
Inrecommending the eatingof children under six years as food,he
gives thepreference to the landlordsin theirconsumption. As they
hadalready devoured the parents, theyhad thebe»t right to thechil-
dren. OliverCromwelldidnotbutchertheIrish for the gloryofGod,
withamoresolemn senseofduty, thanSwiftseems toenterupon thiteconomio question. Howdifferent fromGoldsmith'sevanescentglee.

There ia anotherclass ofIrish authors, who do not display their
their own humour, exceptas they paint that of their countrymen.
MissKdgeworth pioneeredthe way into their peasant homes. Howfull of graphic fidelity areher pictures, lifting the veil witha woman'ssmooth and ethereal grace,to showthe rare contrasts ofpathos and

Ijollity, which Walter Scott confesses were the inspiration of hie
Scottish tales. With the same kindliness and forcohaveMrs Hall,
Lady Morgan,andCarleton opened to an all-embracingsunshine andwarmth, theIrishviews of Irish drollery, and, withit,mingled their
geuial sadness. To these. Lever and Lover have added their fun*
drunken exaggerations. The novelists ofIreland havehad for their
work all the grotesqueness and oddity of amost unnatural stateof
politics andsociety.

But were there noliterature in Ireland, the Attic' salt of her
orators,at thebar,on thehustings, and in the Senate, would preserve
the fame of her fun. Phillips, Curran, Qrattan, Plunk«tt,' Burke,
O'Connell,Shiel, andexiled

"Young Ireland
"—

all stars differinginglory! Curran whose wit was .lightning, and whose eloquencewas
intellectual thunder;and O'o'onnell, whose scorn wasonly equalled
by his heartiness. How he lashed the enemies of Ireland! With
whatridiculedidhe driveout of Ireland the

"gutter Commissioner"
of the 'Times'— as he called him— while Conciliation Hall roared
"gain. Three colonels representing SU4O, Armagh, and Lincoln iaParliament;they 'lid not march to O'Connell's music of agitation.
The firtt two were smooth faced and whiskerless, the other,Colonel
Sibthorpe, was

"beardedlike apard;
"

O'Connell demolishedthe trio
ina pasquinade,amid a general roar :—:

—
Throeooloueli iathreedistant oonntriM born,
Sligo, Armagh,andLincoln did adorn:
The first ii.matchless impudencesuppausd,
The nextin bigotry— inboththe last.
Theforceofnature could nofurther gn,
To beardthe third sheshaved theother two.

Butthe fertile sourceofIrish humour is in the common people..
This is the fountain to which the authors and orators ofErinrepair
with their goldenurns, todraw light and lightsomeneaa.

A quick senseof the ludicrous, and its aptand timely expression,
is as indigenous to Irelandas its opposite is to England. Itsprings
from theirultimate free-hearteduess. The sameliberalitywhich sends,
in gratuities, from America toIreland, bo manymillionsof dollarsper
year;and which thus speaks of a blessed and blessing sympathy
beyond all praise,prompts the quick,odd reason, the insinuating flat-
tery, the whimsical cunning, the nimble retort, the cool impudence,
the tall hyperbole, the grotesque figure, the blunder of au expression
though brilliantinidea, and clasps in a zoneof cheerful grace every
mother's son and daughter of Erin,and turns theminto something
beautiful and joyful forever. All the thunders ofEngland have been
rolled over Irelandbecause she was not prosperous;becauseshe did
notspeculate and rust in selfishness. Her poverty andpotatoes,her
brogue and bulls, are the gibe of

'Punch,' and the themeof manya
poorblockhead(in England) who

Wisely restscontent with sober wnse,
Normakes todangerous witavaiupretence.

Let Ireland forget her love of home—- children,parentsof Ireland—
her care of widow andorphan;let her countenance freeze toall the

approaches of fun;her heart close to all but the approaches of
avarice;lether light langhbe echoed by the gripe of gain j let her
soil be drainedof its moisture, andher blood of its humor; let St.
Patrick be stricken from the calendar, and St. Mammon be (airly
installed;let the IfnglishMedusa rear her heal where the crest of a
reptileis neverroared, andchill to stone all who turn to look on the
fashionable curls of her snaky hair; then, oh! Ireland will become
whatEngland may praise,aud herglory be measured bj the length of
her fob and the lankaess of her feeling!

