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PREFACE.

&

IN sending forth this volume, perhaps a word or two of
explanation, by way of preface, of some of its features,
will not be superfluous. And first, as to the portraits
used. Strictly speaking, there is no authentic likeness
of Mangan. Various sketches are in existence, but they
are all deductions, distant enough for the most part, of
Burton’s fine drawing of the poet as he lay in death.
The one which has been used as frontispiece to this
volume is, perhaps, remote from the truth, but it 1s ex-
tremely difficult to make a portrait of Mangan, as he
was in life, from Burton’s idealistic sketch of the dead
facee. The cast of Mangan’s features, taken for Dr.
Stokes, seems to have disappeared altogether.

A word or two may be also given to the letters quoted

in this work. They are few, but they are exceedingly

representative. It would not be easy to give a wider
selection from Mangan’s letters without producing con-
siderable monotony. They are nearly all, as far as I
have been able to discover, to the same effect, and the
greatest of writers could not always interest upon the
eternal theme of pecuniary want. Moreover, as pointed
out in due order, Mangan wrote comparatively few

letters. Many biographies are mere packets of letters,
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vi PREFACE.

strung together anyhow, a large proportion of the epis-
tles being of the baldest or least interesting kind. An
attempt has been made in the present volume to weave
such extracts as have been made from letters and auto-

biographical pieces into the narrative, so that the whole
work might have a smoothness and consecutiveness

hard to obtain where letters are given in disconnected
batches, with all their superscriptions, formalities, and
repetitions. In the case of Mangan, the absence or non-
existence of many letters is less to be regretted, in view
of the most interesting personal touches so constantly
introduced into his published, but generally unknown,
articles and other writings—charming confidences, which
have been fully availed of here. If it should be thought
that too free a use has been made of that part of
Mangan’s work which is persdnally illustrative, it may
be urged that in reality, when the enormous fertility of
Mangan is concerned, only an infinitesimal portion has
been laid under contribution. With regard to the very
few quotations from Mangan’s well-known verse, I am
content to shelter myself behind Macaulay, who has
said : “When I praise an author, I love to give a sample
or two of his wares.” In general, however, only the
pieces which throw some licht upon the poet’s character
or life have been reproduced.

I cannot conclude without a feeling of regret that the
effort was not made, a generation or so ago, to collect
information from the then surviving friends of Mangan
as to many obscure points in his life. Nearly all who

lcoked upon him are now dead, and the task of collect-
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ing material for this book has been rendered especially
laborious by necessarily extensive searches in old and
forgotten periodicals for writings by Mangan—searches
only occasionally rewarded by success. Though the
labour of collecting material was really begun less than
a couple of years ago, the idea of writing a biography
of Mangan has been in my mind for four or five years
— since the time, in fact, when the necessity of con-
sulting the sources of information for an account of the
poet’s life, which I had been requested to write for the
Dictionary of National Biography, convinced me that no
[rishman of genius had been so strangely neglected by
the biographer, and that no subject was better worth

the attention of an Irish writer. Such as i1t 1s, my

effort is here commended to the reader.

D. J. ODONOGHUE.

P.S—I am indebted to the Freeman's Journal Co.,
Limited, for permission to use the portrait given as

frontispiece, and to Mr. Dorey for the receipt in Mangan’s

handwriting here reproduced.
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INTRODUCTION.

-

‘“ Pity me not. Oh, no !
The heart laid waste by grief or scorn,
Which inly knoweth
Its own deep woe,
Is the only Desert. 7%ere no spring is born
Amid the sands—In Z4aZ no shady palm-tree groweth !™
—MANGAN.

T0O write a life of Mangan is one of the most difficult tasks
a biographer could possibly undertake. Of no man of
equal gifts and fame belonging to this nineteenth century
1s there so little recorded, and there is hardly another
poet known in literature about whom so much mystery
has been made. Apart from its difficulties, or perhaps
because of them, the writing of such a biography has a
strong fascination for one who is fond of research and
is at the same time impressed with the greatness of the
subject. But there is a painful side to the undertaking,
for surely there can never have been in the lives of the
poets a more mournful life-history than that of Mangan.
So melancholy are many of its details that it is hardly
surprising if some, knowing them well, have shrunk from
what, if the poet had been stronger-willed, might have
been a very pleasant duty. His genius is so remarkable,

however, that it is imperative to tell the story of his life

as completely as may be, and with the fullest sympathy.
“That desolate spirit,” says Mr. Justin Huntly M‘Carthy
in one of his pleasant “ Hours with Great Irishmen,”

“‘ had no companions. He walked the dark way of his life alone.
His comrades were strange shadows, the bodyless creations where-
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in his ecstasy was most cunning. Phantoms trooped to him from
the twilight land, lured, as Ulysses lured the ghosts of Hades.

