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SKETCH OF THE POET, TOM MOORE.
——
Wy Il entered Trinity College, somelime about the year 1830, an
apartment was loken for me in o quiet steest on the north side of
Dubliz, in order that I might pursue my studies uninlerrupied by any
contact with those fine joyous bacchanslian spirits who had rooms
within the sncred preeinets of the University. Iam afraid this system
of seclusion did not answer the purpose; but I used to meet fre-
quently on the stairs, as I pnssed my chamber an gu rériene, an elderly
lady of most benign sspeet, but in stature one of the very smallest
porsonages I ever saw. Frequent meetingin this way led ot lost to an
acquaintance. I learned she was Miss Ellen Moore, a sister of the
famous Thomas ; and great I remember was my gratification when I
received one evening an invitation to drink tea with her. It was the
drawing-room entertaining the attie, and I was much pléased by the
compliment. It wasa a fhe pur of simple, not & the dinant :® but
many handsome young ladiea--—and Dublin in those days abounded
in benuty—used to congregate round the table in that liftle drawing-
room. I became a frequent guest; for althouglh I then abhorred
their politeness, the company was mightily to my taste. Upon
8 certwin evening I observed preparations being carried on for
an entertainment of a more pretentious charncter ; and I lesrned that
My. Thomas Moore, having aprived thet morning i Dublin, was
expected to join our compsny. A largs purty was assembled to meeb
Lim. I must own to feeling grent astonishment at his appearance, as,
his sister was small, he was smaller still—thnt is, for o man. He
was whot Cherles Dickens would ¢nll o “ mite.” He came into the
room on tiptee, at & sort of run, with his head thrown back 5 and first
he kissed bis sister Ellen affectionately, then he kissed nearly every
other pretby girl ke could get at. e wos soorn surreuanded, and he
sat there chirping and chatting, and turning his head abous like a pet
bird. His manuer was delightfully frank, genial, and winnicg., o was
full of the gossip of the day, and looked like o well-to-do little gontle-
man who had no other oceapation cxcept amusing himself. Iis head
‘was nearly bald, und there was just o fringe of slightly-grizzled hair
round the back and the terples. ILis nose was retrousse (cocked).
His complexion resembled the colour of a certnin apple, with which
a schoolboy I was over-familiny, eailed a russot brown, with a good
tinge of healthy red in ib. A soupgon of the same eolour was visible
on the end of the little man’s nose; bul his head, which he caried
in a slanting direction, was very good, and his eye was lavge, liquid,
Iystrous, and full of intelligence.

He had o large double gold cje-glass, which he earried suspended
round his neck by a black mbbon, and made frequent use of. I can-
not remember how he was dressed ; bub when X met him, as I did, on
many subszquent ocensions, his atbive was peculinr. He wore a long
olive-green surtont coat, » blao neckeloth, and a white hat set very
much back upon his head. Tn society it was almostimpossibleto getat
him : for ke was gencrally the centre of a perfoct galasy of petticonls.
All the prettiest women seemed to fondle and cavess him, and treat
him much as they would a large wax doll ; but when o sang, as ho
did on that particular evening, two of his famous melodies, the « Last,
Rose of Sumemer,” and © OF in the 8tilly Night,” there was a vibration,
a {lutter, ond o tendeney to hysterical emotion instantly pereeptible,
such ps T have never observed in any other nudience except that of
Mr. Robertson in his chapel, at Brighten. I cannot attempt to des-
cribe either tho singing or its eloctrical offect; bub I could perfectly
well undersland the meaning of a story whieh I remomber reading in
“ Memoirs of Sir Jonah Barvington,” of how o certain lady of quality,
hearing the littie man warpling one of his love dities, laid her hand
upon his arm, and said : © For heaven's sake, Moore, stop, stop! this
is not for the good of my soul!” Earl Russell, in his © Bemoirs,”
gays Moore was the most brilliant man he ever met. I suppase he
was right ; but his brillancy wns concealed by a manner which, if you
Aid not know who he wag, would have led to an entivoly different con-
clusion. He was flippant, restless, and seemed never at case exceph
when he was tho centre of observation. Looking al him, T counld ot
for the life of me bring myself Lo believe that this was the individual
who had inspired Byron with the favourite lines :—

“ My boat is on the shore,
Aud myshark is sn the sea ;
But Beforo T go Tom Maare,
Here's a double health to theo.”

