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| INTRODUCTION

m.position which Ireland holds in the literature of the world

~ century, Ireland, slowly relieved from the oppression which
~ forbade her very speech and denied education to her native
| d intelligence, made known to scholars and the friends of litera-
ture the imaginative work she had done in the past. England,
~ who for many years encouraged the cry— Can any good come
~ out of Ireland ? — has shown little interest in that work, and the
- class which in Ireland calls itself cultivated has shown even
~less interest than England. A few Celtic scholars, many of
- whom are quite unknown to fame; and a few ‘ rebellious
- persons,” who having no chance with the sword grasped the
- pen — began this labour of love. They awakened little excite-
ment in Trinity College, Dublin, but they did stir up Conti-
. nental scholars; and that which an Irish University on the
whole neglected, was done by German and French professors
" and students with system, accuracy, and enthusiasm. Moreover,
~ the modern school of critical historians in England and the
Continent soon recognised and proclaimed the originating and
\inspiring work by which Ireland, in ancient days, had awakened
.~ England and Europe into intellectual, artistic, and religious life.
~ The people who from our little island did so much for the

- civilisation of the nations wrote and spoke at home the Irish
g vii

" is beginning to be understood at last. In the nineteenth
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viii INTRODUCTION

tongue, and all their poetical work up to the beginning of this
century is in that tongue. But England naturally wished to
get rid of the Irish tongue and was naturally careless of its
literature. Ireland herself, and that was a pity, did not care
enough about her own tongue to preserve it as a vehicle for
literature ; and finally her poets and thinkers were steadily
driven to ase the English language. Much has been lost by
this destruction of a literary language, but much has also been
gained. If Irish can again be used as a vehicle for literature,
so much the better. A few are now making that endeavour,
and all intelligent persons will wish them good luck and
success. It is no disadvantage to a man or a country to be
bilingual, and the teaching and use of the Irish tongue will
throw light upon the ancient form of it, enable scholars to
understand it better, and increase our knowledge of its
treasures Moreover, there are many realms of imaginative
feeling in Ireland which can only be justly put into poetic
form in the tongue of the country itself. No other vehicle can
express them so well.

On the other hand, the gain to Irishmen of speaking
and writing in English is very great. It enables them to
put their national aspirations, and the thoughts and passions
which are best expressed in poetry, into a language which is
rapidly becoming universal. It enables them to tell the world
of literature of the ancient myths, legends, and stories of
Ireland, and to represent them, in a modern dress, by means of
a language which is read and understood by millions of folk in
every part of the world. These considerations lie at the root
of the matter, and if Irish writers do not deviate into an imita-

tion of English literature, but cling close to_the spirit of their
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native land, they do well for their country when they use the

.

English tongue.
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N The use of English by national poets and versifiers may °
“be said to have begun towards the end of the eighteenth

" history and Anthology of that poetry. We have divided it into
six books, representing on the whole distinct phases, but these
~ divisions must not be too sharply separated. They overlap
one another, and there will sometimes arise, in the midst of a
new phase, a poet who will revert to the types of the past or
- make a forecast into the future. The short introductions to
these books discuss the characteristics and the historical

century ; it has continued ever since, and this book 1s a

-'---';'se'quence of the general movement of Irish poetry during the
. nineteenth century. The arrangement of the selections in
E these six books illustrates that movement.
When the book was first projected, I wished to include
= nothing in it which did not reach a relatively high standard of
" excellence. But I soon discovered — and this was strongly
urged by my brother Editor — that the book on those lines
- would not at all represent the growth or the history of Irish
- poetry in the English language. Moreover, our original pur-
- pose had already been carried out by Mr. Yeats in his too
~ brief Anthology, and it was advisable that we should adopt a
~different aim. It must also be said, with some sorrow, that
the Irish poetry of the first sixty years of this century would
not reach, except in a very few examples, the requirements
of a high standard of excellence. Art is pleased with the

