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THE FOUR-LEAVED SHAMROCK.

BY “ MYI0' OF THE FATION.

Old rhymers tell of & magic spell
In the four-leaved shamrock steeped
But here it lics, underneath my eyes,
And what can its vaunted virtues do?
Can it make life last, or revoke the past,
Oan it ease the canker of care and pain ¥
Or light up the gloom beyond the tomb,
Or the hope of youth in our blood again ?

the dew,

Can jt dry the tears of long, long years,
Or fond hearts parted unite once mare P
Or, when passions roll round the troubled soul,
The calm and the sunshine of peace restora ?
When a death-dark pall, and the tyrants’ thrall,
Hang vver a nation in quick decay,
Can it touch its heart, and bid life restart,
Or rend from its limbs the fetters away P

Could it give the pow'r, in this flesting hoar,
To glad sad hearts with a life of bliss,

I would yield it thrice told, this hour to behold
Poor Ireland’s joy in & balm like this—

To restore her Chiefs from their prison griefs,
To behold her creed and her childven free,

Anpd the earth might roll in weads and dole—
This sight were all earthly bliss to me,

-

Oh, ’tis sweet to stand on our native land,

‘When the night mists rise and the dawn appeats,
And again to behold, from her mountains bold,

"The graves and shrines of two thousand years,
Bat dearer far to trace Freedom’'s star,

’Mid chains, and gloom, and cold seeptic scorn,
Till we ses it shed its light on the head

Of a riesn Chief, like a Saviour born!

But, frail leaf, yor posseas not this power to bless ;
*Tis alone in the hearts and minde of mexn ;
‘When our feuds give place, a united race
May rise to Fresdom, but not till then.
Not ia idle grief, nor in withering leaf,
Nor men dissevered like sea-washed sands 3
But with trust in God, on their native sod,
And their naked awords in their red right hands-

NEW LIGHTS IN IRISH HISTORY.

To those whose views are darkened by the haze of Exeter Hall, and
who hate Treland and Catholicity as s certain notoriety hates holy
water, Mr James Anthony Froude's work,  The English in Ireland in
the Eighteenth Century,” vols. IL. and ITTL., will prove a welcoms and
seasonable production. We have had occasion, some time back, to
draw the attention of our readers to Mr Froude’s character ns a
historian, and to the dual hostility he invariably manifests towards
the Irish peopls and the religion they profess. Had Ireland followed
tho example of England, m:uiE thrown off the yoke of obedience to the
Holy 8ee at the bidding of s sacrilegions and bleodthirsty tyrant, the
* Supreme Head ™ of the Anglican Church ; had she yielded to bribes
and menaces, to the logic of the gibbet and the dungeon, and taken
part with England in her schism and apostacy, she would he to-dsy
spared the indignities and calumnies heaped upom her by British
writers and so-called historisns—men who dig up out of the past evrery
foul agpersion und groundless imputation to be found in manufastured
State papers and lying records, and eall this trash and rubbish the
materials for history. If Iretand e no longer persecuted by penal laws
she is pretty well abused from platform and in print in England. If
the sword is not Taised to strike her, the pen is wielded to vevile her.
When a man like Mr Froude has the daring to come forward as the

r'ipologiu!: of that human moneter Henry VIIL., we need not wondey
if he hold up to sdmiration the persecuting aud exterminating Crom-
well, the Attilla of the Irishk peeple, the scourge of their land, the
uneparing Vanda! and the heartless tyrant; the strangest mixtare of
enthusiasm, hypocriay, and ambition presented to us by history, ancient
or modern ; the most extraordinary compound of villainy, baseness,
eoarse familiarity, ani idle buffoonery to be found in the annale of
mankind. It could scarcely be imagined that any man living out of
Coomassie or the realm of Dahomey would have the umblushing
audacity to suggest, a¢ Mr Froude hna done, that the incomplete sub-
jugation of Ireland was owing to the timidity with which English
statesmen carried cut the abominable pemal lsws. Mr Froude is not
very tender fo the memories of those English statesmen of the seven-
teenth and eighteenth centuries, because they lacked vigor in carrying
out the Draconic legislation of that period ; because, in other words,
they did not follow up the confiscations, the eacrileges, the murders,
the robberies of Cromwell and his fanatical followers, who swept over
Ireland like a swarm of Huns, spreading distruction everywhere, and
leaving only ruin, misery, and the voice of wailing behind them. Tha
authorities on whom Mr Froude relies for his charges of atrocious
eraelties and savage outrages againet the Irish pessantry were men of
the Lydford Jury stamp, who were said to

hang and draw,

And sit in judgment after, .

Mr Froudo has a great love for one-sided evidence, The man
wko could have the world balieve that in the Cremwell papers in the
Qotton Library snd the Rolls House may be read true accusations
against the monks, and a justification for rooting out the whole mon-
adtic system, may wall aak his credulous readers to place implicit faith
#a the official documents of Dublin Castle, Because the Irishpeople

would not tamely lie down like whipped epanials whils their liberties
wore crushed, their religion outraged, their consciences fottored, and
their country turned into a garrison ; because they rose from time to
time to defend their property and their lives ; becanse they mude
chronio efforts to regain their independence, ayd throw off a galling
despotism and an ignominious servitude, therefore, are they stig-
matized by the Froudites as eut-throsts and misoreants. Impartial
history will show that the worst agrarian crimes commitfed jn Ireland
have been owing to the corruption of the tribunals of Justice in that
country, when there was no law for u Oatho'ic save the law of ox-~
fermination, and when a Society was organized in Dublin, called the
TUnited Irishmen, whose chisf aim was to stoadfastly and resolutely
oppose the system of corrupt government of the country, which was
goading the people on to periodic resistance to their oppressors. The

