
Questions – Notes – Considerations 
 
 

Dear Student,  
 
These following pages are questions, notes or considerations for the St. 
Columcille Institute Literature Readings. Use them as you do your readings 
and we can discuss them in class together. Feel free to write your thoughts 
down but that is not required as these are just a guide to provoke thought. 

 
-Professor Hickson 

 



Considerations for “A Sunrise on the Veld”: 
 
1. “Triumphant” in the second paragraph implies a victory, and victory implies a 

conflict; what is the conflict? 
 
 
2. There are several similes associated with the boy; what are they and what do they tell 

us about him?  Note also all the adjectives. 
 
 
3. What is the boy’s name?  Why? 
 
 
4. Note the use of the various senses; what aspect of the story does the profusion of 

sensory imagery emphasize? 
 
 
5. How does the boy view his parents? Himself? 
 
 
6. What is the setting?  Is it important that the location be Africa?  Why? 
 
 
7. Locate the point in the story when everything changes.  What happens?  This is the 

climax.  There are drastic changes on every level: character, mood, imagery, setting.  
Notice as many changes as you can and then connect the climax with the conflict and 
see how it identifies the theme. 

 
 
8. Is there a relationship between the buck and the boy?   
 
 
9. How are the boy and the buck different? 
 
 
10. Why does the author use “defiantly” near the end? 
 
11. Explain the ending. 
 
 
LITERARY TERMS:  Buildings Roman;  peripeteia/reversal; anagnorisis/recognition. 
WORDS TO KNOW:  veld, lintel, fastidious, stoicism 



Questions for “The Young King” 
 
 
1. Wilde once said:  “Ideals are dangerous things.  Realities are better.  They wound, but 

they are better.”  Do you agree?  How does this idea figure into our understanding of the 
story? 

 
 
2. Wilde was one of the famous Aesthetes of the late 19th Century.  Clearly the idea of 

Beauty is central to the meaning of this story.  How is Beauty defined, both at the 
beginning and then at the end of the story? 

 
 
3. Many great writers have agreed with Keats’ quote: “Beauty is truth, truth is beauty,” 

including Aquinas and Dostoevsky.  A recent critic of Wilde’s life and works traces 
through them both “a deep religious sense, a quest for Beauty inherent in a thirst for 
Truth.”  Does this profound search operate in “The Young King”? 

 
 
4. How is this story a “bildungsroman” – a “coming of age” - story? 
 
 
5. What might be the meaning of the narrator’s comment as the young King wanders from 

room to room, “like one who was seeking to find in beauty an anodyne from pain, as sort 
of restoration from sickness.” 

 
 
6. What is meant by the following: “the secrets of art are best learned in secret, and [ ] 

Beauty,  like Wisdom, loves the lonely worshipper.” Do you agree? 
 
 
7. Discuss the significance of the allusions to Adonis and Narcissus. 
 
 
8. Note the diction and syntax of much of the story, such as: “Is not He who made misery 

wiser than thou art?” “And lo! Through the painted windows came the sunlight streaming 
upon him, and the sunbeams wove round him a tissued robe that was fairer than the robe 
that had been fashioned for his pleasure. “How would you describe this diction and why 
does the author choose it? 

 
 
9. What is the implication of the following: “by your pomp we are nurtured, and your vices 

give us bread.  To toil for a master is bitter, but to have no master to toil for is more bitter 
still.  Thinkest thou that the ravens will feed us?  . . .  What hast thou to do with us, and 
what we suffer?” 



Questions to Consider “Bishop Quinn and Lucifer” 
By Taylor Caldwell 

 
1. The frame story involves the conflict between imprisonment and freedom; 

a. In addition to the literal meaning, what is the thematic meaning of this conflict? 
 

b. In addition to the conflict between imprisonment and freedom, what other major conflicts do 
you discern? 

 
 
2. The bishop is described as a holy, self-sacrificial man, who “in his youth was not holy at all, but a 

rowdy sinner.” In what way was he a sinner in his youth? Is he still a sinner? BIG QUESTION: 
What makes him vulnerable to the attack of Lucifer? 