We seem to see him hurrying on his life, most melancholy
journey, as they saw him gliding through the Dublin streets like
the embodiment of the weird fancies of Hoffman, a new student
Anselmus, haunted by the eyes of a visionary Veronica, or buried
among books, as Mitchel first found him, his brain, like a pure
flame refining all he read and transmuting it to something rich and

strange. . . . Of his real life, the existence burning itself
fiercely out behind that ghastly mask, few knew anything, none
knew much. . . . Poe’s career was dark enough, but it was

not all unhappy. He had loved and been loved ; there were
moments in his wasted existence, even long intervals, of calm and
peace. But Mangan’s life is one of unmitigated gloom.
Life was to Mangan one long interval. ‘No one wish of his
heart,” says Mitchel, °was ever fulfilled ; no aspiration satisfied.’
If he could have faced the denials of destiny with an
austere renunciation, if he could have opposed a monastic fortitude
to the buffets of the world, his might have been a serener if not a
happier story. But a passionate longing after the ideal drove him
to those deadly essences which fed for a time the hot flame of his
genius at the price of his health, his reason, and his life. ~ Genius
and misery have been bed-fellows and board-brothers often enough,
but they have seldom indeed been yoked together under condi-
tions as tragic as those which make Mangan’s story a record

of despair.”

Without -sympathy and kindly feeling towards the
author of so many imperishable poems, this record would
be indeed a cruelty. In his admirable essay on the poet,

Mitchel asks :—

“What would Mangan think and feel now, if he could know
that a man was going to write his life ? Would he not rise up from

his low grave in Glasnevin to forbid ?”

He proceeds with a declaration with which the present

writer may associate himself :—

“ Be still, poor ghost. Gently and reverently, and with shoes
from my feet, I will tread that sacred ground.”
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He adds, truly enough, that

“for his whole biography documents are wanting; the manb
having never for one moment imagined that his poor life could
interest any surviving human being, and having never, accord-
ingly, collected his biographical assets, and appointed a literary
executor to take care of his posthumous fame.”

But Mitchel is mistaken when he goes on to assert
that Mangan never

“acquired the habit, common enough among literary men, of
dwelling upon his early trials, struggles and triumphs ;”

as it will be seen that a not inconsiderable portion of
this biography is mainly derived from his own allu-
sions, veiled and otherwise, to the leading incidents of
a career upon some incidents in which he frequently
dilated.

The purpose of the present work i1s not merely to do
something to make the poet better known—or to clear up
the more apparent than real mystery of his life—the
writer’s aim is to also attempt a survey of Mangan’s
wonderful genius—to point out its ramifications, to show
all its heights and depths. It is now possible not only
to narrate his life more fully than has ever been done—
a not very difficult matter, seeing that so far he has
been commemorated only in short sketches—but to pre-
sent as full a biography as is ever likely of accomplish-
ment. The materials for this moving history have been
collected in many quarters, and from all those who were
in a position to give important information. Even were
the data for his daily movements more meagre than
they are, the materials for a history of his mind and
soul are ample, as will be observed in the course of this

work. To those—the few—who think that his frailties
7,
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should be concealed from  public view, it is a sufficient

answer to say that it would be quite futile ; the only need

that can be recognised is that of a sympathetic record.
At the same time, some discretion is essential in the mak-
ing of a biography. The position of those who contend
that the lives of erring poets should never be told can be
understood—it is logical enough from one point of view ;
but to give an untrue, a false picture of a poet, with all his
faults glossed over, or unrecorded, or transformed into
virtues, is a literary crime. Who thinks now of concealing
the manifest sins of a Byron, a Burns, or a Shelley? No
sensible person dreams of holding up Coleridge or Poe as
models, of obliterating all allusions to their notorious self-
indulgence.  Nor is there any sufficient reason shown for
screening from view the faults, the weaknesses of Mangan—

' weaknesses which made his life wretched in the extreme.

One of the pressing needs of Irish literature is a fair and
impartial account of the almost forgotten or never recorded
lives of its most notable writers. As that of probably the
greatest poet Ireland has ever produced, the life of Mangan
is especially deserving of a faithful chronicle. His own

opinion as to the need of an account of his life is ascertain-

able, for in the curious autobiographical fragment written
by him for Father Meehan, he says :—

“ At a very early period of my life I became impressed by the

conviction that it is the imperative duty of every man who has

deeply sinned and deeply suffered to place upon record some
memorial of his wretched experience for the benefit of his fellow-
creatures, and by way of a beacon to them to avoid, in their
voyage of existence, the rocks and shoals upon which his own

peace of soul has undergone shipwreck.”

