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DESMOND CARNEY AS “‘ GIOLLA NA NAOMH ’’ IN AN RI,
ST. ENDA’S COLLEGE, JUNE, IQI2.
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By Way of Comment.

I HAVE roused this MacaoMH of mine again, having allowed him to
slumber for two years. Like those panoplied kings that are said to
sleep in Aileach, he has only been awaiting a call. I send him out now
to publish tidings of sundry pageantries, pomps, and junketings :
festivities to which my friends and I are inviting the men of Ireland, not
altogether out of the largeness of our hearts, but with ulterior motives
appertaining to the weal of a certain College. I send him out too in order
that with his hero’s voice he may utter three shouts on a hill in celebration
of the completion of the fifth year of a certain gallant adventure.

To be plain, St. Enda’s College has now been at work for five years,
and we propose to commemorate the achievement of the lustrum by
making a very determined effort to reduce the wholly preposterous debt
which we incurred in our early months for building. There are some
adventures so perilous that no one would ever go into them except with
the gay laughing irresponsibility of a boy ; they are not to be ‘ scanned
beforehand ; one does one’s deed without thinking, as a boy on the play-
field strikes for goal, and whether one wins or fails, one laughs. It is
really the only thing to do. Such an adventure, I think, has been St.
Enda’s, and such the spirit in which we have gone into it. Not that we
have not had a very serious purpose and a very high conception of our
duty, but that we have found these things compatible with hearts as
merry as the hearts of the saints; or rather supportable only by a hilarity
as of heaven. Such burdens as we undertook five years ago would
assuredly have crushed us if we had been gloomy worldlings, persons
oppressed with bank balances and anxious about the rise and fall of
stocks or the starting price of racehorses. Fortunately the cares of a
competency have never existed for us, hermits of a happy hermitage.
Having no little things to be troubled about, we have been able to busy
ourselves with great adventures. Yet, we are worldly enough to desire
to lighten our burdens and generous emough to admit others to a share
in our perils. Whence these excursions and alarums of ours at the Abbey
Theatre, at Jones’s Road, and elsewhere : it is cur way of helping others
to achieve sanctity.
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It has been sung of the Gael that his fighting is always merry and
his feasting always sad. Several recent books by foreigners have recorded
the impression of Ireland as a sad, an unutterably sad, country, because
their writers have seen the Gael chiefly at his festivals : at an Oireachtas,
at a race meeting, at a political dinner addressed by Mr. John Dillon.
And it is a true impression, for the exhilaration of fighting has gone out
of Ireland, and for the past decade most of us have been as Fionn was
after his battles— in heaviness of depression and horror of self-
questioning.””  Here at St. Enda’s we have tried to keep before us the
image of Fionn during his battles—careless and laughing, with that
gesture of the head, that gallant smiling gesture, which has been an
eternal gesture in Irish history : it was most memorably made by Emmet
when he mounted the scaffold in Thomas Street, smiling, he who had
left so much, and most recently by those Three who died at Manchester.
When people say that Ireland will be happy when her mills throb and
her harbours swarm with shipping, they are talking as foolishly as if
one were to say of a lost saint or of an unhappy lover *“ That man will be
happy again when he has a comfortable income.” I know that Ireland
will not be happy again until she recollects that old proud gesture of hers,
that laughing gesture of a young man that is going into battle or climbing

to a gibbet.

What I have just written has reminded me of a dream 1 had nearly
four years ago. 1 dreamt that I saw a pupil of mine, one of our boys at
St. Enda’s, standing alone upon a platform above a mighty sea of people;
and I understood that he was about to die there for some august cause,
Ireland’s or another. He looked extraordinarily proud and joyous,
lifting his head with a smile almost of amusement ; [ remember noticing
his bare white throat and the hair on his forehead stirred by the wind,
just as I had often noticed them on the football field. I felt an inexplicable
exhilaration as 1 looked upon him, and this exhilaration was heightened
rather than diminished by my consciousness that the great silent crowd
regarded the boy with pity and wonder rather than with approval—as a
fool who was throwing away his life rather than as a martyr that was
doing his duty. It would have been so easy to die before an applauding
crowd or before a hostile crowd : but to die before that silent, unsym-
pathetic crowd ! I dreamt then that another of my pupils stepped upon
the scaffold and embraced his comrade, and that then he tied a white
bandage over the boy’s eyes, as though he would resent the hangman
doing him that kindly office. And this act seemed to me to symbolise
an immense brotherly charity and loyalty, and to be the compensation
to the bov that died for the indifference of the crowd.
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This is the only really vivid dream I have ever had since I used to
dream of hobgoblins when I was a child. I remember telling it to my
bovs at a school meeting a few days later, and their speculating as to
which of them I had seen in the dream : a secret which I do not think
I gave away. But what recurs to me now is that when I said that
I could not wish for any of them a happier destiny than to die thus in
defence of some true thing, they did not seem in any way surprised, for
it fitted in with all we had been teaching them at St. Enda’s. I do not
mean that we have ever carried on anything like a political or revolu-
tionary propaganda among our boys, but simply that we have always
allowed them to feel that mo one can finely live who hoards life too
jealously : that one must be generous in service, and withal joyous,
accounting even supreme sacrifices slight. Mr. J. M. Barrie makes his
Peter Pan say (and it is finely said) “To die will be a very big
adventure,” but I think that in making my little boy in ‘“ An Ri” offer
himself with the words ‘‘ Let me do this little thing,”” I am nearer to
the spirit of the heroes.

I find that in endeavouring to show that we are joyous at St. Enda’s
I have become exceedingly funereal. One of my pupils has accused me
of ‘‘ sternly organising merrymakings.”’ The truth 1s that it is from the
boys that live in this place that its joyousness comes, and if we share in the
joy it is by rising to their height from our own slough of despond. When
we attempt to be joyful on our own account the joy sometimes hangs fire.
Mr. MacDonagh has told me how, when we were preparing the first number
of AN Macaoms, I came to him one evening with a face of portentous
gravity and begged him to be humorous. I explained that AN Macaomu
was too austere, too esoteric : it needed some touch of delicate Ariel-like
fancy, some genial burst of Falstaffian laughter. ~Mr. MacDonagh is
one of the most fanciful and humorous of men, but even he could not
become Ariel-like or Falstaffian to order. He and I sat in our respective
rooms for a whole evening lugubriously trying to be humorous; but our
thoughts were of graves and worms and epitaphs, of unpaid bills, of
approaching examinations, of certain Anglo-Irish comedies : the memory
of it is still dreary. The next day at luncheon the clear voice of a boy
spoke and the imp humour was in our midst: he told us the history
of the Peacock of Hyderabad, and AN MACAOMH was saved.

I believe that many teachers fail because instead of endeavouring
to raise themselves to the level of their pupils (I mean the moral,
emotional, and imaginative level), they endeavour to bring their pupils
down to theirs. For a high, if eccentric, moral code, a glad and altruistic
philosophy, a vision of ultimate beauty and truth seen through the
fantastic and often humorous figments of a child’s dreams, the teacher




substitutes the mean philosophy of the world, the mean code of morals of
the countinghouses. Our Christianity becomes respectability. We are
not content with teaching the ten commandments that God spake in
thunder and Christ told us to keep if we would enter into life, and the
+ precepts of the Church which He commanded us to hear : we add thereto
the precepts or commandments of Respectable Society.  And these are
chiefly six : Thou shalt not be extreme in anything—in wrongdoing lest
thou be put in gaol, in rightdoing lest thou be deemed a saint; Thou
shalt not give away thy substance lest thou become a pauper ; Thou shalt
not engage in trade or manufacture lest thy hands become grimy; Thou
shalt not carry a brown paper parcel lest thou shock Rathgar ; Thou shalt
not have an enthusiasm lest solicitors and their clerks call thee a fool ;
Thou shalt not endanger thy Job. One has heard this shocking morality
taught in Christian schools, expounded in Christian newspapers, even
preached from Christian pulpits. Those things about the lilies of the
field and the birds of the air, and that rebuke to Martha who was troubled
about many things, are thought to have no relevancy to modern life. But

if that is so Christianity has no relevancy to modern life, for these are of
the essence of Christ’s teaching.

The great enemy of practical Christianity has always been respectable
society.  Respectable society has now been reinforced by political
economy. I feel nearly sure that political economy was invented, not by
Adam Smith, but by the devil. Perhaps Adam Smith was the human
instrument of whom that wily one made use, even as he made use of the
elder Adam to pervert men to the ways of respectability. Be certain that
in political economy there is no Way of Life either for a man or for a
people.  Life for both is a matter, not of conflicting tariffs, hut of
conflicting powers of good and evil ; and what have Ricardo and Malthus
and Stuart Mill to teach about this? Ye men and peoples, burn vour
books on rent theories and land values and go back to your sagas.

If you will not go back to your sagas, your sagas will come to you
again in new guise : for they are terrible immortal things, not capable
of being put down by respectable society or by political economy. The
old truths will find new mouths, the old sorrows and ecstasies new inter-
pretation. Beauty is the garment of truth, or perhaps we should put it
that beauty is the substance in which truth bodies itself forth; and then
we can say that beauty, like matter, is indestructible, however it may
change its form. When you think you have excluded it by vour brick
walls it flows in upon you multitudinous. I know not how the old beauty
will come back for us in this country and century; through an Irish

theatre perhaps or through a new postry welling up in Irish-speaking
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villages. But come back it will, and its coming will be as the coming
of God’s angel, when
. . . . seems another morn
Risen on mid-noon &

I have to perform here the noble duty of giving thanks. First, there
is a friend of St. Enda’s whom I do not name, for I do not know that he
would like me to name him. He and two other friends of older date
have made St. Enda’s a fact; for, though not what the world calls very
wealthy, they have enabled me, whom certainly the world would call very
poor, to found and to carry on this College. And I have to thank many
other friends ranging from little boys up to church dignitaries, and includ-
ing the parents of nearly all my pupils, for an unshaken lovalty to an ideal
and to a place which by many are still misunderstood and distrusted.

Then, coming to quite contemporary events, I have to thank the
good people who are looking to the organization of the St. Enda’s Féte
and Drawing of Prizes. And I have to thank Mr. W. B. Yeats and his
fellow-workers at the Abbey Theatre for a very great generosity—a special
performance which they have arranged to give for us on the evening of
May 17th. Mr. Yeats, in a lecture on Rabindranath Tagore, had
spoken of Mr. Tagore’s school for Indian boys as ‘‘the Indian St.
Enda’s.”” A friend of mine, interested by this, suggested that we should
go to Mr. Yeats and ask him whether his Theatre could not do something
to help St. Enda’s. We had hardly time to frame our project in words
when Mr. Yeats assented to it; and then he did a more generous thing
still, for he offered to produce for the benefit of St. Enda’s the play of
Mr. Tagore’s to the production of which he had been looking forward as
to an important epoch in the life of the Abbey—the first presentation to
Europe of a poet who, he thinks, is possibly the greatest now living. And
he invited me to produce a St. Enda’s play along with Mr. Tagore’s. I
understood then more clearly than ever that no one is so generous as a
great artist; for a great artist is always giving gifts.

The play we decided to produce along with “ The Post Office ”’ was
my morality, ‘“ An Ri.””> We had enacted it during the previous summer,
with much pageantry of horses and marchings, at a place in our grounds
where an old castellated bridge, not unlike the entrance to a monastery,
is thrown across a stream. Since that performance I had added some
speeches with the object of slightly deepening the characterisation; and
our boys were already rehearsing it for indoor production. Of Mr.
Tagore’s play I knew nothing except what I had heard from Mr. Yeats,
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but I saw that both of us had had in our minds the same image of a
humble boy and of the pomp of death, and that my play would be as it
were antiphonal to his. Since I have seen Mr. Tagore’s manuscript I
have realised that the two plays are more similar in theme than I had
suspected, and that mine will be to his in the nature of an ‘‘amen’’; for
in our respective languages, he speaking in terms of Indian village life
and I in terms of an Irish saga, we have both expressed the same truth,
that the highest thing anyone can do is to serve.