 
 
3. How does the name “mustard” function? 
 
 
4. How should the reader respond to the Bishop’s question on p.438: “Will ye call that a mortal sin?” 
 
 
5. The Bishop quotes from Kipling’s poem “The Recessional” on page 438.  Read the poem (attached) 

and discern how the main exhortation/theme of the poem illuminates a major point of the story. 
 
 
6. What do you make of the “vision of the days to come, . . . so frightful . . . “? 
 
 
7. What are the lies that Lucifer tells?  What are the truths? 
 
 
8. Why does Lucifer hate man so much? 
 
 
9. Discuss the following statements:   

a. The Bishop: “You told me you have loved Him.  How then could you have 
b. rebelled against God and declared yourself His enemy?” (444). 
c. “His grief was beyond all imagination, and perhaps greater than his hatred” (444). 

 
10. Discuss Lucifer’s challenge to the Bishop; he accuses the Bishop of despair, then he says, “You did 

not pray ‘Thy will be done,” You prayed that it would not be done, but that your friends would be 
saved.” 

 
 
11. On pages 446-447, the Bishop recognizes the subtle, powerful temptation presented to him by 

Lucifer.  The narrator then notes that the Bishop is confused and distracted. What does this situation 
suggest about dialoguing with the Devil? 

 
 



12. What is the goal of Lucifer, as stated on page 450? 
 
 
13. Reflect on the Bishop’s thoughts on page 451. He recalls a Cardinal who suggests that there are no 

souls in Hell.  He then posits the possibility that Lucifer “would turn to God again.” 
 
 
14. How does this statement (451) illuminate the meaning of the story:  

• “God forgave, but Lucifer could not.” 
 
 
15. On page 454, Lucifer says, “I feel compassion.”  What do you think? 

• How does this question relate to the statement by Fr. Morgan to the Bishop on page 460 
that it is a “snare” to pity the devil? 

 
 
16. Why does Lucifer laugh at the end? 
 
 
17. Has the bishop compromised? 
 
 
18. Who actually saved the young people? 
 
 
19. On page 440, the narrator says that the Bishop told him the story of his encounter with Lucifer “to 

lift his spirits”; does he succeed? 
 
 
20. Does this story lift our spirits?  At the end, who has won? 
 
 

Does the story in any way suggest the weapon that will counter the Apocalyptic vision?  
 



Questions for “Guests of the Nation” 
 
 
1. Analyze the title; is there irony?  What question does the word “Nation” provoke? 
 
 
2. Do the names of the characters bear significance? 
 
 
3. Compare and contrast the two characters, Belcher and Donovan. 
 
 
4. How does the word “chum” function? 
5. What is the nature and the function of the ongoing argument between Noble and Hawkins in 

relation to the development of plot as well as thematic meaning? 
 
 
6. Ponder the roles of each of the characters: 

 
a. The old woman 

 
 

b. Feeney 
 
 

c. The Narrator 
 
 

d. Donovan 
 
 

e. Noble 
 
 

f. Belcher 
 
 

g. Hawkins 
 
 
7. Underline each use of the word “unforeseen” and discuss its thematic meaning. 
 
 
8. Locate the climax. 
 
 
 



9. Clearly this story examines the nature of DUTY and PERSONAL RESPONSIBILITY; discuss 
 
 
10. What are the main conflicts in the story? 

• One conflict is that between romanticism and realism; how does it operate? 
 
 
11. What is the story saying about WAR? 

 
 

12. Discuss the three very different reactions to executions at the end of the story – that of the Old 
Woman and, Noble, and of the Narrator, Bonaparte.    

 



Questions for “The Father” 
 
 

1. Note the various contrasts in the story. 
 
 

2. What is the significance of Fr. O’Grady’s hat? 
 
 

3. What is the setting of the story, and what role does it play in the conflict? 
 
 

4. The story is riddled with paradoxes; find some and discuss. 
 
 

5. Who is the father? 
 
 

6. What about mothers? 
 
 

7. Consider the significance of the knocking. 
 
 

8. Discuss the two religious artifacts, the crucifix and the statue of Our Lady. 
 
 

9. What does the furniture symbolize? 
 
 

10. How does the motif of rebirth figure in the story?  
 
 

11. Teresa is presented as a contradictory character; how so and why? 
 
 

12. What constitutes Fernandez’s anagnorisis? 
 
 

13. How does Fr. O’Grady function in the story? 
 
 

14. Who is the protagonist? 
 
 
15. Explain “there might be an Indian summer for Teresa’s soul” and relate to the 

overall meaning of the story. 