~ ballads, war songs, political and humorous poetry, and with
"ﬁle songs of love and of peasant life, but she does not admit
,.- them into her inner shrine. It is only quite lately that modern
- Irish poetry can claim to be fine art: But as it has now, in
.3;'- what is called the Celtic Revival, reached that point, the history
~ of the poetry that preceded it, and examples from it, are of
?. value and of interest, at least to Irishmen. We laid aside then
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X INTRODUCTION

our original intention, and our book is a systematic record of
the best poems we can cull from the writers of the nineteenth
century. It is also a history of the development of a special
national art, and as such has a real place in the history of
literature. The modern as well as the earlier forms of that
art stand completely apart from the English poetry of their
time. Moreover the book illustrates very vividly the history
of Ireland and of her movement towards a national existence.
We do not claim for the poetry a lofty place. That would
be unwise and untrue. But I have given reasons in the second
part of this Introduction why we claim for it not only the
affection and reverence of Irishmen, but a distinct place in the
temple of Poetry, and a bland and sympathetic interest from
the students, the critics and the lovers of literature. They
will find here a school of poetry in the making, a child growing
into a man ; and a slight sketch of its progress may not be out

of place in this Introduction.

Goldsmith and other Irishmen had written poems in the
English tongue before the close of the eighteenth century, but
they were English in matter and manner, and belonged to the
English tradition. The national poetry of Ireland, written in
English, began towards the close of the eighteenth century with
the ballads and songs made by the peasants, by the hedge-school-
masters and their scholars, and by the street beggars. Nearly
all those distinctive marks of the Irish poetry of the first half
of the nineteenth century on which I shall hereafter dwell
make in these a first and rude appearance. Even before 1798
William Drennan, a cultivated gentleman, beat the big patriotic
drum in English verse; and the Unifed Irish movement,
together with the influence of Grattan and his Parliament,
strengthened that conception of an Irish nation which was now
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embodied by the ballad-makers, and sung in drawing-rooms by
fine ladies, and by ragged minstrels from street to street of the
towns. Wrath and sorrow alike filled these ballads, and pride
in Ireland. ¢ When Erin first rose from the dark swelling tide’
was the first of a multitude of poems with the same motive ;
and it was sung all over Ireland. It was followed by the
‘Wearin’ of the Green,” a song which has glided into a
national anthem, and by the ¢Shan Van Vocht,” which cele-
brated the sailing of the French to Ireland to help the revolt
of Lord Edward FitzGerald. Thomas Moore struck the same
 national note, and forced it into prominence in English
society. >

Along with this patriotic poetry, and always accompanying
it in Ireland, the elegiac pipe was heard, and Moore in his
best songs played upon it with a grace and tenderness in com-
parison with which his other poetry fades from our hearing.
Callanan and Gerald Griffin continued this strain, but it was
partly accompanied and partly succeeded, in an eminently
Irish revolt from sadness, by songs like those of Lever, Lover,
and Father Prout, in which the wit, fun, and wildness of the
Irish nature were displayed.

Before this amusing phase was exhausted, and in a grave
reaction from the elements of the stage Irishman contained in
it, the poets of the Nafion newspaper, indignant that the light
gaiety of the Irish character (though they justly appreciated
the courage and charm of this gaiety in the days of misery)
should alone represent their people, and moved by the spirit
which soon passed into action when Europe rose for liberty
and justice in 1848, again set forth the national aspirations of
Ireland. They called on Protestant and Catholic alike, on the
Orange and the Green, to unite for the deliverance and nation-
ality of Ireland. Gavan Duffy, who founded and edited the
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Nation, Thomas Davis and their comrades, united literature to
their politics and civic morality to literature. Indeed, the
Nation poets are sometimes too ethical for poetry. Their
work inspired, almost recreated, Ireland ; and it still continues
to inspire Irishmen all over the world with its nationalising
spirit. Its poetry could not naturally be of a high class, but
it may be said to have made the poetic literature of Ireland.
The editors of this newspaper received and published poems
sent to them by peasants and struggling folk, hitherto voice-
less ; and extended in this way a love of literature, a know-
ledge of its ideals, and an opportunity to make it, over the
country. Those Irish also who had fled to foreign lands felt
the impulse given by this journal, and poetry awoke among the
emigrants. It became impossible, after the Songs of the

Nation were collected and published, for England or Europe
or America to either forget or ignore the passion for nationality

in the hearts of the Irish.

