "

Here, with my handle in the ash-pit."
"
Turf-coal, where are you ?

" "
Here, blazing over the

ashes." Then the voice screamed louder,
"
Feet-water,

wheel-band, besom, and turf-coal, let us in, let us in :

: '

and they all made to the door.

Open it flew, and in rushed frightful old hags, wicked,
shameless young ones, and the old boy himself, with red

horns and a green tail. They began to tear and tatter

round the house, and to curse and swear, and roar and

bawl, and say such things as almost made the poor women
sink through the hearthstone. They had strength enough
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however, to make the sign of the cross, and call on the

Holy Trinity, and then all the witches and their master

yowled with pain. After a little the girl strove to creep
over to the holy water croft that was hanging at the

bed's head, but the whole bilin' of the wicked creatures

kep' in a crowd between her and it. The poor grand-
mother fell in a faint, but the little girl kep' her senses.

The old fellow made frightful music for the rest,

stretching out his nose and playing the horriblest noise

on it you ever heard, just as if it was a German flute.
" Oh !

"
says the poor child,

"
if Granny should die or lose

her senses what'll I do ? and if they can stay till cock-

crow, she'll never see another day." So after about half

an hour, when the hullabullo was worse than ever, she
stole out without being noticed or stopped, and then she

gave a great scream, and ran in, and shouted,
"
Granny,

granny ! come out, come out, Black Stairs is a-fire !

" Out

pelted both the devil and the witches, some by the

windows, some by the door ; and the moment the last of

them was out, she clapped the handle of the besom
where the door-bolt ought to be, turned the button in

the window, spilled the feet-water into the channel under
the door, loosed the band of the spinning-wheel, and
raked up the blazing coal under the ashes.

Well, the poor woman was now come to herself, and
both heard the most frightful roar out in the bawn, where
all the company were standing very lewd l of themselves

for being so easily taken in. The noise fell immediately,
and the same voice was heard. "

Feet-water, let me in."
"
I can't," says feet-water ;

"
I am here under your feet."

"
Wheel-band, let me in."

"
I can't I am lying loose

on the wheel-seat." " Besom let me in."
"

I can't I am
put here to bolt the door." "

Turf-coal, let me in." I

can't my head is under the greeshach."
" Then let

yourselves and them that owns you have our curse for

ever and a day." The poor women were now on their

knees, and cared little for their curses. But every Holy
1 "

Regretful, ashamed," the root being leiden, to suffer. Many
words and expressions among our folk of the Pale are looked on as

abuses or perversions, when they are in truth but old forms still

carefully preserved.
L 2
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Eve during their lives they threw the water out as soon
as their feet were washed, unhanded the wheel, swept up
the house, and covered the big coal to have the seed of

the fire next morning.

We have not in Ireland many traditional or legendary
records of our wise women meeting the devil at such

abominable sabats as he delighted to hold in German

and Flemish forests, being conveyed thither on any
article that came to hand. The utmost atrocity of which

Irish witches were, in times past, proved guilty in their

excursions, was the taking of an airy ride on a booliaun

bui to the cellar of some English castle, and making
themselves glorious with the wine and strong waters

found there. The following adventure has been differ-

ently treated by fairy historians
;

so we confine our-

selves to the principal facts, adhering to the Leinster

version :

THE WITCHES' EXCURSION.
Shemus Rua (Red James) was awakened from his sleep

one night by noises in his kitchen. Stealing to the door, he
saw half-a-dozen old women, sitting round the fire, jesting,
and laughing, his own old housekeeper, Madge, quite frisky
and gay, helping her sister crones to cheering glasses of

punch. He began to admire the impudence and impru-
dence of Madge, displayed in the invitation and the riot,

but recollected on the instant her officiousness in urging
him to take a comfortable posset, wrhich she had brought
to his bedside just before he fell asleep. Had he drunk
it he would have been just now deaf to the witches' glee.

He heard and saw them drink his health in such a mock-

ing style as nearly to tempt him to charge them, besom
in hand, but he restrained himself. The jug being

emptied, one of them cried out,
"

It is time to be gone,"
and at the same moment, putting on a red cap, she

added
"
By yarrow and rue,

And my red cap too,

Hie over to England."
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Making use of a twig which she held in her hand as

a steed, she gracefully soared up the chimney, and was

rapidly followed by the rest. But when it came to the

housekeeper's turn, Shemus interposed.
"
By your leave,

ma'am!" said he, snatching twig and cap. "Ah, you
desateful ould crocodile ! If I find you here on my
return, there'll be wigs on the green.

' '

By yarrow and rue,
And my red cap too,
Hie over to England."

J

The words were not out of his mouth when he was

soaring above the ridge-pole, and swiftly ploughing the

air. He was careful to speak no word (being somewhat
conversant in witch lore), as the result would be a

tumble, and the immediate return of the expedition. In

a very short time they had crossed the VVicklow hills, the

Irish Sea, and the Welsh mountains, and were charging
at whirlwind speed the hall-door of a castle. Shemus,

only for the company in which he found himself, would
have cried out for pardon, expecting to be mummy against
the hard oak door in a. moment

;
but all bewildered he

found himself passing through the key-hole, along a pas-

sage, down a flight of steps, and through a cellar-door

key-hole, before he could form any clear idea of his

situation.

Waking to the full consciousness of his position, he
found himself sitting on a stillion, plenty of lights glim-

mering round, and he and his companions, with full

tumblers of frothing wine in hand, hob-nobbing and

drinking healths as jovially and recklessly as if the liquor
was honestly come by, and they were sitting in Shemus's
own kitchen. The red birredh had assimilated Shemus's
nature for the time being to that of his unholy com-

panions. The heady liquors soon got in their brains,

and a period of unconsciousness succeeded the ecstasy,
the head-ache, the turning round of the barrels, and the

1 For the above formulary the words Borraun, Borraun, Borraun !

are sometimes substituted. Borran is anger, booraun a domestic
article mentioned already ; the reader is at liberty to fashion a

theory on these data.



150 FICTIONS OF THE IRISH CELTS

" scattered sight
"
of poor Shemus. He woke up under

the impression of being roughly seized, and shaken, and

dragged upstairs, and subjected to a disagreeable exami-

nation by the lord of the castle, in his state parlour.
There was much derision and laughter among the whole

company, gentle and simple, on hearing Shemus's ex-

planation ;
and as the thing occurred in the dark ages,

the unlucky Leinster-man was sentenced to be hung as

soon as the gallows could be prepared for the occasion.

The poor Hibernian was in the cart proceeding on his

last journey, with a label upon his back, and another on
his breast, announcing him as the remorseless villain who
for the last month had been draining the casks in my
lord's vault every night. He was striving to say a prayer,
when he was surprised to hear himself addressed by his

name, and in his native tongue, by an old woman in the

crowd. "
Ach, Shemus, alanna ! is it going to die you

are in a strange place, without your cappeen d, arg f
"

These words infused hope and courage into the victim's

heart. He turned to the lord, and humbly asked leave

to die in his red cap, which he supposed had dropped
from his head in the vault. A servant was sent for the

head-piece, and Shemus felt lively hope warming his

heart while placing it on his head. On the platform he
was graciously allowed to address the spectators, which
he proceeded to do in the usual formula composed for

the benefit of flying stationers :

" Good people all, a

warning take by me
;

"
but when he had finished the

line,
" My parients rared me tenderly," he unexpectedly

added "
By yarrow and rue," &c. and the disappointed

spectators saw him shoot up obliquely through the air

in the style of a sky-rocket that had missed its aim. It

is said that the lord took the circumstance much to

heart, and never afterwards hung a man for twenty-four
hours after his offence.

THE CROCK FOUND IN THE RATH.

If any of our English readers are unfortunately igno-
rant of the social position of tailors in the remote
districts of this country, let them hereby learn that Brian
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Neill, the unlucky hero of this narrative, when he arose

on Monday morning, betook himself to the farmer's

house where his services were required, took the mea-
sures of his clients, sat on the large kitchen table, kept
his goose in the turf fire, mended and made clothes,

chatted with the women, and there remained till his

business was finished. He then repaired to some other

farmstead where his presence was desirable, and thus his

life glided on.

Brian was employed as mentioned one afternoon on
Mrs. Rooney's great table. He had been remarked all

the day for an unwonted silence, and now began to

acquaint Mrs. Rooney with the subject on which his

thoughts were employed.
" Be this and be that, ma'am,

it's very strange that I should have the same dream for

the last three nights. There it was, in the rath of Knoc-

mor, I saw, as plain as I see you now, a big grey stone,

and an old thorn tree, and the hole between them, and
the crock at the bottom of it. I declare to you I can't

stand it any longer. I'll take a spade and shovel, and

try my fortune, and have it off my mind. You needn't

tell anybody where I'm gone."
About three hours afterwards he returned in a very

dismantled condition, his hair in moist flakes, his eyes

glassy, and his whole appearance betokening one who
would drop in pieces if some strong power were not keep-

ing him together.
"
Oh, ma'am, honey !

: ' he faltered out,

"let me lie down somewhere; I think I'll die." Mrs.

Rooney had put him into the bed belonging to the

servant boy, and good-naturedly brought him a warm
drink of whey in a quarter of an hour or so. She then

sat down by the bed ; and when he had refreshed him-

self, and seemed somewhat restored, she requested to

know how he fared after he had left the house. This
is the account he rather reluctantly gave after some

pressing :

" When I got to the rath, ma'am, I wondered to

find the stone and the old thorn just as I dreamed

they were. Bedad I took off my coat, and fell to,

and dug and shovelled, and shovelled and dug till

my poor arms were tired. I rested myself for a little
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while, and then fell to again. Well, I think I was
down between three and four feet, when I felt something
hard against the spade. I cleared away the clay care-

fully from about it, and what was it but a heavy crock,

just like the very one I saw in the dreams. I lifted it

out on the heap of clay I threw up, and was going to

get the cover off when I felt myself getting as weak as

water. I was trembling indeed, and my heart fluttering
from the first touch I gave it with the spade. Well, what
would you have of it ! I fell down in a stugue, and don't

know how long I was in it ;
and when I came to myself

the very sight of the crock brought my heart to my
mouth. I done nothing after that but crawled back as

well as I could. I suppose all happened to me because

I did not say e'er a prayer, or take any holy-water with

me to sprinkle a ring round the place. I think I'll go
asleep now ;

I can't keep my eyes open."
So he slept soundly, and never woke till next morn-

ing, and the first thing he was conscious of was a strong
inclination to go to the rath again, and recover the crock,
if it still remained there. He went in all haste, found the

spade and shovel, the heap of clay, and the pit, but no

sign of the crock or its cover. He came back over-

powered with vexation at the silly way in which he had
behaved the day before, and begged Mrs. Rooney to give
him his crock, and promised to give her a good handful

of its contents. "Crock!" said she;
" what are you

talking about ?
" " Sure I am talking about the crock I

dug up in the rath of Knoc-mor yesterday, and that I

told you about after you gave me the drink of whey in

the bed." "
Oh, my poor man, you are raving ! I gave

you a drink, sure enough, but this is the first time you
opened your mouth about a crock." " But sure, if you
come you can see the hole and the clay, and here is the

spade and shovel that I used." "And if they are, is

that a reason I should have your crock, that I never

heard of till this blessed hour ?
"

There was great commotion in the neighbourhood.
Several people, including Mr. and Mrs. Rooney, went to

the rath, and saw the hole and the clay, but that did not

prove that Mrs. Rooney got the money. All that the
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sharpest neighbour could make out was the absence of

the farmer and his wife from their house for about an
hour on the evening in question. It all resulted in poor
Brian losing his reason, and coming to vituperate Mrs.

Rooney about once a week at her own door. We will

say of her that she always gave him something to eat on
these occasions, and a coat or breeches when his need
was sore for good clothing. By degrees the farm was

improved, and more land taken. Her children were well

provided for, and so are such of her grandchildren as

are now living. Ill-got money does not in general pro-
duce such comfortable results.

In the Leadbeater Papers will be found another version

of the next legend. What we heard from Mrs. K. in

1816, or thereabouts, is here given to the reader most

conscientiously. It is a curious instance of old circum-

stances being attached to the fortunes of a new man, such

as Earl Garrett must be considered when thought of in

comparison with Holger the Dane or King Arthur.

Such legends belong to a race which has been obliged

to give way to a less imaginative people. James IV. of

Scotland, survived Flodden, and will appear when his

country wants him. Don Sebastian of Portugal did not

perish in Africa. Holger the Dane remained watching

in his cavern long after the period

' ' When Roland brave, and Olivier,
And every paladin and peer,
On Roncesvalles died."

King Arthur is still waiting in the Isle of Avalon
;
and

some old Welsh king can scarcely disengage his beard

from the stone table into which it has grown, as he has

slept till his coming forth can be of no manner of use.

THE ENCHANTMENT OF GEARHOIDH IARLA.

In old times in Ireland there was a great man of the

Fitzgeralds. The name on him was Gerald, but the
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Irish, that always had a great liking for the family, called

him Gearoidh Jarla (Earl Gerald). He had a great castle

or rath at Mullaghmast, and whenever the English go-
vernment were striving to put some wrong on the country,
he was always the man that stood up for it. Along with

being a great leader in a fight, and very skilful at all

weapons, he was deep in the black at /, and could change
himself into whatever shape he pleased. His lady knew
that he had this power, and often asked him to let her

into some of his secrets, but he never would gratify her.

She wanted particularly to see him in some strange

shape, but he put her off and off on one pretence or

other. But she wouldn't be a woman if she hadn't per-
severance

;
and so at last he let her know that if she

took the least fright while he'd be out of his natural

form, he would never recover it till many generations of

men would be under the mould. " Oh ! she wouldn't be

a fit wife for Gearoidh larla if she could be easily fright-

ened. Let him but gratify her in this whim, and he'd

see what a hero she was !

" So one beautiful summer

evening, as they were sitting in their grand drawing-room,
he turned his face away from her, and muttered some

words, and while you'd wink he was clever and clean

out of sight, and a lovely goldfinch was flying about

the room.

The lady, as courageous as she thought herself, was a

little startled, but she held her own pretty well, especially
when he came and perched on her shoulder, and shook

his wings, and put his little beak to her lips, and whistled

the delightfullest tune you ever heard. Well, he flew in

circles round the room, and played hide and go seek with

his lady, and flew out into the garden, and flew back

again, and lay down in her lap as if he was asleep, and

jumped up again.

Well, when the thing had lasted long enough to satisfy

both, he took one flight more into the open air
;
but by

my word he was soon on his return. He flew right into

his lady's bosom, and the next moment a fierce hawk
was after him. The wife gave one loud scream, though
there was no need, for the wild bird came in like an arrow,

and struck against a table with such force that the life
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was dashed out of him. She turned her eyes from his

quivering body to where she saw the goldfinch an instant

before, but neither goldfinch nor Earl Garrett did she

ever lay eyes on again.
Once every seven years the Earl rides round the

Curragh of Kildare on a steed, whose silver shoes were
half an inch thick the time he disappeared ;

and when
these shoes are worn as thin as a cat's ear, he will be

restored to the society of living men, fight a great battle

with the English, and reign King of Ireland for two score

years.
Himself and his warriors are now sleeping in a long

cavern under the Rath of Mullaghmast. There is a table

running along through the middle of the cave. The Earl

is sitting at the head, and his troopers down along in

complete armour both sides of the table, and their heads

resting on it. Their horses, saddled and bridled, are

standing behind their masters in their stalls at each side
;

and when the day comes, the miller's son that's to be

born with six fingers on each hand will blow his trumpet,
and the horses will stamp and whinny, and the knights
awake and mount their steeds, and go forth to battle.

Some night that happens once in every seven years,
while the Earl is riding round the Curragh, the entrance

may be seen by any one chancing to pass by. About a

hundred years ago, a horse-dealer that was late abroad
and a little drunk, saw the lighted cavern, and went in.

The lights, and the stillness, and the sight of the men in

armour cowed him a good deal, and he became sober.

His hands began to tremble, and he let fall a bridle on
the pavement. The sound of the bit echoed through the

long cave, and one of the warriors that was next him
lifted his head a little, and said in a deep hoarse voice,
"
Is it time yet ?

" He had the wit to say,
" Not yet, but

soon will," and the heavy helmet sunk down on the table.

The horse-dealer made the best of his way out, and I

never heard of any other one getting the same oppor-

tunity.

The terrible superstition of the Lianan Sighe dates,

we here find, from an early period.as
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It was the fate of those mortals who loved, and were

beloved by, women of the Sighe people, that they could

not be freed from the connexion unless with the entire

consent of their wayward mistresses. In illustration of

the system, we subjoin the very old legend of

ILLAN EACHTACH AND THE LIANAN.

Illan was a friend of Fion, and was willing to become
more intimately connected with him by marrying his

aunt Tuirrean. It had come to Fion's ears that Illan

was already provided with a sighe-love, so he secured the

fate of his aunt in this wise. He put her hand into that

of Oisin, who intrusted her to Caoilte, who intrusted her

to Mac Luacha, &c. ; and thus she passed under the

guardianship of Diarmaid, Goll Mac Morna, another

Luacha, and so into the arms of Illan.. Her married life

was happy for a while, but it did "not please the Sighe,
Uchtdealbh (Fair Bosom) that her mortal lover should

be happy in any society but her own. So she paid her a

visit in the absence of her husband, and invited her out,

as she wished to give her an important message from

Fion, relative to a feast he wanted to have prepared.

Being safe from the eyes of the household, she muttered

some words, and drawing a druidic wand from under her

mantle, she struck her with it, and changed her into the

most beautiful wolf-hound that eyes ever beheld. She
then took her to the house of Feargus Fionnliath, on the

shore of the bay of Galway. Illan, hearing on his re-

turn that his wife had gone out with a strange woman,
and had not since been seen, guessed that Fair Bosom
had disposed of her in some way, and began to tremble

for the result. It was not long arriving. Fion missing
his aunt, demanded her safe in life and limb at the hands
of Oisin, who demanded her from Caoilte, who demanded
her from Mac Luacha, &c. till Luacha the second de-

manded from Illan the person of his wife in good health,

or his own head. Illan acknowledged the justice of the

request, and merely demanded a few days' grace.
He at once set forward to the palace-cavern of his
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sighe, and obtained his wish, but on the pure condition

of being faithful to her till his death, and never more

seeking mortal mistress or wife. She then sought out

Tuirrean, and bringing her to some distance from Fer-

gus's rath, restored her to her pristine shape, and then

delivered her over to her nephew. Luacha the second,
the last of the sureties, represented to the great chief,

that the least recompense he could make him for the

terror he had experienced, was the hand of the restored

beauty, and Fion gave his gracious consent to this

second espousals of his aunt.

During the lady's transformation she brought to the

world the two celebrated hounds Brann and Sceoluing.
Fair Bosom was willing to give them the human shape
when she restored it to their mother, but Fion preferred
them to remain as they were.

When Paganism, prevailed, such connexions were not

looked on as very baneful or unnatural. Under the

Christian dispensation the unhappy person is strictly

bound to the unholy being, is always sensible of its

presence, and cannot be freed from the alliance without

finding a substitute to take his or her place. It is said

that the Lianan is nourished by the food received by its

companion. Whatever were the circumstances attending

the beginning of the connexion, the wretched mortal

suffers at a later period such misery allied to horror, that

he or she would welcome death, were it not for the

torments to be looked for after it.

The person possessed can make the Lianan confer

riches and other worldly goods on friends or favourites,

but is not in a position to receive or enjoy such things

in his or her own person. While the contract is not

broken on the mortal side the familiar is the slave, other-

wise unendurable misery and slavery is his or her portion.

In the tale of Zanoni and in the Lianan
S/it'e,

by Carleton, are obscurely figured the indescribable
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wretchedness of the too rash and too curious mortals

who would tear asunder the veil that divides the visible

from the invisible world. 1

An ancient Ossianic story is the original on which

Carroll O'Daly or Hugh Duff O'Reilly founded the tale

of the "Son of Evil Counsel." Such legends passed
from the mouths of the professed bards and story-tellers

to those of a lower rank and less talent
;
and again de-

scended from their keeping to the care of uneducated

peasants. We cite the last degraded form of this old

fiction, as told by a scealuidhe of the lowest rank.

THE MISFORTUNES OF BARRETT THE PIPER.

Barrett the Piper, you see, lost his skill, and was
advised to go to the Black North to recover it (Barrett
was a Munster man). Well, he took his little boy with

him and they walked and they walked till the dark came,
and they went into a cabin by the roadside to look for

lodging.
" God save all here !

"
says they.

" Save you
kindly !

"
says the man of the house, but he left out the

HOLY NAME. " How are you, Jack Barrett ?
" "

Musha,
pure and hearty, sir

; many thanks for the axing, but how
did you know me? " '

Och, I knew you before you were
weaned. Sit down and make yourself at home

; here

you stay till morning." Well, faith, they got a good
supper of pytatees and milk, and a good bed of straw

was made for them by the wall up near the fire, and they

lay down quite comfortable to get a good sleep. But
some bad thoughts came over Jack Barrett in the dead
of the night, and he got up and went out of the bed, and
it's in the fields he found himself, and a couple of mad
dogs running after him. There was a big tree near him
with ever so many crows' nests in the top, and he run

and climbed up in it from the dogs, and if he missed the

1 Classic scholars will find the memory of the Incubi, and Succubi,
and Nympholepts of the Pagan system, preserved in these Lianans
and the persons possessed by them.
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dogs he found the crows, and didn't they fall on him to

tear his eyes out ! He bawled, and he roared, and the

man of the house came into the kitchen, and stirred the

fire, and there was Jack Barrett on the hen-roost, and the

cocks and hens cackling about him. "
Musha, the

sorra's on you for a Jack Barrett ! How did you get up
there among the fowl ?

" " The goodness knows
; it's not

their company I want. Will you help me down, honest

man ?
"

Well, he got into bed again, and if he did he was
not long there when a bad thought come into his head,
and up he got. He was going into the next room, when
where did he find himself but by the bank of a big river,

and the same two dogs tearing along like vengeance to

make gibbets of him. There was a tree there, and its

boughs were out over the river. Up climbs Jack, and

up after him with the dogs ;
and to get out of their

clutches he scrambled out on a long bough. The dogs
were soon feeling after him, and he going out farther and

farther, till he was afraid it would break. At last he felt

it cracking, and he gave a roar out of him that you'd
hear a mile off, and the man of the house came into the

kitchen, and stirred the fire, and there was Jack sthraddle-

leg on the pot-rack.
"
Musha, Jack, but you're the

devil's quare youth at your time o' life to be makin' a
horse of my pot-rack. Come down, you onshuch, and

go to bed."

. Well, the third time, where did the divel guide him
but to a bed in the next room, and when he flopped into

it, he let such a yowl out of him that you'd think it was
heaven and earth was coming together.

" What's in the
win' now, Jack ?

"
says the man o' the house. "

Oh, it's

in the pains of labour I am," says the unfortunate piper.
" Will we send for the midwife for you ?

"
says the

other.
"
Oh, the curse o' Cromwell on yourself an' the

midwife !

"
says the poor man

;
"it wasn't God had a

hand in us the hour we darkened your door. Oh,
tattheration to you, you ould thief! won't you give us
some aise?" "Father honey," says the boy, ."it's

pishrogues is an you. A drop of holy water will do you
more good nor the master o' the house, God bless him !

"
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"
I'll tear you limb from limb," says the ould villain when

he heard the HOLY.NAME,
"

if you say that again."
"
Well,

anyhow," says the boy,
" make the sign of the cross on

yourself, father, and say the Lord's Prayer." The poor
ould piper did so, and at the blessed words and the sign,
his pains left him. There was no sight of the man of

the house on the spot then
; maybe he was in the lower

room.
When the piper and his son woke next morning, they

were lying in the dry moat of an ould rath that lay by
the high road.

Having never enjoyed the undesirable privilege of a

foregathering with an unearthly appearance, though in our

youth we had passed, many many times, at the dead

hour through haunted glounthaans (glens), and across

the haunted fords of Ath-na-Capail^- Ochnanayear,

Ochayolthachawn, and many other eery at/is and thubbers

(fords and wells), we yet can bring to mind many of the

true narratives we have heard at rustic firesides.

Of those we are about to relate, we are as sure of the

good faith of the tellers as of any ordinary truth or fact

that has occurred to us, but are yet of opinion that,

could all circumstances connected with the occurrences

be ascertained, everything related might probably be

referred to natural causes. The narratives are not

classified : we give them as they occur to memory,

vouching for the thorough sincerity of the original

reciters.

THE WOMAN IN WHITE.

Pat Gill, of the county of Kildare, was driving
towards Dublin, with a load of country produce. He

1 The first of these names is pronounced by the people round

Castleboro, Och-na-goppal ; the others are pronounced as here

phonetically spelled. The English equivalents are the " Ford of

the Horse," the " Ford of the Evil Spirits," and the " Ford of the

Naked Man."
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had made a comfortable seat for himself on the car, and
had plenty of hay about him and under him. He was

pleasantly employed thinking of nothing in particular,

dozing and giving an eye to the proceedings of his beast.

He was between the mill of Baltracy and the cross roads

of Borraheen, when he was startled by the appearance ofa

woman dressed in long white clothes, crossing the fence,

and advancing into the road. She came up to the horse,

and walked on with him, close by his neck. The driver

chucked the beast's head to the opposite side, for fear

he should tread on her feet or long robes, but she still

kept as close to him as before, and sometimes he thought
he could see the lower part of the horse's fore leg through
her dress. The matter had now become very serious.

He could not keep his eyes off the apparition ;
and he

felt his whole frame covered with a cold perspiration.
He became bewildered, and could not determine either

on going on or stopping. So, the horse, finding matters

left to himself jogged on apparently unconscious of his

fellow-wayfarer. The centre of the cross-roads of Bor-

raheen is or was occupied by a patch of green turf
;
and

when they came to its edge, the white figure stood still,

while a portion of the shaft of the car on that side

seemed to pass through her. Gill, observing this, drew
the beast at once to the other side, crying in a voice

made tremulous by terror,
"
By your leave, ma'am !

"

On went horse and car, the edges of the load preventing
him from seeing the white form. Having advanced two
or three yards, he looked back, fearing to see a mangled
body on the road behind him, but he saw, instead, the

white appearance standing in the centre of the plot of

grass, her hand seeming to shade her eyes, as she looked

earnestly after him. Terrified as he was, he never turned

his gaze till a bend in the road cut off the view.

The neighbourhood of Borraheen, Baltracy, and Rath-

cofiey was blessed, or the contrary, in times past, by
a fortune-teller and charm-concocter, Molly Anthony by
name. So unedifying was her life and conversation, that

the priest refused to have any religious services per-

formed for her after death. She left a son, who had

M
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acquired some skill in curing cattle by herbs, and did

not pretend to any supernatural gifts. A farmer, Pat

Behan, at whose house he had remained about a fortnight,

and who was well pleased with his performances, was

passing near the green hills in his jaunting car, accom-

panied by Jack Anthony, the doctor, when, on a sudden,

an old woman in a red cloak appeared to them between

the bushes on the road-fence, and cried, "Jack, it's time

for you to come." "
Sir," said Jack to his patron,

"
will

you excuse me for a minute, while I go to say a word to

this neighbour of mine?" "Oh, to be sure!" Jack

got on the fence, and passed through the bushes, but the

farmer was surprised at not subsequently hearing the

sound of his or her voice. He waited for about the space

of a minute, and then bade his servant climb the fence,

and see if Jack was about to return. The servant did as

he was told, and the master observed him look along the

inner side of the ditch, now to the left, and then to the

right, and then straight before him, with a perplexed ex-

pression of face. The master sprung down, joined his

servant, and found he had a long range of vision right

and left, and up the sloping side of the green hill, and

no bushes or rocks to afford concealment. Neither Jack

nor the red-cloaked women were in view. It was months

before the doctor presented himself before his patron,

and even then his account of his disappearance was not"

consistent in all its parts. Our informant was acquainted

with Pat Behan and Jack Anthony, and heard the former

relate the adventure.

Mrs. FitzPatrick, a native of Queen's County, has

furnished us with the next tale.

THE QUEEN'S COUNTY GHOST.

Squire Garret (let us say), whose seat lay near

Kilcavan, was not a pattern for faith or morals while
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above mould, and afterwards caused considerable annoy-
ance to his surviving friends and dependents. No night

passed without the noises usual in such cases being
heard. Doors would be flung open, keys heard turning
in locks, plates and dishes hurled down from the dresser

on the kitchen floor, tables overturned, and chairs flung

about, yet in the morning nothing would be found out

of its place. The family at last removed to another

manor-house at some distance, but the steward, and old

coachman, and a few hangers-on, remained behind.

None suffered more from the ghostly and ghastly freaks

of the late master than the coachman. When once the

night came he could not reckon on a moment's rest. If

he attempted to take a nap in the great chair, his wig
would be plucked off, or the chair pulled from under

him, and he would occasionally find himself pinched and
bruised black and blue. At last, he seemed utterly

callous and indifferent to these marks of interest in him
evinced by the old Squire. Perhaps he was more
obnoxious to this persecution for having aided the de-

funct in his designs upon the innocence of sundry young
women during his reign on earth. There was one pecu-

liarity in his visitations; he never made himself visible

to more than one person in a company ; and, though he

adopted the appearance of black dog, or boar, or bull

on these occasions, the individual singled out always
knew the old Squire under his disguises.
The wives, sons, and daughters of the neighbouring

farmers once took it in head to club and have a ball in

the big house, for which they readily got permission.
Ml was as merry as music, and drink, and an assemblage
of young boys and girls could make it, when in the

height of the festivity, the old gentleman took it into his

head to become visible in a hideous shape to the aunt

(then a young woman) of Mrs. FitzPatrick. She shrieked

out, and fainted, and the universal mirth and jollity came
to an abrupt conclusion. When she was brought to her-

self, and related what had occurred, there was a general

dispersion, and that was the last attempt at a ball in the

big house.
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THE GHOST IN GRAIGUE.

A lady in the neighbourhood of that old town, much
celebrated for her charities, died, and great sorrow was
felt for her loss. Many masses were celebrated, and

many prayers offered up for the repose of her soul, and
there was a moral certainty of her salvation among her

acquaintance. One evening, after the family had re-

tired to rest, a servant girl in the house, a great favourite

with her late mistress, was sitting beside the fire, enjoy-

ing the dreamy comfort of a hard-worked person after the

day's fatigues, and just before the utter forgetfulness of

sleep. Her mind was wandering to her late loved mis-

tress, when she was startled by a sensation in her instep,
as if it were trodden upon.

" Bad manners to you for a

dog," said she, suspecting the "coley" of the house to

be the offender. But to her great terror, when she looked

down and round the hearth, she could see no living

thing.
" Who's that ?

" she cried out, with the teeth

chattering in her head. "
It is I," was the answer, and

the dead lady became visible to her.
"
Oh, mistress

darling !

"
said she,

" What is disturbing you, and can I

do anything for you ?
" " You can do a little," said the

spirit,
" and that is the reason I have appeared to you.

Every day and every hour some one of my friends are

lamenting me, and speaking of my goodness, and that is

tormenting me in the other world. All my charities

were done only for the pleasure of having myself spoken
well of, and they are now prolonging my punishment.
The only real good I ever did was to give, once, half-a

crown to a poor scholar that was studying to be a priest,

and charging him to say nothing about it. That was
the only good act that followed me into the other world.

And now you must tell my husband and my children

to speak well of my past life no more, or I will haunt

you night after night." The appearance, the next

moment, was no longer there, and the poor girl fainted

the moment it vanished. When she recovered, she

hastened into her settle-bed, and covered herself up,
head and all, and cried and sobbed till morning.

Every one wrondered the next day to see such a

troubled countenance. But she went through her busi-
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ness one way or other, though she could not make up
her mind to tell her master what she had seen and
heard. She dreaded the quiet hour of rest ; and well

she might, for the displeased lady visited her again at

the same hour, and reproached her for her neglect.
Three times she endured the dread visits before she
made the required revelation.

Some readers will give us no thanks for the next two

sketches
;
of course we feel all suitable sorrow.

DROOCHAN'S GHOST.

A townland north of Mount Leinster is infested by
the above-named evil spirit. Within a few years, sundry
people returning from a cross-roads' dance, on a Sunday
evening, just as night had set in, were greatly terrified.

Their road lay along the side of a tolerably steep hill,

and as they were coming on, and chatting, they heard
the most dreadful cries above them, and a noise as of

rocks tumbling down directly to crush them. They ran

away at their best speed, and still heard the unearthly

yells higher up, and the dreadful sounds, as if half the

rocks and loose stones on the heights were sweeping
down, crossing the road behind them, and plunging head-

long into the stream at the bottom of the hill. Terror

and dismay ruled the neighbourhood that night, and for a
week longer, when the fright of the Sabbath-breakers

was turned to anger and shame. The wag of the next

village had carried an empty cask to the summit of the

hill, supplied the inside with some stones, fastened the

end securely, and just as the gossipers came below, he
let slip the engine.

Droochan, the bugbear of the district, had been a man
of evil life, and consequently entitled after his death, to

annoy all peaceable subjects that had the ilHuck to live

in his neighbourhood.
A small family in that blighted vicinity were taking

their evening meal in their little parlour, when they were
alarmed by their servant-girl rushing across the hall from
the kitchen, and crying out,

"
Oh, masther, masther,

Droochan's ghost ! He's in the kitchen." After fifteen
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minutes spent in exclamations, hasty questions, confused

answers, and researches, the following dialogue took

place :

" What shape did he appear to you in ?
" "

Oh,
I didn't see him at all !

" " Who saw him ?
" " The

cats." "How do you know?" "Ah, sure there wasn't

a breath stirrin', when them two craythurs cocked their

ears, stood up on their hind legs, wud their eyes stanin'

in their heads, and sparred at one another with their

hands I mean their fore paws. Then they let a yowl,
as if heaven and earth was coming together, and run off

into the coal shed. And what ghost could they be

seeing only Droochan's ?
"

About four miles east of Baltinglass stands the hill of

Bally Carrigeen (rocky' pass), and on its top a large

ring of rounded flags about nine yards in diameter,

and called Fan-a-Cool's griddle stones. On the side of

the neighbouring eminence are two long strips of turf,

much greener than that by which they are surrounded.

These are the marks of the resting-places of Fion Mac
Cuil and his wife, who, when they rose early in the morn-

ing, descended the slope, washed their faces in the stream,

and baked the cakes for their breakfast on a griddle sup-

ported by these flags. However, we have not much to

say of them on this occasion. In their neighbourhood,
on the crest of another hill, is the churchyard of Kil-

ranelagh, where no corpse of Protestant man or woman
has ever been allowed to rest. The boundary-wall is

formed of loose stones, and the top is very narrow in

comparison with its base. Every man attending a funeral

brings a stone picked up on its way, and throws it on the

circular fence, and so the mighty ring has grown. Out-

side this boundary is a deep, round well, and a tall

curved recess in the wall just above it. This recess is

furnished with ledges, which are plentifully provided
with wooden cups every one interring in the graveyard
the corpse of a child under five years of age providing
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one of these vessels. The spirit of the latest interred

is obliged to supply every one of its predecessors with a

cup of water and to keep watch and ward over the

sacred inclosure till the next funeral ; and so, when two

convoys are approaching at the same time, there some-

times occur unseemly races and struggles. Having
sketched our scenery, we proceed with the legend of

THE KILRANELAGH SPIRIT.

Two men repairing to their homes just in the twilight,

were obliged to pass through this churchyard, or take a

considerable circuit. They had come up the hill, and
were beginning to proceed through the cemetery, when

they heard, just on their left, and apparently proceeding
from a tomb, the most awful groans and frightful out-

cries, and a shower of red-hot cinders fell on them. They
retreated down hill in great dismay ; yet, after getting to

some distance, they plucked up courage and returned.

They were received in a more fearful fashion this time,
and once again fled in terror. Unaccountable as it may
appear, they made a third attempt ; but this time the

noise was more appalling than ever, and a terrible being,
with a wild outcry, sprang up from behind the monument,
and rushed on them. Down the hill they flew like deer,

and, after a wild flight, took refuge in the first cabin they
reached. This was their version. We supply another

from the mouth of the fiend, then a young stripling,

and now a plodding citizen of Dublin, and proprietor
of a farm near this extensive and ancient cemetery.
He was seated on the stony enclosure, when he saw,

in the gloom, the two men approaching up hill. He at

once conceived the design of frightening them, and for

this purpose ensconced himself behind a tomb with a

provision of small stones. All the ghostly machinery
consisted in the groans and howlings he contrived to

make, and the showers of pebbles he discharged on
the adventurers. At the third attempt he himself was
startled by a rustling among the dry weeds and stones

behind, and his headlong charge was the result of his

panic. Of course he managed not to come up with the

fugitives.
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We must not omit mention of the Fetch (qu. Feach, to

see). But the readers of Chambers's Jotirnal, and

the works of German physiologists, and Harold and

the Strange Story will comprehend (if the matter be

comprehensible) how the human being under happy
circumstances can (involuntarily in most cases) project

some outer casing, or emanation, or larva, or Scin Lceca

(horrible name). If this phantom be seen in the morn-

ing it betokens good fortune and long life to its proto-

type ;
if in the evening a near death awaits him. This

superstition was known and felt in England even in the

reign of Elizabeth. We quote a passage from Miss

Strickland's account of her last illness :

"As her mortal illness drew towards its close, the

snperstitious fears of her simple ladies were excited

almost to mania, even to conjuring up a spectral apparition
of the Queen while she was yet alive. Lady Guildford,
then in waiting on the Queen, leaving her in an almost

breathless sleep in her privy chamber, went out to take

a little air, and met her Majesty, as she thought, three

or four chambers off. Alarmed at the thought of being
discovered in the act of leaving the

royal patient alone,

she hurried forward in some trepidation, in order to excuse

herself, when the apparition vanished away. She returned

terrified to the chamber, but there lay the Queen still

in the same lethargic slumber in which she left her."

Within a few days an unexplained mystery has been

communicated to us. It is here given without any

further commentary than our assurance of the good faith

of our informant, who equally vouched for the veracity

of her authorities, one of them being the principal wit-

ness of the apparition.

THE DOCTOR'S FETCH.

In one of our Irish cities, and in a room where the

mild moonbeams of a summer night were resting on the

carpet and on a table near the window, Mrs. B
,
wife
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of a doctor in good practice and general esteem, looking
towards this window from her pillow, was startled by the

appearance of her husband, standing near the table just

mentioned, and seeming to look with attention on a

book that was lying open on it. Now the living and

breathing man was lying by her side, apparently asleep ;

and greatly as she was surprised and affected, she had

sufficient command of herself to remain without move-

ment, lest she should expose him to the terror which she

herself at the moment experienced. After gazing at the

apparition for a few seconds, she bent her eyes on her

husband, to ascertain if his looks were turned in the

direction of the window, but his eyes were closed. She

turned round again, though dreading the sight of what

she now felt certain to be her husband's fetch, but it was

no longer there. She lay sleepless throughout the re-

mainder of the night, but still bravely refrained from

disturbing her partner.

Next morning Mr. B seeing signs of disquiet in his

wife's countenance while at breakfast, made some affec-

tionate inquiries, but she concealed her trouble
;
and at

his ordinary hour he sallied forth to make his calls.

Meeting Dr. C in the street, and falling into conver-

sation with him, he asked his opinion on the subject of

fetches.
"
I think

" was the answer,
" and so I am sure

do you, that they are mere illusions, produced by a dis-

turbed stomach acting upon the excitable brain of a

highly imaginative or superstitious person."
"
Then,"

said Dr. B "
I am highly imaginative or superstitious,

for I distinctly saw my own outward man last night,

standing at the table in the bedroom, and clearly dis-

tinguishable in the moonlight. I am afraid my wife saw

it too, but I have been afraid to speak to her on the

subject." "You have acted like a sensible man; but

now be off to your patients, as I must run to mine."

About the same hour on the ensuing night the poor

lady was again roused, but by a more painful circum-

stance. She felt her husband moving convulsively, and

immediately after he cried to her in low and interrupted ac-

cents,
"
Ellen, dear, I am suffocating ;

send for Dr. C "

She sprang up, huddled on some clothes, and, without

waiting for the slow movements of the servant, she ran
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to his house. He came with all speed, but his efforts

for his friend were useless. He had burst a large blood-

vessel in the lungs, and was soon beyond human aid.

In the passionate lamentations which the bereaved wife

could not restrain in the presence of the physician, she fre-

quently cried out,
" Oh ! the fetch, the fetch !

" At a later

period she told him of the appearance the night before

her husband's death
;
and as he thoroughly believed her

statement, it involved the theory he henceforth entertained

on the subject of Fetches in considerable confusion.

It is not a difficult matter to a person of finely strung

nerves to conjure up the eidolon of one in whom he or

she is deeply interested.

A few accidental instances of deaths speedily following

on such manifestations were sufficient to establish the

existence of fetches.

THE APPARITION IN OLD ROSS.

An instance came under our own notice of the almost

establishing of a ghost story that would have braved in-

vestigation and contradiction. A gentleman farmer, Mr.

J of Old Ross, was returning home in company with

his daughter, about eleven o'clock at night, from a visit

paid in their neighbourhood. They were going up a

steep hill, with a stiff breeze at their backs, and as they
advanced they saw on the top of the ascent a headless

man, perfectly motionless. The poor young woman was

terribly frightened, and held convulsively by her father's

arm. He was also terrified not a little, but his habitual

piety came to his aid.
" Don't fear, child," said he

;

" we are in God's presence, and under His protection.
This thing, if it be evil, cannot harm us without His per-
mission." So, though his heart beat violently, he ad-

vanced, supporting his daughter ;
and when they were at

the proper distance, their apparition changed into a poor
ass, who had selected that spot to face the wind, with

legs firmly planted and head lowered. The poor young
lady nearly fainted, but they managed to get home with-

out further adventure. Had they turned on one side at the

first glimpse of the dreadful sight, the hill would have

been a haunted one to this day.
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OSSIANIC AND OTHER EARLY LEGENDS

IT never entered the head of the glorious author of the

Iliad, or his separate rhapsodies, to publish his work by

subscription, or sell his copyright to the Longmans, or

the Murray, or the Macmillan of Ephesus or Athens :

such literary patrons did not exist in his day. He recited

it in the Theatre of the Agora, and was well or ill re-

quited. So no Irish Bolg an Dana (wallet of poems) in

the good old times, with a new work ready for issue,

would walk into Luimneach, or Portlairge, or Baile-atha-

cliath,
1 with his manuscript in his scrip, and make

arrangement for its publication. He betook himself to

the hall of king or chief, or to the fair of Tailtean, and

recited his production to an excitable crowd. If the

subject was a fine-spun treatise in narrative, a la Balzac,

on the physiology of marriage, or the long-enduring woes

of a lady not appreciated by her coarsely-moulded

husband, or the tortures of a man of fashion who longs
for a divorce, he would soon detect a portion of his con-

stituents yawning, and the rest striving to escape from

the uninteresting lecture.

But our sixth or ninth century-man knew better. He
was a poet or story-teller of the first or second order

;

and if he had lately invented nothing new, he rattled on

with a siege, a burning, a battle, an adventure in a cavern,

1
Limerick, Waterford, or Dublin.
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a search over land and sea for some priceless commodity,
a love-chase, a war between the Ard-Righ at Teamor and

one of his petty kings, or an adventure of the Fianna

in some stronghold of the Danaan Druids, where they

underwent spells, and at last found an unexpected

deliverance. Sometimes it was a coward-hero, who en-

dured troubles and terrors for a whole night in a strange

castle, and in the morning found himself uncomfortably

shivering in a ditch. Occasionally a wife was false, and

the strife waged by the wronged husband against faith-

less spouse and lover furnished a theme. But the poet

chiefly dwelt on the hairbreadth escapes of the false

fair, and the wonderful adventures that befell all parties,

and made no attempt to prove marriage an unjust and

tyrannical institution, or to show the blessings that

would hallow a cheap system of divorce.

The filea or scealuidhe addressed, even as a modern

playwright, a mingled audience, including all ranks be-

tween chieftain and horse-boy, and sought the qualities

of a composition that would interest all. He studied

the motives, and passions, and conditions that interest

or sway humanity suspense, surprise, love, hatred, rest,

action, fear, horror, love of country, of tribe, of family,

clanship, supernatural awe, &c. ;
and within the frame of

his story he introduced more or less skilfully all these

passions or sentiments, intimately combined with his

facts. Above all, as the modern scene is never to be

left unoccupied, and philosophical speculations or

poetical descriptions to be of brief continuance, so the

story-teller of ancient days admitted but few quiet inter-

vals in his narrative. Heroic or superhuman action,

quick succession of wild events, intercourse with spiritual

beings, &c. were all managed so as to surprise and keep
the interest of the assembly on the alert and tightly
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strung, till it was his pleasure to bring his story to a

close.

There is no pressing need of pity or contempt for the

childish taste possessed by the kings, and chiefs, and

franklins of old in common with their wives and

daughters. There was no such thing as learned leisure

for any of the conditions of humanity mentioned, no sit-

ting in comfortably furnished libraries, reading the last

quarterly, monthly, or weekly. The king was leading

his troops to battle, heading them in the strife, or de-

vising measures with his Ollamhs or Fileas for the better

or worse government of his province. The chief had a

less extent of land and fewer individuals to attend to,

but his life also was fully occupied at the proper busi-

ness of his chieftaincy, or in the battle or chase. The

grazier had his land and his cattle to look after, and

queens, chieftainesses, and graziers' wives found the

hours too short for the well administering of their house-

holds. A late dinner or early supper put an end to the

daily cares, and the poets in the early times, and the

prose story-teller later on, helped men and women to

forget their own cares for two or three hours by their

wondrous recitals. Would it have been a wise measure

on the part of the story-teller to relate a narrative having

the same relation to the state of existing society as the

modern novel has to our own ? Not at all. If he drew

a faithful picture of the common life of the time, he

would find his noble audience yawning or going to sleep.

Every one had come to be interested or electrified
;

every one's expectations were enhanced by those of his

neighbours. So the grand, the terrible, the deeply

affecting, and occasionally the ludicrous, must be pre-

sented. The earliest subjects of our old bards were

the real events of days then ancient, the exploits of the
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ancestors of the noble chiefs or kings before them, all of

course magnified by the glowing medium of romance

and poetry through which they were presented.

When the stories lost their first poetic garb, they were

not left to the greater or less skill of the prose story-

teller. Some of the ancient alliterations, pleasant com-

binations of sounds, and happy formulas were kept in

memory, and story-telling retained its prestige as an art

even to the close of last century. Joseph Cooper

Walker, in his History of the Irish Hards, presented

the engraved portrait of one of the latest, Cormac

Coman, who used to delight the Connaught households

in the long winter evenings with his old-world tales of

Oisin and Osgur, and the rest.

Our fair readers, part of whose every-day occupation

is the perusal of the sentimental woes or the terrible

machinations of the heroes and heroines of the circu-

lating library, will doubtlessly pity the condition of the

daughters or young wife of Irish or Highland chief, who

had nothing more soothing or exciting or higher in

quality than such stories as these to occupy their leisure

hours in their boudoirs, called by themselves Grianans,

sunny chambers. They will, perhaps, bestow an extra

portion of that blessed quality on them when they learn

that even these were not accessible unless they wished to

peruse them closely written on vellum, in small, cramped

characters, no punctuation, no breaks, and very small

margins. But household duties, attendance on sick or

wounded followers, an occasional ride after hounds or

hawks, and embroidery with the needle, occupied their

fifteen or sixteen hours of waking, and novel reading was

unknown.

Of the beautiful work in metals, and of the delicate

illuminations of gospels and missals we have abundance
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of specimens rescued from time's ravages. Of the

labours of the fair Celtic wives and daughters we have,

alas ! no relics
; the frail materials on which their care

was expended have long since been the prey of the

moth, and of neglect still more destructive.

Thus the Celtic ladies of former days, having no con-

veniences or comfortable opportunities for indulging in

the luxury of fictional woe and terror, were obliged to

have recourse to the occupations we have mentioned to

employ their hours. They listened to the recitations that

succeeded the evening meal, and., having no criterion at

hand to determine their quality, were thoroughly satisfied

with them. If our readers are not equally pleased, we

regret the circumstance, but can offer no comfort.

Sir William Temple relates an instance of an Irish

north-country gentleman of his day employing a profes-

sional story-teller, night after night, to put him to sleep.

This he always managed to do by reciting one of the

wild magical tales in which Fion and his knights had to

contend with gruagachs and hags, who by their potent

spells could reduce robust and active warriors to the

condition of weaklings of a year old. The Rev. Matthew

Morgan, the intimate friend and zealous fellow-labourer

of the late John Windele in the fields of Celtic archaeo-

logy, was during his later years obliged to have recourse

to a similar auxiliary. This scealuidhe was Tim or

Thigue O'Sullivan, a man without education, but rich in

the second stage of Ossianic lore, in which all the

original poetic form is lost, with the exception of some

remarkable quatrains appearing here and there through

the prose.

He, taking his station near the good clergyman's bed,

would commence, and conduct his mighty men of old

through their trials
;
and by dint of the soft, guttural,
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gliding sounds of the Gaelic, uniform pitch of voice, and

frequent repetitions, such as may be found even in

Homer, would at last bring the thick folds of slumber

down on the priest's eyes. He was very careful, how-

ever, not to cease his monotonous lay on the first ap-

pearance of sleep, nor for several minutes afterwards
;
for

he had found by experience that the change from the uni-

form hum to absolute silence would rouse his patient,

and reimpose his own tiresome task.

Even when story-telling was a national institution, the

highest professors were not expected to have in their

mental storehouse more than seven times fifty separate

tales : the ordinary professors had by no means so many.
So the patient had probably already heard all in the

possession of his literary retainer.

The readers of the tales here collected are necessarily

unconscious of the pleasure which the recitals of the

originals gave the Irish-speaking listeners of former days.

For this there is no remedy. The tales are given, not so

much for their intrinsic merit as for their value as literary

curiosities, relics of the social usages of a people whose

circumstances, aspirations, and tastes were as different as

they well could be from those of their living descend-

ants. An archaeological artist may have it in his power
to present us with a good idea of the outer man of an

ancient Celt. If it were given to us to overhear the

conversation of the same Celt and a few of his neigh-

bours on some phases of their ordinary life, we should

obtain a glimpse of his character, his likings, his dis-

likings and his tastes. As this is out of the question, we

must content ourselves with such knowledge as the

stories to which he listened in his hours of relaxation can

afford. Let the reader indulgently reflect on these circum-

stances when scanning the qualitiesof these Gaelic remains.
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Most welcome to the audiences of kings or chiefs'

halls were the wild stories of the Fianna Eirionn, or

Heroes of Ireland, some of whom really flourished in

the third century of the Christian era.

Of the numerous Ossianic legends found among the

Irish-speaking people of the west and south, there were

but two or three current in the north-west part of Wex-

ford in the early part of this century, though the elders

of families among the farmers and peasants all spoke,

or at least understood Irish.

Jemmy Reddy, the authority for the adventures of

Gilla iia Chreck an Gour, is our warrant for these also.

FANN MAC CUIL AND THE SCOTCH GIANT.

The great Irish joianf, Fann Mac Cuil, lived to be a

middle-aged man, without ever meeting his match, and
so he was as proud as a paycock. He had a great fort

in the Bog of Allen, and there himself and his warriors

would be playing soord and pot-lid, or shootin' bow-

arras, or pitchin' big stones twenty or thirty miles off, to

make a quay for the harbour of Dublin. One day he

was quite down in the mouth, for his men were scattered

here and there, and he had no one to wrestle or hurl, or

go hunt along with him. So he was walking about very

lonesome, when he sees a foot-messenger he had, coming
hot-foot across the bog.

" What's in the ivirf (wind) ?
"

says he.
"

It's the great Scotch giant, Far Rua, that's in

it," says the other.
" He's coming over the big stepping

stones that lead from Ireland to Scotland,
1 and you will

have him here in less than no time. He heard of the

great Fann Mac Cuil, and he wants to see which is the

best man." "
Oh, ho !

"
says Fann,

"
I hear that the Far

Rua is three foot taller nor me, and I'm three foot taller

nor the tallest man in Ireland. I must speak to

Grainne about it."

1 The Giant's Causeway, of which there are now visible only some
slices at the. two extremities. Those trustworthy chroniclers, the

ancient bards, affirm that it is the work of the ancient Irish and
Scotch men of might, laid down to facilitate their mutual visits.
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Well, it wasn't long till the terrible Scotch fellow

was getting along the stony road that led across the bog,
with a sword as big as three scythe blades, and a spear
the lenth of the house. " Is the great Irish giant at

home ?
"

says he. " He is not," says Fann's messenger :

" he is huntin' stags at Killarney ;
but the vanithee is

within, and will be glad to see you, Follow me if you

please/' In the hall they see a long deal (fir) tree, with

an iron head on it, and a round block of wood, with an

iron rim, as big as four cart wheels. " Them is the shield

and spear of Fann," says the messenger.
" Ubbabow !

"

says the giant to himself.
" You're welcome, Far Rua," says Grainne, as mild as

the moon. "
Sit down, and take such fare as God sends."

So she put before him a great big griddle cake, with the

griddle itself inside, that had a round piece cut out at

one part of the rim
;
and for a beefsteak, she gave him

a piece of a red deal plank, with a skrimshin of hard

meat outside. The first bite the giant give at the cake,
he broke three of his teeth

;
and when he tried the beef

the other ones stuck so fast in the deal, he could not

draw them out.
"
By me soord, ma'am," says he,

" this is

hard diet you give your company."
"
Oh, Lord love

you !

"
says she,

" the children here think nothing of it.

Let us see if the infant would object." So she takes the

cake over where Fann was lying in the cradle, and offers

him the part where the piece was taken out of the

griddle. Well, he bit off the bread with the greatest

ease, chawed it, and swallyed it, and smacked his lips

after it, and then he winked one eye at Far Rua. " Be
the laws !

"
says the Scotchman to himself,

" these is

wonderful people."
Well, they didn't stent him in the drink any way.

The jug of beer they laid before him would hold four

gallons, and he emptied it out of spite at one offer, as he
didn't get fair play at the bread and mate. "I think,"

says he, after his drink,
"
I'd like to see how Fann and

his men amuses themselves after dinner." " You must
see that," says the messenger.

"
Step out into the bawn,

if it is agreeable to you." Well, when they wor outside,
the messenger pointed to four or five stones, the size and
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shape of a gate post.
" Them is their finger stones, that

they do be casting to see who'll throw them farthest.

It is a good throw when one of them reaches Dublin.
But Fann does mooroon (more than enough) sometimes

;

and you'll see some of them sticking up out o' the say
where they light after a great fling. Maybe you'd like to

try your hand." He did try his hand, and after winding
it round and round his head he let fly, and it went half a
mile whistling through the air, and broke in a hundred
smithereens on a big stone in the bog.

" You'll do
well," says the boy, when you come to your full growth,
and get a year's practice or so with Fann/' "To the
d I pitch Fann and his finger stones !

"
says the big

Red Man to himself.
"
Well, is there any other way they divart themselves ?

"

says the stranger.
"
Oh, yes," says the boy.

" Fann
and his men does be throwing that handball (the ball was
a round stone that 'ud fill this hearth up to the mantel

beam) from the bawn here over the house, and running
round and catching it before it comes to the ground.
Every miss counts one lost."

" Wonderful quare people
is the Irish," said the big man. "

Maybe if it wouldn't

go over with me at the first offer, it might break down
the roof, and that 'ud annoy the vanithee. I'll pitch it

up in the air here, and you can mark." So he gave a
heave. " How high is it gone ?

" "
Up to the window

sill." "Now?" "Up to the eaves." "Dickens take

it ! Now where is it !" "Oh, sir, it is on your head."

And indeed so it was, and levelled him also, and only he
had a reasonable hard noggin of his own, it would be

cracked in two with the souse the big stone gave it again'
the ground.
He got up, and rubbed his poor skull, and looked

very cross.
"

I suppose Fann won't be home to-night."

"Sir, he's not expected for a week." "Well, give the

vanithee my compliments, and tell her I must go back
without bidding her good bye, for fear the tide would
overtake me crossing the Causeway."
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HOW FANN MAC CUIL AND HIS MEN WERE
BEWITCHED.

The King of Greek's daughter had a great spite to

Fann Mac Cuil, and Goll, one of his great heroes, and
Oscur his grandson. So she came one day and appeared
like a white doe before him

; and bedad he chased her

with his two hounds, Brann and another, till she led them

away to the bottom of the black North. She vanquished
from them at the edge of a lake, and while they were

looking about for her, a beautiful lady appeared sitting
on the bank, tearing her hair, and crying.

" What ails

you, lady ?
"

says Fann. " My ring is dropped into the

water," says she,
" and my father and mother will murder

me if I go home without it."
"

I'll get it for you," says

he, and he dived three times one after another for it.

The third time he felt the chill of death on him, and
when he was handing the ring to her, he was a decripid,

weak, gray-haired old man. "Now," says she, "maybe
you'll remember the King of Greek's daughter, and how

you killed her husband and her two sons." " If I did,"

says he, "it was on the battle-field, fighting man to man."
She left him there as helpless as the child two days old,

and went away with herself.

There was great sorrow and trouble that night at

Fann's house, and the next day all his warriors, except
Oscur, set out after him. Well, they travelled and they
travelled, till they were tired and hungry, and at last they
entered an old fort, and what did they see but a fine

table laid out, and seven stone seats around it. They
were too hungry to make much ceremony ;

so they sat

down, and ate and drank
;
and just as they were done,

in walks the lady, and says she " Sith ye merry, gentle-
men

;
I hope your meal agreed with you. Fann is at

the edge of that lake you see down there
;

if you like,

you may come with me to pay him a visit." They gave
a shout of joy, but bedad, when they offered to get up
they found themselves glued to their stone seats. Oh,
weren't they miserable ! and they could see poor Fann

lying on a bank by the loch not able to stir hand or

foot.
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There they stayed in grief for a day and a night, and
at last they saw Oscur following Brann that was after

going a hundred miles in quest of him. Brann found

Oscur lying asleep by the Lake of Killarney, and he

barked so loud that the wolves, and deers, and foxes, and

hares, run fifty miles away ;
the eagles, and kites, and

hawks, flew five miles up in the sky, and the fishes

jumped out on dry land. Never a wake did Oscur wake,
and then Brann bit his little finger to the bone. " Tat-

theration to you for an Oscur !

"
says poor Brann, and

then he was so mad he seized him by the nose. Very
few can stand to have any liberty taken with the handle

of their face no more did Oscur. He opened his eyes,
and was going to make gibbets of the dog, but he put up
his muzzle, and began to caoin, and then trotted off,

looking round at Oscur. " Oh ho !

"
says he,

" Fann or

Goll is in danger," and he followed him hot-foot to the

North. He came up to Fann, but could hardly hear

what he was striving to tell him. So Oscur put Fann's

thumb to his lips, for himself wasn't able to stir hand or

foot.
" And now, Fann," says he,

"
by the virtue of your

thumb, tell me how I'm to get this pishrogue removed."
"
Go," says he, in a whisper that had hardly anything

between it and dead silence, "go to the fairy hill, and
make the enchanter that lives there give you the drink of

youth."
When he came to the hill, the thief of a fairy man

sunk down seven perches into the ground, but Oscur was
not to be circumvented. He dug after him till the clay
and stones made a new hill, and when they came to the

solid rock he pinned him, and brought him up to the

light of the sun. His face was as gray as ashes, and as

shrivelled as a russidan apple, and very unwilling he was
to give up the cup. But he was forced to do so, and it

wasn't long till Oscur was by Fann's side, and spilling a

little, drop by drop, down his throat. Up he sprung
five yards in the air, and shouted till the rocks rung ;

and
it wasn't long till himself, and Oscur, and Brann were in

the middle of the enchanted men. Well, they were

nearly ashamed of themselves pinned to their seats, but

Oscur didn't leave them long in grief. He spilled some
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of the cup down by every man's thigh, and freed he was
;

but, be the laws, there wasn't hardly a drop in the cup
when he come to the ounkran of a make-game, foul-

mouthed, bald Cunydn (Conan). He could only free a

part of one thigh, and at last Oscur, getting onpatient,
took him body and sleeves, and pulled him off the stone.

What a roar he let out of him ! his breeches if it's

breeches they wore in them ould times stuck to

the seat, and a trifle of Cunyan's skin along with it.

"Whist!" says Oscur, "we'll get a sheep-skin sewed

on you, and you'll be as comfortable as any May-boy
after it."

Well, when all were free, they gave three shouts that

were heard as far as the Isle of Man
;
and for a week

after they got home they done nothing but eating the

vengeance of goats and deers, and drinking wine, and

ineadJi, and beer that the Danes larned them to make
from heath

;
and gentle and simple might go in and out,

and eat and drink, and no one was there to say
" Who

asked you to visit us ?
"

The admirers of our Ossianic relics will give anything

but a hearty welcome to these disfigurations of the brave

old bard. But let them not blame poor Reddy too

much. He understood Irish, for his father and mother

spoke it pretty fluently, but they would not suffer their

children to speak it. They got them taught to spell and

read English, and would not allow of anything that might

tend to counteract their studies. Some few of the native

poetic beauties would flash out here and there, but they

were stifled in the colloquial style natural to the story-

teller.

QUALIFICATIONS AND DUTIES OF THE FIANNA
EIRIONN.

With the name and opinions of modern Fenians every

one's ears have been dinned. For the sake of that por-

tion of our readers who have not devoted much attention
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to Gaelic archaeology, we devote a few pages to the

subject of that body of ancient militia whose title they

have appropriated.

As to the derivation of the word we are not so much
embarrassed by the poverty as the abundance of the

materials. Fine means tribe, family, kindred, nation,

soldier, vineyard ; Finne, whiteness, fairness
; Fton, wine,

truth, ancient
; Fionn, a head, chief, troops, sincere, true,

fine, fair, pleasant. The term Fianna, giants or soldiers,

was applied to the warriors of Albanach (Scotland) and

Britain, as well as to those of Ireland.

This standing army, if the bardic chronicles are reli-

able, consisted of men of good birth, and what would in

later times be called knightly rank. They were not dis-

tinguished by any name of the same signification as

Knight, which in its parent language, the Teutonic,

simply meant Valet. They were Laochs, heroes (the

German Helden\ and when associated to a military

order they were Curai, companions. A postulant for

admission among the Fians should be a free man in

every respect, and so expert that, merely armed with a

stick and shield, he could defend his otherwise un-

guarded body from half a dozen men darting spears at

him from a distance of nine ridges. If he escaped un-

wounded, he was required to run through a tangled

wood with his long hair hanging loose, and get out at

the other side, uncaught by the same or another half

dozen warriors. If an ill-conditioned bough as low

as his knee crossed his path, he should run under

it ;
if it were no higher than his shoulder, he should

bound over it. Having passed this bodily ordeal he

was obliged to swear fealty to the Ard Righ (head king),

to promise on his word as Curadh to be charitable to the

poor and to respect women. His near relations were
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also engaged never to seek eric (blood-fine) for his death,

but to leave that care and the defence of his honour

to his brothers-in-arms.

During the winter half year, the Fians were enter-

tained at the expense of the kings and chiefs. In the

other they spent most of their time fishing and hunt-

ing, when not watching for invaders. They took their

principal meal in the evening, and this was the pro-

gramme of mealtime and bedtime : Through the forest,

and on the plains, and on the hillsides, were small

circular cavities, paved with stones, and surrounded with

low stone walls. A party of hunters arriving here in the

afternoon made a strong fire of brushwood in this pit,

and disposed therein several loose stones, of which there

was a large provision lying about. The fire having

burned down, and the embers being cleared away, a

layer of venison or wild boar's flesh, as it might be,

wrapped in grass or rushes, was laid on the hot bottom,

and a layer of the red-hot stones on this. Then suc-

ceeded another layer of meat similarly garnished, and

crowned by hot stones No. 2, the process being again

repeated if necessary.

Near these " Ovens of the Feine,"
1 as they are still

called by the peasantry, was a bathing tank supplied by
some neighbouring stream, and here, while the dinner

was cooking, the warlike hunters bathed. A large bothy,

built of sods, stones, scraws, and branches, served for

dining-hall, and thither the savoury joints were conveyed,
and consumed by the men just risen from their refreshing

bath. The beds of the Fians were composed of withered

grass and heath, with the flowered tops uppermost. The
coverlets were the cloaks of the sleepers, or stag and

wolf skins.

1 The final e is always heard in Celtic words.
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Remains of these primitive ovens are still extant, the

soil about them being distinguished by its dark colour-

They are also met with in the Scottish Highlands.

The institution was not long-lived. No records are

left of it of longer extent than three generations. Por-

tions of the troops were always in the neighbourhood of

harbours ;
and if the approaching foe was strong in men

and barques, signals sped from hill to hill until a suffi-

cient band of defenders was collected.

If the following event happened'to be as true as it was

remarkable, it would finely illustrate the great services

rendered to their country by these brave militia men,

who, when they were not employed in hunting or watch-

ing the coasts, occupied themselves in directing their

corrachs to the coasts of Britain or Gaul, and returning

with such nuggets of gold or silver, or cattle or slaves,

as they could appropriate at the expense of wounds and

bruises.

THE BATTLE OF VENTRY HARBOUR.

On one occasion, while their chief, Fion, and his

friends, were enjoying existence, swimming and fishing
in the Sionan, word was brought to him from the warder

stationed at the harbour of finntraighe (White Strand,

Ventry), that Daire Bonn, King of Rome and all the

world, except Erinn, had been conducted by a recreant

member of the Fianna to Glas Carraig (Skellig Rocks),
and was now with his mighty fleet lying in the harbour

mentioned, ready to land, and make his domain and the

entire surface of the earth one and the same.

Fleet runners now carried the news to the separate

corps throughout the island, including a remnant of the

Danaan race settled at Conal Gavra, in the present

county of Limerick. The warriors nearest the post of

danger hastened thither, and for a year and a day there

was a terrible diurnal fight on the strand between a de-

tachment landing from the ships and an equal number



i88 FICTIONS OF THE IRISH CELTS

of Fenian heroes, one great warrior generally slaying a

couple of hundred of the opposing party, and securing a

portion of the tale to himself, just as Agamemnon, or

Uiomede, or Patroclus, had a book of the Iliad which
he might call his own. It all ended, as it should, in

favour of native valour and patriotism, few of the captains
of the King of the World surviving the year and day's war.

The brave young Gall, Prince of Ulster, worked himself

into such a state of fury in the fight, that he lost his

senses, and fled to the lonely Glenn na-n-Gealt, in Kerry.
And there all the lunatics in Ireland must repair before

or after they pay the great debt.

Spenser had a great dislike to the custom prevalent in

his day, which sent up in summer-time the inhabitants of

the plains and valleys to the hills, where they lived, in

imitation of the Fianna, on game and the produce of

their cattle, till their instinct warned sheep and cows of

ihe suitable moment to seek the shelter of the lowlands.

He complained that this usage afforded the disaffected

means of shelter and of support among these dwellers in

the " scraw-covered
"

shielings, and opportunities of con-

cocting designs unfriendly to the authority of his beloved

Gloriana.