Notes On Solzhenitsyn 
 
1. from  Joseph Pearce: A Soul in Exhile. 

o According to dissident historian Grigori Pomerants, Christianity began for a million 
Russians with the reading of “Matryona’s House.” 

 
o  The story was condemned in March (1963) by a meeting of Moscow writers for 

failing to educate youth by “positive examples”. It was the task of the writers to lead 
the youth to the bright future, to communism.    

 
o  The story was a spiritual bomb, just as One Day was a psychological bomb. 

 
o  Barabash scoffed at the moral tone in the story, derisively dismissing the concept of 

the righteous woman and efforts to discuss right and wrong in terms other than those 
dictated by dialectical materialism. 

 
o S. chastised for employing the universal approach to concepts of justice, rather than 

the class approach; a socialist-realist artist should handle themes form standpoint of 
the communist view of  the world. 

 
2. from Niels C. Nielsen:  Solzenitsyn’s Religion. 

o Criticized Stalin’s strategy of creating the “captive mind” which seeks to escape from 
the truth; Stalin, in his paranoia manufactured enemies and played God, manipulating 
others. BUT, unlike the passive Westerners who asserted that nothing could be done, 
he did NOT accept a stance of impotence. Saw Western youth as too nihilistic. 

 
o Modern claim to have displaced God is not found in Marxism alone, but also in 

secular life which rejects the idea of mystery of life is to be lived and sees life only as 
a problem to be solved. Modern idea that time (progress) will eventually overcome 
evils, etc.  

 
o “Spirit of Munich” still prevails cowardice and weakness. It is the malady of the will 

of affluent people; it is the chronic state of those who have abandoned themselves to 
the pursuit of prosperity at any price, succumbed to belief that material well-being = 
happiness. They choose retreat and passivity, just so long as their accustomed life can 
be made to last a little longer; put off transition to hardship . . . and tomorrow, maybe 
everything will be better. Courage and victory come only when resolved to make 
sacrifices. 

 
3. from Edward Ericson, Jr.:  Solzhenitsyn – The moral Vision. 

• MALCOLM MUGGERIDGE:  I cannot think of any more worthwhile study for any 
student on any campus today than to go carefully through all the writings and 
discourses of Alexander Solzhenitsyn. . . . I see him as being in the same category as 
one of the holy prophets which have been since the world began; like the great Isaiah, 
he writes and speaks splendid words of encouragement and hope to people in darkness 
and despair.     

• Instead of pleasing the media by saluting the West, he sees Western Man as 
sleepwalking into the selfsame servitude that in the USSR was imposed by force; of his 
own free will, choosing to be enslaved, creating his won consensus or party line, and 



voluntarily subjecting himself to it – his own Gulag.  Man now his own God.  How 
extraordinary that the most powerful and prophetic voice exploding this fantasy 
should come from the heartland of this godlessness and materialism after more than 
60 years of the most intensive and thorough indoctrination in the opposite direction 
ever to be attempted. 

 
4. On the NOBEL LECTURE:   

 art grounded in the objective reality of God’s created order, not in individual’s 
subjectivity. 

 
 artist joyfully acknowledges higher power and joyfully works as a common apprentice 

under Him (rather than becoming the new Creator!). 
 
 Task of art:  to sense more keenly than others the harmony  of the world, the beauty, 

and the outrage of what man has violated. 
 
 Task of artist to select the universal and eternal questions, the secrets of the human 

heart and conscience, the confrontation of life with death, the triumph over spiritual 
sorrow, and the eternal laws of human history. 

 
o the religious outlook sees life as indivisible:  it sees the eternal and the temporal as 

inextricably intertwined, and it does not abandon the world. 
 
o there are not good people and evil people; the line dividing good  and evil is in the 

heart of every man. 
 
o 60million died in the Gulag; Solz. saw not outrage in the West . . . result of 

ethnocentrism.  Called for WORLD WIDE MORAL VALUES and GLOBAL 
CONSCIOUSNESS as well as national distinctiveness. 

 
o Literature can transmit the experience of other nations; just as the unity of mankind 

extends across time and space, literature can  speak from generation to 
generation and nation to nation.  [NB:  Newman] 

 
o “Mankind’s salvation lies exclusively in everyone making everything his business.” 
 
o VANQUISH LIES; ONE WORD OF TRUTH [CHRIST TOO] OUTWEIGHS THE 

WORLD 
 
o Art is loyal to Truth which is grounded in concrete, objective reality. 

 
o “Matryona’s House”: 

 chief protagonist not the bureaucrats, but fellow peasants; Solz. does 
not idealize the rural peasantry. 