The present writer has too keen an admiration for
Mangan to do him an injustice. = His object is to impress

upon the ever-increasing numbers of the poet’s admirers
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the greatness of the genius of one of whom Mitchel uses
words which are not less applicable now than when they
were uttered :—

“I have not yet met,” he says, “a cultivated Irishman or
woman of genuine Irish nature who did not prize: Clarence
Mangan above all the poets that their 1sland of song ever
nursed.”

No doubt other Irish poets are more universally
known, but one of the strongest reasons for writing his
life is to show that Mangan’s work is not half as familiar

to his countrymen as it should be, from causes which
may appear as this work proceeds. Were the full extent
of his genius as palpable as it will be one day, (when
all his finer work is disinterred from its present almost
inaccessible position in corners of dead and forgotten
periodicals,) he would unquestionably occupy by the
general acclamation of critics the proudest position in
our literature., It is not just to Mangan to judge him
by the collections of his verse which have been made.
They are all grossly inadequate. Much labour has been
expended in exhuming his minor translations—many of
them unworthy of his genius—that could have been more
profitably given to the task of collecting his many fine
original pieces, Mangan wrote more than eight hundred
poems—of which perhaps a fourth are original—but one
would imagine (from the collections in question) that his
poetical work consisted of a couple of hundred translations,. | |
and perhaps a score of his own conceptions. Mangan’s true '
importance can never be established till a careful edition of

| his best poems—unmixed with his rhyming exercises and
word-spinnings—has been placed before the world.* His

*Since this was written Miss Louise Guiney, a highly accomplished
American critic, has published a charming and fairly large selection.
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was the most dazzling light in the constellation of genius

which flashed over Ireland during the period between

1830 and 1850. The better one’s acquaintance with his
poems the more certain is the belief in the permanence
of his fame. Even in England his reputation is growing
steadily. In a characteristic sentence Mitchel gives us
what is, perhaps, the real reason that Mangan is not
already accounted one of the chief glories of the Victorian
age, as English jdurnalists and critics love to call the
decades since 1837, As it is the fashion in English
critical circles to think that what is written purely for
Il‘lSh readers is necessarlly provincial and local, it is not
surpnsmg to find Mangan, until recently, absolutely
missing from the poetic returns of Mr. W. M. Rossetti
and the others who have compiled lists of the poets of

the century But Mitchel’s sentence remalns unquoted :—

“ Mangan was not only an Irishman—not only an Irish Papist,
not only an Irish Papist rebel, but throughout his whole literary
life he never deigned to attorn to English criticism, never pub-
lished a Iine 1n any English periodical, or through any English
bookseller, and never seemed to be aware that there was an

English public to please.”

As already hinted, during the fifty years which have
passed since Mangan was taken to his grave in Glasnevin,

'l1ttle has been done for his memory by his countrymen.

A wretched headstone marks his grave, but there is no
tablet in the house in which he was born—no public
memorial of any kind in the Dublin he never left—and
but for the exertions of Father Meehan and Mr. John
M‘Call nothing but a few newspaper articles would have
been devoted to Mangan’s genius. Mitchel’s edition of
some of the poems—inadequate as it is—has nevertheless
been of splendid service, and Sir Charles Gavan Duffy has
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done something by the few scattered references in Young
Ireland and Four Years of Irish History to make known 1n
England the poet whose name, more than any other,
will keep the memory of the Nation green in Irish literary
history. But Father Meehan is most to be thanked for his
endeavours to perpetuate the fame of his companion and

friend. Without his admirable introductions to the volume ,

of Munster Poets, to the German Anthology, and to the use-
ful little collection of Mangan’s minor work called Zssays
in Prose and Verse, the Irish people would know little about
the poet’s literary activities! even now, they know nothing
at all of the inner history of his mind: Mr. John M‘Call, in
his very creditable little d»ockure on Mangan’s life, has told
us something not previously known of the early writings of
Mangan, and this is the proper place to acknowledge the
kindness with which he has assisted in the preparation or
' this biography. Most of the information relative to the
youthful career of Mangan has been obtained either from or
through him, and I am indebted to him for copies of some
of the curious and characteristic contributions to the Conze?
and Saz:rist which have been made use of here.. I have
also to acknowledge with thanks the help afforded me by
Sir Frederick Burton, whose drawing of Mangan's features
after death is so well known; Mr. W. F. Wakeman, the
antiquarian and artist; Dr. Nedley, Dr. Sigerson, Mr.
M. W. Rooney, Mr. Martin MacDermott, Mr. J. Casimir
O’Meagher, Miss C. Anster, Mr. John O’Leary, Very Rev.
Canon O’Hanlon, Dr. John Kells Ingram, and, lastly, Lady
Ferguson and the late Miss Jane Carleton, for reminis-
cences or other matter concerning the poet. I am obliged
to my friends Messrs. David Comyn, P. J. M‘Call, William
Boyle and Frank MacDonagh for useful references, the
loan of printed matter about Mangan and other help.
The lack of personal letters by Mangan will be remarked,
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and may be explained in two ways. Few are extant,
as Mangan was not given to letter-writing—except when
desperately in need of a loan—and as all his friends
resided near him (his acquaintance being restricted to
Dublin), it rarely happened that he was obliged to write.
That he did not write from the pleasure of the thing
seems pretty clear from the fact that some of those who
knew him well for years never had a letter from him.
Those letters which are quoted will be found very interest-
ing and very Manganesque. Of course all known published
references to Mangan have been consulted and made use
of, and a good many interesting and unpublished remini-
scences of him by contemporaries are woven into the
narrative. Several unknown autobiographical fragments
by Mangan himself have also been incorporated, and a
good many very serviceable discoveries which have been
made by the present writer help to fill up the gaps left
by other writers. It will be found that Mangan’s own
confessions (and implications) are not always reliable in