Irish people had unfortunately to reour to a * wild justice” to defend

themselves againat their perescoutors. They were driven into orime by

the eruelties practiced on them, and their own powerlessness to obtain

redress by legitimate means. But these orimes lack the turpitude

and meauness which Mr Froude would attach to them, but which

usuolly characterize the atrocities that year after year were disclosed

&t an English assize. When, ae Arthur Young wrote neerly a hundred

yoars ago, “the domineering aristoeracy of 500,000 Protestants feel

the sweeta of having 2,000,000 of slaves,” if is not to be wopdered at

if a system of yeligious separation, fanatical bigotry, and legalized

persecution nurtured the yassions of the Irish peasantry, and drove

them iz despair to take the law into their own hands. But Mr Rroude

is one of thoss who call every strugzle made by the Irish peopls in

their aelf-defence by the odious name of “rebeltion,” and who see the

elements of promeditated and cold-blooded guilt in thess excesses into

which the Irish people were precipitated by the eruelties to which

they were suljected. But while Mr Froude dwells with savage

unction over the atrorities of the Irish peasantry, he unsorupulously

witholda from his readers the facts that would benr witness to the pro-

vocation they had recieved. As a writer in the ‘Daily Telegraph®

eays in an able review of Mr Froude’s work 1— .

Mr Froude does not do anything like full justice fo the excesses
on the other side—the judicial murders executsd by the order or with
the eonnivauce of the Government, and the abominable ernelties per-
petrated iu the latter yoars of the rebellion and many years afterwards
by the organized Orangemen. He has & short way of writing history
on these subjects; he consults the State Paper Office, and believes
every official record ; he reads the popular records, and treata them
all aa Popish fabrications.

And this is the man who is to delineate the Trish character in all
historie trothfulness to his prejudiced countrymen! Need we wonder
if Mr Fronde finds occassonally o mare’s nest awong the lying
chronicles of Dublin Castle? For instance, the veracions Mr Fronda
has made the wonderful discovery that Wolfe Tono was ready to sell
country for a small post under Grovernment—one of the basert
calumnies ever uttered. And what opinion shall we form of Mr
Froude's bistoric accuracy when he teils us that the immortal Father
O’Leary wis a epy in the pay of PittP—one of the greates* libels aver
penned against the memory of a devoted priest and pntriotic Irichman.
This is_the writer over whom the * Daily Telograph’® grows hot and
cold. Onme day it accuses him of garbling history, suppressing impor-
tant facts, and of ¢ seeing red”™ whem he “comes across Romsn
Catholios and their priests.” Tt says, in the critique already referred
to 1—

“Nor can we, without something like revulsjon, write that whila
Mr Froude enters into the details of every atrocious outrage commited
by the peasantry, he always excuses where hie dose not slur over the re-
taliatory erimes of the authorities, the troops, and the Protestant
gottlers.” . .

And yot a few days after it susgests that a move fitting title for
My Froude’s work would he “ Home Rule in the Qldsn Time.” and
then proceeds to dish up and spice Mr Fronde’s calummice for the
English palate, and enjoy the confection with evident relish. And
then, after sneering at the ides of Irelanc’s independence, it winds np a
bitter diatribe against some of the grentest namies in Irish history by
the following non sequifur : —

*Henes Home Rule is the worst political absurdity ever demanded
by clever men, and the Irish ought to thank Mr Frouds for telling
thewn the truth?

Thus it is tht the * Daily Telegraph,' like Mr Froude. *soes red”
when it looke at the Yrish character and at Irish subjeots.— Universe.’

It wag only the other day that a portion of Tom Moore's library
was brought forward for sale by Mossrs Puttick and Simpson,
auctioneers, with the other belongiugs of departed authors, wite, and
statesmen. The collection was an interesting one, on varions accounts,
soms from Moore’s handwriting, Ona contajns manuscript poems,
some baving been jmmadiately used in connection with his works. A
aet of & monthly magazine, * Mythologia Hibernia,' 1791-3, contains
the Yines: “ In this magazine appeared the first verses of mine that
were over published—T. M.” A copy of a dictionary presented to
the poat by the Earl of Essex, as shown by this eapital inacription :
" These books of many words are offored as a amall tribute of sincere
friendship to Thomas Moors, Esq., by one who, with many othors, has
shared the charm of hia delichtfal words, still more fascinating when
sccompaunied by the delightful strains which no one but himseelf can
give them.—Essex.”” A copy of Brron's paems, on varieus occasions,
“New work, 1806,” is valuable—as correcting Linwndes in his states
ment, that it was published in 2808.—as having intimations in Moore's
writing of the poems not yet reprinted in the » Hours of Idloness.”
For the note to * Doubtless, Sweet Girl,” to this efact : * Miss Hows
son, a besutiful girl, afterwarda married the Rev. W. Jacksen.” A
curicus work is a copy of a divertissement, founded an “ Imlla Rookh,”
prasented at the Chatean Royal at Berlin, in Janoary, 1822: % Pan-
dent les jour de la prand Dne Nicholas et Duchssse Alexandes Feodo-
rano.”, Moore has added this charaocteristic note: “ Ag far aa I can
learn, my old friend Lalla has not had justice done her,"—Correspon-
dent of ¢ Irish Times.!