 Matryona not “religious”, but intimate with the natural order. 
 Matryona presents the reality that Russia’s spirituality is stunted, but 

not extinct.  It must be cultivated. 



Questions for Considering “Matryona’s House” 
 
A few introductory notes: 
 

• “Matryona’s House” was written in 1959. The events of One Day in the Life of Ivan 
Denisovitch took place approximately 5 years before the events of this story.  In real life, 
Solzhenitsyn met the real “Matryona” 10 years after he was released from the Gulag; the 
narrator of the story has been out of prison for 8 years.  Stalin died in 1953; amnesty was 
thereafter granted to masses of convicts. 

 
• According to dissident historian, Grigori Pomerants, Christianity began for a million Russians 

with the reading of “Matryona’s House.”   
 

• Solzhenitsyn demanded that art be grounded in objective reality and Truth and that the role of 
the artist is to VANQUISH LIES. 

 
 
1. Discover the dominant conflicts and then consider the possibility that the chief antagonists to 

Matryona are not the bureaucrats but her fellow peasants.  If this is the case, what is the dominant 
message of the story? 

 
 
2. A dominant metaphor of the story is the train accident; it relates to the major theme of 

disfigurement and dislocation.  Note the many ways these metaphors operate in the story.  Note 
especially the line: “Two locomotives coupled together  without lights and moving backwards.” 

 
3. What does Matryona’s house symbolize; how does it function in the major theme of disfigurement. 
 
 
4. Note all the kinds and images of disfigurement in the story, including that of language. 
 
 
5. The narrator is clearly seeking escape from the communist world in some kind of pastoral ideal. 

What does he find? 
 
 
6. At one point the narrator tells us that he has reconciled himself with his diet because “Life had 

taught [him] not to find the meaning of everyday life in food.”  This outlook is distinct from that of 
the protagonist of One Day.  What might be the reason for the difference? 

 
 
7. Consider the role of Old Faddei. Note the dark language used to describe him; some critics have 

connected him with a motif of demonism. 
 



 
8. Solzhenitsyn’s use of the railroad accident in his ideological design follows in the tradition of 

Tolstoy and Dostoevsky, both of whom used the railroad to depict the commercial and capitalist 
disfiguration of Russian life.  How does this view differ from the western perspective that might 
see the RR as a means of connection and communication and progress? 

 
 
9. Discuss the narrator’s reflection on the word “good.” 
 
 
10. Describe the character of Matryona and discern her function in the story.  One critic notes the last 

lines of the story and concludes that “Matryona was the only true Christian; in the language of her 
time, the only true communist.”  Do you agree with his judgment? 

 
 
11. Robert Louis Jackson calls Matryona a Russian Icon.  He explains: “the Russian word for image or 

form is obraz, and it carries the implication of the highest beauty; it also stands for “icon”; its 
antithesis is bezobrazie – disfiguration, the monstrous, literally, that which is without form or 
image.”  Jackson continues his interpretation by pointing out that these two moral-aesthetic 
opposites structure the story and invest much of the imagery with their deeper symbolic meaning.  
Do you agree with him? 

 
 
12. Some critics have described the story as a “spiritual bomb”; how might this be so? 
 
 
13. Discuss the following assessment of the story:  The author opens the story with a premonition and 

says, “Only the drivers knew why they had to slow down.   And I too.”  Here the author becomes 
one with the narrator, memory merges with conscience, and history with art.  Thus, on this level of 
art – the creation of moral-aesthetic form – the disparity between the real and the ideal is bridged, 
the disfiguration of history is overcome, suffering is redeemed, and the possibility of moral 
progress in society restored.  Such is the action, Solzhenitsyn insists, of all significant art. 