the strictest sense of the word ; but it must be said that
his wonted exaggeration is not evident in the powerful
poem entitled “The Nameless One,” a painful autobio-

goraphy, which may be quoted here with the statement

that the biography which follows is mainly a corrobora-
tive running commentary of an extensive kind on this
terrible summary of a ruined life. It is doubtful whether
in all literature despair and fatalism have ever spoken
in such mournful, pitiable accents as in this poem, which
serves as an impressive prologue to the tragedy to be
unfolded in these pages:—

“Roll forth, my song, like the rushing river,
That sweeps along to the mighty sea ;
God will inspire me while I deliver
My soul of thee.
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Tell thou the world, when my bones lie whitening
Amid the last homes of youth and eld,

That there was once one whose veins ran lightning
No eye beheld.

Tell how his boyhood was one drear night hour,
How shone for him, through his grief and gloom,
No star of all Heaven sends to light our
Path to the tomb.

Roll on, my song, and to after ages
Tell how, disdaining all earth can give,
He would have taught men, from wisdom’s pages,
The way to live.

And tell how, trampled, derided, hated,
And worn by weakness, disease and wrong,
He fled for shelter to God, who mated
His soul with song—

With song which always, sublime or vapid,
Flowed like a rill in the morning beam ;
Perchance not deep, but intense and rapid—
A mountain stream.

Tell how this Nameless, condemned for years long
To herd with demons from hell beneath,
Saw things that made him, with groans and tears, long
For even death.

Go on and tell how, with genius wasted,
Betrayed 1n friendship, befooled in love,
With spirit shipwrecked and young hopes blasted,

He still, still strove.,

Till spent with toil, dreeing death for others,
And some whose hands should have wrought for him
(If children live not for sires and mothers),

His mind grew dim.
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And he fell far through that pit abysmal,

The gulf and grave of Maginn and Burns
And pawned his soul for the devil’s dismal

' Stock of returns—

But yet redeemed it in days of darkness,
And shapes and signs of the final wrath,
When death, in hideous and ghastly starkness,
Stood on his path.

And tell how now, amid wreck and sorrow,
And want and sickness, and houseless nights,
He bides in calmness the silent morrow
That no ray lLights.

And lives he still, then? Yes, old and hoary
At thirty-nine, from despair and woe,
He lives enduring what future story
Will never know.

Him grant a grave to, ye pitying noble,
Deep in your bosoms. There let him dwell !
He, too, had pity for all souls in trouble,
| Here and in hell!”
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THE LIFE AND WRITINGS

OF

JAMES CLARENCE MANGAN.

+—

CEPAR TR RE AT

JAMES MANGAN THE ELDER—BIRTH OF THE POET—HIS FATHER’S
TEMPERAMENT — MANGAN'S EARLY RECOLLECTIONS — THE
ELDER MANGAN'S FAILURE—SCHOOLDAYS OF THE POET—
A CHILDISH EXPERIENCE—THE SCRIVENER’S OFFICE—HIS
ASSOCIATES.

“ Man, companioned by care, has incessantly trod
His dark way to the grave down this Valley of Tears.”—MANGAN.

ONE of the most interesting streets in Dublin, by reason
of 1its numerous historical associations, is that portion of
old Fishamble Street which is now, for some inexplicable
reason, called Lord Edward Street, The City Fathers
were doubtless inspired by the best of motives, but it
seems strange that they were not content with naming
the new thoroughfare to the Cathedral after the ill-fated
Fitzgerald, but must needs carry the name right round
a corner, in order to include the few houses towards the
south side, among which is that one made memorable by
Mangan’s birth therein.* It was in the old Fishamble
Street Music Hall that Handel’s “ Messiah ” was first per-
formed, and in after days the street was notable by its
theatre, to which, according to the legend, “ladies and
gentlemen ” without shoes or stockings were not admitted.