It must be acknowledged that our information as to

the institution of ihe national militia is given by our

romantic historians alone, who have invested a real per-

sonage of military fame Fion, son of Cumhail with the

title of their commander in the days of King Cairbre.

This hero was slain at the Boyne, A.D.283, and the Fiantia

stood in such a defiant attitude towards the monarch

some twelve years later, that he assailed them, with the

assistance of the Connaught portion of the body, in the

memorable battle of Gavra (Garris-town, in Meath),
where most of their chiefs were slain, and an end put

to the institution. This battle is sung in a poem ascribed
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to Oisin, son of Fion, preserved in the Book of Leinster,

a manuscript of Finn M 'Gorman, Bishop of Kildare,

who died 1160.

The following quatrains are not from this version, but

will give a good idea of the style of the old heroic poetry,

when divested of the peculiar aids of alliteration, position,

and rhyme. Oisin, who alone of all the Fenian heroes

survived the fight, remained in life in Tir-na-n-Oge till

the arrival of St. Patrick, to whom he related the strife

where he lost all his loved comrades, together with his

son, Oscur the Invincible, whom he mentions as treach-

ously slain by King Cairbre.

My son urged his course

Through the battalions of Tara,
Like a hawk through a flight of birds,

Or a rock rushing down a steep.

As many as two score shields

In each fierce onset,
Mac Garraidh, the pure, and my own son,
Broke in the fight of Gavra.

Until the grass of the plain is numbered,
And every grain of sand on the seashore,
All who fell by my son

Cannot be counted.

Many a mail of noble warriors

Many a fair head-piece
And shields lay on the plain,
With chiefs bereft of life.

I found my son lying down
On his left side, by his shield,

The sword clutched in his right hand,
And the red blood pouring through his mail.

We raised the manly Oscur
Aloft on the shafts of our spears,

Bearing him to another pure mound,
To remove his bloody harness.
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" We buried Oscur of the red weapons
On the north side of Gabhra,
With Oscur Mac Garraidh of great deeds,
And Oscur, son of the King of Lochlann."

Of Fion, the man honourably mentioned in the Book

of Leinster, and by the Four Masters, there was never

related more than that he was a redoubted champion ;

but the poets and romancers seized on him, and his sons

and grandson, and elevated them and their immediate

friends into heroes of surpassing might, round whom
moved at a greater or less distance other heroes friends

and foes and all fertile in exploits and adventures suf-

ficient to fill libraries entire. And while the people,

generation after generation, took comparatively slight

interest in the deeds and renown of living chiefs, and

soon forgot the notables of the age just past, they care-

fully retained the exploits of heroes, some altogether

fabulous, and others of whom nothing was authentic but

their names and their existence in the third century.

Fion and his heroes were to the Irish romancers what

Diedrich of Berne, Charlemagne, and King Arthur, with

their respective knights, were to the bards of Germany,

France, and Brittany.

THE FIGHT OF CASTLE KNOC.

Cumhail, father of Fion, King of Leinster, and head of

the Clan Baoisne, ruled the Fianna in the reign of Con
of the Hundred Battles. While in Alba (the Highlands),

checking the attempts of the Romans and other unprin-

cipled marauders, circa A.D. 154, the Ard-Righ Con
transferred his honours and dignities to his own Daltha

(foster-father), Crimthan. Hearing this, Cumhail sped
back in the "high-cornered, big-bellied, broad-sailed

barque," landed at Inver Colpa (Drogheda), dispossessed

Crimthan, and made raids on Breya (the level plain
from the Boyne to the Dublin hills), and on to Meath,
and took spoils of cattle and slaves, male and female,
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and cloaks and bucklers, and well tempered glaives

(Cloidhimh, pron. Chloive) and coats of mail, and chess-

boards and chessmen. Loudly complained the graziers,

and farmers, and small chiefs to the king, and, in con-

sequence, he sent swift messengers to Naas of the Kings,
then the capital of North Leinster, ordering Cumhail
to attend a national meeting at Tara, and answer for his

outrages. On his refusal, Con summoned to his aid

(ioll Mac Morna, the best warrior in Connaught, along
with the Ulster chiefs, Achy of the Red Neck, lomchy
of the Red Arm, and the terrible warrior Liath Luachra

(Grey Rushes), a chief disgraced by Cumhail. Coil was

promised the command of the Fianna, and Liath Luachra
the magic Corrbolg (Body Defence) of Cumhail, and the

fisherman of the Boyne, who was accustomed to take in

three draughts at the mouth of that "
yellow-valed, ever-

beautiful river, as many fishes as sufficed for a meal to

all the forces of Cumhail."
So defiance was made, and a pitched battle appointed

on the grassy plain on the east side of Cnucha (Castle

Knoc). While the preparations were making, Cumhail
met in one of his hunting excursions the fair Muirrean,

daughter of the powerful Druid,
"
Tadg of the Luminous

Side," whose abode was the fortress of Almuin (Hill of

Allen). Evil fate at the time gathering thick round the

path of the warrior, he forgot his knightly vows, and that

reverence for female purity so deeply inherent in the

Celtic disposition.

Deep and torturing remorse seized on him when too

late ;
but her incensed and powerful father vowed by his

gods to devote him to irrevocable defeat and death.

When the day of strife approached, he sent the swift-

footed Balar to the fairy hill of Maev the Sighe-Queen,
who abode in the enchanted hill at Carmain (Wexford),
for the impenetrable coat of. mail the Corrbolg, and the

accompanying resistless, jewel-hilted glaive and spear.
But the revengeful Tadg spread such a thick druidic fog
on his path, that he was unable to find the enchanted
mound. So Cumhail was obliged to content himself with

the inferior arms furnished by Aoin'e (Venus), the pre-

siding Sighe-Queen of Naas.
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Warnings were given to Cumhail's confederates that

for his forgetfulness of his vow, which in common with

all the Fianna he had made, never to do wrong to woman,
defeat and death awaited him at Cnucha. Most of them
had scattered homewards before the day of battle dawned.
With a strong presentiment of his ill-fortune full upon him,
on the eve of the battle he called before him Boghmin,
his female runner, and thus addressed her :

" My fleet and faithful Boghmin, the night of the grave
is gathering fast round me, and I address you for the last

time. Speed to the rath at Almuin. Seek the golden-
haired Muirrean, and tell her my chief sorrow on quitting
life arises from the wrong she has suffered at my hands.

Attend her diligently, and when my son is born flee

away with him, and let him be brought up in the most
secret places you can find. Otherwise the wrathful Tadg
will destroy him. The wise Conmean, the Druid, has

foretold his fortune, and that under his rule the fame of

the Fianna of Erinn shall much exceed what it enjoys
under mine. Entreat the forgiveness of the golden-
haired Muirrean for me. Farewell !

"

When the next morning sun was shining pleasantly
over the gorse-sprinkled plain (now the western portion
of Phoenix Park), the clans of Leinster, and those of the

noble Eogan of Munster, a small but compact force,

rushed among the multitudinous hosts of Ulster,

Conacht, and Meath, even as a score of noble and fierce

dogs would among a pack of desperate and ravenous
wolves. They overturned them, they pierced their masses ;

they levelled, and slew, and scattered their foes, who
were still replaced by fresh and strong fighting men, till

their tired arms could scarce wield the sword or fling the

spear. Hundreds and hundreds perished that day by the

resistless arms of Cumhail
;
and when he and Goll, son of

Morna, engaged, it was like the meeting of two hawks on
a rock, two furious bulls, or two raging lions. Deep was
the hard brown skin of Goll gashed by the keen blade
of Cumhail ;

but when they were separated by the press
of struggling warriors, the heavy ash-shafted and keen-

pointed spear of the Conacht hero darted with mighty
force, tore the lorica, the silken shirt, and the heart of
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the mighty son of Trenmor asunder, and the green sod

\vas reddened with his life's blood.

Again and again did the ear-piercing war-bugle of

Eogan gather the Leinster and Munster troops to the

waning fight ;
and when all hope was lost they retired in

close array, and still kept their furious foemen in check.

Thus ended the memorable fight of Cnucha, in the ac-

count of which no mention is made of sling, arrow, bow,

mace, or battle-axe. The bronze leaf-shaped, double-

edged glaive, and the spears and javelins flung over

hand, were the same as those sung by Homer as doing
the work of death on the plain before Troy.

THE YOUTH OF FION.

The faithful Boghmin lovingly executed her trust, and,
assisted by the sage woman Fiecal, reared up the son of

Cumhail in a cavern on the side of Slieve Bloom (Blama).
She called him Deimne, and he gave evidence of his

noble race at an early age. When a youth, his foster-

mother ventured with him as far as Tara, at the celebra-

tion of games by youths not yet qualified for the rank of

Curai. He so distinguished himself, that the King cried

out in admiration,
" What is the name of this Paustha

Fion (fine youth) ?
" "I thank you, O Con of the Hun-

dred Fights," answered his nurse, "for having conferred

a name on him. Fion he is, and Fion he shall remain."
"
By your royal hand," said one of the Conacht laochs,

" that is the son of Cumhail, son of Trenmor : let him be

secured." But the word was too late. Boghmin, seizing
her boy, and flinging him on her shoulders, had passed

through the assembly before anything could be done,
and the fleet runner, not yet having lost the cunning of

her limbs, soon put sufficient distance between her charge
and his enemies.

The next exploit performed by our youth was the

acquisition of supernatural knowledge, by tasting the

salmon that was intended for the Druid Fion.

This sage, not content with his own acquired wisdom,
was determined on securing the " salmon of knowledge,"
whose taste would make him cognizant of everything
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passing in Erinn at any time. He stationed himself at

a ford on the Boyne, and employed all his pupils, among
whom was Fion (then called Deimne) catching salmon,

broiling them, and serving them up. They had strict

charge not to let any of the cooked fish touch their

tongues or lips. One day Fion, seeing a blister on the

side of the fish that was then in the pan, pressed it down
with his thumb, and getting a smart burn, he applied it

(the thumb) to his lips, and at once found himself aware
of what was passing in the courts of Tara, of Naas, and
Emania. He at once ran to the Druid and told him
what had happened.

How can this be?" said the disappointed Druid.
*

I know by my art that the salmon of knowledge was
to be tasted by a Fion. I am Fion, and you are Deimne/'
"
Ay, but I am Fion also, thus named by Con of the

Hundred Battles himself." "Well, well, I see fate is

against me. Keep yourself out of the power of the Ard-

Righ for a time. When the opportunity arrives, acquaint
him with your newly-acquired faculty, and he will be

only too happy to make you chief commander of the

Fianna."

FION'S FIRST MARRIAGE.

The only other adventure of Fion's youth for which

we can find space could only be suitably told in the lan-

guage of the old story-tellers. See Ossianic Transactions,

vol. ii. Fion thus relates the exploit :

" I lost my way, and strayed to Lughar Diega in the

south. I saw two different assemblies met on two high
cairns opposite each other. One was an assembly of

comely men
;

the other, beautiful, blooming women.
There was a high, terrific precipice on either side, and a

windy formidable valley between. I inquired the reason

why they assumed that separate position. They informed

me that Shane M 'Carroll, son of Crovan, King of Kerry
Luachra, was seized by a current of affection and a torrent

of deep love towards Donse, daughter of Daire, and that

the condition she required of him was that he should
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leap (over the valley) every year, but that when he came
to the brink of the precipice he balked the leap. I in-

quired if she would marry any other man who would
achieve it. She replied that she never saw a man with

worse clothing than myself (this dress consisted of the

skins of the animals lately slain by him for food
; hence

his title at the time,
' Giolla na Chroicean

'

the fellow

in the skins), but that she found no fault with my
personal appearance, and that she would accept me if I

succeeded. I thereupon tucked myself up in my skins,
took my race to the margin of the precipice, and sprang
over in a truly swift, scientific manner to the opposite
side. I then with a high, light, airy bound, sprang back,
and the princess gave me fit clothing, and became my
wife, binding me by solemn geasach to perform the same
feat every year."

Fion always succeeded one unlucky day excepted,

on the morning of which he had met a hare or a red-

haired woman as he approached the chasm.

As the Druid of Boyne had predicted, Fion, after

making some demonstrations in Conacht, and punish-

ing some of the foes of his family, and obtaining the

favour of the King of Munster, began to engross the

attention of King Cormac. He appreciated the advan-

tage it would be to the general weal to secure the

services of a chief distinguished by heroism, and endowed
with such supernatural qualities as P'ion possessed. So
he summoned Goll to his presence, and so wrought on
him by his persuasive powers (Goll was more dogged than

ambitious), that he consented to hold second rank in the
national militia. In the Ossianic rhapsodies he aids his

chief merely through a principle of loyalty. When im-
minent danger approaches, he fearlessly meets it, but is

never forward to undertake any of the chivalrous enter-

prises so frequent in the history of the body ; he finds it

impossible to forget that Fion's father perished by his

hand. He is more redoubtable in fight than Fion him-

self, being only excelled by Diarmuid and the peerless
Oscur. Diarmuid bears a certain resemblance, in-
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character and fortune, to Sir Launcelot and Sir Tristrem
;

Fion himself to King Arthur and Agamemnon. The
bald Conan is Thersites, not altogether devoid of animal

courage ;
Goll himself is an amalgamation of Ajax and

Diomed, and the rest are amiable and noble-minded as

Don Quixote himself, but destitute of any striking cha-

racteristics, except in the article of fleetness possessed

by Caeilte Mac Ronan, poetic inspiration by Oisin,

Fergus, &c.

HOW FION SELECTED A WIFE.

This great chief had more than one bosom-partner in

his time
;
but as we do not hear much of the institution

of polygamy among the ancient Celts, it is to be hoped
that he did not marry any one of them during the life of

another. In his first years of fame, he found himself an

object of general censure for indulging in the freedom of

a single life, so he was forced by public opinion to change
his state. But here arose an inconvenience. He could

only ally himself to the family of one king or chief: con-

sequently he would obtain the ill-will of many others.

However, he showed himself equal to the occasion. He
let it be generally understood that as his object in select-

ing a wife was the greater glory of the Fianna, in his be-,

coming the father of future courageous, robust heroes, he
would take his stand on a certain high hill in Munster on
such a day, and he respectfully invited every lady who
desired to be a mother of heroes to take her station at

the base of the said hill, and at a given signal start for the

summit, where he would be ready with open heart and
arms to receive the fair competitor of healthy constitu-

tion and fleet limbs, who would first bless him with her

presence. The invitation was not neglected. Many
beauteous and active ladies sped upwards through rocks,

grass, and heath at the signal, and, according to common
report, Grainne, daughter of King Cormac, outstripped
her rivals. As the nuptials of Fion and Grainne are

differently related in one of the best of the Ossianic

romances, we are inclined to think that Grainne's prede-

cessor, the fair and fleet Maghneiss, was the successful
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aspirant on that day. However that may be, the hill

thenceforward was called Sliabh na Bhan Fionn (the Hill

of the Fair Women), the Slienamon of the vulgar tongue.
In time the Lady Maghneiss died, and he obtained

the hand of the daughter of King Cormac. This mar-

riage was unfortunate for all parties. Grainne on her

\vedding-day laid geasa on Diarmuid to bear her away,
and the flight and pursuit form the subject of the third

volume of the Ossianic Transactions.

PURSUIT OF DIARMUID AND GRAINNF.

Diarmuid was unhappily gifted with a ball seirce (beauty
spot) on his shoulder, and Grainne, catching sight of

it while sitting at the window of her Grianan (sunny
chamber) while looking at him hurling, could no more
avoid loving him than hapless Phaedra, her stepson Hip-
polytus. When she laid geasa on him to take her away,
it was with much grief he obeyed her. It was deeply

wronging his chief, but to disobey a lady's injunctions
was out of the question. The close pursuit and the

hairbreadth escapes were what might be expected, but

Diarmuid's brother warriors, Oisin, Oscur, Caeilte the

swift, MacLuacha, Fergus the poet, and the others car-

ried out Fion's revengeful intents in a way very displeas-

ing to the wrathful chief. They gave the fugitives every

opportunity of escaping, for they were fully aware of Diar-

muid's unwillingness at the outset. The peasants still

point out their resting-places, marked by standing stones,

and still called the "Beds of Diarmuid and Grainne."

Of the hero's reception of Fion's auxiliaries here is a

sample taken from the Ossianic Transactions, vol. iii. :

li He drew near the warriors and began to slaughter
them heroically and with swift valour. He went under

them, over them, and through them as a hawk would go
through small birds, or a wolf through a flock of weak

sheep. Even thus it was that Diarmuid hewed crossways
the glittering, very beautiful mail of the men of Lochlann,
so that there went not from that spot a man to tell

tidings without having the grievousness of death executed

upon him,"
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Fion was at last obliged to make peace, and on one
occasion he and Diarmuid went to hunt on Ben Gulban
in Sligo in company. A youth slain several years before

by Bonn, Diarmuid's father, was changed at the moment
of his death into a Druidic boar, and appointed to slay
at some future time the son of his murderer, but Diarmuid
had got warning at the same time not to give chase to

the magic beast. While Fion and he were conversing,
the fatal animal came charging like thunder up the hill.

Diarmuid was at the time unprovided except with

an inferior blade, but with this he struck the savage a

mighty blow, which smashed the ill-tempered bronze
in two, and his foot slipping, the beast tore his side

open with his tusk. At the returning charge of the

enchanted animal down hill, Diarmuid broke his skull

with a strong cast of the hilt of the treacherous sword.

His own life was now fast ebbing away, but it was in

Fion's power to prevent his death by giving him, from a

spring nine ridges away, a draught of water brought in

the hollow of his joined palms. Oscur, Oisin, Caeilte,

Fergus, and MacLuacha, had hurriedly arrived at the

spot, and loudly and earnestly did the heroes urge Fion
to haste, but he went about the unwelcome work so

leisurely that when the water touched Diarmuid's lips,

life had departed. Three shouts of indignation were
raised by Oscur and the rest, and only for their binding
vows of loyalty they would have slain their chief on the

spot. In memory of the tragic deed, the place was
thenceforward called the " Mound of the Sword hilt."

Archaeologists find a similarity between this and the legend
of Venus, Adonis, and the boar.

In such importance were held fictional narrations in old

times, that they were carefully classified. The following

were the chief varieties : Tales of battles, of voyages,

of the taking of forts, of sieges, of deaths of heroes, of

cattle-raids, of courtships, of adventures in caverns, of

land and sea expeditions, of banquets, and of elopements.

Then there were the mere imaginative tales in prose or

verse, of which Fion or some of his friends were the
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heroes. The one that follows is a specimen of the class

of stories relative to flights and pursuits ;
it is called

THE FLIGHT OF THE SLUGGARD.

After a great feast held at the palace of Almhuin, the

Fianna betook themselves to Knockany, in Limerick.

There Fion, setting up his tent, despatched his warriors

to search the mountains that lie on the borders of Lime-

rick, Cork, and Kerry, for game. As he was sitting in

his tent playing chess, the scout placed on the brow of

the hill entered to apprise him of the approach of a huge
unwieldy man, leading, or rather dragging, a wretched

horse after him. Coming out they beheld this worthy

approaching in a most lazy mode, each step being
achieved apparently by some complicated and painful

operation. When he was within speaking distance, Fion

accosted him. " What is your name whence come you
and what do you seek?" " Giolla Deacair (slothful

fellow) is the name I am called. The spot I came from

is not worthy a place in your memory. No one will

employ me, I'm so lazy, and so I come to seek service

with the hospitable chief of the Fianna Eirionn." "And
why do you bring this garran with you ?

" "To carry me
when I go of messages, I am so lazy."

Fion, and those with him, laughed so loud that the wild

game within a mile fled to their lairs. He told the lazy
fellow he might stay among his giollas. "May the

King of Lochlann live in fear of you a hundred years.

Go, my poor garran, and graze with the noble beasts

on that meadow : Fion allows you."
But Fion was scarcely set at his chess-board again,

with Bald Conan opposite him, when he heard such

squealing and galloping from the pasture that he was
outside the tent in a moment

;
and there was the bony

garran biting and kicking the war steeds of Oisin, of

Oscur, of Fergus, and of Caeilte, and scattering them in all

directions.
"
Dog of a sluggard," said Fion,

" hasten to the

pasture and secure your cursed beast, and let me not set

eyes on either ofyou again."
" Chief of the men of Erinn,

the swift-footed Caeilte would be at Finntraighe, before



200 FICTIONS OF THE IRISH CELTS

your servant could reach that meadow. Let Conan rush

and catch him by the mane, and I'll be warrant for his

quiet." No sooner said than done. Conan seized the mane
of the brute, and at once he stood still as if changed to

stone. In vain did twigs and leather-braces sound on his

ribs. With set feet he held his ground.
" Bestride him,

O Conan of the sharp tongue," said Slothful Fellow,
" and perhaps he'll move." Up flew Conan, and strokes

from his rod fell like hail on the sluggard's beast, but his

legs remained as if rooted to the soil.
" Ah ! where has

my memory fled ?
"

said Giolla Deacair. " He will not

move without feeling the weight of six men such as

Conan Maol (the bald)."
Six of Fion's stoutest followers now mounted the steed

of ill condition, and at a touch of the sluggard's rod of

metal he was off to the ocean, like the arrow that cuts

the air. It required the swift limbs of the chief to keep
within view

; and when they gained the white strand,

horse and sluggard footed the waves as if they were a

rolled meadow. They were Druids of the Tuath de
Danaan people ;

and Fion, seeing the strange sight,

stayed his course, sounded the Bar Buadh, and collected

the Fianna to council.

For the pursuit of the captors and their prey over the

Atlantic by Fion and a chosen band, the imprisonment
of the heroes in a strong tower, and the disenchantment

of the Druidic spells, we have not space.
1

BEANRIOGAIN NA SCIANA BREACA. 2

Fion son of Cumhail was one day separated from his

knights as they were engaged at the chase, and came out
on a wide grassy plain that stretched along the sea strand.

1 Tho Fianna were disturbed by the Danaan Druids, much in the

style adopted by the giants to plague Odin and his court.
' The MS. from which this story is extracted is distinguished

by very careless spelling. The title means " the Queen with the

Speckled Dagger," or with a slight alteration in the letters, "the

Queen of the Many-Coloured Bed-Chamber." The principal word.
s pronounced vanreen.
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There he saw the twelve sons of Bawr Sculloge playing
at coman (hurling), and wonderful were the strokes they
gave the ball, and fleeter than the wind their racing after

it. As Fion approached they ceased their sport, and all

coming forward hailed him as the protector of the

wronged, and the defender of the island against the

white strangers.
" If you like to amuse yourself, Fion

son of Cumhail," said the chief of one party,
" take my

coman, and pull down the vanity of our opponents."
"

I

would do your party no honour with this toy," said Fion,

taking the coman between his finger and thumb. " Let
that not disturb you," said the hurling chief. So he

pulled up a neanthog (nettle), and muttering a charm
over it, and changing it thrice from one hand to the

other, it became a weapon fitting for the hand of the son

of Cumhail. It was worth a year of idle life to see the

blows struck by the chief, and hear the terrible heavy
sound as the coman met the ball, and drove it out of

sight. And there was Cosh Lua (fleet foot) to pursue the

flying globe and bring it back. " My hand to you," said

the eldest boy,
"
I never saw hurling till now." Fion's

party won the first game, and while they were resting for

the second a boat neared the land, and a man sprung
out and approached the party.

"
Hail, very noble and

courageous chief !

"
said he, addressing Fion. " My

lady, the Queen of Sriana Breaca, lays on you geasa,

binding on every Curadh, that you come forthwith to visit

her in her island. She is persecuted by the powerful
witch Chluas Haistig (flat ear), and she has been advised

to call on you for help."
"
Perhaps in vain," said Fion.

"
I can find out from the gift of the Salmon of Wisdom

what is passing in any part of the island, but I am un-

provided with charms against witchcraft." " Let not

that be a hindrance," said the eldest boy of Bawr Scul-

loge, Grune Ceanavaltha (young bearded man) : "my
two brothers, Bechunach (thief) and Chluas Guillin^ (Guil-
lin's ears), and myself will go with you. We were not

born yesterday."
He took two hazel twigs in his hand

; and when they
1

Guillin, the Celtic Vulcan. Several mountains have his name
attached to them. One of the devil's titles is

"
Giolla Guillin,"
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came to the edge of the water, one became a boat and
the other a mast. He steered ; one brother managed
the sail, the other baled out the water, and so they sailed

till they came to the harbour of the island, and there

the helmsman secured the boat to a post with a year's

security.
1

They visited the Queen, and were hospitably treated,
and after they were refreshed with the best of food

and liquor she explained her trouble. "
I had two fair

children, and when each was a year old it fell sick, and
on the third night was carried away by the wicked
sorceress Cluas Haistig. My youngest, now a twelve-

month old has spent two sick nights. This night she
will surely carry him away unless you or your young
friends prevent her."

When the darkness came, Fion and the three brothers

took their station in the room of the sick child ; Grunne
and Bechunah played at chess, Cluas Guillin watched,
and Fion reclined on a couch. Vessels full of Spanish
wine, Greek honey (mead), and Danish beer, were laid

on the table. The two chess players were intent on
their game, the watcher kept his senses on the strain, and
a druidic sleep seized on the son of Cumhail. Three
times he mad.e mighty efforts to keep awake, and thrice

he was overcome by powerful weariness. The brothers

smiled at his defeat, but left him to repose. Soon the

watcher felt a chill shiver run over him, and the infant

began to moan. A feeling of horror seized on the three

boys, and a thin, long hairy arm was seen stealing down
the opening above the fire. Though the teeth of Cluas

Guillin were chattering with terror, he sprung forward,
seized the hand, and held it firm. A violent effort was
made by the powerful witch sprawling on the roof to draw
it away, but in vain. Another, and then another, and
down it came across the body of Cluas Guillin. A
deadly faintness came over him, the chess players ran to

his aid, and when his senses returned, neither child nor

arm was to be seen. They looked at each other in

dismay, but in a moment Cluas cried,
"
Grunne, take your

1 No stranger was to unmoor it for a twelvemonth. After that

it became the property of the chief who owned the harbour.
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arrows, you, Bechunah, your cord, and let us pursue the

cursed Druidess." In a few minutes they were at the

mooring post, and away in their boat they went as fleet

as the driving gale till the enchanted tower of the witch

came in sight. It seemed built with strong upright bars

of iron with the spaces between them filled by iron

plates. A pale blue flame went out from it on every
side; and it kept turning, turning, and never stood at

rest. As soon as the boat approached, Cluas began to

mutter charms in verse, and to raise and sink his arms
with the palms downwards. He called on his gods to

bring a mighty sleep on the evil dweller within, and
cause the tower to cease its motion. It was done accord-

ing to his incantation, and Bechunah taking his cord-

ladder and giving it an accurate and very powerful heave,
it caught on the pike of the steep circular roof, and up he

sprung fleeter than the wild cat of the woods. Looking
in through the opening, he beheld the dread woman lying
on the floor weighed down with the magic sleep, the floor

stained with the blood which was still flowing from her

torn shoulder, and the three children crying, and striving
to keep their feet out of it. Descending into the room
he soothed them, and one by one he conveyed them

through the opening, down the knotted cords, and so

into the boat. The power of the spell ceasing as soon
as the boat began to shoot homewards, the tower began
aain to whirl, and the witch's shriek came over the

waves. It was so terrible that if Cluas had not covered
the heads of the children with a thick mantle, their souls

would have left their bodies with terror. A dark form
was seen gliding down the building, and the dash of an
oar was heard from the witch's corrach, which was soon
in swift pursuit.

" Draw your bowstring to your ear, O
Grunne," said Cluas,

" and preserve your renown." He
waved his arms and said his spells, and light proceeding
from his finger-ends, illumined the rough, dark, foam-
crested waves for many a fathom behind them. The
hellish woman and her corrach were coming fleet as

thought behind, but the light had not rested on the fear-

ful figure and face a second moment when were heard

the shrill twang of the bowstring, and the dull stroke of
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the arrow in her breast. Corrach and rower sunk in the

waters ;
the magic light from Cluas's hands vanished, but

a purple-red flame played over the spot where the witch

had gone down till the boat was miles ahead.

As they approached the harbour, the landing-place and
all around were lighted up with numberless torches held

in the hands of the anxious people ;
the sight of the

three children and their three deliverers made the sky

ring with cheers of gladness.
At the entrance of the fort they met the mother and

her attendants, and the joy the sight of the recovered

children gave them is not to be told. Fion had awakened
at the moment of the witch's destruction, and was found

walking to and fro in high resentment against himself.

He knew by his druidic knowledge that the children

were safe on their return, and cheered the Queen with

the glad news, and thus the people had been waiting at

the mooring point.
Three months did Fion and the three boys remain with

the Queen of Sciana Breaca, and every year a boat laden

with gold and silver, and precious stones, and well-

wrought helmets, shields, and loricas, and chess tables,

and rich cloaks, arrived for the sons of Bawr Sculloge
at the point of the shore where the Queen's messenger
had laid geasa on the famous son of Cumhail.

To any one conversant with the spirit of the Ossianic

stories, the MacPherson imposture was self-evident. In

hardly a single instance is Fion found superior to any of

his curais in personal prowess. He is their chief in

generosity, and kindliness,
1 and wisdom ; but when the

terrible foreign adventurers, male or female, attack the

Fianna, he shares the general doom of defeat, the " Beam
of Battle

"
still declining on their side till set straight by

" Diarmuid of the Beauty-spot," or Goll Mac Morna, or

chief of all in might, invincible Oscur.

The same thing takes place in the cycles of which

1 A saddening exception is to he found in the tale of the
" Pur-

suit of Diarniuid and Grainne."
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King Arthur, Charlemagne, and Robin Hood were the

centres. But in the " Temora " and "
Fingal

"
of Mac-

Pherson, Fion is always kept in reserve till Cuchullain

and the other chiefs are put beyond fighting, and then he

comes clothed in terror and gloom, and crushes the ruth-

less invaders Kings of Lochlin and elsewhere.

CONAN'S DELUSIONS IN CEASH.

As Fion and some of his curai were one day employed
in the chase, a druidic dwarf observing that they were

tired, invited them to his hut. However much they
distrusted him, they would have deemed it unworthy of

their fame to shun anything that promised an adventure.

They followed him home, and ate and drank, and were
then accommodated with beds. They slept each in a

separate apartment on beds of heath, with the flowers

upwards, covered with wolf-skins. The following adven-

ture happened to each in succession : The room in

which Fion slept was lighted up suddenly, and a woman
fairer than Aoife or Maev, seated in a rich chariot drawn

by dwarfish horses, drove up to the bed. She addressed

him in musical tones, requesting him to take his seat

beside her, and come with her to her hill palace. Fion
was enchanted with her beauty, but had presence of

mind to put his thumb between his teeth, and an old

withered creature was before him, seated on a car of

rotten sticks. He turned to the wall and remained im-

moveable. After some seconds the light changed to

gloom, and at the moment, he put his enchanted bugle
the Dord Fionn between his lips, and blew some notes

on it expressive of imminent danger and caution. It

was heard by Fergus, Caeilte, Diarmuid, Oisin, Luacha,
Goll, and Conan

;
and much as each knight was under

the thrall of female loveliness, each turned his face to

the wall at the Sighe's appearance, even as did his

chief.

At last all had been visited but Conan the incontinent,
the abusive, the cunning, and the only one of the Fians

unpossessed of a noble soul. At the first invitation of
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the fay he sprang into the chariot, and found himself

tumbling headlong into a deep well in which he could

hear the roar of uprushing waters, and feel the hot steam

scalding him to the bone. He caught at a beam that

lay across, uttered a roar that might be heard from Ceash

(in Sligo) to Inis na Gloria, and was soon surrounded by
his brother Fians. By the dull firelight they found him
astride on a flesh-fork that lay across the caldron in

which their supper had been cooked. After administering
some comfort of that quality once so liberally bestowed

on Job, they left him to his repose, first exhorting him
to resist temptation.
He had not time to fall asleep when the same bright

vision again filled the room. This time he delayed ten

seconds before he sprung into the car
;
when he did so

he found himself in the midst of a forest, and a dreadful

beast, resembling a wild cat, gigantic, such as he had
heard of, but never seen, springing on him from behind

a tree, pinned him to the earth, and got his head in a

moment into its horrid mouth. While power was left

him to roar he roared, and the room was soon filled by
the knights. They found him on his back writhing and

crying out, and a large cat sitting at his head, and licking
his greasy chin and crommeaft (moustache).

" Misfor-

tune be on you for a troublesome Conan," said Caeilte
;

"
if you disturb us again you shall receive the discipline

of the sword-belts."

Alas ! when all was quiet for a while, such shouts

shook the house as if the Donn Cuailgne and the Donu
FinnbeanacfP were employed at single combat. When
the champions entered they could see no outward cause

of torment ; but the unfortunate victim was lying on his

back, his hair fastened to the floor, and he twisting about
in agony.

" What is the matter now, you unblest Son of

Mischief?" cried Fion. "Oh, have pity on me!" he
cried.

"
I am suffering the pangs inflicted on woman-

1 The ancient Irish gentry let their hair grow as long as it would,
but carefully shaved the face and neck, with the exception of the

upper lip.
2 The two rival bulls in the Tain Bo Cuailgne, the Cattle Raid

of Cooley (in Louth), the queen of Celtic epics.
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kind. Chew your thumb, O son of Cumhail, and give
me relief." He did so, and beheld through walls and
doors the dwarf in a far-off cell, rocking himself and

singing a cronan. Doors and gates gave way before the

feet of the Fianna, and they were all soon surrounding
the sorcerer with their javelins at his throat.

" Release

our companion, O Danaan of evil, or taste the bitterness

of dissolution." He drew a vial from his breast-clothing,
and handed it to Fion, who placed it in Oisin's hand,

motioning him to go to the relief of Conan. The rest

remained to watch the Druid, till they heard from the

distant room a burst of laughter. Hastening back they
found Conan sitting painless, but silent and sad the

upper part of his head resembling the moon at full, while

a long veil of his black hair hung sorrowfully from its

outer rim.

A laugh rung out from the warriors as they entered,
but it was soon checked by the chief; and for fear of

further evils they immediately quitted the ill-omened

abode of the sorcerer; and to this day it is said to a

traveller or seeker of adventures,
"
May you come off

with better fortune than Conan did at Ceash !

"

Students of Homer and Ovid are not ignorant of the

transformations their unedifying divinities spontaneously

underwent, and for what purposes. Events of a similar

but much less revolting character are gleaned among the

dim traditions of our Celtic mythology. In a former

legend is recorded how Tuirrean, Fion's aunt, having

been changed into a female stag-hound by the Lianan

Sighe of her husband, her nephew's celebrated hounds,

Brann and Sceoluing, were born while she was enduring
the transformation. In the tale which follows is recorded

the double existence of Oisin and his mother as deer

and human beings.

THE YOUTH OF OISIN.

As the Fianna were one day returning from the chase,
a beautiful fawn was started, which fled towards their own



2o8 FICTIONS OF THE IRISH CELTS

dun. At last all had fallen back, both men and dogs,

except Fion and his two favourite hounds. Sweeping

along a valley-side the animal suddenly ceased her flight,

and lay down on the smooth grass. Fion was amazed
at this, but much more when he saw the hounds frolic

round her, and lick her face and neck and limbs. To
kill so beautiful and gentle a beast under the circum-

stances was out of the question. She followed him

home, playing with the hounds, and was housed in

Almuin that night.
When Fion was left alone late on that evening, a

woman of fair features and rich dress presented herself

before him, and declared herself the hunted fawn of that

day.
" For refusing the love of the Danaan Druid,

Fear Doirche," said she, "I have for three years endured

the nature and the dangers of a wild deer's life in a far

district of Erinn, which dread ' Geasach
'

prevents me
from naming. A pitying slave of the Druid at last

revealed to me, that if I were once within any fortress

owned by the Fians of Erinn, his power over me would
be at an end. I flew with untiring limbs for a day,
until I came into the territory of the chief of Almuin,
and ceased not my flight till Brann and Sceoluing of

human intellect were the only pursuers on my track.

With them my life was safe
; they knew me to be of a

nature like to their own."
Some months passed away, during which Fion went

forth neither to the fight nor to the chase, so lost was he
to all his former amusements and pursuits, through his

deep love for the rescued princess. But at last the Loch-

Leannach (the Scandinavians) were in the bay of the Hill

of Oaks (Howth). Seven days were the Fians absent, and
on the eighth the chief was crossing the plain of Almuin
with rapid strides, and wondering that his sweet flower

was not looking towards him from the top of the mound.
The dwellers of the fort rushed out in joy to greet their

chief; but sadness sat on their faces.
" Where is the

flower of Almuin, the beauteous, the tender Saav ?
"

" Blame not her nor us, O father of your people ! While
the white strangers were falling beneath your axe of war,

your likeness and the likenesses of Brann and Sceoluing
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appeared before the dun, and we thought we heard the

sweet-sounding Dord Fionn blow from your lips the

music that makes wounded men and women in travail

forget their pains. Saav the good, the beautiful, came
forth

;
she flew down the pass ; she issued through the

gates ;
she would not listen to entreaty or command. '

I

must go and meet my protector, my love, the father of

my unborn infant,' she cried, and in a few moments she

was rushing into the arms of the phantom. Alas ! we saw
her start back with a scream, and the form strike her

with a hazel wand. A gentle, slender doe was on the

plain, where she stood a moment since, and with wild

yelpings the two hounds chased her from the dun.

Thrice, four times, she sprang towards the moat, but

every time she was seized by the throat and pulled away.

By your hand, O Fion, we were not idle. What we have
told passed while ten could scarcely be counted twice,

and by that time we were on the plain with glaive, lance,

and javelin. Mo chuma! (my sorrow) neither was

woman, nor hind, nor sorcerer, nor dog to be seen, but

we still could hear the beating of rapid feet on the hard

plain, and the howling of dogs. If you were to ask

every four of us in which quarter the noise was heard,
each would name a different one."

Fion looked upwards in anguish, and repeatedly struck

the mail that guarded his breast with his clenched hands.

Word he spoke none, but retired to his private apartment,
and did not show himself to his people for the rest of

that day, nor till the sun rose over the plain of the Liffey
next morning. For seven years from that time, whenever
he was not called with his Fianna to make head against
the white strangers, he continued to explore every remote
corner of the land for the beloved Saav ; and, except in

the excitement of the chase or battle, an unchanging
sadness had possession of him. Nor for seven years
more did he forget the matchless princess who had shed
such happiness, fleet as it was, on his life. He never

during that time took to the chase more than his five

favourite hounds Brann, Sceoluing, Lomaire, Brod, and
Lomluath lest he should endanger the life of Saav if

his good destiny led him upon her track.

p
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At the end of the second period, as he and some of

his knights were hunting on the side of Bengulban, in

Sligo, they heard a terrible clamour among the dogs, who
had got before them into a defile. On coming up they
found the five hounds of Fion in a sort of circle,

opposing the furious efforts of their companions to

seize on a stripling of noble features, but entirely naked,

except for the long hair which covered him from head
to foot. He stood within the circle with no sign
of fear on his countenance, and, forgetful of his own

peril, did nothing but gaze on the stately forms of the

curai as they surrounded the dogs. As soon as the fight

was stopped, Brann and Sceoluing came to the wild

youth, and whined and fawned on him, and licked him,
and seemed as if for the moment they had forgotten
their master. Fion and the others approached, and laid

their hands on his head and caressed him, and his wild

nature began from that hour to be changed. They
brought him to their hunting sheds, and he ate and drank
with them, and soon became as one of themselves.

Fion, considering his features, and seeing in them some
reflexion of the sweet countenance of Saav, and com-

paring his apparent age with her disappearance, hoped
that he was her child, and kept him continually at his

side. The youth fully returned his affection, and Brann
and Sceoluing seemed never tired of bounding round him
and receiving his caresses. His long hair soon disap-

peared with the use of clothes, and as soon as he ac-

quired the gift of speech he gave this account of what
he remembered :

He and a hind whom he tenderly loved, and who
sheltered him and tended him, inhabited a wide park, in

which were hills, deep valleys, streams, rocks, and dark

woods. He lived on fruits and roots in summer, and in

winter he found provisions left in a sheltered cavern. A
dark-visaged man came at times, and spoke sometimes
in soft and tender, sometimes in loud and threatening

tones, to the hind, but she ever shrunk away, and looked

at him with fear expressed in face, and limb, and atti-

tude. He always departed in great anger. All this time

there was no way of escaping from this park; where
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high steep cliffs were wanting, there were straight de-

scents of such depth as could not be passed with life.

The last tirhe he beheld his mother, the Fear Doirche
had been speaking in soft and in harsh tones alternately
for a long time ; but still the hind kept aloof from him

trembling. At last he struck her with a hazel wand, and
she was obliged to follow him, still looking back at her

son and bleating piteously. He made violent efforts to

follow her. He cried out in rage and sorrow, but had
not power to move. He fell on the ground insensible,

just as he was listening to what he supposed the expiring
cries of the deer, and when he awoke he found himself

on the side of the hill where some days after the dogs
discovered him. He had searched days and days for

the inclosure where he had so happily lived, but could

discover no appearance of cliffs springing up or des-

cending, such as had long been so familiar to his

eyes.
This youth received the name of Oisin, and in time he

became the sweet singer of the Fianna of Erinn.

In the Book of Leinster are preserved some poetic

pieces attributed to Oisin, the son of Fion. Oisin and

Oisin's poetry may have belonged to the real world, but

if so, succeeding poets so carefully surrounded his re-

mains with their own compositions imposed on the

world as his, that they became lost to sight and hearing,

and are now either extinct or dispersed in very small

portions through the inferior productions of his imi-

tators. Subjoined is a literal translation of a poetical

answer given by Fion to Conane of the hill ridge, on his

asking him what kind of music he preferred :

THE FAVOURITE MUSIC OF FION MAC CUMHAIL.

" When my seven battalions gather on the plain,
And hold aloft the standards of war,
And the dry cold wind whistles through the silk,

That to me is sweetest music !

P 2
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" When the drinking-hall is furnished in Almuin,
And the pages hand the carved cups to the chiefs,
And the musicians touch the wires with their fingers,
And the drained cups ring on the hard polished table,
Sweet to my ears is that music !

" Sweet is the scream of the sea-gull and heron,
And the waves resounding on the Fair Strand (Ventry) ;

Sweet is the song of the three sons of Meardha,
Mac Luacha's whistle, the Dord 1 of Fear-Scara,
The cuckoo's note in early summer,
And the echo of loud laughter in the wood."

The next tale may be considered the latest that had

reference to the Fianna.

THE OLD AGE OF OISIN.

After the fatal battle of Gavra the only surviving war-

rior, Oisin, son of Fion, was borne away on the Atlantic

waves by the Lady Niav of resplendent beauty, and for

a hundred and fifty years he enjoyed her sweet society in

the Land of Youth below the waters. Getting at last

tired of this monotony of happiness, he expressed a wish

to revisit the land where his youth and manhood had
been spent, and the loving Niav was obliged to consent.

She wept bitterly on seeing him mount the white steed,

and warned him that if his feet touched earth, he would
never see her nor Tir-na-n-Oge again, and that his

strength would be no more than that of a newly-born
child.

Alas ! Fion and his heroes were scarcely remembered
on the plains and by the streams of Erinn. The fortress

of Almuin was a mound and moat overgrown with

docks and thistles, and moss had covered the huge cast-

ing-stones of the Fianna. Where strong mounds and
ditches once secured armed warriors from their foes, he
found unchecked entrance, and prayers and hymns recited

and sung in stone buildings surmounted by cross and

spire. He saw fewer spears and many more sickles than

in the days of Fion, and near the Pass of Wattles

(Dublin) he found Patrick the missionary raising a lowly
1 A war-bugle.
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house of worship. As he sorrowfully rode up the Glen
of Thrushes (Glann-a-Stnoll), a crowd of men striving to

raise a huge stone on a low waggon, craved his aid.

Stooping, he heaved the mass on to the car, but in doing
so the girth snapped, the saddle turned round, away flew

the white steed, and the last of the heroes lay on the

hill-side, a grizzly-haired, feeble man.
He was conveyed to Bal a' Cliath, and St. Patrick

gave him a kind reception, and kept him in his house.

Many an attempt did he make to convert him to Chris-

tianity, but with little success ;
and the conferences

generally ended with Oisin's laments for the lost heroes.

The saint, pitying the desolation of the brave old man,
would then introduce some remark on past events, which
would be sure to draw from the bard a rhymed narrative

of a Fenian battle, or hunting, or invasion by the 'king
of the world at least of Greece or an enchantment
worked on Fion or Fergus by some Danaan Druid, such

as the ones just told. The winding up would be a fresh

lament over his own desolate state, and the faded glories
of the once renowned Fianna.

Poor Oisin did not find the frugal larder of the saint at

all to his mind he that had been used to the profuse
feasts of former hunting days, when they cut up the

deer, and baked it between the heated stones in the large

oven on the wild moor or mountain side. When the

housekeeper twitted him with his mighty appetite, he

said that when he was young the leg of a lark was as

large as the present shoulder of mutton, that the berry of

the wild ash was as large as a sheep, and an ivy leaf as

broad as a knight's shield. He was not believed, and

feeling sore in consequence, he induced a stout fellow to

drive him outside the town next day in a war-chariot.

They held on till they came to a mighty dallan (pillar-

stone) on the plain of Kildare, and there the blind poet
directed his companion to alight, and dig out the earth at

the south side of the pillar. At a certain depth he found

a rusted spear of great size, the Dord Fionn, or great
war horn of Fion, and a lump of bog butter.

" Sound
the horn," said Oisin,

" and tell me the result." The

guide blew a blast, but so terrible and unearthly was the
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tone, that he flung down the bugle in mortal terror. A
sound as of distant thunder replied, and he cried,

"
Oh,

Oisin, a flock of furious, gigantic birds are running this

way, with wings outspread, and legs like those of a

battle-steed : the hound is shivering in his chain."

"Give him a piece of the butter, and untie his leash."
" Ah ! he is now yelling and charging the fowl. He has

seized one, and the rest are dispersing to the four winds.

He has pulled it down and bit its throat across. Oh ! he
is now flying back on us with madness in his eyes, and
red jaws open as a cave's mouth." " Hold the spear

levelled, and let it enter his breast." And so it befel :

the dog was transfixed
;
and the guide separating the leg

and thigh of the slain fowl they returned to Ath Cliath.

In Glann-a-Smoll they gathered a berry of the quicken or

rowan tree, and at Izod's Tower, an ivy leaf. The lark's

thigh, the berry, and the leaf were larger than those

vaunted by Oisin, and thenceforward he was treated with

as much consideration by St. Patrick's household as by
the saint himself.

The subjoined legend was heard from the lips of an

intelligent woman, who, despite the want of books in

her neighbourhood, had amassed a considerable stock

of information on the legendary history of Ireland, on

sacred history, and even on the subject of heathen my-

thology. She had a retentive memory for poetry, and

could recite many passages from the Iliad and Paradise

Lost, and the greater part of the Battle of Aughrim.
She was a woman of gentle manners, and rather looked

up to by her neighbours. Much of her literary stores

were obtained from one who was a wandering pedlar, a

poet, and a usurer. He was gifted with a surprising

memory, and would recite passages from Milton -and

other masters in the art for hours on winter nights at

his established resting-places through the country.

Before he would begin his passages from Irish History,

or Milton, or the Iliad, the children should be sent to
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bed ;
and if any ignorant yet inquisitive listener inter-

rupted him by what he considered an untimely question,

he would suspend his recitation for half an hour, or, in

some cases, the entire evening. Notwithstanding his

literary attainments, he was sadly deficient in what were

considered good manners among the small farmers,

tradesmen, and comfortable peasants. But Dhonocha

Rua, his poetry, his pamphlet, for which he was tried for

his life at the Summer Assizes in Wexford, in 1775, and

acquitted chiefly through the exertions of George Ogle,

his sayings, his eccentric manners, and his lawsuits, would

make an article in themselves. We must return to Mrs.

K. and her.

LEGEND OF LOCH NA PIASTA. 1

A long time ago, the pool near the bridge of Thuar
was infested by a terrible beast in the shape of a dragon.
He laid waste all the Duffrey from Kilmeashil out to

Moghurry, and the king of this part of the country didn't

know what to do. His very breath was so strong that

he could suck a horse into his throat, if he smelled him
within three miles of his pool.
At last messengers were sent to the court of the head

king of Ireland, who lived somewhere in Munster, to see

if he would sent some great warrior to circumvent this

devil of a serpent, that would soon not leave a single

family alive on this side the Slaney.
Off went the messengers, and nothing need be told of

their travels till they came to the court. They up and
told their story, but the king was unwilling to fix on any
one, it was so entirely dangerous. However, the hot

blood was never wanting among the Irish, and so three

brave fellows an O'Brien, an O'Farrel, and an O'Ken-

nedy volunteered.

Well, one of these, I won't say which, was so impa-
tient to set out, nothing could be like it

;
and "

if the

1 Pool of the Worm (Serpent).
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first lot didn't fall on him, he'd roar his arm off." But
what will you have of it ? The day before they were to

leave, the buck got an impression on his chest, or the

palate of his mouth was down some meeah was over

him, at any rate : he said he wasn't fit to go, and sure

enough it's the truth he was telling. There was a

brother of his in the house a big slob of a boy, that

never got anything better to do than turn out the cows
or thrash fodder for the cattle. Well becomes my brave

lad, he goes to the king, and says he,
" My family will be

disgraced for ever if your majesty doesn't let me go
instead of my brother." The king looked at him as if

he had horns on him, but he was a fine strong young
fellow, and had a good innocent look, and something
very resolute in his eyes.

"
Well, go in God's name,"

says the king ;

" David killed Goliath with a small

stone.
;!

Off they set, by valleys and mountains, till they came
to Bullawn-a-Rinka, there on the top of Coolgarrow-hill.

They put up their spy-glasses, and saw the beast stretched

out down below, very stupid after a fog-meal he got on a

small party of strange soldiers.
"
Now, if you'll consent," says the big boy,

"
I'll try

the battle first, and if I fall it will be no great loss." But

they would not agree to his offer
;
so they cast lots, and

sure enough he got the chance. "
Now," says he again,

" bear a hand while the thief is asleep ;

" and so they
cut down trees, and made the full of a big sack of

charcoal.

He got into it with a sharp skian, and made them fill

all about him with the black logs. Before they closed

it he says to his comrades,
" Get to the top of the nearest

part of Mount Leinster there beyond, and if you see a

smoke near the pool after three hours, kindle a fire, and
that will be a sign to all the country that the piastha is

slain. You, messengers, get across to Ferns as fast as

you can lay leg to ground, and tell your king what's

going on."

Just as he said, just so they did, and the two knights
were hardly up on the mountain when they saw the

monster waking up and stretching himself. He began
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to snuff about, and when he turned his nose towards

Coolgarrow, he began to suck like vengeance. The sack

came through the air like a bow-arra, and struck the

inside of his jaw with such force that it almost knocked
him down. He didn't like the taste of the coals, so he

swallowed the sack, body and bones
;
and when the boy

found himself in his belly, he got out his skian and gashed

away under him, and the piastha finding something going

wrong in his inside, rolled away to the pool. The pain
was growing worse and worse, and just as he was tumbling
heels over head into the water, his belly was cut through,
and out tumbled the Munster man safe and sound on the

sod.

He lost no time till he made a fire
; and, by my word,

there was another fire soon on Mount Leinster, and
another on Black Stairs and every hill round, and such

joy and delight as there was we'll never see any way.
But the brave boy was devout, too. He determined

he'd build a church out of gratitude, and he prayed that

he might be shown a proper place to make the founda-

tion. So he had a dream, and the next morning he saw
a duck and mallard flying along. He followed them
across Thuar Bridge, and over the hill to Templeshambo.
There they lighted, the drake on the near side of the

stream, and the duck on the far one. So he built a

monastery on one side and a nunnery on the other, and
even when there wasn't a stick nor a stone of either of

them left, there was not a woman buried on one side, nor
a man on the other, till the devil bewitched the people of

Ballinlugg to bury Blue Cap on the men's side, within a

foot of the body of brave ould Daniel Jourdan, that

fought with Sarsfield at Aughrim, and you all know how
it fared with her.

There is scarcely a lake in Ireland without its legend
of a worm or piastha, destroyed by Fion Mac Cumhail, or

one of the old saints. As the early missionaries were
unable to induce their converts to give up the recitation

of these pagan fables, they turned them to account by
investing them with a new character. The worm or

serpent was the devil, and his conqueror was St.
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Michael. Kilmeashil churchyard lies a little better than

a mile away from Lough-na-Piastha : the name is a cor-

ruption of Cil-Mihil, "Church of St. Michael." The
later story-tellers, however, found it more to their pur-

pose to leave out the spiritual element, and so the legend

by degrees resumed its ancient character, substituting
Christian knights for three of the Ossianic heroes.

About the year 1808 a report ran through the Duffrey
that some spawn of the old serpent had made its appear-
ance in the pool, and was seen tearing across the fields

that divide it from Kennystown bog, and plunging into

one of the deepest bog-holes. Some hundreds of people
collected after Mass one Sunday, and, armed with pitch-

forks, fishing spears, and spades, perambulated the bog
the whole afternoon, with intent to slay the young worm.

They were obliged to separate towards nightfall without

a glimpse of him head, body, or tail.

Our authority for the following legend was Owen

Jourdan, already mentioned. Poor Jourdan was a

genuine story-telling genius. He was not the mere

talented Scealuidhe
;
he not only had a sense of what

pleased and interested, but he could invent, if needful

i.e. he could form a good narrative out of two or

three independent ones. With all his native powers of

deceiving his auditors while relating extraordinary things?

as if they had happened to himself, he was suspected
of believing in the existence of fairies, and their dwell-

ing in peculiar localities, such as the Rath of Cromogue.
As for raths in general, he would as soon think of plant-

ing a ridge of potatoes in the ancient cemeteries of

Kilmeashill or Templeshambo as of ploughing up the

green area of one of these circular remains. We have

endeavoured to retain his style of narrative
;
but alas !

it is more than thirty years since we sat near his throne,

viz., the big kitchen griddle in Tombrick.
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THE KING WITH THE HORSE'S EARS.

The story I'm going to tell yous is not to be met every

day. I heard little Tom Kennedy, the great schoolmaster

of Rossard, say that he read it in the history of Ireland,

and that it happened before the people wor Christians.

It is about a king that never let himself be docked only
once a year. He lived in some ould city on the borders

of Carlow and Kilkenny, and his name was a queer one
Lora Lonshach it was. So, as I said, he got his hair

cut once a year ;
and tale or tidings was never after

hard of the barber that done it. About seven unlucky
fellows got the honour, and after that, dickens a barber

would come for love or money within a hen's race of

the castle. So the king made an Act of Parlement, that

all the shavers through the country was to cast lots
;

and if any one that got the short straw daared say
boo, down went his house. 1

So the first lot came to the son of a poor widow

woman, and ttte bellman proclaimed it through the

town
;
and when the poor mother heard it she had like

to fall out of her stanin' ; but as that wouldn't save the

poor fellow's life, she thought betther of it, and run

up the street like wildfire, till she came to the palace

gates. She broke through the guards (I don't think the

old kings in Ireland took any trouble about mindin' the

gates ;
for if they did, how could such crowds be always

at the fastes withinside?) She broke in, as I said, and
came into the big stone hall, where the king was takin'

his tay if it's tay they used in them days.
" What brings this mad woman here ?

"
says he, flying

into a passion.
"
Go," says he to the butler, "and put

the guards into the dungeon, for lettin' me be disturbed
at my break'ast, and bid the drummer give 'em thirty
lashes apiece wud the cat-o'-noine-tails. What brings

you here, you unfortunate ould sinner ?
"

says he to the

poor woman, that was sitten' an her heels, and pulliluin'
fit to blow the roof off o' the house.

"Oh, plase your noble majesty," says she, "don't take

' Idiomatic for
' '

being put to death.
"
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Thigueen from me. If you do, who'll I have to wake
and bury me dacent ?

" " An' who is Thigueen ?
"

says

he; "an' what have I to say to him?" "Oh, an' isn't

he the unfortunate disciple that's to clip your majesty
to-morrow, an' sure after that I'll never see him again.''
" Call the butler here," says the king to the little page.
" Plaze your majesty, he's gone to see the floggin'."

"
It

doesn't plaze my majesty, I tell you, for him to take the

liberty. Call the footman." "
Sir, he's gone to mind the

butler."
"
Well, then, tundher and turf! call the coach-

man." "
Sir, he said he'd go have an eye on the other

two, for fraid they'd go look at any one dhrinkin'."
"
Well, then, call in the guards."

"
Oh, sure, they're all

gettin' the floggin'."
" Cead millia mollaghart Oh, tat-

theration to yez all
;

isn't this the purty way I'm circum-

vented ! Begone, you oul' thief," says he to the poor
woman,

" since I can't give you the chastisement you
desarve. You'll get your paustha (boy) back safe an'

sound ;
but if ever I lay eyes on you again, I'll have you

hung as high as Balffe or Gildheroy."
l "Oh, may hea-

vens be your bed ! May all the sowls that ever left

you
" " Out o' my sight, you torment ! My break'ast

is spiled, an' I'll be all through other the whole

day."
You may be sure the guards kep' an eye about 'em

next day, till the king was done his break'ast
;
and then

the poor barber came in, like a dog with a kittle under
his tail. He stood, bowin', bowin', and all the blood in

his body down in his brogues. So the king looked at

him, an' says he,
" My good fellow, you'll be at liberty to

go where you please after cutting my hair
;
but you must

first take your Bible oath
'

Ah, that's true, they
didn't know anything about the Bible ;

the oath he made
him swear was, Dar lamh an Righ (by the king's hand),
that he'd never tell anything that had ears and tongue
what he'd see that day.

So he sat down on his throne, took off his green

1 The biography of these unlucky heroes was to be found in the

once familiar school-book " The Adventures of the Irish Rogues
and Rapparees." It has been a desideratum in our little collection

these thirty years. We cannot bear the sight of the modern edition.
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birredh, with his eyes fixed on the barber
; and when

the cap was off, up flew two brown horse's ears (but they
were as long as if they belonged to an ass), and bid

Thigue fall on with his scissors.

The poor lad never could rightly tell how he got

through the job. He had like once to cut the edge of

one ear ;
but such a roar as the king let at him, while he

put down one ear and cocked up the other, almost ter-

rified him to death. He'd give the world to be away
some place where he could faint, and be done with the

business, head and pluck.
When he was over the job, the page handed him five

guineas if it's guineas they had
; and says the king,

"
Now, my lad, if I ever hear the wind o' the word of

this after you, if I don't hang you, or thransport you to

Bottomy Bay, I'll do worse ;
I'll get you married to a

tay-dhrinking bawrshuch (scold) of a woman, that'll make

you wish you never was born before you're three months
man and wife. I will do that, by this scepthre, an' there's

both wood and stick in it
1 so mind yourself."

The poor mother was there, looking over the half-

door, seeing if her son 'ud ever come back to her ; an'

at last, bedad, there he was, comin' down the street,

pullin' one leg after the other
;
and when he came in, he

tumbled head and heels into his bed, without so much
as blessing himself. Ovoch, I'm always forgetting it's a

hathen story I'm telling. The poor mother begged and
beseecht him to tell her what ailded him, but dickens

a word he let on about it. At last, after two days and

nights, the doctor came
;
and as sure as he did, he bid

Thigue put out his tongue, and let him feel his pulse.
"
Docthor," says the poor fellow,

"
there's no use in

sthrivin' to blindfold the divel in the dark : I have a

saycret. If I can't tell it, I'll die ; and if I do tell it,

I'll not be allowed to live."
" Ska gu dheine," says the

doctor,
"

is that the way the wind blows ?
" When he

heard that the people the secret was not to be told to

were to have tongues and ears on 'em, says he to Thigue,
" Go into the wood there below

; make a split in the

1 The editor has not ventured to print this bizarre pleonasm
without legitimate authority.
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bark of one of the trees, tell your secret into the cut, and

try how you'll feel after it."

The doctor was hardly out of the house when Thigue
was up, and creeping off to the wood. He was afraid to

stop, for fear he'd be seen, till he got into the heart of it,

where two paths crossed one another. There was a nice

sally tree at the spot, and so Thigue went no farther
;

but cut the bark in a down gash, and stooped down, and

whispered into it, "Da Chluais Chapail ar Labhradh

Loingseach." And the maning of them words is,
" The

two ears of a horse has Lora Lonshach."

Well, the poor fellow was hardly done whispering,
when he felt as if a mountain was lifted off his back.

He'd be out of the wood home again in three jumps,
only for the wakeness of hunger that was on him, and
that he never felt while the secret was troubling him. A
neighbour, that was strainin' her dinner on the flags out-

side of her door, just as he got into the town, seein' him

go by so miserable-lookin', made him come in, and never

did he enjoy such a dinner of good potatoes and milk

before or since.

Well, with the joy, and the five guineas, and that,

himself and his mother lived like fightin' cocks for along
time

;
but the day twelvemonth was drawing near, when

he'd have to cut the king's long hair again, and his

mornings began to grow very dismal on him. But, before

the day come round, there was great coming and going ;

for the other four kings of Ireland were invited, along
with all the lords and ladies that choose to travel so far,

to listen to a great match of harp-playing between Craf-

tine, the king's harper, and any one that had the consate

to play again him.

Well and good, a week before the day appointed, the

harper found some cracks or worm-holes, or some meea
or other in his instrument, and so he went into the wood
to look for the makings of a new one. Where should

bad luck send him but to the very sally that Thigue told

his secret to ! He cut it down, and fashioned it into the

finest harp that ever you see (an' the dickens a harp ever

I saw but on a halfpenny) ;
and when he tried it, he was

enchanted himself, such beautiful music as it played !
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So at last the great day came, and the streets wor
filled with coaches and horses, and the big hall in the

palace was crammed. The king was on his high throne,
and the four other kings were before him, and behind

him, and at one side of him, and at the other ; and the

great lords and ladies were round the open place in the

centre where all the harpers were sitting ;
and all such

people as you and me surrounded the quality, till you
couldn't put the blade of a knife between the walls and
themselves.

So the king gave the word of command, and up got

Craftine, and the music he made was so mournful that

those who couldn't cover their faces put a cross look on
themselves to hide their grief. This didn't please the

king ; so he waved his hand, and Craftine struck up
a jig, and so bothered were they all, gentle and simple,
that they had no room for dancing, that they shouted out

for merriment, and any one that had a hat or a cap flung
it up to the rafters. By and by he got afeared that they
would all rush in on himself and the other harpers for

dancing room, and he changed the air to
" Brian Boru's

March." Well, they were not so uproarious while it was

playing ; but the blood was galloping through their veins

like mad. Every one that had room drew his sword, and
waved it over his head (and such a clatter as these swords
made striking one another

!),
and every one cried out the

war-cry of his own chief or king. This wouldn't do at all

for a continuance; so he changed his hand, and made
such music as angels do when they are welcoming good
souls to heaven. Every one shut their eyes and leaned

back, and hoped that the beautiful tune would never
come to an end.

But it was forced to come to an end, and the harper
let his arms fall on his knees, and every one sighed and

groaned for being brought back to the world again. You
may depend that Craftine was praised, and gold and
silver was thrown in showers to him. Then the harpers
of Leinster, Munster, Connaught, and Ulster tried their

hands, and, sure enough, fine music flew out from under
these hands

; but all did not come within miles of Craf-

tine's, So when they stopped, says the king to his harper,
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"Give us one tune more to finish decently, and put all

that we invited in good humour for their dinner. I'm

afraid if you go on in this way the King of Greece or the

Emperor of Moroco will be sending for you one of

these days."
"
By your hand, my king," says Craftine,

" I'm afeard of the same harp. It wasn't my fingers at

all that struck out that music; it was the music that

stirred my fingers. There's some pishrogue on the in-

strument, and I'm in dread it will play us some trick."
"
Oh, trick be hanged!" says the king; "play away."

"
Well," says the other,

"
I must obey your majesty why

shouldn't I ? Here goes !

"

Well, his fingers hardly touched the strings, when they
felt like sand-paper that was powdered with nettle-tops,
and out they roared as if thunder was breaking over the

roof, and a thousand men were smashing stones. Every
one was going to stop his ears, but a loud voice began to

shout out from the strings that were keeping hold of

Craftine's fingers, "Da Chluais Chapail ar Labhradh

Loingseach !
"

Well, to be sure ! how the people were frightened, and
how they looked at the unfortunate sinner of a king, that

didn't know whether he was standing on his feet or his

head, and would give half Ireland to be ten miles

under ground that moment. He put up his poor hands to

his head, not knowing what he was doing, and, bedad, in

his fumbling he loosed the band of his birredn, and up
flew the two long hairy ears. Oh, what a roar came
from the crowd ! Lora wasn't able to stand it

;
he fell

in a stugue down from his throne, and in a few minutes

he had the hall to himself, barring his harper and some
of his old servants.

They say that when he came to himself, he was

very sorry for all the poor barbers that he put out of

the way, and that he pensioned their wives and mothers ;

and when there was no secret made of it, Thigueen
made no more work about docking him than he would
about you or me. Only for all the blood he got
shed he'd never be made the holy show he was in the

sight of people from all parts within the lour seas of

Ireland.
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But for fear of being detected, we should willingly

claim this as an original Celtic legend. But alas ! the

learned in classic mythology would soon humble our

national vanity by quoting that troublesome old Midas

of Asia Minor, renowned for the fatal pair of ass's ears

bestowed on him by Apollo, the secret told to the reeds,

the minstrel fashioning a Pandean pipe out of these

reeds, and the treacherous miniature organ squeaking

out,
"
King Midas has the ears of an ass !

"

THE STORY OF THE SCULLOGE'S SON FROM
MUSKERRY. 1

A long time ago, before the Danes came into Ireland,

or made beer of the heath flowers, a rich man, though
he was but a sculloge, lived in Muskerry, in the south,

and he died there too, rolling in riches, for he was a

saving man. It is not often that a very thrifty and hard-

working man has a son of the same character to step
into his shoes, and the Muskerry sculloge was no worse

off than many of his neighbours. When the young scul-

loge came . to own the chests and the stockings full of

gold, said he to himself,
" How shall I ever be able to

spend all this money ?
"

Little he thought of adding
anything to it. So he began to go to fairs and markets,
not to make anything by buying and selling, but to meet

young buckeens like himself, and drink with them, and

gamble, and talk about hunters and hounds.
So he drank, and he gambled, and he rode races, and

he followed the hounds, till there were very few of the

guineas left in the chests or the stockings ;
and then he

began to grope among the thatch, and in corners and
old cupboards, and he found some 'more, and with this

he went on a little farther. Then he borrowed some

money on his farm, and when that was gone, he be-

thought him of a mill that used to earn a great deal

of money, and that stood by the river at the very bounds

1 Sceal Vhic Scoloige O'Muscridhe. Scolog means either a small

farmer, or a generous, hospitable person.