P. H. PEARSE.

O

A Secret Song.

A stranger you came to me over the sea, -

But welcome I made you, Seumas a-righ,

And shelter I gave you, my sons set to ward you,
Red war I faced for you, Seumas a-righ!

Now a coward you go from me over the sea,

But my best sons go with you, Seumas a-righ,

Foreign graves they shall gain, and for those who remain
The black hemp is sown—Och, Seumas a-righ!

The Boyne shall flow back from the far Irish sea,

On the Causeway of Aughrim our triumph shall be

Ere my house shall befriend him, my son’s swords defend him,
A King from the right hand, Seumas a-righ!

Paprarc CoLuM.
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Notes for a Lecture on
Ancient Irish Literature.

TgE THEMES of Early Irish Literature are many of them the themes
of modern romantic literature—in lyric poetry, nature and humanity :
pature, the joy of natural things, the joy of the earth’s beauty, the woods
and the birds in the woods, the delight of summer, season surpassing,
grateful to dwellers in a northern land, the terror of the white winter
when not a bell is heard and no crane talks, when shapes are all gone,
the joy of the sea, the plain of Ler, with its witching song, the delightful
home of ships, the image of Hell with its dread tempest : humanity, men
and women, love and destiny, humanity at odds with life, a king and a
hermit, a girl who died for love, a warrior who kept his tryst after death,
Deirdre, the predestined of sorrow, winning some joy from life before her
fate falls, an old woman who has seen the passing away of her famous
beauty, who sees the ebb tide carrying away her years, who sees the flood-
wave foaming in for gthers. Later, after the English are settled in the
land, not humanity but the nation, Kathleen ni Houlihan, is our heroic
theme. The manifestations of nationality are symbolised by man and
nature. The silk of the kine goes lurking in the woods, weeping down
tears while her foe has wine on his table. ‘The little shining rose is black.
No wonder that those who, lured by the felicity of gracious words, have
learned to read with satisfaction in Shakespeare the easy hideous history
of the English Wars of the Roses, half won to sympathy with ravening
Just and barbarity, are perplexed by Gaelic Literature of the middle
period. And so ol Irish Literature is set down as vague, mysterious,
obscure. Nothing could be more clear, more direct, more gem-like, hard
and delicate and bright, than the earlier lyric poetry, nothing more surely
true to nature, full of natural piety, nothing of another kind greater in
suggestion, however brief in form. Not till the advent of Wordsworth
comes there anything like this intimacy with nature into other modern
literature. Not till we listen to the voice of Shelley do we hear in other
lyric poetry such prophecy of song as has come down through folk poetry
in Irish, a lyric poetry which, as Mr. John Eglinton said many years
ago, ““ has far more in common with the later developments of English
poetry—with poems, for example, like Shelley’s ‘ When the lamp is




shattered ’ or George Meredith’s ‘Love in a Valley ’
produced by the wits of the London coffee houses. "

* *

A POET of the Celtic Note—] use the term as I find it, though I knoy B

n,

—than anything §

how wrong it is; I use it without dlsrespec_t-—has declared that to Standish ¢

O’Grady is a poet who walks this earth as if it were another earth, who '
finds it and Proves it another. In him vision is more than sight. Such &

as he, in this mean time of compromise and commerce and mat

erialism,
may find it hard not to forget that all times a

re, for anght we know,

equally mean, and so, equally noble—mean to the low and noble to the

high. Poets in EVEry gemeration regret the good times of a better past,
seeing in the glass of death only the heavenly colours that the blessed
have taken on, seeing sometimes in the glass of life only one commerce
of their kind, the traffic of dross and the strife with hunger, and materia]
utility in the mart outbidding the ideal. Such a one may forget or may
not believe that commerce, even this one commerce, has not only its
material utility but also its glory, its intrepid adventure, its strangeness
and richness of far off lands and seas and peoples, and so, its culture of
wonder and imagination, its fosterage of the arts. Such a one may forget
or may not believe that this ope commerce is the business set over
against the dream, keeping the dream trye. The shopkeeper of to-day
1 the father of the poet, of the hero, of the saint of to-morrow. Standish
O’Grady, too, may have forgotten these things or may not have believed
them. He is different from many who keep only them in mind. For
the poets of the Celtic Note it was he that found the dun in which the
wild riders of ancient Irish hero-lore were confined. It was he that let
them forth—them or phantasies of them. Phantasies, some believe who
have gone later into the ddn and seen the riders there. The things that
he let forth were viewed by alien moderns as Oisin was viewed by the
convertites of Patrick—and by.some that were pagan still. They were
a wonder as they rode, and they Sang in a strange tongue. The moderns
who sought to set down in alien letters their semblance and their song
told of vague romantic mystery about them. The others who have gone
into the diin have known of no such mystery. They have listened to
their song in its own language, and they hold that by the poets it has
been misinterpreted quite. The poets have used the frame of Irish story
as a frame whereon fo weave the palpable stuff of their vision and their
Interpretation of the herojo in life.  Their version is a mistranslation ; not
for the first time the world has owed a beautiful thing to a mistranslation
of genius. The original is a work of genius in another way of beauty.
nd yet for all that I have said here, for all thejir eérror of half-heard
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words, the poets may be nearer to the rhythm of the ancient song than
those of us who spell the words in full. Some of the ancient tales, some
passages in the epics, are altogether incredible and impossible to our
modern ways of thought and life here. May they not have other
meanings?  They have the impossibility of the fairy tale. Perhaps

they have the enduring truth of the fairy tale, of the parable, of the

fable, which is truer than a history that owes so much to accident and

whim and personality.
#
* *

luckily we wished it or could do it, to set

It wouLD be vain, even if un
bounds to literary genius, which is always breaking new soil, or rather

always coming in a new manifestation. It is at its best and highest a
new epiphany. Some in our day or after our day may make a great new
literature in the tradition of this old world of Early Irish Laterature.
But I rather expect that the literature of to-morrow will be in terms of
the life of to-morrow, and that the old world is too different, too far apart,
too much wronged now, I fear, by misrepresentation, by false praise that
would make it good of another kind than of its way of goodness, by false
blame that would call its culture barbarism, its strength brutality or
impropriety, its mysticism magic, its austere sincerity in literature a
defect of power and richness, its power and richness, when it has such,
exaggeration. We may admit that we cannot now feel those old emotions
at first heart, so to put it. We have not reverence for the same things.
We cannot pray to the old gods. We could not blaspheme the old gods.
We are of a different day, a different light shines on us. History is
between us and our heroes. We cannot rid our memories of the glories
and the calamities of our story, of the mighty things, of the futile things.
Our thought is woven of the stuff of memory and elder thought and of a
knowledge that has gained on this side and lost on that like an island
in the sea. Our dreams are children dreams and parent dreams. A
part of the old world lives in us, to a large part we are alien not in speech
only but in feeling, in sense, in instinct, in vision. We are true to the
best of the old literature when we are true to that part of it which we
inherit now in the twentieth century, when we discover in ourselves
something of its good tradition, something that has remained true by the

changing standards and measures.
TraoMAs MACDONAGH.




The Cobbler,

sons pass,
s the air

As if he were but just begun.
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Red carts May come and rigers go,
And sail-ships saj] the windy sea,

caun,
s his little seat,
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for My Son
Cecilia’s Day, 1912,

Now, my son, is life for you,
And T wish you joy of jt,—
oy of power in all yoy do,

Deeper Passion, better wit
Than I hag who had enough,
Quicker life and Jength thereof,
More of €very joy but love.

AOLL,
Wishes :

Born op Saint
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Love I have beyond all men, Bl
Love that now you share with me— [
What have I to wish you then,
But that you be good and free,
And that God to you may give
Grace in stronger days to live.

For I wish you more than I _
Ever knew of glorious deed, ]
Though no rapture passed me by l
That an eager heart could heed,

Though I followed heights and sought | 154
Things the sequel never brought. ||

Wild and perilous holy things i
Flaming with a martyr’s blood, i
And the joy that laughs and sings ; i
Where a foe must be withstood, I
Joy of headlong happy chance [if

Leading on the battle dance. s

But I found no enemy, | Bz
No man in a world of wrong, i
That Christ’s word of charity ' ‘|[ |

Did not render clean and strong—
Who was I to judge my kind,
Blindest groper of the blind ?

God to you may give the sight
And the clear undoubting strength i
i : Wars to knit for single right,
HMHAOIL. Freedom’s war to knit at length, :
: And to win, through wrath and strife, K
| e To the sequel of my life. : ; it

But for you, so small and young,
Born on Saint Cecilia’s Day,

T in more harmonious song

Now for nearer joys should pray,—
Simple joys : the natural growth
Of your childhood and your youth,
Courage, innocence and truth :

These for you, so small and young,
In your hand and heart and tongue.

‘TrOMAS MACDONAGH.
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' < dge of the cage and loo 1
ic a white rat came to the e the ¢ i
1 Deal:tez;liig eves. At that moment t%i geﬁsmnltra;g:?zlx?t]gtfeghuman
ol into t t. She rubbed herse he h
nto the street. . i
s gaﬁce)dlded familiarly to those in the cages. H

; ; SR an’t stay long.
bemtglfrezn” she seemed to say, “ e d’?‘ i’ l;?lgplite-s i111 ctﬁe cage}S were
cred ’ . - -
o lot of people to see. : ked at her in
L fhed. The kittens i g B e “The Pérsian
as : : ade round, O

A rabbit sat up and m
amazement.

1 p narcne U]) th‘_ StalrS.
(:at nt i]lSide Sh.e did I]Ot Stay n th S 3 1
we . L e ho but h d a
Iheﬂ “"e, tOO, turnﬂd away.

' : caking v nce that was familiar. V\_a as it from .l
i washadsqél;iin%)geh%gjri piece of furnmiture, or “1 as ltuter;ﬁliln;
e thath g on a showman’s back? At all events the I:i;loth e
fumuey peircdeetciting associations. We saw thg 1'1;1}'1'0\\:i b si’ttin(—‘f
et igun before the little opening, and the d1311]us%cc)n? fo%md bag
i3 hgm:es the Punch and Judy Show. ‘ Well, sir, if you g B0
Pty o, sir, that proves, sir, that the little dog 1s ‘1(13101. Lot
Ell*llreed‘g:ecly(\inaég’s, wa; plain human s%eecil. PB;.;tc }:h:s‘i%:rﬁé;t i
oo g Master Punch, nost 3
“ias . sttz;cits tfhzfpslil;;;tkcsémi?h gfesserves ft‘rﬁe .privitléege glfl E;iizgz sgaai?zﬁi
Se tar oats and fell into the young
We turned lfll?hthe Eggi?agfi;); 1-szmd.wic]:t-n:le:n stop for a mu-m;(fui?l(-ie :'Eg
g EerIibovs cease to be sharp-eyed and become i b
belted mes?;ﬁg show is well-supported, and the yt?unigl uéattlo o
Ia?tszto;ags't us has a weight of copperir i?hl};s; biig;so (;;:;ﬁ r;:: g el
’ ists. Nothing . 18 T it
s Show,tgsed;fa Tﬁﬁiphant self-assertion. We coxgz};tggcl oﬂ':he
IPneEL isist}iiesg)exfermﬁn as seen by the Comic Spirit and repres
unc a 3

village.