Some distinguished families were residents in this street

== — - —_— e e — e — - —_—

* They have made some amends by calling one of the new squares in the

Liberties after the poet. <
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in the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries, and No. 3, the
actual house in which Mangan was born (one is tempted to
say ushered into the world) was owned by the old family
of Ussher, who lived here for several generations, and
whose arms may be seen just under the window of the
second floor. The famous Archbishop Ussher was of this
family, which retained the house until about the opening
of the eighteenth century, when it passed into other hands.
Towards the end of the century it came into the possession
of a grocer named Farrell, who married a lady named
Mary Smith * of Kiltale, near Dunsany, Co. Meath. When
Farrell died, his business was continued by his widow.
Having no children, she sent to Kiltale for her niece, Miss
Catherine Smith, to assist her in the management of the
house, and, on her death, left the property to her. At this
time, which we may fix at about the time of the Rebellion,
one James Mangan, a teacher from Shanagolden, Co.
Limerick,} was pursuing his calling in Dublin, and became
acquainted with the proprietress of No. 3. The acquain-
tance culminated in their marriage in 1801, and their first
child, born on May 1st, 1803, was the subject of this
biography. He was christened James Mangan, in the old
chapel of Rosemary Lane, on the following day.

The elder Mangan was a man of some education and
refinement, but events proved that he was not altogether
fitted to succeed in business. His name does not appear
in the Dublin Directory as tenant of the house until 1806,
and it drops out after 1811, the business being carried on from
1812 to 1822 by his brother-in-law, Patrick Smith, whom
he had induced to come from London for that purpose.}
James Mangan and his wife had four children—James,
already mentioned ; John, born in 1804 ; William, born in
1308 ; and a sister who is said to have died in early youth
from the effects of a scald. Of his father, the poet gives
conflicting accounts. In one of the biographical sketches
of eminent Irishmen, which he wrote in his last days,

* Vide Mr. John M‘Call’s sketch of Mangan’s life.

t The name Mangan (pronounced Mang’-an, not Man’-gan), was originally
O’Mongan, and the tribe belonged to Clare.

1 The story told by several writers, that Francis Higgins, the notorious
“Sham Squire,” began his career!as a potboy with one Smith, the paternal
grandfather of the poet, in this street, is a very improbable one. There was
a grocer named Smith at No. 6, but at a date which would not at all fit the
story alluded to.
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Mangan introduces a casual reference to him. Speaking
of Limerick people, whom he praises highly, he remarks :—

“] say not this, because my own excellent, though unfortunate
father came from Shanagolden, but because of my personal and
intimate acquaintance with multitudes of his friends and townsmen.”

Yet, in other places he seems to refer to him with some
bitterness, and in his last years, as in his earlier years,
attributed his own misfortunes to his father’s neglect. In
one of his autobiographical fragments, he says :(—

““ I share, with an illustrious townsman of my own,* the honour or
the disreputability, as it may be considered, of having been born the
son of a grocer. My father, however, unlike his, never exhibited the
qualities of guardian towards his children. His temper was not merely
quick and irascible, but it also embodied much of that calm, concen-
trated spirit of Milesian fierceness, a picture of which I have endeavoured
to paint in my ltalian story of ‘ Gasparo Bandollo.’t His nature was
truly noble ; to quote a phrase of my friend O’Donovan (in the
Annals of the Four Masters), ‘he never knew what it was to refuse
the countenance of living man;’ but in neglecting his own interests—and
not the most selfish misanthrope could accuse him of attending closely
to those—he unfortunately forgot the injuries that he inflicted upon the
interests of others. He was of an ardent and forward-bounding dis-
position, and though deeply religious by nature,'he hated the restraints
of social life, and seemed to think that all feelings with regard to
family connections and the obligations imposed by them were totally
beneath his notice. Me, my two brothers, and my sister, he treated
habitually as a huntsman would treat refractory hounds. It was his
boast, uttered in pure glee of heart, ¢ That we would run into a mouse-
hole’ to shun him. While my mother lived he made her miserable ;
he led my only sister such a life that she was obliged to leave our
house; he kept up  a succession of continued hostilities with my
brothers; and, if he spared me more than others, it was, perhaps,
because I displayed a greater contempt of life and everything con-

* Thomas Moore.