Q
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of his land. He was never minded to keep it at work
while the money lasted. When he came near it he found
the dam broken, and scarcely a thimbleful of water in

the mill-race, and the wheel rotten, and the thatch of the

house and the wood-work all gone, and the upper mill-

stone lying flat on the lower one, and a coat of dust and
mould over everything. Well, he went about in a very
disconsolate way, and at last sat down for grief and
weariness on a seat fastened to the wall, where he often

saw his father sitting when he was alive. While he was

ready to cry in his desolation, he recollected seeing his

father once working at a stone that was in the wall just
over the seat, and wondering w^hat he wanted with it.

He put his fingers at each side, and by stirring it back-

wards and forwards he got it out, and there behind in

a nook he found a bag holding fifty guineas.
" Oh ho !

"

said he, "maybe these will win back all I lost." So
instead of repairing his mill, and beginning the world in

a right way, he gambled, and lost, and then drank to get
rid of his sorrow.

"
Well," said he,

"
I'll reform. I'll

borrow a horse, and follow the hunt to-morrow, and the

day after will be a new day."

Well, he rode after the hounds, and the stag led him
a fine piece away ; and late in the evening, as he was

returning home through a lonely glen, what should he
see there but a foolish-looking old man, sitting at a table,

with a backgammon-board, and dice, and box, and the

taplaigh (bag for holding all) lying by him on the grass.

There he was, shouting, and crying, and cursing, just as

if it was a drinking-house, and a dozen of men gambling.

Sculloge stopped his horse when he was near the table,

and found out by the talk of the man that his right hand
was playing against his left, and he was favouring one of

them. One game was over, and then he began to lay
out the terms of the next. "

Now, my darling little left,"

said he,
"

if you lose you must build a large mill there

below for the right ; and you, you bosthoon !

"
said he to

the right,
"

if you lose, but I know you won't, you thief,

you must make a castle, and a beautiful garden, and

pleasure-grounds spring up on that hill for the entertain-

ment of your brother. I know I'll lose, but still Til bet
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for the left : what will you venture ?
"

said he to the

young Sculloge.
"
Faith," said the other,

"
I have only

a testher (sixpence) in _the world, so, if you choose, I'll

lay that on the right."
" Done !

"
said he,

" and if you
win I'll give you a hundred pounds. I have no luck, to

be sure, but I'll stick to my dear little left hand for all

that. Here goes !

"

Then he went throwing right and left, cheering when-
ever the left hand gave a good throw, and roaring and

cursing at the other when two sixes or two fives turned

up. All his fury was useless
;
the right won ; and after

the old fool had uttered a groan that was strong enough
to move a rock, he put his left hand in on his naked
breast under his coat, muttered some words that the

Sculloge did not understand, and at the moment a great
crash was heard down the river, as if some rocks were

bursting. They looked down, and there was plain in

sight a mill, with the water tumbling over the wheels,
and the usual sounds coming from within. "There is

your wager," said he to the right hand
;
"much good do

you with it. Here, honest man, is your hundred guineas.
D run to Lusk 1 with you and them."

Strange to say, Sculloge did not find himself so eager
for the bottle, nor the cards and dice next day. T he

hundred pounds did not turn out to be withered leaves,

and he began to pay the poor people about him the

debts he owed, and to make his house and place look

snug as it used to do. However, he did not lose his love

of hunting ;
and on that very day week he was coming

home through the same valley in the evening, and there,

sure enough, was the foolish old man again, sitting at his

table, but saying nothing.

1 The original MS. being here injured, and the best lenses found

ineffective, the translator of the story was at a sore nonplus, being

ignorant of the locality to which Cork and Kerry people are in the

habit of consigning their ill-wishers. People of Wexford, certainly,
and those of Wicklow and Carlow, probably, have established the

town mentioned as their social Norfolk Island ; so he has ventured

on the substitution. He has questioned sundry archaeologists on
the reason of this undesirable distinction being conferred on the

little Fingallian burgh, but to no sure result, the causes assigned

delightfully contradicting each other.

Q 2
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" If I knew your name," said Sculloge,
"

I would wish

you the compliments of the evening, for I think it is

lucky to meet you."
"

I don't care for your compli-
ments," said the other, "but I am not ashamed of my
name. I am the Sighe-Draoi (Fairy Druid), Lassa

Buaicht, and my slars decreed at my birth that I should
be cursed from my boyhood with a rage for gambling,

though I should never win a single game. I am killed

all out, betting on my poor left hand all day, and losing.
So if you wish to show your gratitude get down and join
me. If /win, which I won't, you are to do whatever I

tell you. You may say now what is to be yours if you
win, and that you are sure to do."

So Sculloge said that all he required was to have his

old mill restored, and they began the game. The Sheoge
Druid lost as usual, and after rapping out some out-

landish oaths, he bade the other take a look at his mill

at an early hour next morning.
It was the first thing that Sculloge did when he went

out at an early hour, and surprised and delighted he
was to find as complete a meal and flour mill in ready
order for work as could be found in all Muskerry. It

was not long till the wheel was turning, and the stones

grinding, and Sculloge was as happy as the day was

long, attending to his mill and his farm, only he felt

lonely in the long evenings. The cards and the dice,

and the whiskey-bottle were gone, and their place was
not yet filled up by the comely face and the loving heart

of the Bhan a teagh.
So one evening about sunset he strolled up into the

lonely valley, and was not disappointed in meeting the

Sheoge Druid. They did not lose much time till they
were hard and fast at the dice, the Druid to supply a

beautiful and good wife if he lost the game ;
if not,

Sculloge to obey whatever command he gave him. As
it happened the other evenings it happened now. Scul-

loge won, and went to bed,~wishing for the morning.
He slept little till near break of day, and then he

dozed. He was awaked by his old housekeeper, who
came running into the room in a fright, crying,

"
Master,

master, get up ! There's a stranger in the parlour, and
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the peer of her I never saw. She is dressed like a king's

daughter, and as beautiful as a's I don't know what, and
no one saw her coming in." Sculloge was not long dress-

ing himself, and it wasn't his work-day clothes he put on.

He almost went on his knees to the lovely lady, whom
he found in the parlour. Well, he was not a bad-looking

young fellow
;
and since he was cured of gambling and

drinking his appearance was improved, as well as his

character. He was a gentleman in feeling, and he only
wanted gentle society to be a gentleman in manner.
The lady was a little frightened at first, but when she

saw how much in awe he was of her she took courage.
"I was obliged to come here," said she, "whether I

would or no
;
but I would die rather than marry a man

of bad character. You will not, I am sure, force me to

anything against my will."
" Dear lady," said he,

"
I

would cut off my right hand sooner than affront you in

any way."
So they spent the day together, liking one another

better every moment
;
and to make a long story short,

the priest soon made them man and wife. Poor Sculloge

thought the hours he spent at his farm and his mill un-

commonly long, and in the evenings he would watch the

sun, fearing it would never think of setting. She learned

how to be a farmer's wife just as if she had forgot she
was a king's daughter ;

but her husband did not forget.

He could not bear to see her wet the tip of her fingers ;

and the only disputes they had arose from his wishing to

keep her in state doing nothing, and from her wishing to

be useful.

He soon began to fret for fear that he could not buy
fine clothes for her, when those she brought on her were
worn. She told him over and over, she preferred plain
ones ;

but that did not satisfy him. "
I'll tell you what,

my darling Saav,"
l said he one evening.

"
I will go to

the lonely glen, and have another game of backgammon
with the Sighe Draoi, Lassa Buaicht. I can mention a

1 Sabh or Sadbh is one of the many Irish words perplexing for

the variety of their significations. Some only of the mennings of

this name follow. An airy shape, a fantasy, a salve, the sun, a cood
habitation. It is Englished by Sabia or Sabina.
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thousand guineas if I like, and I am sure to win them.

Won't I build a nice house for you then, and have you
dressed like a king's daughter, as you are !

" "'

No, dear

husband," said she ;

"
if you do not wish to lose me or

perhaps your own life, never pjay a game with that trea-

cherous, evil old man. I am under '

geasa
;

to reveal

nothing of his former doings, but trust in me, and follow

my advice."

Of course he could only yield, but still the plan did

not quit his mind. Every day he felt more and more
the change in his wife's mode of living, and at last he
stole off one evening to the lonely glen.

There, as sure as the sun, was the foolish-looking old

Druid, sitting silent and grim with his hands on the

table. He looked pleased when he saw his visitor draw

near, and cried out,
" How much shall it be ? What is

it for this evening? two more mills on your river, a

thousand guineas, or another wife? It's all the same,
I'm sure to lose. You may make it ten thousand if you
like. I don't value a thousand, more or less, the worth

of a thraneen. Sit down and name the stake. If I win,
which confound the Sighe Aithne (knowledge) I won't,

you will have to execute any order I give you."
Down they set to the strife. Sculloge named ten thou-

sand guineas to have done with gambling, end went on
rather careless about his throwing. Ah ! didn't his heart

beat, and blood rush to his face, and a flash dart across

his eyes when he found himself defeated ! He nearly fell

from his seat, but made a strong effort to keep his

courage together, and looked up in the old man's face to

see what he might expect. Instead of the puzzled,
foolish features, a dark threatening face frowned on him,
and these words came from the thin harsh lips :

"
I lay

geasa on you, O Sculloge of folly, never to eat two meals

off one table, and never to sleep two nights in one rath,

or bruigheen, or caisiol, or shealing, and never to lie in

the same bed with your wife till you bring me the Fios

Path an aon Sceil (perfect narrative of the unique story)
and the Cloidheamh * Solazs (Sword of Light) kept by

1 Pronounced Chloive ; Path nearly as faw. Claymore is made up
of Cloidheamh and mhort large. Glaive is evidently a cognate word.
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the Fiach O'Duda (Raven, grandson of Soot) in the

Donn Teagh (Brown House)."
He returned home more dead than alive, and Saav,

the moment she caught sight of him, knew what had

happened. So without speaking a word she ran and
threw her arms round his neck, and comforted him.
" Have courage, dear husband ! Lassa Buaicht is strong
and crafty, but we will match him." So she explained
what he was to do, made him lie down, sung him asleep
with a druidic charm, and at dawn she had him ready
for his journey.
The first happy morning of her arrival, the Sculloge

had found a bright bay horse in "his stable, and whenever
his wife went abroad, she rode on this steed. Indeed,
he would let no one else get on his back. Now he
stood quiet enough while husband and wife were en-

folded in each other's arms and weeping. She was the

first to take courage. She made him put foot in stirrup,

smiled, cheered him, and promised him success, so that

he remembered her charges, and carefully followed

them.

At last he started, and away at a gentle pace went the

noble steed. Looking back after three or four seconds

he saw his house a full mile away, and though he scarcely
felt the motion, he knew they were going like the wind

by the flight of hedges and trees behind them.

And so they came to the strand, and still there was no

stoppage. The horse took the waves as he would the

undulations of a meadow. The waters went backwards

in their course like arrows shot from strong bows. In

shorter time than you could count ten, the land behind

was below the waters, and the waves farthest seen in

front came to them, and swept behina them like thought
or a shooting star.

At last when the sun was low, land rose up under the

strong blaze, and was soon under the feet of the steed,

and in a few seconds more they were before the draw-

bridge of a strong stone fort. Loud neighed the horse,

and swift the drawbridge was let down upon the moat,
and they were within the great fortress.

There the Sculloge alighted, and the horse was patted
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and caressed by attendants, who seemed to know him

right well, and he repaid their welcome by gentle

whinnyings. Other attendants surrounded the Sculloge,
and brought him into the hall. The noble-looking man
and woman that sat at the upper end, he knew to be the

father and mother of his Saav. They bade him welcome,
and ordered a goblet of sweet mead to be handed to

him. He drank, and then dropped into the empty
vessel a ring which his wife had put on his finger before

he left home. The attendant carried the goblet to the

king and queen, and as soon as their eyes fell on the

ring they came down from their high seats, and welcomed
and embraced the visitor. They eagerly inquired about

the health of their child, and when they were satisfied

on that point, the queen said,
" We need not ask if she

lived happily with you. If she had any reason to com-

plain, you would not have got the ring to show us.

Now, after you have taken rest and refreshment, we will

tell you how to obtain the Fios Fath an aon Sceil and
the Cloidheamh Solais."

The poor Sculloge did not feel what it was to pass
over some thousand miles of water while he was on the

steed's back, but now he felt as tired as if he had
travelled twenty days without stop or stay. But a

sleeping posset and a long night's rest made him a new
man

;
and next morning after a good lunch l on venison

steaks, a hearthcake, and a goblet of choice mead, he
was ready to listen to his father-in-law's directions.

" My dear son," said the king,
" the Fiach O'Duda,

Lassa Buaicht, and I are brothers. Lassa, though the

youngest, and very powerful in many ways, has always
envied his eldest brother Fiach the Sword of Light. /
only have the means of coming at it, but he knew I

would not willingly interfere to annoy the poor man,
who, after all, is my eldest brother, and has been sadly

1 It is maintained that the ancient Celts, as well as the Romans
and other peoples of old times, ate only once a day, viz. after sun-

set. That was undoubtedly the principal meal, but the most deter-

mined Dryasdust in Ireland, or Scotland, or Wales, shall not

persuade us that they did not partake of lunch or collation, say
from 8 to n A.M. to enable them to endure life till Beal chose to

sink into his western bed.
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tormented during his past life, and has never done me
the slightest harm. So he laid out this plan of stealing

my daughter from me. I can't explain to you who know

nothing of Droideachta, how he enjoys this and other

powers. He got you into his meshes, blessed you with

Saav's society, and then put this geasa on you, judging
that I would help him to do this injury to my brother,

rather than make my daughter's life miserable. Fiach

lives in a castle surrounded by three high walls. It is on
a wide heath to the south. Everything inside and out-

side is as brown as a berry. The black steed which I

am going to lend you will easily clear the gate of the

outer wall, and then you make your demand. As soon

as the Fiach comes into this outer inclosure you have no
time to lose ; and if you get outside again without leaving
a part of yourself or of your horse behind, you may
consider yourself fortunate."

He mounted his black steed, rode southwards, came
in sight of the Brown Castle, cleared the gate of the

outer wall, and shouted,
" I summon you, great Fiach

O'Duda, on the part of your brother, the Sighe Draoi,
Lassa Buaicht, to reveal to me the Fios Fath an aon

Sceil, and also surrender into my keeping the matchless

Cloidheamh Solais." He had hardly done speaking
when the two inner gates flew open, and out stalked a

tall man with a dark skin, and beard, hair, birredh,

mantle, and hose as black as the blackest raven's wing.
When he got inside the inclosure he shouted,

" Here is

my answer," at the same time making a sweep of his

long sword at the Sculloge. But he had given the spur
to his steed at the earliest moment, and now safely
cleared the wall, leaving the rear half of the noble beast

behind.

He returned to the castle dismally enough, but the

king and queen gave him praise for his activity and pres-
ence of mind. "

That, my dear son," said the king,
"

is all

we can do to-day : to-morrow will bring its own labours."

So the sun went to rest, and the Sculloge and his relations

made three parts of the night. In the first they ate and
drank. Their food was the cooked flesh of the deer

and the wild boar, and hearthcakes, and water-cress
;
and
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their drink Spanish wine, Greek honey, and Danish
beer. The second part of the dark time was given to

conversation, and the bard, and the story-teller. The
third part was spent in sleep.

Next day Sculloge rode forth on a white steed, and
when he approached the fort, he saw the outer wall lying
in rubbish. He cleared the second gate, summoned the

Fiach, saw him enter the inclosure, and if his face was
terrible yesterday it was five times more terrible to-day.
This time he escaped with the loss of the hind legs of

his steed only, and he was joyfully welcomed back by
the king and the queen. They divided the night into

three parts
l as they did the last, and the next day he

approached the Donn Teagh on the Eich Doun, the

brown horse that brought him over the sea.

The second wall was now in brishe as well as the first,

and at one bound of the brown steed he was within the

courtyard. He had no need to call on Fiach, for he was

standing before his door, sword in hand, and the moment
the horse's hoofs touched the ground he sprang forward

to destroy steed and rider. But the druidic beast was in

the twinkling of an eye again on the other side, and a

roar escaped the throat of Fiach that made the very
marrow in Sculloge's bones shiver. However, the horse

paced on at his ease without a hair on his body being
turned, and Sculloge recovered his natural courage before

you could count three.

Great joy again at the castle, and the day was spent,
and the night divided into three parts as the day before,
and the day before that again. Next morning the king
sent out no horse, but put a Clarsech (small harp) into

his son-in-law's hand, and a satchel by his side filled

with withered leaves and heath-flowers, tufts of hair,

pebbles, and thin slates, passed his hands down Sculloge's
arms from shoulder to wrist, and gave him directions

what to do.

When he came within sight of the castle, he began to

1 A circumstance frequently repeated in Celtic tales. Such re-

petitions were never omitted by the story-tellers. They were used
as resting-places, and aids to arrangement or recollection of whal
was to follow.
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touch the harp-strings, and such sounds came from them
that he thought he was \validng on a cloud, and enjoying
the delights of Tir na-n-Oge. The trees waved their

branches, the grass bent to him, and the wild game
followed him with heads raised and feet scarce touching
the ground. All the walls were in confused heaps, and
as he approached them, servants and followers were
collected from wherever they were employed, and stand-

ing in a circular sweep facing him. No noise arose from

the crowd
;
their delight was too great. As he came close

he ceased for a moment, and flung the contents of his

satchel among them. All eagerly seized on scraps of

leaves, or hair, or heath-flowers, or slates, or pebbles, for

in their eyes they were gold, and diamond ornaments,
and pearls, and rich silks. He struck the strings again,
and entered the castle, accompanied by the enchanted
sounds from the harp-strings. He passed from the hall

through a passage, then up some steps, and he was in

the small bedchamber of Fiach O'Duda. He had heard

the sounds, but the effect they had was to throw him into

a deep sleep, in which the music was still present to his

brain, and kept him in a sleepy rapture.
This room was as light as the day, though window it

had none. By the wall hung a sword in a dark sheath.

Bright light flashed round the room from the diamond-
crested hilt and about three inches of the blade not let

down into the scabbard. Taking it-down, he approached
the sleeping Druid chief and struck him on the side with

the flat of the blade. "Arise," said he, "great Fiach

O'Duda ! reveal to the Sighe Draoi, Lassa Buaicht, through
me, the Faos Fath an aon Sceil. I will not ask for the

Cloidheamh Solais
;
I have it in my keeping." The Druid's

looks were full of surprise at first, and then of fright, but
in a short time he became calm, and proceeded to

relate the

FIOS FATH AN AON SCEIL.

"
I am," said he,

" the eldest of three brothers, the Sighe
Draoi, Lassa Buaicht, being the youngest. By birthright
I inherited the great family treasure of the Cloidheamh
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Solais, and my youngest brother envied me from the

beginning, and made many an attempt to take it from
me. But I was a Draoi as well as he, and always was
able to disappoint him. At last, wishing to get out of the

reach of his villainous tricks, and see the world, I went
on a voyage to Greece, and when I returned I was a
married man. The King of Greece had grown to like

me so much, that he gave me his daughter. The king
and his daughter were deep in rJraoideachta, and he had
in his possession a slat (enchanted rod) which could

change any living being into whatever form he wished.

I never dreamed, as my wife and I talked so lovingly,
and were so happy, sitting on the deck of our vessel as

we returned over the calm central sea, that she had stolen

that rod from her father's chamber before we set out on
our return.

" About a week after I came home, as I was hunting, the

hounds gave chase to a wild-looking but very handsome

man, all covered with long hair, and when I got up to

them they had seized him, and were on the point of

tearing him asunder. He stretched out his hands to me,
while the tears ran down his cheeks, and I drove off the

dogs and brought him home to my castle. I got his hair cut

off, and had him clothed, and I amused myself in teach-

ing him to speak. Little did I think he was a disguised
follower of my brother, who had sent him into my family

by this stratagem, to corrupt my wife, and to get posses-
sion of the sword of light for him.

" One day as I was returning from hunting through a

grove near this castle, I heard voices in a thicket. They
were familiar to me, and when I had ai'rived at a con-

venient place, what did I espy but my wife seated under
a tree, and the villainous wild man, with not a trace of

wildness about him or in his speech, stretched on the

grass, his head upon her knees, and he looking up lovingly
into her face, and entreating her to secure the Cloidh-

eamh Solais for him. I had no further patience, but

rushed on ready to strike him through with my hunting

spear, but the moment my wife caught sight of me, she

flung the magic rod at me, and I found myself, in the

twinkling of an eye, changed to a horse. I did not lose
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my memory, but rushed on the villain to trample out

his life. However, he had got up into the tree before I

could reach him. I had neither the power nor the will

to trample or strike my wife. So the guilty pair escaped
for the time.

" She managed to have me caught very soon, and hard

worked, but that was going too far with the joke. I

kicked and bit every one she sent to yoke or bridle me,
and no one would venture to come near me. This did

not meet her views. So she came where I was one day,
struck me with the slat once more, and I was a wolf on
the moment. Great as her power was, she could not

kill me, but she contrived to get her father, who was just
then with her on a visit, to hunt me with a great pack of

wolf-dogs. I led them a good chase, but was taken at

last.
"
Just as they were on the point of devouring me, the

King of Greece himself came up, and so I howled out

dismally to him, imitating the human voice as well as I

could. I held up my fore-paws, and he saw the big
tears rolling down from my eyes. He knew there was

something mysterious about me, and rescued me from

the dogs at once. I walked home by his side, and he

kept me about him, and grew quite attached to me. All

this terribly annoyed my wife, but she was prevented by
a higher power from killing me with her own hands, and
I kept too close to her father to be in danger from any
one else. All this time she and the false wild man
searched for the sword of light, but could not find it. It

was kept in a thin recess in a wall, under a spell, and
no one but I could discover the method of coming at

it. She did all she could to persuade the king to send

me away, but he would not gratify her. At last one

day she brought a druidic sleep on our child in the

cradle, so that he seemed without life, and she sprinkled
him with blood, and threw some also on me. For I

used to stay in the room with the infant whenever I

could. She then began to shriek and cry till her father

and the servants ran in to see what the matter was.
'

Oh, father, father !

'

said she, pointing to the cradle,

and then to me,
' see what your favourite has done !

'
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All were rushing to kill me at once, but he ordered them
to stop. He took the slat in his hand, and drew it down
the child's body from its breast to its toes, and again
from its breast to its finger ends, muttering some words,
and it sat up, and began to stretch out its arms to him.
He examined the places where the blood spots were,
and found no wound. Then he called me to him, and
said to those around him,

' Here is some treachery and

mystery which I must clear up. Mac Tire,' he continued,

addressing me, and striking me with the rod,
'

I com-
mand you by my druidic power to take on your natural

form, if you be not a true madralamh.'1

In a moment I

was restored to my own face and figure before them, and
saw my wife and her favourite hastening from the room
as fast as their legs could carry them. The king saw
this as well as I, and ordered both to remain, and the

doors to be closed. I directed one of the servants

to fetch cords, and have the two bound hand and foot.
' No need,' said the king,

' as far as my daughter is

concerned.' He waved his hand towards her, and
muttered a charm, and she sank on a chair without

power to move. I then explained all that had happened
from the day when I detected them in the wood, and
declared my belief that the pretended wild man was not

present in his natural appearance.
' We shall soon

know the truth,' said the king. He struck the villain

across the face, and instead of the handsome gaisceaeh

(brave young fellow) we knew, he stood before all an

ugly featured humpback, who was known to every one
as the confidential follower of my brother Lassa Buaicht.

The wretched woman on the chair, though not able to

move, uttered a piercing cry, and her face was covered

with a stream of tears. The servants did not wait for

further orders. They tied the humpback hand and foot,

made a roaring fire in the bawn, and pitched him into the

middle of it. The King of Greece asked me what punish-
ment I wished to inflict on my false wife, but I said he

might do as he pleased, but that I wished her life to be

spared. When he left me to return to his own country,
he took her with him, and since I have heard no news
of either. And now you know why I have kept myself
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so well guarded from the designs of my wicked brother,

and you have heard the Fios Fath an aon Sceil, and got
the chloive solais. In return, tell me why a stout,

noble-looking young gaisceach like you should come
and throw down my walls and take my bright treasure,

and why my good brother should aid you. You could

not have done it without his help."
So Sculloge related his history, and assured him that

he should not be long deprived of the chloive solais, and
would have no occasion for any more walls to fence him-

self from his evil-minded brother. He was soon back to

the king and queen, and soon over the wide ocean on
his bay steed, and on the evening of the same day was

sitting in the Glean Raineach (ferny glen) at the table

with the Sighe Draoi, Lassa Buaicht, and the sword of

light in its dark sheath, and its hilt covered by his sleeve,

grasped tightly in his strong right hand. The Druid gave
him a hearty welcome, and mentioned how rejoiced he
was to see him safe back, never removing his eyes from

the weapon.
" My brave gaisceach," said he,

"
I need not trouble

you about the fios fath. I know it already. Hand me
the chloive solais, and my hand shall not be slack in

showering guineas on you." "Oh, just as you like. You
don't care how I give you the sword ?

" "
Ah, what

matter how you give it !

" " Thus then it shall be,

treacherous wretch," said Sculloge. The valley was

lighted up in a moment as if in noon-day, and the head
of the Druid was in the next moment lying at his feet.

Very soon his beautiful, gentle, and loving wife was

laughing and crying in his arms, for she was not far off

awaiting the issue, and the sudden blaze brought the

happy news to her, and the bright bay steed was soon

bearing them over the waves again to her native land.

Fiach O'Duda was once more happy in the possession of

his chloive solais, and there was no more happy palace
than that in which the Sculloge and his princess, and her

father and mother, spent their days. The Lords of Mus-

kerry trace their genealogy from the son of the gaisceach
of our story.
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The following is a fair specimen of the Celtic variety

of fiction in which suitors for the hand of some lady of

matchless beauty enter on dangerous and generally un-

successful quests. The mortal hero in all cases needs

the aid of benevolent fairy, elf, or genius, to bring the

adventure to a successful issue. Parts of the story will

be found rather obscure by those who look for a close

connexion of cause and effect in works of imagination.

But change, and loss, and corruption may be looked for

in compositions more than a thousand years old, left for

a large part of that time to the chance guardianship of

such of the community as had a taste for legendary

traditions.

AN BRAON SUAN OR. 1

The lovely Fiongalla (fair cheek) was daughter to

Glas, chief of a district in the south-west of Desmond. 2

She would have been his great happiness, but for a fate

that had brooded over his house for nearly two centuries.

No woman of the family could be married till her suitor

had brought from the Donn Thir (brown or dark land)
the Craov Cuilleann (holly-bough), the Luis Bui (mari-

gold), and the crimson berries of the Uhar (yew). These
were to be found in the dim and distant Donn Thir, in

the Western Sea, near the Stone Circle of Power
;
and

for some generations no knight had been so fortunate as

to secure them. A corrochan (leather-covered bark) lay
in a wooded nook near Bean Tra (Fair Strand, Bantry),
and had lain there time out of mind. The daring ad-

venturer entered it, and readily made the open sea. A
day and a night were allowed for the voyage going and

coming ;
but hitherto the fated bark had been in every

instance seen entering its little cove within the time, un-

freighted by the hero or the magic prizes.

1 The golden pin of sleep.
2 Desmond Deas, south ; Mnimlu; Munster ; Tuaig Muimhe,

Thomond, North Munster.
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In the family lived the sage woman Amarach (lucky,

fortunate), whom no one living remembered ever to have
seen look a day younger, and of whom their fathers and
mothers had made the same report, handing down the

assertions of their ancestors for two generations to the

same effect.

More than one suitor had essayed the adventure,

hoping for the hand of fair Fiongalla. All had perished
in the rough western waves, when at last the court was
visited by the young Feargal (nobleman), son of Ciocal.

In his father's hospitable hall in Thomond he had heard
of the matchless beauty and good qualities of Fiongalla,
from the lips of more than one wandering bard

; and

despite all opposition from his parents and the Duine
Uasals of his tribe, he travelled to the Court of Glas, saw
the damsel, found his resolution confirmed, and de-

manded of the lady and her father permission to try the

adventure.

The love felt by Feargal was fully returned by Fion-

galla, yet she used her influence to dissuade him from
the attempt.

" How could he hope for success, when so

many bold and skilful young knights had failed and

perished for the past two centuries ?
" But the young

hero on his journey had a vision of the tutelar Sighe of

his family, the benevolent and powerful Finncaev (fair

love), who had promised him her assistance at his

utmost need. Confident in her protection, and inspired

by strong love, he told her that the only words from her

mouth that could turn him from his purpose were,
"

I

love you not." These words she could not force herself

to utter, and forth fared the knight to find the magic
coracle, while the shadow of night still lay on sea and
land.

Amarach had joined her entreaties to those of father

and daughter. But Amarach was the evil being that

had, two centuries before, imposed this cruel fortune on
the family. She knew by her art that the youth was pro-
tected by the powerful Sighe Finncaev, and she feared

that her influence and her spells would become things
of nought.

Passing from the heights on which the dun of the
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chief stood, he had to traverse a rough glen strewed with

rocks and brushwood,, and his path led by a circle of

tall stones marking the burial-place of some chief of

former days, and still the favoured resort of those who

practised druidic rites. He felt a sudden awe creep
over him as he was hurrying by the ring of power, and
which was increased by the appearance of a tall figure.

His courage was restored when he discovered it to be
the friendly Sighe, who gave him a few brief directions.
" You have rashly engaged in a most perilous enterprise,
but follow my instructions punctually, and I trust to

bring you out of it with safety and honour. When you
reach the corrach and enter it, wish yourself outside the

bay, and there remain till the darkness of evening comes
on. If you return and touch the land before you see on
the shore my three servants, you are lost. Those
servants I will now present to your sight." She struck

one of the stones with her druidic wand, and at the

touch it fell to pieces.
"
Cushfe Crish (Tied Foot), come

out," and a stout figure with his right foot in his hand
stood before them. She struck another stone and cried,
" Fir na Saghaidh (Man of the Arrows), come out."

The stone parted, and yielded an archer with a well-

furnished quiver. She struck the third,
" Fir na Mulla

Headha, come forth," and a figure with an enormous
mouth and swollen cheeks sprung from the fragments of

his stone.

All bowed before the youth, and asked to know his

will. He turned to Finncaev, but she had vanished ;

and he addressed the powerful beings before him in

some perplexity.
"

I am ignorant of your means of

helping me. I only know that I require you to be on
the shore by sunset of the coming day with the holly

bough, the marigold, and the red berries of the yew from

the ring of power in the obscure land in the great sea !

"
Hard," said Gush,

"
will be the task, O noble knight,

to foil the powerful Amarach. If when you approach
the land at sunset she get into the boat, or you touch

the land till you see us, you are lost
;
so will be our

services. Come, brothers, I am obliged to keep one
foot tied for fear of out-distancing my object. You, O
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Fir na Saghaidh, are unerring in aim
; you, O Fir na

Mulla Headha, can see through the earth and to its

farthest rim, and can blow tempests from your mouth.

To your tasks ! I hasten before you to the extreme

verge of Hy Conaill (Donegal). There at the base of

the mighty rocks lies the boat to convey me to the dim
land and the circle of power. The voyage which you,
Sir Knight, would not accomplish within a year I will

execute in half a day. Brothers, await my return on the

summit of Rinkan Barra on the brink of the North
Sea.'

1'

Tied Foot was on the coast of Hy Conaill at an early

hour, and discovered the fated boat which Amarach was

obliged to keep in the dark cove for the service of ad-

venturers. She was sitting within it in the appearance of

a fair young woman, and received Cush fe Crish on his first

call. A mether stood in the bow, filled with brown

mead, and the sight enchanted the wearied and thirsty

traveller. The maiden courteously offered the vessel,

which he gratefully took, and drained to the bottom.

"Lovely maid," said he, "you were beautiful when I

entered your boat
; you are now the most beautiful

within the coasts of Erinn. I want your boat for a

passage to the dim land to fetch the three magic gifts

for Feargal, son of Ciocal. I shall be there and back by
the first hour after mid-day; but there's no hurry. I

must sit here and converse with you, enslaver of my
heart, for a small hour." As he was endeavouring to

take her hand, his foot escaped from his grasp, and
he fell, overpowered with the magic drink, and lay
motionless at the bottom of the boat. The treacherous

woman then took from her hair the braon suan or, the

magic sleeping pin, and stuck it through his long

glibbs ;
and while it lay in his hair no power could wake

him.

His two companions arrived on the rocks an hour

later, and were dismayed at sight of him, far below them,
in dead sleep. In his hair they espied the magic pin.,

and in a moment they recognised it, and guessed at what
had occured. The archer had his bow bent in a trice,

and the next the braon was dashed from the hair of
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Gush, and lay powerless at his feet. He awoke, took
his foot again in his hand, looked at the pin, then up at

the cliff, waved his free arm in gratitude, seized on the

oar, and the skiff went skimmimg over the great sea

fleeter than the swiftest arrow. Fir na Mulla Headha

put his hand to his eyebrow, and spoke to his com-
rade :

"
Through the thick air and the mist I still see

the shooting bark
;
the dim veils are clearing a little

round Cush, and he seems almost at the world's end
;
a

low, thick fog lies beyond ;
the boat speeds to it, and it

becomes a land of rocks, and woods, and valleys, as

grey as clouds. He enters a bay, secures his boat,
advances inland. A grove is before him, and under the

shade of trees as old as the world stands a ring of

mighty stones. Within is a cromleacht, and overshadow-

ing it the holly-bough and berry-bearing yew ;
at its foot

springs the marigold. He leaves the dim land behind
him. I see the boat more plainly, but the land has

become a cloud. The boat is larger, but the cloud bank
has vanished. Here he comes swifter than the arrow

from your own bow-string."
Great was the joy of the druidical servants as they

met
;
but after a moment Cush fe Crish cried out,

" Our
work is only half accomplished. The powerful Amarach
is speeding south, and if she reaches Bean Tra she will

induce Feargal to touch the land, and then our labour is

void. You, O Boghadoir (archer), have done your duty
follow at your leisure. Get on my back, O Mulla

Headha. I value not your weight a dry leaf. Now for

the southern bay. On they swept, leaving the breeze

behind them, and at last spied the sage Amarach as she

skimmed by the side of Ben Gulban, and passed the

mound of the sword hilt, where Diarmuid the peerless

perished by the tusk of the fell wild boar. She found
herself pursued, and increased her speed ; but Cush fe

Crish found new vigour in his limbs at sight of her,

and still was gaining as they brushed the hills of lar-

Conacht. 1

1 Star or far, West ; Soir, Oirtkir, East ; T/ittaig, North ; Deas,
South.
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As they approached Knoc an Air (hill of slaughter),
1

Tied Foot, who had not yet put forth his utmost speed,

swept past, and his rider, making him stop and turn

about, blew from his mouth such a mighty tempest as

rooted up the oaks in its path. Catching up the sorceress,

she was blown through the air to a great distance, and
a second blast put all further struggles on her part at an
end.

Feargal had waited wearily in the fated boat the long
hours of the day. Toward the gathering of the dark he
heard the distant tempest, which astonished him, for,

wild and horrifying as it was, it lasted only for a few

seconds. Approaching the shore, he perceived as it

were a flash of lightning darting from the bosom of the

hills, and ceasing at the near strand. He then distin-

guished, in a soft, dimly-bright vapour that hovered on
the shore, the servants and their powerful mistress. He
sprung to land, and Finncaev, advancing and smiling on

him, placed the magic gifts in his hand. While he was

pouring out his thanks, she turned to her ministers, and
laid her hands caressingly on their shoulders. Smiles

of pleasure came over their weird features, and while

Feargal was looking on in awe, the figures and the soft

vapour vanished

But shouts of joy were heard on every side, and
crowds bearing torches were hurrying through various

defiles to the shore. The figure of Feargal had been

descried, and he was now conducted in triumph to the

dun, and the trophies were hung in the great hall.

Amarach had not been seen since the previous night,
and the meeting of the lovers and their speedy marriage
was undisturbed by fears of the sorceress, or of her hellish

spells.

THE CHILDREN OF LIR.

Lir, though the father of a demi-god, was not able to

secure domestic comfort. Having lost his beloved wife

he sought relief in travel
;
and being on a visit with

1 In Kerry, where princes and chiefs of Greece, pursuing the

hapless Princess NiavNnaChrotha, slaughtered many of the Fianna,
but were in the end completely annihilated.
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Boglia Derg, King of Conacht, he was induced to enter

on the married state again, taking the beauteous and
virtuous Princess Aebh (Eve) as his new partner. She
bore him twins, Fionula (Fair-shoulder) and AodJi

(Hugh), and at a second birth, Fiachra and Conn. This
was followed by her death

;
and after some time the

bereaved widower again sought the court of his father-

in-law. He was there tempted to commit matrimony
again, hoping that the sister of his lamented wife, the

Princess Aoife, would do the duty of an aunt, at least,

to his orphans. For a year there was nothing to be

complained of, but then she began to be jealous of the

tenderness and attention ever exhibited by Lir to the

Princess Fionula and her brothers. From mere despite
she took to her bed, and there remained a year. At
last a skilful but wicked Druid visited her, extracted her

heart's secret, and tendered his advice. Rising from her

bed, she arrayed herself in her best, and taking the

children with her, got up into her chariot, and set out

for her father's court, near Loch Derg, on the Shannon.

On the route she urged her charioteer to destroy the

children ; but he was deaf to her entreaties, and she

was obliged to enact the part of executioner herself.

Fionula, with a girl's acuteness, sorely distrusted her

stepmother; and when they arrived at the edge of a

lake, and she and her brothers were commanded to get
down and bathe, she refused in the most decided manner
for them and herself. However, Aoife, with assistance

from her retinue, forced them into the water, and then

and there, by a stroke on the head of each with a wand,
the wicked Druid's gift, she changed them into four

beautiful swans.

On arriving at her father's palace, he made inquiry
about his grandchildren, and suspecting that her repre-
sentation of their being in health at home was not true,

he cast her into a druidic sleep, and made her reveal her

wickedness. Restoring her to her ordinary state, he

bitterly reproached her in the presence of the court,

changed her into a grey vulture by a stroke of his wand
of power, -and doomed her to live in the cold, and windy,
and sleety air, while time was to endure.
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All repaired to the lake where the enchantment was

effected, and were kept in a state of delight listening to

the magic songs of the birds. The chariots stood by
the shore, and the steeds consumed their provender, and
the knights and ladies still listened entranced, night and

day, until by the power of Aoife's words, they were

obliged to rise in the air, and direct their flight to Loch

Derg. There through the mildness of summer, and the

harsh winds and ice of winter, they abode three hundred

years ;
Fionula pressing her dejected and shivering

brothers to her side, covering them with her wings, and

cheering them with her grandfather's prophecy that

when men with shaved heads came over the sea, set up
their tables in the east ends of their houses, and rung
their bells, the first sound would again restore their

human form.

Three hundred years being gone, they once more were

obliged to take their flight to the sea of Moyle, between
Erinn and Alba, and there, for three hundred years more,
endured unspeakable sufferings. In their flight they

passed over the pleasant rath where their childhood had
been spent, and now it was but a grass-covered mound,
with a slimy ditch at its base. The last three hundred

years of their sad pilgrimage were passed on the wild

waves of the great western sea near Irrus Domnann

(Erris). The bell that rung in the first Mass celebrated

on Inis na Gluaire (Isle of Glory), restored them to their

human shapes ;
but they were now emaciated and de-

crepit, and only waited for baptism, to flee away to rest

eternal. 1

Our ancient annalists took it upon them to assign the

year on which sprung forth certain rivers and lakes, and

1 The "children of Tuirrean," the "children of Lir," and the

"children of Uisneach," form the "Three Sorrows of Story" so

lovingly quoted by admirers of Celtic literature. It is a grief to us

to have spoiled one of them by inevitable contraction, and to be

obliged, by want of space, to omit the other. There being nothing
of a magical character about the last-named one, it has no place in

this article ; but a charming version furnished by Samuel Ferguson
may be found in the Hibernian Nights' Entertainments in an early
volume of the University Magazine.
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consequently it was not at all strange that their associates

who took charge of the imaginative affairs of the island,

should improve the hint
; and, neglecting the trifling

circumstances of dates, and names of contemporary

monarchs, proceed to tell their willing listeners to what

faults or negligences it was owing that the once fertile

vale, dotted with the habitations of happy mortals, was

flooded over, and how keen-sighted guides can to this

day behold through the deep waters the pinnacles of

churches, and occasionally the conical cap of a round

tower. There being no need, in this instance, to rank

our fine sheets of water by the more or less beauty of

the surrounding scenery, we take them at random, and

commence with

LOUGH NEAGH.

This beautiful sheet of water issued from a spring well

which only waited an opportunity of being left uncovered,
to send forth a mighty flood. The inhabitants of the

neighbourhood, aware of the danger, kept it securely

covered, till at last one luckless gossip walked off with

her pitcher, forgetting to replace the smooth round flag,

and in consequence the water burst forth in such a

volume that the poor woman was drowned before she

reached home. Incredulous readers objecting to this

mode of lake-making, have only a choice between it and
another theory somewhat less probable. Fion Mac Cuil

having routed a Scotch giant with red hair, was pursuing
him eastwards, but the canny Scotch monster was rather

more fleet of foot than his Irish rival, and was outrunning
him. Fion, fearing that he might reach the sea and
swim across to Britain before he could overtake him,

stooped ; and thrusting his gigantic hands into the earth,

tore up the rocks and clay, and heaved them after the

Albanach. As Fion miscalculated height and distance,

the mighty mass which had filled the whole bed of the

present lake, launched from his hands, flew past the
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giant at a considerable height above his head, and did
not lose its impetus till it came over the mid sea. There

dropping, according to the laws of gravitation, it formed
an island, afterwards called Man, from its Danaan patron,

Mananan, son of Lir.

KILLARNEY.

Killarney's fair lake was formed under the following
romantic circumstances the historian omitting to state

whether the inhabitants that dwelt beneath the level of

its present waves were good or bad, or distinguished by
an uncomfortable mixture of both qualities. A knight
from foreign parts wooed the fair daughter of a man of

the valley, rich in corn-fields and cattle, and earnestly

urged her to depart with him to his rath in the north.

He made no particular mention of the marriage cere-

mony, so she, while taking no pains to conceal her love,

gave him decidedly to understand that, unless as his

married wife, she would never quit her native vale in his

company. He had a short struggle between his innate

pride of chieftaincy and the deep love he bore to the

pure-minded maid. At last he came to her house as

evening was closing in, and gladdened the hearts of her

parents by earnestly requesting the hand of their fair

daughter. On inquiring where she was at the moment,
he learned that she had gone to the fairy well for water,
as was the custom of the young women of the valley.
Thither he hastened without delay, and found two of her

handmaids just leaving the fountain with their vessels

balanced on their heads, and their forms gracefully sway-

ing under them as they proceeded home. Before she

could express displeasure or surprise, he told in abrupt
and eager tones where he had been, and what he had

done, and in a moment she could think of nothing but

her ^new-found happiness. Her half-filled pitcher was

forgotten, and in the cool evening they walked about on
the russet turf, between the rocks and bushes ;

and in

talking over their bliss, the time went by unmarked. At
last a sudden recollection of her neglect, and of the fatal

nature of the gifted spring, rushed on her mind. She
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shrieked aloud, and, quitting her lover's arm, she rushed

down the side of the hill. But on looking towards the

spring, she found a sheet of water surrounding the little

eminence, and a bubbling flood bursting upwards where
the still fluid was peacefully lying within its circular wall

only a quarter of an hour before. She would have awaited

death where she stood, so much was she overpowered
with remorse for her fault, but such was not the purpose
of her knight. Lifting her on his shoulders, he dashed

through the channel nearest the neighbouring slope, and
bore her still alive to her home. The dismayed dwellers

in the valley had time to gain the heights before their

dwellings were covered with the water
;
but the young

maiden was denounced. The legend leaves us in igno-
rance of the after-fortunes of the lovers.

A once king of Cork and all his household are still

living in comfortable seclusion at the bottom of the

Lough of Cork, which burst out, as in the other instances,

on account of the negligence of a domestic.

LEGEND OF THE LAKE OF INCHIQUIN.

Below the present surface of this lake was once a level

plain, over one part of which towered a castle, or dun at

least. A cavern under this castle led to some unexplored
region, and a beautiful spring-well lay not far from its

mouth. The lord of the dun was informed that three

beautiful women were seen at times to come forth from
the cavern's mouth, on calm moonlight nights, and bathe
in the well

; and the tale was not told to inattentive ears.

He concealed himself just within the entrance of the

passage, and saw the three beauties pass forth into the

moonlight. He waited impatiently till they were return-

ing, and he allowed two of them to glide by his hiding-

place. As the third, who was the youngest and most

beautiful, went by, he grasped her, and bore her into the

open air. The others fled into the cavern, and the im-

prisoned nymph pleaded hard for her liberty. But he
was handsome and gentle, and resolute at the same time,
and at last she agreed to reign as mistress of his heart

and his domains. They lived in happiness for many
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years, and two children were born to them. She had
made it a condition that he should never invite company
to the castle, and for many years he felt no desire to

break his engagement.
Having in his stables a fine race-horse, a desire of

going to the races of Kood at length seized on him, and
he asked permission to attend that assembly. She gave
consent, but warned him against bringing home any
friends or acquaintance he might meet there. He re-

turned home alone in the evening, rejoicing in a prize
won by his steed, and induced his Sighe lady to agree to

his repeating the excursion next day. Her consent was

granted, accompanied with a solemn caution. The second

evening also he kept to his word. But woe the while !

on the third day some thoughtless and other envious

acquaintances beset him, intoxicated him, learned his

secret, and were invited to accompany him to his castle,

and be introduced to his lady that evening. The beau-

tiful Sighe had been watching for his return, and wrhen
she saw him cross the plain, surrounded by a disorderly

crowd, he and they indulging in boisterous mirth, her

love and esteem for him melted into thin air. The noise

of the unthinking group ceased as they beheld a woman
of superhuman beauty advancing towards them from the

castle door, leading a child by each hand. The chiefs

heart began to throb wildly, and immediately after he
uttered a wild cry of anguish, and rushed on as he saw
her and his children disappear in the enchanted spring.
The wonder and surprise of his companions were soon

changed into personal fears, for water began to burst

forth in a large body from the well and fill the plain.

Out it kept rushing till it acquired the level it occupies at

this day a signal warning against all unsuitable asso-

ciates, and breaches of solemn engagements.

HOW THE SHANNON ACQUIRED ITS NAME.

A long time ago there was a well in Ossory, shaded by
a rowan-tree. When the berries became ripe they would

drop into the water, and be eaten by the salmon that

had their residence in the well. Red spots would then
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appear on the fish, and they received the name of
" Salmon of Knowledge." It was not so easy to take

these salmon, for there were shelving banks, and they
could also retreat into the cavern from which issued the

waters that supplied the well. However, one was occa-

sionally caught, and the captor, so soon as he had made
his repast on it, found himself gifted with extraordinary

knowledge, even as Fion, son of Cumhail, when he had
tasted of the broiled salmon of the Boyne. It was un-

derstood that no woman could taste of this delicacy and
live. Yet Sionan, a lady cursed with an extraordinary
desire of knowledge, braved the danger, suspecting the

report to be spread abroad and maintained by the male
sex from merely selfish motives. So, in order to lose no

time, she had a fire ready by the side of the well, and
the unfortunate fish was scarcely flung out on the herbage
when he was disembowelled and frying on the coals.

Who can describe the rapture she felt from the burst of

light that filled her mind on swallowing the first morsel !

Alas ! the next moment she was enveloped by the furious

waters, which, bursting forth, swept westwards, and car-

ried the unfortunate lady with them, till they were lost in

the great river which ever after bore her name.

Legends of foreign lakes afford an occasional parallel,

not in detail, but in the idea of a supernatural origin, to

these wild stories of our own. The following one, bor-

rowed from Denmark, being curious, we give it welcome

as a specimen :

THE ORIGIN OF THE LAKE OF TIIS.

Soon after the preaching of Christianity in Zealand,
a church was raised in Kund, and the cheerful clang of
the bells was often heard, scattering their holy music

abroad, and exciting devotion. But the chimes, as all

other things connected with Christian ceremonial, were

very distasteful to a troll who haunted the neighbour-
hood

;
and at last his annoyance became so intense, that

he crossed over to Funen, and there abode.
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Some time after he met a man from Kund, and made
many inquiries about his old neighbours. At last, seem-

ing to recollect something on a sudden, he changed the

subject, and said to the man,
" Will you oblige me by

delivering this letter which I am dropping into your
pocket, without showing you the address ? There is a
little secret about it, and you will oblige me by throwing
it over the churchyard wall in Kund, where my friend

is already expecting it." The man promised to do as

desired, but on his return he forgot all about it. At last,

being one day out in the low meadow, which now forms

the basin of Lake Tiis, he suddenly recollected the letter,

and, forgetting the injunction, he pulled it out of his

pocket and looked at it. He observed with surprise that

drops of water were trickling out of the corners. But
terror soon succeeded to surprise when it flew open, and
a mighty torrent began to rush from it. He had time,

however, to escape before the hollow of the land in

which he stood was filled with water. The revengeful
troll had enclosed the whole lake in that pestilent letter

;

and if his evil design had succeeded, the church, and

perhaps the whole town of Kund, would have been
inundated.

The Celtic elves as well as the trolls have a great

dislike to the intrusion of churches near their own resi-

dences, though they express it in a milder form. Sir

Walter Scott has told how when they were going to erect

a church at Deer, in the old ages, a chorus of the little

people was heard to this effect :

"
It is not here, it is not here,
That ye shall build the Kirk o' Deer,
But on Taptillerie,
Where many a grave shall be."

THE BUILDING OF ARDFERT CATHEDRAL.

When St. Brendain, who went to search for the sunk

isle of Hy-Breasil, was about to build his Cathedral



254 FICTIONS OF THE IRISH CELTS

of Ardfert in the kingdom of Kerry, he fixed on a spot
where lay the remains of a deserted lios. This was a
favourite resort of the red-capped gentry, a circumstance

unknown to the saint. He cleared the foundation, and
had made some progress in the building, when he was
thus interrupted. The projected building would occupy
a tolerably high rock, opposite to which stood another,
and between them lay a wooded valley. One fine sunny
morning as the trowel was making merry music on the

stones, and the workmen were singing, a large crow
came from the rookery in the valley, deliberately took

up the measuring line in his bill, flew across the wood
with it, and deposited it on the other eminence. The
saint accepted the omen, and raised the sacred edifice

on the spot pointed out by the fairy in disguise. We
use the word fairy advisedly. If the messenger had
been from another quarter, he would have made his

appearance under snowy plumes.

The legend we are about to relate does not properly

fall into the present category ;
but if we waited for a

suitable niche, we should have probably to bring in

St. Brendain again very unceremoniously, and here we

have him without doing violence to good manners or

classification. Our story-tellers sometimes represent the

fairies, either the original stock, or the human beings

who have assumed their nature, as showing good-will

to mortals in distress. We would quote some instances

of O'Donoghue's beneficence
;

but are they not suf

ficiently trumpeted in Killarney Guide-books? Such

being the case, it would not be just or natural that our

national saints should neglect their poor countrymen.
But as our business in this section is not with legends

of saints, but of fairies, we would not cite the following

piece of supernatural interference were it not for its

rather doubtful character :
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HOW DONAGHADEE GOT ITS NAME.

In the fine old kingdom of Kerry lived Donogha
and Vauria, man and wife. Had they been a happy
pair, their names and their little disagreements would
not have reached our times. Donogha was lazy,
Vauria was fiery in temper ; and so food and fuel were

frequently scarce, and words of anger and reproach

frequent. On a fine summer day the master of the

house was sitting by his hearth devoid of care, and

doing no heavier work than smoking his pipe. Vauria

coming in, rated him to such an extent for his idleness,
neither sticks nor turf being under the roof to boil the

supper, that he went forth into the wood to gather a
bresna. Having taken twice the time it would have cost

another to collect his bundle, he tied it up by a great

effort, and then sat down upon it to lament at his ease

his hard fate, cursed with poverty and a scolding wife.

Our authority distinctly says that St. Brendain appeared
to him then and there, and after speaking some words
of kindness and encouragement, told him he would

grant him two wishes, and advised him to think them
over seriously before he would give them utterance. In

our opinior the apparition was that of one of the fairy
chiefs of the country. The lazy man returned thanks,
and getting the fagot on his back trudged homewards.
But the weight, multiplied by his native laziness, was

nearly intolerable, and forgetting the late occurrence, he

groaned out,
"
Oh, that this devil of a bresna was carry-

ing me instead of me the bresna !

" On the moment he
found himself astride of the bundle, which was using
the ends of its boughs as so many legs, and in a very
short space of time he was thundering from the " bawn-

gap," to the door. "
Oh, Donogha,

1

honey," says Vauria,
" what's the meaning of this ?

" The fright inspired her

with some politeness and good nature. He told her his

good luck, and how they had still one wish left.
"
An',

you anointed onshuch," said she,
"

is that the way you
threw away your good fortune ? I wish the bresna was
in your stomach !

" "
It is well for me," said the easy

man, "that it wasn't to you the saint appeared." Well,
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she went on aggravating him till he fairly lost patience ;

and cried out,
"
Oh, you serpent o' the world, I wish we

were the length of Ireland separated from each other !

"

The next moment she and her cabin were at Teagh na
Vauria (Mary's House), at the extreme end of Kerry,
and he in the place called ever since Donaghadee (qu.
Teagh an Donogha}, They never saw one another more.

THE BORROWED LAKE.

A young chief once wooed the daughter of another

chief, whose dun lay by the edge of Loch Ennel in

Westmeath. The damsel was rather haughty and fasti-

dious, and plainly told him that she would not require

possession of his grianan as its mistress till she could see

as beautiful a lake from its casement as that which lay
before her father's house. This was annoying. The
valley was suitable, but the hill sides were covered with

cottages, and the rill which meandered in the bottom

would, perhaps, take a score of years to fill it, after the

dam, which it would require a dozen years to construct,
should be finished. He would be an elderly man by
that time. His foster-mother, an enchantress (this was

during the times of the Danaans), seeing him take in

his perplexity two or three vicious pulls at his long hair,

induced him to unbosom himself, and ordered him to

respect his flowing locks till to-morrow. She at once

repaired through the air by the ordinary witch convey-
ance then in use, to the shealing of a Firbolg sister in

the magic art, on the western bank of the Shannon.
This hut was snugly seated on the brow of a hill above
a pleasant lake, and the Danaan woman was hospitably
entertained by her of the Firbolg race.

After their simple repast, the visitor unfolded the cause
of her journey, and besought her sage friend for the loan

of her lake till the next moon's day, deceitfully adding
under her breath,

"
after the week of eternity." It was

a difficult request to obtain, but at last obtain it she did,

and triumphantly bore it in her cloak to the Leinster

valley. The hill-side dwellers were awakened from their

sleep that night by the noise, as it were, of ten thousand
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waterfalls. All made their escape to the upland, and were

hospitably sheltered in the buildings of the dun ; and at

the dawn of morn, thousands of astonished eyes were

gazing on the placid sheet of water that covered their

dwellings of yesterday.
Thus the haughty bride was won. The misguided

Conacht woman waited till the second moon's day,

sorely annoyed by the muddy bed of her lake under the

influence of a hot sun, and yet no appearance of the

grateful waters returning. The patience even of a wise

woman may be exhausted. She rode to the house of

her deceitful fellow-witch in flying haste, and she was
received with feigned welcome. " No time for compli-

ments, gossip," said she ;

" the next moon's day and
the moon's day after that have come, and, instead of my
pleasant lake, I still see nothing but rocks, and mud, and

decayed fish. Restore my lake, I say." "Alas, dear

sister ! your anger has driven away your memory. I

promised you the return of your fine piece of water the

moon's day after the week of eternity not before ; claim

it when it becomes due."

The rage of the betrayed witch knew no bounds, but

she was without remedy, owing to the treacherous self-

reservation of the cunning Danaan. The result was

tragic to most of the parties concerned, but the acqui-
sition of Loch Ovvel to the pleasant .plains of Meath is

all that we are concerned with for the present.

KILSTOHEEN IN THE SHANNON.

The Regia of Ptolemy is supposed to be in existence,
and inhabited by beings who once breathed the upper
air. It lies in the bed of the Shannon towards its mouth,
and is visible once in every seven years. Whoever is so

unlucky as to get a sight of this buried city dies within a

month. So late as 1823, fifteen men who had been down
the river in a sail-boat, were seen by many people at

mass in a neighbouring chapel, and even spoken to
;
but

later in the day terror and grief prevailed in that neigh-

bourhood, on finding that these poor fellows and their

boat had been at the bottom of the river at the very time
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when they were supposed present in the chapel. A little

vessel anchored one night near Beale, which is not far

from the supposed site of Kilstoheen
;
and next morning

the crew on awaking found themselves by the quay of a

magnificent city. A merchant coming on board engaged
the vessel for a voyage to Bordeaux, for a cargo of wine.

Thither captain and crew went in a few hours, laid in the

commodity, and were back in Kilstoheen with very little

delay. The freight being royally paid, the sailors went

ashore, and enjoyed life in their peculiar way. One or

two unfortunately approached some ladies who were

taking the air, with coarse language and rough endear-

ments, and at the same moment a storm began to blow,
and the waters to rise. The crew made a hasty retreat

to their vessel, and they had hardly gained it when they
saw the beautiful city covered by the swelling waters,
and their own bark dancing like a nutshell among the

frothing waves. There was an unaccountable blank

at this point in their after recollections
;
but next morn-

ing they awoke with their little vessel grounded on a

sloping shallow portion of the bed of the river.

The people of Kilstoheen were reported to cultivate

a fine breed of horses. A farmer in the neighbourhood
found his hayricks invaded several nights in succession.

So he set a watch, and found that the depredators, after

making their meal, made their way into the Shannon,

THE ISLE OF THE LIVING.

Wonderful as were the stories concerning our lakes,

islands, and sunk cities, related by native historians, they
were excelled in some respects by the reports of foreign

writers, who put down for subjects of general belief what
were told to them by some individuals who were over-

credulous, or wished to mystify the unfriendly visitor.

Thus the choleric and disparaging Gerald Barry, after

having told his Anglo-Norman admirers how the Shannon
rises in a large lake, and after dividing Connaught from

Ulster, flows into the Northern Ocean, gave them this

notable piece of information :

" In North Munster there is a lake with two islands
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one large, the other small. In the former there is a

church of ancient veneration
;

in the latter there is a

chapel devoutly served by a few unmarried persons
named Colidei (Culdees). If a woman or any animal of

the female sex enters the larger church she dies instantly ;

but no person ever dies, or died, or can die a natural

death in the smaller isle, and hence it is called the '

Isle

of the Living.' Sometimes, however, they are grievously
afflicted and brought to the last gasp by a mortal dis-

temper ; and when all hope is gone, and they feel that

nothing of living life remains, . . . they get themselves

carried in a boat to the larger island, where they yield up
the ghost the moment they reach the shore."

This lake was known by the name of Lough Cre.

The place once occupied by itself and its banks is now
called Monincha (Bog of the Island). It lies near

Roscrea. According to the same judicious writer, after

the Isles of Arran had been blessed by St. Brendain, no

corpse suffered decomposition there, nor rat could live.

So the inhabitants had the privilege of pointing out their

great-grandfathers, with their lineaments still recognisable
a questionable benefit

;
and if an ill-advised person

brought over a rat from the neighbouring Galwegian
continent, and gave him his liberty, he incontinently ran

direct to the sea
;

if stopped and detained, he died on
the instant. Irish writers, later in time than Giraldus,

convicted him of error as to the antiseptic qualities of

Arran of the Saints, but claimed them for Inis na Gloire,

off the coast of Erris. However, the learned and cre-

dulous Roderic O'Flaherty, zealous as he was of the fame
of that sacred island, pronounced the report altogether

With the following precious pieces of information,

obtained from Giraldus, we close this section of our

researches :

" There is a well in Munster, and whoever is washed
with its water becomes instantly gray. There is another
well in Ulster, and whoever bathes in it never becomes

gray. In Connaught there is a well salubrious for human
s 2
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uses, but whose very taste poisons flocks, and herds, and
beasts of burden, and all sorts of animals. The pebbly
sand of this well, if only applied to the mouth, at once

assuages the cravings of thirst. There is a well in Mun-
ster which if touched or even looked at by a man, the

whole province will be deluged with rain, which will

not cease until a priest, selected for the purpose, and
who has been a virgin in body and mind from his

infancy, appease the fountain by the celebration of

mass, and the sprinkling of holy water and of the milk

of a cow of one colour (a custom barbarous enough,
and destitute of reason)."

We shall not occupy our reader's time with such trifling

legends of lake lore as that of Fion stamping on a moun-

tain, and thus producing a cavity filled with excellent

liquor, for the purpose of slaking the thirst of O'Sul-

livan Mhor, after a severe day's hunting.
l Neither

shall we relate all the particulars of Donal Gealach's

dealings with his favourite shepherd, and how he enabled

him to convert the waters of a certain mountain lough

near Killarney into special strong beer, by merely dip-

ping a bunch of heath into it. He and his family

might have enjoyed their jug of beer for many a day,

but the poor man's conscience troubled him from re-

ceiving any benefits at the hands of the "
good people

"

He revealed his scruples the next time he went to con-

fession, and was obliged to resign his privilege.

If our ancient chroniclers did not, in every instance,

succeed in establishing the truth of their records, they

certainly deserved more credit than some of them have

received, so great was the interest they took in their

favourite studies, and so firmly did they seek to establish

the foundation of the literary structure they were em-

1 This was the origin ef the "Devil's Punch-bowl," Killarney.
The Donal Gealach mentioned above was the king of the Killarney

fairies,.
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ployed in raising. One of them has even left on record,

or invented, some particulars of the primal historian who
witnessed some of the evil doings before the Flood.

FIONNTUIN MAC BOCHNA. 1

In the days of Noah, and while the ark was being
built, there dwelt in the forests by the banks of the

Tigris, Bith, with his wife Birren, of the race of Cain.

Near them lived their daughter, Kesaia, whose husband,
Finntan, was of the blood of Seth. Farther off was the

wood-built habitation of their son Lara, and his wife,

Blama. None of these paid adoration to the Creator but

Finntan, and to him was revealed the approaching de*

struction of mankind by a universal deluge. He con-

structed a rudely-built vessel, and not until it was finished

could he induce his relatives to escape with him from
the impending danger. His unbelieving consort tenderly
loved him, and though fearless of the coming danger, she

determined to share his fate. The others joined them at

the last hour
;
the bark went down the river, and in one

year from that day they were entering a bay on the west

coast of the then uninhabited woody island, afterwards

called Erinn.

They lived by hunting and fishing, and moved inland

till they reached that mountain in the centre of the

island, which has since borne the name of Lara's wife,

Blama. They were all in the prime of their age when

they left the far-off eastern land, varying in age from four

to five hundred years each. But now a couple of cen-

turies seemed to have passed over their heads in one
revolution of the year. Hardly had they reached the hill

when Bith and Birren expired on the same day. Their

sorrowing children had scarcely interred them, raised

their pile, and sung their lamentation, when Lara and
Blama followed them to the lone house. Now were
Finntan and Kesdra the only dwellers on the island

;
and

as they sat in woe by the side of the neighbouring loch,

and looked on the cromlechs laid over their relatives,

Kesara burst into a wild passion of grief and reproaches
1 Fair Wave, Son of Ocean.
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against her gods and against the God worshipped by her
husband.

' He spoke to her of a future state of rest and

happiness for those who were submissive to the decree of

the All-Wise and All-Good ; but her fury only gathered

strength. Just then a volume of white vapour arose from
the dark loch. It went round and round, and at last

wheeled out between the living pair ; then in rapid whirls

it sunk again on the lake, and Kesara was left desolate

on the brink. She cried out wildly on her husband not

to abandon her ; but seeing nothing but the wild hill

round her, the grey sky over her, and the dark water

beneath, she flung herself wildly below its quiet surface

to find her partner or perish with him. To the bright
land of Tirna-n-oge was Finntan conveyed, and there

was he conscious of the great flood that submerged the

island, of its loneliness for three hundred years, of the

landing of the parricide Partholan, and the speedy de-

struction of his colony by a plague at Ben Edair. Then
in succession came the clans of Nemidh, the Fomorian

pirates, the Firbolgs, the learned Danaans, the warlike

Milesians ; and after a thousand years of their sway, wor-

shipping the Host of Heaven, and the spirits of the seas,

the lakes, the forests, and the hills, it was told at the

Court of Laere that a strange Druid, in flowered gar-

ments, with a two-pointed ornamented birredh on his

head, and bearing in one hand a book inscribed with

characters different from the Oghuim, and in the other

a double cross, was approaching from the country of

Gallian (Wicklow, Wexford, &c.).
It was the Eve of the Sun's Fire (Beltine), and the

learned and the noble from every part of the island were
assembled at Teamor, in the Midchuarta. In rows they
took their seats, and five fileas in succession recited the

deeds of dead heroes, the genealogies of the lines of

Heber, Heremon, and Ith, and the different invasions of

the island since the landing of Nemidh. The last orator

had ceased, and a storm of applause burst over him from
the assembled nobles. When silence fell on the benches,
he again took up the theme. " More praise than we
merit you have given to my brothers and myself. Alas !

we have only preserved some of the inscribed staves on
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which the full chronicle of our country is engraved.
There is only one to whom the whole story is known,
Fionntuin, son of Bochna, son of Eathoir, son of An-

nadha, who, from the days of the great flood to this, has
been preserved in life in the land of youth. Whenever a

filea, endowed with untiring zeal and all the knowledge
that can be obtained, appeared among now dead poets,
he has at some period of his career been favoured with

a visit from this being in the deep dark silence before

the dawn, and missing staves of the past chronicles

supplied.
1 From the revelations of some of these we

learn that his life shall endure till a white Druid, whose

writings are made on folded parchments, and not on the

corners of staves, and who also bears a cross and wears
a flowered garment, shall come to reveal to us a god
whom we yet know not. This Druid of an unknown
faith shall wash him from his earthly stains, and his freed

spirit is then to depart
2 to some place, as much excelling

the Land of Youth as that happy country surpasses
this."