The Famine years in which the Death-keen of a whole
people was listened to by the indignation and pity of the
world, produced its own terrible poetry. A vast emigration
succeeded the Famine. A third of the population found it
imfmssible to live 1n Ireland ; and then a poetry of exile and
of passionate remembrance of their land took form among
Irish poets, and melted into sorrow men whose hearts had
been hot with wrath. It was no wonder, after this dreadful
suffering, that political poetry lost the temperance of the Songs
of the NVation and took a ferocious turn in men like McCarroll ;
but of that kind of fierce poetry there is far less in Ireland
than we might expect.

Of the men who succeeded’® the poets of the Na#ion, Man-

1T say ‘succeeded,” but only in the sense of succession of one phast; of
poetry to another. In reality, the beginning of the Gaelic movement was
contemporaneous with the rise of the political poetry of the Nation.
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gan, whose genius was as wayward and as unequal as his life,
was the chief. He too, beyond his interest in foreign litera-
ture, was a political poet. But he was so with a difference, a
difference which brought a new and vitalising element not only
into Irish song, but into Ireland’s struggle to be a nation.
Acquainted with the past history of Irish chiefs and their wars,
and also with Gaelic tradition, he derived from this wild and
romantic source a thrill of new enthusiasm, and began that
return to Gael-dom for inspiration which is so constant an
element in the Celtic revival of our own day. He brought
again into prominence, and with astonishing force, the histori-
cal ballad, and gave it a new life. His impulse descended to

Ferguson, and together they originated a new Celtic movement.

- In the midst of this political poetry of the present and this
fresh poetry of the past, some tender little poems, always
appearing in the turmoil and pain of Ireland, celebrate with
quiet and graceful feeling the 1dylls of peasant life. This ele-
ment also has passed into our modern poetry, and fills it with
the stories of the lowly life and love of Ireland.

The Fenian movement which, hopeless of justice from con-
stitutional means, called Ireland to arms, did not produce
much poetry ; and what it produced was feebler, as a whole,
than the Songs of the Na#ion, but some lyrics included in our
book have a passionate intensity which I look for in vain
among the Nafion poets. After ’67, patriotic rage seldom
recurs as a separate motive for poetry. There were a few
Land League poets, but they were even less vigorous than the
Fenians. Political indignation lasts in modern poetry only as |
part of the aspiration to nationality. Its fury is now no longer
heard. It flashes for a moment out of death or failure in the

poems of Fanny Parnell, but she is the last writer who was
passionately inspired by politics.
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. The modern movement, justly occupied more with poetry
for its own sake than with poetry in aggression against Eng-
land,-has passed into a quieter land, with wider horizons. Its

indwellers have larger aims and aspirations than the poets

~who preceded them. What is universal in poetry 1s greater to

them than any particular; what belongs to human nature all
over the world is more to them than what belongs to any special
nation. Nevertheless, they remain, as they ought to remain,
distinctively Irish. But they pass beyond Ireland also. They
desire to do work which may be united with the great and
beautiful Song of the whole world. While they love Ireland
dearly and fill their work with the spirit of Ireland, they also
wish to be inhabitants of that high Land of Art, where there is
neither English nor Irish, French nor German, but the spirit of

loveliness alone.
This new movement took two lines, which ran parallel to

one another, like two lines of railway. But now and again, as
lines of railway meet and intersect at stations, these two mingled
their motives, their subjects, and their manner, But, on the
whole, they ran without touching; and one followed the Eng-
lish and the other the Irish tradition. The poets who kept
the first line, and who are placed in Book VI., have been
so- deeply influenced by Wordsworth, Keats, and in part by
Shelley, that even when they write on Irish subjects the airs
of England breathe and the waters of England ripple in their
poetry. It is impossible not to admire the subtlety, tenderness,
and love of nature of these poets, but their place is apart in an
Anthology of Irish poetry. They have not kept, along with
their devotion to their art, the spirit of their native land. They
are descended from the English poets ; and if they were to read
out their poems on Knocknarea, Queen Meave, and with her
the Fairy Race of Ireland, would drive them from her presence,
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gently, for they are bards, but inevitably, and transport them
on the viewless winds to England.