T The reference is to a powerful dramatic poem by Mangan, which tells of
an outlaw, who, seeking refuge in a peasant’s hut, is betrayed by the peasant’s
son. The son meets with no mercy from his father, Gasparo, who slays him.
dere 1s a fragment of the poem :—

““ The eye is dark, the cheek is hollow,
To-night of Gasparo Bandollo,
And his high brow shows worn and pale—
Slight signs all of the inward strife
Of the soul’s lightning, swift to strike
And sure to slay, but flashing never.
For Man and Earth and Heaven alike
Seem for him voiceful of a tale
That robs him of all rest for ever,

And leaves his own right hand to sever
The last link binding him to Life.”
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nected with it than he thought was shown by the rest of the family. . . .
May God assoil his great and eternal soul, and grant him eternal peace

~ and forgiveness. But I have an inward feeling, that to him I owe all
- my misfortunes.”

In another sketch of his own early career, Mangan tells
us that his father “had a princely soul but no prudence,”
and he elaborates this conclusion in the account he wrote
for Father Meehan, where he declares that his father’s

‘““grand worldly fault was zmprovidence. To everyone who applied
to him for money he uniformly gave double or treble the sum requested
of him. He parted with his money, he gave away the best part of his
worldly property, and in the end he even suffered his own judgment
and discretion to become the spoil of strangers. In plainer words, he
permitted cold-blooded and crafty men to persuade him that he was
wasting his energies by following the grocery business, and that by
re-commencing life as a vintner he would soon be able not only to
retrieve all his losses but realise an ample fortune. And thus it
happened, reader, that I, James Clarence Mangan, came into the
world surrounded, if I may so express myself, by an atmosphere of
curses and intemperance, of cruelty, infidelity, and blasphemy, and of
both secret and open hatred towards the moral government of God.”

He tells practically the same tale in an impersonal way
in a notice of himself (which, with characteristic quaintness,
he intended for a series of articles on “ Distinguished
Irishmen,” signing it with the initials of Edward Walsh).
It was not published, however, during his lifetime—

““He was born amidst scenes of blasphemy and riot, . . . . his
father had embarked in an unholy business—one too common and
patent in every city—and he was robbed by those around him.””’

Without accepting as true everything that Mangan
says of his father—concerning whom he was admittedly
subject to hallucinations at the time he wrote the above—
there i1s evidence that the elder Mangan was one of those
not uncommon men who can be extremely pleasant and
even generous to all outside their own household. With a
rigorous conception of the awe and respect due to himself
as head of the family, he seems to have combined con-
siderable trustfulness in others, and a dependence upon the
words and goodwill of mere acquaintances which was almost
childlike. Mainly, it appears, from a disinclination to trust
his own mind, and a profound belief in the disinterested-
ness of others, he embarked upon several speculations
which turned out to be so many disasters. In fact, if his
son ‘4s to be completely believed, everything went wrong

—-‘.-;"F_\.|
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with him once he was persuaded to give up the business
in which, apparently malgre /uz, he was prospering,

“ From the fatal hour,” says the poet, ‘‘ which saw my father enter
upon his new business™ the hand of retributive Providence was visibly
manifested in the change that ensued in his affairs. Year after year
his property melted away. Debts accumulated on him, and his
creditors, knowing the sort of man they had to deal with, always proved
merciless. Step by step he sank, until, as he himself expressed it
only ‘the desert of perdition’ lay before him. Disasters of all kinds
thickened around him; disappointment and calamity were sown broad-
cast in his path., No man whom he trusted proved faithful. ‘The
stars in their courses fought against Sisera.” And his family?* They
were neglected—forgotten—Ileft to themselves.”

There is some truth in Mangan’s account of his unlucky
parent, but it is not a wholly accurate impression. Had
the elder Mangan been less extravagant and ostentatious
in his manner of living, even his business reverses would
not have ruined him utterly. But the Irish love of dis-
play completed what bad investments had begun. At one
time James Mangan had actually retired from business
with a fair competence, and his brother-in-law, Patrick
Smith, managed the Fishamble Street house, in Mangan’s
interest, at least for some time; but the latter’s inordinate
love of open hospitality speedily made heavy inroads into
his capital, and he resorted to more and more risky enter-
prises. He was accustomed, in the days of his prosperity,
to give expensive parties, and when, as occasionally hap-
pened, his own house was too small for the invited guests,
he would engage a hotel for the purpose of accommodat-
ing them. Pic-nics in the counties of Dublin and Wicklow

were a frequent form of entertainment indulged in by the
too lavish host. : P

““ My father's circumstances,’”” says Mangan, * at length grew des-
perate ; within the lapse of a very limited period he had failed in
eight successive establishments in different parts of Dublin, + until
finally nothing remained for him to do but sit down and fold his arms

in despair. Ruin and beggary stared him in the face; his spirit was
broken.”

- — T T e e == = -

* That of a Vintner.