He was yet speaking, when every one in the vast hall

was on a sudden seized with awe, united to a certain

feeling of pleasure, as they observed a venerable figure
in long robes, and with long white hair falling on each

side of his agreeable and majestic countenance, gliding
from the entrance to the centre where the fileas were
seated. He needed not to announce his name. Every
one felt that he was in the presence of Fionntuin, son of

Bochna, son of Eathoir.
"
Kings, chiefs, and men of learning," said the vision,

"great is my joy to see this happy day, and behold so

many of my kind on whose souls divine light will soon

dawn, and not only on them, but on all who rule within

our seas. This light will come from one who is at hand,
and to whom I leave the glorious task of instructing you
in the heavenly scheme, which I only know in part, and

1 The Oghuim writing of the Pagan Celts was commonly cut on
thin staves.

- Soar would be more poetical than depart ; but the filea knew
his audience. The cold upper air, with its fogs, snows, and harsh

winds, was the Celtic Tartarus.
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which I am unfit to reveal. What I am permitted, I

shall speak."
Then he proceeded in flowing words, while his hearers

with their hearts flooded with pleasure, sat entranced, to

announce that, before man was sent on earth, spirits

created for happiness rebelled against the Master of sea,

land, sun, moon, and stars ; and that they were since

that moment suffering pains not to be conceived. He
then went on to describe the creation of man and woman,
their pristine happiness, their fall through the wiles of

the chief of the evil spirits, the after-wickedness of man-

kind, and the destruction (one family excepted) of the

human race. The remainder of the oration chiefly related

to the fortunes of the ancestors of those before him. He
told of the preservation of letters after Babel

;
of the

wanderings of the early Scots, and of their relations with

Moses, when he was conducting the people of God from
their thraldom. From the remainder of the discourse

the fileas afterwards completed the full tale of their in-

scribed staves, soon to be changed for the characters

and the rolls of vellum introduced by Patrick, and hence
the perfect state of the annals of the Scots of Ireland

compared with those of all nations that see the sun rise

and set.

That evening, no fire or lamp was found burning
through the length and breadth of the land, and all were

watching in silence from the summits of the hills, in the

direction of Teamor for a tongue of flame from the next

hill that lay between. Laere, preparing to kindle the

sacred fire in the great bawn of Teamor, whose flaming up
was to set all the fires on all the hills in Erinn ablaze, was

dismayed on beholding, a small distance to the east,

a lamp suddenly enkindled, and a man of a most attrac-

tive and venerable countenance gazing by its light on the

leaves of an open book.

This was the kumble, the gentle, the fervent Apostle
Patrick, who, being summoned to the royal presence,

preached the Word of Life. Small was his difficulty to

turn the hearts of his hearers (the king excepted) from
the practice of idolatry. The ground had been prepared
by Finntan, and the seed sown by Patrick at once struck
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root, and soon the land was white with the Christian

harvest.

The practice of magic being resorted to for the acqui-

sition of supernatural power, its form and nature must

depend on the religion, true or false, which is supposed

to influence the practitioner. And here we must take

occasion to remark in what a satisfactory state our know-

ledge is with regard to the Teutonic, and how com-

paratively trifling and conjectural is our acquaintance

with the Celtic, forms of belief before the light of Chris-

tianity dawned on the people. Soon after the Scandina-

vians became Christians, their Pantheon was epitomized

in verse by Saemund, a priest ;
and about a hundred

years later, the prose Edda, furnishing the adventures

of the gods, the heroes, and the giants, was compiled by
the turbulent and talented Snorro Sturlason.

Now, the great change among the Celtic peoples had

taken place by the fifth century, and it happened that

no Saemund or Sturlason was vouchsafed to them
;
or if

vouchsafed, the writings left by him were early lost in

the confusion attending the determined struggles between

themselves and their dogged, troublesome neighbours of

the Teuton stock.

Owing to this unfavourable state of things, our know-

ledge of the nature of religious usages among our ances-

tors is necessarily limited. It had been obtained from

casual allusions in early Christian writers on serious sub-

jects, and, to a greater extent, from ancient poems and

romances, and the relics of their festivels still cele-

brated, but changed in object, and devoted to honour

events in the life of our Lord, or the memory of saints.

We have already gone over this ground. The Sun and

Moon
;
Mananan Lir, the sea deity, and peculiar patron

of the Isle of Man; Dagdae, the Danaan chief; Morrigu,
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his spouse, the Celtic Bellona
; Crom ;

and the spirits

of the hills, streams, and forests, received worship from

the heathen Scots. Their Elysiums were delightful

islands in the Atlantic alas ! no longer visible

meadows of asphodel, sun-enlightened, below its waves,

and the placid lakes of Erinn
;
and grottoes under the

sepulchral mounds of old Danaan kings and sages.

When cruelty, inhospitality, and treachery developed

themselves to a monstrous extent in any individual, his

thin, shivering ghost
1 suffered in the winds, and rains,

and cold rigours of upper air, after its separation from

the body. Besides the worship given to the divinities

mentioned, it is conjectured by some ardent Celtic

scholars that a fetich reverence was paid to some tradi-

tional bulls, cows, bears, and cats ;
even Dallans were

not without reverence of some kind.

Everything of a magical character connected with the

history or social state of the early inhabitants of Ireland,

is traceable to the people called the Danaans, of whom
we subjoin a brief sketch, claiming the same belief for

its certainty as we could for the exploits of Romulus or

Theseus.

THE FIRBOLGS AND DANAANS.

Nemedius (a wanderer from the East) and his thou-

sand men reached Erinn from Thule (Jutland, or the

Belgian Peninsula), in thirty skin-covered corrachs. He
employed four Phoenician or African architects to raise

four palaces for him in different parts of the island ;
and

to prevent their doing as much for any other chief or

prince, and thus detracting from his own greatness, he

1
James M'Pherson was only imperfectly acquainted with even

the oral literature of the Highland GaeL The ghosts of his good
characters look complacently from their bright clouds of rest on
the actions of their former friends or their own brave descendants.
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had each skilful artist pitched from the battlements as

soon as his work was achieved. But there was such a

principle as poetical justice extant in Erinn, even so

early as the days of Abraham. The Fomorians from
Africa all cousins-german to Rog, Robog, Rodin, and

Rooney, the murdered men assailed Nemidh from the

bleak northern Isle of Torry, deprived the four castles

of their master, by sending him to Tir-na-n-oge, and
scattered his people to east, south, and north. Some
under the leader Jarvan sailed to the Danish Isles, and
the south of Sweden

; and their descendants established

themselves in four cities Falias, Gorias, Finias, and
Murias and taught the simple Scandinavians magic rites,

and the other branches of the polite literature of the day.
After a few hundred years, their descendants took the

resolution of seeking out the pleasant isle of their fore-

fathers, and set sail, bringing from city No. i a magic
glaive, from No. 2 a magic spear, from No. 3 an en-

chanted caldron, and from No. 4 the Lia Fail, or
" Stone of Destiny," at present resting in the lower part
of St. Edward's Chair, in Westminster Abbey.

1

At the time of their approach to the island, it was
held by a kindred race, the Firbolgs lately returned

from Greece, to which country they had fled when routed

by the Fomorians. The new-comers, landing somewhere
in the north-west, enwrapped themselves in a druidical

(magical) fog, and were never seen by mortal till they
had attained the plain of southern Moy-tuir (plain of the

tower), near Cong. The Firbolg king, Achy (Eochaidh,

Chevalier), sent a herald to demand their business.

They said they merely wanted possession of the country,
and would allow their cousins in the tenth degree the

Firbolgs to retire to the islands of Arran, Inisbofine,

&c.
; moreover, that it was useless to brandish sword, or

fling spear at them, as their Druids, on the morn after a

battle, would pass through the slain, and by their

1 Dr. Petrie insists that the Stone of Destiny is the Dalian still

to be seen on Tara Hill. He may be right ; but we are determined

not to believe him while treating the present subject.
4iS* This was written when we had the amiable archaeologist still

amongst us.
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spells of power recall every dead warrior to his pristine

life and strength. "We defy your Druids," said the

Firbolg spokesman.
"
Every one of our curai (com-

panions) shall be attended by a kern bearing twenty

sharpened stakes of the rowan-tree ; and as every
Danaan warrior falls in fight his body shall be pinned
to the sod by one of these charmed staves."

The threat had its effect ; and the succeeding battles

were fought without the aid of draoideacht on either side.

The Firbolgs being defeated, were allowed to people the

islands off the western coast ; and it is supposed that

Dun ^Engus in Arran, and other stupendous caisioh

(stone forts), are the architectural remains of this brave

but unsuccessful people. The ancient martial games and

marriage-fairs held at Tailtean, now Teltown, in Heath,
were instituted in honour of Tailtej wife of the brave

Firbolg king slain at Moy-tuir.

INIS NA MUIC. 1

The fated children of Gael Glas sailed from Egypt into

the Black Sea, and thence through the waters which
filled the Riphean Valley,

2 and made a temporary lodge-
ment in the southern part of Scandinavia, Their next

voyage was to Spain ; and at last, the great-grandchildren
of those who had quitted Egypt (temp. Phar.) determined
to make their permanent abode in the green island,

which Breogan, their chief, had discovered from a watch-

tower on Cape Ortegal. The brave old historians occa-

sionally omitted details : they have left no account of the

construction of the telescope used in the operation.
The Danaan Princes, either through negligence or de-

sign, allowed the invaders to land without opposition,
and then a parley ensued. They demanded of the new-
comers their objects and conditions, and received an
answer similar to that given by themselves to the poor

Island of the Pig.
* The maps used by Homer, and the romantic annalists of Ireland,

exhibited a sea (part of the great Ocean Stream) covering the sites

now occupied by South Russia, Poland, and North Germany, thus

connecting the Enxine with the Baltic.
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Firbolgs some generations back. They rejoined that it

was a most unhandsome thing to take people by surprise
in that fashion

;
but if they only re-embarked, and with-

drew nine waves from the land, they would then receive

them in a manner meet for warlike visitors, and their

own relations in the twentieth degree. The simple
Milesians consented; and by the time that the nine

waves were passed, a druidic fog had fallen between
them and the shore. Occasionally a luminous rift was
made in this dark curtain, and the island was seen in the

guise of the back of a black swine, weltering on the

waters, and shooting up huge spear-like bristles. A
mighty storm next swept the vessels round the rocky
shores. Some effected a landing in Kerry, others in

Louth, and the rest on the bleak western coast. The
wise and valiant Danaans at last found their spells and
their arms too weak before the resistless might of the

Milesians, and a new dynasty began.

Mrs. K ,
of Cromogue, in the "

Duffrey," is the only

authority we have for the veracity of the following very

ancient tradition. A version of it is to be found in

Keating ;
but we have several reasons for believing that

she and her authorities had got their legend through an

oral channel. It is out of our power to settle the ques-

tion of the navigability of the Slaney to Enniscorthy at

the date of the story. The corrachs, as may be sup-

posed, drew but few feet of water. Another admirer of

past things, who only remembered a small portion of

the story, placed this fortress some miles lower.

THE BATH OF THE WHITE COWS.

A great many years ago, when this county was so

thick with woods that a very light person might walk on
the tops of trees from Kilmeashal to the Lady's Island,

a little king, or a great chief, had a fortification on the

hill side, from the Duffrey gate in Enniscorthy, down
to near the old abbey but I don't know if there were

any abbevs at the time.

This chief had three beautiful daughters, and all were
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married, and themselves and their husbands lived inside

of the fort ; for the young families in old times were not

fond of removing far away from the old stock. One fine

morning in harvest, the watchman on the big ditch that

ran round the fort struck his shield, for down below was
the river covered with corrachs, all full of foreigners, and
all with spears, swords, shields, and helmets, ready to

spring out and attack the dun.

But my brave chief, and his son, and his sons-in-law

had no notion of waiting an attack within their ditches

and palisades. Out themselves and their kith, kin, and

following, rushed, and attacked the Welshmen, or Wood-
men, as they were called ; and a bloody fight went on
till the sun was near going behind the White Mountain.

At last the captain of the strangers blew a great blast on
his bugle-horn, and asked the Irish chief to lay aside the

fight till next morning. He consented, and both sides

separated, one party moving up to the great rath, and
the other down to the boats that brought them up from

the Bay of Wexford, that was called Loch Garman in old

times. Well, just as they separated, a flight of arrows

came from the hill on the far bank, and struck several of

the Wexford men. No matter how small a scratch was

made, the flesh around it began to itch, and smart, and
turn purple, and bum, till the man dropped, crying out

for water, and twisting himself in the greatest agony.
Those that were untouched hung their shields behind
their backs, and carried all that were not yet dead inside

the gates.
The three sons-in-law were dead before they could

cross the drawbridges, and in the chiefs family there

was nothing but lamentation! One of the married daugh-
ters fell on the dead body of her husband in a faint,

after striving to pull out an arrow-head that had pierced
into his side. But the beard of the arrow scratched her

nice white wrist, and she was soon roused from her faint

with the purple spreading round the mark, and the pain

going to her very heart

Well, they were bad enough before, but now they didn't

know which way to turn ; the poor father and the mother
and brothers and sisters looking on, and no one able

to do a single thing. While they were expecting every
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moment to be her last, three strangers walked in an
old and a young warrior, and a Druid. The young man
came at once to the side of the dying princess, took
hold of her arm, and fastened his lips to the wound.
The Druid cried out to bring a large vessel, and fill it

with the milk of a white cow and water from the Slaney ;

and to get all the milk from all the white cows they
could lay hands on, fill vessels with it and Slaney
water, and dip every wounded man that still had a
breath of life in him. The young man sucked away
until the bath was ready, and she was hardly lain in it

till the pain left her, and in half an hour she was out

of danger. All the still living men recovered just the

same
;
and after a great deal of bustle and trouble,

things got a little quieter, and it's a wonder if they
weren't grateful to the strangers.

Just as the armies were parting in the evening, these

men crossed the river about where the island is now.

They left a hundred men at the other side ; and when

they all sat down in the rath to their supper, you may
be sure there was cead milefailthe for these three.

The chief and his people were eager enough to know
something about their welcome visitors, but were too

well bred to ask any questions till supper was over.

Then the old man began without asking, and told all

that were within hearing that himself and his son, and
all their people, were descendants of a tribe that was
once driven out of Ireland by enchanters and pirates,

and sailed away to Greece, where their own ancestors

once ruled. They were badly treated by their rela-

tions, and made to carry clay in leather bags to the

tops of hills.
" And even my own daughter," said he,

" was carried away from her home by the wicked young
prince while I was away fighting for his father. My son,

at the head of some of our people, overtook and killed

him ; and when word was brought to me I quitted the

army at once. We seized some ships and sailed away,

searching for the old island where our forefathers once

dwelt. My daughter fell sick on the voyage; but our

wise Druid foretold that a draught of water from the

Slaney would bring her to health, and that on our

reaching its banks we should save hundreds of lives."
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Well, there was not much sleep in the rath that night
The friendly strangers on the other bank where the chiefs

sick daughter still stayed were provided with everything

they wanted. Other things were looked to, and a little

after sunrise the men of the rath were pouring out of their

gates, and the men of the woods landing from their cor-

rachs, and forming their battle ranks. Before they met,
a shower of darts flew from the woody hill down on the

Irish, but pits were ready, lined with yellow clay, and
filled with milk and Slaney water, and the moment a man
found himself struck he made to the bath. The ranks

were on the point of engaging, when a great shout was
heard from the hill, and the Woodmen were seen running
down to the bank, pursued by the strange young chief

and his men, that were slaughtering them like sheep.

They were nearly all killed before they could get to the

boats : and into these boats leaped the friendly strangers,

and rowed across. So between themselves and the men
of the fort rushing down hill, the Woodmen were killed

to a man. No quarter was given to the people that were
so wicked as to use poisoned arms, and no caoine was

made, and no caim piled over them, and no inscript.on
cut on an upright stone to tell their names or how they

perished. Their bodies were burned, and the ashes flung
into the river ; and the next night, though there was some
lamentation in the fort, there was much rejoicing along
with h.

The Druid did not allow his people to remain long
there ; he said that Scotland was to be their resting-

place. Some of them stayed all this time in a little har-

bour near the place now called River Chapel, and there

they set sail again. But the young chief and two friends

would not leave without the three widowed princesses,
and the only return he made was to leave his sick sister,

that was now as well as ever she was, with the son of the

chief of Enniscorthy. The lady whose life he saved was
not hard to be persuaded to marry him after he risked his

life for her, and her sisters did not like to let her go
alone among strange people. Maybe that's the reason

that the Irish and the Highlanders like one another still,

and can understand one another when they meet and

begin a conversation.
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The party who brought such timely succour were de-

scendants of the Nemedians, who had been driven out of

Ireland by the Fomorian pirates after the defeat at Tory
Island, and afterwards got the name of FirboJgs (Men of

the Bags), from their forced employment in Greece.

Keating says that King Heremon, jealous of this colony
who succoured the Wexford men, obliged them, by a kind

of moral pressure, to proceed to Scotland, where the

children of the Irish ladies enjoyed ascendency over the

rest. The Picts, according to the same authority, were

the offspring of these people, and their country was

called Caledonia, from Cathluan, the young chief of the

tale. The western Highlands and Islands being colonized

by other Irish tribes, got the name of Alba.

A high antiquity must be assigned to some of the

Irish fictions, both in prose and poetry. We have men-

tioned some poems attributed to Oisin, preserved in

the Book of Leinster, written in the early part of the

twelfth century. The pcems were copies in a dialect

antiquated even then. The Tain-bo-Cuailgne
1 was

copied into the Book of the Dun Cow by Maolmuire,

a monk of Clonmacnois, whose death occurred in 1 107 :

and the tale, in its construction and orthograph)-, was

less familiar to the scholars of the time than the first

book printed by Caxton would be to a student of this

day, whose favourite researches were bounded by the

London journals. Moreover, there is a significant

absence of religious rites, or reverence for beings higher

than the hill folk the men and women fairies residing

in caverns, and favouring or persecuting the worthies of

the epic according to circumstances.

THE QUEST FOR THE "TAIX-BO-CUAILGXE."

Among the Celtic fictional remains, the "Tain-bo-

Cuailgne
"

is one of the most remarkable. It was in

1 The Cattle Raid of Cuailgne.
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such high consideration, that the author of the Pro-

ceedings of the Bards ascribed its production to the

spirit of a dead hero. Seanchan, the chief bard of Erinn

(contemporary with the magnanimous Guaire of Conacht),
and his numerous suite, not only tried the patience of

Guaire's people and Guaire himself, but even that of his

sainted brother, Marvan, the swineherd (hence, probably,
the saying,

" You'd try the patience of a saint "). He
bore all like a Christian, till they demanded that his

favourite boar should be sacrificed for their entertain-

ment. Under this last impertinence his patience broke
down. For this valued pig used to search for, and drive

home before
Jrim,

all the vagrant silly swine that were

attempting to get out at any of the nine passes of the

valley on cold evenings. When the saint's feet were

bleeding after the day's fatigue, as he lay resting himself

in his hut before the fire, this boar would completely
stop the blood, and heal the scratches, by licking them
with his tongue. When the saint required a little re-

laxation from mental and bodily fatigue, he nudged his

bristly servant with his foot, and he forthwith emitted

Cronan (purring) music, such as could not be excelled by
thrush or blackbird.

So in his resentment he laid geasa on the whole bardic

body, that they should at once lose their powers of in-

vention and composition, and that they should never

sleep for two consecutive nights in the same place till

they discovered and were able to repeat the tale of the

Tain in perfection. They repaired to the palace of the

King of Leirsler at Naas, they crossed the sea to Mann,
they explored the hills and lochs of Alba, and at last

were obliged to return and implore St. Marvan to relieve

them. Being satisfied with the amount of punishment
already inflicted, he directed them to collect the Twelve

Apostles (bishops or saints) of Erinn, including St.

Colum Cille and St. Kiaran, to the grave of Fergus Mac
Roigh, in Mayo, in order that they might induce the

spirit of that defunct warrior (himself one of the per-

sonages in the great cattle spoil), to appear and reveal

the story to them. The ecclesiastics assembled, and
after three days' invocations, the shade of Fergus,

"
high,

mighty as in life," issued from his mound, and told the
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weird, heroic legend. Si. Kiaran, of Clonmacnois, pro-
duced Ihe skin of his pet dun cow, on which he en-

grossed the narrative as it came from the mouth of the

ghost, and when the task was achieved he re-entered his

dark abode in the Tulach. This first draft has been

lost, but we have the defective copy made (as already

specified) some time prior to 1106; and the volume in

which it is preserved derives its name from the skin on
which the saint penned the original.

1

Seanchan and his companions, having their proper
faculties now restored, were ordered by the saint to dis-

perse, and never again oppress or "annoy king or chief

by visitations in a large body, extravagant demands, or

unlawful use of the terrible powers of satire. Evil usages
and principles seem possessed of surprising vitality.

Kings, and chiefs, and common men even rats (if

legends tell truth) feared satire in the sixth century when
St. Kiaran ruled Clonmacnois. So late as 1800, poetic
satirists by profession had free bed and board in the

provinces among the gentry and farmers, by whom a

lampoon for stinginess or some domestic scandal was

very much dreaded.

The subjoined historical tale is worth giving in outline,

as illustrating the fear of satire which prevailed long ago

among Irish kings, as well as other characteristic spe-

cialities of Irish life at the dawn of the Christian era :

THE PROGRESS OF THE WICKED BARD.

There flourished in Ulster in the days of the Knights
of the Red Branch and their Grand Master, Connor
Mac Nessa, a poet named Aithirne' the Importunate.
He well deserved his sobriquet^ for he seldom asked for

anything easy or honourable to grant. At the time of

our story the King of Ulster and his knights were in an

uncomfortable state. They had subdued all the fighting
forces in the island, were consequently at peace with

everybody, and as uncomfortable as the great Neal

Malone himself "for want of a batin'." Paddy Kelly

1 This copy is reverently preserved in the Royal Irish Academy,
Dawson-street.

T 2
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trails his coat in the dust, and defies the world to tread

on it : King Connor sent the vicious master of satirical

song through the kingdom to find out what prince would
dare refuse his most insolent demand.
He first took his way to Cruachan in Conacht, and

was disappointed by the ready assent given by the

monarch to his unreasonable demands. He then sought
the court of Achy, King of Mid-Erinn, at his fortress

near the Shannon, on the borders of Clare and Galway,
and after exhibiting his poetic powers, he demanded the

king's eye for his guerdon. The poor monarch had only
one, but rather than be considered ungenerous to a bard,
or involve his people in a useless war, he tore it out at

once and handed it to the wicked poet. Led by his

servant to the nearest point in the Shannon to have his

wound washed,
" Alas ! dear master," said the sorrowing

follower, "the water is all red with your blood." "Let
that circumstance give it a name for all future time," said

the king.
" Loch Derg Dheirc (Lake of the Red Eye)

shall it be called while the Sionan runs to the sea." Let

the tourist, as he approaches Killaloe through Lough
Derg, remember this legend.
At the palace of Cam Tiernach, in South Munster, he

met no refusal. At Fort-Brestine, in the modern county
of Carlow, he received from the King of South Leinster,

Fergus Fairrge, a much valued brooch lost by his (the

poet's) uncle in an unsuccessful fight near the same fort

several years before.

At Naas, the seat of Mesgera, King of North and
South Leinster, he abode a year, and at his departure
insisted on getting seven hundred white cows with red

ears,
1
sheep without limit, and a hundred and fifty of the

most noble of the ladies of the province to be led into

Ulster as slaves.

Even this detestable demand was not refused
;
but the

Leinster nobles accompanied him and his convoy appa-

rently through respect, till they came to the edge of the

Avan Liffey (the then boundary of Leinster and Meath),

1 If one of the most delightful of our bards, poor Oliver Gold-

smith, had met with this tale in his youth, it surely supplied him
with a hint for his

" White Mouse with Green Eyes," in the charm-

ing story of Prince Bonbenin Bonbobbinet.
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at a ford, near a deep pool, called Dubhlinn, from the

circumstance of a lady named Dubh having been drowned
there. It being found that the sheep could not be got
across at this ford, a floating causeway was constructed

with wattles and boughs, which being secured at each

bank, they were conveyed safely over. 1 When all were

fairly in the province of Meath, the Leinster men took

their wives and daughters by the hand, and directed

them to recross the stream. They would have also

turned back the cattle, but a body of Ulster warriors,

previously warned by the suspicious poet, and watching
the proceedings from near the mouth of the Tolka, inter-

posed. A terrible fight took place, in which the wrong-
doers sustained defeat, though they managed to carry off

the white cows with red ears and the sheep. They re-

treated with their spoil to a fort on the side of Beann
Edair (Hill of Oaks Howth), and held out against
their foes till the siege was raised by new reinforcements

from Ulster, under the command of the renowned Conall

Cearnach.

Before this invincible champion the Lagenians were

obliged to retire, and the furious Ulster chief, pursuing
them through Dublin and Kildare in his war-chariot, at

last came up with King Mesgera beyond Naas, and near

to the Liffey. Neither warrior (an accident frequent in

stories) had any of his men near him. So, with no fear

of odds on either side, they fell to sword and shield play,

and the beam of battle at last inclined to the champion
of the evil cause. The savage Conall, taking the brains

of the gallant king, mixed them with lime, and formed a

ball, which having been dried in the sun, became a " Lia
Milidh "

(champion's stone), and in the end proved fatal

to Conall's own master, King Connor.

Taking the chariot of the king for his prize, and care-

fully laying the head of its late master in one of its

corners, he was proceeding northwards (the historian

laying no stress on his having to pass through an enemy's

country), when who should come that way but the widow

1 This raft or bridge was thenceforward called
" Ath cliath," the

Pass of Boughs or Wattles, and the future city got the name of
" Baile Atha Cliath," the Town of the Pass of Wattles.
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of the slain hero, the charitable Queen Buona, attended

by fifty ladies. She was returning from a short sojourn
in Meath. " Who art thou, O lady ?

: '

said Conall.
"
I

am Buona, wife to Mesgera, King of Leinster." "
Thy

lord has sent me for thee : behold his horses and chariot."
" My lord is generous ;

he may have given them to thee

as a present."
"
Well, you will at least credit this token,''

said the savage Curadh, worthy to be one of Homer's
mailed butchers, and as he spoke he held up the bloody

trophy. Wild shrieks rose from her attendants, but she

neither uttered cry nor shed tear. "I am then free,"

said she, in a serene voice. " But give me my husband's

head, that his spirit may not hereafter accuse me of neg-

lecting his caoine.'' She received it into her arms, kissed

the pale bloody face, and then burst out into a wild

lamentation. At its conclusion she fell lifeless on the

turf, and her spirit rejoined that of her loved lord in the

happy valleys of Tirna-n-oge. The rough warrior and
his no less rough charioteer were affected. They interred

the devoted wife, laying her husband's head by her side.

The sepulchral mound lay a little to the north of the

ford of Claen. In time a hazel sprung from the turf

over her remains, and it was long known by the name of

Coll Buona (Euan's Hazel).
1

1 The Irish Ban (white), Bean (woman), Finn (fair), and the

Latin Bonus, are cognate words. Here follow some names of

women in the Celtic : Brighid, Fionula (fair shoulder), Grainne,
Sorcha (bright), Dervorglan (true oath), Dunfla (lady of the fort),

Eiver, Gormfla (blue eyed lady), Niamh (effulgence), Orfla (golden
haired lady), Siobail (pr. Shibail, Elizabeth), Sioban (pr. Shivaun,

Joanna). The six best women in Ireland and the world are men-
tioned in this quatrain :

" The six best women that in the world were,
After Mary the Virgin-Mother,
Were Maev, Saav, and fair Sarai,

Faind, Eimer, and the sorrowing Acal.
"

Eimer was the hard-won bride of Cuchullain ; Acal, the wife of

Ere, son of King Cairbre, before mentioned. Conall Cearnach
slew him in revenge for the death of Cuchullain, and Acal, like

Queen Buona, died of grief for his loss. All good women should
l>e endowed with these gifts, viz. : Beauty of person, a good voice,
skill in music, in embroidery, and all needlework, the gift of wisdom,
and the gift of virtuous chastity.
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LEGENDS OF THE CELTIC SAINTS

BEFORE the name of a person, however ascetic may
have been his or her life, can be formally enrolled in the

list of those whom the Roman Catholic Church pro-

nounces worthy to be invoked in her public prayers, she

insists upon evidence of his or her having exercised de-

votion in a heroic degree, and of three miracles at least

having been performed through his or her intercession,

An advocate well trained in the canon law attends the

examination of witnesses, and is supposed to exert all

his ingenuity in finding out and exposing weak points

in the testimony offered in support of the miracles.

However excellent his intentions, he is styled the Devil's

Advocate for his part in the procedure. If a strong case

be made out for the eminent sanctity of the deceased, all

the papers used in the process are sealed up, and not

opened till after a lapse of years supposed sufficient for

cooling the undue zeal of relatives, fellow-countrymen,

or brotherhoods. Then a second hearing being ap-

pointed, the seal is removed from the collection, the

documents and evidence pro and con. read, and the

examination begun anew. With the various stages of

the business we are not concerned, except the fact that

in the brief of the canonization the miracles alleged to

have occurred are set forth, as entitled to general credit.
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With these miracles the present article has no con-

cern, its object being simply to inform and amuse, not

to awake controversy. The early martyrs under the

Roman Emperors were judged to stand in no need of

'this tedious preliminary to inscription in the Hagiologies.

Their public and heroic profession of faith in Christ, and

their subsequent tortures and public martyrdom, sufficed.

Among the voluminous martyrologies are mentioned

many saints whose "ACTS" 1 have been lost. This cir-

cumstance opened a field to the indiscreetly zealous, and

to the successors of the bards and story-tellers of the

heathen times. They had received, perhaps by tradition or

hearsay, tales of miracles not mentioned in the ACTS. If

they had not, it was easy to coin a few, or re-issue one

of the old Pagan tales, with the stamp of the Christian

mint, substituting this or that saint as the hero, instead

of the original demigod or fairy king.

Our traditions, or legends, or whatever else they

may be termed many of them curious, others romantic

or poetic in spirit claim not of course the authority of

the narratives inserted in the ACTS, and may be accepted
or rejected by Roman Catholics without incurring

spiritual censure. These are the legends which we here

intend to discuss and quote.

ST. PATRICK.

Our subject requires that we should give the place of
honour to St. Patrick, whose biography, divested of its

legendary adjuncts, may be consulted in the great work
of Rev. Alban Butler. Jocelyn, Monk of Furness, most
credulous of hagiographers, is our darling authority.
Scant would have been his patience in following day by

1 Documents prepared at canonizations of saints, in which are
mentioned the dates of their births and deaths, outlines of their

lives, and three miracles proved at the examination.
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day the footsteps of the great Apostle, preaching the
word of life, and indefatigable in instructing his neo-

phytes in the principles of the Christian faith, had not
these unceasing works of mercy been enlivened by
romantic and miraculous incidents. From the bushel of

wheat and chaff we offer our readers a measure filled at

good Father Jocelyn's granary ;
we give our readers the

privilege of carrying away one or the other. The out-

lines of the saint's life may be given in a few words.

Patrick was born, according to the best authorities, in

the Roman colony of Tabernia, afterwards named Bo-

nonia, now Boulogne-sur-Mer : his father, the Roman
Calphurnus ; his mother, first a beautiful Gaulish cap-

tive, then wife to the Roman officer. In a descent on
the coast by Nial of the Nine Hostages he was captured,
and the next seven years of his life were spent in herd-

ing swine in the North of Ireland. Making his escape,
he regained France

;
and finding within himself a strong

vocation for the preaching of Christ to the Pagan Irish,

he entered on the course of theological studies, and

being in time ordained and appointed to the mission, he
returned to Ireland. After some conversions in the

North, and using a barn as his first cathedral, he preached
before King Leoghaire (pr. Laere) and his court, and
received the royal permission to teach the new faith

through the island, provided he caused no social dis-

turbance. From this period, A.D. 432, till his death,

placed by some in 460, by others in 492, his missionary
and episcopal labours never ceased, and before his de-

parture the greater part of the island dwellers were

Christian. Now, putting off the robe of the historian,

we resume the easier garb of the legendary.

HOW ST. PATRICK RECEIVED THE STAFF OF JESUS.

When our saint was returning from Rome to France in

his way to Ireland he stopped at a religious house in an

isle in the Gulf of Genoa, and was entertained for a night

by the inmates, whose self-imposed duty was the care of

wrecked sailors. He revealed his name and mission, and
observed that about half the community were young and
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fresh-looking, and the rest very aged and infirm. One of
the younger brothers surprised him not a little by mention-

ing that the very old members were their children. "It

is," said he,
w about a century since I and my companions

agreed to live here in community, labour with our hands,
and spend a certain time of the day in reciting holy
offices. We were all widowers, and children remained
to some of us. These are they (pointing to the aged
men). One night, it was our good fortune to entertain

a stranger pilgrim of a sweet and majestic countenance,
and when he was about to quit us in the morning he

spoke these words, handing to our superior the staff

which he had in his hands :

* In requital for your loving

hospitality, I leave you this staff. During its stay with

you years shall have no effect on your strength nor ap-

pearance. Retain it till my servant Patrick rests here
on his way to Erinn for the conversion of its people, and

give it into his hands when he quits you.' We all listened

with awe, and when the last word was spoken the

majestic form was no longer there. Our children entered

the community as they grew up, but, the blessing not

having been addressed to them, years have had their

natural effect When you depart, bearing the sacred

staff with you, we expect our release from fleshly bonds."
This or some other staff attended the saint in his many
weary journeys through the length and breadth of Erinn ;

and when he died it was preserved in his cathedral at

Armagh. At a later date it was transferred to Christ-

church Cathedral in Dublin.1

THE FORTUNE OF DICHU.

On his first landing on the eastern coast a tall savage
man named Dichu, attended by a no less savage dog,
attacked him in presence of a large crowd, and both in

a moment became as stiff in joint and limb as if they
1 These last two sentences have nothing of a legendary character

about them. Our Dublin authorities of the sixteenth century having
no opportunities of studying the works of Dr. Todd, Dr. Petrie, or

either of our late lamented Irish professors, were little imbued with

an archaeological spirit. . They broke and burned the Bated losa on

the High Street, to testify their zeal against image worship.
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were made of stone. At the saint's intercession they
were restored to power and flexibility, but their savage
nature had quitted them, and Dichu becoming a convert,

granted his large barn to the Apostle for the purpose of

worship. The tradition of the incident was transmitted

in the name of the better-built church which succeeded

it, and was called Sabal Phadruig (Patrick's Barn).

Patrick approached the royal fortress at the end of

Holy Week, and on Easter Saturday evening was reading

the offices suitable to the occasion in his temporary

lodging, some distance eastward from Tara. It hap-

pened to be the eve of the Bealteinc? when no fire was

to be seen through the length and breadth of the land.

As darkness fell, the king, and his nobles, and his Druids,

all assembled on the hill and the neighbouring plain,

were awaiting the propitious moment for lighting the

Sun's Fire. Watchers were stationed on every high hill

through the whole island at the moment, their eyes

turned in the direction of Tara
;
and as each caught sight

of the blaze on a height in that direction, he lighted his

own heap of dry brush with sparks struck from flint

stones. A portion of the rest of the night's occurrences

is legendary.

ST. PATRICK'S CONTEST WITH THE DRUIDS.

At the moment when the high pile of brushwood,
crowned with flowers, was about to be lighted up by the

hands of the Chief Druid, the King's eyes sparkled with

rage, for eastward a weak but steady light was beheld

glimmering.
" Who," said he,

" has dared to commit
this sacrilege ?

" " We know not," was the answer from

many voices in the assembly.
" O King," said the Chief

Druid,
"

if this fire be not extinguished at once, it will

1 The latest day on which Easter Sunday falls is the 26th of

April. Bealteine was held on May 1st ; no authority hitherto con-

sulted by us has alluded to this discrepancy.
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never be quenched. It will put out our sacred fires, and
the man who has enkindled it will overcome thee, and
he and his successors rule Erinn to the end of time."
"
Go, then,

:>

said Leoghaire, "quench his light, and bring
him hither."

" We go," was the answer
;
"but let all in

the assembly turn their backs toward the magic blaze.

Meanwhile let our own sacred fires be kindled, and all

the dwellers in Erinn rejoice in its light. When we have

brought this stranger into the presence, let no one rise

to do him homage."
So saying, the Chief Druid set fire to the pile, and,

accompanied by two other Druids and some guards, pro-
ceeded till he came to where the saint and his assistants,

in their white robes, were chanting their psalms.
" What

mean these incantations?" cried the Druid, curiously

glancing at the books so unlike their own wooden staves

and tablets
;

" or why this flame on the eve of Bealteine,

contrary to the orders of the Ard Righ and the Ard
Druid ? Accompany us to the assembly at Tara, and
account for your disobedience ;

but first extinguish that

ill-boding light."

Of all that sat or stood in the presence of the King,
no one arose to show respect to the newly-arrived but

Dubhthach, an aged Druid, and the young poet, Fiech,
who thus braved the King's displeasure. He, fixing his

eyes sternly on the saint and his followers, sharply ad-

dressed them. " Know ye not the law of this land, that

whoever on the eve of Bealteine kindles a fire before

the blaze is seen from Tara, is devoted to death ?
"

Patrick then commenced, by declaring the Unity of

the Godhead in a Trinity of Persons, the creation and
fall of man, the necessity of a Mediator, the Incarnation

of the Son of God, and our redemption thereby ;
the

necessity of true Christian belief, and the rejection of all

creature worship, not excepting that of the genial life-

cherishing Beal. He then alluded to his former captivity
and the object of his present mission, and besought king
and people not to resist the good impulses which would
be vouchsafed by God's goodness to every one who did

not wilfully offer opposition to them.

The hearts of the King and the greater part of the
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Druids remained obdurate
;
but such persuasive strength

was vouchsafed to the words of the saint, that very many
hung on his lips with veneration and enthusiasm. The
Ard Righ observed this with regret ;

but his power was
much restricted, and he did not venture to express open
dissatisfaction. He ordered apartments to be assigned
to Patrick and his companions, and appointed him to

argue with his Druids on the morrow.
Thousands were assembled next day on the wide plain,

and the stern-looking Druids filled the greater part of the

space enclosed for the disputants. After some explana-
tions and arguments were adduced by the missionary
which told heavily on the priests, the Chief cried out in

an arrogant tone,
" If the Son of God has redeemed the

human race, and if you were sent by Him, work a miracle

to prove your mission." "
I will not seek to disturb the

order of Providence to gratify mere curiosity," modestly
answered the saint.

" Then will I approve the truth of

druidic worship by effecting what you fear to attempt,"
cried the infuriated pagan ;

and beginning to describe

lines in the air with his wr

and, and to chant spells, a

thick veil of snow shut out the light and heat of the sun,
and covering the ground several feet, an intense cold

was felt, and the teeth of every one in the assembly
chattered. Cries of discontent arose, and the saint ad-

dressed the Druid : "You see how the assembly suffer;

banish this snow and cold, and admit the warm sun-

shine."
"

I cannot do so till this hour on to-morrow."
" Ah ! you are powerful for evil, not for good. Very
different is the gift bestowed on the messenger of the

Giver of all good." He made the sign of the cross,

invoked the aid of the Holy Trinity, and the snow sunk

in the soil, the grass again emerged green and dry, and
the blue air again appeared, warmed by the bright and

comforting sunbeams. All the people invoked blessings
on the head of the beneficent Apostle.
"To convince you all," cried the Druid, "of our

power and that of our gods, behold what I am em-

powered to do !

"
In a few seconds darkness such as

seldom shrouds the earth fell on the assembly, and they

groped about and murmured. Again was the thick
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black cloud dispersed at the prayer of the Apostle, and
thousands of tongues blessed him.

The King, wishing other proofs, cried,
" Each throw

his book into the water, and let him in whose book the
letters remain uninjured be declared the minister of
truth !

"
"I will not consent," said the Druid ; "he has

a magic power over water of which I know not the
extent." "

Well, then," said the King,
"

let the ordeal
be by fire." "Nay, his magic also embraces the fire."
"
Well," cried the King,

" we are tired ; let this last trial

be made. Each priest enter a tent filled with dry boughs ;

which shall then be set on fire."
"
Nay," said the Saint,

"
let one be filled with the branches still green, and this

I resign to the opponent of my sacred mission."

Young Saint Benin, who attended night and day on
St. Patrick, besought his leave to enter the hut of dry
boughs, and his request was granted, he bearing the

Druid's mantle, and the Druid bearing his. Both huts
were fired at the same moment, and in the twinkling of
an eye the Druid and the green twigs full of sap were
reduced to ashes by the devouring flames, nothing being
spared but the cloak of the young saint, in whose hut

nought was consumed but the Druid's garment This
was the last trial which the assembly would suffer, thou-

sands, including the queen and her daughters, openly
professing their belief in the God of Patrick.

THE BAPTISM OF AONGUS.

The Apostle passing into Munster was kindly received

by Aongus, King of Cashel, who on being duly instructed

presented himself for baptism. St. Patrick, as already
mentioned, bore with him in all bis journeys the Bacal
Iosay which he had received from the monks in the

Tuscan Sea. As he was administering the Sacrament,
filled with holy ardour, he raised in his left hand the staff,

whose lower extremity was pointed with bronze, and,

seeing in spirit the arch enemy of mankind prostrate at

his feet, he .forcibly struck it into the ground. He did
not stir that arm until the ceremony was over, but then,
on lifting the staff, he found the spike driven into the floor,
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through the instep of the king.
" My son," said he, sorrow-

fully,
"
why did you give no notice when you found your

foot pierced through ?
" "

Father," said the king,
"
though

the torture was great, I strove to endure it. I looked on
what you did as a necessary part of the rite." Patrick,

stooping, and making the sign of the cross on the wound,
the blood ceased to flow, and the sufferer was relieved of

pain. He was then gladdened by these words addressed
to him by the saint :

" For your piety and faith it shall

be allowed to ten monarchs of your line to wear your
crown in succession; and, one excepted, all shall be
blessed with prosperous reigns."

THE DECISION OF THE CHARIOT.

St. Fiech, when a Druid at the court of the Ard Righ,
was one of the two who stood up to receive the saint.

He assisted him afterwards in his apostolic labours, and,

becoming infirm, was indulged with a chariot. St.

Sechnal, or St. Secundus, from whom the old town of

Dunshaughlin received its name, and who was another of

the saint's coadjutors, considered himself as well entitled

to the privilege as his brother Fiech. " We shall," said

St. Patrick,
" leave the decision to the beasts themselves,

or rather to Providence, whose favours are shown even
to the dumb animals." Next morning the two. beasts

were yoked and put on the highway, and on they went
at their ease till evening. Being then near St. SechnaFs

home, they turned into his bawn, ate the provender
offered them, but would suffer no one to unyoke them.

When daylight came, they resumed their journey, entered

another bishop's bawn in the evening, took supper, and

again objected to being unharnessed. The third evening
found them in St. Fiech's bawn, and most eager to be
rid of their trappings. St. Sechnal humbled himself, and
no one afterwards grudged St. Fiech his hard-seated,

block-wheeled car, unprovided with springs, for such

was the vehicle to which the lofty name of chariot was

given.
1

1 Both saints left behind them hymns in honour of their great

patron. St. Sechnal composed his during St. Patrick's life, and
rather against the inclination of the humble sen-ant of Christ.

U
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CONVERSION OF THE ROBBER CHIEF, MACALDUS.

A district adjoining the Boyne was infested by a band
of robbers, under the command of a chief named Macal-

dus. Some of these had been converted from their evil

ways by the missionaries, and their chief was very wroth

in consequence against St. Patrick. Hearing that he was
to pass along a road in their neighbourhood on a certain

day, he and some of his band took up a position by its

side, intending to murder him
;
but as they caught sight

of him slowly approaching, and apparently sunk in pro-
found contemplation, they found themselves deprived of

all desire to injure him. Still they would not let the

opportunity pass without endeavouring to bring ridicule

on him by some stratagem. So one of them lay down by
the side of the woodland path as if dead, and Macaldus,
as the saint passed by, besought him to restore his dead
comrade to life.

"
I dare not intercede for him," said

the saint, and passed on. Though very well inclined to

offer him some insult, they could not muster resolution

for the purpose, and, when he had gone on a little way,
Macaldus ordered the man to rise. But while the poor
wretch had been feigning death, life had really deserted

his body, and consternation and remorse now seized on
his comrades. Macaldus, foremost in wickedness, was
first to feel repentance. Following St. Patrick, and

throwing himself on his knees before him, he besought
him to return and intercede for his comrade's restoration,

acknowledging the deception they had attempted, and
his own readiness to undergo the severest penance the

saint might impose.
The Apostle, retracing .his steps,

'

knelt by the dead

body, and did not cease to pray till the breath of life

entered it again. All the band present vowed on the spot
to embrace the faith preached by Patrick, and Macaldus

besought the imposition of some most rigorous penance
upon himself. Patrick conducted him to the Boyne, and

taking a chain from a boat lying by the bank, he flung it

round him, secured the ends by a padlock, and threw the

key into the river. He then made him get into the boat,

and trust his course to Providence. " Loose not your
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chain," said he, "till the key which now lies at the
bottom of this river is found and delivered to you.
Strive to maintain (with God's help) a spirit of true

sorrow
; pray without ceasing." He then unmoored the

hide-covered canoe
; it drifted down the river, out by

the old seaport of Colpa, and so into the open sea.

In twenty hours it was lying by a little harbour in Man,
and those who assembled wondered much at the robust

form of the navigator, his dejected appearance, and the

chain that bound his body. On making inquiry for the

abode of a Christian priest, he found that the bishop of

the island lived near. He went to his house, told him
his former life and present condition, and besought in-

struction. This was freely given, and the man's conver-

sion found to be sincere. Feeling a strong vocation for

the clerical office, he studied unremittingly, and at last

came the eve of the day on which he was to receive holy
orders. On that evening the cook, suddenly entering the

room in which the bishop and postulant were conferring,
cried out,

"
Behold, O my master, what I have taken

from the belly of a fish just brought in." Macaldus

catching sight of the key in the cook's hand, at once re-

cognised it as the one with which St. Patrick had secured

his chain. It was at once applied to its proper use, and
he had the happiness of being ordained next day, unen-

cumbered by spiritual or material bonds. At the death

of his kind patron and instructor, he was raised to the

dignity of Bishop of Man.

BAPTISM AFTER DEATH.

The saint was not insensible to the charms of poetry,
nor to the merits of the pieces in which the heathen

bards of Ireland celebrated the fame of their dead heroes.

He lamented the fate of so many noble-minded and
heroic men, who had gone from the earth before the

light of Christianity was vouchsafed. Passing one day
by the tomb of one of these heroes lately deceased, he

stopped, seemingly disturbed and grieved, and entered

into prayer. Tears fell fast from him as he was on his

knees, and when he rose he ordered the tombstone to

v 2
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be removed. Looking on the serene noble features, he

prayed earnestly that life might return for a short time to

its former tenement. The supplication was heard
;
the

now living man half raised himself in his tomb, was in-

structed by the great-hearted saint, and baptized. Then

laying himself down with heavenly joy stamped on his

features, he again surrendered his soul to its Maker.

THE VISION OF ST. BRIGID.

Brigid, daughter of the converted Druid, Dubhthach,
was distinguished from her girlhood by an intense spirit

of piety. Once while listening to one of St. Patrick's

discourses she was observed to fall asleep, and those

who observed it made signs to the preacher to arouse

her. He did not take the hint, but when the sermon
was at an end and Brigid wide awake but sorrowful, he

begged her to reveal the vision which he knew must have
been vouchsafed her.

"
Alas, Father !

"
said she,

"
my

soul is sad from the sights that succeeded one another

while I slumbered. I seemed standing on a high emi-

nence with all Erinn in my sight, and from every part of

it were issuing bright flames that joined above and filled

the atmosphere. I looked again, and behold, fires were
still burning on mountains and hills, but the sight was

poor compared to the former general blaze. The third

time I cast my eyes abroad, nothing brighter than the

puny flames of torches and candles met my gaze. This
was sad enough, but when I looked again, the land was
covered with ashes, except where a few solitary torches

burned in caverns and in the shadows of rocks. I shut

my eyes and wept, but was comforted on again opening
them to see a steady bright flame blazing in the north,

and which spread, scattering itself from its focus till the

whole island was once more cheerfully lighted up."
l

DEATH AND BURIAL OF ST. PATRICK.

As St. Patrick was approaching his hundredth year, he

received assurance of his labours being near their end,
1 This vision is explained by the great sanctity of the people at

and after the death of St. Patrick, the gradual decay and almost

extinction of piety during the Danish irruptions, and its revival

under St. Malachy, Archbishop of Armagh.
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and his reward at hand. He accordingly turned the
heads of his oxen towards his cathedral seat at Armagh.
St. Brigid and her nuns being warned in a vision, re-

paired to Down with his grave-clothes, which they had

already prepared, and there they found Patrick, who had
been able to proceed no further, stretched on his last

earthly bed. Heavenly were the words spoken on either

side, and when the pure and beneficent spirit left its

earthly companion, they prepared to spend the night in

singing hymns and psalms of mingled joy and sorrow.

Notwithstanding their resistance, they were overcome by
deep slumber, and through the long night they enjoyed
the presence of choirs of angels singing and playing on
their golden harps. This continued fcr twelve nights,
and during these twelve nights and days nen and women
in countless numbers entered the room Avhere the body
was laid, gazed on the fresh and heavenly features, kissed

the hands, and gave place to others.

At the end of this time the good peple of Dunum
were much troubled, for the people of Armagh were
there in force, and insisted on their right o bear the holy
remains to his own cathedral. The prise was too pre-
cious to be given up, and each party determinedly con-

fronted the other. Arms of iron or broize they would
not use, but neither party would resign the custody of

the saint's body.
At last when anger was waxing hot on iither side, the

men of Down were surprised and
rejoicjd

to see the

men of Armagh filing away orderly and! peaceably to

the west, till not a man was left behind. 'They lost no

time, but conveyed the saint's remains to their church,
and there deposited them in a richly-ornamented tomb. 1

A vision had appeared to the Ardmaclians of the

coffin of the saint laid on his own chariot, iid his milk-

white oxen conveying it in the direction
jpf Armagh.

1 The Anti-Archaeologists of the sixteenth centur, holding an
annual meeting in Down, converted the rich shrinel of the three

saints into ordinary coin of the realm, for their owJ special con-

venience. The silver case in which the right hand a St. Patrick

was kept, somehow escaped their sharp eyes. It is kiUvn to be in

very safe keeping at this moment, but we are not at libtty to publish
all we know on the subject.
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They followed the phantasm, but as it appeared entering
a ford near the city of Armagh, oxen, chariot, and coffin

vanished, and the saddened multitude sought their re-

spective homes. The body of St. Brigid was laid near

that of St. Patrick after her decease, and the church was
afterwards further enriched by the remains of St. Colum
Cille, concerning the translation of whose body the fol-

lowing legend is told :

THE CORPSE-FREIGHTED BARQUE.

Colum Cille; who had preached the Gospel to the

heathen Picts, and built the monastery of lona in the

Hebrides, the chief seat of religion in the Highlands
and isles for ceituries, died there after a most active life,

telling his monks in his last hours that he wished his

remains to be laid by those of the blessed Patrick and

Brigid. Festiia lente was the order of the day. Most

leisurely was tieir haste in the execution of his wishes.

In fact, they tould not bring themselves to expedite the

removal of the holy relics from the scene of his past
and their own present labours. Perhaps they might find

courage to conmence the voyage to-morrow, next week,
next year. Ho one could tell what might occur if suf-

ficient time vere given. However, they were rather

dismayed on< fine morning on finding the coffin absent

from its accutomed place. Dire was the alarm, earnest

the search ;
)ut instead of recovering coffin or body, a

little barque, vvhich yesterday floated at its mooring beside

the quay, wa also missing. The pious but procrastinat^

ing commuiity did the wisest thing under the circum-

stances. Tiey sent three of the brethren, men skilled

in the simpt navigation of the time, with directions to

explore all the waters that lay been lona and Down,

and, if unsuccessful so far, to make inquiries of the

ecclesiastic! authorities of the latter place concerning
the missinj body of St. Columba.

The legad says nothing of the voyage till the questing

barque wa made fast to a post within the loch of Down.

As the thte monks disembarked they discovered an old

brother o theirs, from whom they had been separated
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for years. Salutations, questions, and answers crossed

one another rather confusedly on both sides at first, each

party being full of the one absorbing subject. The
following is the account given by their recovered friend,

divested of the ejaculations and interruptions which

accompanied it :

" A week since, just as the sun was directly in the

south, the loiterers and labourers on the shore observed
a small object far at sea making for the harbour, but

their wonder was great when, as it approached, they
found it to be a decked boat with sails closely furled,

yet proceeding at a rapid speed through the water. No
oars were visible, but still it came swiftly onward, leaving
a long, straight line of foam behind. The crowd that

thronged the shore as it came in, were on their knees, as

much from fear as piety, and praying earnestly, but no
one dared to enter the enchanted boat till the bishop
and three of his clergy, who had learned the news, came
from the cathedral, in their robes, and went on deck,

scattering incense and singing hymns. They went below,
and after what seemed a long hour to the crowd, they
came up again bearing a coffin, which they laid upon
the deck. The bishop then addressed the assembly,

informing them that within the coffin lay the still unde-

cayed body of St. Colum Cille, evidently sent by Heaven
to repose beside those of St. Patrick and St. Brigid. The
whole multitude broke out at once with the hymn,
' Laudate Dominum,' and when it ended, with the
' Gloria Patri, Filio, et Spiritui Sancto : sicut erat,' &c.

The precious burden was removed on the shoulders of

the clergy to the cathedral, and at this moment our most
skilful artificers are preparing a fitting monument to be

placed beside those of our other patron saints."

Our three voyagers shared but moderately in the

general joy that prevailed among all classes. They
visited the cathedral along with hundreds of the curious

and devout, and were hospitably entertained by the

bishop and chapter. The people of Down would have

gladly retained the miraculous boat, but in a council

held by the clergy and Brehons it was resolved that it

should be sent back to its owners in I. Colmkil. It was
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not fitting that the loss sustained by the islanders should
be aggravated. These last, on the return of the explo-

ratory expedition, resigned themselves as well as they
could to their loss, and went on their noiseless and useful

course. Concerning the abode of the saints in Down,
we quote the distich :

" Hi tres in uno tumulo tumulantur in Duno
Brigida, Patricius, atque Columba pius."

' ' These three rest in one tomb in Down
Brigicl, Patrick, and pious Columba."

ST. BRIGID'S CLOAK.

The King of Leinster at that time was not particularly

generous, and St. Brigid found it not easy to make him
contribute in a respectable fashion to her many charities.

One day when he proved more than usually niggardly,
she at last said, as it were in jest :

"
Well, at least grant

me as much land as I can cover with my cloak
;

" and to

get rid of her importunity he consented.

They were at the time standing on the highest point
of ground of the Curragh, and she directed four of her

sisters to spread out the cloak preparatory to her taking

possession. They accordingly took up the garment, but

instead of laying it flat on the turf, each virgin, with face

turned to a different point of the compass, began to run

swiftly, the cloth expanding at their wish in all directions.

Other pious ladies, as the border enlarged, seized por-
tions of it to preserve something of a circular shape, and
the elastic extension continued till the breadth was a mile

at least.
"
Oh, St. Brigid !

"
said the frighted king,

" what are you about ?
" "I am, or rather my cloak is

about covering your whole province to punish you for

your stinginess to the poor."
"
Oh, come, come, this

won't do. Call your maidens back. I will give you a

decent plot of ground, and be more liberal for the

future." The saint was easily persuaded. She obtained

some acres, and if the king held his purse-strings tight on

any future occasion she had only to allude to her cloak's

India-rubber qualities to bring him to reason.
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ST. BRIGID AND THE HARPS.

It was not in the nature of things that a Celtic saint

should despise music or poetry. St. Brigid being once
on a journey, sought hospitality for herself and her sisters

in the lios of a petty king. This king and his chief

officers, including his harpers, were absent, but some of
his sons did all that religious reverence and a hospitable

spirit could for the suitable reception of their honoured

guests. After a frugal meal the hosts and guests con-

tinued an interesting conversation, during which Brigid,

observing the harps suspended on the wall, requested the

princes to favour her with some of the ancient melodies
of the country. "Alas, honoured lady !

"
said the eldest,

" our father and the bard are absent, as we have men-

tioned, and neither my brothers nor myself have prac-
tised the art. However, bless our fingers, and we will do
all in our power to gratify you." She touched their

fingers with the tips of her own, saying some prayers in a

low voice
;
and when the young men sat down to the in-

struments, they drew from them such sweet and powerful

melody as never before was heard in that hall. So

enthralling was the music that it seemed as if they never

could tire of playing, nor their audience of listening.

While the performance was still proceeding the king and
his suite entered the large hall, and were amazed at hear-

ing sweet and skilful strains from the untaught fingers of

the princes. Recognizing the saint and her daughters,
their wonder ceased. The gift was not conferred for the

occasion, for the princely performers retained their power
over the harp-strings while they lived.

At one time the three isles in the Bay of Galway were

ruled by Corbanus, who acknowledged' Aongus King of

Munster for his liege lord. St. Enda, brother to Aongus,

considered the wild lonely condition of Arranmore the

best possibly suited to the needs and spiritual discipline

of one or more religious houses. So the king purchased

the largest isle from Corbanus, and bestowed it on his

pious brother : thus far we are within the historic limits.
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"ARRAN OF THE SAINTS" 1 AND ITS PATRONS.

Corbanus, who was still a heathen, and a churl to boot,
vacated the isle, and conveyed his people and their

property to the opposite coast. There he met with St.

Enda and his monks preparing to cross in their slender

corrachs, and seemingly ill provided with food and fur-

niture. There were several sacks and casks of corn and
meal on the shore belonging to Corbanus, and as the

frail boats were putting ff he said in a jesting fashion to

the saint,
" Here are some barrels and sacks of good

corn which I would gladly give to save you and these

poor men with the shorn heads, from starvation, but your
wretched boats could not bear their weight across." " Do
not mind that," said the saint; "let the gift be from

your heart that is the main thing."
"
Surely !

"
said the

other,
" I make a free offer !

" At the word, sacks and

barrels, with much bustle, shot forward in an upward
sloping direction over the boats and over the men in

them, and in a direct line to the eastern landing-place of

Arranmore, while the chief looked on with confusion

and chagrin, and his people with anger in their hearts for

the vain-glorious offer which was so unexpectedly taken.

He and they would have made a voyage to Arran for the

recovery of the goods, but they were shrewd enough to

feel that they would have to do with beings of unknown
and terrible power.

ST. FANCHEA'S VISIT TO ARRAN.

St. Enda's sister, Fanchea, accompanied by three of

her nuns, once paid a visit to Arran to see how the good
work was proceeding. She and they were much edified

by the praying, and fasting, and labouring, and building,

and the copying of Latin gospels and missals, all in busy

progress. When she was departing, she would not allow

her brother to withdraw a couple of his monks from their

labours to row them across to the mainland. " We will,"

said she,
" trust to God for a passage." Coming to the

1 So called from the number of monastic institutions that once

distinguished it, and the many canonized saints that it produced.
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shore, she made the sign of the cross on the water, and

spread her cloak on it.

The garment at once assumed the qualities of a stout

board, and the sisters, each taking her position at a

corner, went tranquilly over the rough waters of the bay.
Fanchea observing one corner of the raft rather shaky,
and inclined to let the salt water invade the feet of the

sister placed there, exhorted her to acknowledge the fault

which occasioned this partial failure.
" Dear mother,"

said the repentant lady,
" while on the island I coveted a

nice pipkin for which we have much need at home, and so

I secretly brought it away with me." "
Ah, dear daughter,

you have done wrong. One venial sin deliberately com-
mitted may lead easily to a mortal sin. Throw the cause

of your fault into the sea." It was done, and the

remainder of the voyage was pleasantly effected.

ST. BRENDATN'S VOYAGE.

The story-tellers of kings and chiefs among the Gael

had their repertory very exactly arranged, the chief sub-

jects, as before mentioned, being huntings, adventures in

caverns, stormings of forts, pitched battles, enchantments,

love stories, voyages, &c. A modification of the princi-

pal will be discovered in the saintly legends that were in-

vented or tampered with by the successors of the pagan

and the early Christian bards. Of the voyage division

we have a good specimen in the celebrated course under-

taken by St. Brendain for the discovery of the Blessed

Isle of Breasil. This legend appears to have been trans-

lated from a Celtic original for the entertainment of

Adelais, wife of Henry I. of England. It was admitted

into the Legenda Aurea of John Capgrave, and copied

over and over. In the University Magazine for May,

1852, maybe read an English translation by our national

bard, Denis Florence M'Carthy, and in his collected

poems a charming metrical version.
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We need not quote at any length from the incidents of

the voyage, which, though exhibiting fancy and invention,

are generally vague and purposeless. One of the most

poetic of the passages is that respecting

THE ISLAND OF THE BIRDS.

St. Brendain's barque having sailed long in a south-

westerly direction in beautiful weather, came to anchor

by a delightful island in which the fragrant turf came
down to the very water. There were hills in the centre

of the isle, where some grey rocks appeared among strips

of green turf and red flowered heath
;

the rest of the

island was occupied by delightful woods and sloping

meadows, the trees furnished with the finest fruit, and
shrubs everywhere presenting the loveliest flowers. No
cloud obscured the sunshine, and the trees and shrubs

were filled with birds of varied and beautiful plumage,
whose voices united in forming music that entranced the

souls of the listeners. St. Brendain felt that there was

something supernatural about the little creatures
;
so he

adjured them to explain the mystery.
"
Welcome, sainted

man !

"
cried out one ofthem, who at that moment perched

on his arm. "
It is delightful to us to hear the voice of

one of God's creatures who loves and fears Him as we
do ourselves. When the rebel angels were plotting their

evil designs in heaven, we were tempted by the arch-fiend

to join his party ; and, though we yielded not, we dallied

with the temptation. So when the unfortunte and wicked

legions were flung headlong into the lower sea of fire,

this island mercifully received us; and since then we
have never ceased night and day to sing hymns of joy
and gratitude for being spared. We can still see the

glorious companions of our former happiness gliding

fleetly through space on their heavenly errands, and we
wait with patience for our own release.'"' The saint and
his eleven companions sometimes sitting down to listen

to the choristers, at an early hour in the morning, would
find the sun about to set when no more than half an
hour seemed to have gone by.

All the incidents of the voyage were not of this agree-
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able character. Once landing on a sort of purplish-grey

slippery island, with a kind of tough hard reeds springing

up here and there, they lighted a fire
; but as it blazed

up they were amazed to find the isle shaking itself un-

comfortably, and moving away. It was a very large fish,

which, finding itself incommoded by the fire, thus showed
its discontent. The reader will remember the same inci-

dent in the voyages of Sinbad, in the Arabian Nighfs.

THE SINNER SAVED.

On a Christmas-eve the barque reached an island, and

brought comfort and joy to the heart of its only in-

habitant
;
for he had seen seven Christmas-days in this

solitude without having been present at a mass or heard
the human voice. He feasted his guests on roots and
dried fish, in a comfortable cavern. The devotions of

the festival were duly performed, and the solitary then

gave an outline of his history. He had been one of the

monks of Inis-na-Gloire, on the coast of Erris, and, like

their lost comrade, had been guilty of hidden sins of

gluttony and incontinence. Stung at last with remorse,
and urged on by despair, he flung himself into the sea

;

but touched by a feeling of true penitence, he exerted

himself, and gained a boat moored near the spot. Fear-

ing to return, he loosed the chain and let himself drift

out to sea. The boat was driven west, and for some

days he endured hunger and loss of sleep. A violent

gale of wind upset the boat at last, and he hoped his last

hour had come. He fell into a sweet sleep, and found

himself, when he awoke, lying on the strand of an
unknown island, being unable to tell whether his lethargy
had lasted for hours or days. He returned heartfelt

thanks, and then explored his new territory. It appeared
to him that death by hunger and cold awaited him ; but

while he was humbly resigning himself to God's will, an

otter appeared before him with a fish in its mouth, and
laid it at his feet. By means of flints and dry leaves,

seaweed and sticks, he soon kindled a fire and broiled

the fish. So soon as he was enabled by natural means to

procure necessaries, he was deserted by his dumb servant.
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This penitent was carried away by the monks, and filled

a vacancy that had occurred in a terrible fashion.

In Keightley's Fairy Mythology of Scandinavia,

saints are frequently assisted by the trolls in the erection

of their churches, subject to be dealt with severely by
the said trolls, unless they can discover their names

before the keystone is inserted. The Patron of Ferns,

St. Aidan (or Mogue), knew better than to employ such

dangerous assistants. He raised the walls ofthe cathedral

to the wall-plate in one night, without any unholy aid.

The peasantry of Wexford delight to boast how a late

Protestant Bishop paid a hundred pounds to an Italian

sculptor for repairing the nose of his statue.

The dwellers under Mount Leinster, who have had no

personal experience of the matter, are, or were some

time ago, firmly persuaded that the bells in Ferns

Cathedral could not be heard across the neighbouring

stream. We ourselves have seen the statue of St. Mogue
lying as described, and believe that the care of the Bishop
in having it restored has been in the main correctly

reported. There is a strong desire through the neigh-

bouring country for interment in the cemetery of Ferns,

owing to a supposed promise of the saint, on his death-

bed, that he would take five hundred times the full of the

churchyard to Paradise along with himself.

A LEGEND OF ST. MOGUE 1 OF FERNS.

When St. Mogue was Bishop of Ferns, he had a wild

brother that gave him a great deal of trouble, and at last

ran away from him altogether. Well, the saint wasn't to

be daunted. After waiting for a long time to see if he
1
Mogue, erroneously supposed an equivalent to Moses, is an

abridgment of Mo-Aodh-Oge, "My Lord, young Hugh." St.

Mogue, otherwise Aidan, spent some time with St. David of Wales.
He died A.D. 632.
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would come back, he took a short stick in his fist, and
searched the European world all over for him, and at last

found him playing ball again' the walls o' Jerusalem. So
he over-persuaded him to return, and help him to build his

cathedral ; but a figary took the young fellow again, and,
instead of assisting the saint, he took it into hishead to

make a church for himself the other side of the river

Bann. St. Mogue was mighty incensed at this, and says
he to his brother, "The bells I'll put up in my steeple,"

says he,
" will be heard seven miles on every side ; but

for all that, not a jangle of them will ever reach across

the stream to your parish." And sure enough, the finest

day that ever came down in Ferns, not a sound of them
is ever heard in the next parish, where the brother's

church was built.
1

So after all the bother the saint got with his brother

and that, he thought he might as well set about the work
at last. So they began to clear out the foundation at

sunset one harvest evening, and the cars to bring down
the stones from Slieve Bui, and the stonecutters to square

them, and the masons to fit them in the wall, and others

to pitch in the pebbles between the inner and outer

layer, and spill in the hot lime mortar. Up went the

walls like anything, and they were very near the eaves,

and a grey horse was bringing down the last load along
the side of the hill. The sun was within a foot of rising,

when the devil bewitched a red-haired woman that was

sleeping in the upper room of a house not far from the

churchyard to put her head out of the window to see

what was going on. "
Oh, musha, St. Mogue, asthore !

"

says she,
"

is that all you done the whole night ?
" The

saint was so moidhered with the assurance of the bosthoon

that he couldn't say a word. He let his two arms fall by
his side, and every workman stopped his work, as if he

was shot. The grey horse stood fast on the hill-side ;

up went the car, and down tumbled the load. If any one

doesn't believe me, let him go up Slieve Bui any day he

has time, and he will see it lying among the heath, the

size of three houses. And that's the reason the cathedral

1 This legend prevails in the Duffrey, few of whose inhabitants

ever resort to Ferns on Sundays, to verify or disprove the assertion.
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of Ferns was never finished. All that's left of the old

building is the statue of the saint, and the nose of it

was broke about fifty years ago. The Bishop, although he
was a Protestant, got an Italian man that used to make

images, and paid him a hundred pounds to come over

and repair it. The next time that there's a funeral, any
of you will be welcome to go inside and look at it.