Of Ireland.

f 1 e know

A half of pathos is the past we 0w,
A half the future 1nto Whllch we go; !
Or present joy broken with old regret, -
Or sorrow saved from hell bf or;.l cllmfggs:ﬁ l;md
There once was pleasant water Fea

/  the Sphinx gazes across the sand;
Xyel’ze;fa;os‘;le hope, though d}:'nastxes have gﬁi,
That Change abides while Time and she a :

TaoyAas MacDONAGH.
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Labairc Aanoir ran 1onao G0 map 4 bruil an Lucc catmste‘ ATupr na
neatparoe asur an ceol, 50 scomsbeoéamn ™Mb 04 n-élpeoc.‘;\'o mMbH cum
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5ClLoS, ba beas bup geabalp vmnn ra scormnac cruaro ! T4 buaroTe apt

an Rig!
An Tdbb.—Ca bruil 4n Ril
An Milead.—T4 ré 45 Teitead poihe. »

An TtAbb.—Taba TUASPSALAIL 4an Cata oonn.

An Mileatn.—MNi fanann upLaba ATAM. Tuscan veoc vom.

An Tdbb.—TusTan oeot oo’n Brean 1o.

An mac beds 0a ngaipmieat Tiolla na Naor 00 tabaipc uirse 00.

An tdbb.—Labaip Linn anoip A3UT Tabaip DGHINN TUARAPSADAIL 4N cata.

An Milead.—Da rean cormblamn oeiéneabaift SAC pean oinn. Da rean
coritainn céro an Ri: ACC can Breipproe rinn An nzairse! Do buavAD
opainn Asur 00 teiteamarp nporhamnmn, T4 na céanta bonn Le bonn 4p an
mban.

Na Manars.—iMo nuap, Mo nuap !

SLonta Aroa amus.

An Dapa Manac.—Cra T ¢cugamnnt

An Céao Mhanac.—an Ril
eacparoe, mapcais, LaoCpa®, s10llapnao, 1c., 00 tedlT ap an LACai aBUT

an Ri 1na drocam. 4n Ri oo Oul ap 4 sLanad 1 LATaM 4n Abbav, 14p

gealtedmm 4 ¢Laroim an Lan 06.

An Ri.—Tabaip 00 riiallact oom, 4 f11t Le ‘D14, ABUP Le15 Dom oul o’éas. T4
buarote opm. T4 buarvte ap Mo mumntip.  Deié gcata 00 feapar t
n-afard mo HioVHLAD 4FUT VO bpiread opm 54t cat oioHh. Mé oo Tus
reans D& an an Scric ro. 1411t an 0o Dha 54n 4 fFeans o 1mipc An Mo
éme pearca 4¢t 4 mMmint opm-ra. Déan Tpocaipe A mo munntin, 4 i
Le Dia!

An Tdbb.—Déanpard Dia trocame opca.

An Ri.—0o0 tpé1s Via mire.

An Ttdbb.—Do tréizir-re Dia.

An Ri.—Do gpéis Dia mo mumntit.

An tdbb.—MNiop tpé1s nd ni tpéigp10.  Saonpard ré an cme 1o ma abaro
cuca i 1onnpaic.

An Ri.—Tabarp 061D map rin i 1onnjaic. Tabaip 0610 DUINE Ve VO manacald
n6é ouihe ve na macad beasa ro Le peit mma pig opta. An cat ap 00
comaince, A FitLe Dial

An Ttdob.—Ni head, aét 4n comaiice éLaron Riog 1onnpaic.  Labpard Liom,
4 éLann, aSup inprd vom clair ionnpaice n dup mears !

et

ul
=




r €& TPéit Las.

A Luét na Leaban asur na
cruad ! T4 buarvte ap

2¢ vom.

0 tabaint wirge 06.
LArsabAIL an cata.

: reap oinn.  Da peap
¢ nsairse?! Do buavan
"OC4 bonn Le bonn A an

tealt an an LACa agup
1 LaTaipt an Abbav, 1ap

e15 oom oul 0’éas. T4
Deié scata DO Fednar 1

cat oiobd. Mé oo tug |

4 feans o'imipc ap me
e 4n mo rhumnoin, A fip :

- 4n cine ro ma abaro

) ‘oumne oe 0o rhanacad
5 opta. An cat an 0o

mnpaic.  Ladpard Liom,
mears?
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Manac.—0o0 peacuBear-ra.

manac.—00 peacutgear-ra.

An Trear hanac.—A4 Acam, 00 peacwmgeamaqt mlLe.

An zApb.—00 peacuiSear-ra man an scéaona. NiL 4on 04 Hpwl 1 n-aor
pipt nAn peacwrs. TNac Luat malapcan S4o0ip an Leind ap baoir an !

L Ar eagnaroe 1o, 4 Leanba, 4 BEWIL Bup ruwim n dup mbpéasdnad Asur At
puim-ne nan bpeactad ! 1p Lém -oom an ni ro anoir. DVo-5eo0dao Ri
JONNAIC 1 MEArS na mac mbeds ro. Labpard uiom, a mhaca, 45U mnro
QHom ci1a it jonnpaice n dupt mears.

An thacrad (o’aitears 4on owne).—Fiolla na Naorh.

An TAbb.—An mac beds Bior 45 Freapcal an €4c. T4 4n ceapc as4ab.  4n
cé 1p fple 1 & Dup 401roe. A Biolla na Naorh, an moéip ro” Ris an an
gene rol

Siolla na Naoth.—Taim 16-03, 4 Atat. Téaim no-Las.

An TAbb.—DH4b 1 Leit ¢usam, 4 Lenbd. :

An Leand 0o Hul Cuige.
A Dalta o’oiledr, M4 14ptaim OfT 4n ni ro, an noéanfaip él

Siolla N4 Naoh.—Déao urhal ouiT-re, 4 Acan.

An TAbb.—AN oTIubpraIt a5410 Ap an geat!?

Tiolla nd Naorm.—Déanpao DUALEAT Rios.

An tdbb.—4A rhic OIS, 00 p’férom Sunab € 00 BAr 00 teobtd.

Tiolla na Naorh.—Mo ¢é1on an DAr, ma’r é opowmstean vom.

An Ttdbb.—Nac noubpar SO N-4ApAnn na h6sa an bar! Szamo-rean 4
gempumio-ne 1 0TAITSe 50 cliramag ; TONSIo-rean 4 réanamio-ne. T4
4an sLop duuinn uatbarad Tan é1p Ladvanta Leir an Leant ro. Treasnocan
th, 4 eatlars, 4 par! Ni mép Liom owmT Mo DalLTA.

A Ri.—A Abb, opm Fén Mo ¢oraint fémn.  NT mumpbrean Leant ap mo pon-ra.

An TAbb.—Cusair oom 00 &éLarbearh, aAsup oo-deum-re 0o’n Leand ro €.
Aveium Leat 50 prmil Dra Tap ér Labanta tre BLon 4 :‘ean*eaél,ms,
oié’n nSLon ALuinn uatdirad tisedr 6 énorve na gcormtann.

Siolla na Naorh.—Lleis nom an ni beas 1o 00 Déanarh, a Ri. Cornétao 00
meiige 50 maic. Do-Héapao CUSAT DO &lLaroearh tan n-air Tan ér an
¢ata. Mhre o S10lla beas Déanpap pamne an faro écoolLocar an Ri, an
vett cupread 00. CoolLOCAD-T'4 ANOET ABUT péanpaif-re fFaipe.

An. Ri.—Mo tpuarse, mo T truarse !

Srolla na Naorh.— Do Biomap-ne map TcoolaD apéip ATUr TUTA AT TAIrtedl na
gepiot noopca. A Ri voidc, 1t FA04 00 tallca. MNi Bérd mo trdll-ra
ACT seaio.

An TADH.—FTEILL D0'n CAOM-ANTArAT 10, 4 Ri. Aovenum Leac 5o bruil Tra
TAp é1p Labanta.

An Ri.—Ni twmsm oo Da.

An Tdbb.—Cia tmzgear €1 N Twisrm ap roil Leir, act umla. \C& An Leand
ro urhal asur oe Hpig 50 brul ré umal oéanpard Dia mop-beapca THo-

Cartpip 5éillead ran niro, 4 Ri.

An Céao
An Dana
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An Ri.—5éitum, séitlim! 1y maips oom nap tuit ran jonnraistd ¢ata Go!
An TAbb.—DainTean 4 6404¢ 0e’n Leand ro 50 Feuirtean mme éroead nios.
A 6a04c 00 Hant ve’n Leand.
Cuipcedn 1onan o504 Le cnedr 4n Leinb.
1on4tt 1H0ED4 DO Cupt Aif, ABU CUANOEA 41t 4 corarb.
Cuijicean Léine nio5va umime.
1Léine niosva 0O cup A
Cuipceat uime an bpat piogo4.
An bpat fiogva vo Bant ve'n Rig azur 00 Cup um an mac.
Cuipce4ap mionn pjosva £d n-4 ceann.
An mionn piogda 0o bant ve’n Rig azur 0o cupt £4 ¢eann an mic.
Tustan 06 rs1at an Rios.
Sg1at an Rio% oo tabairc 0o.
Deannadét ap an r5é1€ ro!l To mbad oangean i1 scomne bioDbHAD.
An Laoénan.—Deannacc ap an r5éic ro!
An TAbb.—TugT4an 06 craoireat an Rios.
An ¢paoiredad 0o tabaint 0.
DeannddtT 4an an scpaoirts rol Ko mbad géapn i1 5comne bio0ha® |
An Laoénan.—Deannadt ap an scpsoipis ro !
An TAbb.—Tugtan 06 clarvearh an Rios.
= An clarvear oo tabainc 0o.
Deannaéc an an sclardearn ro!  So mbad ¢puard € 45 bualad bioHHaD !
‘An Laoénad.—Deannaéc ap an sclardearh rol
An TAbb.—Saimim Ri ve’n mac Be4s 1o, AZUP Cuifim an C4AT At 4 ¢omatyice 1
n-ammm Dé.
An Ri (1an noul a4 Slanaid noih an mac).—UmLmEim ouic, 4 Ri, asutt
cuifim an c4at At 00 Comaifice.
An Laoénad, 7e. (1ap noul 4p 4 nElinad 1 dpradonuire 4n rine).—Urmtmsimio
o, 4 Ri, a5ur cuiumio an c4t 4t 00 comaiice.
Tiolla na Naom.—Fadaim Lem’ air an cat 00 Coramc 1 n-amnm Dé.
An tdAbb.—Custan eac 00.
€ac¢ 0o tabainc 0o.
Szgaoiltean meinse an Riosg.
An meipge 0o rsaoilead.
Tabam 0’atard 4an an 5cat, a Ri.
Siolla na Naor (1ap noul a4 SLAnad 1 briaonuire an dbbaﬁ).—Deanan
mé, 4 Atam.
An tdbb.—Deannadt opc, 4 rinc hs.
An Laoénan.—Dein buard éata asur Corsants, 4 Ril
An Ri beas, 1an noul ap muin eic 06, Vo SLuaireadt cum an cata, AsUr
An LAOGHAD ASur 4n Siollapna® mme. 4n TADD, an Ri, na manais, 4asul’
AN haCTaD A5 péacain onta.

An TAbh.—A Ri, DO BRONNAP OFT 4N TPeo® 00 b’udirle vd pad 1m’ teadt.
Da teal Liom an Leand Go.
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An 10nNraio cata Gol
nceap uime éroedo (os.
b.

apt 4 corard.

) GUpt um Aan mac.