7 In the Dublin Directories of the time we find several Mangans, who may
not improbably have been his relatives, Thus, Darby Mangan, grocer,
occupied No. 11 East Arran Street from 1807 to 1810, when Edward Mangan
replaced him. He, corn factor as well as grocer, is in his turn replaced by

James Mangan in 1817, In 1839 Edward Mangan again entered into posses-
sion of the house.
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It is believed that some unfortunate building specula-
tions gave the finishing blow to his hopes of retrievement,
and Michael Smith, another of his wife’s brothers, who
was in a good way of business as a bacon-curer and pro-
vision merchant, was finally obliged to take charge of the

education of the eldest son. |
Previous to this eventuality, the future poet had been
placed in a famous school in Saul’s Court,* off Fishamble
Street (which was founded in 1760 by the distinguised
Jesuit, Father John Austin, who had educated O’Keeffe,
the dramatist). Mangan was seven years old at the time.
His earliest instructor seems to have been Michael
Courtney, + who was employed at the academy, and who
afterwards had a school of his own shsiin-lRDehESguase,
xhich-Mangan attended—and-finally-in Aungier Street.
From Courtney he learnt little more than the rudiments of
education. After a short period he was entrusted to the
personal tuition of Father Graham, a very learned priest
in the establishment, who had, Father Meehan says, “just
returned from Salamanca and Palermo.” Under this ad-

mirable scholar, who replaced Courtney (whose Aungier

,,,% MWMM&ng&n obtained the
- groundwork of hisS"subsequent very creditable knowledge
of the Latin, French, Italian, and Spanish languages.
Naturally studious, Mangan pored over his books with

delighted assiduity. He tells us that when at home he
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“sought refuge in books, and solitude, and days would pass during
which my father seemed neither to know nor care whether I was
living or dead. My brothers and sister fared better ; they indulged in
habits of active exercise, and strengthened their constitutions morally
and physically to a degree that even enabled them to present a

S—— —

* Demolished in the making of Lord Edward Street. It received its
name from a wealthy Catholic distiller of the last century, who had been per-
secuted for sheltering a person whose relatives endeavoured to force her to
conform to the State Church. Father Austin’s first school was in Cook Street.
With Saul’s Court many eminent persons are connected. One of the in-
| / 50 teresting points about it is that it was the Jocale of the Gaelic Society of 18ed;”
| ? whose leading members were Patrick Lynch, author of several works relating
| to the language; Edward O’Reilly, compiler of the Irish Dictionary ;
William Halliday, author of the Grammar and translator of Keating ; Rev.
Denis Taaffe, author of a ‘“ History of Ireland” ; Theophilus O’Flanagan, an
active Gaelic scholar ; Rev. Paul O’Brien, author of an Irish Grammar; and
others of less note.

T Courtney was a Newry man, and a contributor to the almanacs and diaries
of his time. John O’Daly says Mangan stayed at the school in Derby Square
until he was fifteen, and implies that he was never at any other. Mangan
himself only mentions the school in Derby Square.
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successful front of opposition to the tyranny exercised over them.
But I shut myself up in a close room. I isolated myself in such a
manner from my own nearest relations that with one voice they pro-
' claimed me ‘mad.’ Perhaps I was: this much, at least, is certain,,
that it was precisely at that period (from my tenth to my fourteenth
year) that the seeds of moral insanity were developed within me,
which afterwards grew up into a tree of giant altitude.”

He also says that even at this early age he had a kind
of intuition that he was foredoomed to misery. Referring
to this in the impersonal autobiographical fragment already
alluded to, he says:—

““I am not a believer in what is popularly called predestination, but
I think that there does appear to be a destiny about Mangan. . . .
If the sins of the fathers be still visited upon the children, here
assuredly is a case in point. His childhood was neglected. . . .
He had no companions. . . . He never mingled in the amusements
of other boys. His childhood was dark and joyless. Of a strongly
marked nervous temperament by nature, his nerves even then were
irretrievably shattered.”

And he proceeds to narrate a curious incident which, he
avers, “happened to him in his early boyhood " :-—

“ A hare-brained girl who lodged in his father’s house, sent him out
one day to buy a ballad ; he bad no covering on his head, and there
was a tremendous shower of rain: but she told him the rain would
make him grow. He believed her, went out, strayed through many
streets and bye-places now abolished, found, at length, his way home-
ward, and for eight years afterwards, from his fifth year to his
thirteenth, remained almost blind. In the twilight alone could he
attempt to open his eyes, and then he—read.”