The other line on which Irish verse ran was backward to
the recovery of the old Celtic stories and their modernising
in poetry, and forward to the creation of a new form of the
Celtic spirit. The poets who did and are doing this work, while
they have studied and honoured the great masters of song,
" and, as they write in English, the English masters, have yet

b _cam— T

transcend all other scenery by depth and range of sentiment.

. I have said that Mangan began the return to Celtic tradition,
~ but as it were by chance, with no deliberate hand. Even before
him Callanan and Walsh had fallen back, out of their stormy
. poetry, on the silent record of Irish story, and had put into
English verse some Gaelic poems. The translations Miss
Brooke had made in the last century were indeed the first
of all, but they were as English in manner as Goldsmith's
Lverses. Mangan was the true precursor of the revival of the
-~ passion and thought of ancient and médﬁavg_lﬂ_lgglqu ~ But
~ the leader of the choir was Sir Samuel Ferguson, whose ¢ Lays
of the Western Gael,” 1867, estabhshed the Celtic movement.
In his own time few cared to drink of the forgotten fountains
he struck from the rock where they were hidden, nor did he
gain the interest or gratitude of any wide society, but the
waters he delivered have swelled into fertilising streams. His
restoration of the sagas of Ireland has made a new realm for
romantic poetry, and given it fresh impulse and fresh subjects.
He has done this not only for Ireland, but for the literary

world. English, French, Germans, Americans have begun to

endeavoured to secure and retain in their poetry not only the - -
‘national and spiritual elements of the character of the Irish =
people but also that appealing emotion which lives like a soul in

rrrrrrr

the natural scenery of Ireland, and makes it, at least for Trishmen,
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enter into and enjoy that enchanted land. Even Tennyson,
English of the English, could not resist its attraction. More-
over, its Cycle of Tales has proved its right to be one of the
great Subject-matters of poetry Dy its adaptability. The later
Irish poets who have modernised its tales or episodes have -
been able to treat it with the same freedom and individuality
as the romantic poets did the legend of Arthur. A great Cycle
of Tales fits itself into the individual temper of each poet, and
calls on him, as it were imperiously, to make new matter out
of it. It desires no slavish following of its ancient lines; it
begs for fresh creation. Ferguson, Sigerson, Aubrey de Vere,
Larminie, Todhunter, Russell, Nora Hopper, and William
Yeats - have invented new representations of the old Celtic
stories, and the work of each of these poets stands apart.

Another phase of the Celtic movement, illustrated in this
book, tends to accurate translations, preserving the original
metres, of old Irish poetry into English verse. This has been
done with great enthusiasm and success by Dr. Hyde and Dr,
Sigerson. It has its interest : 1t adds to our knowledge ; but
the original poetry is curiously unequal, and the scientific
metres no more an excellence in Irish poetry than they are
in Icelandic. They limit both passion and freedom.

One would have thought that in this Celtic revival, faery
poetry would have occupied a large place. In Ireland the
fairies are still alive, and faery-land is still real. But they scarcely
live in the modern poets of Ireland. William Allingham’s
fairies are of English origin. One Irish poet actually takes
refuge with Oberon and Titania, who, though they may trace
their far-off origin to Ireland, are creatures wholly different
from the Irish fairies, in whose atmosphere they could not
breathe. Oberon and Titania have nel« crossed the Channel.
The Irish fairies, who are descended ” 1 the great Nature
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"f*-f ds and the under-deities of flood and fell and lake and angry
E Y’ a are of a double nature, kindly and terrible _“and in their fall
from their high estate the terrible has, more than the kindly,
E'come their abiding temper. They do not therefore come
(#- ily into subjects for modern verse, except when the Irish
eet is attacked by pessimism. Fortunately that disease is not
“common in Ireland, and those who do suffer from it at times in
‘*-réland soon break out into laughter at themselves. Indeed, the
| * airy Rac: of Ireland themselves are not at all pessimistic. They
v’e their own life ; are very ancient in temper ; are quite un-
dﬁ'ected by science, art, and literature ; carry off beautiful human