1 4 ceann an mic.

1 scomne biovHAD.

1 Scoinne biovbHao!

| & 4% bualad biovbdad !
m 4n cat ap 4 comace 1
mgim owc, 4 Ri, azut
e an rc).—UmLwmsimio
z 1 n-ammm DVé.

4an Abbav).—Deannuis

*ACT Cum an ¢ata, aASUP

Ri, na manai§, 4sur  f

urLe od nad 1im’ tead.
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An ni—A4 fasmpc; nion sLacar mam om’ f:é-]ﬁ;,tnj pualr 00 ba piogaria.

An Céao fanaé.—T4aro 1 Laan an tata. .

An cooo.—4 Oia Lirorp, Léroms Lam an Lemnd ro. TOangmi 4 Ccor.
Téapms 4 sLardearn. Bo mba® méaousad meanman AUl Apougad
asne 00 TlLamne 4 énoroe ASUT umlact 4 reomn. A amnsedla 00 munne
na prior-Cata, 4 pean-Laocnad V€, 0é4nard CiN0 Cata N4 timdéedll ABUT

* catmio poihe Le Lannait Larpaca. )

fa Manats ATUP 4N thacrat.—amén, dmeén.

An capb.—4A D14, P40 4an cine 1o Té cLardear an Lein®d 1onnpaic. ,

An Ri.—asur 4 CpiorT 00 CEArad 4t 4n genoc, Tabain an Leand rldn 0'n

5cat contabantac.

AN cdob.—4A i, a Ri, ni ceannstesn an craomre act Le mop-Luac.

Duadball 00 LabaIc.

TusTatt cuanrarsbail an cata OMmNN.

An Céao hanat asur 4n Dana Manac 00 DUl art 4n mart.

Géan 1flanac.—C4a an 04 PLuAS AN atard 4 céiLe. :

er Duadball ele DO LabAINT.
_An Dapa Manac.—0mnn pnl S é buatball an Rios!
Tanta.
An Céao fanaé.—C4 Sanca or Ao 45 rluas an Rios.
Tanca ele.

An Dara Manac.—Ta an nara 45 4 bppeasanc.

An Céao hanac.—CT4 na rluaiste 45 oul 1 geomndil a céile.
An Dapa manacé.—C4a 1ma tno1o eATtonta.

An Céao hanaé.—T4 ap mumnTit A% Téillead.

An Trear Manaé.—N4a habaip M.

An Dana Manat.—Mo Bpon, TA1D A5 Séillea.
X Duatball 0o Labairc.

" 4An Tpear fanac.—Omnn pn apir! Datnratarhail 00 LabRAID, 4 Duatbaill an

Riog !

An Céao thanac.—Ta meinse an Rfog 4% OuL ra sCAT.

An Dapa Manac.—Cim an Ri beds !

An Trear Manae.—An Hrml pé A5 OUL 1A zcat!

‘An Céao thansc.—Ca.

fla Manats 4asur an Macrad (0’aon gut).—Dei buard Sata asup Corsantd,
4 Ri!l

An Dana Manaé.—C4 ré ma TRO'O hait anoir.

An Céao thanae.—00 pdims 04 famrse Le ¢éile ap an mais.

An Dana Manac.—04 parse #raottal

An Céan thanac.—T4a paitise Biob A% TRASAD.

An Dapa Manac.—An narha 4ATA 45 oul an gedu! 0

An Céan thana¢.—T4 an Ri beas AS oul Tpiota.

4An Dapa Manac.—T4 ré 45 ouL tiota man Do-Eeobad reabac Tpé ron-

éanad.
An Céao hanaé.—NG6 map 00-£eobad paol-ca TR créro caonac At macame,
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An Dapra Manac.—Map dorb-prut tné deapnain pléide !
An Céao Manac.—T4 ré 1na naon puatap poime,

An Vana Manac.—T4A rereilbe mopa np an scat. TA ré mna caran com- :.‘.---

Sdipeac nomh ranpc an Rios.

T an Céan Mhanac.—A éinn 6104 op clonn an &l A Lann Lonnpad Lan-aobal £

4an Riog |
An Vana Manac.—T4A an nama a5 teteat !

4An Céan Manaé.—T4a buaroce onta! T4 buarote opta!l TA ré na veans-

raon puatam! Déancap Lb na inta maorvce !
An Dapa thlanaée.—Mo dpon!
4an Céan Manac.—Mo Bpon, mo Byon !
An Ttdbb.—Céano rn?
An Céao Manac.—T4 an Ri beds an LA
An TAbb.—An Bruil an Buard agel

An Céao Manaé.—T4, att Ta pé péin ap Ldp. NP feicim a4 éeann opda. M §

feicim 4 Lann Lonnpacé. Taan 45 TOSAIL 4 Cuipip oe’n Ban,
An Tdbb,—4An Bruil an nama 45 teiteat!

An Vapa Manac.—Taro. Tiéro a5 ceitead a5ur T 4n TOIN 14 o4,
Cdro rgampte, Tdro rsaipte map 00 rsappive ceo! MNiuo Le percpm

At an mars |
An tdbb.—A duwde Le ha !
CLuintedn caomnea.

Vo rreasrdd th, a EL0m uatddrars. A fean-eatlal, o'fneasdaip mo.

“0alta.

An Trear Manac.—Tatap 45 bpett cugamn Lemd mapd,

An Ri.—A0ubaipt pé supab erean 00 Co0L6EAD ANOET 4Zup Sup mire 0O
VEANFAD paipe,

Laocnad vo teatt ap an Opartée AZuUP Copp an Riog D15 apn Cnocan acd;

bantpact 04 caomead. Leagtan 4n endéan 1 Lip na paitée.

Tug ré mo cLarvearh tap n-aip cusam. 0o Copan ré mo meinge 5o matt.

An TADLD (45 TOZAIL 4n cLarduh ve’n ¢nocan).—Deipt Leat an clardear.

An Ri.—Ni béarao, att 4 pASAIL atse-rean. MNiop ceatic 0o Rit 4 oolad 00

Véanam E4n clarvearh aise. Do ba Ri piop-¢alma & ro.

4n clardedrh 00 TOZAIL 4 LA 4an ADbAD D0’n Ri% aSur 4 Leasan ap 4N

genocan apir.  An Ri 0o Oul apn 4 ELGnad,
An Ri.—UmunmEim owic, 4 Ri thaipd asur 4 Lend duavait; poésam o, 4
Zeal-coLainn, 6’r i vo Bldaine-re oo a0t Mo rhmnntif.
CLan éanain Si0lLa na Naorh 00 PO5AD V6. TopnurtTeat Af AN Scaoineau
Anir.
4An Tdbb.—N4 caommtean Lb an Leand o, 6t Do CGeannmi ré raoipre 04
¢ime. Déancap L na sinta maordce agur canTan LiID CAINTIC A mola?
Deé.
T'e Deum 00 Eabdil 061D 45 bre1t an cunp ircead ra mamircip o6d.
A CRioC-san.

The

A MOR!

§PH. P

. CHARA
BOYS.

‘GIOLLA

. MONKS

AN ABI
A SOLI

" A KINC
HEROT
 GILLI
WOME

~ Place :
A

chantin
little b
i the ¢

TaE B
First

SECON:
First
THIRT
Four:

T
of the




e !
Ta ré 1na cardn ¢or-

ann Lonnpac Lidn-40bal

A MORALITY.

27

The King:

TRANSLATED FROM THE IRISH OF

sal T4 ré na VeS8 p. H. PEARSE.

B

cim 4 ceann opoa. 1§ e 7

CIOLLA NA NAOMH (““ the Ser

CHARACTERS:

0YS.
vant of the Saints '), a little boy.

oe’n ban. MONKS.
i 4an TOW M4 N0, AN ABBOT'
eo!l MNiuo le recrin & A SOLDIER.
A KING.
i B 'HEROES.
AcLars, O Freasant mo
st 'GILLIES.

no. :.',':
Bk R |
otT 4ATUr Sup mire no_lj;\ d

eAT 4n cLaroearh. B

anc oo Rig 4 ¢ooLat 00
A é1o. 4
A% AU 4 Leasan At &

T
nETean ap an §caoINed

seannuid ré raomre 0l
ap Lid camntic 45 molat

S ra maimproip 0610.

" Chanting.

' of the monastery. The murmur 0

WOMEN.

. Place: an ancient monastery.

The voices of monks are heard
¢ sound of a trumpet.

A green before the monastery.
tands on the green looking

Through the chanting breaks th

little boy runs out from the monastery and S

" & the direction whence the trumpet has spoken.

Tuge Boy.—Conall, Diarmaid, Giolla na Naomh !

The voices of other boys answer him.
‘Frrst Bov.—There is a host marching from the North.
The boys come out upon the green.

Sgconp Boy.—Where is it ?

'First Bov.—See it beneath you in the glen.

| Trmrp Bov.—It is the King’s host.
‘Fourte Bov.—The King is going to battle.

The trumpet speaks again, nearer. The boys go upon'the rampart
f a marching host is heard.
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FIRsT Boy,—1I see the horses and the riders.
SECOND Bov.—I see the swords and the spears.
Fourrr Bov.—I

see the standards and the banners,
THIRD Boy,—J see the King’s banner,
Fourrta Boy,—J see the King |

FIRST Bov.—Which of them is the King?

FourTE Bov.—The tall comely man on the black horse.
GIoLLA ‘NA NaoMa.—T et ys salute the King.

THE Bovs (with the voice of one).—Take victory
O King!

The voices of warriors are heard acclaimiy
marches past with din of weapons and music
Silence succeeds.

First Bov.—I would like to be a King.

GioLLa Na NAOMH.-Why?

First Boy.—The King has gold and silver,

SECOND Boy,—He has noble jewels in his jewel-honse.

THIRD Boy.—He has slender steeds and gallant hounds,

Fourte Bov.—He has a keen-edged gold-hilted sword ang a mighty-
shafted blue-headed Spear and a glorions red-emblazoned shield. I
saw him once in my father’s house.,

FIRST Boy.—What was he like?

Fourrr Bov.—He was tall and noble, He was strong and broad-

shouldered. He had long fair hajr,

e had a comely proud face,
e had two piercing grey eyes. A whi is ski

1 the King as the host
of trumpet and pipes.

SECOND BoY.—And what was the look of his face ?
TrIRD Boy.—Digd he look angry, stern ?
Fourry Bov.—He did, at times.

y? Stern or laughing ?
ooked sorrowfy]. When he was talking to the kings

angry and a laughin look
while, but when he w <% il ©

every second
as silent he was sorrowful.

FIrsy Bovy.—What SOrrow can he have ?

Fourry Boy.—T do not know. The thousands

SECoND Boy

he has slain, perhaps.
~—The churches he h i .

as plundered.

in battle and slaying,

THIRD BC
(GIOLLA N/
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THIRD Bov.—The battles he has lost.

GIOLLA NA Naomu.—Alas, the poor King!

SECOND Boy.—You would not like to be a King, Giolla na Naomh?

GIOLLA NA NaomH.—I would not. I would rather be a monk that T might
pray for the King.

FourtH Bov.—I may have the kingship of this country when I am a man,
for my father is of the royal blood.

SECOND Boy.—And my father is of the royal blood too:

THIRD Boy.—Aye, and mine.

FOURTH Bov.—I1 will not let the kingdom go with either of you. It 1s
mine !

SECOND Bov.—It is not, but mine !

Tamrp Bov.—It matters not whose it is, for I will have it!

SECOND Bovy.—No, nor anyone of your house !

FourTH BOY (seizing ‘a switch of sally and brandishing it).—1 will ply
the venom of my sword upon you! Iwill defend my kingdom against
my enemies ! Giolla na Naomh, pray for the King!