Yot there he wns hopping about, whispering pretty nothings into the
ears of Hibernian beauties, and comporting himself much like a little
hoy by let loose fromschool. I could nolonger wondor at the Prince
Regent’s proposal, ot one of the Corlton House hanguets, to put him
into = bunch-bowl, which secured the poet’s lasting rosentment ; but
1 did wonder how he contrived to inspire so many great men with
such an affectionate inverest and rogmrd. Ife was in prodigious re-
quest al that time, I remember, in Dublin, The Murehioness of Nor-
manby used to seud ber carriage to fetch him out for uirings in the
Pheenix Park, and he was continnally receiving invitetions to dine
with the Lord Lieutenant, or Lord Morpeth, thon the Secretary. A
covered car, whicl is & specics of conveyance peenliar to Dubli, used
to fetch him to these enterlaiments, ahout which lLe was constantly
making mistakes ; for instance, going to dine with the Chief Secretary
whon he had been invited to dine with the Liord Lieutenaut, forgetting
the date of the invitation, dropping in on a duy when he was not ex.
pectad, and making all soxts of strange blunders. In all the relations
of private life Mr. Moore’s conduct was unexeeptionable; a botter
husband, & kinder father never existed ; and ke allowed his only
sister, ut whose house I made his noquaintanece, ont of his own slendey
income, sufficient for her comfortable support. But in his children
he was peculisrly unfortunate. Iis elt{Jest son—~for whom, by dint
of great sueritices, he purchased e cornpuny in the English army-—lost
Lis' commission through extravagance, and ‘died at Algeria in the
Fronch eervice. The second lost his health in India, and epme home
to Sloperton to die. His only daughter, while in fhe net of kinsing
her hand to him a3 he was going out to dine at Lord Tansdowre’s
fell over the balusters and was killed, Thus perished all his hopes:

and he died af last in his own honse in the arms in the srms of his
faithful wife, having outlived even his own brilliant intellect.

The visibors to Dublin may see the little grocer's shop where
Moore was born; it is on the right hond side of Augier strect, and is,
I beliove, n grocer’s shop to this day. Ie will see also o statne of
the poet. which I cannot think does him justics, within the closure in,
front of Trinity College. He may read his voluminons prose writings,
and his many poems ; but no one who hay not hewrd the poet sing
them con got the remotest coneeption of the charm of those wonder-
ful melodies, whick, as long as mnsic married to immortal verse hag
power over the mind, raust continue to enchant and delight the world.
They have been translated into every different lamguage. Scrope
Davis, Byron’s friend, wrote thus sbout them :— '

¢ They say, dear Moore, your sohgs are sung-—
Can thig be true, yon lucky man |

At midnight, in the Persian tongue,
Along the strects of Ispahan ™

The writer of this paper in his early life thought those songs per-
feetly malchless.  Age and o tolerably wide experience have not
altered that opinfon. He asked the poet to write him one in his own
hand. Mr, Moore asked which of them he would prefer, and, on
being told the “ Minstrel Boy,” wroto it immediatoly on & sheet of
letter-paper, saying at the time, *“ Woll, I think it is about the best of
‘them.”

Moore's bunds were singularly beautiful, and he was so extremely
carcful about their presevvation from any kind of stain, that be always
wore 0. poir of kid gloves when he wuas writing. In the throes of
comyposition it was s habit te nibble at the end of these until the
tip of ench finger was bitten guite through. These trophies were pre-
served by his sister Bllen with affectionate solicibude, and became the
object of immense competition atong the numerous cirele of her lady
friends. ‘The last time I cver saw the poet he was going inte a hat-
tor's shop—TLecke's, I think—at the foot of St. James' street. I fol-
lowed him to see if he would remember me, and I found him in the
act of having his whito hat brushed by the shopman. He turned
round as he went oub at the door ; pointing westwards, “ Thoy are all
gone,” he said, “every friend I bad in the world ; Tomnlike a stranger
now in o strange land.” Those were the last words I ever heard him
speak, and as ke uttered them the tears came info his eyes. le had
o dazed appesrance at the time, as if his intellectual faculties had
begun o give way—which indeed, I learned afterwards, was really the
case.