Somewhat more hasty was the proceeding of another

saintly architect.

St. Declan, when he was building the great round

tower at Ardmore in Waterford, was much annoyed by
the chatter and questions of an inquisitive woman (the

colour of her hair is not recorded). So just as the cap was

being placed on the lofty building, he took a shovel that

happened to be at hand, and putting it under her feet,

skilfully pitched her to the summit, where her skeleton

was afterwards discovered in situ !

In the monastery of Innisfallen there flourished, in the

days of Brian Boroimhe, a remarkable scholar, by name
Maelsuthain O'Carroll, who enjoyed the honour of being
confessor and private secretary to the Irish Alfred.

There is a specimen of his handwriting extant in old

Latin (Irish letters), made in the year 1002, in the Book

of Armagh, in the presence of King Brian himself, on

occasion of one of his visits. The object of the entry was

to confirm the supremacy of the Archbishop of Armagh
over him of Cashel, and the other Irish dignitaries.

The translation is subjoined. The curious may see the

original in the College Library, at folio 16 of the book :

"
St. Patrick, going up to heaven, commanded that

all the fruit of his labour, as well of baptisms as of
causes and of alms, should be carried to the Apostolic

City, which is called Scotice (in Gaelic) ARDD MACHA.
So I have found it in the book-collections of the Scots

(the Gael). I, Calvus Perennis (Mad-Suthain, bald for
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ever), have written this in the sight of Brian, Emperor
of the Scots ; and what I have written, he has determined
for all the kings of Maceriae (Stone Fort, Cashel)."

This same churchman and scholar is supposed to have

commenced the annals of the monastery in which he

dwelt. Here is the legend attached to his memory :

O'CARROLL'S WARNING.

Three Ulster students spent some time under him,
and at last they formed a design of performing a pil-

grimage to Jerusalem. They asked his permission, which
he granted on one condition. " You will die," said he,
"before you return. And now give me your solemn

promise that, when your spirits are freed from their

mortal bonds, you will not ascend to heaven till you
come and announce to me the time of my own death,
and whether I shall obtain eternal happiness or not."

" We make that promise," said the three together.

They died at Jerusalem : and when St. Michael was
about to conduct their spirits to heaven, they mentioned
the necessity they were under of returning to their pre-

ceptor, and making the revelation demanded. "Go,"
said he. They appeared before the great scholar, and
thus revealed his destiny : "You have made changes in

the canon you have been incontinent you have ne-

glected to sing the Altus1 for seven years. In three

years you shall die, and hell is your destination."
" Not so," said the frightened man. "

I will never

more make a letter of alteration in the canon
;

I will

lead a pure life
;

I will sing the Altus seven times every

night ;
I will turn with true contrition to my Maker. Is

it not written,
' the impiety of the impious, in whatever

hour he shall turn from it, shall not injure him '

?
"

So he changed his practices ;
he lived a mortified and

1 The Altiis is a hymn in praise of the Holy Trinity (still extant)

composed by St. Colum Cille in his monastery at lona. O'Carroll

had a beloved and pious son, for whose recovery from illness he had

got the Altus seven times solemnly chanted. The youth, however,
died the death of the just, and the father never sang the hymn again
till after the warning.

X
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pious life ; and at the end of the three years, on the day
of his decease, he was again visited by the three spirits

who, in the appearance of doves, came to give him an
assurance of salvation, and bring comfort to the assist-

ants at his death-bed.

A smith, whose forge was on the Kerry side of the

Shannon, was disturbed one night by an impatient tra-

veller, whom he afterwards discovered to be one of the

provincial fairy kings proceeding to make war on the

fairy tribes of Cork, and anxious to have his horse shod.

The steed was so fiery and impatient of restraint that the

smith dreaded to touch his hoof, whereupon Fear Dhoirche

at once plucked the leg off and handed it to the artist,

who was thus enabled to do his office without risk of

being pranced on or kicked. The inventor of the fol-

lowing legend had some such fiction as the above in his

mind, when he told the world

HOW ST. ELOI WAS CURED OF PRIDE.

Before St. Eloi l became religious, and while he was still

but a working goldsmith, he sometimes amused himself

with shoeing horses. He was very proud of his skill,

and often boasted that he never saw that thing done by
a man that he couldn't match. One day a mounted tra-

veller stopped at his forge, and asked leave to fasten a
loosened shoe on his horse. Eloi gave permission, and
was very much surprised to see him twist a fore leg of

the beast out of the shoulder joint, bring it into the forge,

1
Eligius, called Eloi by the French, was born near Limoges,

A.D. 588. Having acquired the knowledge of working in metals,
he was distinguished by the patronage of Clothaire II. and his suc-

cessor Dagobert. His life at court was distinguished by works of

charity ;
and so great was his reputation for sanctity, that on the

decease of the Bishop of Noyon and Tournay he was elected his

successor, and could hardly obtain time for receiving the successive

grades of holy orders. It was the era of transition from Paganism
to Christianity, and our saint's efforts were attended by miracles of

conversion and reformation of morals. He died, universally regretted,

A.D. 659.
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and fasten on the shoe. This being done, he rejointed
the leg, patted the beast on the shoulder, and asked the

smith if he knew any one who could do such a neat piece
of work as that. "Yes, I do," said the conceited man;
"

I will do it myself." So he ordered one of his horses

to be brought, and the fore-leg twisted out. He was not

able to get this done so satisfactorily as was desirable.

There was some blood-shedding, and tearing of muscle,
and skin. He made as nice a shoe as could be seen

however, and fastened it on in such style as elicited even
the applause of his rival

; and here his triumph came to

a close. When he brought the leg into the yard, the

poor animal to whom it belonged was lying on his side

expiring, and his tender-hearted though conceited master
burst into a passion of grief for what he had done.
"
Oh, what a proud, worthless creature I am !

"
cried he,

" My poor beast tortured and killed by my heartless pre-

sumption !

'' " Are you sure you are cured of pride and

vanity by this mischance?" said the stranger. "Oh, I

am, I am ! at least I hope so. I will never again, with

God's help, indulge a proud thought. But why did you
induce me to do this wicked thing by setting me the

example ?
' " My object was to root a strong vice out of

your heart. Give me the leg." So saying, he applied
the broad end of the limb to its place, tapped the animal

on the shoulder, and the next moment he was standing

up strong and uninjured ;
but there was no appearance

of the stranger or his steed. While Eloi stood wrapped
in joy and surprise, he was sensible of these words dis-

tinctly uttered, but he could not tell whether they were

heard in his heart or his brain :

"
Eligius, remember the

promise made to your Guardian Angel."

Some collectors or inventors of saintly legends could

not divest themselves of a taste for the grotesque in

their misdirected zeal. We quote a narrative of this

class that of

ST. LATEERIN OF CULLIX.

St. Lateerin lived at Cullin, near Millstreet, and her

sisters lived in her neighbourhood. They visited one
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another once a week, and because they had to pass

through bogs and brakes, the angels made a fine road

for them connecting Kilmeen, Drumtariff, and Cullin,

where they respectively lived. St. Lateerin took only one
meal in the day, and when it was dressed she let her

fire go out. Every evening she went to the smith's forge
for the "seed of the fire," and carried it home miracu-

lously in the skirt of her long gown. One unfortunate

evening, the smith, who had been "
looking at some one

drinking," that day, said, as she was walking away with

the -bright coal in the fold of her robe, "Ah, Saint

Lateerin, what a darlin', purty, white foot you have !

"

Vanity took possession of her pure mind for a moment,
and she looked down, but what did she see and feel ?

The red hot coal burn through her gown, and scorch her

ankles. She was naturally vexed with the smith, as well

as with herself, and exclaimed,
"
May there never more

be a smith or his forge in Cullin !

"
Curious readers

will do well during the excursion season to call at Cullin,

and ascertain whether the wish has been fulfilled.

If any fair or gentle reader, touched by the poetic or

romantic spirit of some of these saintly legends, desires

to make acquaintance with more of the same stamp, he

or she will save time, trouble, and expense by not buying
or borrowing the authorized Roman Catholic work on

the subject Lives of the Saints, by the Rev. Alban

Butler. They will meet with much biographical, his-

torical, and archaeological information, and the principal

events in the lives of his subjects, but a total absence of

romantic and a sparing use of supernatural events.

We are not to suppose that such legends as we have given

were deliberately fabricated by the early biographers of the

different holy personages and committed to writing. They
were the result of oral tradition, altered and enlarged by

many transmissions, till some scribe or other secured the

eightieth or hundredth version of some simple narrative.

A saint's memory falling into the hands of a professional
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story-teller fared still worse. His imagination went to

work. He cared to a certain extent for the reputation of

his subject ;
but he cared, to an extent unlimited, for the

impression to be made by his narrative upon his audience.

He consequently borrowed passages from the pagan poems
and stories, Christianized them slightly, and connected

them without scruple with the memory of the humble-

minded and earnest worker in God's vineyard.

If any of our readers feel disposed to apply the test,

Cui Botw 1 to our light labour, we beg to say, that it

can scarce ever be uninteresting to learn something of

the circumstances, the habits, or the language of those

who, in succession, held our native soil before us for

thousands of years. Well, we are often in doubt as to

their implements of labour, their dress, their merry-

makings, their funerals, or the terms on which they held

their lands. But here in these wild, purposeless, and

artlessly-constructed tales, we have the very words, and

assemblages of words, that have, for two or three thousand

years, filled their ears at their comfortable fireside gather-

ings, or travelled with them in their tedious and difficult

progresses from the far East. We certainly did nothing

for the Greeks and Romans, but our gratitude would be

not small to those writers who might have left us, but

unfortunately did not, a correct report of their fireside

stories, if they were accustomed to the indulgence of

such. So rapid have been the changes in our social

customs, and so altered our tastes in many things; so

powerful is becoming the influence of the mighty dollar

and splendid shilling ;
and so terrible the battle of life,

that if such task as we have undertaken be not now-

achieved, it would become impracticable, even within a

score of years from this our present epoch. The Gentle-

man's Magazine has existed a hundred and thirty odd
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years, and will, as we hope and wish, be still young a

hundred years hence. Its chief object is to preserve in

memory former modes of existence, and everything con-

nected with them. We readily grant that many of the

treasures of its museum are of far more importance than

such relics as we are striving to save from the remorseless

teeth of time, but certainly others there preserved are much

inferior. But the world of literature is wide enough for

us all : we only scramble each to get his own collection in

a place of honour. We are hopeless of literary fame

for ourselves in this struggle ;
but we are truly in earnest

that the memory of those things which were of interest

to our forbears should be recorded and preserved for the

knowledge of those who succeed us to the fiftieth genera-

tion. We are doing for them what we should be very

glad that the Greeks and Romans had done for us.

What is here presented is a mere fraction of the wealth

of Gaelic fiction.



GLOSSARY

ON looking through the work, the editor has found

some words and passages not sufficiently explicit to the

mere English reader. The deficiency is here made up.

Bine Cap, p. 217. Nickname of a woman among the old English
settlers. Her people, ignorant of the custom just mentioned,
buried her on the men's side of the churchyard : the coffin

was raised and set upright against the church-door in the night.
After two re-interments the Palatine family buried her on the

other side of the stream, and there she was allowed to rest.

llohyeen, p. 55- The reader anxious for the correct sound of the

word must make one syllable out of hyeen, and give the hy the

guttural sound of c/t.

Rohyeen, p. 145, correctly Boran in the sense here given.
Boorai, note, p. 149, should be Borran.
Howl Almanac, p. 16, an attempt at Bole Armenia;. The editor

has throughout the whole collection carefully abstained from

inventing any mistakes for his characters, futhryom, p. 78, is

another case in point.
Bultaivu a Rinka, p. 216, Plain of the Dance, the locality being

used by the fairies for that purpose. Some few words, such as

Bullawn, will not be found in Irish dictionaries.

Carlow, p. 219. The city guessed at was probably Dinrigh (Dun
Kigh, Fortress of the King), on the west bank of the Barrow,
the ancient capital of South Leinster.

Ciad Millia Molla^hart, p. 220, Cead Mile Mollachd ort (ioo,coo
curses on you).

Colpa, p, 291. Drogheda was anciently called Inver Colpa, Colpa's

Harbour, a Milesian chief of that name having been drowned
there.

CulJees, p. 259, worshippers of God as distinguished from Pagans.

Ditch, p. 162, the high clay mound commonly overgrown with

furze bushes : the ditch proper is called \htgripe of the ditch.

Hie or Fileadh, p. 174, Bard or Poet ; Scealuidtie, Story-teller.
Fir and Fear, p. 180. Fear is the nominative case, /'/; the genitive

and vocative cases.

Gealach, p. 260, the Moon, bright, &c.
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Gibbets, p. 183, probably a corruption of the Spenserian gobbets.

Crime, p. 201. Correctly Grintieack, a young man, hairy.

J/aedyten, p. 93. The Dyeen (pronounced as one syllable) in this

word (correctly cheadoin), is probably an equivalent to Odin.

Kilachdiannid, p. 98, Cnllach Diarnniid, Diarmuid's Boar, see page
198. Besides these two hills one in Wexford, the other in

Sligo the hero owns a hill in Argyllshire, Mac Callum Mhor

claiming Brown Diarmaid as his ancestor.

Leprechaun, p 116, Lea/A Bhrog, odd shoe. The Lurigadaun, or

Lurikeen, is probably a relative of the old English Lurdane

(Lord Dane), every cottage at one time of the Saxon rule being
encumbered with a Danish soldier.

Lios, p. 254, Earthen Fort ; Caisiol, Stone Fort. In proper names
Lios is found as Lis.

Mac 7'ire, p. 238, Son of the Country (?.). The wolf is furnished

with five or six names in the Gaelic, one being Aladrallamh,
Wild Dog.

Mullaglimast, p. 155, Mullaeh Mnisle, Mound of the Mastiff.

Ollamh (pronounced Ollav), p. 175, Councillor, Doctor of Laws.

Slieoge, p. 228, same as Sighe so pronounced by the peasantry,

Sight is pronounced Sia or Shia.

Slaney, p. 269. This fine river derives its name, and deservedly so,

from Slainte, health.

Sthra, p. 44, a Gaelification of Stray.

Vuya, p. 143, another form for M/ntirc, Mary, the Blessed Virgin.

ll'exford. This county, though partly settled by the early Anglo-
Normans, is not to be reckoned as a portion of the Pale. This

collection of legends would be more worthy of the attention of

children and archaeologists had the editor chanced to be born

in Kerney instead of Wexford. On their account (the chil-

dren's, &c. to wit), not on his own (what Yellow Belly
J was

ever ashamed of his birth-place ?), he regrets the circumstance.

1 Queen Elizabeth once witnessed a hurling match, the conquering party being
Wexfordians, distinguished by yellow silk kerchiefs tied round their bodies.
" Oh !

"
cried her Majesty, rapping out an oath,

" what brave boys these Yelloiv

Bellies are !

" The nickname has remained on us ever since. We rather like it.
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Illustrated. 8vo. iSs. net.

STRANGFORD. (See VOYAGES AND
TRAVELS.)

WALDSTEIN (C.). CATALOGUE OF CASTS
IN THE MUSEUM OF CLASSICAL ARCHAEO-
LOGY, CAMBRIDGE. Crown 8vo. is.6d.

Large Paper Edition. Small 410. 55.

WHITE (Gilbert). (See NATURAL HISTORY.)

WILKINS (Prof. A. S.). A PRIMER OF RO-
MAN ANTIQUITIES. i8mo. is.

ARCHAEOLOGY. (See ANTIQUITIES.)

AECHITECTURE.
FREEMAN (Prof. E. A.). HISTORY OF THE
CATHEDRAL CHURCH OF WELLS. Cr. 8vo.

3*. 6rf.

HISTORICAL AND ARCHITECTURAL
SKETCHES, CHIEFLY ITALIAN. Illustrated

by the Author. Cr. SVQ. los. 6d.

HULL (E.). A TREATISE ON ORNAMENTAL
AND BUILDING STONES OF GREAT BRITAIN
AND FOREIGN COUNTRIES. 8vo. i2s.

MOORE (Prof. C. H.). THE DEVELOPMENT
AND CHARACTER OF GOTHIC ARCHITEC-
TURE. Illustrated. Med. 8vo. iSs.

PENROSE (F. C.). (See ANTIQUITIES.)

STEVENSON (J. J.). HOUSE ARCHITEC-
TURE. With Illustrations. 2 vols. Roy.
8vo. 18$. each. Vol. I. ARCHITECTURE ;

Vol. II. HOUSE PLANNING.

ART.

(See also Music.)

ART AT HOME SERIES. Edited by
W. J. LOFTIE, B.A. Cr. 8vo.

THE BEDROOM AND BOUDOIR. By Lady
BARKER. 25. 6d.

NEEDLEWORK. By ELIZABETH GLAISTER.
Illustrated. 2s. 6d.

Music IN THE HOUSE. By JOHN HULLAH.
4th edit. 2S. 6d.

THE LIBRARY. By ANDREW LANG, with a

Chapter on English Illustrated Books, by
AUSTIN DOBSON. 3*. 6d.

THE DINING-ROOM. By Mrs. LOFTIE.
With Illustrations. 2nd Edit. 2*. 6rf.

AMATEUR THEATRICALS. By WALTER H.
POLLOCK and LADY POLLOCK. Illustrated

by KATE GREENAWAY. 2s. 6d.

ATKINSON O- B.). AN ART TOUR TO
NORTHERN CAPITALS OF EUROPE. 8vo. 12.1.

BURN (Robert). (See ANTIQUITIES.)

CARR (J. Comyns). PAPERS ON ART. Cr.

8vo. &.6rf.

COLLIER (Hon. John). A PRIMER OF ART.
iSmo. is.

COOK (E. T.). A POPULAR HANDBOOK TO-

THE NATIONAL GALLERY. Including Notes
collected from the Works of Mr. RUSKIM.
3rd Edit. Cr. 8vo, half morocco. 14*.

Large paper Edition, 250 copies. 2 vols. 8vo.

CRANE (Lucy). LECTURES ON ART AND
THE FORMATION OF TASTE. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

DELAMOTTE(Prof. P. H.). A BEGINNER'S.
DRAWING-BOOK. Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

ELLIS (Tristram). SKETCHING FROM NA-
TURE. Illustr. by H. STACY MARKS, R.A.,
and the Author. 2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 3^. 6d.

HAMERTON (P. G.)- THOUGHTS ABOUT
ART. New Edit. Cr. 8vo. Ss. 6d.

ETCHING AND ETCHERS. 3rd Edit., re-

vised. With 48 Plates. Colombier 8vo.

HOOPER(W. H.)and PHILLIPS (W. C ).

A MANUAL OF MARKS ON POTTERY AND-
PORCELAIN. i6mo. 43. dd.

HUNT (W.). TALKS ABOUT ART. With a
Letter from Sir J. E. MILLAIS, Bart., R.A.
Cr. 8vo. 3S. 6d.

LECTURES ON ART. By REGD. STUART
POOLE, Professor W. B. RICHMOND, E. J.

POYNTER, R.A., J. T. MlCKLETHWAITE,
and WILLIAM MORRIS. Cr. 8vo. 4*. 6d

NEWTON (Sir C. T.). (See ANTIQUITIES.)

PALGRAVE (Prof. F. T.). ESSAYS ON ART.
Ext. fcp. 8vo. 6s.

PATER (W.). THE RENAISSANCE: Studies
in Art and Poetry. 4th Edit. Cr. 8vo. IQS. 6d.

PENNELL (Joseph). PEN DRAWING AND-
PEN DRAUGHTSMEN. With.ijS Illustrations.

4to. 3/. 13$. 6d. net.

PROPERT (J. Lumsden). A HISTORY OF
MINIATURE ART. Illustrated. Super roy.

4to.3/. 13^. 6d. Bound in vellum. 4/. 14^. 6d.

TURNER'S LIBER STUDIORUM : A
DESCRIPTION AND A CATALOGUE. By W. G.
RAWLINSON. Med. 8vo. 123. 6d.

TYRWHITT (Rev. R. St. John). OUR
SKETCHING CLUB, sth Edit. Cr. 8vo. 7*. 6d.

WYATT (Sir M. Digby). FINE ART: A
Sketch of its History, Theory, Practice, and

Application to Industry. 8vo. 5*.

ASTRONOMY.
AIRY (Sir G. B.). POPULAR ASTRONOMY.

Illustrated. 7th Edit. Fcp. 8vo. 4*. 6d.

GRAVITATION. An Elementary Explana-
tion of the Principal Perturbations in the

Solar System. 2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 7*. 6d.

BLAKE (J. F.). ASTRONOMICAL MYTHS.
With Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. 9*.

CHEYNE (C. H. H.). AN ELEMENTARY
TREATISE ON THE PLANETARY THEORY.
Cr. 8vo. 7*. 6d.

CLARK (L.) and SADLER (H.). THE STAR
GUIDE. Roy. 8vo. $s.

CROSSLEY (E.), GLEDHILL (J-), and
WILSON (J- M.). f

"
BLE STARS.

-A HANDBOOK OF Dou-

CORRECTIONS TO THE HANDBOOK OF
DOUBLE STARS. 8vo. if.
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FORBES (Prof. George). THE TRANSIT OF
VENUS. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 3.5. dd.

GODFRAY (Hugh). AN ELEMENTARY
TREATISE ON THE LUNAR THEORY. 2nd
Edit. Cr. 8vo. ss. dd.
A TREATISE ON ASTRONOMY, FOR THE

USE OF COLLEGES AND SCHOOLS. 8vo. 12$. dd.

LOCKYERQ. Norman, F.R.S.). A PRIMER
OF ASTRONOMY. Illustrated. i8mo. is.

ELEMENTARY LESSONS IN ASTRONOMY.
Illustr. New Edition. Fcp. 8vo. 5*. dd.

QUESTIONS ON THE SAME. By J. FORBES
ROBERTSON. Fcp. 8vo. is. fid.

THE CHEMISTRY OF THE SUN. Illus-

trated. 8vo. 14.?.

THE METEORITIC HYPOTHESIS OF THE
ORIGIN OF COSMICAL SYSTEMS. Illustrated.

3vo. et.

THE EVOLUTION OF THE HEAVENS AND
THE EARTH. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo.

STAR-GAZING PAST AND PRESENT. Ex-
panded from Notes with the assistance of
G. M. SEABROKE. Roy. Svo. 21.9.

MILLER (R. Kalley). THE ROMANCE OF
ASTRONOMY. 2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. $s. dd.

NEWCOMB (Prof. Simon). POPULAR AS-
TRONOMY. Engravings and Maps. 8vo. 18.?.

PENROSE (Francis). ON A METHOD OF
PREDICTING, BY GRAPHICAL CONSTRUCTION,
OCCULTATIONS OF STARS BY THE MoON AND
SOLAR ECLIPSES FOR ANY GIVEN PLACE.

4to. i2s.

RADCLIFFE (Charles B.). BEHIND THE
TIDES. 8vo. 4*. 6d.

ROSCOE SCHUSTER. (See CHEMISTRY.)

ATLASES.
(See also GEOGRAPHY).

BARTHOLOMEW (J. G.). ELEMENTARY
SCHOOL ATLAS. 410. is.

PHYSICAL AND POLITICAL SCHOOL ATLAS.
80 maps. 410. 8s. dd. ;

half mor. los. dd.

LIBRARY REFERENCE ATLAS OF THE
WORLD. With Index to 100,000 places.
Folio. $2s. dd. net. Also in 7 monthly parts,
Part I. March, 1891. $s. net ; Geographical
Index, 7s. dd. net.

LABBERTON (R. H.). NEW HISTORICAL
ATLAS AND GENERAL HISTORY. 410. i$s.

BIBLE. (See under THEOLOGY, p. 30.)

BIBLIOGRAPHY.
A BIBLIOGRAPHICAL CATALOGUE OF
MACMILLAN AND CO.'S PUBLICA-
TIONS, 184389. Med. 8vo. los. net.

MAYOR (Prof. John E. B.). A BIBLIOGRA-
PHICAL CLUE TO LATIN LITERATURE. Cr.

8vo. IQS. dd.

RYLAND (F.). CHRONOLOGICAL OUTLINES
OF ENGLISH LITERATURE. Cr. 8vo. 6.r.

BIOGRAPHY.
(See also HISTORY.)

For other subjects of BIOGRAPHY, see ENGLISH
MEN OF LETTERS, ENGLISH MEN OF

ACTION, TWELVE ENGLISH STATESMEN.

AGASSIZ (Louis): His LIFE AND CORRES-
PONDENCE. Edited by ELIZABETH GARY
AGASSIZ 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. i8s.

ALBEMARLE (Earl of). FIFTY YEARS OF
MY LIFE. 3rd Edit., revised. Cr.Svo. js. dd.

ALFRED THE GREAT. By THOMAS
HUGHES. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

AMIEL (Henri Frederic).-THE JOURNAL
INTIME. Translated by Mrs. HUMPHRY
WARD, 2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

ANDREWS (Dr. Thomas). (See PHYSICS.)

ARNAULD, ANGELIQUE. By FRANCES
MARTIN. Cr. 8vo. 4*. dd.

ARTEVELDE. JAMES AND PHILIP VAN
ARTEVELDE. By W. J. ASHLEY. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

BACON (Francis): AN ACCOUNT OF HIS LIFE
AND WORKS. By E. A. ABBOTT. 8vo. 14-?.

BARNES. LIFE OF WILLIAM BARNES, POET
AND PHILOLOGIST. By his Daughter, LUCY
BAXTER (" Leader Scott "). Cr.Svo. ji.dd.

BERLIOZ (Hector): AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF.
Trns. by R.&E. HOLMES. 2 vols. Cr.Svo. 2is.

BERNARD (St.). THE LIFE AND TIMES OF
ST. BERNARD, ABBOT OF CLAIRVAUX. By
J. C. MORISON, M.A. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

BLACKBURNE. LIFE OF THE RIGHT HON.
FRANCIS BLACKBURNE, late Lord Chancellor
of Ireland, by his Son, EDWARD BLACK-
BURNE. With Portrait. 8vo. 12*.

BLAKE. LIFE OF WILLIAM BLAKE. With
Selections from his Poems, etc. Illustr. from
Blake's own Works. By ALEXANDER GIL-
CHRIST. 2 vols. Med. 8vo. 42^.

BOLEYN (Anne) : A CHAPTER OF -ENGLISH

HISTORY, 1527 36. By PAUL FRIEDMANN.
2 vols. 8vo. 2&s.

BROOKE (Sir Jas.), THE RAJA OF SARA-
WAK (Life of). By GERTRUDE L. JACOB.
2 vols. 8vo. 25.5.

BURKE. By JOHN MORLEY. Globe 8vo. 5*.

CALVIN. (See SELECT BIOGRAPHY, p. 5.)

CARLYLE (Thomas). Edited by CHARLES
E. NORTON. Cr. 8vo.

REMINISCENCES. 2 vols. i2s.

EARLY LETTERS, 181426. 2 vols. iSs.

LETTERS, 182636. 2 vols. i&s.

CORRESPONDENCE BETWEEN GOETHE
AND CARLYLE. gs.

CARSTARES (Wm.): A CHARACTER AND
CAREER OF THE REVOLUTIONARY EPOCH
(16491715). By R. H. STORY. 8vo. 12*.

CAVOUR. (See SELECT BIOGRAPHY, p. 5.)

CHATTERTON : A STORY OF THE YEAR
1770. By Prof. DAVID MASSON. Cr.Svo. S.T.

A BIOGRAPHICAL STULIY. By Sir DANIEL
WILSON. Cr.Svo. 6s. da.

CLARK. MEMORIALS FROM JOURNALS AND
LFTTERS OF SAMUEL CLARK, M.A. Edited

by his Wife. Cr. 8vo. 7*- 6d.

CLOUGH (A. H.). (See LITERATURE, p. 19.)

COMBE. LIFE OF GEORGE COMBE. By
CHAISES GIBBON. 2 vol. 8v. ^.

CROMWELL. (See SELECT BIOGRAPHY, p. 5.)

DAMIEN (Father) : A JOURNEY FROM CASH-
MERE TO HIS HOME IN HAWAII, ByEDWARD
CLIFFORD. Portrait. Cr. Svo. 2s. dd.

DANTE: AND OTHER ESSAYS. By Dean
CHURCH. Globe Svo. 5*.
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DARWIN (Charles) : MEMORIAL NOTICES,
By T. H. HUXLEY, G. J. ROMANES, Sir

ARCH. GEIKIE, and W. THISELTON DYER.
With Portrait. Cr. 8vo. 2s. (>d.

DEAK (Francis) : HUNGARIAN STATESMAN.
A Memoir. 8vo. 12*. 6d.

DRUMMOND OF HAWTHORNDEN. By
Prof. D. MASSON. Cr. 8vo. los. 6d.

EADIE. LIFE OF JOHN EADIE, D.D. By
JAMES BROWN, D.D. Cr. 8vo. js. 6d.

ELLIOTT. LIFE OF H. V. ELLIOTT, OF
BRIGHTON. By J. BATEMAN. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

EMERSON. LIFE OF RALPH WALDO EMER-
SON. ByJ. L.CABOT. 2vols. Cr. 8vo. i8s.

ENGLISH MEN OF ACTION. Cr. 8vo.

Wiih Portraits, zs. 6d. each.

CI.IVE. By Colonel Sir CHARLES WILSON.
COOK (CAPTAIN). By WALTER BESANT.
DAMPIER. By W. CLARK RUSSELL.
DRAKE. By JULIAN CORBETT.
GORDON (GENERAL). By Col. SirW. BUTLER.
HASTINGS (WARREN). By Sir A. LYALL.
HAVELOCK (SiR HENRY). By A. FORBES.
HENRY V. By the Rev. A.

. By A. FORBES.
A. J. CHURCH.
Sir RICH. TEMPLLAWKI.NCK (LORD). By Sir

LIVINGSTONE. By THOMAS HUGHES.
MONK. By JULIAN CORBETT.
MONTROSE. By MowiiRAY MORRIS.
MoORE(SlRjOHN). ByCol.MAURICE.[//n-/.
NAPIER (SiR CHARLES). By Colonel Sir

WM. BUTLER.
PETERBOROUGH. By W. STEBBING.
RODNEY. By DAVID HANNAY.
SIMON DE MONTFORT. By G. W. PRO-
THERO. \_Inprep.

STRAFFORD. By H. D. TRAILL.

WARWICK, THE KING-MAKER. By C. W.
OMAN.

WELLINGTON. By GEORGE HOOPER.

ENGLISH MEN OF LETTERS. Edited

hy JOHN MORLEY. Cr. 8vo. zs. 6d. each.

Cheap Edition, is. 6d. ; sewed, is.

AUDISON. By W. J. COURTHOPE.
BACON. By Dean CHURCH.
BENTLEY. By Prof. JEBB.
BUNYAN. By J. A. FROUDE.
BURKE. By JOHN MORLEY.
BURNS. By Principal SHAIRP.
BYRON. By Prof. NICHOL.
CHAUCER. By Prof. A. W. WARD.
COLERIDGE. By H. D. TRAILL.
COWPER. By GOLDWIN SMITH.
DEFOE. By W. MINTO.
DE QUINCEY. By Prof. MASSON.
DICKENS. By A. W. WARD.
DRYDEN. By G. SAINTSBURY.
FIELDING. By AUSTIN DOBSON.
GIBBON. By J. COTTER MORISON.
GOLDSMITH. By WILLIAM BLACK.
GRAY. By EDMUND GOSSE.
HAWTHORNE. By HENRY JAMES.
HUME. By T. H. HUXLEY.
JOHNSON. By LESLIE STEPHEN.
KEATS. By SIDNEY COLVIN.
LAMB. By Rev. ALFRED AINGER.
LANDOR. By SIDNEY COLVIN.
LOCKE. By Prof. FOWLER.
MACAULAY. By J. COTTER MORISON.
MILTON. By MARK PATTISON.
POPE. By LESLIE STEPHEN.
SCOTT. By R. H. HUTTON.

ENGLISH MEN OF
SHELLEY. By J. A. SYMONDS.
SHERIDAN. By Mrs. OLIPHANT.
SIDNEY. By J. A. SYMONDS.
SOUTHEY. By Prof. DOWDEN.
SPENSER. By Dean CHURCH.
STERNE. By H. D. TRAILL.
SWIFT. By LESLIE STEPHEN.
THACKERAY. By ANTHONY TROLLOPE.
WORDSWORTH. By F. W. H. MYERS.

ENGLISH STATESMEN, TWELVE
Cr. 8vo. 2S. 6d. each.

WILLIAM THE CONQUEROR. By EDWARD
A. FREEMAN, D.C.L., LL.D.

HENRY II. By Mrs. J. R. GREEN.
EDWARD I. By F. Y. POWELL. [In prep.
HENRY VII. By JAMES GAIRDNER.
CARDINAL WOLSEY. By Bp. CREIGHTON.
ELIZABETH. By E. S. BEESLY.
OLIVER CROMWELL. By F. HARRISON.
WILLIAM III. By H. D. TRAILL.
WALPOLE. By JOHN MORLEY.
CHATHAM. By JOHN MORLEY.
PITT. By the EARL OF ROSEBERY.
PEEL. By J. R. THURSFIELD.

EPICTETUS. (See SELECT BIOGRAPHY, p. 5.)

FAIRFAX. LIFE OF ROBERT FAIRFAX OF
STEETON, Vice-Admiral, Alderman, and
Member for York, A.D. 1666-1725. By CLE-
MENTS R. MARKHAM, C.B. 8vo. i2s. 6d.

FITZGERALD (Edward). (See LITERATURE,
P. 20.)

FORBES (Edward): MEMOIR OF. By GEORGE
WILSON, M.P., and Sir ARCHIBALD GEIKIE,
F.R.S.,etc. Demy 8vo. 14^.

FRANCIS OF ASSISI. By Mrs. OLIPHANT.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

FRASER. JAMES FRASER, SECOND BISHOP
OF MANCHESTER : A Memoir. By T.
HUGHES. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

GARIBALD I . (See SELECT BIOGRAPHY, p. 5. )

GOETHE : LIFE OF. By Prof. HEINRICH
DUNTZER. Translated by T. W. LYSTER.
2 vols. Cr. 8vo. 2is.

GOETHE AND CARLYLE. (See CARLYLE.)

GORDON (General) : A SKETCH. By REGI-
NALD H. BARNES. Cr. 8vo. is.

LETTERS OF GENERAL C. G. GORDON
TO HIS SISTER, M. A. GORDON. 4th Edit.

Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d.

HANDEL : LIFE OF. By W, S. ROCKSTRO.
Cr. 8vo. lew. 6d.

HOBART. (See COLLECTED WORKS, p. 21.)

HODGSON. MEMOIR OF REV. FRANCIS
HODGSON, B.D. By his Son, Rev. JAMES T.

HODGSON, M.A. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. i&s.

JEVONS(W. Stanley). LETTERS AND JOUR-
NAL. Edited by His WIFE. 8vo. us.

KAVANAGH (Rt. Hon. A. McMurrough) : A
BIOGRAPHY. From papers chiefly unpub-
lished, compiled by his Cousin, SARAH L.

STEELE. With Portrait. 8vo. 14^. net.

KINGSLEY : His LETTERS, AND MEMORIES
OF HIS LIFE. Edited by His WIFE. 2 vols.

Cr. 8vo. 1 2s. Cheap Edition, i vol. 6s.

LAMB. THE LIFE OF CHARLES LAMB. By
Rev. ALFEED AINGER, M.A. Globe 8vo. 5*.

LOUIS (St.). (See SELECT BIOGRAPHY, p. 5.
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MACMILLAN (D.). MEMOIR OF DANIEL
MACMILLAN. By THOMAS HUGHES, Q.C.
With Portrait. Cr. 8vo. 4*. 6^. Cheap
Edition. Cr. 8vo, sewed, is.

MALTHUS AND HIS WORK. By JAMES
BONAR. Svo. 12*. bit.

MARCUS AURELIUS. (See SELECT BIO-

GRAPHY, p. 5.)

MATHEWS. THE LIFE OF CHARLES J.
MATHEWS. Edited by CHARLES DICKENS.
With Portraits. 2 vols. Svo. 25.5-.

MAURICE. LIFE OF FREDERICK DENISON
MAURICE. By his Son, FREDERICK MAURICE,
Two Portraits. 2 vols. Svo. 36^. Popular
Edit. (4th Thousand). 2 vols. Cr. Svo. i6s.

MAXWELL. PROFESSOR CLERK MAXWELL,
A LIFE OF. By Prof. L. CAMPBELL, M.A.,
and W. GARNETT, M.A. Cr. Svo. 7*. 6d.

MAZZINI. (See SELECT BIOGRAPHY, p. 5.)

MELBOURNE. MEMOIRS OF VISCOUNT
MELBOURNE. By W. M. TORRENS. With
Portrait. 2nd Edit. 2 vols. Svo. 32*.

MIALL. LIFE OF EDWARD MiALL. By his

Son, ARTHUR MIALL. Svo. los. 6d.

MILTON. THE LIFE OF JOHN MILTON.
By Prof. DAVID MASSON. Vol. I., 2is. ;

Vol. III., i8j. ; Vols. IV. and V., 32*. ; Vol.

VI., with Portrait, zis. (See also CLASSICAL
WRITERS, p. 13.)

NAPOLEON I., HISTORY OF. By P.

LANFREY. 4 vols. Cr. Svo. 301.

NELSON. SOUTHEY'S LIFE OF NELSON.
With Introduction and Notes by MICHAEL
MACMILLAN, B.A. Globe Svo. 3s. 6d.

NORTH (M.). RECOLLECTIONS OF A HAPPY
LIFE. Being the Autobiography ofMARIANNE
NORTH. Edited by Mrs. J. A. SYMONDS.

OXFORD MOVEMENT, THE, 183345.
By Dean CHURCH. Svo. i2s. 6d. net.

PATTESON. LIFE AND LETTERS OF JOHN
COLERIDGE PATTESON, D.D., MISSIONARY
BISHOP. ByC. M.YONGE. 2 vols. Cr.Svo.
i2s. (See also BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG.)

PATTISON(M.). MEMOIRS. Cr.Svo. 8s.6<t.

PITT. (See SELECT BIOGRAPHY, p. 5.)

POLLOCK (Sir Frdk. ,
2nd Bart.). PERSONAL

REMEMBRANCES. 2 vols. Cr. Svo. i6s.

POOLE, THOS., AND HIS FRIENDS.
By Mrs. SANDFORD. 2 vols. Cr. Svo. 15*.

PYM. (See SELECT BIOGRAPHY, p. 5.)

ROBINSON (Matthew) : AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF.

Edited by J. E. B. MAYOR. Fcp. Svo. 5*.

ROSSETTI (Dante Gabriel) : A RECORD AND
A STUDY. By W. SHARP. Cr. Svo. los. 6d.

RUMFORD. (See COLLECTED WORKS, p. 22.)

SCHILLER, LIFE OF. By Prof. HEINRICH
DUNTZER. Translated by PERCY E. PIN-

KERTON. Cr. Svo. ios. 6d.

SENECA. (See SELECT BIOGRAPHY, p. 5.)

SHELBURNE. LIFE OF WILLIAM, EARL
OF SHELBURNE. By Lord EDMOXD FITZ-

MAURICE. In 3 vols. Vl. I. Svo. 12*.

Vol. II. Svo. i2s. Vol. III. 8vo. ids.

SIBSON. (See MEDICINE.)

SMETHAM (las.).: THE CORRESPONDENCE
OF. By W. DAVIES and SARAH SMETHAM.

SPINOZA: A STUDY OF. By JAMES MAR-
TINEAU. LL.D. 2nd Edit. Cr: Svo. 6s.

TAIT. THE LIFE OF ARCHIBALD CAMPUELI.
TAIT, ARCHBISHOP OF CANTERBURY. By
the BISHOP OF ROCHESTER and Rev. W.
BENHAM, B.D. 2 vols. Svo. 30$. net.

CATHARINE AND CRAWFURD TAIT,
WIFE AND SON OF ARCHIBALD CAMPBELL,
ARCHBISHOP OF CANTERBURY: A Memoir.
Ed. by Rev. W. BENHAM, B.D. Cr.Svo. 6s.

Popular Edit., abridged. Cr.Svo. 2*. 6rf.

THRING (Edward): A MEMORY OF. By
J. H. SKRINE. Cr. Svo. 6s.

VICTOR EMMANUEL II., FIRST KING
OF ITALY. By G. S. GODKIN. Cr.Svo. 6s.

WARD. WILLIAM GEORGE WARD AND THE
OXFORD MOVEMENT. By his Son, WILFRID
WARD. With Portrait. Svo. 14*.

WATSON. A RECORD OF ELLEN WATSON.
By ANNA BUCKLAND. Cr. Svo. 6*.

WHEWELL. DR. WILLIAM WHEWELL, late

Master of Trinity College, Cambridge. An
Account of his Writings, with Selections from
his Literary and Scientific Correspondence
By I. TODHUNTER, M.A. 2 vols. Svo. 25*

WILLIAMS (Montagu). LEAVES OF A LIFE.
Cr. Svo. 3S.6d. ; sewed., is.6d.

LATER LEAVES. Being further Reminis-

cences. With Portrait. Cr. Svo. 3*. 6d.

WILSON. MEMOIR OF PROF. GEORGE WIL-

SON, M.D. By His SISTER. With Portrait.

2nd Edit. Cr. Svo. 6s.

WORDSWORTH. DOVE COTTAGE, WORDS-
WORTH'S HOME, 1800 8. Gl. Svo; swd. is.

Select Biography.
FARRAR (Archdeacon). SEKKERS AFTER
GOD. THE LIVES OF SENHCA, EPICTETUS,
AND MARCUS AURELIUS. Cr. Svo. 6s.

FAWCETT (Mrs. H.). SOME EMINENT
WOMEN OF OUR TIMES. Cr. Svo 2.1. 6d.

GUIZOT. GREAT CHRISTIANS OF FRANCE :

ST. Louis AND CALVIN. Cr. Svo. 6s.

HARRISON (Frederic). THE NEW CALEN-
DAR OF GREAT MEN. Ext. cr. Svo.

MARRIOTT (J. A. R.). THE MAKERS OF
MODERN ITALY: MAZZINI, CAVOUR, GARI-
BALDI. Cr. 8vo. is. 6d.

MARTINEAU (Harriet). BIOGRAPHICAL

SKETCHES, 1852 75. Cr. Svo. 6s.

SMITH(Goldwin). THREEENGLISH STATES-
MEN : CROMWELL, PYM, PITT. Cr. Svo. 5*.

WINKWORTH (Catharine). CHRISTIAN
SINGERS OF GERMANY. Cr. Svo. 4*. 6d.

YONGE (Charlotte M.). THE PUPILS OF ST.

JOHN. Illustrated. Cr. Svo. 6s.

PIONEERS AND FOUNDERS ; or, Recent

Workers in the Mission Field. Cr. Svo. 6s.

A BOOK OF WORTHIES, GATHERED FROM
THE OLD HISTORIES AND WRITTEN ANEW.
iSmo. 4*- 6rf.

A BOOK OF GOLDEN DEEDS. i8mo. 4s.6tf.

Abridged Edition. i8mo. is. Gfot*

Readings Edition. Globe Svo. 2*.

BIOLOGY.
(See also BOTANY ; NATURAL HISTORY ;

PHYSIOLOGY; ZOOLOGY.)
BALFOUR (F. M.). ELASMOBRANCH

FISHES. With Plates. Svo. 21*.

COMPARATIVE EMBRYOLOGY. Illustrated.

2 vols. Svo. Vol. I. i8f. Vol. II. 2U.



BIOLOGY BOTANY.

BIOLOGY continued.

BALL (W. P.). ARE THE EFFECTS OF USE
AND DISUSE INHERITED? Cr. 8vo. 3^.6^.

BASTIAN (H. Charlton). THE BEGINNINGS
OF LIFE. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. 28^.

EVOLUTION AND THE ORIGIN OF LIFE.
Cr. 8vo. 6f . 6d.

BATESON (W.). MATERIALS FOR THE
STUDY OF VARIATION IN ANIMALS. Part I.

DISCONTINUOUS VARIATION. Illustr. 8vo.

BIRKS (T. R.). MODERN PHYSICAL FA-
TALISM. AND THE DOCTRINE OF EVOLUTION.
Including an Examination of Mr. Herbert

Spencer's
" First Principles." Cr. 8vo. 6s.

EIMER (G. H. T.). ORGANIC EVOLUTION
AS THE RESULT OF THE INHERITANCE OF
ACQUIRED CHARACTERS ACCORDING TO THE
LAWS OF ORGANIC GROWTH. Translated by
J. T. CUNNINGHAM, M.A. 8vo. izs. 6d.

FISKE (John).- OUTLINES OF COSMIC PHILO-
SOPHY, BASED ON THE DOCTRINE OF EvO-
LUTION. 2 vols. 8VO. 25.?.

MAN'S DESTINY VIEWED IN THE LIGHT
OF HIS ORIGIN. Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

FOSTER (Prof. Michael) and BALFOUR
(F. M.). THE ELEMENTS OF EMBRYOLOGY.
Edited by ADAM SEDGWICK, M.A., and
WALTER HEAPE. Illustrated. 3rd Edit.,
revised and enlarged. Cr. 8vo. IDS. 6d.

HUXLEY (T. H.) and MARTIN (H. N.).

(See under ZOOLOGY, p. 40.)

KLEIN (Dr. E.). MICRO-ORGANISMS AND
DISEASE. An Introduction into the Study
of Specific Micro-Organisms. With 121 En-
gravings. 3rd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6*.

LANKESTER (Prof. E. Ray). COMPARA-
TIVE LONGEVITY IN MAN AND THE LOWER
ANIMALS. Cr. 8vo. 4$. 6d.

LUBBOCK (Sir John, Bart.). SCIENTIFIC
LECTURES. Illustrated. 2nd Edit. 8vo. 8s. 6d.

PARKER (T. JefFery). LESSONS IN ELE-
MENTARY BIOLOGY. Illustr. Cr. 8vo. los.dd.

ROMANES (G. J.). SCIENTIFIC EVIDENCES
OF ORGANIC EVOLUTION. Cr. 8vo. zs. dd.

WALLACE (Alfred R.). DARWINISM : An
Exposition of the Theory of Natural Selec-

tion, with some of its Applications. Illus-

trated. 3rd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 9*.
"

CONTRIBUTIONS TO THE THEORY OF
- NATURAL SELECTION, AND TROPICAL NA-
TURE : and other Essays. New Ed. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE GEOGRAPHICAL DISTRIBUTION OF
ANIMALS. Illustrated. 2 vols, 8vo. 42.?.

ISLAND LIFE. Illustr. Ext. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

BIRDS. (Set ZOOLOGY; ORNITHOLOGY.)

BOOK-KEEPING.
THORNTON (J.). FIRST LESSONS IN BOOK-
KEEPING. New Edition. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d.

KEY. Oblong 410. los. 6d.

PRIMER OF BOOK-KEEPING. i8mo. is.

KEY. Demy 8vo. 2s. 6d.

EXERCISES IN BOOK-KEEPING. i8mo.

BOTANY.
See also AGRICULTURE; GARDENING.)

ALLEN (Grant). ON THE COLOURS OF
FLOWERS. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6ti.

BALFOUR (Prof. J. B.) and WARD (Prof.
H. M.). A GENERAL TEXT-BOOK OF
BOTANY. 8vc. [In preparation.

BETTANY (G. T.). FIRST LESSONS IN PRAC-
TICAL BOTANY. i8mo. is.

BOWER (Prof. F. O.). A COURSE OF PRAC-
TICAL INSTRUCTION IN BOTANY. Cr. 8vo.
icw.6(/. Abridged Edition. [In preparation.

CHURCH (Prof. A. H.) and SCOTT (D. H.).
MANUAL OF VEGETABLE PHYSIOLOGY.

Illustrated. Crown 8vo. [In preparation.

GOODALE (Prof. G. L.). PHYSIOLOGICAL
BOTANY. i. OUTLINES OF THE HISTOLOGY
OF PH^JNOGAMOUS PLANTS ; 2. VEGETABLE
PHYSIOLOGY. 8vo. ios. 6d.

GRAY (Prof. Asa). STRUCTURAL BOTANY ;

or, Organography on the Basis of Mor-
phology. 8vo. los. dd.- THE SCIENTIFIC PAPERS OF ASA GRAY.
Selected by C. S. SARGENT. 2 vols. 8vo. 2is.

HANBURY (Daniel). SCIENCE PAPERS,
CHIEFLY PHARMACOLOGICAL AND BOTANI-
CAL. Med. 8vo. I4-J.

HARTIG (Dr. Robert). TEXT-BOOK OF THE
DISEASES OF TREES. Transl. by Prof. WM.
SOMERVILLE, B.Sc. With Introduction by
Prof. H. MARSHALL WARD. 8vo.

HOOKER (Sir Joseph D.). THE STUDENT'S
FLORA OF THE BRITISH ISLANDS. 3rd
Edit. Globe 8vo. los. 6d.- A PRIMER OF BOTANY. i8mo. is.

LASLETT (Thomas). TIMBER AND TIMBER
TREES, NATIVE AND FOREIGN. Cr. 8vo.
8s. 6d.

LUBBOCK (Sir John, Bart.). ON BRITISH
WILD FLOWERS CONSIDERED IN RELATION
TO INSECTS. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 4*. 6d.- FLOWERS, FRUITS, AND LEAVES. With
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. 4*. 6d.

MULLER THOMPSON. THE FERTILI-
SATION OF FLOWERS. By Prof. H. MULLER.
Transl. by D'ARCY W. THOMPSON. Preface

by CHARLES DARWIN, F.R.S. 8vo. 21.5.

OLIVER (Prof. Daniel). LESSONS IN ELE-
MENTARY BOTANY. Illustr. Fcp. 8vo. ^s.6d.- FIRST BOOK OF INDIAN BOTANY. Illus-

trated. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 6s. ftd,

ORCHIDS : BEING THE REPORT ON THE
ORCHID CONFERENCE HELD AT SOUTH KEN-
SINGTON, 1885. 8vo. 2S. 6d. net.

PETTIGREW (]. Bell). THE PHYSIOLOGY
OF THE CIRCULATION IN PLANTS, IN THE
LOWER ANIMALS, AND IN MAN. 8vo. 12.1.

SMITH (J.). ECONOMIC PLANTS, DICTION-
ARY OF POPULAR NAMES OF ; THEIR HIS-

TORY, PRODUCTS, AND USES. 8vo. 14*.

SMITH (W. G.). DISEASES OF FIELD AND
GARDEN CROPS, CHIEFLY SUCH AS ARE
CAUSED BY FUNGI. Illust. Fcp. 8vo. 4^. 6d.

STEWART (S. A.) and CORRY (T. H.).
A FLORA OF THE NORTH-EAST OF IRELAND.
Cr. 8vo. 5s. 6d.

WARD (Prof. H. M.). TIMBER AND SOME OF
ITS DISEASES. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

YONGE(C. M.). THE HERB OF
New Edition, revised. Cr. 8vo.



CHEMISTRY DICTIONARIES.

BREWING AND WINE.
PASTEUR- FAULKNER. STUDIES ON
FERMENTATION : THE DISEASES OF BEER,
THEIR CAUSES, AND THE MEANS OF PRE-
VENTING THEM. By L. PASTEUR. Trans-
lated by FRANK FAULKNER. Svo. 2is.

THUDICHUM (J. L. W.) and (DUPRE (A.).
TREATISE ON THE ORIGIN, NATURE, AND

VARIETIES OF WINE. Med. Svo. 25.?.

CHEMISTRY.
(See also METALLURGY.)

BRODIE(Sir Benjamin). IDEAL CHEMISTRY.
Cr. Svo. 2s.

COHEN (J. B.).-THE OWENS COLLEGE
COURSE OF PRACTICAL ORGANIC CHEMIS-
TRY. Fcp. Svo. 2s. 6d.

COOKE (Prof. J. P., jun.). ELEMENTS OF
CHEMICAL PHYSICS. 4th Edit. Svo. 2is.

PRINCIPLES OF CHEMICAL PHILOSOPHY.
New Edition. Svo. i6s.

FLEISCHER (Emil). A SYSTEM OF VOLU-
METRIC ANALYSIS. Transl. with Additions,
by M. M. P. MUIR, F.R.S.E. Cr.Svo. 7s.6d.

FRANKLAND (Prof. P. F.). (See AGRI-
CULTURE.)

GLADSTONE (J. H.) and TRIBE (A.).
THE CHEMISTRY OF THE SECONDARY BAT-
TERIES OF PLANTEAND FAURE. Cr.Svo. 25. 6d.

HARTLEY (Prof. W. N.). A COURSE OF
QUANTITATIVE ANALYSIS FOR STUDENTS.
Globe Svo. 5*.

HEMPEL (Dr. W.). METHODS OF GAS
ANALYSIS. Translated by L. M. DENNIS.
Cr. Svo. [In ttu Press.

HOFMANN (Prof. A. W.). THE LIFE WORK
OF LIEBIG IN EXPERIMENTAL AND PHILO-
SOPHIC CHEMISTRY. Svo. 5^.

JONES (Francis). THE OWENS COLLEGE
JUNIOR COURSE OF PRACTICAL CHEMISTRY.
Illustrated. Fcp. Svo. 2s. 6d.

QUESTIONS ON CHEMISTRY. Fcp.Svo. js.

LANDAUER (J.). BLOWPIPE ANALYSIS.
Translated by J. TAYLOR and W. E. KAY.

LOCKYKR (J. Norman, F.R.S.). THE
CHEMISTRY OF THE SUN. Illustr. Svo. 14*.

LUPTON (S.). CHEMICAL ARITHMETIC.
With 1200 Problems. Fcp. Svo. 4*. 6d.

MANSFIELD (C. B.). A THEORY OF SALTS.
Cr. Svo. 14*.

MELDOLA (Prof. R.). THE CHEMISTRY OF
PHOTOGRAPHY. Illustrated. Cr. Svo. 6s.

MEYER (E. von). HISTORY OF CHEMISTRY
FROM THE EARLIEST TIMES TO THE PRE-
SENT DAY. Translated by G. McGowAN,
Ph.D. Svo. 14.9. net.

MIXTER (Prof. W. G.). AN ELEMENTARY
TEXT-BOOK OF CHEMISTRY. Cr. Svo. 7.5. 6d.

MUIR (M. M. P.). PRACTICAL CHEMISTRY
FOR MEDICAL STUDENTs(FirstM.B. Course).

Fcp. Svo. is. 6d.

MUIR (M. M. P.) and WILSON (D. M.).
ELEMENTS OF THERMALCHEMISTRY. i2s.6d.

OSTWALD (Prof.). OUTLINES OF GENERAL
CHEMISTRY. Trans. Dr. J. WALKER, ior.net.

RAMSAY (Prof. William). EXPERIMENTAL
PROOFS OF CHEMICAL THEORY FOR BEGIN-
NERS iSmo. 2s. 6d.

REMSEN (Prof. Ira). THE ELEMENTS o
CHEMISTRY. Fcp. Svo, 2.1. 6ef.

AN INTRODUCTION TO THE STUDY OP
CHEMISTRY (INORGANIC CHEMISTRY). Cr
8vo. 6s. 6d.
A TEXT-BOOK OF INORGANIC CHEMIS-

TRY. Svo. i6s.

COMPOUNDS OF CARBON ; or. n Intro-
duction to the Study of Organic Chemistry
Cr.Svo. 6s. 6d.

ROSCOE (Sir Henry E., F.R.S.).-A PRIMER
OF CHEMISTRY. Illustrated. iSmo. is.

LESSONS IN ELEMENTARY CHEMISTRY,
INORGANIC AND ORGANIC. Fcp.Svo. 43. 6d.

ROSCOE (Sir H.E.) and SCHORLEMMER
(Prof. C.). A COMPLETE TREATISE ON IN-
ORGANIC AND ORGANIC CHEMISTRY. Illustr.

Svo. Vols. I. and II. INORGANIC CHEMIS-
TRY : Vol. I. THE NON-METALLIC ELE-
MENTS, 2nd Edit., 21.5. Vol. II. Parts 1.

and II. METALS, i&s. each. Vol. III. OR-
GANIC CHEMISTRY : THE CHEMISTRY OF THE
HYDRO-CARBONS AND THEIR DERIVATIVES.
Parts I. II. and IV. us. ; Parts III. and V.
i8j. each. Part VI.

ROSCOE (Sir H. E.) and SCHUSTER (A.).
SPECTRUM ANALYSIS. By Sir HENRY E.

ROSCOE. 4th Edit., revised by the Author
and A. SCHUSTER, F.R.S. With Coloured
Plates. Svo. 2is.

THORPE (Prof. T. E.) and TATE (W.).
A SERIES OF CHEMICAL PROBLEMS. With
KEY. Fcp. Svo. 2s.

THORPE (Prof. T. E.) and RUCKER (Prof.
A. W.). A TREATISE ox CHEMICAL PHY-
SICS. Illustrated. Svo. [In preparation.

WURTZ (Ad.). A HISTORY OF CHEMICAL
THEORY. Transl. by H. WATTS. Cr. Svo. 6s.

CHRISTIAN CHURCH, History of the.

(See under THEOLOGY, p. 31.)

CHURCH OF ENGLAND, The.

(See under THEOLOGY, p. 32.)

COLLECTED WORKS.
(See under LITERATURE, p. 19.)

COMPARATIVE ANATOMY.
(See under ZOOLOGY, p. 39.)

COOKERY.
(See under DOMESTIC ECONOMY, p. 8.)

DEVOTIONAL BOOKS.
(SVfwwfcr THEOLOGY, p. 3:.)

DICTIONARIES AND GLOSSARIES.
AUTENRIETH (Dr. G.). AN HOMERIC
DICTIONARY. Translated from the German,
by R. P. KEEP, Ph.D. Cr. Svo. 6s.

BARTLETT (J.). FAMILIAR QUOTATIONS.
A SHAKESPEARE GLOSSARY. 12*. 6d.

GROVE (Sir George). A DICTIONARY OF
Music AND MUSICIANS. (See Music.)

HOLE (Rev. C.). A BRIEF BIOGRAPHICAL
DICTIONARY. 2nd Edit. iSmo. +r- 6<

MASSON (Gustave). A COMPENDIOUS DIC-
TIONARY OF THE FRENCH LANGUAGE.
Cr. Svo. y. 6d.

PALGRAVE (R. H. I.). A DICTIONARY or
POLITICAL ECONOMY. (See POLITICAL

ECONOMY.)



DOMESTIC ECONOMY ENGINEERING.

DICTIONARIES continued.

WHITNEY (Prof. W. D.).-A COMPENDIOUS
GERMAN AND ENGLISH DICTIONARY. Cr.
8vo. 5*. German-English Part separately.
3J. bd.

WRIGHT (W. Aldis). THE BIBLE WORD-
BOOK. 2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. -js. 6d.

VONGE (Charlotte M.). HISTORY OF CHRIS-
TIAN NAMES. Cr. 8vo. 7.?. 6d.

DOMESTIC ECONOMY.
Cookery Nursing Needlework.

Cookery.
BARKER (Lady). FIRST LESSONS IN THE
PRINCIPLES OF COOKING. 3rd Ed. i8mo. ij,

FREDERICK (Mrs.). HINTS TO HOUSE-
WIVES ON SEVERAL POINTS, PARTICULARLY
ON THE PREPARATION OF ECONOMICAL AND
TASTEFUL DISHES. Cr. 8vo. is.

MIDDLE-CLASS COOKERY BOOK, THE.
Compiled for the Manchester School of
Cookery. Fcp. 8vo. is. 6d.

TEGETMEIER (W. B.). HOUSEHOLD MAN-
AGEMENT AND COOKERY. i8mo. is.

WRIGHT (Miss Guthrie). THE SCHOOL
COOKERY-BOOK. i8mo. is.

Nursing.
CRAVEN (Mrs. Dacre).-A GUIDE TO DIS-
TRICT NURSES. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d.

FOTHERGILL(Dr. ]. M.). FOOD FOR THE
INVALID, THE CONVALESCENT, THE DYSPEP-
TIC, AND THE GOUTY. Cr. 8vo. y. 6d.

JEX-BLAKE (Dr. Sophia). THE CARE OF
INFANTS : A Manual for Mothers and
Nurses. i8mo. is.

RATHBONE (Wm.). THE HISTORY AND
PROGRESS OF DISTRICT NURSING, FROM ITS
COMMENCEMENT IN THE YEAR 1859 To THE
PRESENT DATE. Cr. 8vo. zs. 6d.

RECOLLECTIONS OF A NURSE. By
E. D. Cr. 8vo. as.

STEPHEN (Caroline E.). THE SERVICE OF
THE POOR. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 6d.

Needlework.
GLAISTER (Elizabeth). NEEDLEWORK. Cr.

8vo. as. 6d.

GRAND'HOMME. CUTTING OUT AND
DRESSMAKING. From the French of Mdlle.
E. GRAND'HOMME. i8mo. is.

DRAMA, The.

(See under LITERATURE, p. 14.)

ELECTRICITY.
(See under PHYSICS, p. 26.)

EDUCATION.
ARNOLD (Matthew). HIGHER SCHOOLS AND
UNIVERSITIES IN GERMANY. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

REPORTS ON ELEMENTARY SCHOOLS,
1852-82. Ed. by Lord SANDFORD. 8vo. y.6d.

BLAKISTON(J.R.). THE TEACHER: HINTS
ON SCHOOL MANAGEMENT. Cr. 8vo. as. 6d.

CALDERWOOD (Prof. H.). ON TEACH-
ING. 4th Edit. Ext. fcp. 8vo. as. 6d.

COMBE (George). EDUCATION : ITS PRIN-
CIPLES AND PRACTICE AS DEVELOPED BY
GEORGE COMBE. Ed. by W. JOLLY. 8vo. i^s.

CRAIK (Henry). THE STATE IN ITS RELA-
TION TO EDUCATION. Cr. 8vo. 3*. dd.

FEARON (D. R.). SCHOOL INSPECTION
6th Edit. Cr. 8vo. as. (,d.

FITCH (J. G.). NOTES ON AMERICAN
SCHOOLS AND TRAINING COLLEGES. Re-

printed by permission. Globe 8vo. as. 6d.

GLADSTONE (J. H.). SPELLING REFORM
FROM AN EDUCATIONAL POINT OF VIEW.
3rd Edit. Cr. Svo. is. 6d.

HERTEL (Dr.). OVERPRESSURE IN HIGH
SCHOOLS IN DENMARK. With Introduction

bySir J. CRICHTON-BROWNE. Cr. Svo. 35. (>d.

KINGSLEY (Charles). HEALTH AND EDU-
CATION. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

LUBBOCK (Sir John, Bart.). POLITICAL AND
EDUCATIONAL ADDRESSES. Svo. 8.1. 6d.

MAURICE (F. D.). LEARNING AND WORK-
ING. Cr. Svo. 4S. 6d.

THRING (Rev. Edward). EDUCATION AND
SCHOOL, and Edit. Cr. Svo. 6s.

TODHUNTER (Isaac). THE CONFLICT OP
STUDIES. Svo. ios. 6d.

ENGINEERING.
ALEXANDER (T.) and THOMSON (A.W.)

ELEMENTARY APPLIED MECHANICS. Part
II. TRANSVERSE STRESS. Cr. Svo. ios. 6d.

CHALMERS (J. B.). GRAPHICAL DETER-
MINATION OF FORCES IN ENGINEERING
STRUCTURES. Illustrated. Svo. 24^.

COTTERILL (Prof. J. H.). APPLIED ME-
CHANICS : An Elementary General Introduc-
tion to the Theory of Structures and Ma-
chines, and Edit. Svo. i&s.

COTTERILL (Prof. J. H.) and SLADE
(J. H.). LESSONS IN APPLIED MECHANICS.
Fcp. Svo. sj. 6d.

KENNEDY (Prof. A. B. W.). THE ME-
CHANICS OF MACHINERY. Cr. 8vo. las. (xt.

PEABODY(Prof. C. H.). THERMODYNAMICS
OF THE STEAM ENGINE AND OTHER HEAT-
ENGINES. Svo. ais.

SHANN (G.).-AN ELEMENTARY TREATISE
ON HEAT IN RELATION TO STEAM AND THE
STEAM-ENGINE. Illustrated. Cr. Svo. 4$.6d.

WHITHAM (Prof. J. M.). STEAM-ENGINE
DESIGN. For the use of Mechanical En-
gineers, Students, and Draughtsmen. Illus-

trated. Svo. 25s.

WOODWARD (C. M.).-A HISTORY OF THE
ST. Louis BRIDGE. 410. al. as. net.

YOUNG (E. W.). SIMPLE PRACTICAL ME-
THODS OF CALCULATING STRAINS ON GIR-
DERS, ARCHES, AND TRUSSES. Svo. ^s. 6d.

ENGLISH CITIZEN SERIES.
(See POLITICS.)

ENGLISH MEN OF ACTION.
(See BIOGRAPHY.)

ENGLISH MEN OF LETTERS.
(See BIOGRAPHY.)

ENGLISH STATESMEN, Twelve.
(See BIOGRAPHY.)

ENGRAVING. (See ART.)

(See under LITERATURE, p. 19.)

ETCHING. (.See ART.)

ETHICS.
(See under PHILOSOPHY, p. 25.)



GARDENING HISTORY.

FATHERS, The.

(Sef under THEOLOGY, p. 32.)

FICTION, Prose.

(See under LITERATURE, p. 17.)

GARDENING.
(Sec also AGRICULTURE

; BOTANY.)
BLOMFIELD (Reginald). THE FORMAL
GARDEN. Illustrated.

BRIGHT (H. A.). THE ENGLISH FLOWER
GARDEN. Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d.- A YEAR IN A LANCASHIRE GARDEN. Cr.
8vo. y. 6d.

HOBDAY (E.). VILLA GARDENING. A
Handbook for Amateur and Practical Gar-
deners. Ext. cr. 8vo. 6.T.

HOPE (Frances J.). NOTES AND THOUGHTS
ON GARDENS AND WOODLANDS. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

GEOGRAPHY.
(See also ATLASES.)

BLANFORD (H. F.). ELEMENTARY GEO-
GRAPHY OF INDIA, BURMA, AND CEYLON.
Globe 8vo. -is. 6d.

CLARKE (C. B.). A GEOGRAPHICAL READER
AND COMPANION TO THE ATLAS. Cr.Svo. zs.

--- A CLASS-BOOK OF GEOGRAPHY. With 18

Coloured Maps. Fcp. 8vo. 3$. ; swd., 2S. 6d.

DAWSON (G. M.) and SUTHERLAND (A.).
GEOGRAPHY OF THE BRITISH COLONIES.

ELDERTON (W. A.). MAPS AND MAP
DRAWING. Pott 8vo. is.

GEIKIE (Sir Archibald). THE TEACHING OF
GEOGRAPHY. A Practical Handbook for the
use of Teachers. Globe 8vo. zs.- GEOGRAPHY OF THE BRITISH ISLES.