A bell sounds from the monastery.

GroLLA NA Naomu.—The bell is ringing.
The people of the monastery come upon the green in ones and twos,
the Abbot last. The boys gather a little apart. Distant sounds of battle

are heard.

Tar ApoT.—My children, the King is giving battle to his foes.

Frrst Monk.—This King has lost every battle into which he has gone
up to this.

Tge Apor.—In a vision that I saw last night as I knelt before my God
it was revealed to me that the battle will be broken on the King again.

Seconp Monk.—My grief !

TrIRD MONK.—My grief !

Fmrst Monk.—Tell us, Father, the cause of these unnumbered defeats.

Tr Apsor.—Do you think that an offering will be accépted from polluted
hands? ‘This King has shed the blood of the innocent. He has
made spoils and forays. He has oppressed the poor. He has
forsaken the friendship of God and made friends with eyil-doers.

Frrst Monk.—That is true. Vet it is a good fight that the King fights
now, for he gives battle for his people.

Tae Aspor.—It is an angel that should be sent to pour out-the wine
and to break the bread of this sacrifice. Not by an unholy King
should the noble wine that is in the veins of good heroes be spilt;
not at the behest of a guilty King should. fair bodies be mangled. i
say to you that the offering will not be accepted.

Frst Monk.—And are all guilty of the sins of the King? If the King
is defeated its grief will be for.all. Why must all suffer for the sins
of the King? On the King the eric!




30

THE ApBoT.—The nation is guilty of the sins of its princes.
you that this nation shall not be freed until it chooses for
righteous King.

SECOND MONK.—Where shall a righteous King be found ?

TrE ABBOT.—I do not know, unless he be found among these little boys,

The boys have drawn near and are gathered about the Abbot.

FirsT MONK.—And shall the people be in bondage until these little lads
are fit for battle? It is not the King’s case I pity but the case of
the people. I heard women mourning last night. ~ Shall women be
mourning in this land till doom ?

THIRD MONK.-—As I went out from the monaster

y yesterday there wasa
dead man on the verge of the wood. Battle is terrible,

SECOND MoNK.—No, battle is glorious! W

I say to

the voice of a trumpet.

My heart leaped, and I would fain have
risen from the place wher

e I was and gone after that gallant music.
I should not have cared though it were to my death I went.

THE ABBOT.—That is the voice of a young man. The old wait for death,
but the young go to meet it. If into this quiet place where monks
chant and children play there were to come from yonder battlefield
a bloodstained man, calling upon all to follow him into the battle-
press, there is none here that would not rise and follow him, but I
myself and the old brother that rings our bell. There is none of
you, young brothers, no, nor any of these little lads, that would not
rise from me and go into the battle. That music of the fighters
makes drunk the hearts of young men.

SECOND MoNK.—It is good for young men to be made drunk.

FIrst MoNk.—Brother, you speak wickedness.

THE ABBOT.—There is a heady ale which all young men should drink,
for he who has not been made drunk with it has not lived. It is with
that ale that God makes drunk the hearts of the saints. I would not
forbid you your intoxication, O young men !

FIRST MONK.—This is not plain, Father,

THE AsBor.—Do you think if that terrible beautiful voice for which
young men strain their ears were to speak from yon place where the

ghters are, and the horses, and the music, that I would stay you

did ye rise to obey it? Do you think I would grudge any of you,

do you think I would grudge the dearest of these little boys, to death

calling with that terrible beautiful voice? I would let you all go,
though I and the old brother should be very lonely here.

SECOND Bov.—Giolla na Naomh would not go, Father.

THE ABBOT.—Why do you say that?

SECOND Bov.—He said that he would rather be a monk.
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THE ABBOT.—Would you not go into the battle, Giolla na Naomh?

GioLLa NA NaomH.—I would. I would go as a gilly to the King that I
might serve him when all would forsake him. |

THE ABBOT.—DBut it is to the saints you are gilly, Giolla na Naomh, and
not to the King.

GroLLA NA NaoymHE.—It were not much for the poor King to have one little
gilly that would not forsake him when the battle would be broken

, on him and all forsaking him.
TrE ABBOT.—This child is right. While we think of glory he thinks of

service.
An outcry as of grief and dismay is heard from ihe battlefield.
FirsT Monk.—I fear me that the King is beaten !
TxE ABBOT.—Go upon the rampart and tell us what you see.
FirsT MONK (having gone upon the rampart).—A man comes towards us
in flight.
SEcoND MoNK.—What manner of man is he?
FrrsT MONK.—A bloodstained man, all spent, his feet staggering and
stumbling under him.
SecoND MONK.—Is he a man of the King’s people?
First MoNk.—He is.
A Soldier comes upon the green, all spent.

TrE SoLpIER.—The King is beaten !

Tur MoNks.—My sorrow, my sorrow !

Tar SoLpiER.—The King is beaten, I say to you! O ye of the books
and the bells, small was your help to us in the hard battle! The

King is beaten !
Tre ABBor.—Where is the King?
THE SoLDIER.—He is flying. :
TrE ABBoT —Give us the description of the battle.
THE SOLDIER.—I cannot speak. - Let a drink be given to me.
TaE ABBoT.—Let a drink be given to this man.
The little boy who is called Giolla na Naomh gives him a drink of water.
THE ABBOT.—Speak to us now and give us the description of the battle.
THE SoLDIER.—Each man of us was a fighter of ten. The King was a
fighter of a hundred. But what availed us our valour? We were
beaten and we fled. Hundreds lie sole to sole on the lea.
THE MoNKS.—My sorrow, my sorrow !
A din grows.
SEcoND MoNk.—Who comes ?
First MoNK.—The King!
Riders and gillies come upon the green pell-mell, the King in thetr
midst. The King goes upon his knees before the Abbot, and throws his
sword upon the ground. i
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THE KING.—Give me your curse, O man of God, a
death! I am beaten.

fought against my foes

and every battle of
on me,

It is I who have brought God’s
Ask your God not to wreak his a

to wreak it on me. my people, O man of God |
THE ABBOT.—God will have pity on them.
THE K1NG.—God has forsaken me.

THE ABBOT.—You have forsaken God.

THE KING.—God has forsaken my people.

THE ABBor.—He has not, neither will He. He will save this nation if
it choose a righteous King.

THE KING.—Give ‘it then a righteous King. Give it one
monks or one of these little lads to be jts King. The battle
protection, O man of God !

THE_ABBOT.—Not so, but on the protection of the sword of a righteous
King. Speak to me, my children, and tell me who among you is
the most righteous ?

FirsT MoNK.—I have sinned.

SECOND MONK.—And I.

THIRD MoNk.—Father, we have all sinned.

THE ABBOT.—I too have sinned. Al that are men have sinned. How
soon we exchange the wisdom of children for the folly of men! O
wise children, busy with your toys while we are busy with our sins !
I see clearly now. I shall find a sinless King among these little
boys. Speak to me, boys, and tell me who is most innocent among
you?

THE Bovs (with one voice).—Giolla na Naomh.

THE ABBOT.—The little lad that waits upon all! Ye are right, The
last shall be first. Giolla na Naomh, will yo
nation ?

u be King over this
GroLLA NA NaoMH.—
THE ABBOT.—Come

of your

I am too young, Father. I am too weak.
hither to me, child.

The child goes over to him.
O fosterling that I have nourished, if I ask this thing of you, will you
not do it ?

GIoLLA N Naomu.—1I will be obedient to you, Father,

THE ABBOT.—Will you turn your face into the battle ?

GroLLA NA NaomH.—I will do the duty of a King.
THE ABBOT.—Little one, it may be that your death will come of it,
GroLLA NA Naomu.—Welcome s death if it be appointed to me.
THE ABBOT.—Did I not say that the young seek death? They are
spendthrift of all that we hoard jealously; they pursue all that
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THE ABBOT.—YOU

we shun. The terrible beautiful voice has spoken to this child. O
herald death, you shall be answered!| I will not grudge you my
fosterling.

Tug KiNc.—Abbot, I will fight my own battles : no child shall die for me!

ave given me your sword, and I give it to this child.
God has spoken through the voice of His ancient herald, the terrible
beautiful voice that comes out of the heart of battles.

GrorLa NA NaomH.—Let me do this little thing, King. I will guard
your banner well. I will bring you back your sword after the battle.
1 am only your little gilly who watches while the tired King sleeps. .
1 will sleep to-night while you shall watch.

Tge KING.—My pity, my three pities !

GroLLA NA Naome.—We slept last night while you were marching through
the dark country. Poor King, your marchings have been long. My
march will be very short.

Tge Assor.—Let this gentle asking prevail with you, King. I say to
you that God has spoken.

Taeg KNnG.—I do not understand your God.

Tae ABBoT.—Who understands Him? He demands not understanding,
but obedience. This child is obedient, and because he is obedient
God will do mighty things through him. King, you must yield
in this.

Tee Kinc.—I yield, I yield! Woe is me that I did not fall in-yonder
onset !

Tur ABBOT.—Let this child be stripped that the raiment of a King may
be put about him.

The child is stripped of his clothing.

Let a royal vest be put next the skin of the child.
A royal vest is put upon him.

Let a royal tunic be put about him.
A royal tunic is put about him, above the vest, and sandals upon his feet.

Let the royal mantle be put about him.
The King takes off the royal mantle and it is put upon the child.

Let a royal diadem be put upon his head.
The King takes off the royal diadem and it is put upon the child’s head.

Let him be given the shield of the King.
The shieldbearer holds up the shield.

A blessing on this shield! May it be firm against foes!
TrE HEROES.—A blessing on this shield !
The shield is put on the child’s left arm.
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THE ABBOT.—Let him be given the spear of the King.
The spearbearer comes forward and holds up the spear.
A blessing on this spear! May it be sharp against foes !
THE HEROES.—A blessing on this spear !
Let him be given the sword of the King.

The King lifts his sword and girds it around the child’s waist.
Giolla na Naomh draws the sword and holds it in his vight hand.

A blessing on this sword! May it be hard to smite foes!
THE HEROES.—A blessing on this sword ! >

THE ABBOT.—I call this little lad King and I put the battle under his i

protection in the name of God.

THE KING (kneeling before the boy).—I do homage to thee, O King, and

I put the battle under thy protection.

King, and we put the battle under thy protection.
GroLLa NA NaomH.—I undertake to sustain the battle in the name of God.
THE ABBoT.—Let a steed be brought him.

A steed is brought.
Let the banner of the King be unfurled.
The banner is unfurled.

Turn thy face to the battle, O King!
GroLLA NA NAoMH (kneeling).—Bless me, Father.
THE ABBOT.—A blessing on thee, little one.
THE HEROES, etc. (with one voice

O King!

The little King mounts and, with the heroes and soldiers and gillies,

rides to the baltle. The Abbot, the King, the Monks, and the Boys

watch them.

THE ApBor.—King, I have given you the noblest jewel that was in my
house. I loved yonder child.

THE KING.—Priest, I have never received
kinglier gift.

F1rsT MoNK.—They have reached the place of battle.

THE ABBOoT.—O strong God, make strong the hand of this child. Make
firm his foot. Make keen his sword. Let the purity of his heart
and the humbleness of his spirit be unto him a magnifying of courage
and an exaltation of mind. Ve angels that fought the ancient

battles, ye veterans of God, make a battle-pen about him and fight
before him with flaming swords.
THE MONKS AND Bovs.—Amen, Amen.

THE ABBOT.—O God, save this nation by the sword of the sinless boy.
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T King.—And O Christ that wast crucified on the hill, bring the child
safe from the perilous battle.
Tee Assor.—King, King, freedom is mot purchased but with a great

price.
A trumpet speaks.