C ls and children, as their women carried off lovers of old from

he race of men ; avenge a slight or any want of reverence with
great promptltude and a native sense of justice ; dance, and play
| s- gsu:: of their own making ; and even mingle a rare gamesome-
-.-,;: with their dignity and severity. It is a pity nothing has
5 in poetry been written about them with full insight and
f'owledge [t is true their acquaintance or friendship is not
'easlly made, and the greater personages among them are very
"- anghty and reticent. But the lesser folk are more approach-
able and are delightful company. There is but one poet in
Treland who has been admitted to this retired and difficult
:gjg;giety, who knows a little of its terrible, mysterious, and
- spiritual charm. +

- That charm has partly to do with a new phase of the
Celtlc movement in poetry — the last which has come into being,
énd perhaps the most fruitful. For certain young poets, either
- looking deeper into that mysterious world, or driven by a
- spirit in themselves, have seen beneath the myths and legends
- of Ireland, and in the hidden regions where the Nature Gods
4 pf the Irish still dwel'! r, the images and symbols of those

remoter states of the mﬂan soul which only live on the border-
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land between the worlds of matter and spirit, and share in the
nature of both. And out of this has arisen a mystic school
of modern poets, who, if they do not isolate themselves too
much in that, will awaken a new power 1n Irish literature. But
to dwell only in that land, and never to emerge into the open
country where the great simplicities of human nature quietly
abide, will in the end weaken that type of poetry, and may
bring it to nothing. I am glad that some of the mystical poets,
having seen that truth, have written poems, as Blake did, ful

of a natural humanity. |

There has also- been recovered, with a new note
attached to it, and with more of fine art than before, the
poetry of Irish humour and of its companion, pathos; and
poems, like those of Mr. Graves, are as gracious and gay as
they are national. Correlative with these, and passing into
them, are the idylls of the poor. Peasant life in Ireland is
radically different from peasant life in England ; it has its own
Celtic qualities and of the best; and it holds a multitude of
tender, gay, sweet, courageous, and natural subjects for Irish
poets who love their countrymen and enjoy their temper. Many
such poems will be found in this book, and I hope that many
more will be written. There are plenty of remote and romantic
subjects in Irish life and legend, of wars, adventures, raidings,
sieges, of tragic loves and sorrows, of spells and enchantments,
of the gods and mortals in love and battle with one another,
of a hundred passionate and mystic things, and this com-
mercial modern world will welcome them, if they are not
moralised ; but the better food and pleasanter delights of poetry
will be found in the daily life of men and women spiritualiseﬂ
by natural passion into that eternal world of Love where the
unseen things are greater than the seen. It is in that return
to natural love that poetry when athirst drinks fresh dew, and
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rises into a new life ; and in it will be found the true mysticism,
the vital spirituality, the passion, and that noble sensuousness
" which, when it is thrilled through and through by the spiritual,
becomes, and especially in contact with nature, itself a part of
spirit.

This slight history of Irish poetry during a century is
necessarily inadequate. An introduction is limited: many
- things must be omitted, many points left undeveloped, and
criticism of living poets must be left alone. These omissions
are filled up by the introductions and the criticisms in this
book. 1 have dwelt on tendencies rather than on men. It
remains to say something of the reason for publishing a separate
Anthology of Irish poetry, and of the distinctive elements of
that poetry. That there are distinctive elements in it is the
‘main reason for publishing its Anthology.