He is more explicit about the_fataliétic tendency that grew
upon him in the sketch of his early life which he wrote for
Father Meechan :(—

““ In my boyhood,” he says, “1 was haunted by an indescribable
feeling of something terrible. It was as though I strove in the vicinity
of some tremendous danger, to which my apprehensions could give
neither form nor outline. What it was I knew not ; but it seemed to
include many kinds of pain and bitterness—baffled hopes and memories
full of remorse. It rose on my imagination like one of those dreadful
ideas, which are said by some German writers of romance to infest the
soul of a man apparently foredoomed to the commission of murder. I
say apparently, for I may here, in the outset, state that I have no faith
in the theory of predestination, and that I believe every individual to
be the architect of his own happiness or misery; but I did feel that a
period would arrive when I should look back upon the past with
horror, and should say to myself: ‘¢ Now the great tree of my existence
is blasted, and will never more put forth fruit or blossom.” And it was
(if I may so speak) one of the nightmare loads lying most heavily on

/
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my spirit that I could not reconcile my feelings of impending calamity
with the dictates of that reason which told me that nothing can irre-

parably destroy a man except his proper criminality ; and that the
verdict of conscience on our own actions, if favourable, should always
be sufficient to secure to us an amount of contentment beyond
the powers of accident to effect, like Bonnet, whose life was em-
bittered by the strange notion that he saw an /fonest man continu-
ally robbing his house. I suffered as much from my inability to
harmonise my thoughts and feelings as from the very evil itself that
I dreaded. Such was my condition from my sixth to my sixteenth

year.”

When his father’s estate became seriously embarrassed,
Mangan was withdrawn from the more expensive academy
in Saul’s Court and sent to Courtney’s, in Derby Square.
This school, like that in Saul’s Court, is no longer in exist-
ence, and few even of those who know Dublin well could
point out Debry Square itself. Mitchel thus refers to it—

“Very few of the wealthier and more fashionable inhabitants of

Dublin know the existence of this dreary quadrangle. The houses are
high and dingy ; many of the windows are patched with paper ; clothes.-
lines extend from window to window, and on the whole the place has

an air of having seen better days.”

It 1s now boarded up and deserted, but it is a pic-
turesque little place, the entrance portico of which can be
seen in Werburgh Street, nearly opposite the church in
which Lord Edward Fitzgerald is buried, and within sight
of Mangan’s birthplace. With the exception of a brief stay
at the academy kept by William Browne in Chancery
LLane, the poet appears to have had no other schooling.
He was largely self-taught, and the wonderful proofs of wide
reading in several literatures which in later years he was
able to exhibit were the result of many years of close and
unhealthy confinement and absorption in books. His sight
would have been injured while he was in his teens by this
close study alone—without any such common experience
as that of the errand in the rain which he has described.

Of his stay at Derby Square, Mangan tells an incident
which is worth reproducing :—

" My schooling during those early days stood me in good stead.
Yet I attended little to the mere technical instruction given to me in
school. I rather tried to derive information from general study than

“from dry rules and special statements. One anecdote I may be per-

mitted to give here, which will somewhat illustrate tke peculiar condi-
tion of my moral and intellectual being at this period. . . . Itwas
the first evening of my entrance. Twenty boys were arranged In a
class, and to me, as the latest comer, was allotted the lowest place—
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a place with which I was perfectly contented. The question pro-

pounded by the schoolmaster was, ‘ What is a parenthesis?’ But in
vain did he test their philological capacities; one alone attempted
some blundering explanation from the grammar ; and finally to me, as
the forlorn hope that might possibly save the credit of the school, was
the query referred. °‘Sir,” said I, ‘I have only come into the school
to-day, and have not had time to look into the grammar; but I should
suppose a parenthesis to be something included in a sentence but which
might be omitted from the sentence without injury to the meaning of
the sentence.” *‘Go up, sir,” exclaimed the master, ¢ to the head of the
class.” With an emotion of boyish pride I assumed the place allotted

to me : but the next minute found me once more in my original posi-
tion. ‘ Why do you go down again, sir?’ asked the worthy pedagogue.

‘ Because, sir,’ cried I boldly, ‘I have not deserved the head place.
Give it to this boy —and I pointed to the lad who had all but succeeded
—* he merits it better; because, at least he has tried to study his task.’
The schoolmaster smiled ; he and the usher whispered together, and
I was remanded to a seat apart. On the following day no fewer than

three Roman Catholic clergymen, who visited the academy, conde-

scended to enter into conversation with me, and I very well recollect

that one of them, after having heard me read Blair on ‘The Death of

Chnist,” from Scott’s ¢ Lessons,’ clapped me on the back, with the excla-
mation, ‘ You'll be a rattling fine fellow, my boy ; but see and take care
of yourself.” In connection with this anecdote I may be permitted to
mention a singular fact, namely, that in my earlier years I was passion-
ately fond of declaiming, not for my auditors, but for myself. I loved
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