Let the description of the battle be given us.
The First Monk and the Second Monk go upon the rampart.

FirsT MoNk.—The two hosts are face to face.
Amother trumpet speaks.

SECOND Mong.—That is sweet! It is the trumpet of the King!
Shouts.

First MoNK.—The King’s host raises shouts.
Other shouts.

SecoNp MoNK.—The enemy answers them.
First MoNK.—The hosts advance against each other.
SecoNp MoNk.—They fight.
FrrsT MoNk.—Our people are yielding.
TaRD MONK.—Say not so.
SrcoND MoNk.—My grief, they are yielding.
A trumpet speaks.

TaRD MONK.—Sweet again! It is timely spoken, O trumpet of the
King!

Frst MonNk.—The King’s banner is going into the battle.

Seconp MonNk.—I see the little King !

TrIRD MoNK.—Is he going into the battle?

FirstT MoNK.—Yes.

Tae MONKS AND Bovs (with one voice).—Take victory in battle and
slaying, O King!

SeconDp MoNK.—It is a good fighit now.

Frrst MoNK.—Two seas have met on the plain.

Seconp Monk.—Two raging seas!

FrrsT Monk.—One sea rolls back.

SECOND MONK.—It is the enemy that retreats!

First Monk.—The little King goes through them.

SeconNp MoNk.—He goes through them like a hawk through .small birds.

FirsT MoNK.—Yea, like a wolf through a flock of sheep on a plain.

Seconp MONK.—Like a torrent through a mountain gap.

FirsT MoNK.—It is a road of rout before him.
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SECOND MoNK.—There are great uproars in the battle. It isa roaring
path down which the King rides. . -

First MoNK.—O golden head above the slaughter! O shining terrible
sword of the King! i

SECOND MoNK.—The enemy flies ! &

FirsT MONK.—They are beaten ! They are beaten! It is a red road of
rout! Raise shouts of exultation ! '

SECOND MONK.—My grief !

First MoNk.—My grief ! my grief !

THE ABBOT.—What is that ?

FIrsT MoNk.—The little King is down !

THE ABBOT.—Has he the victory ?

FirsT MoNK.—Ves, but he himself is down. I do not see his golden.
head. I do not see his shining sword. My grief! they raise his
body from the plain. /

THE ABBOT.—Is the enemy flying ? e

SECOND MONK.—Ves, they fly. They are pursued. They are scattered,
They are scattered as a mist would be scattered. They are no longer
seen on the plain.

THE ABBOT.—Its thanks to God !

Keening is heard,

Thou hast been answered, O terrible voice! Old herald, my foster child
has answered. -
THIRD MoNk.—They bear hither a dead child. :
THE thilc.-—He said that he would sleep to-night and that I should =
watch. i

Heroes come upon the green bearing the body of Giolla na Naomh

on a bier; there are women keening it. "The bier is laid in the centre of
the green, e

THE KiNnc.—He has brought me back my sword. He has guarded my |
banner well, I

THE ABBor (lifting the sword from the bier).—Take the sword,

THE K1NG.—No, I will let him keep it. A King should sleep with 8
sword. This was a very valiant King.

He takes the sword from the Abbot and lays it again upon the bier.
He Eneels,

I do homage to thee, O dead King, O victorious child! I kiss thee, O

white body, since it is thy purity that hath redeemed my people.

He kisses the forehead of Giolla na Naomh. They commence to keen
again,
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(THE SCENE CLOSES.)
P. H. PEARSE.
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The Road Mender.

Life goes by, slowly by :

Clouds, like sheep flocks, in the sky,
Tinkers, following for gain

The ancient craft of Tubal Cain,

Red leaves whirled from autumi woods,
winter floods,

Summer shadows,
men 11 carts

Drovers, trampers, T
From the two-and-thirty arts,

Dawns that blossom, dusks that die—
All go by, slowly by-

Only you, that mend the roads,
Move not with the horses’ loads,
Travel not with dusty feet

From mountain farm to city street.
Life goes by you, and you fee

All the racket of the wheel;

Time flies past you, and you see
All its love and misery,

Stirring hardly from your place—
‘A needle-point in boundless space:
SEOSAMH MAC CATHMHAOIL.
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A Ploughman.

THE morning is dank and heavy,
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man perched on the rock, puffing smoke from his stumpy black clay pipe.
With a smudgy crooked forefinger, the man rams the tobacco hard down
the bowl, sucking vehemently at the stem with a smacking of his lips
as he lifts his head to get a better draw. When he has the tobacco
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and gliding, they sink to earth like big snowflakes in a snowstorm.
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prey, with shrill screeching and deeper cawing mingling with the noisy
chattering of the jackdaws. The gulls sweep down, snatching worms,
rising again, devouring them as they fly, then swoop and rise again. The
crowss and jackdaws with sidelong waddle pluck worms from the deeper
layer of clay. All follow close on the ploughman’s tracks. But how
they scatter as he turns! And so the red war goes on the livelong day.

The sky is darkening for the night. The ploughman is finishing
the last scape. He stops the horses and lets the reins drop. He sighs,
stretches his arm, mops his sweating brow, and locks with a satisfied
smile at the field he has ploughed. The horses stand with drooping
heads, blowing hard. They are too jaded even to taste the grass growing
on the headland. The ploughman unyokes them and gathers up the reins.

A curlew shrills forth her weird, uncanny whistle from the marsh
land far below, as the ploughman trudges slowly home.

EAMONN BULFIN.

Oj

‘The Dusk.

Dusk is come o’er the land—
O’er the still dark land,

And life has crept away
Like some sad soul astray.

Now night full drear and dark—
Ever drear and dark,

Lies down across the land,
Across the still dark land.

| And silence has its own—
. Has at last its own,

For life has crept away

o L Like some sad soul astray.

KenNETH SHIELS REDDIN.
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His Graveyard.

¢ the blessing of much
o emphatically rejoice
a graveyard—

ond Ryan:

ot boast the possession of great riches, 0

or the curse of too great content, but 1 d
and splendid thing, to wit,

I use it. One day, weary

“-isdoﬂl‘ -
oy ownership of one rare

<tounding and inexpressible boon.

Let me tell you how I acquired and how
ggle against the Devil’s doleful world, T was ascending 2

‘Approaching near the summit, I expressed mysel
- as is my wont in times of stress: '’ Our Mother 18
nd his Lordship the Devil dances 2 hornpipe upon

Moved bitterly, 1 scanned the skies and the slopes
¢« And what are you

Y. laugh sounded behind me.
“517 gsked a voice. An old man, not anlike a sailor in appearance,
ave, venerable, but good—humoured, presented_ himself. A cape
; Enveloped him. He wore 10 head-dress, and the wind played through
| his thick silvered hair and beard. Glancing steadily over me from out
his clear dark eyes he repeated and enlarged his query : ¢ What are you
doing ? If your Mother is in the gutter, are you not equally so?”’
" My gorge rose, and I did not conceal the fact. 1 object,”’ said 1,
i 1o all truisms and propagandas when 1 seek a respite from them and
theitr Father.” ‘A thousand pardons !”’ murmured the old man, bowing
iy, 1 bave failed to understand your case and complaint. will
make the best amends in my power by offering you 2 graveyard, situated
' half-a-mile from here, in which you may bury, free of charge, truisms,
diplomatic proposals, platitudes, half truths, excuses, shrinkings,
cowardices, €80S, egoisms, drivellings, and such obnoxious things, with
confident expectation of their early return to their Father.” Hurrah!”
I cried, embracing the aged gift-bearer, ¢ done !”’

We seemed to travel that half-mile upon an ostrich or a dromedary
or some other swift and outlandish bird or beast. The only impression
the journey leaves on my mind is one of unusualness.

My graveyard is small but ample, standing upon 2 hill, surrounded
by a high lime-white wall, and containing accommodation for some fifty
million corpses. They used to bury suicides, I believe, pierced with 2
stake beneath 2 oross-roads. I am not so brutal. I prefer the sardine
tin model, as space must be economised when oneself and.one’s friends

need over 2 hundred thousand funerals a day. My friends come in
thousands and tems of thousands, tax-collectors, poets, tramps, shop-
keepers, tram drivers, princes, shoeblacks, bishops, kings, and several
members of Parliament whose perfection renders any interments Super-

fluous.

¥ s
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““ The ground has stran
vanished. poses it and the trees which
shade it goes the spirit of the dead company whose voice shall never be
stilled, the voice that tells all noble lands and men of the eternal battles, of
the red wine of life : wholesome war against enthroned wrong.  Bury
here dead and crushed ideals and personalities. Renewed in the deep
clay, they will start to fresh life as flowers fair to see and presently scatter
their seeds through the land.”

Often since have the spades turned the soil, the coffins been lowered,
and the harvest of good and evil flowers a

arisen upon the surface.
Two things only defy all efforts to place them therein, One is

the egoisms of my friends, the second my own: nor do we seriously

attempt it.

But you, my comrade, should you think
to your own case, look -out for the graveyard upon the hill, surrounded
by the high lime-white wall. Remember the inscription :

““Desmond Ryan : His Graveyard.
Platitudes and all the obvious tribe encased herein

sent—Home !”’
y. Dig away and bury what you will,

ge properties,”’

the idea feasible or relevant

, like sardines, and
Enter fearless]

A welcome
waits.

DEesMoND Ryan.

Separation.

When poppies red and da
With joy I love to tread t
That lead to babbling w
Where birds are always
And doves are picking
When Autumn paints t
And poppies red and d
"Tis then a secret gri
As (like the flowers)
And silent paths and
But God is good
And maybe He']
My doves and da
And bring them

isies throng the fields,
he silent paths

aters and to glades
singing, bees on win g,
acorns at my feet.

he trees a dusky brown
aisies all are fled,

ef pervades my soul

I think that I must die,
bashful doves forsake.
and kind to everyone,

1 allow me to collect

isies and my poppies red

with me, all, to Paradise.

G. NorMan REDDIN.
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From “An Sgolaire.”

There exists at St. Enda’s a trilingual newspaper called ““ An
Sgolaire,” of which fifty copies are printed on a Roneo reduplicator every
week and sold at a penny per copy. It is owned and edited by the boys
themselves, and owes its existence to a movement which originated among
them. ‘The politics of the paper centres largely round the question as to
whether cricket should be played as a summer game by Irish boys.
School work and play are chronicled from week to week, and school

ersonalities discussed and criticised in prose, verse, and cartoon. Most
of the contributions are in the nature of jeux d’esprit ; some are manfully
propagandist. A few seem to me to be touched with that literary grace
which is as recognisable and as indefinable as a personal grace. With
the permission of the Editor, I transfer to AN MacAoMH three or four

contributions that have appeared in “‘ An Sgolaire.””’
5 C o

@_.__._-
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La Premiére.

(An Impression of the First Form at St. Enda’s by one of its members)

C'est un coin froid ol quelques étres dévorent des livres sans se

soucier des crocs qu’ils donnent au frangais, au latin, et aux mathéma.

tiques : I’habitude leur a enlevé la honte.

Pour chaque chose mal dite et devant étre répétée, un ascéte qui n’a

queé ‘la peau et les os, lance un soupir qu
funébre sortant du plus profond des enfers.