If in herimpetuous warmth Ireland lacks the analytic criticism
which obtains with other nations, she may, nevertheless, be proud»
of a genuine humor, which floods the inward soul with a rich
senseof delight, peoplesit with forms whose faces shine, and whose
eyes twinkle, who tumble about in the delirium of drollery, and revel
in a loud, ringing hilarity, until the soul runs overin a"

sunlit stream
of jubilant laughter." In blending this rarest of humor with our
own,Ireland gives a cheer to our society, whose healthful and moral
influences are needed in the meditation, turmoil, and toil of our
busy life.

Irelandhas lost thenationaUy of her home,but not of the spirit
whichennobledit, when Curolan harped and Grattan spoke. She
goes to a strange land,but she bearsthe ark of hercovenant, in which
is enshrined her songs, her traditions, her humor, audher faith. Her
oldharp is newly strung for the strains of freedom in a new hemis-
phere. The hope of her resurrection whichjarose in the Crimean war,
outof the red btorm on the Euxiue. where the battling hosts of
Europe were contending,may again dawn. What a vision was that
which her exiledorator, Thomas Francis Moagher, painted then, so
effulgent and inspiring! What a vision it was! Itdeserved a reali-
sation. Oh! that God, in his retributive Providence,should so order
vii uprising among vhe nations, that when the

"
Marseillaise

"
shall

again thunder fioro the barricades, whilst in Italy the youth and
gallant priesthoodshall rear to victory a cross more radiant than that
of Constantino; while Hungary shall againlaunchher stately chivalry
on the tide of war;while along the Lluine the German youths shall
buckle on their basket hilted broadswords, and, ousting aside their
dreamful pipes, shall go forth to the camp, and with the songs of
Koerner audFreiligrath,awake the superb, though sombre,genius of
thoir antique homes; then andthere, in the grand chorus and gather-
ing of the nations, shallIrelandappear at the feast of freedom, and
sit down ia the fulness of her pride,and iv the joy of her radiant
mirth.

IRISH WIT AND HUMOUR.
Th« Hon. S. 8. Cox, of Richmond, Virginia, delivered a lecturein
NewYork someBhort time since, selecting the above as his subject.
The proceeds of theevening were devotedto ihe charitiesof thecity,
andrealiseda considerable sum, the hallbeing crowdedinevery part.
After abriefdisquisition of the difference betweenwit andhumour, to
which latter the Irish were more inclined from the geniality of
theirnature, the lecturersaid :—:

—
WendellPhillips bat said, with the usual exaggeration:*'When

we wouldmap the Continent with 80,000milesof railroad,webarfed
fivemillion* ofIrishmen under the sleepers." Aside from his statis-
tics,it willbe conceded thatmany millions of Irish peoplehare been
xninglrd, ifnot buried, inour midst. They are in everyother family.Theyhavebeen the nursei of our children,and thearchitectsof oar
enterprises. They help to form,enliven, and elevate our society. Is
itsurprisingthat the indigenous humour, -which is found in the verr
bogs of Ireland,shouldhere flourish? Whatif the"headandharp"
on theold Irishcoin has beenrubbed or disfigured by abrasionwith
the selfish surface of our society;enough remains to see that the
♥'head

"
on the coin wags withits strange conceits, and the "harp"

is redolent of itsoldmusic. Enough remain! todistinguish theIrish
idiosyncracy. Even our patriotism ha* its odd admixture in the
tnott«, "Etingounum c pluribui'braah" Every onecan see in the
American idea that "Every man is as good as another," the Irish
gleam whenthereis added, "anda good dtal better too." But it is
not my purpose tocompare American with Irish humour. Youcan-
not compareLever withMark Twain, nor Sheridan with anyone! I
donot,however, purpose to limit my Analysis ofIrish humourby the
fun wehave from them in America. The Irish are best judged at
horne

—
in groups

—
even in their mysery. An exoticIrishman may

show his native flower and fruit, butitisnot as consummate as his
indigenous humour. Go we then to Ireland. Examine her gene-
alogy. Tiew the wondrousvicisitudes and the bewildering contrasts
ofher society, from herearliestinfancy. Thus may we find the stock
of that tree, whose foliage has shedits pleasant shadow over so many
nations. EvenEngland

— sombre,savage,and sour— hacking awayat;
the tree for centuries— finds that, like the sandal-wood,itgives even
to theaxe of the SaxonTandal its fragranceand unction.

