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stable Josepli Sproule in amazement. “Isn't

vy it just as I said”—*‘open Sesame?’’

“Go, turn 'em back,”’ said Acting-Con-
stable Finucane, [aintly.

“That's an intelligent fellow,”’ Murty Ma-
grath remarked, when Joe Sproule had star-
-%d off to drive the three lean pigs out of a
ploughed field, the gate of which had yielded

to a push of the black one’s nose. “He read
Ali Baba and the Forty Thieves. The police
are nearly aii reading men now, and us a
vonsequence are more wide-awake and up to
everything, and capable of performing their
duties. The police are a most useful and
intelligent body of men.”
(To be econtinued.)

[RISH READINGS

(Edited by A. M. Svrnrvas, M.P., and T. D. SviLivan, M.P)

THE LANGUAGE AND SONGS OF IRELAND.
(By Thomas Sexton, M.P.)

The following speech was delivered by
Mr. Sexton, M.1>,, at a complimentary con-
cert=of -Irish music given in the Round
Room of the Retunda, Dublin, on February
9, 1884, in recognition of the efforts made
by Mr. John O'Donnell, a well known Dub-
lin musician, to popularise the national sorps
of Ireland:-~

I'am here this evening, not only to enjoy

~with you this feast of lvish music, but also,
as a member of the ecouneil of the Gaelic
Union, to give thanks to a distinguished
Irish artist for the aid which he gave to
our particular purposes by his recent con-
_certs here. I have also to express my sense
of the kindness of the chief magistrate in
graeing this occasion with his presence, and
I wish to thank you, ladies and gentlemen,
for having assembled here to-night to give
practical support and aid to one of the most

\oxcellent and deserving Irish artists of our

\%y. We, members of the Gaelic Union, feel
that in our efforts to foster and preserve the
ancient tongue of Treland we command the
general sympathy of the public. Tt would,
indeed, he strange, when such ecfforts are
made 1o preserve those ruins of the past—
the churches, the raths, the towers—which
arg mere mute and dead memorials, if we
should neglect to foster that ancient tongue
which is the most interesting, the most elo-
quent, the most precious relic that has been
borne down to us along the heavily freighted
stream of time. We shonld beware lest we
incur the contempt that deservedly falls upon
a race that is ignorant or careless of the
past of its own fathers. And jt is an observa-
tion verified by history and by human ex-
perience that when a race is thus carcless and
thus ignorant of its own past it has but a
sorry prospect for the future. We look
around us, and we find in Wales the ancient
Gaclic cultivated and spoken by the most
fastidious classes in society. We find in

Scotland the olden tongue still the care of -

the learned and the wise. Wo find in Fng-
Tand learned societies devoting themselves
to preserve the records of the ernde dialeots
of Chancer's day, and even of earlier times.
And shall it he said that while in every
other country iutelligent efforts are being

tongnes we in Treland neglect a language
which is the relignary of the legends that
come down to us from the dawn of civilised
history, which is the living medium of "those
traditions which fill ws with a sense of our

distinctive existence as a people, the langu-
age which holds those exquisite fragments of
song that crystallise for us the aspects of
our ancient life, and represent with a mar-
vellous fidelity the lights and shades of cur
history and of the temperament of our
people? It may he said that life is now
s0 much a matter of hurry and of hard
labor that when a language has passed out
of the sphere of active literature, and passed
in a great degree from the daily uses of life,
people have no time to study and to acquire
the knowledge of that which could not be
turned to practical account. The force of
the argument will depend upon the disposi-
tion of the mind to which it is applied, But,
whatever may be its foree, it cannot be said
that any of the difficulties which stand in
the way of the study of the Irish language
impede the study of our native musie. It is
as easy to learn to sing an Irish melody as
it is to indulge in the imbecilities of Ttalian
opera or the inanities'of English song. If
the ancient tongue is the voice of our race,
the native music is its spirit. Qur music is
the picture of the nature of our people. In
its mixture of gloom and gaiety, in its mar-
tial tone and sweet note of sorrow, it is a
picture unsurpassed, perhaps unequalled, in
fidelity, of the nature of a people formed for
a full and hearty enjoyment of life, but sad-
dened by misfortune and by wrong—a people
who, in spite of all the evils of their Iot,
have preserved to the present day that fas-
cinating cheerfulness and that tender feeling
which attract the regard of even the most
unsympathetic stranger. Had we been a
prosperous and powerful race gur natjonal
music might be as'tame and uninspiriting as
that of other nations which I could name,
bug our national music has thriven and flour-
ished in misfortune, and it is more dear to
us because it is the child of persecution. The
noblest and most inspiring airs which thrill
the TIrish heart come down to us, _not from
the distant days of an independent Ireland,
but.from that penal era when the Itish min-
strel was hunted like a beast of prey. 1
think, moreover, I may say there is not in
the world a more exquisite union of thrilling
thought- and of fascinating sound than in
the Melodies of Moore. And Moore made as
keen a remark as it is possible to make on
the subject of music, and showed his deep
sense of the faet that music is a language
more universal than words, that music
touches depths of feeling which language can-

not reach, that it is, indeed, a language which
needs no interpretation or comment, when he
sald of his own Melodies that one of their
claims to favor and to fame was that his
poetry sympathised with thé music, I have
no fear, no doubt, as to the futurs of
Irish music becanse I feel from what
my own heart tells me that there
is no cne in this hall over whom some parii-
cular Irish melody has not a special and al-
most a magical power through its connec-
tion in his mind with some bygone time or
with some deep emotion. You heard a few
moments since that charming melody, “'Oft
in the Stilly Night.”
good many years, and I remember a certain
day when, with a body of the best loved
friends of my life, T went on an excursoin
to the demesne of Woodstoek, in the Co.

Kilkenny—a region doubly charming because - - |

it is as lovely a spot as can be found even
in -our lovely Ireland, and Wecause it was
the home of Mrs. Tighe, a lady who shed the
light of genius upon that romantic scene. 1
remember that the day was a lovely Sum-
mer’s day. The scene, as I have said, was
beautiful. Youth and friendship and high
spirits completed the enjoyment of the oe-
casion, and I remember that as the evening
closed and the soft light of the moon fell on
the bread stream along which our boats were
moving, someone sang “Oft in the Sally
Night.”” Later incidents of my life lave
faded from my memory, but whenever I hear
the song I think of the friends who sur-
rounded me that day. Some have passed out
of the world, and as to others, though they
are all still alive, their ways of life and
mine are sundered. And when I hear these
words:

When I remember all the friends long linked

together,

then,

Fond memory brings the light of other days
around me—

and I think of the exquisite taste with which
Moore wedded the charming words of “Oft
in the Stilly Night" to the thrilling air
which is in itself the very soul of pathetic
and tender recollection.

flourish in Ireland by the force of its own
inherent charm, and I can imagine no better
hope for it than that it may always com-
mand the services of interpreters as gifted
as those who have charmed us here to-night.

0

FAREWELL.
(By A. M. Suruvan))
Sail Dbravely on, thou gallant barque,
Across the Western sea;
And safely gnard the precious freight
Thou bear'st away from me.
8ail on, nor heed the frowning skies,
Nor angry wave nor wind;
Nor reck the grief of aching hearts
Thou leavest here behind,

Keep well thy watch, O seaman bold,
Out o'er the rushing prow;

Nor glimpse of land, nor guiding light,
Can aid thy vision now.
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It carries me back a -

1 conclude by say-
ing that Irish music will always live and