1 résonne comme une hymne

Un citoyen au regard savant et aux cheveux presque d’artiste

ressemble au podte par son visage pensif.
I'éveillez pas, ou il montre ses dents sangu
qui ressemble 3 celui du lior, de la pathér

Mais il dort, le mouton, et ne
inaires et pousse un long cri,
e, et méme de I’Ane,—un cri

i 1 To

] pight with

leeping Draug

Desmond

Fﬂﬁﬂdg'ji

| B tion
* fittle atten

‘;ﬂd an insult tC

R

expended. Vi

qui roule par-dessus toute la contrée, _

Puis, un de ses vénérables compagnons gratte de sa griffe gauche un
malheureux papier qui se laisse faire sans se plaindre de ce maltraitement
commis avec tant d’impertinence.

Et quand la cage s’ouvre, tous les visages ruissellent de sueurs aprés

tant de massacres qui percent jusqu’ au plus profond du cceur leur
malheureux dompteur.
RAYMOND SUETENS.

micedl Mmas RUAIORT.

Ir € Micedl Mag Ruaropi
An peapn mop Ldroim

Uior a5 obait pan ngapoa
AT cup udall 11 pndcai.

1r baoilaé oul 1 n-aice Leip

Map Buprpead ré vo ¢ednn bocc 3
A5 budlad niL 4 Leiterve,

Ir € ¢arpad oo énara.

M4& Tz ran nganoa
Cuinp1d ré ap pén tu:

1r T Béar 45 caomeand
Azur Micedl 45 sdimve.

mallt mac néilL.

ridiculous.

an authOl'ity
| with respect-
\ Wou have €
" your soul1s ¥
: - :
shall enter 1.
1 Lord} LDYC

Gentle Rai
(From




e of its Mmembers.)
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gleeping Draughts.
_. I. TQ Desmond Ryaﬂ, Esquire.

- expended.

usader and pay too

You ape the Cr
Vour hair is a sight for the poets

Friend,—You fume too much.

Jittle attention to Natural Philosophy.
and an insult to the one and only barber. Vour language is lurid. You

might with advantage transfer to other things the energy therein
Run more, smoke less, and try on the whole to be less

ridiculous. Vale.
AN SGOLAIRE.

11. To Donal O’ Connor, Esquire.
Friengl,——You have more than ten talents. You are a savant. As
an authority upon matters historical they already mention your name

with respect. Your charming personality has endeared you to many.
But your spirit sleepeth,

You have “ ever been an influence for good.”’
-our soul is in danger. Wake! Not every one that saith ‘“ Lord, Lord”
<hall enter into the Kingdom of Heaven. Vou are too fond of saying

¢ T ord, Lord.” Vale.
AN SGOLAIRE.

Gentle Rain.

(From the French).
Every tree

Receiveth thee

In the season of hot days;
On the rose
In repose

Thou refreshest her sprays.

Every brook
Flowing from nook
Sings to thee with merry song;
And the moss
At thy loss

Would wither ere long.
DesmoND CARNEY.
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Touching the St. Enda’s Fete.

DURING the week commencing Monday,
Enda’s College will hold revel in Gaelic wise at Jones’s Road. The
immediate object of the revelling (for even revellings have sometimes
objects more immediate than the mere gratifying of a desire to revel) ig
. to help the St. Enda’s Building Fund : an object which it is hoped to
achieve by exacting sundry payments from those who come to join in the
merrymaking ; as threepence for admission to the grounds, sixpence for
admission by a gate intended for use by persons with sixpence to spare,

threepence extra for admission to a certain balcony whence a goodly view
of the field can be obtained, threepence fi

or permission to dance upon the
greensward, various inconsiderable sums for permission to join in certain

intellectual pastimes, such as shooting with rifles at the bull’s eye, riding
upon hobby horses, going up into the clouds in swinging-boats, and aiming
with missiles at graven images representing Mr. Birrell, Dr. Starkie, the
President of the Gaelic League, and the Headmaster of St. Enda’s, But
note that visitors can compound with the exactors of these tolls by paying
half-a-crown down for permission to range through the grounds at their
sweet will during the week, and to see and do all that can be seen and
done, with the proviso only that those who run Mr. Birrell and the other
side shows shall be free to mulct for permission to partake in those highly
educational amusements. Also that less wealthy citizens can secure the
same privileges for three days at one shilling., |
If it be objected that all this is not very Gaelic, the answer is that
the delectations described are, as already hinted, in the nature of side
shows.  The main exhibitions will demonstrate that the Gael remains
original, artistic, and joyous, and that he has taken very vigorously in

hand the rehabilitation of the social and artistic side of his national life.
As witness this programme :

June gth next, the friends of St

Moxpay, JUNE gth.

7-30 p.m.—Ceremonial opening.

8 p.m.—Aeridheacht.

9 p-m.—Pageant of ““ The Defence of the Ford *’ by the students of St.
Enda’s College assisted by a hundred olher performers.

10 p.m.—Dancing on the green.

TUESDAY, JUNE 10th.

7.30 p.m.—Aeridheacht.

8.30 p.m.—Display of Tent-Pitching, Camp Work, Skirmishing, and
Drill by the Fianna Eireann.

9-15 p.m.—Pageant of ‘“ The Fianna of Fionn
Enda’s College.

9-45 p.m.—Dancing on the green.

" by the students of St.

{3 p.m.—A!
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VWEDNESDAY and FRIDAY as MONDAY.

THURSDAY as

TUESDAY.

SATURDAY, JUNE 14th.

3 p_‘m.-Athletic Carnival.

The rest as on TUESDAY.
during all these ceremonie
1 ctout drummers

At due intervals
s stark pipers will blow,
will play Gaelic music.

@.

s and merrymakings
will drum, and brass bands

P.H. Y.

The Old Gray Mare

(A Benaparie Ballad).

At break of day I chanced to stray

All by the Seine’s fair sid

g,

When to ease my heart young Bonaparte

Came forward for to ride
On a field of green, with ga
He formed his men in sq

llant mien
uare,

And down the line with look so fine
He rode his Old Gray Mare.

¢ My sporting boys that’s

tall and straight,

Take counsel and be wise,
Attention pay to what 1 say,

My lecture don‘t despise

Let patience guide yous everywhere,

And from traitors now beware,
For there’s none but min that’s so

und within

Can ride my Old Gray Mare.”

Bonaparte on her did start,
He rode too fast is truagh!

She lost a shoe at Moscow

fair

And got lame at Waterloo.

But wait till she comes b

ack to the shamrock shore

Where she’ll get farriers’ care,

And at the very next hate

she’ll win the plate,

My sporting Old Gray Mare!

1 heard the second and third s
prefix the first.

tanzas of this ballad when 2 child.

P. H. P.

g




A CHRONICLE.

In early numbers of AN
published under the title
an almost exhaustive journal of
St. Enda's. Such
has the defect of al

facts one misses
their theads above importances,
recur so often as to lose their mea

necessary
newspaper, in which
its record and its comment.
then, are replaced here by
past
Of Vicissitude of Things,
Place, Of Studies, Of Regiment of Health,
Of Masques and Triumphs, and Of Fortune,

Of Vicissitude of Things.

My good comrade Thomas MacDonnell
had left St. Enda’s previous to the issue of
the last number of ** Ap Macaomh.
end of last summer term Thomas MacDonagh
went to become Lecturer jn English in Unpj-
versity College, Dublin. We three, with my
brother as art master, were the original staff
of St. Enda’s, and the days when wa worked
together remain the most spacious in our his-
fory. A picturesque chapter in our later story
is the period of Wilfrid Kane ang Fergus
O'Nolan: Mr, Kane, vivacious teacher of
French and singer of Irish songs; Mr,
O’Nolan, classic scholar and ascetic, Eamonn
O’Toole was our gentle' and beloved Dean of
Discipline for two Years, and has left g very
kindly memory. Dr, Doody  still sternly
teaches classics; Mr, Feely “still expounds
science and mathematics ; my brother has
become my right-hand  man, and Mr,
O’Donnell has recently come to us gs Junior
Resident Master., Mr, Fisher for commercial
subjects, Mr. O’Callaghan for manual in-
struction, and gallant Captain Colbert for
drill and physical culture complete oy
regular staff. "Bow to usg and pass on,

—_—

Of Great Place.

Denis Gwynn was our first school captain,
e i with Eamonn Bulfin as vice-captain, At the
S end of the first year Denis insisted upon
Eamonn taking up the captaincy. For two
Years Eamonn captained us with Vincent
O'Doherty as vice-captain ; for a third year
he captained us with Frank Burke as vice-
i captain. Last September Eamonn and Frank,
though remaining at St. Enda's as Univer-
ey sity students, thought it better that beys still

MacaoMn we
" Annila na Sgoile’
things at
a method of chronicling
annals, from the Annals
of the Four Masters down: in the mass of
perspective, trivialities rear
set phrases
ning. And
the chronicling of school news is now the less
as the boys have their own weekly
every passing event has
The ** Annala, "
a review of (he
two vears under the obvious headings

Of Great

1
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on the school roll should have the
so Brendan O'Toole was elected captain, with
Fred O'Doherty as vice-captain, [n
Brendan O'Toole betook himself from sf
Enda’s to g solicitor’s office (having {5 a
Christmas frolic passed the Solicitors? Pre-
liminary) and Fred O'Dahert_\‘ duly succeedeg
him as captain, Fintan .‘\Iurphy holds the
secretaryship and librarianship ; Vincent
O'Toole, the treasurership ; Bryan Joyee, the
captaincy of hurling : Fred O'Doherty, the
captaincy of foothall ; James C, Rowan, the
mastership of games—good men all: with
these Donal O’Driscoll, Conor MacGinloy,
and William Kenny form the school commit.
tee, on which also those fatted calves known
as ““ the Universities ™ are allowed to sit for
its greater dignity. Salute them and pass. 5

Of Stundiss,

Here is the roll of the scholars we have
sent into the National University during the
past two vyears or go- Frank Connolly,
William Bradley, Joseph Fegan, Denis
Gwynn, Eamonn Bulfin, Vincent O'Doherty,
Donal O’Connor, Patrick Delaney, Frank
Burke, Patriclk Dunleavy, Joseph Rowan,
and Kenneth Reddin; “of whom Denis
Gwynn, Donal O'Connor, and Frank Burke.
were winners of scholarships.  Give them
three cheers. Toiling after them is that
collection of * §tres ™ elsewhere described
by Raymond Suetens, Wish them * good
luck.”  There are those among the boys
named, and among the “ &tres " whom I
leave unnamed, who have so fully learned
the St. Enda's gospel of joy in work and
work in joy, and of fidelity to old spirituali-
ties and heroisms, that I believe that, what-
ever happens to St. Enda’s, that gospel has
already passed into the permanent possession
of Ireland,

Among the younger boys our scheme of
study has now definitely shaped itself, We
refuse to worship the gods of Hume Street,
though we send forward boys for the Inter-
mediate examinations when their parents so

desire. e have thought out a plan of work
which leaves to the individual a genuine free-
dom, while bringing to him a genuine stimu-

Ieadershfp,

anuary

lus.  Most of our boys have learned to speak
Irish well; a few have been d|sapp01ntlﬂ_§-
An interesting development among the