In thechangeful vicissitudesofIreland'shistory is foundher rare
humourand rare pathos. Ireland! how suggestive the name, with
her darkly-chequered annals;her years of oppression drawing the
lineamentsofsorrow,yetnot effacing the wrinklesofmirth;the wild
recklessness of those who have little at stakebursting out fitfully in
gleams of gaiety. Inrags and poverty their cheerfulness danoeslike
their sunuponEaster Day. And their rows and fairs, with potheen
jigandshillelagh— in the hedge-school, in courting and wedding, in
the dock or the witness-box,at thebar or in the senate; in the turbu-
lenceofpopularagitation,or in the madnessof famine, there isa con-
stantflow of incandeicent humour, whichno condition can cool,and
no oppression repress. It issaid that indrowning or hanging rave
colours flicker on the vision. Ireland seems tohavehad this satisfac-
tion,at least, inher calamities. As from the black mud over which
the river sleep?, the water-lily arises, arrayed beyond the glory of
Solomon, and witha perfume sweeter than the roses of Cashmere

—
so

from thebogs, huts,hedges, and miseries of Irelandarise thebeauty
and aroma of her mirth. How itsoftens the rugged inequalities oflife, bridgesover the space which separates the lord in his hall from
the lowly peasantinhis hut. How it wreathes around* the seething
waters of Hate, the Iris of Hope! How ithallows aud glidesinto
the heart;how fondly it feels for infirmity;how it insinuates its
tickling fingers of fun, slowly, slyly, snugly, into the ribs of death, the
skeleton,until laughter feels the flesh growing again under her magio
manipulation.

Having thus shown the cause of Irish humour, let us trace the
source from which, and the medium through which,it flows. First,
her literature. From what wehave seen of Irish life, we can readily
infer the character of Irish literature. It would be strange if, in the
ardour ofIrishnature, her literatureshouldbe logical in form or in
substance. Hence, withher,humour predominatesover wit. Humour
is of earlier growth than nit, and hus more affinity with the poetic
quality. Wit is more nearly allied to the ratiocinative intellect.
Humour draws from situationsand contrasts;witseizesonunexpected
andcomplex relations, and deals with the essential qualitiesof things.
Well might Lord Bacon say, "

that Ireland, civilised, would be
Inr more dangerous than Ireland savage;

"
for when her

Burke rises in invective, Hastings trembles; when Sheridan
flasheshis falchion, Ounces wince; when Swift lets fly his arrow,let
the antidote for its venombe ready;whenSteele uses the rattan,let
the victim procure a double epidermis;when Sir Philip Francis— the
substance of the shadowy Junius— clicks his unerring rifle from his
covert,let lords, commons, and kings take shelter;andeven whenher
G-oldsmithsmiles or her Moore chirps

—
Irish humour becomes con-

densed into the curt energy and brilliant reasonof wit. When Sheri-
dan says, withstudied -intithesis, "

the honorable gentleman depends
on his memory for his jests, and on his imagination for hia facts," the
shining shaftsticks up to the feather, which tickles as thebarb wounds.
But it was in Sherikii'a unstudied convivial,Irish mood

—
that he

earned the couplet-
Goodat a fight,but better ata play;
God-likeingiving,but the devil to pay.

To him ia acror led the honor of making the best speech and
writing the best c medj in the English tongue. No one dares to
rival his "School for Scandal," eicept oneof his own countrymen
Goldsmith, with his comedy of "She Stoops to Conquer." Swift
woa an Irishman only in birth, as wns Lord Wellington. He
had for Iceland no sympathy; not even when he poured out the
vitriol of his sardonic wit on his oppressors. His humour is uncon-
genial, because iroiiiiil. He wreathes his dagger in roses, nnd mocks
liis victim with fiemli )i atrocity. Mephiatopheles might have written
Swift'smodest pu|.iml for preventing the children ot'the Irish poor
trow,becomingah < U n, and formaking them beneficial to the public.
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