GREEN (J. R. and A. S.). A SHORT GEOGRA-
PHYOFTHEBRITISHlSLANDS. Fcp.SvO. y.6d.

GROVE (Sir George).-A PRIMER OF GEO-
GRAPHY. Maps. iSrao. u.

KIEPERT (H.). MANUAL OF ANCIENT
GEOGRAPHY. Cr. 8vo. 5.?.

MILL (H. R.). ELEMENTARY CLASS-BOOK
OF GENERAL GEOGRAPHY. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d.

SIME (James). GEOGRAPHY OF EUROPE.
With Illustrations. Globe 8vo. 3*.

STRACHEY(Lieut.-Gen.R.).-LECTURESON
GEOGRAPHY. Cr. 8vo. 4*. 6d.

TOZER (H. F.). A PRIMER OF CLASSICAL
GEOGRAPHY. i8mo. is.

GEOLOGY AND MINERALOGY.
BLANFORD (W. T.). GEOLOGY AND
ZOOLOGY OF ABYSSINIA. 8vo. 2is.

COAL: ITS HISTORY AND ITS USES. By
Profs. GREEN, MIAI.L, THORPE, RUCKER,
and MARSHALL. 8vo. i2s.6d.

DAWSON (Sir J. W.). THE GEOLOGY OF
NOVA SCOTIA, NEW BRUNSWICK, AND
PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND

; or, Acadian Geo-

logy. 4th Edit. 8vo. 21.?.

GEIKIE (Sir Archibald). A PRIMER OF GEO-
LOGY. Illustrated. i8mo. is.

' - CLASS-BOOK OF GHOI.OGY. Illustrated.

Cr. 8vo. 4S. 6d.

OUTLINES OF FIELD GEOLOGY. With
numerous Illustrations. GI. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

GEIKIE (Sir A.). GEOLOGICAL SKETCHES
AT HOME AND ABROAD. With Illustrations.

8vo. los. 6d.

TEXT-BOOK OF GEOLOGY. Illustrated.

2nd Edit. ?th Thousand. Med. 8vo. 2&T-
THE SCENERY OF SCOTLAND. Viewed in

connection with its Physical Geology. 2nd
Edit. Cr. 8vo. i2S. 6d.

HULL (E.). A TREATISE ON ORNAMENTAL
AND BUILDING STONES OF GREAT BRITAIN-
AND FOREIGN COUNTRIES. 8vo. i2s.

PENNINGTON (Rooke). NOTES ON THE
BARROWS AND BONE CAVES OF DERBYSHIRE.
8vo. 6s.

RENDU WILLS. THE THEORY OF THE
GLACIERS OF SAVOY. By M. LE CHANOINE
RENDU. Trans, by A.Wn.i.s,Q.C. 8vo. ?s.6d*

ROSENBUSCH IDDINGS. MICROSCOPI-
CAL PHYSIOGRAPHY OF THE ROCK-MAKING
MINERALS. By Prof. H. ROSENBUSCH..
Transl. by J. P. IDDINGS. Illustr. 8vo. 24^..

WILLIAMS (G. H.). ELEMENTS OF CRY-
STALLOGRAPHY. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

GLOSSARIES. (See DICTIONARIES.)

GRAMMAR. (See PHU.OLOGY.)

HEALTH. (See HYG.ENE.)

HEAT. (See under PHYSICS, p. 27.)

HISTOLOGY. (See PHYSIOLOGY.)

HISTORY.
(See also BIOGRAPHY.)

ARNOLD (T.). THE SECOND PUNIC WAR.
By THOMAS ARNOLD, D.D. Ed. by W. T.
ARNOLD, M.A. With 8 Maps. Cr. 8vo. 5s,

ARNOLD (W. T.). A HISTORY OF THE
EARLY ROMAN EMPIRE. Cr.Svo. {In prep.

BEESLY (Mrs.). STORIES FROM THE HIS-
TORY OF ROME. Fcp. 8vo. 2s. 6d.

BLACKIE (Prof. John Stuart). WHAT DOES-
HISTORY TEACH? Globe 8vo. 2S. 6d.

BRYCE (James, M.P.). THE HOLY ROMAN
EMPIRE. 8th Edit. Cr. 8vo. js.6d.
Library Edition. 8vo. i^s.

BUCKLEY (Arabella). HISTORY OF ENG-
LAND FOR BEGINNERS. Globe 8vo. 3*.

BURKE (Edmund). (See POLITICS.)

BURY (J. B.). A HISTORY OF THE LATER
ROMAN EMPIRE FROM ARCADIUS TO IRENE,.
A. D. 390 800. 2 vols. 8vo. 321-.

CASSEL (Dr. D.). MANUAL OF JEWISH
HISTORY AND LITERATURE. Translated by-
Mrs. HENRY LUCAS. Fcp. 8vo. 2*. 6d.

COX (G. V.). RECOLLECTIONS OF OXFORD.
2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

ENGLISH STATESMEN, TWELVE.
(Set.- BIOGRAPHY.)

FISKE (John). THE CRITICAL PERIOD IN

AMERICAN HISTORY, 178389. Ext. cr.

8vo. los. 6d.

THE BKC,I.\M.S>,> OF Xi u ENGLAND;
or, The Puritan I, illations to

Civil and Religious Liberty. Cr.Svo. 7s.6<t.

THE AMERICAN KKVOI.L'TION. 2 vols.

Cr. 8vo. i&s.

FRAMJI (Dosabhr.i). HISTORY OF THE
I'ARsis, INCI.l.l)I.Ni; THK1K MANN1

s, Ri
With Illuslrali IDS.

51 IT! 1'oSlTION.
Med.Sso. 36s.



HISTORY.

FREEMAN (Prof. E. A.). HISTORY OF THE
CATHEDRAL CHURCH OF WELLS. Cr. 8vo.

3*. 6d.

OLD ENGLISH HISTORY. With 3 Coloured
Maps, gth Edit., revised. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 6s.

HISTORICAL ESSAYS. First Series. 4th
Edit. 8vo. IQS. 6d.

Second Series. 3rd Edit., with
Additional Essays. 8vo. los. 6d.

Third Series. 8vo. 12.?.

THE GROWTH OF THE ENGLISH CONSTI-
TUTION FROM THE EARLIEST TIMES, sth
Edit. Cr. 8vo. 5$.

COMPARATIVE POLITICS. Lectures at the

Royal Institution. To which is added " The
Unity of History." 8vo. 14^.

HlSTORICA-L AND ARCHITECTURAL
SKETCHES, CHIEFLY ITALIAN. Illustrated

by the Author. Cr. 8vo. -LOS. 6d.
- SUBJECT AND NEIGHBOUR LANDS OF

. VENICE. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. i&s. 6d.
ENGLISH TOWNS AND DISTRICTS. A

Series of Addresses and Essays. 8vo. 14?.
THE OFFICE OF THE HISTORICAL PRO-

FESSOR. Cr. 8vo. 2s.

DISESTABLISHMENT AND DISENDOW-
MENT

; WHAT ARE THEY? Cr. 8vo. 2S.

TAIN : GEORGE WASHINGTON THE EX-
PANDER OF ENGLAND. With an Appendix
on IMPERIAL FEDERATION. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d.

THE METHODS OF HISTORICAL STUDY.
Eight Lectures at Oxford. 8vo. los. (>d.

THE CHIEF PERIODS OF EUROPEAN HIS-
TORY. With Essay on " Greek Cities under
Roman Rule." 8vo. toy. 6d.

FOUR OXFORD LECTURES, 1887; FIFTY
YEARS OF EUROPEAN HISTORY ; TEUTONIC
CONQUEST IN GAUL AND BRITAIN. 8vo. 5^.

ESSAYS. I. Historical. II. Miscellaneous.

FRIEDMANN (Paul). (See BIOGRAPHY.)

GIBBINS (H. de B.). HISTORY OF COM-
MERCE IN EUROPE. Globe 8vo. y. 6d.

GREEN (John Richard). A SHORT HISTORY
OF THE ENGLISH PEOPLE. New Edit., re-

vised, isgth Thousand. Cr. 8vo. 8s. 6d.
Also in Parts, with Analysis. y. each. Part I.

6071265; 11.12041553; 111.15401689;
IV. 1660-1873. Illustrated Edition, in

Parts. Super roy. 8vo. is. each net. Part
I. Oct. 1891.

HISTORY OF THE ENGLISH PEOPLE. In

4 vols. 8vo. i6s. each.
THE MAKING OF ENGLAND. 8vo. i6s.

THE CONQUEST OF ENGLAND. With
Maps and Portrait. 8vo. iSs.

READINGS IN ENGLISH HISTORY. In 3
Parts. Fcp. 8vo. is. 6d. each.

6REEN (Alice S.). THE ENGLISH TOWN
IN THE isTH CENTURY. 2 vols. 8vo.

GUEST (Dr. E.). ORIGINES CELTICS. Maps.
2 vols. 8vo. 32.?.

GUEST (M. J.) LECTURES ON THE HISTORY
OF ENGLAND. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

HISTORY PRIMERS. Edited by JOHN
RICHARD GREEN. i8mo. is. each.

EUROPE. By E. A. FREEMAN, M.A.
GREECE. By C. A. FYFFE, M.A.
ROME. By Bishop CREIGHTON.
FRANCE. By CHARLOTTE M. YONGE.

HISTORICAL COURSE FOR SCHOOLS.
Ed. by EDW. A. FREEMAN, D.C.L. i8mo.

GENERAL SKETCH OF EUROPEAN HISTORY.

By E. A. FREEMAN. Maps. 3$. 6d.

HISTORY OF ENGLAND. By EDITH THOMP-
SON. Coloured Maps. vs. 6d.

HISTORY OF SCOTLAND. By MARGARET
MACARTHUR. 2.?.

HISTORY OF ITALY. By the Rev. W. HUNT,
M.A. With Coloured Maps. y. 6<t.

HISTORY OF GERMANY. By JAMES SIME,
M.A. 3s.

HISTORY OF AMERICA. By J. A. DOYLE.
With Maps. 4s. 6d.

HISTORY OF EUROPEAN COLONIES. By
E. J. PAYNE, M.A. Maps. 4*. 6d.

HISTORY OF FRANCE. By CHARLOTTE M.
YONGE. Maps. 3$. 6d.

HOLE (Rev. C.). GENEALOGICAL STEMMA
OF THE KINGS OF ENGLAND AND FRANCE.
On a Sheet, is.

INGRAM (T. Dunbar). A HISTORY OF THE
LEGISLATIVE UNION OF GREAT BRITAIN
AND IRELAND. 8vo. los. 6d.

Two CHAPTERS OF IRISH HISTORY:
The Irish Parliament of James II.; 2. The
__ _ . oftheTreati
8vo. 6s.
Alleged Violation ty of Limerick.

Also Vol. II. in 3 parts; Part I. Feb.

24th, 1871, to March igth, 1874, 4.5. 6rf. ; Part

II. Mar

IRVING (Joseph). ANNALS OF OUR TIME.
A Diurnal of Events, Social and Political,

Home and Foreign. 2 vols. 8vo. i&s.

each. Vol. I. June 2oth, 1837, to Feb. 28th,

; Vol. II. Feb. 24th, 1871, to June 24th,
in 3 parts;

h igth, 1874,
h Taoth, 1874, to July 2 2nd, 1878,

4S. 6d. ; Part III. July 23rd, 1878, to June
24th, 1887, 9*. SUPPLEMENT, June 25th,

1887, to Dec. soth, 1890. By J. H. FYFE.

JAMES (Right Hon. Sir William Milbourne).
THE BRITISH IN INDIA. 8vo. i2s. 6d.

JEBB (Prof. R. C.). MODERN GREECE. Two
Lectures. Crown 8vo. $s.

JENNINGS (A. C.). CHRONOLOGICAL TA-
BLES OF ANCIENT HISTORY. 8vo. 5*.

KEARY (Annie). THE NATIONS AROUND.
Cr. 8vo. 4S. 6d.

KINGSLEY (Charles). THE ROMAN AND
THE TEUTON. Cr. 8vo. y. 6d.- HISTORICAL LECTURES AND ESSAYS.
Cr. 8vo. 3S. 6d.

LABBERTON (R. H.). (See ATLASES.)

LEGGE (Alfred O.). THE GROWTH OF THE
TEMPORAL POWER OF THE PAPACY. Cr.

8vo. 8*. 6d.

LETHBRIDGE (Sir Roper). A SHORT MAN-
UAL OF THE HISTORY OF INDIA. Cr. 8vo. 5$.- THE WORLD'S HISTORY. Cr.8vo,swd. is.- EASY INTRODUCTION TO THE HISTORY
OF INDIA. Cr. 8vo, sewed, is. 6cf.- HISTORYOF ENGLAND. Cr.8vo,swd. is.6d.- EASY INTRODUCTION TO THE HISTORY
AND GEOGRAPHY OF BENGAL. Cr.Svo. is.6d.

LYTE(H. C. Maxwell). A HISTORYOF ETON
COLLEGE, 1440 1884. Illustrated. 8vo. 2is.-- A HISTORY OF THE UNIVERSITY OF

THE YEAR 1530. 8vo. i6s.



HISTORY HYGIENE.

MAHAFFY (Prof. J. P.). SOCIAL LIFE
IN GREECE, FROM HOMER TO MENANDER.
6th Edit. Cr. 8vo. QJ.

AGE OF ALEXANDER TO THE ROMAN CON-
QUEST. Cr. 8vo. 1 25. 6d.

THE GREEK WORLD UNDER ROMAN
SWAY, FROM POLYBIUS TO PLUTARCH. Cr.
8vo. ios. 6d.

MARRIOTT (J. A. R.). (See SELECT BIO-

GRAPHY, p. 5.)

MICHELET(M.). A SUMMARY OF MODERN
HISTORY. Translated by M. C. M. SIMP-
SON. Globe 8vo. 4S. 6d.

MULLINGER(J.B.). CAMBRIDGECHARAC-
TERISTICS IN THE SEVENTEENTH CENTURY.
Cr. 8vo. 4S. 6d.

NORGATE (Kate). ENGLAND UNDER THE
ANGEVIN KINGS. In 2 vols. 8vo. 32^.

OLTPHANT(Mrs. M. O. W.). THE MAKERS
OF FLORENCE : DANTE, GIOTTO, SAVONA-
ROLA, AND THEIR ClTY. Illustr. Cr. 8vo.

ios. 6d; Edition de Luxe. 8vo. vis. net.

THE MAKERS OF VENICE : DOGES, CON-
QUERORS, PAINTERS, AND MEN OF LETTERS.
Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 105. 6rf.

ROYAL EDINBURGH : HER SAINTS,
KINGS, PROPHETS, AND POETS. Illustrated

by G. REID, R.S.A. Cr. 8vo. ios. 6d.

JERUSALEM. Illustrated. 8vo. 2is.

OTTE (E. C.). SCANDINAVIAN HISTORY.
With Maps. Globe 8vo. 6s.

PALGRAVE (Sir Francis). HISTORY OF
NORMANDY AND OF ENGLAND. 4 vols.

8vo. 4 /. 4*.

PARKMAN (Francis). MONTCALM AND
WOLFE. Library Edition. Illustrated with

Portraits and Maps. 2 vols. 8vo. i2s. 6d. each.

THE COLLECTED WORKS OF FRANCIS
PARKMAN. Popular Edition. In 10 vols.

Cr. 8vo. is. 6d. each ; or complete, ^/.i-3,s.6d.

PIONEERSOF FRANCE IN THE NEWWORLD,
i vol. ; THE JESUITS IN NORTH AMERICA,
i vol. ; LA SALLE AND THE DISCOVERY OF
THE GREAT WEST, i vol. ; THE OREGON
TRAIL, i vol. , THE OLD REGIME IN CANADA
UNDER Louis XIV., i vol. ; COUNT FRON-
TENAC AND NEW FRANCE UNDER LoUIS

XIV., i vol. ; MONTCALM AND WOLFE, 2

vols. ; THE CONSPIRACY OF PONTIAC, 2 vols.

POOLE (Reginald Lane). A HISTORY OF
THE HUGUENOTS OF THE DISPERSION AT
THE RECALL OF THE EDICT OF NANTES.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

ROGERS (Prof. J. E. Thorold). HISTORICAL
GLEANINGS. Cr. 8vo. ist Series, ^s.od.
2nd Series. 6s.

SAYCE (Prof. A. H.). THE ANCIENT EM-
PIRES OF THE EAST. Cr. 8vo. 6.r.

SEELEY (Prof. J. R.). LECTURES AND
ESSAYS. 8vo. ios. 6d.

THE EXPANSION OF ENGLAND. Two
Courses of Lectures. Cr. 8vo. 4S. 6d.

OUR COLONIAL EXPANSION. Extracts

from the above. Cr. 8vo. is.

SEWELL (E. M.) and YONGE (C. M.).
EUROPEAN HISTORY, NARRATED IN A
SERIES OF HISTORICAL SELECTIONS FROM
THE BEST AUTHORITIES. 2 vols. 3rd Edit.

Cr. 8vo. 6s. each.

SHUCKBURGH (E. S.). A SCHOOL HIS-
TORY OF ROME. Cr. 8vo. [/ preparation.

STEPHEN (Sir J. Fitzjames, Bart.). THB
STORY OF NUNCOMAR AND THE IMPEACH-
MENT OF SIR ELIJAH IMPEY. 2 vols. Cr.
8vo. 15^.

TAIT (C. W. A.). ANALYSIS OF ENGLISH
HISTORY, BASED ON GREEN'S " SHORT HIS-
TORY OF THE ENGLISH PEOPLE." Cr. 8vo.

TOUT (T. F.). ANALYSIS OF ENGLISH HIS-
TORY. i8mo. is.

TREVELYAN (Sir Geo. Otto). CAWNPORB.
Cr. 8vo. 6*.

WHEELER (J. Talboys). PRIMER OF IN-
DIAN HISTORY, ASIATIC AND EUROPEAN.
i8mo. is.

COLLEGE HISTORY OF INDIA, ASIATIC
AND EUROPEAN. Cr. 8vo. 3*. ; swd. vs. 6d.

A SHORT HISTORY OF INDIA. With Maps.
Cr. 8vo. i2s.

INDIA UNDER BRITISH RULE. 8vo. iis.6d.

WOOD (Rev. E. G.). THE REGAL POWER
OF THE CHURCH. 8vo. 45. 6d.

YONGE (Charlotte). CAMEOS FROM ENGLISH
HISTORY. Ext. fcp. 8vo. $s. each. Vol. i.

FROM ROLLO TO EDWARD II. ; Vol. 2. THE
WARS IN FRANCE; Vol. 3. THE WARS OF
THE ROSES ;

Vol. 4. REFORMATION TIMES ;

Vol. 5. ENGLAND AND SPAIN ; Vol. 6. FORTY
YEARS OF STEWART RuLE(i6o3 43) ; Vol. 7.

THE REBELLION AND RESTORATION (1642

1678).
THE VICTORIAN HALF-CENTURY. Cr.

8vo. is. 6d. ; sewed, is.

THE STORY OF THE CHRISTIANS AND
MOORS IN SPAIN. i8mo. 4$. 6d.

HORTICULTURE. (See GARDENING.)

HYGIENE.
BERNERS (J.) FIRST LESSONS ON HEALTH.

i8mo. is.

BLYTH (A. Wynter). A MANUAL OF PUBLIC
HEALTH. 8vo. ijs. net.

BROWNE (J. H. Balfour). WATER SUPPLY.
Cr. 8vo. 2s.6<t.

CORFIELD (Dr. W. H.). THE TREATMENT
AND UTILISATION OF SEWAGE. 3rd Edit.

Revised by the Author, and by Louis C.

PARKES, M.D. 8vo. i6s.

GOODFELLOWQ.). THE DIETETIC VALUB
OF BREAD. Cr. 8vo.

KINGSLEY (Charles).- SANITARY AND SO-

CIAL LECTURES. Cr. 8vo. 3.5. 6d.

HEALTH AND EDUCATION. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

REYNOLDS (Prof. Osborne). SEWER GAS.
AND HOW TO KEEP IT OUT OF HOUSES. 3rd
Edit. Cr. 8vo. if. 6rf.

RICHARDSON (Dr. B. W.). HYGEIA : A
CITY OF HEALTH. Cr. 8vo. is.

THE FUTURE OF SANITARY SCIENCE.

Cr. 8vo. is.

ON ALCOHOL. Cr. 8vo. is.

HYMNOLOGY.
(See under THEOLOGY, p. 33.)



12 ILLUSTRATED BOOKS LAW.

ILLUSTRATED BOOKS.
BALCH (Elizabeth). GLIMPSES OF OLD
ENGLISH HOMES. Gl. 410. 14^.

BLAKE. (See BIOGRAPHY.)
BOUGHTON (G. H.) and ABBEY (E. A.).

(See VOYAGES AND TRAVELS.)
CHRISTMAS CAROL (A). Printed in

Colours, with Illuminated Borders from MSS.
of the i4th and isth Centuries. 410. zis.

CRANE (Walter). THE SIRENS THREE. A
Poem. Roy. Svo. los. 6d.

DAYS WITH SIR ROGER DE COVER-
LEY. From the Spectator. Illustrated by
HUGH THOMSON. Fcp. 410. 6.1.

DELL (E. C.). PICTURES FROM SHELLEY.
Engraved by J.D. COOPER. Folio. 2W.net.

ENGLISH ILLUSTRATED MAGAZINE,
THE. (See PERIODICALS.)

Proof Impressions of Engravings originally

published in The English Illustrated Maga-
zine. 1884. In Portfolio 410. 2is.

GASKELL (Mrs.). CRANFOKD. Illustrated

by HUGH THOMSON. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

GOLDSMITH (Oliver). THE VICAR OF
WAKEFIELU. New Edition, with 182 Illus-

trations by HUGH THOMSON. Preface by
AUSTIN DOBSON. Cr. 8vo. 6s. Also wit"itli

Uncut Edges, paper label. 6s.

GREEN (John Richard). ILLUSTRATED
EDITION OF THE SHORT HISTORY OF THE
ENGLISH PEOPLE. In Parts. Super roy.
8vo. is. each net. Part I. Oct. 1891.

GRIMM. (See BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG.)
HALLWARD (R. F.). FLOWERS OF PARA-

DISE. Music, Verse, Design, Illustration. 6s

IRVING (Washington). OLD CHRISTMAS.
From the Sketch Book. Illustr. by RANDOLPH
CALDECOTT. Gilt edges. Cr. 8vo. 6s. Also
with uncut edges, paper label. 6s.

BRACF.HRIDGE HALL. Illustr. by RAN-
DOLPH CALDECOTT. Gilt edges. Cr. 8vo.

6s. Also with uncut edges, paper label. 6s.

OLD CHRISTMAS AND BKACEBRIDGE
HALL. Edition de Luxe. Roy. 8vo. 2is.

KINGSLEY(Charles). THE WATER BABIES.

(See BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG.)
THE HEROES. (See BOOKS for the YOUNG.)
GLAUCUS. (See NATURAL HISTORY.)
SONG OF THE RIVER. jis. 6d.

LANG (Andrew). THE LIBRARY. With a

Chapter on Modern Illustrated Books, by
AUSTIN DOBSON. Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

LYTE (H. C. Maxwell). (See HISTORY.)
MAHAFFY (Rev. Prof. J. P.) and ROGERS

(J. E.). (See VOYAGES AND TRAVELS.)
MEREDITH (L. A.). BUSH FRIENDS IN
TASMANIA. Native Flowers, Fruits, and
Insects, with Prose and Verse Descriptions.
Folio. 52J. 6d. net.

OLD SONGS. With Drawings by E. A.
ABBEY and A. PARSONS. 4to,mor.gilt. 3is.6d.

PROPERT (J. L.). (See ART.)

STUART, RELICS OF"THE ROYAL
HOUSE OF. Illustrated by 40 Plates in

Colours drawn from Relics of the Stuarts by
WILLIAM GIBB. With an Introduction by
JOHN SKELTON, C.B., LL.D., and Descrip-
tive Notes by W. ST. JOHN HOPE. Folio,
half morocco, gilt edges, y/. 7.5. net.

TENNYSON (Hon. Hallam). JACK AND
THE BEAN-STALK. English Hexameters.
Illustrated by R. CALDECOTT. Fcp.4to. y.f>d.

TRISTRAM (W. O.). COACHING DAYS AND
COACHING WAYS. Illustrated by HER-
BERT RAII.TON and HUGH THOMSON. Ext.
cr. 4 to. 3W. 6d.

TURNER'S LIBER STUDIORUM : A
DESCRIPTION AND A CATALOGUE. By W. G.
RAWLI N. Med. *. 6d.

WALTON and COTTON LOWELL. THE
COMPLETE ANGLER. With Introduction by
JAS. RUSSELL LOWELL. 2 vols. Ext. cr. 8vo.

52s.6d. net. Large Paper Edition, Proofs
on Japanese paper. 73^. 6d. net.

LANGUAGE. (See PHILOLOGY.)

LAW.
ANGLO-SAXON LAW : ESSAYS ON. Med.

8vo. i8s.

BERNARD (M.). FOUR LECTURES ON SUB-
JECTS CONNECTEDWITH DIPLOMACY. 8vo. 9.1.

BIGELOW (M. M.). HISTORY OF" PROCE-
DURE IN ENGLAND FROM THE NORMAN
CONQUEST, 1066-1204. 8vo. i6s.

BOUTMY (E.). STUDIES IN CONSTITU-
TIONAL LAW. Transl. by Mrs. DICEY. Pre-
face by Prof. A. V. DICEY. Cr. Svo. 6s.- THE ENGLISH CONSTITUTION. Transl.

by Mrs. EADEN. Introduction by Sir F.

POLLOCK, Bart. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

CHERRY (R. R.). LECTURES ON THE
GROWTH OF CRIMINAL LAW IN ANCIENT
COMMUNITIES. Svo. 5^. net.

DICEY (Prof. A. V.). LECTURES INTRODUC-
TORY TO THE STUDY OK THE LAW OF THE
CONSTITUTION. 3rd Edit. 8vo. T.ZS. 6d.

ENGLISH CITIZEN SERIES, THE.
(See POLITICS.)

HOLLAND (Prof. T. E.). THE TREATY RE-
LATIONS OF RUSSIA AND TURKEY, FROM
1774 TO 1853. Cr. Svo. as.

HOLMES (O. W., jun.). THE COMMON
LAW. Svo. i2s.

LIGHTWOOD a- M.). THE NATURE OP
POSITIVE LAW. Svo. isj. 6d.

MAITLAND(F.W.). PLEAS OK THE CROWN
FOR THE COUNTY OF GLOUCESTER, A.D. 1221.

Svo. 7.?. 6d.- JUSTICE AND POLICE. Cr. Svo. %s. 6d.

MONAHAN Games H.). THE METHOD OP
LAW. Cr. Svo. 6s.

PATERSON (James). COMMENTARIES ON
THE LIBERTY OF THE SUBJECT, AND THE
LAWS OF ENGLAND RELATING TO THE SE-
CURITY OF THE PERSON. 2 vols. Cr. Svo. 2W.- THE LIBERTY OF THE PRESS, SPEECH,
AND PUBLIC WORSHIP. Cr. Svo. 125.

PHILLIMORE (John G.). PRIVATE LAW
AMONG THE ROMANS. 8vO. 6s.

POLLOCK (Sir F., Bart.). ESSAYS IN JURIS-
PRUDENCE AND ETHICS. Svo. ioi\ 6d.- THE LAND LAWS. Cr. Svo. 3*. 6d.

RICHEY(Alex. G.). THE IRISH LAND LAWS.
Cr. Svo. 3.?. 6d.

SELBORNE (Earl of). JUDICIAL PROCE-
DURE IN THE PRIVY COUNCIL. Svo. u.net.



LAW LITERATURE.

STEPHEN (Sir J. Fitzjames, Bart.). A DI-
GEST OF THE LAW OF EVIDENCE. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

A DIGEST OF THE CRIMINAL LAW:
CRIMES AND PUNISHMENTS. 4th Ed. 8vo. i6s.

A DIGEST OF THE LAW OF CRIMINAL
PROCEDURE IN INDICTABLE OFFENCES. By
Sir J. F., Bart., and HERBERT STEPHEN,
LL.M. 8vo. i2s.M.

A HISTORY OF THE CRIMINAL LAW OF
ENGLAND. 3 vols. 8vo. 48$.
A GENERAL VIEW OF THE CRIMINAL

LAW OF ENGLAND. 2nd Edit. 8vo. 14$.

STEPHEN (J. K.). INTERNATIONAL LAW
AND INTERNATIONAL RELATIONS. Cr.

8vo. 6s.

WILLIAMS (S. E.). FORENSIC FACTS AND
FALLACIES. Globe 8vo. 4.1. 6d.

LETTERS. (See under LITERATURE, p. 19.)

LIFE-BOAT.
GILMORE (Rev. John). STORM WARRIORS ;

or, Life-Boat Work on the Goodwin Sands.
Cr. 8vo. is. 6d.

LEWIS (Richard). HISTORY OF THE LIFE-
BOAT AND ITS WORK. Cr. 8vo. 5*.

LIGHT. (See tinder PHYSICS, p. 27.)

LITERATURE.

etc. Poetry and the Drama Poetical Col-

lections and Selections-Prose Fiction Col-

lected Works, Essays, Lectures, Letters,
Miscellaneous Works.

History and Criticism of.

(See also ESSAYS, p. 19.)

ARNOLD (M.). (See ESSAYS, p. 19.)

BROOKE (Stopford A.). A PRIMER OF ENG-
LISH LITERATURE. i8mo. is. Large
Paper Edition. 8vo. 7*. 6d.

A HISTORY OF EARLY ENGLISH LITERA-
TURE. 2 vols. 8vo.

CLASSICAL WRITERS. Edited by JOHN
i RICHARD GREEN. Fcp. 8vo. is. 6d. each.

DEMOSTHENES. By Prof. BUTCHER, M.A.
EURIPIDES. By Prof. MAHAFFY.
LIVY. By the Rev. W. W. CAPES, M.A.
MILTON. By STOPFORD A. BROOKE.
SOPHOCLES. By Prof. L. CAMPBELL, M.A.
TACITUS. ByMessrs.CHURCHandBRODRiBB.
VERGIL. By Prof. NETTLESHIP, M.A.

ENGLISH MEN OF LETTERS. (See

BIOGRAPHY.)
HISTORY OF ENGLISH LITERATURE.

In 4 vols. Cr. 8vo.

EARLY ENGLISH LITERATURE. By STOP-
FORD BROOKE, M.A. [In preparation.

ELIZABETHAN LITERATURE (1560 1665).

By GEORGE SAINTSBURV. 7.?. 6d.

EIGHTEENTH CENTURY LITERATURE (1660

1780). By EDMUND GOSSE, M.A. 7s.6d.

THE MODERN PERIOD. By Prof. DOWDEN.
[In preparation.

JEBB (Prof. R. C.). A PRIMER OF GREEK
LITERATURE. i8mo. is.

THE ATTIC ORATORS, FROM ANTIPHON
TO ISAEOS. 2 vols 8vO. 25*.

JOHNSON'S LIVES OF THE POETS.
MILTON, DRYDEN, POPE, ADDISON, SWIFT,
AND GRAY. With Macaulay's "Life of

Johnson." Ed. by M.ARNOLD. Cr.Svo. ^s.M.

KINGSLKY (Charles). LITERARY AND
GENERAL LECTURES. Cr. 8vo. 35. (xi.

MAHAFFY (Prof. J. P.). A HISTORY OF
CLASSICAL GREEK LITERATURE. 2 vols.

Cr. 8vo. Vol. i. THE POETS. With an

Appendix on Homer by Prof. SAYCE. In a
Parts. Vol. 2. THE PROSE WRITERS. In a

Parts. +s . 6d. each.

MORLEY (John). (See COLLECTED WORKS,
p. 22.)

NICHOL(Prof. J.)and McCORMICK (Prof
(W. S.). A SHORT HISTORY OF ENGLISH
LITERATURE. Glob 8vo. [In preparation.

OLIPHANT (Mrs. M. O. W.). THE LITE-
RARY HISTORY OF ENGLAND IN THE END
OF THE l8TH AND BEGINNING OF THE igTH
CENTURY. 3 vols. 8vo. vis.

RYLAND (F.). CHRONOLOGICAL OUTLINES
OF ENGLISH LITERATURE. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

WARD (Prof. A. W.). A HISTORY or ENG-
LISH DRAMATIC LITERATURE, TO THE
DEATH OF QUEEN ANNE. 2 vols. 8vo. 32.1.

WILKINS (Prof. A. S.). A PRIMER OF Ro.
MAN LITERATURE. i8mo. is.

Commentaries, etc.
BROWNING.
A PRIMER OF BROWNING. By MARY WILSON.

DANTE.
READINGS ON THE PURGATORIOOF DANTE

Chiefly based on the Commentary of Ben-
venuto da Imola. By the Hon. W. W.
VERNON, M.A. With an Introduction by
Dean CHURCH. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. 24.1.

HOMER.
HOMERIC DICTIONARY. (See DICTIONARIES.)
THE PROBLEM OF THE HOMERIC POEMS.
By Prof. W. D. GEDDES. 8vo. i 4r.

HOMERIC SYNCHRONISM. An Inquiry into
the Time and Place of Homer. By the
Rt. Hon. W. E. GLADSTONE. Cr. 8vo. 6*.

PRIMER OF HOMER. By the same. i8mo. is.

LANDMARKSOF HOMERIC STUDY, TOGETHER
WITH AN ESSAY ON THE POINTS OF CON-
TACT BETWEEN THE ASSYRIAN TABLETS
AND THE HOMERIC TEXT. By the same.
Cr. 8vo. 2S.6J.

COMPANION TO THE ILIAD FOR ENGLISH
READERS. By W. LEAF, Litt.D. [In prep.

HORACE.
STUDIES, LITERARY AND HISTORICAL, IN
THE ODES OF HORACE. By A. W. VER-
RALL, Litt. D. 8vo. Ss.6J.

SHAKESPEARE.
SHAKKSPEAREGLOSSARY. ^'^DICTIONARIES.
A PRIMER OF SHAKSPERE. By Prof. DOW-
DEN. iSmo. is,

A SHAKESPEARIAN GRAMMAR. By Rer.
E. A. ABBOTT. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 6s.

A. SHAKESPEARE MANUAL. By Rev. F. G.
FLEAY. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 4.5. 6d.

SHAKESPEAREANA GENEALOGICA. ByG. R.
FRENCH. 8vo. 15*.

A SELECTION FROM THE LIVES IN NORTH'S
PLUTARCH WHICH ILLUSTRATE SHAKES*
PEAKF.'S PLAYS. Edited by Rev. W. W
SKEAT, M.A. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

SHORT STUDIES OF SHAKKSPEARE'S PLOTS
By Prof. CYRIL RANSOME. Cr. 8vo. 3*. dd

CALIBAN: A Critique on "The Tempest"
and " A Midsummer Night'* Dream. 1 '

By
Sir DANIEL WILSON. 8vo. los. 6rf.
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TENNYSON.
A COMPANION TO " IN MEMORIAM." By
ELIZABETH R. CHAPMAN. Globe 8vo. 21.

WORDSWORTH.
WORDSWORTHIANA : A Selection of Papers
read to the Wordsworth Society. Edited

by W. KNIGHT. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d.

Poetry and the Drama.
ALDRICH (T. Bailey). THE SISTERS' TRA-
GEDY : with other Poems, Lyrical and Dra-
matic. Fcp. 8vo. 3.1. 6d. net.

AN ANCIENT CITY : AND OTHER POEMS.
Ext. fcp. 8vo. 6s.

ANDERSON (A.). BALLADS AND SONNETS.
Cr. 8vo. ss.

ARNOLD (Matthew). THE COMPLETE
POETICAL WORKS. New Edition. 3 vols.

Cr. 8vo. 7*. 6d. each.
Vol.i. EARLY POEMS, NARRATIVE POEMS

AND SONNETS.
Vol. 2. LYRIC AND ELEGIAC POEMS.
Vol. 3. DRAMATIC AND LATER POEMS.
COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS, i vol.

Cr. 8vo. js. 6d.

SELECTED POEMS. i8mo. 4$. 6d.

AUSTIN (Alfred). POETICAL WORKS. New
Collected Edition. 6 vols. Cr. 8vo. 5.?. each.

Vol. i. THE TOWER OF BABEL.
Vol. 2. SAVONAROLA, etc.

Vol. 3. PRINCE LUCIFER.
Vol. 4. THE HUMAN TRAGEDY.
Vol. 5- LYRICAL POEMS.
Vol. 6. NARRATIVE POEMS.
SOLILOQUIES IN SONG. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

AT THE GATE OF THE CONVENT : and
other Poems. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

MADONNA'S CHILD. Cr. 410. 3*. 6d.

ROME OR DEATH. Cr. 410. gs.

THE GOLDEN AGE. Cr. 8vo. $s.

THE SEASON. Cr. 8vo. ss.

LOVE'S WIDOWHOOD : and other Poems.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

ENGLISH LYRICS. Cr. 8vo. 3.?. 6d.

BETSY LEE : A FO'C'S'LE YARN. Ext. fcp.
8vo. 3*. 6d.

BLACKIE (John Stuart). MESSIS VITAE :

Gleanings of Song from a Happy Life. Cr.

8vo. 4s. 6d.

THE WISE MEN OF GREF.CE. In a Series

of Dramatic Dialogues. Cr. 8vo. gs.

GOETHE'S FAUST. Translated into Eng-
lish Verse. 2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. gs.

BLAKE. (See BIOGRAPHY.)

BROOKE (Stopford A.). RIQUET OF THE
TUFT : A Love Drama. Ext. cr. 8vo. 6s.

POEMS. Globe 8vo. 6s.

BROWN (T. E.). THE MANX WITCH : and
other Poems. Cr. 8vo. 7.5. 6d.

BURGON (Dean). POEMS. Ex.fcp.8vo. 4*.6d.

BURNS. THE POETICAL WORKS. With a

Biographical Memoir by ALEXANDER SMITH.
In 2 vols. Fcp. 8vo. los. (See also GLOBE
LIBRARY, p. 20.)

BUTLER (Samuel). HUDIBRAS. Edit, by
ALFRED MILNES. Fcp. 8vo. Part I. y. 6d. ;

Parts II. and III. 45. 6d.

BYRON. (See GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES,
p. 20.)

CALDERON. SELECT PLAYS. Edited by
NORMAN MACCOLL. Cr. 8vo. 14.?.

CAUTLEY (G. S.). A CENTURY OF EM-
BLEMS. With Illustrations by Lady MARION
ALFORD. Small 410. los. 6ti.

CLOUGH (A. H.). POEMS. Cr. 8vo. 7s.6d.

COLERIDGE: POETICAL AND DRAMATIC
WORKS. 4 vols. Fcp. 8vo. 3 is. 6d. Also
an Edition on Large Paper, 2/. i2s. 6d.

COLQUHOUN. RHYMES AND CHIMES. By
F. S. COLQUHOUN (nee F. S. FULLER MAIT-
LAND). Ext. fcp. 8vo. zs. 6d.

COWPER. (See GLOBE LIBRARY, p. 20;
GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES, p. 20.)

CRAIK (Mrs.). POEMS. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 6s.

CRANE (Walter). THE SIRENS THREE. A
Poem. Written and Illustrated by WALTER
CRANE. Roy. 8vo. los. 6d.

DOYLE (Sir F. H.). THE RETURN OF THE
GUARDS : and other Poems. Cr. 8vo. 7*. 6d.

DRYDEN. (See GLOBE LIBRARY, p. 20.)

EMERSON. (See COLLECTED WORKS, p. 20.)

EVANS (Sebastian). BROTHER FABIAN'S
MANUSCRIPT rand other Poems. Fcp. 8vo. 6s.

IN THE STUDIO : A Decade of Poems.
Ext. fcp. 8vo. 5-y.

FITZ GERALD (Caroline). VENETIA Vic-
TRIX : and other Poems. Ext.fcp.8vo. 35. 6d.

FITZGERALD (Edward). THE RUBAIYAT
OF OMAR KHAYYAM. Ext. cr. 8vo. los. 6d.

FO'C'SLE YARNS, including
"
Betsy Lee,"

and other Poems. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6rf.

FRASER-TYTLER. SONGS IN MINOR
KEYS. By C. C. FRASER-TYTLER (Mrs.
EDWARD LIDDELL). 2nd Edit. i8mo. 6s.

FURNIVALL (F. J.). LE MORTE ARTHUR.
Edited from the Harleian MSS. 2252, in the
British Museum. Fcp. 8vo. 7.?. 6d.

GARNETT (R.). IDYLLS AND EPIGRAMS.
Chiefly from the Greek Anthology. Fcp.
8vo. 2S. 6d.

GOETHE. FAUST. (See BLACKIE.)
REYNARD THE Fox. Transl. into English

Verse by A. D. AINSLIE. Cr. 8vo. 7.?. 6d.

GOLDSMITH. THE TRAVELLER AND THE
DESERTED VILLAGE. With Introduction and

Notes, by ARTHUR BARRETT, B.A. is. gd. ;

sewed, is.6d. THE TRAVELLER (separately),

sewed, is. By J. W. HALES. Cr. 8vo. 6d.

(See also GLOBE LIBRARY, p. 20.)

GRAHAM (David). KING JAMES I. An
Historical Tragedy. Globe 8vo. ys.

GRAY. POEMS. With Introduction and Notes,
by J. BRADSHAW, LL.D. Gl. 8vo. is. gd. ,

sewed, is. 6d. (See also COLLECTED WORKS,
P. ai.)

HALLWARD. (See ILLUSTRATED BOOKS.)

HAYES (A.). THE MARCH OF MAN: and
other Poems. Fcp. 8vo. 35. 6d. net.

HERRICK. (See GOLDEN TREASURY SE-

RIES, p. 20.)

HOPKINS (Ellice). AUTUMN SWALLOWS
A Book of Lyrics. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 6s.
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JONES (H. A.). SAINTS AND SINNERS.
Ext. fcp. 8vo. 3f. 6d.

KEATS. (See GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES,
p. 20.)

KINGSLEY (Charles). POEMS. Cr. 8vo.

y. 6</. Pocket Edition. i8mo. is. 6d.

Everstey Edition. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. los.

LAMB. (See COLLECTED WORKS, p. 21.)

LANDOR. (See GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES,

p. 20.)

LONGFELLOW. (See GOLDEN TREASURY
SERJES, p. 20.)

LOWELL (Jas. Russell). COMPLETE POETI-
CAL WORKS. i8mo. 4.5. 6d.- With Introduction by THOMAS HUGHES.
Cr. 8vo. js. f>d.- HEARTSEASE AND RUE. Cr. 8vo. s-j.

(See also COLLECTED WORKS, p. 21.)

LUCAS (F.). SKETCHES OF RURAL LIFE.
Poems. Globe 8vo. ss.

MEREDITH (George). A READING OF
EARTH. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 5^.- POEMS AND LYRICS OF THE JOY OF
EARTH. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 6s.- BALLADS AND POEMS OF TRAGIC LIFE.

Cr. 8vo. 6s.

MILTON. POETICAL WORKS. Edited, with

Introductions and Notes, by Prof. DAVID
MASSON, M.A. 3 vols. 8vo. 2/. 2f.-[Uni-

ith the Cambridge Shakespeare.]form-- Edited by Prof. MASSON. 3 vols.

Fcp. 8vo. 15*.-- Globe Edition. Edited by Prof.

MASSON. Globe 8vo. 3f. t>d.- PARADISE LOST, BOOKS i and 2. Edited

by MICHAEL MACMILLAN, B.A. is. gd. ;

sewed, if. 6^. BOOKS i and 2 (separately),
is. yi. each ; sewed, is. each.- L'ALLEGRO, IL PENSEROSO, LYCIDAS,
ARCADES, SONNETS, ETC. Edited by WM.
BELL, M.A. is.

yd. ; sewed, is. 6d.- COMUS. By the same. is. $d. ; swd. is.- SAMSON AGONISTES. Edited by H. M.
PERCIVAL, M.A. 2s. ; sewed, is. gd.

MINCHIN (Prof. G. M.). NATURE VERI-
TAS. Fcp. 8VO. 2S. 6d.

MORISON (Jeanie). THE PURPOSE OF THE
AGES. Cr. 8vo. 9*.

MOULTON (Louise Chandler). IN THE
GARDEN OF DREAMS : Lyrics and Sonnets.

Cr. 8vo. 6s.

MUDIE (C. E.). STRAY LEAVES: Poems.

4th Edit. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

MYERS (E.). THE PURITANS: 'A Poem.
Ext. fcp. 8vo. 2s. 6d.- POEMS. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 4*. dd.- THE DEfENCh. OK ROME : and other

Poems. Ext. fcp. 8vo. ss.- THE JUDGMENT OF PROMETHEUS: and
other Poems. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

MYERS (F. W. H.). THE RENEWAL OF
YOUTH : and other Poems. Cr. 8vo. js. 6d.- ST. PAUL: A Poem. Ext.fcp.8vo. 2s.6d.

NORTON (Hon. Mrs.). THE LADY OF LA
GARAYE. gth Edit. Fcp. 8vo. 4*. 6d.

PALGRAVE(Prof.F.T.). ORIGINAL HYMNS.

3rd Edit. i8mo. is. 6d.- LYRICAL POEMS. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 6s.- VISIONS OF ENGLAND. Cr. 8vo. js. 6d.

PALGRAVE (W. G.). A VISION OF LIFE:
SEMBLANCE AND REALITY. Cr. 8vo. 7*. net.

PEEL (Edmund). ECHOES FROM HOREB :

and other Poems. Cr. 8vo. y. (>d.

POPE. (See GLOBE LIBRARY, p. 20.)

RAWNSLEY (H. D.). POEMS, BALLADS,
AND BUCOLICS. Fcp. 8vo. $s.

ROSSETTI (Christina). POEMS. New Col-
lected Edition. Globe 8vo. ys. 6d.- A PAGEANT : and other Poems. Ext.
fcp. 8vo. 6s.

SCOTT. THE LAY OF THE LAST MINSTREL,
and THE LADY OF THE LAKE. Edited by
Prof. F. T. PALGRAVE. is.- THE LAY OF THE LAST MINSTREL By
G. H. STUART, M.A., and E. H. ELLIOT,
B.A. Globe 8vo. vs. ; sewed, is. ad. Canto
I. orf.-Cantos I. III. and IV. VI. is. yi.
each ; sewed, is. each.- MARMION. Edited by MICHAEL MAC-
MILLAN, B.A. 3f. ; sewed, 2s. 6d.- MARMION, and THE LORD OF THE ISLES.

By Prof. F. T. PALGRAVE. is.- THE LADY OF THE LAKE. By G. H.
STUART, M.A. Gl. 8vo. 2s. 6d. ; swd. is.- ROKEBY. By MICHAEL MACMILLAN,
B.A. 3f.

By MI
ed, 2*.

(See also GLOBE LIBR Y, p. 20.)

SHAIRP (John Campbell). -GLEN DESSERAYJ
and other Poems, Lyrical and Elegiac. Ed.
by F. T. PALGRAVE. Cr. 8vo. 6f.

SHAKESPEARE. THEWORKSOFWILLIAM
SHAKESPEARE. Cambridge Edition. New
and Revised Edition, by W. ALOIS. WRIGHT,
M.A. 9 vols. 8vo. iof. 6d. each. Quar-
terly Vols. Vol. I. Jan. 1891.

Victoria Edition. In 3 vols. COME-
DIES ; HISTORIES; TRAGEDIES. Cr. 8vo.
6f. each.

THE TEMPEST. With Introduction and
Notes, by K. DEIGHTON.. Gl. 8vo. if. gd. J
sewed, if. 6d.

MUCH Auo ABOUT NOTHING. 2f. ; sewed,
is.gd.

A MIDSUMMER NIGHT'S DREAM, if . gd. i

sewed, if. 6d.

THE MERCHANT OF VENICE, if. gd. ;.

sewed, if. 6d.

As You LIKE IT. if. gd. ; sewed, if. 6d.
TWELFTH NIGHT, is.gd. ; sewed, is.6dr
THE WINTER'S TALE. 2f .

; sewed, if. gd.
KING JOHN, is.gil. ; sewed, if. 6rf.

RICHARD II. is.gd. ; sewed, if. 6d.

HENRY V. is.gd. ; sewed, is.6d.

RICHARD III. By C. H. TAWNEV, M.A.
2f. 6d. ; sewed, 2f.

CORIOLANUS. By K. DEIGHTON. is.dd.'r
sewed, 2f.

JULIUS C/KSAR. if. gd. ; sewed, if. dd.

MACBETH, if. gd.; sewed, is.dd.
- HAMLET. 2f. ; sewed, if. gd.
KING LEAR. if. gd. ; sewed, if. 6d.

OTHELLO, af. ; sewed, if. gd.
ANTONYANDCLEOPATRA. 2f.6</.; swd. 21.

CYMBELINE. 2f. 6rf. ; sewed, 2f.

(See also GLOBE LIBRARY, p. 20 ; GOLDEN
TREASURY SERIES, p. 20.)

SHELLEY. COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS,
Edited by Prof. DOWDEN. Portrait. Cr. 8vo.

^s.6d. (See GOLDF.N TREASURY SERIES, p. 20.)

SKRINE (J. H.). UNDER TWO QUEENS.
Cr. 8vo. 3f .
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SMITH (C. Barnard). POEMS. Fcp. 8vo. $s.

SMITH (Horace). POEMS. Globe Svo. 5*.

SPENSER. (See GLOBE LIBRARY, p. 20.)

STEPHENS (J. B.). CONVICT ONCE: and
other Poems. Cr. Svo. 7*. 6d.

STRETTELL (Alma). SPANISH AND ITAL-
IAN FOLK SONGS. Illustr. Roy.i6mo. izs.dd.

SYMONS (Arthur). DAYS AND NIGHTS.
Globe Svo. 6s.

'TENNYSON (Lord). COMPLETE WORKS.
New and Enlarged Edition, with Portrait.

Cr. Svo. 7S. 6d. School Edition. In Four
Parts. Cr. Svo. is. 6d. each.

POETICAL WORKS. Pocket Edition.

iSmo, morocco, gilt edges. js. 6d. net.

WORKS. Library Edition. In 8 vols.

Globe Svo. 5.1. each. [Each volume may be
had separately.] POEMS, 2 vols. IDYLLS OF
THE KING. THE PRINCESS, and MAUD.

f'ExocH ARDEN, and IN MEMORIAM. BAL-
[ "LADS, and other Poems. QUEEN MARY, and
HAROLO. RKCKET, and other Plays.

WORKS. Ext.fcp. &vo. Edition, on Hand-
made Paper. In 7 vols. (supplied in sets

only), s/. 13*. 6d. EARLY POEMS. LUCRE-
TIUS, and other Poems. IDYLLS OF THE
KING. THE PRINCFSS, and MAUD. ENOCH
ARDEN, and IN MEMORIAM. QUEEN MARY,
and HAROLD. BALLADS, and other Poems.

WORKS. Miniature Edition, in 14 vols.,
viz. THE POETICAL WORKS. 10 vols. in a
box. 25*. THK DRAMATIC WORKS. 4 vols.

in a box. IDS. 6d.

The Oi iginal Editions. Fcp. Svo.

POEMS. 6s.

MAUD : and other Poems. 3.1. 6d.

THE PRINCESS. 3*. 6d.

ENOCH ARDEN, etc. 3$. 6d.

THE HOLY GRAIL: and other Poems. ^s.6d.
BALLADS : and other Poems. 5$.

HAROLD : A Drama, dr.

QUEEN MARY : A Drama. 6s.

THE CUP, and THE FALCON, ss.

BECKKT. 6s.

TIRESIAS : and other Poems. 6s.

LOCKSF FV H ALL SIXTY YEARS AFTER, CtC. 6s.

DEMETER : and other Poems. 6s.

The Royal Edition, i vol. Svo. i6s.

THE TENNYSON BIRTHDAY BOOK. Edit.

by EMILY SHAKESPEAR. iSmo. 2*. 6d.
THE BROOK. With 20 Illustrations by A.

WOODRUFF. 32010. 2.$. 6d.
- SELECTIONS FROM TENNYSON'S WORKS.
Square 8vo. 3.1. 6d.

SONGS FROM TENNYSON'S WRITINGS.
Square Svo. 2j. 6d.

SELECTIONS FROM TENNYSON. With In-

troduction and N'otes, by F. T. ROWE, M.A.,
and W. T. WEBB, M.A. Globe Svo. 3s. 6d.

ENOCH ARDKN. By W. T. WEBB, M.A.
Globe fcvo. 2i.

AYLMER'S FIELD. By W. T. WEBB, M.A.
Globe Svo. ?s.

THE COMING or ARTHUR, and THE PASS-
INGOFA"!T!I!-R. By F. J. RoWE. Gl. Svo. 2*.

. THE PRINCESS. By P. M. WALLACE, B.A.

TENNYSON (Frederic*). THE ISLES OF
GREECE : SAPPHO AND ALCAEUS. Cr. Svo.

js.M.
DAPHNE : and other Poems. Cr.Svo. js.bd.

TENNYSON (Hon. Hallam). (See ILLUS-
TRATED BOOKS.)

TRUMAN (Jos.). AFTER-THOUGHTS: Poems.
Cr. Svo. is. 6d.

TURNER (Charles Tennyson). COLLECTED
SONNETS, OLDAND NEW. Ext.fcp.8vo. js.ftd.

TYRWHITT (R. St. John). FREE FIELD.

Lyrics, chiefly Descriptive. Gl. Svo. 3^. fid.

BATTLE AND AFTER, CONCERNING SER-
GEANT THOMAS ATKINS, GRENADIER
GUARDS : and other Verses. Gl. Svo. y.ftd.

WARD (Samuel). LYRICAL RECREATIONS.
Fcp. Svo. 6s.

WHITTIER. COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS
OF JOHN GREENLEAF WHITTIER. With
Portrait. iSmo. 4$. 6d. (See also COL-
LECTED WORKS.)

WILLS (W. G.). MELCHIOR. Cr. Svo. gs.

WOOD (Andrew Goldie). THE ISLES OF THE
BLEST : and other Poems. Globe Svo. 5$.

WOOLNER (Thomas). MY BEAUTIFUL
LADY. 3rd Edit. Fcp. Svo. 5.5.

PYGMALION. Cr. Svo. 7*. 6d.

SILENUS. Cr. Svo. 6s.

WORDSWORTH. COMPLETE POETICAL
WORKS. Copyright Edition. With an Intro-

duction by JOHN MORLEY, and Portrait.

Cr. Svo. js.~6d.
THE R_ECLUSE. Fcp. Svo. is.dd. Large

Paper Edition. Svo. los. 6d.

(See also GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES, p. 20.)

Poetical Collections and Selections.

(See also GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES, p. 20 ;

BOOKS FOR THE YoL'NG, p. 38.)

HALES (Prof. J. W.). LONGER ENGLISH
POEMS. With Notes, Philological and Ex-

planatory, and an Introduction on the Teach-

ing of English. Ext. fcp. Svo. 4-r. 6rf.

MACDONALD (George). ENGLAND'S AN-
TIPHON. Cr. Svo. 4*. 6d.

MARTIN (F.). (See BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG,
P- 38-)

MASSON (R. O. and D.). THREE CENTURIES
OF ENGLISH POETRY. Being Selections from
Chaucer to Herrick. Globe Svo. 3$. 6d.

PALGRAVE (Prof. F. T.). THE GOLDEN
TREASURY OF THE BEST SONGS AND LYRICAL
POEMS IN THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE. Large
Type. Cr.Svo. njs.6J. (See aiv GOLDEN
TREASURY SERIES, p. 20; BOOKS FOR THE
YOUNG, p. 38.)

WARD(T. H.). ENGLISH POETS. Selections,
with Critical Introductions by various Writers,
and a General Introduction by MATTHEW
ARNOLD. Edited by T. H. WARD, .M.A.

4 vols. and Edit. Cr. Svo. 7*. 6d. each.
Vol. I. CHAUCER TO DONNE ; II. BEN JON-
SON TO DRYDEN ; III. ADDISON TO BLAKE ;

IV. WORDSWORTH TO ROSSETTI.

WOODS (M. A.). A FIRST POETRY BOOK.
Fcp. Svo. 2*. M.
A SECOND POETRY BOOK. 2 Parts. Fcp.

Svo. 2.9. 6<f. each. Complete, 4$. 6d.

A THIRD POETRY BOOK. Fcp. Svo. 43.60.

WORDS FROM THE POETS. WithaVig-
nette and frontispiece. 1 2th Edit. i&mo. if.
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BIKELAS (D.). LOUKIS LARAS ; or, The
Reminiscences of a Chiote Merchant during
the Greek War of Independence. Translated

by J. GENNADIUS. Cr. Svo. 7*. 6d.

BJORNSON (B.). SYNNOVE SOLBAKKEN.
Translated by JULIE SUTTER. Cr. Svo. 6s.

BLACK (William). THE STRANGE ADVEN-
TURES OF A PHAETON. Illustr. Cr. Svo. 6s.

A PRINCESS OF THULE. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE MAID OF KILLEENA : and other
TALES. Cr. Svo. 6s.

MADCAP VIOLET. Cr. Svo. 6s.

GREEN PASTURES AND PICCADILLY. Cr.
Svo. 6s.

MACLEOD OF DARE. Illustr. Cr. Svo. 6s.

WHITE WINGS. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE BEAUTIFUL WRETCH; THE FOUR
MACNICOLS; THE PUPIL OF AURELIUS.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

SHANDON BELLS. Cr. Svo. 6s.

YOLANDE. Cr. Svo. 6s.

JUDITH SHAKESPEARE. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE WISE WOMEN OF INVERNESS: A
Tale, and other Miscellanies. Cr. Svo. 6s.

WHITE HEATHER. Cr. Svo. 6s.

SABINA ZEMBRA. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

BOLDREWOOD (Rolf). Unifortn Edition.

Cr. Svo. y. 6d. each.

ROBBERY UNDER ARMS : A Story of Life and
Adventure in the Bush and in the Goldfields

of Australia.

THE MINER'S RIGHT.
THE SQUATTER'S DREAM.
A SYDNEY-SIDE SAXON.
A COLONIAL REFORMER.

NEVERMORE. 3 vols. Cr. Svo. 31*. 6d.

BURNETT (Frances Hodgson).-HA\voRTH's.
Globe Svo. 2S.

LOUISIANA, and THAT LASS o' LOWRIE'S.
Illustrated. Cr. Svo. y.6d.

CARMARTHEN (Marchioness of). A
LOVER OF THE BEAUTIFUL. Cr. Svo. 6s.

CONWAY (Hugh). A FAMILY AFFAIR.
Cr. Svo. 3S. M.

LIVING OR DEAD. Cr. Svo. y. dd.

CORBETT(J"h'an).-THE FALL OF ASGARD:
ATaleofSt.Olaf'sDay. 2 vols. Gl. Svo. 12*.

FOR GOD AND GOLD. Cr. Svo. 6>.

KOPHETUA THE THIRTEENTH. 2 Vols.

Globe Svo. i2s.

CRAIK (Mrs.). Uniform Edition. Cr. Svo.

3$. 6d. each.

OLIVE.
THE OGILVIES. Also Globe Svo, 2S.

AGATHA'S HUSBAND. Also Globe Svo, 2S.

THE HEAD OF THE FAMILY.
Two MARRIAGES. Also Globe Svo, 2S.

THE LAUREL BUSH.
MY MOTHER AND I.

Miss TOMMY : A Medieval Romance.
KING ARTHUR : Not a Love Story.

Cr. Svo. $s. 6d. each.

MR. ISAACS : A Tale of Modern India.

DR. CLAUDIUS.
A ROMAN SINGER.
ZOROASTER.

CRAWFORD (F. Marion; continued.

A TALK OK A LONELY PARISH.
MAKZIO'S CRUCIFIX.
PAUL PATOFF.
WITH THE IMMORTALS.
GREIFENSTEIN.
SANT' ILARIO.
A CIGARETTE MAKER'S ROMANCE.
KHALED: A Tale of Arabia. 2 vols. 12.1.

THE WITCH OF PRAGUE. 3 vols. Cr.

Svo. 31*. 6d.

CUNNINGHAM (Sir H. S.). THE CCERU-
LEANS : A Vacation Idyll. Cr. Svo. 31. 6d.

THE HERIOTS. Cr. Svo. y. 6d.

WHEAT AND TARES. Cr. Svo. 3*. 6d.

DAGONET THE JESTER. Cr. Svo. 4*.6d.

DAHN (Felix). FELICITAS. Translated by
M.A.C.E. Cr. Svo. 4*. 6rf.

DAY (Rev. Lai Behari). BENGAL PEASANT
LIFE. Cr. Svo. 6s.

FOLK TALES OF BENGAL. Cr. Svo. +s.6d.

DEFOE (D.). (See GLOBE LIBRARY, p. ao:

GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES, p. 20.)

DEMOCRACY : AN AMERICAN NOVEL. Cr.

Svo. 4J. 6d.

DICKENS (Charles).
- THE POSTHUMOUS

PAI-EKS OF THE PICKWICK CLUI;. With
Notes and Illustrations. Edit, by CHARLES
DICKENS the younger. 2vols. Ext.cr.8vo. zu.

DILLWYN(E. A.). JILL. Cr. Svo. 6s.

JILL AND JACK. 2 vols. Globe Svo. las.

DUNSMUIR (Amy). VIDA: Study of a

Girl. 3rd Edit. Cr. Svo. 6s.

EBERS (Dr. George). THE BURGOMASTER'S
WIFE. Transl. by C. BELL. Cr. Svo. 41. 6a.

ONLY A WORD. Translated by CLAKA
BELL. Cr. Svo. 4*. 6d.

" ESTELLE RUSSELL" (The Author of).

HARMONIA. 3 vols. Cr. Svo. 31*. 6d.

FALCONER (Lanoe). CECILIA DE NOEL.
Cr. Svo. 3s. 6rf.

FLEMING (George).-A NILE NOVEL. Gl.

SVO. 2S.

MIRAGE : A Novel. Globe Svo. as.

THE HEAD OF MEDUSA. Globe Svo. as.

VESTIGIA. Globe Svo. is.

FRATERNITY: A Romance. 2 vols. Cr.

Svo. 2U.

"FRIENDS IN COUNCIL" (The Author

of). REALMAH. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

GRAHAM (John W.).-NE.*RA : A Tale of

Ancient Rome. Cr. Svo. 6s.

HARBOUR BAR, THE. Cr. Svo. &.

HARDY (Arthur Sherburne). BUT YET A
WOMAN : A Novel. Cr. Svo. +s- &*

THEWINDOF DESTINY. 2vols. Gl.Svo. las.

HARDY (Thomas). THE WOODLANDERS.
Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

WF.SSF.X TALES : STRANGE, LIVELY, AND
COMMONPLACE. Cr. Svo. 3*. 6d.

HARTE (Bret). CRESSY. Cr. Svo. y. W.

THE HERITAGE OF DEDLOW MARSH
and other Tales. Cr. Svo. 3* . 6d.
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LITERATURE.
Prose Fiction continued.

- HOGAN, M.P." (The Author of). HOGAN,
M.P. Globe 8vo. 2*.

THE HONOURABLE Miss FERRAKD. Gl.

8vo. 2s.

FLITTERS, TATTERS, AND THE COUN-
SELLOR, ETC. Globe 8vo. 2j.

CHRISTY CAREW. Globe 8vo. zs.

ISMAV'S CHILDREN. Globe 8vo. zs.

HOPPUS (Mary)- A GREAT TREASON : A
Story of the War of Independence. 2 vols.

Cr. 8vo. 9.?.

HUGHES (Thomas). TOM BROWN'S SCHOOL
DAYS. By AN OLD BOY. Golden Treasury
Edition. 45-. 6<L Uniform Edition. $s. 6d.

People's Edition. 2S. People's Sixpenny
Edition. Illustr. Med. 4to. 6rf. Uniform
with Sixpenny Kingsley. Med. Svo. fid.

TOM BROWX AT OXFORD. Cr. Svo. 33. M.
THE SCOURING OF THE WHITE HORSE,

and THE ASHEN FAGGOT. Cr. Svo. y. 6d.

IRVING (Washington). (See ILLUSTRATED
BOOKS, p. 12.)

]ACKSON (Helen). RAMONA. Gl. Svo. 2S.

JAMES (Henry). THE EUROPEANS: A Novel.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

; i8mo, 2S.

DAISY MILLER: and other Stories. Cr.

Svo, 6s. ; Globe Svo, 2S.

THE AMERICAN. Cr. Svo. 6s. i8mo.
2 vols. 4S.

RODERICK HUDSON. Cr. Svo. 6s. ; Gl.

8vo, 2s. ; iSmo, 2 vols. 4.5.

THE MADONNA OF THE FUTURE : and
other Tales. Cr. Svo. 6s. ; Globe Svo, 2S.

WASHINGTON SQUARE, THE PENSION
BEAUREPAS. Cr. Svo. 6s. , Globe Svo, 2s.

THE PORTRAIT OF A LADY. Cr. Svo.

6s. ; iSmo, 3 vols. 6s.

STORIES REVIVED. In Two Series.

Cr. Svo. 6s. each.
THE BOSTONIANS. Cr. Svo. 6s.

NOVELS AND TALES. Pocket Edition.

iSmo. 2S. each volume.
CONFIDENCE, i vol.

THE SIEGE OF LONDON
;
MADAME DE

MAUVES. i vol.

AN INTERNATIONAL EPISODE ; THE PEN-
SION BEAUREPAS ; THE POINT OF VIEW.
i vol.

DAISY MILLER, a Study; FOUR MEET-
INGS; LONGSTAFF'S MARRIAGE; BEN-
VOLIO. i vol.

THE MADONNA OK THE FUTURE ; A
BUNDLE OF LETTERS ; THE DIARY OF
A MAN OF FIFTY ; EUGENE PICKERING.
i vol.

TALES OF THREE CITIES. Cr. 8v. 4.5. M.
THE PRINCESS CASAMASSIMA. Cr. Svo.

6s. ; Globe Svo, 2s.

PARTIAL PORTRAITS. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE REVERBERATOR. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE ASPEKN PAPERS; LOUISA PALLANT;
THE MODERN WARNING. Cr. Svo. 3*. dd.

A LONDON LIFE. Cr. Svo. 3*. 6d.

THE TRAGIC MUSE. Cr. Svo. $s. 6d.

KEARY (Annie). JANET'S HOME. Cr. 8vo.

3S. 6d.

CLEMENCY FRANK-LYN. Globe Svo. ss.

OLDBURY. Cr. Svo. 3.1. 6d.

KEARY (Annie). A YORK AND A LANCAS-
TER ROSE. Cr. 8vo. 3^. 6d.

CASTLE DALY. Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

A DOUBTING HEART. Cr. Svo. 33.61:'.

KINGSLEY (Charles). Eversley Edition.

13 vols. Globe Svo. 55. each. WESTWARD-
Ho ! 2 vols. Two YEARS AGO. 2 vols.