Younger boys is that many of them are learn~
ing to use French in some sort as a_third
vernacular, One of our reallest nc]}:e\'e-
ments has been that we have kindled in so
many boys a living interest in the literatures
of three languages, [ see a growing love

it
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Of it Mr. Padraic Colum wrote that ** it was
made convincing by the simple sincerity of

of books among them. 1 note with interest

Ve the leade . the eagerness with which boys as young &s
icted cﬁptai..rshi ; i twelve contribute prose and verse in ll:i:‘.h. the composition and the reverence of the per-
‘tain, In j”- with ge English, and French, t0 their school periodi-  formance. No one who witnessed it had any
himsalf fop XY ¥ cal. The important thing about such at- doubt as to the fitness of the production.
ice (havip m St ! tempts is not their excellence or want of This Passion Play takes us back naturally to
5 Suliciiorf- in g { excellence, but‘the fact that they are made. the origins of modern European drama. " In
ty duly syce Pre. i The leaders 1n study this year have been: @ Sense, it is the first serious theatre piece in
lurphy hujdﬁ‘eded 1 First Form—Fintan Murphy, Donal O'Dris- Irish. [t has root power. Naturally, Irish
inship’; \-:S.Ihe | coll, Conor MacGinley ; Second Form—Eunan drama begins with the Passion Play, the ]
ryan Io‘_c‘enté_nt 4 Ma'cGinley, ]oE“eph Sweeney, Edward Boyle;  Miracle Play, or the Morality Play. " This
oherty,’ ttne 3 Third Form—Niall MacNeill, Alfred Gaynor, Passion Play gives the lemotion out of which f
owan, he : David Sears; Fourth Form—Brendan Man- 2 Gaelic drama may arise. 1f its production [
men gaj]. | _‘_he b gan, Owen Clarke. were made an annual event it might create a
nor MacGi “I“h b tradition of acting and dramatic writing in
_school comnmc.-‘" | Of Regiment of Health. Irish.”” We have Qecided to make it not an
'Ii\giéves Icno“{f.lv In 1911 Our Junior Hurlers, c:tpminerl by :;l;l}ltil:lai:utth: E';tf!t'lenlﬂlfe\‘ell'lt, so\t&a’t.l%iiﬁdlae_
B to sit for Stephen McDermott, won the Dublin Schools gain :l £ Odlgf -{ Mary bullin ‘E
*M and pagg, Championship for the second time. In the VYery ce icate and wor erful impersonation 0O
came year Our Junior Footballers, captained the Virgin is the thing that makes the Pas-
‘ sion Play memorable to me.

by Frank Burke, won the Schools’ Football i Y. -

Championship. St Enda’s is at present the In June, 1912, We produced An Ri" in

unchallenged holder of both cups. We are theopen aif at St. Enda’s. )
During the year, @t private gatherings of

wolars we have
our adhesion to Irish games !
the students, the First Form has enacted

' dufing the

ink  Connolly enalised for

Fegan, p ¥ by the fact that sO few of the other Colleges y, the r :
nt O'D v play them, sO that ‘‘out-matches "’ are rare. Scemes from ‘¢ Julius Ceesar, and the Third

tlaney, a[i;:rt}" We met Knockbeg College in hurling this Form 2 scene from ‘' The Merchont of

] Ak year, but were beaten : which is much to the Venice. g

credit of Knockbeg. Football tends of 13 o0 gortyne,

to be more popular here than hurling, 3 ten-
dency which is against Sgoil Eanna tradition. It has been told how Denis Gwynn entered

Handball flourishes apace. David Sears the National University with the First Classi- . ﬁ
and Alfred Gaynor hold the Treas Chath  cal Scholarship. His daring raid on London |
(Third Form) Championship, and the semi- remains to be noted. Like one of the ancient ¥
finals for the School Championship are now  Picts and Scots who used to trouble the

being  playeds the matches peing Fred  British peace he descended upon London

O'Doherty and Desmond Carn ied off rich booty in the

ey V. University and carrié i y in
Frank Burke and _ Joseph McCor-  shape of sundry scholarships and exhibitions.
and Conor  He has since returned to D

1seph Rowan
whom Denis: :
Frz:Lr!Ic Burke FRRTRA,
g (JI\‘? them
Eiem is that
tre described
n em " good
g the boys
? whom [
Lllf:. ‘E;’:rned

ublin, and is pro-

n worl
Id Spirizuin iy mick, and Fred Holden
that, what- s g MacGinley V- james C. Rowan and Niall ceeding in his airy and  onchalant way o 2
- 8ospel has A MacNeill. An synder 14%" tournament has  degree. Frank Connolly hopes 0 take his
It possession s also reached the final stage, the issue being B.A. degree (in the Celtic studies course)

it knit between Eunan MacGinley and Desmond pext autumn. Eamonn Bulfin is doing 2 .
scheme of ; Carney on the one hand, and Edward Boyle science course, having notions of spacious &
R L and Niall MacNeill on the other. and scientific agricultuie in the Midlands. -
ime Street, e, iy Two billiard tournaments have been held d\:n-- Donal O'Connor nd Frank Burle are follow-
' the Inter. ; ing the yeal. he first was won by John ° ing arts courses. William Bradley is study-
; m Joseph Sweeney (203); the  ing medicine and boxing ; Patrick Dunleavy

edicine only, in Dublin. |

Joyce (250) fro
joseph  and Joseph Rowan m

parenis
e d by James C. Rowan (300) from JoO

an of work : . secon
nuine free- S S O'Toole (392)- x Vincent O'Doherty and Patrick Delaney are |
line stimu- Vet Eamonn Bulfin and Desmpnd Ryan have doing medicine in Galway. Brendan 0_'Tocie | B2
d o spealc g this year nrganised the "boys into a little .clu_b is apprer:ticed to a solicitor In Mulhn'g_ar; | s
PPOinting-_ Py | on the model of the Fianna Eireann; 1t 18 Kenneth Reddin is gpprenticegl to a s?!u::tr:r .
1ong  the AU called ** An Chraobh Ruadh.” Its members  in Dublin, and Norman Reddin also intends #
are learn- v b pursue such useful studies as nﬂe-qhootmg. to follow the law. DPass we from these |
IS a third 3 boxing, signalling, marching, camping, first learned people. ) Y |
. achieve- ] aid, etc. Maurice Fraher is 3in business with _hlS
led in so T father in Dungarvan: e has been E-nakmg \
iteratures- N 0f Masques and Trinmphs. records in long jumping and such things :{ll |
¥ing love We produced 3 Passion Play_in Irish at over Munster. Eugene MacC;lfU"lyl is 12 1
the Abbey Theatre in Passion Week, 1911. business with his father in London: he is
1%
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leading spirit among London pipers. Arthur
Goodwin is in business in Cork. Patrick
Conroy is a teacher under the Gaelic League
in the West, and will doubtless soon earn
an organisership. John Walsh, Gerald
Keogh, Eamonn  O'Nolan, Matthew
Kavanagh, Thomas Purcell, Frank Molloy,
Milo MacGarry, Josepb Rooney, Richard
O’'Conrior, and Joseph O'Connor are at work
in or near Dublin. Arthur Cole is studying
dentistry. Sorley MacGarvey, whose health has
broken down, has gone to Los Angeles in the
hope of winning strength, which we all wish
him. Two St. Enda’s boys are settled in

Chicago : George and Richard Barrett. Philip
Moran is in Brussels with his people.

Patrick Tuohey has perhaps achieved
more than any of us. He won last year the
Taylor Memorial Art Scholarship. St. Enda's
will watch his rise with pride.

Little Willie Holden died while at home
for the Christmas vacation of 1911. Patrick
Donnellan died at his home in Strokestown
in the autumn of 1912. He had been at St.
Enda’s during 1910-11. God’s light is on
these two, so why should we be sad for them *

P.H.P.

~

The GAELIC LEAGUE.

-

Fund.

[~ OR all information regarding the work-
1 ing of the Organisation write to the
General Secretary, 25 Rutland Square.

Support the Irish Language Movement by
contributing to the Irish Language National

Note Address.

DEFECTIVE SIGHT means

To the Public or the Professional Man:
the cutting short of his career,and abandonment of
his hopes and possibilities.

To the Working Man :
the loss of his livelihood, and dependence upon others,

Consult PATRICK CAHILL,

Optician to His Holiness Pope Pius X (by Special 4Appoiniment).
House for Speectacles and Oculists’ Preseriptions.

13 WELLINGTON QUAY, and 4 STH. ANNE ST. (Grafton St.)

DUBLIN.

(EsTaBrisgeEDp 1826.)
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lmsu FARM PR@DUCE Cafe,

21 Henry Street.
BREAKFASTS, LUNCHEONS, TEAS.

Premises rebuilt with every modern accommodation.
Tursteap S4eois LAnnro.

Practical Patriotism

LOUGHLIN’S

IRISH OUTFITTING Yewd for QGELTE:
Irish Outfitting Headquarters,
19 PARLIAMENT STREET DUBLIN.

MADIGAN BROS.,

FAMOUS 1/8 TEA,

Best Value ever Offered. |
45 HENRY STREET, DUBLIN.

IRISH GOODS ONLY. - -
és03'0  There are 59,081 Shops in Ireland for the
Sale of Foreign Goods.

WE SELL IRISH GOODS ONLY..

Tailors and

GLEESON & CO ' Drapers,

11 UPPER OCO\TNELL STREET.

e




3-SPEED MOTOR CYCLES

WILL CLIMB ANY HILL!§

The 3} h.p. New Hudson 3-speed will satisfy
every demand for solo or sidecar purposes econo-
mically and with ease and certainty.

Abundant power for climbing any

hill and all the speed you can pos-

sibly require.

All models fitted with Arm-
strong 38-speed gear, mark VI.,
strong enough for motors up to
6 h.p. Engiue starts with driv-
ing wheel on the ground.

2% h.p., 47 guineas.
3% h.p., 55 guineas.

NEW - HUDSON "

rite atalogue and
CYCLE DEPOT, \\= Pt peetsiogn
i20 BACHELOR’S WALK, DUBL!N Works—Birmingham.

mac asongura 1 & Ccuro.
(Mc@uinness & Co.),

General Dra.pers and Outﬁtters.

27 LOWER DORSET STREET.

“ A rcat 4 céile mamo na vdome,’—Sedn-ydd.
ANY MAKE OF TYPEWRITER REPAIRED.

= FOLEY’'S

For everything in the Typewriter and
I Duplicator Supplies line. = Spécial
Terms to Colleges and Schools. ::

The Foley Typewriter Ttading Co.,
REIS CHAMBERS, 0’Connell Monument,
Tel. 117Y. (Entrance Abbey 8t.), DUBLIN.




rite fo ticulars.

i e d 3 I S 5

A R ART CM‘ALOGUE FREE

"_Opposﬂe OConnell Monument DUBL[N

Badges, _
-Sschool Prizes

MA\IUFACTURED O\
THE PRE'\/IISES

: 'We spucmhae the 1ep10ductlon in GOLD
- and Silver of.the famous - TRISH "ANTIQUE
e _OR‘TAME\ITS “whieh ‘we: make np in"con-
"« venient sizes as BROOCHES, BRACELETS,
" 'PENDANTS, Ete., at puce~; which ave 1cme<3t
--'.--poqqlb]e f01 cash. . S

'HOPKINS & “HOPKINS,

BMNUFACTURNG JEWELLERS =
'AND_SILVERSMITHS,

_Teleqrams....r; Meyther, Dublm.” Telephone 3569.




TOOLS

. FOR THE HOME FOR THE SCHOOL

FOR THE WORKSHOP

et AT LPY

Householder Eatudent
: and
“Tradesman

should have one of my:‘:

: Tool Llsts '

—

Uuh’ for one now

AAL pmeq to “suit everybody. . Tf you “want o by
CnHew m:te ﬁl‘at for 1013 Ilhmhated pncc Ilst

Sussoru Razms Tdbh, Cutlelr Laﬁn
x 1‘\«'[.3 &C

\Io“erw bhears, i
g0 sharpcmd and- repaired
20N the pxemlses :

.l .l McQUlLLAN

5 & 36 CAPEL STREET DUBLI\T

TELEPHON - 2283

CUTLER‘( ::

Camii & bo., LTD;, 40 Lower Ormond Quay, Dublin.:

v