The first of these 1s its nationality. That, right or wrong, is
the deepest thing in Ireland:‘;arﬂ_d 1t 1s a multitudinous absurdity
for England to try to ignore it. Even if it were wrong, as it is

| not, all laws or any government which do not take it into the
.‘. highest consideration are bound to fail dismally in Ireland.
| This stands to reason, but reason rarely influences Cabinets or
lawyers. It stands also to reason that if Irish nationality be

so deep a thing, the Irish literature which ignores it is bound

to be inferior in life and originality to that which is inspired by

it. And such is the case. The Irish poetry which follows the

. English tradition too often wears an imitative look, languishes
~into subtleties, or dreams into commonplace. Were it possible
‘that Irish literature should be anglicised, there would soon be no

literature worth the name in Ireland. It has not been anglicised.

No one can be deaf to the national note in the greater part
of the poetry here published. It is everywhere distinctive,
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from the ¢ Wearin’ of the Green’ to the ‘Wanderings of Oisin’ ;
and there are so many forms of it that they alone give interest
to this book.

English poetry is national enough, but it is a national
poetry of pride (not ignoble pride), of victory and of joy.
Irish national poetry has its own pride, not ignoble either, but
different from English pride. It is the pride of the will
unconquered by trouble, of courage to endure ill-fate to the
end, of the illimitable hope for the future which is a child of
the imaginative powers. Nor is her national poetry of victory
and joy, but of defeat and sorrow and hope. The poems here
are in all points different from the national poems of England.
So sorrowful are they that English seems no fitting vehicle for

their emotions.

When the English embody their nation, she sits by the sea-
shore, crowned ; with the triple fork of Poseidon to rule the waves ;
helmeted, and her shield by her side like Athena ; Queen of
her own isle, and in her mind, Queen of all the seas. She isa
poetic figure, but belongs more to the pride of life than the
passion of poetry. But when Irish poets imagined Ireland, she
sits, an uncrowned queen, on the wild rocks of the Atlantic
coast, looking out to the west, and the sorrow of a thousand
years makes dark her ever youthful eyes. Her hair, wet with
the dews, 1s her helmet, and her robe she has herself woven from
the green of her fields and the purple of her hills. This Virgin §
Lady of Ireland, in the passion of her martyrdom, was the
subject, after her conquest by England, of a crowd of Gaelic
poems, and is the subject still of English poems by Irish poets.
And many names are hers, names under which she was hidden
from the English oppressors. Dark Rosaleen, Silk of the Kine,
Innisfail, the Litlle Black Rose, the Rose of the World, and others
too lgng to number ; but all of them belong to immortal beauty.
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One hardly wishes, for the sake of Art, that this Lady should
lose all the sorrow by which her loveliness is veiled, but yet, joy
would make her lovelier ; and the national symbol of Ireland
may yet have that enchanting light in her eyes. If Irish poetry
could so image her now, it would be well. That which 1s con-
ceived with imaginative truth often fulfils itself in reality.
Another distinctive mark of this poetry is its religion. Ire-
land’s religion is linked closely to her nationality, and has been
as much oppressed. The note of the poetry is nearly always
Catholic, and Catholic with the pathos, the patience, and the

~ passion of persecution added to its religious fervour. English

poetry, on the other hand, 1s a poetry of many forms of religion ;
men of all churches and sects can find their spiritual sympa-
thies represented in it. But it has no specialised, no isolated
réligious note, because persecution such as existed in Ireland
did not deepen its music into a cry.

The religious poetry of England (there are only a few excep-
tions, like Southwell) i1s comfortable and at peace. It plays its
pleasant, quaint, or solemn flute in quiet vicarages, or Bishops’
palaces, or in the classic gardens of the Universities. Even the
Nonconformist verse breathes the settled consolations of a
warless land. But the Irish religious poetry of the early
nineteenth century was written in prisons, under sentence
of exile or death, on the wild moor and in the mountain cave.
Its writers lived under the ban of Government, crushed _by
abominable laws ; and the mercy given to the wolf was the only
mercy given to men whose crime was the love of their own
religion. Their religious poetry gained from that experience

a Ea.ssionate love for the Catholic_Church, and well the
S ——————

Church deserved it. And we have in this book only too few o
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the poems which image and record this love, expressed with an

intensity and devotion which, though it has but little a:t, has
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much of nature. Things have changed since then ; persecution
has ceased, and the present Catholic poetry is written by com-
fortable persons. Yet the old savour clings to, and the ancient
passion rings in, the modern poems. ‘The memories of martyr-
dom are as powerful in song as its realities.