HYPATIA. 2 vols. YEAST, i vol. ALTON
LOCKE. 2 vols. HEREWARD THE WAKE.
2 vols.

Complete Edition. Cr. Svo. 3^. dd. each.
WESTWARD Ho! With a Portrait.

HYPATIA. YEAST. ALTON LOCKE. Two
YEARS AGO. HEREWARD THE WAKE.

Sixpenny Edition. Med. Svo. 6d.

each. WESTWARD Ho ! HYPATIA.
YEAST. ALTON LOCKE. Two YEARS AGO.
HEREWARD THE WAKE.

KIPLING (Rudyard). PLAIN TALES FROM
THE HILLS. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE LIGHT THAT FAILED. Cr. Svo. 6s.

LIFE'S HANDICAP : Being Stories of mine
own People. Cr. Svo. 6s.

LAFARGUE (Philip). THE NEW JUDGMENT
OF PARIS. 2 vols. Globe Svo. 12.5.

LEE (Margaret). FAITHFUL AND UNFAITH-
FUL. Cr. Svo. 3S. 6d.

LEVY (A.). REUBEN SACHS. Cr. Svo. 3s.6d.

LITTLE PILGRIM IN THE UNSEEN, A.

24th Thousand. Cr. Svo. vs. 6d.

"LITTLE PILGRIM IN THE UNSEEN,
A" (Author of). THE LAND OF DARKNESS.
Cr. Svo. 5.?.

LYTTON (Earl of). THE RING OF AMASIS :

A Romance. Cr. Svo. is. 6d.

McLENNAN (Malcolm). MUCKLE JOCK;
and other Tales of Peasant Life in the North.
Cr. Svo. 3S. 6d.

MACQUOID (K. S.). PATTY. Gl. Svo. 2s.

MADOC (Fayr). THE STORY OF MELICENT.
Cr. Svo. 4*. 6d.

MALET (Lucas). MRS. LORIMF.R : A Sketch
in Black and White. Cr. Svo. 33. 6d.

MALORY (Sir Thos.). (See GLOBE LIBRARY,
p. 20.)

MINTO (W.). THE MEDIATION OF RALPH
HARDELOT. 3 vols. Cr. Svo. 31^. 6d.

MITFORD (A. B.). TALES OF OLD JAPAN.
With Illustrations. Cr. Svo. 3S. 6d.

MIZ MAZE (THE); OR, THE WINKWORTH
PUZZLE. A Story in Letters by Nine
Authors. Cr. Svo. ^s.6d.

MURRAY (D. Christie). AUNT RACHEL.
Cr. Svo. 3s. 6d.

SCHWARTZ. Cr. Svo. 35. 6d.

THE WEAKER VESSEL. Cr. Svo. 3^. 6d.

JOHN VALE'S GUARDIAN. Cr. Svo. 35. 6d.

MURRAY (D. Christie) and HERMAN(H-).
HE FELL AMONG THIEVES. Cr.Svo. y.6d.

NEW ANTIGONE, THE: A ROMANCE.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

NOEL (Lady Augusta). HITHERSEA MERE.
3 vols. Cr. Svo. 3is . 6d.

NORRIS (W. E.). MY FRIEND JIM. Globe
Svo. 2S.

CHRIS. Globe Svo. zs.



PROSE FICTION COLLECTED WORKS.

NORTON (Hon. Mrs.).-OLD SIR DOUG-
LAS. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

OLIPHANT (Mrs. M. O. W.). A SON OF
THE SOIL. Globe 8vo. 2s.

THE CURATE IN CHARGE. Globe 8vo. 2S.

YOUNG MUSGRAVE. Globe 8vo. 25.

HE THAT WILL NOT WHEN HE MAY.
Globe Svo. is.

SIR TOM. Globe Svo. 2*.

HESTER. Cr. Svo. 33. (id.

1 HE WIZARD'S SON. Globe Svo. 2*.

THE COUNTRY GENTLEMAN AND HIS
FAMILY. Globe Svo. is.

THE SECOND SON. Globe Svo. 25.

NEIGHBOURS ON THE GREEN. Cr. Svo.

3j. 6d.

JOYCE. Cr. Svo. 35. 6d.

A BELEAGUERED CITY. Cr. Svo. 3$. 6d.

KIRSTEEN. Cr. Svo. 3S. 6d.

THE RAILWAY MAN AND HIS CHILDREN.
3 vols. Cr. Svo. 31.?. 6d.

PALMER (Lady Sophia). MRS. PENICOTT'S
LODGER : and other Stories. Cr. Svo. 25. (>d.

PATER (Walter). MARIUS THE EPICUREAN :

His SENSATIONS AND IDEAS, srd Edit. 2

VOI.S. SVO. I2J.

ROSS (Percy). A MISGUIDIT LASSIE. Cr.

Svo. 4^ . 6d.

RUSSELL (W. Clark). MAROONED. Cr.

Svo. 3S. 6d.

ST. JOHNSTON (A.). A SOUTH SEA
LOVER : A Romance. Cr. Svo. 6s.

SHORTHOUSE (J- Henry). Uniform Edi-
tion. Cr. Svo. 3*. 6d. each.

JOHN INGLESANT : A Romance.
SIR PERCIVAL: A Story of the Past and of

the Present.

THE LITTLE SCHOOLMASTER MARK: A
Spiritual Romance.

A TEACHER OF THE VIOLIN : and other Tales.

THE COUNTESS EVE.
BLANCHE, LADY FALAISE. Cr. Svo. 6s.

SLIP IN THE FENS, A. Globe Svo. 25.

TIM : A STORY OF SCHOOL LIFE. Cr. Svo. 6s.

TOURGENIEF.-ViRGiN SOIL. Translated

by ASHTON W. DILKE. Cr. Svo. 6s.

VELEY (Margaret). A GARDEN OF MEMO-
RIES; MRS. AUSTIN; LIZZIE'S BARGAIN.
Three Stories. 2 vols. Globe Svo. I2S.

VOICES CRYING IN THE WILDER-
NESS : A NOVEL. Cr. Svo. 7*. 6d.

WARD (Mrs. T. Humphry). Miss BRETHER-
TON. Cr. Svo. is. 6d.

WORTHEY (Mrs.). THE NEW CONTINENT :

A Novel. 2 vols. Globe Svo. 12^.

YONGE (Charlotte M.). Uniform Edition.

Cr. Svo. 3S. 6d. each.

THE HKIK OK REDCI.YFFE.
HEARTSEASE.
HOPES AND FEARS.
DYNEVOR TERRACE.
THE DAISY CHAIN.
THE TRIAL: MORE LINKS OF THE DAISY
CHAIN.

PILLARS OF THE HOUSE. Vol. I.

PILLARS OF THE HOUSE. Vol. II.

THE YOUNG STEPMOTHER.
CLEVER WOMAN OF THE FAMILY.
THE THREE BRIDES.
MY YOUNG ALCIDES.
THE CAGED LION.

YONGE (Charlotte M.). Uniform Edition.
Cr. Svo. 3*. 6d. each.
THE DOVE IN THE EAGLE'S NEST.
THE CHAPLET OF PEARLS.
LADY HESTER, and THE DANVERS PAPERS.
MAGNUM BONUM.
LOVE AND LIFE.
UNKNOWN TO HISTORY.
STRAY PEARLS.
THE ARMOURER'S PRENTICES.
THF, Two SIDES OF THE SHIELD.
NUTTIE'S FATHER.
SCENES AND CHARACTERS.
CHANTRY HOUSE.
A MODERN TF.LEMACHUS.
BYE WORDS.
BEECHCROFT AT ROCKSTONE.
MORE BYWORDS.
A REPUTED CHANGELING ; or, Three Seventh
Years Two Centuries Ago.

THE LITTLE DUKE.RICHARD THE FEARLESS.
THE LANCES OF LYNWOOD.
THE PRINCE AND THE PAGE.
THE Two PENNILESS PRINCESSES : A Story

of the Time of James I. of Scotland.

P's AND Q's : LITTLE LUCY'S WONDERFUL
GLOBE.
THAT STICK. 2 vols. Cr. Svo. i2S.

Collected Works ; Essays ; Lectures ;

Letters; Miscellaneous Works.
AN AUTHOR'S LOVE. Being the Unpub-

lished Letters of PROSPER MERIMEE'S
"Inconmie." 2 vols. Exl. cr. Svo. I2S.

ARNOLD (Matthew). ESSAYS IN CRITICISM.
6th Edit. Cr. Svo. gs.

ESSAYS IN CRITICISM. Second Series.

Cr. Svo. 7*. 6d.

DISCOURSES IN AMERICA. Cr. Svo. +s.6d.

BACON. With Introduction and Notes, by
F. G. SELHY, M.A. Gl. Svo. 3*. ; swd. 2j.6rf.

(See also GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES, p. 20.)

BLACKIE (John Stuart). LAY SERMONS.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

BRIDGES (John A.). IDYLLS OF A LOST
VILLAGE. Cr. 8yo. -s. 6d.

BRIMLEY (George). ESSAYS. Globe Svo. 5.1.

BUNYAN ( lohn). THE PILGRIM'S PROGRESS
FROM THIS WORLD TO THAT WHICH is TO
COME. iSmo. 2s. 6d. net.

BUTCHER (Prof. S. H.) SOME ASPECTS OF
THE GRKKK GENIUS. Cr. Svo. 7J-.6rf.net.

CARLYLE (Thomas). (See BIOGRAPHY.)

CHURCH (Dean). MISCELLANEOUS WRI-
TINGS. Collected Edition. 5 vols. Globe

ESSAYS. II. DANTE: AND OTHER ESSAYS.

III. ST. ANSELM. IV. SPENSER. V.

BACON.

CLIFFORD (Prof. \V. K..). LECTURES AND
ESSAYS. Edited by LESLIE STEPHEN and

Sir F. POLLOCK. Cr. Svo. 8*. 6d.

CLOUGH (A. H.). PROSE REMAINS. With
a Selection from his Letters, and a Memoir

by HIS.WIFE. Cr. Svo. 7J. 6d.

COLLINS (J. Churton). THE STUDY OF

ENGLISH LITERATURE. Cr. Svo.

CRAIK (Mrs.). CONCERNING MEN: and

other Papers. Cr. Svo. *s. 6d.

ABOUT MONEY : and other Things. Cr.

Svo. 6s.

SERMONS OUT OF CHURCH. Cr.Svo. y.6d.
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LITERATURE.
Collected Works

; Essays ;
Lectures ;

Letters; Miscellaneous Works contd.

LUBBOCK (Rt. Hon Sir John, Bart.). THE
PLEASURES OF LIFE. New Edition. 6oth
Thousand. Gl.Svo. Parti. is.6d.; swd. is.

Library Edition. 3s. 6^.-Part 11. is. 6<t. ;

sewed, is. Library Edition. -$s.f>d. Com-
plete in i vol. 2s. 6d.

MACMILLAN (Rev. Hugh). ROMAN MO-
SAICS , or, Studies in Rome and its Neigh-
bourhood. Globe 8vo. 6s.

MAHAFFY (Prof. J. P.).-THE PRINCIPLES
OF THE ART OF CONVERSATION. Cr.Svo. $s.6d.

MASSON (David). WORDSWORTH, SHELLEY,
KEATS : and other Essays. Cr. 8vo. 5.?.

MAURICE (F. D.). THE FRIENDSHIP OF
BOOKS : and other Lectures. Cr. 8vo. +s. 6d.

MORLEY (John). WORKS. Collected Edit.
Innvols. Globe 8vo. $s. each. VOLTAIRE.
i vol. ROUSSEAU. 2 vols. DIDEROT AND
THE ENCYLOPviiDiSTs. 2 vols. ON COM-
PROMISE, i vol. MISCELLANIES. 3 vols.

BURKE, i vol. STUDIES IN LITERATURE.
i vol.

MYERS (F.W.H.). -ESSAYS. 2 vols. Cr.Svo.

4*. 6d. each. I. CLASSICAL; II. MODERN.
NADAL (E. S.). ESSAYS AT HOME AND
ELSEWHERE. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

OLIPHANT(T.L.Kington). THEDUKEAND
THE SCHOLAR : and other Essays. 8vo. js.dd.

OWENS COLLEGE ESSAYS AND 'AD-
DRESSES. By Professors and Lecturers
of the College. 8vo. 14.9.

PATER (W.). THE RENAISSANCE; Studies
in Art and Poetry. 4th Ed. Cr.Svo. ios.6d.

IMAGINARY PORTRAITS. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

APPRECIATIONS. With an Essay on
"
Style." 2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. Ss. 6d.

MARIUS THE EPICUREAN. 2 vols. Cr.
8VO. I2S.

PICTON (J. A.').-THE MYSTERY OF MATTER :

and other Essays. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

POLLOCK (Sir F., Bart.). OXFORD LEC-
TURES : and other Discourses. 8vo. gs.

POOLE (M. E.). PICTURES OF COTTAGE
LIFE IN THE WEST OF ENGLAND. 2nd Ed.
Cr. 8vo. 3^. 6d.

POTTER (Louisa). LANCASHIRE MEMORIES.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

PRICKARD (A. O.). ARISTOTLE ON THE
ART OF POETRY. Cr. 8vo. $s. 6d.

RUMFORD. COMPLETE WORKS OF COUNT
RUMFORD. Memoir by G. ELLIS. Por-
trait. 5 vols. 8vo. 4/. us. 6d.

SCIENCE LECTURES AT SOUTH KEN-
SINGTON. Illustr. 2 vols. Cr.Svo. 6.?.each.

SMALLEY (George W.). LONDON LETTERS
AND SOME OTHERS. 2 Vols. 8vO. 32$.

STEPHEN (Sir James Fitzjames, Bart.).
HORAE SABBATICAE. Globe 8vo.

THRING (Edward). THOUGHTS ON LIFE
SCIENCE. 2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 7*. 6d.

WESTCOTT (Bishop). (See THEOLOGY, p. 36.)

WILSON (Dr. George). RELIGIO CHEMICI.
Cr. 8vo. Ss. 6d.

THE FIVE GATEWAYS OF KNOWLEDGE
gth Edit. Ext. fcp. 8vo. vs. 6d.

WHITTIER (John Greenleaf). THE COM-

Vol. 1. NARRATIVE AND LEGENDARY POBMS.
II. POEMS OF NATURE; POF.MS SUBJEC-

TIVE AND REMINISCENT ; RELIGIOUS POEMS.
III. ANTI-SLAVERY POEMS; SONGS OF

LABOUR AND REFORM. IV. PERSONAL
POEMS; OCCASIONAL POEMS

;
THE TENT ON

THE BEACH ; with the Poems of ELIZABETH
H. WHITTIER, and an Appendix containing
Early and Uncollected Verses. V. MAR-
GARET SMITH'S JOURNAL ; TALES AND
SKETCHES. VI. OLD PORTRAITS AND MO-
DERN SKETCHES ; PERSONAL SKETCHES AND
TRIBUTES ; HISTORICAL PAPERS. VII. THE
CONFLICT WITH SLAVERY, POLITICS, AND
REFORM ; THE INNER LIFE, CRITICISM.

LOGIC. (See under PHILOSOPHY, p. 26 )

MAGAZINES. (See PERIODICALS).

MAGNETISM. (See under PHYSICS, p. 26.)

MATHEMATICS, History of.

BALL (W. W. R.). A SHORT ACCOUNT OF
THE HISTORY OF MATHEMATICS. Cr. Svo.

MEDICINE.
(See also DOMESTIC ECONOMY ; NURSING ;

HYGIENE ; PHYSIOLOGY.)
ACLAND (Sir H. W.). THE ARMY MEDICAL
SCHOOL : Address at Netley Hospital, is.

ALLBUTT (Dr. T. Clifford). ON THE USE
OF THE OPHTHALMOSCOPE. Svo. 15^.

ANDERSON (Dr. McCall). LECTURES ON
CLINICAL MEDICINE. Illustr. Svo. ios. dd.

BALLANCE(C.A.)andEDMUNDS(Dr.W.).
LIGATION IN CONTINUITY. Illustr. Roy.Svo.

BARWELL (Richard, F.R.C.S.). THE
CAUSES AND TREATMENT OF LATERAL
CURVATURE OF THE SPINE. Cr. Svo. 5.9.

ON ANEURISM, ESPECIALLY OF THE
THORAX AND ROOT OF THE NECK. 3.5. dd.

BASTIAN (H. Charlton). ON PARALYSIS
FROM BRAIN DISEASE IN ITS COMMON
FORMS. Cr. Svo. los. dd.

BICKERTON (T. H.). ON COLOUR BLIND-
NESS. Cr. Svo.

BRAIN: A JOURNAL OF NEUROLOGY. Edited
for the Neurological Society of London, by
A. DE WATTEVILLE, Quarterly. Svo. y.dd.
(Part I. in Jan. 1878.) Vols. I. to XII. Svo.

15.9. each. [Cloth covers for binding, is. each.]

BRUNTON (Dr. T. Lauder). A TEXT-
BOOK OF PHARMACOLOGY, THERAPEUTICS,
AND MATERIA MEDICA. 3rd Edit. Med.
Svo. 2ij. Or in 2 vols. 22.?. dd.

DISORDERS OF DIGESTION : THEIR CON-
SEQUENCES AND TREATMENT. Svo. los. dd.

PHARMACOLOGY AND THERAPEUTICS; or,
Medicine Past and Present. Cr. Svo. 6s.

TABLES OF MATERIA MEDICA : A Com-
panion to the Materia Medica Museum.
8vo. 5s.

CROONIAN LECTURES ON THE CONNEC-
TION BETWEEN CHEMICAL CONSTITUTION
AND PHYSIOLOGICAL ACTION. Being an In-

troduction to Modern Therapeutics. Svo.

BUCKNILL(Dr.). THE CARE OF THE IN-
SANE. Cr. Svo. 3-r dd.

CARTER (R. Brudenell, F.C.S.). A PRAC-
TICAL TREATISE ON DISEASES OF THE EYE.
Svo. i6s.



MEDICINE-MILITARY ART AND HISTORY. *3

CARTER (R. Brudenell). EYESIGHT, GOOD
AND BAD. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

M6l>KK.\' OPERATIONS FOR CATARACT.

CHRISTIE (J.). CHOLERA EPIDEMICS IN
EAST AFRICA. Svo. 15.1.

COWELL (George). LECTURES ON CATA-
RACT : ITS CAUSES, VARIETIES, AND TREAT-
MENT. Cr. Svo. 4.?. 6d.

FLUCKIGER (F. A.) and HANBURY (D.).
PHARMACOGKAPHIA. A History of the

Principal Drugs of Vegetable Origin met
with in Great Britain and India. Svo. 2is.

FOTHERGILL (Dr. J. Milner). THE PRAC-
TITIONER'S HANDBOOK OF TREATMENT;
or, The Principles of Therapeutics. Svo. i6s.

THE ANTAGONISM OF THERAPEUTIC
AGENTS, AND WHAT IT TEACHES. Cr. Svo. 6s.

FOOD FOR THE INVALID, THE CONVALES-
CENT, THE DYSPEPTIC, AND THE GOUTY.
and Edit. Cr. Svo. 3*. 6d.

FOX (Dr. Wilson). ON THE ARTIFICIAL
PRODUCTION OF TUBERCLE IN THE LOWER
ANIMALS. With Plates. 4to. 5*. 6rf.

ON THE TREATMENT OF HYPERPYREXIA,
AS ILLUSTRATED IN ACUTE ARTICULAR
RHEUMATISM BY MEAJJS OF THE EXTERNAL
APPLICATION OF COLD. Svo. 2*. dd,

GRIFFITHS (W. H.). LESSONS ON PRE-
SCRIPTIONS AND THE ART OF PRESCRIBING.
New Edition. iSmo. $s. 6d.

HAMILTON (Prof. D. J.). ON THE PATHO-
LOGY OF BRONCHITIS, CATARRHAL PNEU-
MONIA, TUBERCLE, AND ALLIED LESIONS OF
THE HUMAN Luxe. Svo. 8s. dd.

A TEXT-BOOK OF PATHOLOGY, SYSTE-
MATIC AND PRACTICAL. Illustrated. Vol.
I. Svo. 25$.

HANBURY (Daniel). SCIENCE PAPERS,
CHIEFLY PHARMACOLOGICAL AND BOTANI-
CAL. Med. Svo. 14.5.

KLEIN (Dr. E.). MICRO-ORGANISMS AND
DISEASE. An Introduction into the Study
of Specific Micro-Organisms. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE BACTERIA IN ASIATIC CHOLERA.
Cr. Svo. 5s.

LEPROSY INVESTIGATION COMMIT-
TEE, JOURNAL OF THE. Edited by
P. S. ABRAHAM, M.A. Nos. 2 and ?.

2S. 6d. each net.

LINDSAY (Dr. J. A.). THE CLIMATIC
TREATMENT OF CONSUMPTION. Cr. Svo. 5$.

MACKENZIE (Sir Morell).-THE HYGIENE
OF THE VOCAL ORGANS. Cr. Svo. 6s.

MACLAGAN (Dr. T.). THE GERM THEORY.
Svo. IOT. 6d.

MACLEAN (Surgeon-General W. C.). DIS-

EASES OF TROPICAL CLIMATES. Cr. Svo.

los. 6d.

MACNAMARA(C.). A HISTORY OF ASIATIC
CHOLERA. Cr. Svo. ids. 6d.

MERCIER (Dr. C.). THE NERVOUS SYSTEM
AND THE MIND. Svo. us. 6d.

PIFFARD (H. G.). AN ELEMENTARY TREA-
TISE ON DISEASES OF THE SKIN. Svo. i6s.

PRACTITIONER, THE: A MONTHLV
JOURNAL OF THERAPEUTICS AND PUBLII
HEALTH. Edited by T. LAVDF.R BRUNTON.
F.R.S., etc. ; DONALD MACAI.ISTER, M.A.,
M.D., and J. MITCHELL BRUCK, M.D.
is.6d. monthly. Vols. I.-XLVI. Half

yearly vols. ios.6d. each. [Cloth covers for

binding, is. each.]

REYNOLDS (J- R.). A SYSTEM OF MEDI-
CINE. Edited by J. RUSSELL REYNOLDS.
M.D., In 5 vols. Vols. I. III. and V.
Svo. 25.?. each. Vol. IV. 21*.

RICHARDSON (Dr. B. W.).-DISEASES OK
MODERN LIFE. Cr. Svo.

THE FIELD OF DISEASE. A Book of
Preventive Medicine. Svo. 251.

SEATON (Dr Edward C.). A HANDBOOK
OF VACCINATION. Ext. fcp. Svo. Ss. 6<i.

SEILER (Dr. Carl). MiCRO-PnOTOGRArHS
IN HISTOLOGY, NORMAL AND PATHOLOGI-
CAL. 410. 31$. 6d.

SIBSON (Dr. Francis).-COLLECTED WOKKS
Edited by W. M. ORD, M.D. Illustrated.

4 vols. Svo. 3/. 3S.

SPENDER (J. Kent). THERAPEUTIC MEANS
FOR THE RELIEF OF PAIN. Svo. 6s. 6d

SURGERY (THE INTERNATIONAL
ENCYCLOPAEDIA OF). A Systematic
Treatise on the Theory and Practice of Sur-

gery by Authors of various Nations. Edited

by JOHN ASHHUI^T, jun., M.D. 6 vols.

Roy. Svo. 315. dd. each.

THORNE (Dr. Thome). DIPHTHERIA. Cr.

Svo. 8s. dd.

WHITE (Dr. W. Hale). A TEXT-BOOK OF
GENERAL THERAPEUTICS. Cr. Svo. 6s. dd.

ZIEGLER (Ernst). A TEXT-BOOK OF PA-
THOLOGICAL ANATOMY AND PATHOGENESIS.
Translated and Edited by DONALD MAC-
ALISTER, M.A., M.I). Illustrated. Svo.

Part I. GENERAL PATHOLOGICAL ANATOMY.
i2s. dd. Part II. SPECIAL PATHOLOGICAL
ANATOMY. Sections I. VIII. and IX.-
XII. Svo. 12S. dd. each.

METALLURGY.
(See also CHEMISTRY.)

HIORNS (Arthur H.). A TEXT-BOOK OF
ELEMENTARY METALLURGY. Gl. Svo. 4*-

PRACTICAL METALLURGY AND ASSAYING.
Illustrated. Globe Svo. 6*.

IRON AND STEEL MANUFACTURE. Illus-

trated. Globe Svo. 3-c. M.
MIXED METALS iiu METALLIC ALLOYS.

Globe Svo. 6s.

PHILLIPS (J. A.). A TREATISE ON ORE
DEPOSITS. Illustrated. Med. Svo. 25*.

METAPHYSICS.
(Set- under PIIII.I..-OPHY, p. 25.)

MILITARY ART AND HISTORY.
ACLAND (Sir H. W.). (See MEDICINE.)

AITKEN (Sir W.). THE GROWTH OF THE
RECRUIT ANDYOUNG SOLDIER. Cr.8vo.8f.6^.

CUNYNGHAME (Gen. Sir A. T.). Mv
COMMAND IN SOUTH AFRICA, 187478.
Svo. 12*. dd.



MUSIC PERIODICALS.

MILITARY TSOSKOKy-contimud.
"DAILY NEWS." CORRESPONDENCE OF
THE WAR BETWEEN RUSSIA AND TURKEY,
1877, TO THE FALL OF KARS. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

CORRESPONDENCE OF THE Russo-TuRK-
ISH WAR, FROM THE FALL OF KARS TO THE
CONCLUSION OF PEACE. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

HOZIER (Lieut.-Col. H. M.). THE SEVEN
WEEKS' WAR. 3rd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6t.

THE INVASIONS OF ENGLAND. 2 vols.
8VO. 28.C.

MARTEL (Chas.). MILITARY ITALY. With
Map. 8vo. i2s. fid.

MAURICE (Lt. -Col.). WAR. 8vo. 5j. net.

THE NATIONAL DEFENCES. Cr. 8vo.

MERCUR (Prof. J.). ELEMENTS OF THE
ART OF WAR. 8vo. ijs.

SCRATCHLEY KINLOCH COOKE.
AUSTRALIAN- DEFENCES AND NEW GUINEA.
Compiled from the Papers of the late Major-
General Sir PETER SCRATCHLEY, R.E., by
C. KINLOCH COOKE. 8vo. 14*.

THROUGH THE RANKS TO A COM-
MISSION. New Edition. Cr. 8vo. 2s. dd.

WILKINSON (S.). THE BRAIN OF AN
ARMY. A Popular Account of the German
General Staff. Cr. 8vo. zs. dd.

WINGATE (Major F. R.). MAHDIISM AND
THE EGYPTIAN SUDAN. An Account of the
Rise and Progress of Mahdiism, and of Sub-
sequent Events in the Sudan to the Present
Time. With 17 Maps. 8vo. $os. net.

WOLSELEY (General Viscount). THE SOL-
DIER'S POCKET-BOOK FOR FlELD SERVICE.
5th Edit. i6mo, roan. $s.

FIELD POCKET-BOOK FOR THE AUXILIARY
FORCES. i6mo. is. 6d.

MINERALOGY. (See GEOLOGY.)

MISCELLANEOUS WORKS.
(See under LITERATURE, p. 19.)

MUSIC.
FAY (Amy). MUSIC-STUDY IN GERMANY.
Preface by Sir GEO. GROVE.. Cr.Svo. 4^.6^.

GROVE (Sir George). A DICTIONARY OF
Music AND MUSICIANS, A.D. 1450 1889.
Edited by Sir GEORGE GROVE, D.C.L. In

4 vols. 8vo. 215. each. With Illustrations in

Music Type and Woodcut. Also published
in Parts. Parts I. XIV., XIX. XXII.
3*. dd. each ; XV. XVI. 7s. ; XVII. XVIII.
7*. ; XXIII. XXV., Appendix. Edited by
J. A. FULLER MAITLAND, M.A. gs. [Cloth
cases for binding the volumes, is. each.]
A COMPLETE INDEX TO THE ABOVE. By

Mrs. E. WODEHOUSE. 8vo. 7.?. 6d.

HULLAH (John). Music IN THE HOUSE.
4th Edit. Cr. Svo. 2s. dd.

TAYLOR (Franklin).-A PRIMER OF PIANO-
FORTE PLAYING. i8mo. is.

TAYLOR (Sedley).- SOUND AND Music. 2nd
Edit. Ext. cr. Svo. 8s. dd.

A SYSTEM OF SIGHT-SINGING FROM THE
ESTABLISHED MUSICAL NOTATION. Svo.

S^. net.

NATURAL HISTORY.
ATKINSON (J. C.). (See ANTIQUITIES.)

BAKER (Sir Samuel W.). (See SPORT.)

BLANFORD (W. T.). GEOLOGY AND
ZOOLOGY OF ABYSSINIA. Svo. 21$.

FOWLER (W. W.). TALES OF THE BIRDS.
Illustrated. Cr. Svo. ys. dd.

A YEAR WITH THE BIRDS. Illustrated.

Cr. Svo. 3*. dd.

KINGSLEY (Charles). MADAM How AND
LADY WHY ; or. First Lessons in Earth-Lore
for Children. Cr. Svo. 3*. dd.

GLAUCUS ; or, The Wonders of the Sea-
Shore. With Coloured Illustrations. Cr.
Svo. is. dd. Presentation Edition. Cr.

Svo, extra cloth. js. dd.

WALLACE (Alfred Russel). THE MALAY
ARCHIPELAGO: The Land of the Orang
Utang and the Bird of Paradise. Maps and
Illustrations. Ext. cr. Svo. 6s. (See also

BIOLOGY.)

WATERTON (Charles). WANDERINGS IN
SOUTH AMERICA, THE NORTH-WEST OF
THE UNITED STATES, AND THE ANTILLES.
Edited by Rev. J. G. WOOD. Illustrated.

Cr. Svo. 6s. People's Edition. 410. 6d.

WHITE (Gilbert). NATURAL HISTORY AND
ANTIQUITIES OF SELBORNE. Ed. by FRANK
BUCKLAND. With a Chapter on Antiquities

by the EARL OF SELBORNE. Cr. Svo. 6s.

NATURAL PHILOSOPHY. '(See PHYSICS.)

NAVAL SCIENCE.
ROBINSON (Rev. J. L.). MARINE SURVEY-

ING, AN ELEMENTARY TREATISE ON. For
Younger Naval Officers. Illust. Cr.Svo. js.dd.

SHORTLAND (Admiral). NAUTICAL SUR-
VEYING. SVO. 2I.S-.

THOMSON (Sir Wm.). POPULAR LEC-
TURES AND ADDRESSES. Vol. III. NAVI-
GATION. Cr. Svo. js. dd.

NOVELS. (See PROSE FICTION, p. 17.)

NURSING.
(See tinder DOMESTIC ECONOMY, p. 8.)

OPTICS (or LIGHT). (See PHYSICS, p. 27.)

PAINTING. (See ART.)

PERIODICALS.
AMERICAN JOURNAL OF PHILOLOGY,
THE. (See PHILOLOGY.)

BRAIN. (See MEDICINE.)

ECONOMIC JOURNAL, THE. (See PO-
LITICAL ECONOMY.)

ECONOMICS, THE QUARTERLY JOUR-
NAL OF. (See POLITICAL ECONOMY.)

ENGLISH ILLUSTRATED MAGAZINE,
THE. Profusely Illustrated. Published

Monthly. No. I. October, 1883. dd. net.

Vol. I. 1884. 7s.6d.~Vols. II.-VIII. Super
royal Svo, extra cloth, coloured edges. Bs.

each. [Cloth Covers for binding Volumes,
is. each.]



PHILOLOGY PHILOSOI'I I V. -5

NATURE: A WEEKLY ILLUSTRATED JOUR-
NAL OK SCIENCE. Published every Thursday.
Price t>d. Monthly Parts, vs. and 2*. f>ti. ;

Current Half-yearly vols., i^r. each. A'ols.

I. XLIII. [Cases for binding vols. is. 6d.

each.]

HELLENIC STUDIES, THE JOURNAL
OF. Pub. Half-Yearly from 1880. 8vo. yx. ;

or each Part, 15*. Vol. XII. Part I. 15*. net.

The Journal will be sold at a reduced price
to Libraries wishing to subscribe, but official

application must in each case be made to the

Council. Information on this point, and upon
the conditionsofMembership,may beobtained
on application to the Hon. Sec., Mr. George
Macmillan, 29, Bedford Street,Covent Garden.

MACMILLAN'S MAGAZINE. Published

Monthly, i*. Vols. I.-LXIV. 7s. 6d. each.

[Cloth covers for binding, is. each.]

PHILOLOGY, THE JOURNAL OF. (See
PHILOLOGY.)

PRACTITIONER, THE. (See MEDICINE.)

PHILOLOGY.
AMERICAN JOURNAL OFPHILOLOGY,
THE. Edited by Prof. BASIL L. GILDER-
SI.EEVE. 4s. 6d. each No. (quarterly).

AMERICAN PHILOLOGICAL ASSOCIA-
TION, TRANSACTIONS OF. Vols. I.

XX. 8*. 6d. per vol. net, except Vols. XV.
and XX., which are los. 6d. net.

CORNELL UNIVERSITY STUDIES IN
CLASSICAL PHILOLOGY. Edited by
I. FI.AGG, W. G. HALE, and B. I. WHEELER.
1. THE CU ^/-CONSTRUCTIONS: their His-

tory- and Functions. Part I. Critical, is. 8rf.

net. Part II. Constructive. By W. G.

HALE. 3$. i,d. net. II. ANALOGY AND THE
Scorn OF ITS APPLICATION IN LANGUAGE.
P>y 1!. I. WHEELER, is.yl. net.

GILES (P.). A SHORT MANUAL OF PHILO-

LOGY FOR CLASSICAL STUDENTS. Cr. 8vo.

JOURNAL OF SACRED AND CLASSI-
CAL PHILOLOGY. 4 vols. 8vo. i2j.6rf.each.

JOURNAL OF PHILOLOGY. New Series.

Edited by W. A. WRIGHT, M.A., I. BY-

WATER, M.A., and H. JACKSON, M.A.

4s. 6d. each No. (half-yearly).

KELLNER (Dr. L.). HISTORICAL OUT-
LINES OF ENGLISH SYNTAX. Ex. fcp. 8vo. 6s.

MORRIS (Rev. Richard, LL.D.). PRIMER
OF ENGLISH GRAMMAR. i8mo. is.

ELEMENTARY LESSONS IN HISTORICAL
ENGLISH GRAMMAR. i8mo. vs. 6d.

- HISTORICAL OUTLINES OF ENGLISH AC-
CIDENCE. Extra fcp. 8vo. 6s.

MORRIS (R.) and BOWEN (H. C.).-ENG-
LISH GRAMMAR EXERCISES. i8mo. is.

OLIPHANT (T. L. Kington). THE OLD
AND MIDDLE ENGLISH. Globe 8vo. 9*.

THE NEW ENGLISH. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. 2is.

PEILE (John). A PRIMER OF PHILOLOGY.
i8mo. is.

PELLISSIER (E.). FRENCH ROOTS AND
THEIR FAMILIES. Globe 8vo. 6*.

TAYLOR (Isaac). WORDS AND PLACES.

gth Edit. Maps. Globe 8vo. 6s.

ETRUSCAN RESEARCHES. 8vo. 14*.
GREEKS AND GOTHS : A Study of the

Runes. 8vo. gs.

WETHERELL (J.).-EXERCISES ON MOR-
RIS'S PRIMER OF ENGLISH GRAMMAR.
i8mo. is.

YONGE (C. M.). HISTORY OF CHRISTIAN
NAMES. New Edit., revised. Cr. 8vo. 7*. 6rf.

PHILOSOPHY.
Ethics and Metaphysics Logic Psychology.

Ethics and Metaphysics.
BALFOUR (Right Hon. A. J.).-A DEFENCE
OF PHILOSOPHIC DOUBT. 8vo. 12*.

BIRKS(ThomasRawson). FIRST PRINCIPLES
OF MORAL SCIENCE. Cr. 8vo. 8s. (>d.

MODERN UTILITARIANISM ; or, The Sys-
tems of Paley, Bentham, and Mill Examined
and Compared. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 6d.

MODERN PHYSICAL FATALISM, AND THE
DOCTRINE OF EVOLUTION. Including an
Examination of Mr. Herbert Spencer's
"First Principles." Cr. 8vo. 6s.

CALDERWOOD (Prof. H.). A HANDBOOK
OF MORAL PHILOSOPHY. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

FISKE (John). OUTLINES OF COSMIC PHILO-

SOPHY, BASED ON THE DOCTRINE OF EVOLU-
TION. 2 vols. 8vo. 25^.

FOWLER (Rev. Thomas). PROGRESSIVE
MORALITY : An Essay in Ethics. Cr. 8vo. $s.

HARPER (Father Thomas). THE META-
PHYSICS OF THE SCHOOL. In 5 vols. Vols. I.

and II. 8vo. iSf.each. Vol. III. Part I. 12*.

KANT. KANT'S CRITICAL PHILOSOPHY FOR
ENGLISH READERS. By J. P. MAHAFFY,
D.D., and J.

H. BERNARD, B.D. 2 vols.

Cr. 8vo. Vol. I. THE KRITIK OF PURE
REASON EXPLAINED AND DEFENDED. -js.(>d.

Vol. II. THE PROLEGOMENA. Translated,
with Notes and Appendices. 6s.

KANT MAX MULLER. CRITIQUE OF
PURE REASON BY!MMANUEL KANT. Trans-
lated by F. MAX MULLEK. With Intro-

duction by LUDWIG NOIR. 2 vols. 8vo.

i6s. each (sold separately).-Vol. I. HIS-
TORICAL INTRODUCTION, by LUDWIG NOIRE,
etc. Vol. II. CRITIQUE OF PURE REASON.

MAURICE (F. D.). MORAL AND META-
PHYSICAL PHILOSOPHY. 2 vols. 8vo. i6s.

McCOSH (Rev. Dr. James). THE METHOD
OF THE DIVINE GOVERNMENT, PHYSICAL
AND MORAL. 8vo. los. 6d.

THE SUPERNATURAL IN RELATION TO
THE NATURAL. Cr. 8vo. ^s.6li.

THE INTUITIONS OF THE MIND. 8vo.

ios. 6d.

AN EXAMINATION OF MR. J. S. MILL'S

PHILOSOPHY. 8vo. icr. 6d.

CHRISTIANITY AND POSITIVISM. Lec-

tures on Natural Theology and Apologetics.
Cr. 8vo. 7*. M.

THE SCOTTISH PHILOSOPHY KKOM HUT-
CIIESON TO HAMILTON. BIOGRAPHICAL, Ex-
POM-IORY, CRITICAL. Roy. 8vo. i6.r.

REALISTIC PHILOSOPHY DEFENDED IN A
PHILOSOPHIC SERIES. 2 vols. Vol. I. EX-
POSITORY. Vol. II. HISTORICAL AND CRITI-

CAL. Cr. 8vo. 14*.



PHILOSOPHY PHYSICS.

PHILOSOPHY.
Ethics ?.nci irietarnycies continued.

McCOSH (Rev. Dr. J.). FIRST AND FUND-
AMENTAL TRUTHS. Being a Treatise on
Metaphysics. Svo. gs.

THE PREVAILING TYPES OF PHILOSOPHY :

CAN THEY LOGICALLY REACH REALITY?
Svo. 3*. 6d.

MASSON (Prof. David). RECENT BRITISH
PHILOSOPHY. 3rd Edit. Cr. Svo. 6*.

SIDGWICK (Prof. Henry)- THE METHODS
OF ETHICS. 4th Edit., revised. Svo. 14*.
A SUPPLEMENT TO THE SECOND EDITION.

Containing all the important Additions and
Alterations in the Fourth Edition. Svo. 6*.

OUTLINES OF THE HISTORY OF ETHICS
FOR ENGLISH READERS. Cr. Svo. 3*. 6d,

THORNTON (W. T.). OLD-FASHIONED
ETHICS AND COMMON-SENSE METAPHYSICS.
Svo. 10*. 6<t.

Logic.
BOOLE (George). THE MATHEMATICAL
ANALYSIS OF LOGIC. Svo. sewed. 5*.

CARROLL (Lewis). THE GAME OF LOGIC.
Cr. Svo. 3*. net.

JEVONS(W. Stanley). A PRIMER OF LOGIC.
iSmo. is.

ELEMENTARY LESSONS IN LOGIC, DE-
DUCTIVE AND INDUCTIVE. iSmo. 3*. 6d.

STUDIES IN DEDUCTIVE LOGIC, and
Edit. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE PRINCIPLES OF SCIENCE: A Treatise
on Logic and Scientific Method. Cr. Svo.
12*. 6d.

PURE LOGIC: and other Minor Works.
Edited by R. ADAMSON, M.A., and HAR-
RIET A. JEVONS. Svo. 10*. 6d.

KEYNES (J. N.).-STUDIES AND EXERCISES
IN FORMAL LOGIC. 2nd Edit. Cr. Svo. 10*. 6d,

McCOSH (Rev. Dr.). THE LAWS OF DIS-
CURSIVE THOUGHT. A Text-Book of Formal
Logic. Cr. Svo. 5*.

RAY (Prof. P. K.). A TEXT-BOOK OF DE-
DUCTIVE LOGIC. 4th Edit. Globe Svo. 4*. 6d.

VENN (Rev. John). THE LOGIC OF CHANCE.
2nd Edit. Cr. Svo. 10*. 6d.

SYMBOLIC LOGIC. Cr. Svo. 10*. 6d.
THE PRINCIPLES OF EMPIRICAL OR IN-

DUCTIVE LOGIC. Svo. 1 8*.

Psychology.
BALDWIN (Prof. J. M.). HANDBOOK OF
PSYCHOLOGY: Senses and Intellect. 8svo.i2*.6rf.

CALDERWOOD (Prof. H.). THE RELA-
TIONS OF MIND AND BRAIN. Svo. 12*.

CLIFFORD (W. K.). SEEING AND THINK-
ING. Cr. Svo. 3*. 6d.

HOFFDING (Prof. H.). OUTLINES OF PSY-
CHOLOGY. Translated by M. E. LOWNDES.
Cr. Svo. 6*.

JAMES (Prof. William). THE PRINCIPLES OF
PSYCHOLOGY. 2 vols. Demy Svo. 25*. net.

JARDINE (Rev. Robert). THE ELEMENTS
OF THE PSYCHOLOGY OF COGNITION. 3rd
Edit. Cr. Svo. 6*. f>d.

McCOSH (Rev. Dr.). PSYCHOLOGY. Cr. Svo.
I. THE COGNITIVE POWERS. 6*. 6,i. II.

THE MOTIVE POWERS. 6*. 6d.

THE EMOTIONS. Svo. o*.

MAUDSLEY(Dr. Henry)- THE PHYSIOLOGY
OFMi.o. Cr. Svo. .&

THE PATHOLOGY OF MIND. Svo. 18*.

BODY AND MIND. Cr. Svo. 6s. 6d.

MURPHY a- J.).-HABIT AND INTELLI-
GENCE, and Edit. Illustrated. Svo. 16*.

PHOTOGRAPHY.
MELDOLA (Prof. R.). THE CHEMISTRY OF
PHOTOGRAPHY. Cr. Svo. 6s.

PHYSICS OR NATURAL PHILOSOPHY.
General Electricity aud Magnetism

Heat, Light, and Sound.

General.
ANDREWS (Dr. Thomas): THE SCIENTIFIC
PAPERS OF THE LATE. With a Memoir by

-

Profs. TAIT and CRUM BROWN. Svo. 18*.

EVERETT (Prof. J. D.). THE C. G. S. SYS-
TEM OF UNITS, WITHTABI.KS OF PHYSICAL
CONSTANTS. New Edit. Globe Svo. 5*.

FESSENDEN (C.). PHYSICS FOR PUBLIC
SCHOOLS. Globe Svo.

FISHER (Rev. Osmond). PHYSICS OF THE
EARTH'S CRUST. 2nd Edit. Svo. 12*.

GUILLEMIN (Amedee).-THE FORCES OF
NATURE. A Popular Introduction to the

Study of Physical Phenomena. 455 Wood-
cuts. Roy. 8vo. 21*.

THE APPLICATIONS OF PHYSICAL FORCES.
With Plates and Illustrations. Roy. Svo. 21*.

KEMPE (A. B.). How TO DRAW A STRAIGHT
LINE. Cr. Svo. u. dd.

LOEWY (B.). QUESTIONS AND EXAMPLES
IN EXPERIMENTAL PHYSICS, SOUND, LIGHT,
HEAT, ELECTRICITY, AND MAGNETISM.
Fcp. Svo. 2*.

A GRADUATED COURSE OF NATURAL
SCIENCE. Parti. Gl.Svo. 2*. Partll. zs.6d.

MOLLOY (Rev. G.). GLEANINGS IN SCI-
ENCE : A Series of Popular Lectures on
Scientific Subjects. Svo. 7*. 6d.

STEWART (Prof. Balfour). A PRIMER OF
PHYSICS. Illustrated. i8mo. i*.

LESSONS IN ELEMENTARY PHYSICS. Illus-

trated. Fcp. Svo. 4*. 6ef.

QUESTIONS. By T. H. CORE. iSmo. is.

STEWART (Prof. Balfour) and GEE (W. W.
Haldane). LESSONS IN ELEMENTARY PRAC-
TICAL PHYSICS. Illustrated. GENERAL PHY-
SICAL PROCESSES. Cr. Svo. 6*.

TAIT (Prof. P. G.). LECTURES ON SOME
RECENT ADVANCES IN PHYSICAL SCIENCE.
3rd Edit. Cr. Svo. gs.

THOMSON (Sir Wm.). POPULAR LECTURES
AND ADDRESSES. Vol. I. CONSTITUTION
OF MATTER. Cr. Svo. 7*. 6d.

Electricity and Magnetism.
CUMMING (Linnaeus). AN INTRODUCTION
TO ELECTRICITY. Cr. Svo. 8s. 6d.

DAY(R.E.). ELECTRIC LIGHT ARITHMETIC.
iSmo. 2s.

GRAY (Prof. Andrew). THE THEORY AND
Piu

ELECTRICITY AND MAGXETI:
Cr. Svo. Vol. I. 12*. 6d.

ABSOLUTE MEASUREMENTS IN ELECT
CITY AND MAGNETISM. Fcp. Svo. 5*. 6

ok.
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GUILLEMIN(AO ELECTRICITYAND MAO-
NETI--V. . i .--..! rai slated
and Edited l>y Prof. SILVAN us P. THOMP-
SON. Super Roy. Svo. ,i.v. 6./.

LODGE (Prof. Oliver).- MODERN VIEWS OF
ELECTRICITY. Cr. Svo. 6s. 6d.

MENDENHALL (T. C.). A CENTURY OF
ELECTRICITY. Cr. Svo. 4.?. 6d.

STEWART (Prof. Balfour) ami GEE (W. W.
HaldaneV LF.SSOVS IN ELEMENTARY PRAC-
TICAL PHYSICS. Cr. 8vo. Illustrated. ELEC-
TRICITY AND MAGNETISM. 7.?. orf.

PRACTICAL PHYSICS FOR SCHOOLS. Gl.
Svo. ELECTRICITY AND MAG.VKTISM. zs.M.

THOMPSON (Prof. Silvanus P.). ELE-
MENTARY LESSONS IN ELECTRICITY AND
MAGNETISM. Illustrated. Fcp. Svo. 4^. 6d.

THOMSON (Sir Wm.). PAPERS ON ELEC-
TKOSTATICS AND MAGNKTISM. 8vO. I&S.

TURNER (H. H.). EXAMPLES ON HEAT
AND ELECIRICITY. Cr. Svo. 2s. (xt.

Heat, Light, and Sound.
AIRY (Sir G. B.). ON SOUND AND ATMO-
SPHERIC VIBRATIONS. Cr. Svo. 9*.

CARNOT-THURSTON.--REFLECTIONSON
THE MOTIVE POWER OF HEAT, AND ON
MACHINES FITTED TO DEVELOP THAT
POWER. From the French of N. L. S. CAR-
NOT. Edited by R. H. THUI.-STOX, LL.D.
Cr. Svo. 7s. 6<t.

CLAUSIUS(R.). THE MECHANICAL THEORY
OF HEAT. Translated by W. R. BROWNE.
Cr. Svo. TCI. 6d.

FERRERS (Rev. N. M.). SPHERICAL HAR-
MONICS AND SUBJECTS CONNECTED WITH
THEM. Cr. Svo. yi. 6</.

JOHNSON (Amy). SUNSHINE. Illustrated.
Cr. Svo.

JONES (Prof. D. E.). HEAT, LIGHT, AND
SOUND. Globe Svo. vs. 6d.

MAYER (Prof. A. M.). SOUND. A Series of

Simple Experiments. .Iliustr. Cr.Svo. y.(td.

MAYER (Prof. A. M.) and BARNARD (C.)
LIGHT. A Series of Simple Experiments.
Illustrated. Cr. Svo. is. 6d.

PARKINSON (S.).-A TREATISE ON OPTICS.
4th Edit., revised. Cr. Svo. los. 6d.

PEABODY(Prof. C. H.). THERMODYNAMICS
OF THE STEAM ENGINE AND OTHER HEAT-
ENGINES. SVO. 2IS.

PERRY (Prof. J.). STEAM : An Elementary
Treatise. iSmo. 4*. dd.

PRESTON (T.). THE THEORY OF LIGHT.
Illustrated. Svo. 15.?. net.

THE THEORY OF HEAT. Svo.

RAYLEIGH (Lord). THEORY OF SOUND.
Svo. Vol. I. us. 6^. Vol. II. i2s.6<t.

SHANN (G.).-AN ELEMENTARY TREATISE
ON HEAT IN RELATION TO STEAM AND THE
STEAM-ENGINE. Illustr. Cr. Svo. 4*. 6d.

SPOTTISWOODE (W.). -POLARISATION OF
LIGHT. Illustrated. Cr. Svo. y. 6d.

STEWART (Prof. Balfour) and GEE (W. W.
Haldane). LESSONS IN ELEMENTARY PRAC-
TICAL PHYSICS. Cr. Svo. Illustrated.

OPTICS, HEAT, AND SOUND.
PRACTICAL PHYSICS FOR SCHOOLS. Gl.

Svo. HEAT, LIGHT, AND SOUND.

STOKES (Sir George G.J.-O* LIGHT. The
Burnett Lectures. _-. i-. . ;. M.

STONE (W. H.).-ELEMENTARV LESSONS ON
SOUND. Illustrated, bcp. ovo. y. (id.

TAIT (Prof. P. G.).-HEAT. With Illustra-
tions. Cr. Svo. 6s.

TAYLOR (Sedlev).-SouN-r> AND Music. 2nd
Edit. Ext. cr. Svo. 8*. M.

TURNER (H. H.). (Sff ELECTRICITY.)

WRIGHT (Lewis).- LIGHT. A Course of
Experimental Optics. Illnst. Cr.Svo. 75. (>d.

PHYSIOGRAPHY and METEOROLOGY.
ARATUS. THE SKIES AND WEATHER FORE-
CASTS OK ARATUS. Translated l>y K. POSTE,
M.A. Cr. 8vo. y. 6d.

BLANFORD(H. F.).-THE RUDIMENTS OP
PHYSICAL GEOGRAPHY FOR THE USE OF
INDIAN SCHOOLS. Illustr. Cr.Svo. 2S . 6d.-- A PRACTICAL GUIDE TO THE CLIMATES
AND WEATHER OF INUIA, CEYLON AND
BURMAH, AND THE STORMS OF INDIAN
SEAS. Svo. i2s 6d.

FERREL (Prof. W.). A POPULAR TREATISE
ON THE WINDS. 8vo. iSs.

FISHER (Rev. Osmond). PHYSICS OF THE
EARTH'S CRUST, and Edit. Svo. 125.

GALTON (Francis). METEOROGRAPHICA ; or,
Methods of Mapping the Weather. 410. gs.

GEIKIE (Sir Archibald). -A PRIMEU.OF PHY-
SICAL GEOGRAPHY. Illustrated. iSmo. is.

ELEMENTARY I.KSMIXS IN PHYSICAL
GEOGRAPHY. Illustrated. Fcp. Svo. 4*. 6J- QUESTIONS ON THE SAME. is. 6d.

HUXLEY (Prof. T. H.).-PHYSIOGRAPHY.
Illustrated. Cr. Svo. 6s.

LOCKYER(J. Norman) OUTLINES OK PHY-
SIOGRAPHY : THE MOVEMENTS OF THE
EARTH. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo, swd. is. 6d.

MELDOLA(Prof. R.) and WHITE (Wm.).
REPORT ON THE EAST ANGLIAN EARTH-
QUAKE OF APRIL azND, 1884. Svo. y 6d.

PHYSIOLOGY.
FEARNLEY(W.). A MANUAL OF ELEMEN-
TARY PRACTICAL HISTOLOGY. Cr.

FOSTER (Prof. Michael). A TEXT-BOOK OF
PHYSIOLOGY. Illustrated. 5th Edit. Svo.

Part I. Book I. BLOOD: THE TISSUES OK

MOVEMENT, THE VASCULAR MECHANISM.
los. 6d. Part II. Book II. THE TISSUES OF
CHEMICAL ACTION, WITH THEIR RESPECTIVE
MECHANISMS : NUTRITION, los. 6d. Part
III. Book III. THE CENTRAL NERVOUS
SYSTEM. 7s. 6rf.-Part IV. Book 111. 1 PIE

SENSES, AND SOME SPECIAL MUSCULAR
MECHANISMS. BOOK IV. THE TISSUES AND
MECHANISMS OF REPRODUCTION.- A PRIMER OF PHYSIOLOGY. iSmo. w.

FOSTER (Prof. M.) and LANGLEY (J. N.).
''TACTICAL

PHYSIOLOGYAND HISTOLOGY. Cr.Svo. ?s.6d.

GAMGEE (Arthur).-A T^T-1'.o..K OF THE
PHYSIOLOGICAL CHEMISTRY or THE ANIMAL
BODY. Vol. I. Svo. 18*. Vol. II.
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PHYSIOLOGY-^/V^rf.
HUMPHRY (Prof. SirG. M.). THE HUMAN
FOOT AND THE HUMAN HAND. Illustrated.

Fcp. 8vo. 4s. bd.

HUXLEY (Prof. Thos. H.). LESSONS IN
ELEMENTARY PHYSIOLOGY. Fcp. 8vo. 4$. 6d.

QUESTIONS. ByT. ALCOCK. i8mo. is.dti.

MIVART (St. George}. LESSONS IN ELE-
MENTARY ANATOMY. Fcp. 8vo. 6s. 6d.

PETTIGREW (J. Bell). THE PHYSIOLOGY
OF THE CIRCULATION IN PLANTS IN THE
Lov

SEILER (Dr. Gail}. MICRO-PHOTOGRAPHS
IN HISTORY, NORMAL AND PATHOLOGICAL.
4to. zu.M.
POETRY. (See under LITERATURE, p. 14.)

POLITICAL ECONOMY.
BASTABLE (Prof. C. F.). PUBLIC FINANCE.
BOHM-BAWERK (Prof.). CAPITAL AND IN-
TEREST. Trans, by W. SMART. 8vo. i2j.net.

THE POSITIVE THEORY OF CAPITAL. By
the same Translator. i2s. net.

BOISSEVAIN (G. M.). THE MONETARY
QUESTION. Svo, sewed. 35. net.

BONAR (Tames). MALTHUS AND HIS WORK.
SVO. I2S. 6rf.

CAIRNES (J. E.). SOME LEADING PRINCI-
PLES OF POLITICAL ECONOMY NEWLY EX-
POUNDED. Svo. 14.?.

THE CHARACTER AND LOGICAL METHOD
OF POLITICAL ECONOMY. Cr. Svo. 6s.

CLARKE (C. B.). SPECULATIONS FROM
POLITICAL ECONOMY. Cr. Svo. 3*. 6rf.

CO-OPERATION IN THE UNITED
STATES : HISTORY OF. Edited by H. B.
ADAMS. Svo. 15.?.

DICTIONARY OF POLITICAL ECON-
OMY, A. By various Writers. Edited by
R. H. INGLIS PALGRAVE. ss.6rf.nct. (Parti.
July, 1891.)

ECONOMIC JOURNAL, THE. THE
JOURNAL OF THE BRITISH ECONOMIC ASSO-
CIATION. Edit, by Prof. F. Y.'EDGEWORTH.
Published Quarterly. Svo. 55. (Part I.

April, 1891.)

ECONOMICS: THE QUARTERLY JOURNAL
OF. Vol. II. Parts II. III. IV. 2*. 6rf. each.

Vol. III. 4 parts. 2s. 6rf. each. Vol. IV.

4 parts, zs. 6rf. each.

FAWCETT (Henry)- MANUAL OF POLITI-
CAL ECONOMY. 7th Edit. Cr. Svo. iis.

ANExPLANATORYDlGESTOFTHE AliOVK.

By C. A. WATERS. Cr. Svo. 2s. 6d.

FREE TRADE AND PROTECTION. 6th
Edit. Cr. Svo. 3.9. 6d.

FAWCETT (Mrs. H.). POLITICAL ECON-
OMY FOR BEGINNERS, WITH QUESTIONS.
7th Edit. iSmo. as. 6rf.

FIRST LESSONS IN BUSINESS MAT-
TERS. By A BANKER'S DAUGHTER, and
Edit. i8mo. is.

OILMAN (N. P.). PROFIT-SHAKING BE-
TWEEN EMPLOYER AND EMPLOYEE. Cr.
Svo. js. 6rf.

GOSCHEN (Rt. Hon. George J.). REPORTS
AND SPEECHES ON LOCAL TAXATION. Svo. $s.

GUIDE TO THE UNPROTECTED : IN
EVERY-DAY MATTERS RELATING TO PRO-
PERTY AND INCOME. Ext. fcp. Svo. 3*. 6rf.

GUNTON (George). WEALTH AND PRO-
(iREss. Cr. Svo. 6s.

HORTON (Hon. S. Dana). THE SILVER
POUND AND ENGLAND'S MONETARY POLICY
SINCE THE RESTORATION. Svo. 14*-.

HDWELL (George). THE CONFLICTS OF
CAPITAL AND LABOUR. Cr. Svo. 7s. 6d.

JEVONS (W. Stanley). A PRIMER OF POLITI-
CAL ECONOMY. i8rao. is.

THE THEORY OF POLITICAL ECONOMY.
3rd Ed. Svo. los. 6d.

NANCE. Edit, by H. S. FoxWELL. Svo. 21.5.

KEYNES (J. N.).-THE SCOPE AND METHOD
OF POLITICAL ECONOMY. Cr. Svo. js. net.

MACDONELL (John). THE LAND QUES-
TION. Svo. ios. 6rf.

MARSHALL (Prof. Alfred). PRINCIPLES OF
ECONOMICS, avols. Svo. Vol.1, ixs.6d.net.

MARSHALL (Prof. A. and Mary P.). THE
ECONOMICS OF INDUSTRY. Ext.fcp.8vo. 2j.6rf.

MARTIN (Frederick). THE HISTORY OF
LLOYD'S, AND OF MARINE INSURANCE IN
GREAT BRITAIN. Svo. 14*.

PRICE (L. L. F. R.). INDUSTRIAL PEACE :

ITS ADVANTAGES, METHODS, AND DIFFI-
CULTIES. Med. Svo. 6s.

SIDGWICK (Prof. Henry). THE PRINCIPLES
OF POLITICAL ECONOMY. 2nd Edit. Svo. i6s.

SMART (W.). AN INTRODUCTION TO THE
THEORY OF VALUE.

WALKER (Francis A.). FIRST LESSONS IN
POLITICAL ECONOMY. Cr. Svo. 51.

A BRIEF TEXT-BOOK OF POLITICAL
ECONOMY. Cr. Svo. 6s. 6d.

POLITICAL ECONOMY. Svo. 12*. 6d.

THE WAGES QUESTION. Ext. cr. Svo.

8s. 6d. net.

MONEY. New Edit. Ext.cr.8vo.8i-.6rf.net.

MONEY IN ITS RELATION TO TRADE AND
INDUSTRY. Cr. Svo. js. 6d.

LAND AND ITS RENT. Fcp. Svo. 3.5. 6rf.

WALLACE (A. R.). BAD TIMES : An Essay.
Cr. 8vo. 2.?. 6rf.

WICKSTEED (Ph. H.). THE ALPHABET OF
ECONOMIC SCIENCE. I. ELEMENTS OF THE

POLITICS.

(Set also HISTORY.)
ADAMS (Sir F. O.) and CUNNINGHAM

(C.) THE Swiss CONFEDERATION. Svo. 14*.

BAKER (Sir Samuel W.). THE EGYPTIAN
QUESTION. 8vo, sewed, as.

BATH (Marquis of). OBSERVATIONS ON
BULGARIAN AFFAIRS. Cr. Svo. 3s. 6d.

BRIGHT (John). SPEECHES ON QUESTIONS
OF PUBLIC POLICY. Edit, by J. E. THOROLD
ROGERS. With Portrait. 2 vols. 8vo. 25*.

Popular Edition. Ext. fcp. Svo. y. 6d.

PUBLIC ADDRESSES. Edited by J. E. T.
ROGERS. Svo. 14$.

BRYCE(Jas., M.P.). THE AMERICAN COM-
MONWEALTH. 2 vols. Ext. cr. Svo. 25^.

BURKE (Edmund). LETTERS, TRACTS, AND
STKECHES ON IRISH AFFAIRS. Edited by
MATTHEW ARNOLD,with Preface. Cr.Svo. 6s.

REFLECTIONS ON THE FRENCH REVOLU-
TION. Ed. by F. G. SBLBY. Globe Svo. 5*.
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CAIRNES (J. E.). POLITICAL ESSAYS. 8vo.
io,y. 6d.

THE SLAVE POWER. 8vo. los. t>d.

COBDEN (Richard). SPEECHES ON QUES-
TIONS OK PUHLIC POLICY. Ed. by J. BRIGHT
and J. E. THOROLD ROGERS. Gl. 8vo. y,6d.

DICEY (Prof. A. V.). LETTERS ON UNIONIST
DELUSIONS. Cr. 8vo. zs. 6d.

DILKE (Rt. Hon. Sir Charles W.). GREATER
BRITAIN. A Record of Travel in English-
SpeakiiigCountriesduring 1866-67. (America,
Australia, India.) gth Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

PROHLEMS OF GREATER BRITAIN. Maps.
3rd Edit. Ext. cr. 8vo. izs. dd.

DONISTHORPE (Wordsworth). INDIVI-
DUALISM : A System of Politics. 8vo. 14^.

DUFF(Rt. Hon. SirM. E.Grant). MISCELLA-
NIES, POLITICALAND LITERARY. 8vo. \os.dd.

ENGLISH CITIZEN, THE. His Rights
and Responsibilities. Ed. by HENRY CRAIK,
C.B. Cr. 8vo. 3*. M. each.

THE PUNISHMENT AND PREVENTION OF
CRIME. By Col. Sir EDMUND DU CANE.

LOCAL GOVERNMENT. By M. D. CHALMERS.
COLONIES AND DEPENDENCIES : Part I. IN-

DIA. By J. S. COTTON, M.A. II. THE
COLONIES. By E. J. PAYNE.

THE STATE IN ITS RELATION TO EDUCA-
TION. By HENRY CRAIK, C.B.

THE STATE AND THK CHURCH. By Hon.
ARTHUR ELLIOTT, M.P.

THE STATE IN ITS RELATION TO TRADE.
By Sir T. H. FARRER, Bart.

THE POOR LAW. By the Rev. T. W. FOWLE.
THE STATE IN RELATION TO LABOUR. By
W. STANLEY JEVONS.

JUSTICE AND POLICE. By F. W. MAITI.AND.
THE NATIONAL DEFENCES. By Colonel

MAURICE, R.A. [in the Press.

THE LAND LAWS. By Sir F. POLLOCK,
Bart, and Edit.

CENTRAL GOVERNMENT. By H. D. TRAILL.
THE ELECTORATE AND THE LEGISLATURE.

By SPENCER WALPOLE.
FOREIGN RELATIONS. By S. WALPOLE.
THE NATIONAL BUDGET ; THE NATIONAL
DEBT ;

TAXES AND RATES. By A. J.
WILSON.

FAWCETT (Henry). SPEECHES ON SOME
CURRENT POLITICALQUESTIONS.SVO. ios.6d.

FREE TRADE AND PROTECTION. 6th

Edit. Cr. 8vo. V. M.
FAWCETT (Henry and Mrs. H.). ESSAYS
AND LECTURES ON POLITICAL AND SOCIAL

SUBJECTS. 8vo. ios. 6t/.

FISKE (John). AMERICAN POLITICAL IDEAS
VIEWED FROM THE STAND-POINT OF UNI-
VBRSAL HISTORY. Cr. 8vo. +s.

CIVIL GOVERNMENT IN THE UNITED
STATES CONSIDERED WITH SOME REFERENCE
TO ITS ORIGIN. Cr. 8vo. 6.?. 6d.

FREEMAN (Prof. E. A.). DISESTABLISH-
MENT AND DlSENDOWMENT. WHAT ARE
THEY? 4th Edit. Cr. 8vo. is.

COMPARATIVE POLITICS and THE UNITY
OF HISTORY. 8vo. i^s.

THE GROWTH OF THE ENGLISH CONSTI-
TUTION. 5th Edit. Cr. 8vo. 5^.

HARWOOD (George). DISESTABLISHMENT;
or, a Defence of the Principle of a National

Church. 8vo. 12*.

THE COMING DEMOCRACY. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

HILL (Florence D.). CHILDREN OK THE
STATE. Ed. by FANNY KOWKE. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

HILL(Octavia). OUR COMMON LAND, AND
OTHER ESSAYS. Ext. fcp. 8vo. y.6d.

HOLLAND (Prof. T. E.). THE TREATY RE-
LATIONS OK RUSSIA AND TURKEY, FROM
1774 TO 1853. Cr. 8vo. 2s.

JKNKS(Prof. Edward). THE GOVERNMENT
OF VICTORIA (AUSTRALIA). 8vo. 14.1.

LOWELL (J. R.). (See COLLECTED WORKS.)
LUBBOCK(SirJ-). (See COLLECTED WORKS.)
MACDONELL (John). THE LAND QUES-
TION. 8vo. ios. M.

PALGRAVE (Reginald F. D.). THE HOUSB
OK COMMONS: Illustrations of its History
and Practice. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d.

PALGRAVE (W. Gifford). ESSAYS ON
EASTERN QUESTIONS. 8vo. los. 6d.

POLLOCK (Sir F., Bart.). INTRODUCTION
TO THE HISTORY OF THE SCIENCE OF
POLITICS. Cr. 8vo. zs.dd.

PRACTICAL POLITICS. Published under
the auspices of the National Liberal Federa-
tion. 8vo. 6s.

ROGERS (Prof. J. E. T.). COBDEN AND
POLITICAL OPINION. 8vo. -tos.dd.

ROUTLEDGE (Jas.). POPULAR PROGRESS
IN ENGLAND 8vo. i6s.

RUSSKLL (Sir Charles). NEW VIEWS ON
IRELAND. Cr. 8vo. vs.fui.