Prrcy Boxp, in Belgravia.

IRISH PATRIOTS.
A. DOCUMENT has just fallen into my hands which is specially interest-
ing at the present juncture, when John Mitchel’s clection for Tipperary
Tas veenllod to the English people the discontent which still reigns in
Ireland. During the stormy times of 1848, the enthusiasm of the
members of the Irish Confederation was raised to sueh an extraordinary
pitch that the following pledge was signed by parties whose names are
given below — We, the undersighed, members of Conneil of the
Irish Confederation, pledge ourselves in face of omr country to refrain
from the use of all intoxicating drinks from this day till the legislative
independence of Irelund is established.—Charles Gavan Duffy, John
Mitehel, Chatles Tasfe, T. Devin, Reilly, John Martin, R. D. Williams,
P.J. Sinyth, Thomas Dungan, Patrick John Barey, John Byime, James
Dayle {or Doyle), junjor, John de Conroy Young, Thomas M. Halpin,
secretavy ; . Cartreel, Patrick A. Byrne, James P. Costello, John
Brockeldby Watson, James A. Condon, John Williams, John Kavanagh.
‘Wednesday, 6th April, 1848."

The preliminary few lives were writton by Mr (now 8ir) €. Gavan
Duffy, who was one of the prineipal members of the Irish Confedera-
tion, and it was first tntended o abstain from the use of “all spiritous
liguors from this {ay till the unjon with England shall cease,” butthe
text was ultimately altered as given above. Mr Pntrick John Barry
was not content with the declaration, and in the onthusinsm of the
moment he added the words “for ever” after bhis name. This de-
termination to remain a teetotaler during the whole course of his life
he afterwards rescinded, and the “for ever” was conveniently erased.
from the original docuruent. It is wnnecessary to ndd thab since the
above pledgo was token, Mr Duily (who left Trelond in 1856) has filled
offices of distinetion in Victoria, and was knightod during the Premier-
ship of Mr Gladstone, Mr John Martin and P. J. Smythe are at
present members of the House of Commons, and Mr Mitehel has also
been elected a member.—Dublin Correspondent of Times.

Tea Deivrmng 1w Russra.—A correspondent of the London
“ Daily News’ writing from Nijni Novgorod, says * Tea drinking,
1 have sid, is one of the groatest instatutions in Russin; the ont-
ward and visible gymbol of this institution is the somovar. There
is something almost sacred about ihe somovar in Russia., I
searcely like to talk about it amongst profane things. It ranks with
the gilt images of Greek saints which ave found in the corners of
every room in Russia, and before which the pious believer is never
tired of crossing himself, In the same way, not a household, how-
ever poor, is without a somovar. To make tea in the vulgar faghion
of pouring hoiling water into the teapot, would be to rob it of all
its cheering grace, and to profane the institution. The somovar is
egzentis] to the orthodox practice of tea drinking, and ag the first
word you learn in Russia is < tchai,’ so the first thing which will
strike your eye on arriving there is the sowovar. The somevar is
a large urn made of bronze or brass, with a tube running through-
the centre, into which charcoal is placed. When the tea-hour
axiives (and every hour i3 tea-hour in Russia) the charcoal is
Iighted, rather should I say, like the sacred fire of the Zoroastrians,
is never quenched. Thers it burns in its brazen tube, and the
water boils andibly, and the little china tespot is placed simmer-
ing at the top of the charcoal—although this last is really a
heterodox practice which has crept into the pure religion of tea—

Land in this way cup after cup of the Ruesian nectar is supplied.”