The matter and the manner have both changed. The
sacred legends of Irish saints are now told, and the glories
of the ancient Church of Ireland. The mystic elements, so
deep in Catholicism, are selected for the music of verse;
and their intense spirituality, white and rose-red with the
heavenly flames of wisdom and love, is a vital part of the
mysticism which is one of the powers of the Celtic revival.

Nor was the Church of Ireland left of old, nor is she now
left, without her imagined personality. As the Lady of Ireland
was created by the poets, so was the Lady of the Church. She
sits on the shore of Irish Romance, hand in hand with her who
personifies Ireland as a nation, and two more pathetic figures —
in their indomitable resistance to oppression, in their sorrow
and their hope, in their claim to the love of their people
because of their own undying love, in their eternal youth to
which no oppression has given one stain of age — do not exist
in the world of literature. They are clothed with the beauty of
their land, and the martyrdom of their people is their crown of
light. A" thousand poems are hidden as yet in this con-
ception.

Another distinctive mark of this poetry is what England calls
Rebellion. Rebellion, even when its motive is only pride or
the support of an immoral cause, much more when it is waged
by sword or pen against legalised oppression and iniquitous laws,
1s always a poetic motive. It is the weak against the strong,
independence against tutelage, the love of one’s own land in

her hour of sorrow and danger. And all these motives are
.
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vivid in Irish poetry. It is a poor country that can make no
songs in a struggle for freedom ; it is not worth its freedom.
Then, when the fierce songs of rebellious war are still, and
the rebels, defeated, suffer the penalties of the victor, songs of
pity and wrath awake together, and these are even more poetic
than marching and battle songs. And further, when the
struggle of the spirit goes on, though the bodily powers are
enslaved, and the soul of the people will not yield, but still in
silence breathes revolt — the poetry of rebellion takes to itself
moral sanctions, and then, moral passion for justice is mingled
in that poetry with the finer passions of the sparit.

- Nor does the matter end here. It is pitiful, but it is one
of the curses that are bred by injustice, that among the
injured people Revenge then claims to be Justice, and the
law, being identified with injustice by the people, is despised
and scorned. Sympathy with the legal criminal then arises n
song. The oppressed peasant who illegally rights his own
wrong is counted a martyr; the outlaw and the prisoner are
made into knights of romance. Unjust law produces these
revolts against 1t, and where they are, the law is in fault, not
the people. In a well-governed country, except among the
degraded classes, they are not found. In Ireland, they were
found among men of high intelligence, of gentle manners, of
cultivated affections, of high and noble aims, of deep religious
fervour, and of poetic imagination. Many of these rose to
high offices in the State in other lands than Ireland, and some
were tender and graceful poets. It is worth while to read the
idyllic poems of Charles Kickham, the Fenian, and to ask
if one who felt thus was worthy of penal servitude. The fact
1s that the greater number of Irishmen were proud to take the °
§ hand of the ¢ treason-felons,’ and thought their imprisonment
their crown of honour. That could not have occurred in



- e
3
-

XX1v INTRODUCTION

England ; and the reason was, not that these Irishmen were
bad, but that England was tolerably well-governed and Ireland
intolerably ill-governed. Well, in this long rebellion of body
and soul the poetry of rebellion grew up, and it is a distinctive
note in Irish poetry. There is not a trace of this kind of
poetry in English verse, but England created it in Ireland.

In the realm of Art in which I write, I am glad to have
poetry of this kind in the English language. Whether it <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>