THE PARNELL COMMISSION: THE OPEN-
ING SPEECH FOR THE DEFENCE. 8vo. los.fxi.

Popular Edition. Sewed, zs.

SELBORNE (Earl of). (See under THEO-
LOGY, p. 3 2.)

SIDGWICK (Prof. Henry). -THE ELEMENTS
OF POLITICS. 8vo. 14^. net.

SMITH (Goldwin). CANADA ANDTHECANA-
DIAN QUESTION. 8vo. 8s. net.

STATESMAN'S YEAR-BOOK, THE. (Set

STATISTICS.)

STATHAM (R.). BLACKS, BOERS, AND
BRITISH. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THORNTON (W. T.).-A PLEA FOR PEASANT
PROPRIETORS. New Edit. Cr. 8vo. js. (xi.

INDIAN PUBLIC WORKS, AND COGNATE
INDIAN TOPICS. Cr. 8vo. 8s. 6d.

TRENCH (Cant. F.). THE RUSSO-!NDIAN

QUESTION. Cr. 8vo. js. 6d.

WALLACE (Sir Donald M.). EGYPT AND
THE EGYPTIAN QUESTION. 8vo. 14*.

PSYCHOLOGY.
(See under PHILOSOPHY, p. 26.)

SCULPTURE. (See ART.)

SOCIAL ECONOMY.
FAWCETT (H. and Mrs. H.). (See POLITICS.)

HILL (Octavia). HOMES OF THE LONDON
POOR. Cr. 8vo, sewed, is.

HUXLEY (Prof. T. II.). SOCIAL DISEASES
AND WORSE REMEDIES: Letters to the
" Times

"
on Mr. Booth's Schemes. Cr. 8vo.

sewed, is. net.

JEVONS (W. Stanley).-METHODSOF SOCIAL
REFORM. 8vo. los. 6d.

STANLEY (Hon. Maude). CLUBS FOR
WORKING GIRLS. Cr. 8vo. 6s
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SOUND. (See under PHYSICS, p. 27.)

SPORT.
BAKER (Sir Samuel W.). WILD BEASTS
AND THEIR WAYS : REMINISCENCES OF
EUROPE, ASIA, AFRICA, AMERICA, FROM
184588. Illustrated. Ext. cr. 8vo. us. 6d.

CHASSERESSE(p.). SPORTING SKETCHES.
Illustrated. Cr. ovo. $s. 6d.

EDWARDS-MOSS (Sir J. E., Bart). A
SEASON IN SUTHERLAND. Cr. 8vo. is. 6d.

STATISTICS.
STATESMAN'S YEAR-BOOK, THE. Sta-

tistical and Historical Annual of the States
ofthe World for the Year 1891. Revised after

Official Returns; Ed. by J. SCOTT KELTIE.
Cr. 8vo. ioy. 6d.

SURGERY. (See MEDICINE.)

SWIMMING.
LEAHY (Sergeant). THE ART OF SWIMMING

IN THE P^TON STYLE. Cr. 8vo. -2S.

THEOLOGY.
The Bible History of the. Christian Church
The Church of England-Devotional Books
The Fathers Hymnology Sermons, Lec-

tures, Addresses, and Theological Essays.

The Bible.

History ofthe Bible
THE ENGLISH BIBLE; An External and

Critical History of the various English
Translations of Scripture. By Prof. JOHN
EADIE. 2 vols. 8vo. z&s.

INTRODUCTION TO THE HISTORY OF THE
CANON OF THE OLD TESTAMENT. By
Prof. H. E. RYLE. Cr. 8vo.

THE BIBLE IN THE CHURCH. By Right Rev.

Bp. WESTCOTT. ioth edit. iSmo. 4$. 6d.

Biblical History
BIBLE LESSONS. By Rev. E. A. ABBOTT.

Cr. 8vo. 4-f. 6d.

STORIES FROM THE BIBLE. By Rev. A. J.
CHURCH, illust. Cr.8vo. 2 parts. 3S.6d.each.

BIBLE READINGS SELECTED FROM THE PEN-
TATEUCH AND THF, BOOK OF JOSHUA.
By Rev. J. A. CROSS. Gl. 8vo. zs. 6d.

THE CHILDREN'S TREASURY OF BIBLE
STORIES. By Mrs. H. GASKOIN. i8mo.
is. each. Part I. Old Testament; II.

New Testament ; III. The Apostles.
A CLASS-BOOK OF OLD TESTAMENT HIS-

TORY. By Rev. Dr. MACI.EAP.. i8mo. $s.6d.
A CLASS-BOOK OF NEW TESTAMENT HIS-

TORY. By the ".ire. iSmo. 5*. 6(f.

A SHILLING BOOK OF OLD TESTAMENT
HISTORY. By the same. i8mo. is.

A SHILLING BOOK OF NEW TESTAMENT
HISTORY. By the same. i8mo. is.

The Old Testament
SCRIPTURE READINGS FOR SCHOOLS AND
FAMILIES. By C. M. YONGE. Globe 8vo.

is. 6a. each : also with comments, 3*. dd.
each. GENESIS TO DEUTERONOMY.
JOSHUA TO SOLOMON. KINGS AND THE
PROPHETS. THE GOSPELTIMES. APOS-
TOLIC TIMES.

THE PATRIARCHS AND LAWGIVERS OF THE
OLD TESTAMENT. By F. D. MAURICE.
yth Edit. Cr. 8vo. +s. 6rf.

THE PROPHETS AND KINGS OF THE OLD
TESTAMENT. By the same. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

The Pentateuch
AN HISTOMCO-CRITICAL INQUIRY INTO THE
ORIGIN AND COMPOSITION OF THE HEXA-
TEUCH (PENTATKUCH AND BOOK OK
JOSHUA). By Prof. A. KUENEN. Trans,

by P. H. WICKSTEED, M.A. 8vo. 14*.

The Psalms
THE PsAi.MsCHRONOLociCALLY ARRANGED.
By FOUR FRIENDS. Cr. 8vo. 5^. net.

GOLDEN TREASURY PSALTER. Student's
Edition of the above. i8mo. 3.1. 6d.

THE PSALMS. With Introduction and Notes.

By A. C. JENNINGS, M.A., and W. H.
LOWE, M.A. 2 vols. Cr. Svo. los. 6ii. each.

INTRODUCTION TO THE STUDY AND USE OP
THE PSALMS. By Rev. J. F. THRUPP.
and Edit. 2 vols. Svo. 21^.

Isaiah
ISAIAH XL. LXVI. With the Shoater Pro-

phecies allied to it. Edited by MATTHEW
ARNOLD. Cr. Svo. 5^.

ISAIAH OF JERUSALEM. In the Authorised

English Version, with Introduction and
Notes. By the same. Cr. Svo. 4.?. 6d.

A BIBLE-READING FOR SCHOOLS. The Great

Prophecy of Israel's Restoration (Isaiah
xl. Ixvi.). Arranged and Edited for Young
Learners. By the same. iSmo. is.

COMMENTARY ON THE BOOK OF ISAIAH :

Critical, Historical, and Prophetical : in-

cluding a Revised English Translation.

By T. R. BiRk-s. and Edit. 8vo. 12*. 6d.

THE BOOK OF ISAIAH CHRONOLOGICALLY
ARRANGED. By T. K. CHEYNE. Cr.
Svo. 7.5. 6d.

Zechariah
THE HEBREW STUDENT'S COMMENTARY ON
ZECHARIAH, Hebrew and LXX. By W. H.
LOWE, M.A. Svo. IQS. 6d.

The New Testament
T>:E NEW TESTAMENT. Essay on the Right
Estimation of MS. Evidence in the Text
of the New Testarnent. By T. R. BIRKS.
Cr. Svo. 3s. 6d.

THE MESSAGES OF THE BOOKS. Discourses
and Notes on the Boohs of th New Testa-
ment. By Archd. FARRAR. Svo. 14^.

THK CLASSICAL ELEMENT IN THE NEW
TtsTAM t.s T. Considered as a Proof of its

Genuineness, with an Appendix on the

Oldest Authorities used in the Formation
oftheCanon. ByC.H.HooLE. Svo. ios.6d.

ON A FRtsH REVISION OF THE ENGLISH
NEW TESTAMENT. With an Appendix on
the lasi reimoii of liic Lord's Prayer. By
Bishop LIGHTFOOT. Cr. Svo. ys. 6d.

THE U.MTV OK THE NEW TESTAMENT. By
F.D.MAURICE. 2 vols. Cr. Svo. i2S.

A COMPANION TO THE GREEK TESTAMENT
AND THE ENGLISH VERSION. By PHILIP

SCHAFF, r
'.
r\ Cr. =:. --2J.

A GENERAL SURVEY or THE HISTORY OF
THE CANON OF THE NKW TESTAMENT
DURING THE FIRST FOUR CENTURIES. By
BI^nop WESTCOTT. Cr. Svo. los. (>d.

THE NEW TESTAMENT IN THE ORIGINAL.
GKEEK. The Text revised by Bishop
WESTCOTT, D.D., and Prof. F. J. A.
H'T DD s vols. Cr. Svo. IQS. 6d.

each. Vol. I. Text. Vol. II. Introduc-

tion and Appendix.
SCHOOL EDITION OF THE ABOVE. iSino,

AS. M. ; iSmo, roan, fcf. 6d. ; morocco, silt

edges, 6s. 6d.
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The Gospels
THE COMMON TRADITION OF THE SYNOPTIC
GOSPELS. In the Text of the Revised
Version. By Rev. E. A. ABBOTT and
W. G. RUSHBROOKE. Cr. 8vo. is. 6t/.

SYNOPTICON : An Exposition of the Common
Matter of the Synoptic Gospels. By W. G.
RUSH BROOKE. Printed in Colours. In Six

Parts, and Appendix. 410. Part I. $s. 6d.
Parts II. and III. 7*. Parts IV. V. and

VI., with Indices, los. (xt. Appendices,
i&j. 6d. Complete in i vol. 35^.

INTRODUCTION TO THE STUDY OF THE FOUR
GOSPELS. ByBp.WESTCoTT.Cr.8vo. ios.6d.

THE COMPOSITION OF THE FOUR GOSPELS.
By Rev. ARTHUR WRIGHT. Cr. 8vo. 5*.

Gospel ofSt. Matthctv
THE GREEK TEXT, with Introduction and
Notes by Rev. A. SLO.MAN. Fcp.Svo. 2s.6d.

CHOICE NOTES ON ST. MATTHEW. Drawn
from Old and New Sources. Cr. 8vo. 4*. (,d.

(St. Matthew and St. Mark in i vol. 9*.)

Gospel ofSt. Mark
SCHOOL READINGS IN THE GREEK TESTA-
MENT. Being the Outlines of the Life of
our Lord as given by St. Mark, with addi-
tions from the Text of the other Evange-
lists. Edited, with Notes and Vocabulary,
byRev.A.CALVERT,M.A. Fcp.Svo. 2s.6it.

CHOICE NOTES ON ST. MARK. Drawn from
Old and New SOURCES. Cr. 8vo. $s. 6d.

(St. Matthew and St. Mark in i vol. 9.$.)

Gospel e/St. Luke
GREEK TEXT, with Introduction and Notes

by Rev. J. BOND, M.A. Fcp.Svo. 2s.6d.

CHOICE NOTES ON ST. LUKE. Drawn from
Old and New Sources. Cr. 8vo. 4*. 6d.

THE GOSPEL OF THE KINGDOM OF HEAVEN.
A Course of Lectures on the Gospel of St.

Luke. By F. D. MAURICE. Cr. 8vo. 6*.

Gospel ofSt. John
THE GOSPEL OF ST. JOHN. By F. D.
MAURICE. 8th Ed. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

CHOICE NOTES ON ST. JOHN. Drawn from
Old and New Sources. Cr. 8vo. 4*. 6d.

The Acts of the Apostles
GREEK TEXT, with Notes by T. E. PAGE,
M.A. Fcp. 8vo. js. 6d.

THE CHURCH OF THE FIRST DAYS : THE
CHURCH OF JERUSALEM, THE CHURCH OF
THE GENTILES, THE CHURCH OF THE
WORLD. Lectures on the Acts of the

Apostles. By Very Rev. C. J. VAUGHAN.
Cr. 8vo. los. 6d.

The Epistles ofSt. Paul
THE FPISTI.IC TO THE ROMANS. The
Greek Text, with English Notes. By the

Very Rev. C. J. VAUGHAN. yth Edit.

Cr. 8vo. -js. 6d.

THE EPISTLES TO THE CORINTHIANS. Greek

Text, with Commentary. By Rev. W.
KAY. 8vo. gs.

The EPISTLE TO THE GALATIANS. A
Revised Text, with Introduction, Notes,
and Dissertations. By Bishop LIGHTFOOT.
loth Edit. 8vo. I2S.

THE EPISTLE TO THE PHILIPPIANS. A
Revised Text, with Introduction, Notes,
and Dissertations. By the same. 8vo. 12*.

The Epistles ofSt. Paul-
THE EPISTI.K TO THK PHIUPPIANS. With

Translation, Paraphrase, and Notes for

English Readers. By the Very Rev. C. J.
VAUGHAN. Cr. 8vo. 5^.

THE EPISTLES TO THE COLOSSIANS AND
TO PHILEMON. A Revised Text, with In-

troductions, etc. By Bishop LIGHTFOOT.
gth Edit. 8vo. i2s.

THE EPISTLES TO THE EPHESIANS, THE.
COLOSSIANS, AND PHILEMON. With In-
troduction and Notes. By Rev. J. LI.
DAVIES. and .Edit. 8vo. js. 6d.

THE FIRST EPISTLE TO THE THESSALO-
NIANS. By Very Rev. C. J. VAUGHAN.
8vo, sewed, is. 6d.

THE EPISTLES TO THE THESSALONIANS.
Commentary on the Greek Text. By Prof.

JOHN EADIE. 8vo. izs.

The />istle of St. James
THE GREEK TEXT, with Introduction and

Notes. By Rev. JOSEPH MAYOR. 8vo.

The Epistles ofSt. John
THE EPISTLES OF ST. JOHN. By F. D.
MAURICE. 4th Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

The Greek Text, with Notes, by Bishop
WESTCOTT. 2nd Edit. 8vo. i2s. 6d.

The Epistle to the Hebrews

GREEK AND ENGLISH. Edited by Rev.
FREDERIC KENDALL. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

ENGLISH TEXT, with Commentary. By the
same. Cr. 8vo. 7.?. 6d.

THE GREEK TEXT, with Notes, by Very
Rev. C. J. VAUGHAN. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6<t.

THE GREEK TEXT, with Notes and Essays,
by Bishop WESTCOTT. 8vo. 14*.

Revelation

LECTURES ON THE APOCALYPSE. By F. D.
MAURICE. 2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE REVELATION OF ST. JOHN. By Rev.
Prof. W. MILLIGAN. Cr. 8vo. 7*. 6d.

LECTURES ON THE REVELATION OF ST.
JOHN. By Very Rev. C. J. VAUGHAN.
5th Edit. Cr. 8vo. 10*. (>d.

THE BIBLE WORD-BOOK. By W. Ai.ms
WRIGHT. 2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 7^. 6d.

History of the Christian Church.

CHURCH (Dean). THE OXFORD MOVE-
MENT, 1833 45. 8vo. us. 6ti. net.

CUNNINGHAM(Rev.John). THEGROWTH
OF THE CHURCH IN ITS ORGANISATION AND
INSTITUTIONS. 8vo. 9$.

CUNNINGHAM (Rev. William). THE
CHURCHES OF ASIA : A Methodical Sketch
of the Second Century. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

DALE (A. W. W.). THE SYNOD OF ELVIRA,
AND CHRISTIAN LIFE IN THE FOURTH CEN-
TURY. Cr. 8vo. loj. 6d.

HARDWICK (Archdeacon). A HISTORY OF
THE CHRISTIAN CHURCH: MIDDLE AGE.
Edited by Bp. STUBBS. Cr. 8vo. los. dd.

A HISTORY OF THE CHRISTIAN CHURCH
DURING THE REFORMATION. Qth Edit., re-

vised by Bishop STUBBS. Cr. 8vo. to*, (xi.



THEOLOGY.

THEOLOGY.
History of the Christian Church contd.

HORT(Dr. F. J. A.). Two DISSERTATIONS.
I. ON MONOFENHS 0EO2 IN SCRIPTURE
AND TRADITION. II. ON THE " CONSTAN-
TINOPOLITAN " CREED AND OTHER EASTERN
CREEDS OF THE FOURTH CENTURY. 8vo.

7s. 6d.

K.ILLEN (W. D.). ECCLESIASTICAL HIS-
TORY OF IRELAND, FROM THE EARLIEST
DATE TO THE PRESENT . TIME. 2 vols.

8vo. 2$s.

SIMPSON (Rev. W.). AN EPITOME OF THE
HISTORY OF THE CHRISTIAN CHURCH. 7th
Edit. Fcp. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

VAUGHAN (Very Rev. C. J.). THE CHURCH
OF THE FIRST DAYS: THE CHURCH OF

JERUSALEM, THE CHURCH OF THE GEN-
TILES, THE CHURCH OF THE WORLD. Cr.

8vo. -LOS. 6d.

WARD (W.). WILLIAM GEORGE WARD AND
THE OXFORD MOVEMENT. 8vo. 14.9.

The Church of England. .

Catechism of
A CLASS-BOOK OF THE CATECHISM OF
THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND. ByRev.Canon
MACLEAR. i8mo. is. 6d.

A FIRST CLASS-BOOK OF THE CATECHISM
OF THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND. By the

THE ORDER OF CONFIRMATION. -With

Prayers and Devotions. By the same.

32010. 6ti.

Collects
COLLECTS OF THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND.
With a Coloured Floral Design to each

Collect. Cr. 8vo. I2S.

J)isestablishment
DISESTABLISHMENT AND DISENDOWMENT.
WHAT ARE THEY ? By Prof. E. A. FREE-
MAN. 4th Edit. Cr. 8vo. is.

DISESTABLISHMENT ; or, A Defence of the

Principle of a National Church. By GEO.
HARWOOD. 8vo. 125.

A DEFENCE OF THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND
AGAINST DISESTABLISHMENT. By ROUN-
DELL, EARL OF SELBORNE. Cr. 8vo. 25. 6d.

ANCIENT FACTS AND FICTIONS CONCERNING
CHURCHES AND TITHES. By the same.

Cr. 8vo. 7*. 6d.

Dissent in its Relation to

DISSENT IN ITS RELATION TO THE CHURCH
OF ENGLAND. By Rev. G. H. CURTEIS.

Bampton Lectures for 1871. Cr. 8vo. js.6d.

Jfoly Communion
THE COMMUNION SERVICE FROM THE BOOK
OF COMMON PRAYER. With Select Read-

ings from the Writings of the Rev. F. D.

MAURICE. Edited by Bishop COLENSO.
6th Edit. i6mo. 2s.6d.

BEFORE THE TABLE : An Inquiry, Historical

and Theological, into the Meaning of the

Consecration Rubric in the Communion
Service of the Church of England. By
Very Rev. J. S. HOWSON. 8vo. 7.?. 6d.

FIRST COMMUNION.* With Prayers and De-

votions for the newly Confirmed. By Rev.

Canon MACLEAR. 32mo. 6d.

.A MANUAL OF INSTRUCTION FOR CONFIR-
MATION AND FIRST COMMUNION. With

Prayers and Devotions. By the same.

321110. 2S.

Liturgy
AN INTRODUCTION TO THE CREEDS. By

Rev. Canon MACLEAR. i8mo. 25. 6d.

AN INTRODUCTION TO THE THIRTY-NINE
ARTICLES. By same. i8mo. [In the Press.

A HISTORY OF THE BOOK OF COMMON
PRAYER. By Rev F. PROCTER. i8th

Edit. Cr. 8vo. los. 6d.

AN ELEMENTAY INTRODUCTION TO THE
BOOK OF COMMON PRAYER. By Rev. F.

PROCTER and Rev. Canon MACLEAR.
i8mo. 2s. 6d.

TWELVE DISCOURSES ON SUBJECTS CON-
NECTED WITH THE LITURGY AND WOR-
SHIP OF THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND. By
Very Rev. C. J. VAUGHAN. Fcp. 8vo. 6s.

A COMPANION TO THE LECTIONARY. By
Rev. W. BENHAM, B.D. Cr. 8vo. 4*. dd.

JUDGMENT IN THE CASE OF READ AND
OTHERS w. THE LORD BISHOP OF LINCOLN.
Nov. 21, 1890. By his Grace the ARCH-
BISHOP OF CANTERBURY. 8vo. is. 6d. net.

Devotional Books.

EASTLAKE (Lady). FELLOWSHIP : LET-
TERS ADDRESSED TO MY SlSTER-MoURNERS.
Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d.

IMITATIO CHRISTI. Libri IV. Printed
in Borders after Holbein. Dtirer. and other
old Masters, containing Dances of Death,
Acts of Mercy, Emblems, etc. Cr.Svo. js.6d.

KINGSLEY (Charles). OUT OF THE DEEP:
WORDS FOR THE SORROWFUL. From the

Writings of CHARLES KINGSLEY. Ext. fcp.
8vo. 3S. 6d.

DAILY THOUGHTS. Selected from the

Writings of CHARLES KINGSLEY. By His
WIFE. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

FROM DEATH TO LIFE. Fragments of

Teaching to a Village Congregation. Edit,

by His WIFE. Fcp. 8vo. 2s. 6d.

MACLEAR (Rev. Canon). A MANUAL OF
INSTRUCTION FOR CONFIRMATION AND
FIRST COMMUNION, WITH PRAYERS AND
DEVOTIONS. 32010. 2.9.

THE HOUR OF SORROW ; or, The Office

for the Burial of the Dead. 32010. 2S.

MAURICE (F. D.). LESSONS OF HOPE.

Readings from the Works of F. D. MAURICE.
Selected by Rev. J. LL. DAVIES, M.A. Cr.

8vo. 5-s-.

RAYS OF SUNLIGHT FOR DARK DAYS.
With a Preface by Very Rev. C. J. VAUGHAN.
D.D. New Edition. i8mo. 3*. 6d.

SERVICE (Rev. J.).-PRAYERS FOR PUBLIC
WORSHIP. Cr.Svo. ^s.6d.

THE WORSHIP OF GOD, AND FEL-
LOWSHIP AMONG MEN. By Prof.

MAURICE and others. Fcp. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

WELBY-GREGORY (Hon. Lady). LINKS
AND CLUES. 2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

WESTCOTT (Rt. Rev. Bishop). THOUGHTS
ON REVELATION AND LIFE. Selections from

the Writings of Bishop WESTCOTT. Edited

by Rev. S. PHILLIPS. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

WILBRAHAM (Francis M.). IN THE SERE
AND YELLOW LEAF : THOUGHTS AND RE-
COLLECTIONS FOR OLD AND YOUNG. Globe

8vo. 3*. 6d.
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The Fathers.

DONALDSON (Prof. James). THE APOS-
TOLIC FATHERS. A Critical Account of their

Genuine Writings, and of their Doctrines,
and Edit. Cr. 8vo. js. 6d.

Works of the Greek and Latin Fathers :

THE APOSTOLIC FATHERS. Revised Texts,
with Introductions, Notes, Dissertations,
and Translations. By Bishop LIGHTFOOT.

Part I. ST. CLEMENT OF ROME. 2 vols.

8vo. 32.$. Part II. ST. IGNATIUS TO ST.

POLYCARP. 3 vols. and Edit. 8vo. 48$.

THE APOSTOLIC FATHERS. Abridged Edit.

With Short Introductions, Greek Text, and
English Translation. By same. 8vo. i6s.

THE EPISTLE OF ST. BARNABAS. Its Date
and Authorship. With Greek Text, Latin

Version, Translation and Commentary. By
Rev. W. CUNNINGHAM. Cr. 8vo. 7s.(,d.

Hymnology.
PALGRAVE (Prof. F. T.). ORIGINAL
HYMNS, srd Edit. i8mo. is. 6d.

SELBORNE (Roundell, Earl of).-THE BOOK
OF PRAISE. i8mo. 2s. 6d. net.

A HYMNAL. Chiefly from " The Book of

Praise." A. Royal 321110, limp. 6iL B.

i8mo, larger type. is. C. Fine paper, is.6d.

With Music, Selected, Harmonised, and

Composed by JOHN HULLAH. i8mo. 3^.6^.

WOODS (Miss M. A.). HYMNS FOR SCHOOL
WORSHIP. i8mo. is. 6d.

Sermons, Lectures, Addresses, and
Theological Essays.

ABBOT (F. E.). SCIENTIFIC THEISM. Cr.

8vo. 7.?. 6d.

THE WAY OUT OF AGNOSTICISM ; or, The

Philosophy of Free Religion. Cr. 8vo. ^.dti.

ABBOTT (Rev. E. A.). CAMBRIDGE SER-
MONS. 8vo. 6s.

OXFORD SERMONS. 8vo. 75. 6d.

PHILOMYTHUS. A discussion of Cardinal

Newman's Essay on Ecclesiastical Miracles.

Cr. 8vo. 3S. 6d.

NEWMANIANISM. Cr. 8vo. is. net.

AINGER (Canon). SERMONS PREACHED IN

THE TEMPLE CHURCH. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 6s.

ALEXANDER (W., Bishop of Derry and

Raphoe). THE LEADING IDEAS OF THE
GOSPEL. New Edit. Cr. 8vo.

BAINES (Rev. Edward). SERMONS. With a

Preface and Memoir by Bishop BARRY,
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

BARRY (Bishop). FIKST WORDS IN AUSTRA-
LIA : Sermons. Cr. 8vo. 5.1.

BATHER (Archdeacon). ON SOME MINIS-

TERIAL DUTIES, CATECHISING. PREACHING,
Etc. Edited, with a Preface, by Very Rev.

C. J. VAUGHAN, D.D. Fcp. 8vo. 4*. 6d.

BETHUNE-BAKER (J. F.). THE INFLU-

ENCE OF CHRISTIANITY ON WAR. 8vo. $s.

THE STERNNESS OF CHRIST'S TEACHING,
AND ITS RELATION TO THE LAW OF FOR-
GIVENESS. Cr. 8vo. 2S. 6d.

BINNIE (Rev. W.). SERMONS. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

BROOKS (Bishop Phillips). THE CAM
THE LORD : and other Sermons. Cr. 8\

BIRKS (Thomas Rawson). THE DIFFICV L.-

TIES OK BELIEF IN CONNECTION WITH THE
CREATION AND THE FALL, REDEMPTION ,

AND JUDGMENT. 2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 5.5.

JUSTIFICATION AND IMPUTED RIGHT
EOUSNESS. A Review. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

SUPERNATURAL REVELATION ; or. First

Principles of Moral Theology, bvo. 6s.

BROOKE(S. A.). SHORT SERMONS. Cr. Bvo.

OLE OF
8vo. dr.

SERMONS PREACHED IN ENGLISH
CHURCHES. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

TWENTY SERMONS. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

TOLERANCE. Cr. 8vo. zs. 6d.

THE LIGHT OF THEWORLD. Cr.Svo. -$s.f>d.

BRUNTON (T. Lauder). THE BIBLE AND
SCIENCE. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. IDS. 6d.

BUTLER (Archer). SERMONS, DOCTRINAL
AND PRACTICAL, nth Edit. 8vo. BJ.

SECOND SERIES OF SERMONS. Bvo. 7.5.

LETTERS ON ROMANISM. Bvo. ios. 6ci.

BUTLER (Rev. Geo.). SERMONS PREACHED
IN CHELTENHAM COLL. CHAPEL. Bvo. 7s.6tt.

CALDERWOOD (Rev. Prof.). THE RELA-
TIONS OF SCIENCE AND RELIGION. Cr.Svo.

^s.
THE PARABLES OF OUR LORD. Cr.Svo. 6&

CAMPBELL (Dr. John M'Leod). THE NA-
TURE OF THE ATONEMENT. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

REMINISCENCES AND REFLECTIONS.
Edited by his Son, DONALD CAMPBELL,
M.A. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d.

THOUGHTS ON REVELATION. Cr. Bvo. 5*.

RESPONSIBILITY FOR THE GIFT OF
ETERNAL LIFE. Compiled from Sermons

preached 1829 31. Cr. 8vo. 5*.

CANTERBURY (Edward White, Archbishop
of). BOY-LIFE : ITS TRIAL, ITS STRENGTH,
ITS FULNESS. Sundays in Wellington Col-

lege, 1859 73. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE SEVEN GIFTS. Primary Visitation

Address. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

CHRIST AND His TIMES. Second VIM-

tation Address. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

A PASTORAL LETTER TO THE DIOCESE
OF CANTERBURY, 1890. 8vo, sewed, id.

CARPENTER (W. Boyd, Bishop of W,n
Chester). TRUTH IN TALE. Addresses,

chiefly to Children. Cr. 8vo. 4*. GJ.

THE PERMANENT. ELEMENTS OF RE-
LIGION. 2nd Edit. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

CAZENOVE (J. Gibson). CONCERNING THE
BEING AND ATTRIBUTES OF GOD. Bvo. .

CHURCH (Dean). HUMAN LIFE AND ITS

CONDITIONS. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

THE GIFTS OF CIVILISATION : and other

Sermons and Letters. Cr. 8vo. 7*. 6d.

DISCIPLINE OF THE CHRISTIAN CIIAR-

ACTER ;
and other Sermons. Cr. 8vo. 4*. <M.

AOVENT StR.MONS,l8S5. C:\iwj. 4*. Orf.

VILLAGE SERMONS. Cr. Bvo.

CLERGYMAN'S SELK-KXAM
CONCERNING THE APOSTLES
CREED. Ext. fcp. 8vo. is. 6d.

CONGREVE (Rev. John). -In
AND PLEADINGS FOR A REASONABLE FAIT.I.

NOBLER THOUGHTS, AM- 1

Cr. 8vo. $s.
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THEOLOGY.
Sermons, Lectures, Addresses, and

Theological Essays continued.

COOKE (Josiah P., jun.). RELIGION AND
CHEMISTRY. Cr. Svo. -js. dd.

COTTON (Bishop). SERMONS PREACHED TO
ENGLISH CONGREGATIONS IN INDIA. Cr.

Svo. js. dd.

CUNNINGHAM (Rev. W.). CHRISTIAN
CIVILISATION, WITH SPECIAL REFERENCE
TO INDIA. Cr. Svo. 5.?.

CURTEIS (Rev. G. H.). THE SCIENTIFIC
OBSTACLES TO CHRISTIAN BELIEF. The
Boyle Lectures, 1884. Cr. Svo. 6s.

DAVIES (Rev. J. Llewelyn). THE GOSPEL
AND MODERN LIFE. Ext. fcp. Svo. 6s.

SOCIAL QUESTIONS FROM THE POINT OF
VIEW OF CHRISTIAN THEOLOGY. Cr.Svo. 6s.

WARNINGS AGAINST SUPERSTITION. Ext.

fcp. Svo. zs. dd.

THE CHRISTIAN CALLING. Ext.fp.8vo. 6s.

ORDER AND GROWTH AS INVOLVED IN
THE SPIRITUAL CONSTITUTION OF HUMAN
SOCIETY. Cr. 8vo. 3.5. dd.

BAPTISM, CONFIRMATION, AND THE
LORD'S SUPPER. Addresses. i8mo. is.

DIGGLE (Rev. J. W.). GODLINESS AND
- MANLINESS. Cr. Svo. 6s.

DRUMMOND (Prof. Jas.). INTRODUCTION
TO THE STUDY OF THEOLOGY. Cr. Svo. 5.5.

ECCE HOMO : A SURVEY OF THE LIFE AND
WORK OF JESUS CHRIST. Globe Svo. 6*.

ELLERTON (Rev. John). THE HOLIEST
MANHOOD, AND ITS LESSONS FOR BUSY
LIVES. Cr. Svo. 6s.

FAITH AND CONDUCT: AN ESSAY ON
VERIFIABLE RELIGION. Cr. Svo; 7^. 6d.

FARRAR (Ven. Archdeacon). MERCY AND
. JUDGMENT. 2nd Edit. Cr.Svo. los. dd.

THE FALL OF MAN : and other Sermons.

5th Edit. Cr. Svo. 6s.

SEEKERS AFTER GOD. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE SILENCE AND VOICES OF GOD : Ser-
mons. 7th Edit. Cr. Svo. 6s.

IN THE DAYS OF THY YOUTH. Marl-

borough College Sermons. Cr. Svo. 9$.
ETERNAL HOPE. Westminster Abbey

Sermons. 28th Thousand. Cr. Svo. 6s.

SPMPHATHA ; or, The Amelioration of
the World. Cr. Svo. 6s.

SERMONS AND ADDRESSES DELIVERED IN
AMERICA. Cr. Svo. js. dd.

THE WITNESS oi-~ HISTORY TO CHRIST.
Hulsean Lectures, 1870. 7th Edit. Cr.Svo. $s.

SAINTLY WORKERS. Five Lenten Lec-
tures. 3rd Edit. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Uniform Edition of the above. Cr. Svo.

y. dd. each. Monthly from Oct. 1891.
THE HISTORY OF INTERPRETATION.

Bampton Lectures, 1885. 8vo. ids.

FISKE (John). MAN'S DESTINY VIEWED IN
THE LIGHT OF HIS ORIGIN. Cr. Svo. 3*. dd.

FORBES (Rev. Granville). THE VOICE OF
GOD IN THE PSALMS. Cr. Svo. 6s. dd.

FOWLE (Rev. T. W.). A NEW ANALOGY
BETWEEN REVEALED RELIGION AND THE
COURSE AND CONSTITUTION OF NATURE.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

FRASER (Bishop).- SERMONS. Edited by
JOHN W. DIGGLE. 2 vols. Cr. Svo. 6s. eah.

HAMILTON (John).-ON TRUTH ANDRROR.
Cr. Svo. 5s.

ARTHUR'S SEAT ; or, The Church of the
Banned. Cr. Svo. 6s.

ABOVE AND AROUND : Thoughts on God
and Man. i2ino. 2s. dd.

HARDWICK (Archdeacon). CHRIST AND
OTHER MASTERS. 6th Edit. Cr. Svo. ios.6d.

HARE (Julius Charles). THE MISSION OF
THE COMFORTER. New Edition. Edited

by Dean PI.UMPTRE. Cr. Svo. -js. dd.

THE VICTORY OF FAITH. Edited by-
Dean PLUMPTRE. With Notices by Prof.

MAURiCEand Dean STANLEY. Cr.Svo. ds.dd.

HARPER (Father Thomas). THE META-
PHYSICS OF THE SCHOOL. Vols. I. and II.

Svo. iSs. each. Vol. III. Part I. izs.

HARRIS (Rev. G. C.). SERMONS. With a
Memoir by C. M. YONGE. Ext. fcp. Svo. 6s.

HERVEY(Lord A., Bishopof Bath and Wells).
THE GENEALOGIES OF OUR LORD AND-

SAVIOUR JESUS CHRIST. Svo. 10*. dd.

HUTTON(R. H.). (See COLLECTED WORKS,
P- 21.)

ILLINGWORTH (Rev. J. R.). SERMONS.
PREACHED IN A COLLEGE CHAPEL. Cr.SvO. 5^>

JACOB (Rev. J. A.). BUILDING IN SILENCE:
and other Sermons. Ext. fcp. Svo. 6s.

JAMES (Rev. Herbert). THE COUNTRY-
CLERGYMAN AND HIS WORK. Cr. Svo. 6s.

JEANS (Rev. G. E.). HAILEYBURY CHAPEL :

and other Sermons. Fcp. Svo. 3*. dd.

JELLETT (Rev. Dr.). THE ELDER SON:
and other Sermons. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE EFFICACY OF PRAYER. Cr. Svo. s-j.

KELLOGG (Rev. S. H.). THE LIGHT OF
ASIA AND THE LIGHT OF THE WORLD. Cr.
Svo. 7s. dd.

KINGSLEY (Charles). (See COLLECTED
WORKS, p. 21.)

KIRKPATRICK (Prof.). THE DIVINE LI-
BRARY OF THE OLD TESTAMENT.

KYNASTON (Rev. Herbert, D.D.). CHEL-
TENHAM COLLEGE SERMONS. Cr. Svo. 6s.

LEGGE(A. O.). THE GROWTH OF THE TEM-
PORAL POWER OF THE PAPACY. Cr.Svo. 3s.6d-

LIGHTFOOT (Bishop). LEADERS IN THE
NORTHERN CHURCH : Sermons. Cr. Svo. dr.

ORDINATION ADDRESSES AND COUNSELS
TO CLERGY. Cr. Svo. 6s.

CAMBRIDGE SERMONS. Cr. Svo. 6s.

SERMONS PREACHED IN ST. PAUL'S
CATHEDRAL. Cr. Svo. 6s.

SERMONS ON SPECIAL OCCASIONS. Svo. 6s.

A CHARGE DELIVERED TO THE CLERGY
OF THE DIOCESE OF DURHAM, 1886. Svo. 2j.

ESSAYS ON THE WORK ENTITLED "SU-
PERNATURAL RELIGION." Svo. iar. dd.

ON A FRESH REVISION OF THE ENGLISH
NEW TESTAMENT. Cr. Svo. 7*. dd.

MACLAREN(Rev.A.). SERMONS PREACHED-
AT MANCHESTER, nth Ed. Fcp. Svo. 4*. dd.

SECOND SERIES. 7th Ed. F.cp. Svo. 4.?. dd.

THIRD SERIES. 6th Ed. Fcp. Svo. 4S.6d.
WEEK-DAY EVENING ADDRESSES. 4th

Edit. Fcp. Svo. zs. dd.

THE SECRET OF POWER : and other Ser-

mons. Fcp. 8v. 4-r. dd.



SERMONS, LECTURES, ETC.

MACMILLAN(Rev. Hugh). BIBLE TEACH-
INGS IN NATURE. isthEdit. Globe 8vo. 6s.

THE TRUE VINE ; or, The Analogies of
our Lord's Allegory, sth Edit. Gl. 8vo. 6s.

- THE MINISTRY OF NATURE. Sth Edit.
Globe 8vo. 6s.

THE SABBATH OF THE FIELDS. 6th
Edit. Globe 8vo. 6s.

THE MARRIAGE IN CANA. Globe 8vo. 6s.

Two WORLDS ARE OURS. Gl. 8vo. 6s.

THE OLIVE LEAF. Globe 8vo. 6s.

THE GATE BEAUTIFUL : and other Bible

Readings for the Young. Cr. 8vo. 3$. f>d.

MAHAFFY (Prof. J. P.). THE DECAY OF
MODERN PREACHING. Cr. 8vo. 3^. 6d.

MATURIN (Rev. W.). THE BLESSEDNESS
OF THE DEAD IN CHRIST. Cr. 8vo. 7$. 6d.

MAURICE (Frederick Denison). THE KIKG-
DOM OF CHRIST. 3rd Ed. 2vols. Cr. 8vo. iaj.

EXPOSITORY SERMONS ON THE PRAYER-
BOOK, AND THE LORD'S PRAYER. Cr.Svo. 6s.

SERMONS PREACHED IN COUNTRY
CHURCHES, and Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6.r.

THE CONSCIENCE: Lectures on Casuistry.

3rd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 4*. 6d.
' DIALOGUES ON FAMILY WORSHIP. Cr.

8vo. 4-r. 6d.

THE DOCTRINE OF SACRIFICE DEDUCED
FROM THE SCRIPTURES. 2nd Edit. Cr.Svo. 6s.

THE RELIGIONS OF THE WORLD. 6th

Edit. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d.

ON THE SABBATH DAY; THE CHARACTBR

TATION OF HISTORY. Fcp. 8vo. zs. 6d.

LEARNING AND WORKING. Cr. 8vo. ^s.dd.
THE LORD'S PRAYER, THE CREED, AND

THE COMMANDMENTS. jSmo. is.

THEOLOGICAL ESSAYS. Cr. 8vo. 6.r.

SERMONS PREACHED IN LINCOLN'S INN
CHAPEL. 6 vols. Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d. each.

Monthly, from Oct. i8qi.

MILLIGAN (Rev. Prof. W.). THE RESUR-
RECTION OF OUR LORD. 2nd Edit. Cr.Svo. S.T.

MOORHOUSE (J., Bishop of Manchester).

JACOB : Three Sermons. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 3s.6<t.

THE TEACHING OF CHRIST: its Condi-

tions, Secret, and Results. Cr. 8vo. 3*. net.

MYLNE (L. G., Bishop of Bombay).
SERMONS PREACHED IN ST. THOMAS s

CATHEDRAL, BOMBAY. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

NATURAL RELIGION. By the Author of

"EcceHomo." 3rd Edit. Globe 8vo. 6*.

PATTISON (Mark). SERMONS. Cr.Svo. 6s.

PAUL OF TARSUS. 8vo. ior. 6d.

PHILOCHRISTUS: MEMOIRS OF A DIS-

CIPLE OF THE LORD. 3rd. Edit. 8vo. i2s.

PLUMPTRE (Dean). MOVEMENTS IN RE-
LIGIOUS THOUGHT. Fcp. Svo. 3.?. 6d.

POTTER (R.). THE RELATION OF ETHICS
TO RELIGION. Cr. Svo. zs. 6d.

REASONABLE FAITH : A SHORT ESSAY

By "Three Friends." Cr.Svo. is.

REICHEL (C. P., Bishop of Meath). THE
LORD'S PRAYER. Cr. Svo. 7*. 6d.

CATHEDRAL AND UNIVERSITY SERMONS.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

RENDALL (Rev. F.). THE THEOLOGY OF

THE HEBREW CHRISTIANS. Cr. Svo. $s.

REYNOLDS (H.R.). NOTES OF THE CHRIS-

TIAN LIFE. Cr. Svo. 7.?.
6d.

ROBINSON (Prebendary H. G.). MAN IN

THE IMAGE OF GOD : and other Sermor.s.

Cr. Svo. 7*. 6d.

RUSSELL(Dean).-TnELiGHTTHATLK.H)-
ETH EVERY MAN: Sermons. With an lntr<-

ductionbyDeanPLUMPTRE,D.D. Cr.Svo. cu

SALMON (Rev. George, D.D.). Now-Mm
ACULOUS CHRISTIANITY : and other Sermo.-<->.

2nd Edit. Cr. Svo. 6s.

other Sermons. Cr. Svo. js. 6d.

SCOTCH SERMONS, 1880. By Principal
CAIRD and others. 3rd Edit. Svo. los. 6d.

SERVICE (Rev. J.). SERMONS. Cr.Svo. 6s.

SHIRLEY (W. N.). ELIJAH : Four Univer-

sity Sermons. Fcp. 8vo. zs. 6d.

SMITH (Rev. Travers). MAN'S KNOWLEDGE
OF MAN AND OF GOD. Cr. 8ro. 6s.

SMITH (W. Saumarez). THE BLOOD OF THE
NEW COVENANT : An Essay. Cr.Svo. zs.6d.

STANLEY (Dean). --THE NATIONALTHANKS-
GIVING. Sermons Preached in Westminster

Abbey, 2nd Edit. Cr. Svo. as. 6d.

ADDRESSES AND SERMONS delivered at

St. Andrews in 1872- 75and 1877. Cr.Svo. -5$.

ADDRESSES AND SERMONS delivered in

America, 1878. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE ATHANASIAN CREED. Cr. Svo. 2*.

STEWART (Prof. Balfour) and TAIT (Prof.

p. (j.). XHE UNSEEN UNIVERSE, OR PHY-
SICAL SPECULATIONS ON A FUTURE STATE.
i5th Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

PARADOXICAL PHILOSOPHY : A Sequel to

the above. Cr. Svo. 75-.
6d.

STUBBS (Rev. C. W.).- FOR CHRIST AND
CITY. Sermons and Addresses. Cr. Svo. ts.

TAIT (Archbishop). THE PRESENT POSITION
OF THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND. Primary
Visitation Charge. 3rd Edit. Svo. 3*. 6d.

DUTIES OF THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND.
Second Visitation Addresses. Svo. +s. 6d.

THE CHURCH OF THE FUTURE. Quad-
rennial Visitation Charges. Cr. Svo. ys. dd.

TAYLOR (Isaac). THE RESTORATION OF
BELIEF. Cr. 8vo. &s. 6d.

TEMPLE (Frederick, Bishop of London).
SERMONS PREACHED IN THE CHAPEL OF

RUGBY SCHOOL. Ext. fcp. Svo. 4^. 6d.

SECOND SERIES. Ext. fcp. Svo. 6s.

THIRDSERIES. 4thEdit. Ext.fcp.8vo. 6s.

THE RELATIONS BETWEEN RELIGION
AND SCIENCE. Bampton Lectures, 1884.

7th and Cheaper Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

TRENCH (Archbishop). THE HULSEA.V

LECTURES FOR 1845 6. 8vo. 7.1. f>d.

TULLOCH (Principal). THE CHRIST OF THE
GOSPELS AND THE CHRIST OF MODERN
CRITICISM. Ext. fcp. Svo. 4-r. 6d.

VAUGHAN (C. J., Dean of Landaff).-MF;
MORIALSOFHAHROWSCNDAYS. 8vO. IOJ.6</.

EPIHHANY,LENT,ANDEASTER.8v0.la*.6rf.
THE BOOK AND THE LIFE: and other

Sermons. 3rd Edit. Fcp. Svo. 4*- 6^
HEROES OF FAITH, and Edit. Cr.Svo. t>s.

WORDS FROM THE GOSPELS. 3rd Edit.

Fcp. Svo. 4*. 6d.



THEOLOGY TRANSLATIONS.

THEOLOGY.
Sermons, Lectures, Addresses, and

Theological Essays-continued.
VAUGHAN (Dr. C. J.). LIFE'S WORK AND
GOD'S DISCIPLINE. Ext. fcp. 8vo. is. 6d.

THE WHOLESOME WORDS OF JESUS
CHRIST. 2nd Edit. Fcp. 8vo. 3^. 6d.

FOESOF FAITH. 2nd Edit. Fcp.Svo. 3.1.6^.
CHRIST SATISFYING THE INSTINCTS OF

HUMANITY. 2nd Edit. Ext. fcp. 8vo. y.6d.
COUNSELS FOR YOUNG STUDENTS. Fcp.

8vo. 2s. 6d.

THE Two GREAT TEMPTATIONS, and
Edit. Fcp. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

ADDRESSES FOR YOUNG CLERGYMEN.
Ext. fcp. 8vo. 4s. 6d.

"Mv HEARISON, GIVE ME Ti
Ext. fcp. 8vo. 5.9.

REST AWHILE. Addresses to Toilers in

the Ministry. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 5^.
TEMPLE SERMONS. Cr. 8vo. ios. 6d.

AUTHORISED OR REVISED? Sermons on
some of the Texts in which the Revised Ver-
sion differs from the Authorised. Cr. 8vo.

7s.6d.
LESSONS OF THE CROSS AND PASSION ;

WORDS FROM THE CROSS ; THE REIGN. OF
SIN ; THE LORD'S PRAYER. Four Courses
of Lent Lectures. Cr. 8vo. los. 6d.

UNIVERSITY SERMONS, NEW AND OLD.
Cr. 8vo. ios.6d.

NOTES FOR LECTU RES ON CONFIRMATION.
i4th Edit. Fcp. 8vo. is. 6d.

VAUGHAN (Rev. D. J.).-THE PRESENT
TRIAL OF FAITH. Cr. 8vo. gs.

VAUGHAN (Rev. E. T.) SOME REASONS OF
OUR CHRISTIAN HOPE. Hulsean Lectures
for 1875. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 6d.

VAUGHAN (Rev. Robert). STONES FROM
THE QUARRY. Sermons. Cr. 8vo. 5*.

VENN (Rev. John). ON SOME CHARACTER-
ISTICS OF BELIEF, SCIENTIFIC, AND RE-
LIGIOUS. Hulsean Lectures, 1869. 8vo. 6s.6d.

WARINGTON (G.). THE WEEK OF CREA-
TION. Cr. 8vo. 4S . 6ti.

WELLDON (Rev. J. E. C.).-THE SPIRITUAL
LIFE : and other Sermons. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

WESTCOTT(Rt. Rev. B. F., Bishop of Dur-
ham). ON THE RELIGIOUS OFFICE OF THE

. UNIVERSITIES. Sermons. Cr. 8vo. 4.1. 6d.
GIFTS FOR MINISTRY. Addresses to Can-

didates for Ordination Cr. 8vo. is. 6d.
THE VICTORY OF THE CROSS. Sermons

Preached in 1888. Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

FROM STRENGTH TO STRENGTH. Three
Sermons(In Memoriam J. B. D.). Cr. 8vo. vs.

THE REVELATION OF THE RISEN LORD.
4th Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE HISTORIC FAITH. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE GOSPEL OF THE RESURRECTION.
6th Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE REVELATION OF THE FATHER. Cr.
8vo. 6s.

CHRISTUS CONSUMMATOR. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

SOME THOUGHTS FROM THE ORDINAL.
Cr. 8vo. u. 6d.

SOCIAL ASPECTS OF CHRISTIANITY. Cr.
8vo. 6s.

ESSAYS IN THE HISTORY OF RELIGIOUS
THOUGHT IN THE WEST. Globe 8vo. 6s.

vVICKHAM (Rev. E. C.). WELLINGTON
COLLEGE SERMONS. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

WILKINS (Prof. A. S.). THE LIGHT OF THE
WORLD: An Essay, and Ed. Cr. 8vo. js.6d-

WILSON (J. M., Archdeacon of Manchester).
SERMONS PREACHED IN CLIFTON COLLEGE

CHAPEL, 1879 83. Cr. 8vo. (a. Second
Series. 188890. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

ESSAYS AND ADDRESSES. Cr. 8vo. +s. 6d.

SOME CONTRIBUTIONS TO THE RELIGIOUS
THOUGHT OF OUR TIME. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

WOOD (Rev. E. G.). THE REGAL POWER
OF THE CHURCH. 8vo. 4^. 6d.

TRANSLATIONS.
From the Greek Front the Italian From the

Latin Into Latin and Greek Verse.

From the Greek.
AESCHYLUS. THE SUPPLICES. With Trans-

lation, by T. G. TUCKER, Litt.D. 8vo. ios.6d.

THE SEVEN AGAINST THEBES. With
Translation, by A. W. VERRALL, Litt. D.
8vo. 7s. 6d.

EUMENIDES. With Verse Translation,
by BERNARD DRAKE, M.A. 8vo. $s.

ARATUS. (See PHYSIOGRAPHY.)

ARISTOPHANES. THE BIRDS. Trans, into

English Verse, by B. H. KENNEDY. 8vo. 6s.

ARISTOTLE ON FALLACIES; OR, THE
SOPHISTICI ELENCHI. With Translation, by
E. POSTE, M.A. 8vo. 8s. 6d.

ARISTOTLE. THE FIRST BOOK OF THE
METAPHYSICS OF ARISTOTLE. By a Cam-
bridge Graduate. 8vo. 5.?.

THE POLITICS. By J. E. C. WELLDON,
M.A. los. 6d.

THE RHETORIC. By same. Cr.Svo. ^s.6d.
ON THE CONSTITUTION OF ATHENS.

By E. POSTE. Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

BION. (See THEOCRITUS.)

HERODOTUS. THE HISTORY. By G. C.

MACAULAY, M.A. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. i8s.

HOMER. THE ODYSSEY DONE INTO ENG-
LISH PROSE, by S. H. BUTCHER, M.A., and
A. LANG, M.A. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE ODYSSEY. Books I. XII. Transl.
into English Verse by EARL OF CARNARVON.
Cr. 8vo. ^s. 6d.

THE ILIAD DONE INTO ENGLISH PROSE,
by ANDREW LANG, WALTER LEAF, and
ERNEST MYERS. Cr. 8vo. izs. 6d.

MELEAGER. FIFTY POEMS. Translated
into English Verse by WALTER HEADLAM.
Fcp. 410. js. 6d.

MOSCHUS. (See THEOCRITUS).
PINDAR. THE EXTANT ODES. By ERNEST
MYERS. Cr. 8vo. y.

PLATO. TIM^JUS. With Translation, by
R. D. ARCHER-HIND, M.A. 8vo. idr.

(See also GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES, p. 20.)

POLYBIUS. THE HISTORIES. By E. S.

SHUCKBURGH. Cr. 8vo. 24*.

SOPHOCLES. OEDIPUS THE KING. Trans-
lated into English Verse by E. D. A. MORS-
HEAD, M.A. Fcp. 8vo. 3s. 6d.

THEOCRITUS, BION, AND MOSCHUS.
By A. LANG, M.A. i8mo. 4^.6^. Large
Paper Edition. 8vo. gs.
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XENOPHON.-THE COMPLETE WORKS.
By H. G. DAKYNS, M.A. Cr. 8vo. Vol. I.

THE ANABASIS AND BOOKS I. AND II. OF
THE HELLENICA. ios. (>d.

\Vol. //. in the Press.

From the Italian.

DANTE. THE PURGATORY. With Transl.
and Notes, by A. J. BUTLER. Cr. 8vo. izj.erf.- THE PARADISE. By the same. 2nd Edit.
Cr. 8vo. i2j. 6rf.- THE INFERNO. By the same. Cr. 8vo.

DE MONARCHIA. By F. J. CHURCH.
8vo. 4^. 6d.

From the Latin.

CICERO. THE LIFE AND LETTERS OF MAR-
CUS TULLIUS CICERO. By the Rev. G. E.

JKANS, M.A. 2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. ios. 6d.- THEACADEMICS. ByJ.S.REID. 8vo. y.6d.

HORACE: THE WORKS OF. By J. LONSDALE,
M. A., and S. LEE, M.A. Gl. 8vo. 3*. t>d.- THE ODES IN A METRICAL PARAPHRASE.
ByR.M.HovENDEN,B.A. Ext.fcp.8vo. 4*.6d.-- LIFE AND CHARACTER : AN EPITOME OF
HIS SATIRES AND EPISTLES. By R. M.
HOVENDEN, B.A. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 45. 6d.- WORD FOR WORD FROM HORACE : The
Odes Literally Versified. By W. T. THORN-
TON, C.B. Cr. 8vo. 7.?. 6d.

JUVENAL. THIRTEEN SATIRES. By ALEX.
LEEPER, LL.D. Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

LIVY. BOOKS XXL XXV. THE SECOND
PUNIC WAR. By A. J. CHURCH, M.A., and
W. J. BRODRIBB, M.A. Cr. 8vo. 7*. 6d.

MARCUS AURELIUS ANTONINUS.
BOOK IV. OF THE MEDITATIONS. With
Translation and Commentary, by H. CROSS-

LEY, M.A. 8vo. 6s.

MARTIAL. SELECT EPIGRAMS FOR ENG-
LISH READERS. Transl. into English Verse

by W. T. WEBB, M.A. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 4S.6d.

SALLUST. THE CONSPIRACY OF CATILINE
AND THE JUGURTHINE WAR. By A. W.
POLLARD. Cr. 8vo. 6s. CATILINE. 3.?.

TACITUS, THE WORKS OF. By A. J.

CHURCH, M.A., and W. J. BRODRIBB, M.A.

THE HISTORY. 4th Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE AGRICOLA AND GERMANIA. With the

Dialogue on Oratory. Cr. 8vo. 4$. 6d.

THE ANNALS, sth Edit. Cr. 8vo. 7*. 6</.

VIRGIL: THE WORKS OF. ByJ. LONSDALE,
M.A., and S. LEE, M.A. Globe 8vo. 3*. 6d.

-- THE JENEID. By J. W. MACKAIL, M.A.
Cr. 8vo. 7S. 6d.

Into Latin and Greek Verse.

CHURCH (Rev. A. J.). LATIN VERSION OF
SELECTIONS FROM TENNYSON. By Prof.

CONINGTON, Prof. SEELEY, Dr. HESSEY,
T. E. KEBBEL, &c. Edited by A. J. CHURCH,
M.A. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 6s.

GEDDES (Prof. W. D.). FLOSCULI GKJECI
BOREALES. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

KYNASTON (Herbert D.D.). EXEMPLARIA
CMELTONIEJWIA. Ext. fcp. vo. 5*.

VOYAGES AND TRAVELS.
(See also HISTORY ; SPORT.)

APPLETON (T. G.). A NILE JOURNAL.
Illustrated by EUGENE BENSON. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

" BACCHANTE." THE CRUISE OF H.M.S."
BACCHANTE," 18791882. Compiled from

the Private Journals, Letters and Note-books
of PRINCE ALBERT VICTOR and PRINCE
GEORGE OF WALES. By the Rev. Canon
DALTON. 2 vols. Med. 8vo. 5*1. 6d.

BAKER (Sir Samuel W.). ISMAILIA, A
Narrative of the Expedition to Central
Africa for the Suppression of th Slave Trade,
organised by ISMAIL, Khedive of Egypt.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE NILE TRIBUTARIES OF ABYSSINIA,
AND THE SWORD HUNTERS OF THE HAM RAN
ARABS. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE ALBERT N'YANZA GREAT BASIN OF
THE NILE AND EXPLORATION OF THE NILE
SOURCES. Cr. Svo. 6s.

CYPRUS AS I SAW IT IN 1879. Svo. i2s.6d.

BARKER (Lady). A YEAR'S HOUSEKEEPING
IN SOUTH AFRICA. Illustr. Cr. Svo. 3^. 6d.

STATION LIFE IN NEW ZEALAND. Cr.
Svo. 33. 6d.

LETTERS TO GUY. Cr. Svo. $s.

BOUGHTON (G. H.) and ABBEY (E. A.).
SKETCHING RAMBLES IN HOLLAND. With
Illustrations. Fcp. 410. au.

BRYCE (James, M.P.). TRANSCAUCASIA
AND ARARAT. 3rd Edit. Cr. Svo. 9$.

CAMERON (V. L.). OUR FUTURE HIGHWAY
TO INDIA. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. 2is.

CAMPBELL (J . F.). MY CIRCULAR NOTES.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

CARLES(W.R.). LiFEiNCoREA.8vo.i2j.6rf.

CAUCASUS : NOTES ON THE. By
" WAN-

DERER." 8vo. of.

CRAIK (Mrs.). AN UNKNOWN COUNTRY.
Illustr. by F. NOELPATON. Roy. Svo. js.6d.

AN UNSENTIMENTAL JOURNEY THROUGH
CORNWALL. Illustrated. 410. iaj. 6rf.

DILKE (Sir Charles). (See POLITICS.)

DUFF (Right Hon. Sir M. E. Grant). NOTES
OF AN INDIAN JOURNEY. Svo. ios. 6d.

FORBES (Archibald). SOUVENIRS OF SOME
CONTINENTS. Cr. 8vo 6s.

BATTLES, BIVOUACS, AND BARRACKS.
Cr. Svo.

GONE TO TEXAS : LETTERS FROM OUR
BOYS. Ed. by THOS. HUGHES. Cr.Svo. 4S.6J.

GORDON (Lady Duff). LAST LETTERS
FROM EGYPT, TOWHICH ARE ADDED LETTERS
FROM THE CAPE. 2nd Edit. Cr. Svo. gs.

GREEN (W. S.). AMONG THE SELKIRK
GLACIERS. Cr. Svo. ^i. (xf.

HOOKER (Sir Joseph D.)and BALL(J.).-
JOURNAL OF A ToUR IN MAROCCO AND THE
GREAT ATLAS. Svo. w.

HUBNER (Baron von). A RAMBLE ROUND
THE WORLD. Cr. Svo. 6s.

HUGHES (Thos.). RUGBY, TENNESSEE. Cr.

Svo. 4S.M.
KINGSLEY (Charles). AT LAST : A Christ-

mas in the West Indies. Cr. Svo. 3*. M.

KINGSLEY (Henry). TALES OF OLD
TRAVEL. Cr. Svo. 3*. 6d.
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VOYAGES AND TRAVELS-^tf/.
KIPLING (J. L.). BEAST AND MAN IN

INDIA. 8vo.

MACMILLAN (Rev. Hugh). HOLIDAYS ON
HIGH LANDS ; or, Rambles and Incidents in

Search of Alpine Plants. Globe 8vo. 6s.

MAHAFFY (Prof. J. P.). RAMBLES AND
STUDIES IN GREECE. Illust. Cr. 8vo. ios.6d.

MAHAFFY (Prof. J. P.) and ROGERS
(J. E.). SKETCHES FROM A TOUR THROUGH
HOLLAND AND GERMANY. Illustrated by
J. E. ROGERS. Ext. cr. 8ro. los. 6d.

MURRAY (E. C. Grenville). ROUND ABOUT
FRANCE. Cr. 8vo. 7.9. kd.

NORDENSKIOLD. VOYAGE OF THE
"VEGA" ROUND ASIA AND EUROPB. By
Baron A. E. VON NORDENSKIOLD. Trans,

by ALEX. LESLIE. 400 Illustrations, Maps,
etc. 2 vols. 8vo. 45-j. Popular Edition.
Cr. 8vo. 6.9.

THE ARCTIC VOYAGES OF ADOLPH ERIC
NORDENSKIOLD, 1858 79. By ALEXANDER
LESLIE. 8vo. 16.9.

OLIPHANT(Mrs.). (See HISTORY.)
OLIVER (Capt. S. P.). MADAGASCAR: AN
HISTORICAL AND DESCRIPTIVE ACCOUNT OP
THE ISLAND AND ITS FORMER DEPENDEN-
CIES. 2 vols. Med. 8vo. 52*. 6d.

PALGRAVE (W. Gifford). A NARRATIVE
OF A YEAR'S JOURNEY THROUGH CENTRAL
AND EASTERN ARABIA, 1862-63. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

DUTCH GUIANA. 8vo. QS.
ULYSSES ; or, Scenes and Studies in

many Lands. 8vo. its. 6d.

PERSIA, EASTERN. AN ACCOUNT OF THE
JOURNEYS OF THE PERSIAN BOUNDARY
COMMISSION, 1870-71-72. 2Tols. 8vo. 42.9.

ST. JOHNSTON (A.). CAMPING AMONG
CANNIBALS. Cr. 8vo. 4.1. 6d.

SANDYS (J. E.). AN EASTER VACATION IN
GREECE. Cr. 8vo. 3.9. 6d.

STRANGFORD (Viscountess). EGYPTIAN
SEPULCHRES AND SYRIAN SHRINES. New
Edition. Cr. 8ro. 7s. 6rf.

TAVERNIER (Baron): TRAVELS IN INDIA
OF JEAN BAPTISTE TAVERNIER. Transl.

by V. BALL, LL.D. 2 vols. 8vo. 42$.

TRISTRAM. (See ILLUSTRATED BOOKS.)
TURNER (Rev. G.). (See ANTHROPOLOGY.)
WALLACE (A. R.). {Set NATURAL HISTORY.)
"WATERTON (Charles). WANDERINGS IN
SOUTH AMERICA, THE NORTH-WEST OF
THE UNITED STATES, AND THE ANTILLES.
Edited by Rev. J. G. WOOD. Illustr. Cr.
8vo. 6s. People's Edition. 410. dd.

WATSON (R. Spence).-A VISIT TO WAZAN,
THE SACRED CITY OF MOROCCO. 8vo. ios.6d.

YOUNG, Books for the.

(See also BIBLICAL HISTORY, p. 30.)

JESOP CALDECOTT. SOME OF JEsop's
FABLES, with Modern Instances, shown in

Designs by RANDOLPH CALDECOTT. 410. $s.

ARIOSTO. PALADIN AND SARACEN. Stories
from Ariosto. By H. C. HOLLWAY-CAL-
THROP. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

ATKINSON (Rev. J. C.). THE LAST OF
THE GIANT KILLERS. Globe 8vo.

AWDRY (Frances). THE STORY OF A FEL-
LOW SOLDIER. (A Life of Bishop Patteson
for the Young.) Globe 8vo. 2*. 6d.

BAKER (Sir Samuel White). TRUE TALES
FOR MY GRANDSONS. Illustrated by W. J.
HENNESSY. Cr. 8vo. y. 6d.- CAST UP BY THE SEA : OR, THE ADVEN-
TURES OF NED GRAY. Illustrated by HUARD.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

By
RETIRED JUDGE. Illustrated by ALICE
HAVERS. Cr.

BUMBLEBEE BOGO'S BUDGET.
DGE. Illust

8vo. 2.9. 6d.

CARROLL (Lewis). ALICE'S ADVENTURES
IN WONDERLAND. With 42 Illustrations by
TENNIEL. Cr. 8vo. 6s. net.

Peoples Edition. With all the original
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. vs. 6d. net.

A GERMAN TRANSLATION OF THE SAME.
Cr. 8vo. 6.9. net.

A FRENCH TRANSLATION OF THE SAME
Cr. 8vo. 6s. net.

AN ITALIAN TRANSLATION OF THE SAME.
Cr. 8vo. 6s. net.- ALICE'S ADVENTURES UNDER-GROUND.

Being a Fascimile of the Original MS. Book,
afterwards developed into

"
Alice's Adven-

tures in Wonderland." With 27 Illustrations

by the Author. Cr. 8vo. 4*. net.- THROUGH THE LOOKING-GLASS AND
WHAT ALICE FOUND THERE. With 50
Illustrations by TENNIEL. Cr. 8vo. 6.9. net.

People's Edition. With all the original
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. 2S. 6d. net.

People's Edition of "Alice's Adventures in

Wonderland," and "
Through the Looldng-

Glass.
"

i vol. Cr. 8vo. 4.9. (>d. net.- RHYME? AND REASON? With 65 Illus-

trations by ARTHUR B. FROST, and 9 by
HENRY HOLIDAY. Cr. 8vo. 6s. net.- A TANGLED TALE. With 6 Illustrations

by ARTHUR B. FROST. Cr. 8vo. 4.9. 6d. net.

- SYLVIE AND BRUNO. With 46 Illustra-

tions by HARRY FURNISS. Cr. 8vo. 7^.6</. net.- THENURSERY"ALICE." TwentyColoured
Enlargements from TENNIEL'S Illustrations

to "Alice's Adventures in Wonderland,"
wich Text adapted to Nursery Readers.

4to. 4.9. net.- THE HUNTING OF THE SNARK, AN AGONY
IN EIGHT FITS. With 9 Illustrations by
HENRY HOLIDAY. Cr. 8vo. 4-9. 6d. net.

CLIFFORD (Mrs.W.K.). ANYHOW STORIES.
With Illustrations by DOROTHY TENNANT.
Cr. 8vo. 1.9. 6d. ; paper covers, is.

CORBETT (Julian). FOR GOD AND GOLD.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

CRAIK (Mrs.). ALICE LEARMONT : A FAIRY
TALE. Illustrated. Globe 8vo. 4.9. 6d.- THE ADVENTURES OF A BROWNIE. Illus-

trated by Mrs. ALLINGHAM. Gl. 8vo. 4*. f>d.- THE LITTLE LAME PRINCE AND HIS
TRAVELLING CLOAK. Illustrated by J. McL.
RALSTON. Cr. 8vo. 4$. dd.- OUR YEAR : A CHILD'S BOOK IN PROSE
AND VERSE. Illustrated. Gl. 8vo. 2.9. 6d.

- LITTLE SUNSHINE'S HOLIDAY. Globe
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