Questions for “The Judgment of the Sea” 
 
• Note the language of the first paragraph; it is lyrical and employs heavy alliteration. Underline each 

instance of alliteration and determine how this literary device helps to establish a mood and tone at 
the beginning of the story. In addition, the sounds of the first paragraph highlight some of the major 
conflicts and contrast in the story; what are they? 
 
 

2. How do the terms “scapegoat,” “victim soul,” “expiation” “atonement “ figure into thematic meaning 
in the story? 
 
 

3. Note the following about Anne: 
 In what ways does she develop/change? 

 
 
 What does she symbolize? 

 
 

 What conflict(s) operate in her character? 
 
 

 Note that we do not hear Anne speak; we know her by her thoughts and actions; how and why is 
this significant? 

 
 

4. How do the following characters function? 
 
o Budoc 

 
 

o King John 
 
 

o The other women, as a group 
 
 

o The “aged relative” 
 

 
5. What does the Sea symbolize?  Does it change? 

 
 

6. Note the different kinds of “language” referred to . 
 



 
7. Locate the instances of the use of Irony. 

 
 

8. Discuss the “fidelity of love” vs. “the fidelity of hate.” 
 
 

9. Ponder the following: “But after all, Anne could not flower in a strange land; her life was as 
motionless as a shadow.” 
 
 

10. How does the element of “light” operate?  
 
 

11. How does the Queen change? Why?  Compare the peripity and anagnorisis of  the queen to that of 
Anne. 
 
 

12. Discuss the following passage, especially the significance of the italicized words:   
• “Anne felt a piercing grief, a grief of being dragged away for a second time  
• from her harsh but beautiful homeland, - no, rather, from the primitive essence of her own 

deepest being.” 
 

13. On page 145, Anne experiences her “anagnorisis”; can she be seen as a Christ figure? 
 
 

14. Consider the statement on page 129: “the cradle and wave are one.” 
 
 

15. How does the setting illuminate the deeper significance of the story? 

































































































r93 Easter, r9r6 
I have met them at close of day 
Coming with vivid faces 
From counter or desk among grey 
Eighteenth-century houses. 
I have passed with a nod of the head 
Or polite meaningless words, 
Or have lingered awhile and said 
Polite meaningless words, 
And thought before I had done 
Of a mocking tale or a gibe 
To please a companion 
Around the fire at the club, 
Being certain that they and I 
But lived where motley is worn: 
All changed, changed utterly: 
A terrible beauty is born. 

That woman's days were spent 
In ignorant good-will, 
Her nights in argument 
Until her voice grew shrill. 
What voice more sweet than hers 
When, young and beautiful, 
She rode to harriers? 
This man had kept a school 
And rode our winged horse; 
This other his helper and friend 
Was coming into his force; 
He might have won fame in the end, 
So sensitive his nature seemed, 
So daring and sweet his thought. 

This other man I had dreamed 
A drunken, vainglorious lout. 
He had done most bitter wrong 
To some who are near my heart, 
Yet I number him in the song; 
He, too, has resigned his part 
In the casual comedy; 
He, too, has been changed in his turn, 
Transformed utterly: 
A terrible beauty is born. 
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Hearts with one purpose alone 
Through summer and winter seem 
Enchanted to a stone 
To trouble the living stream. 
The horse that comes from the road, 
The rider, the birds that range 
From cloud to tumbling cloud, 
Minute by minute they change; 
A shadow of cloud on the stream 
Changes minute by minute; 
A horse-hoof slides on the brim, 
And a horse plashes within it; 
The long-legged moor-hens dive, 
And hens to moor-cocks call; 
Minute by minute they live: 
The stone's in the midst of all. 

Too long a sacrifice 
Can make a stone of the heart. 
0 when may it suffice? 
That is Heaven's part, our part 
To murmur name upon name, 
As a mother names her child 
When sleep at last has come 
On limbs that had run wild. 
What is it but nightfall? 
No, no, not night but death; 
Was it needless death after all? 

For England may keep faith 
For all that is don~ and said. 
We know their dream; enough 
To know they dreamed and are dead; 
And what if excess of love 
Bewildered them till they died? 
I write it out in a verse -
MacDonagh and MacBride 
And Connolly and Pearse 
Now and in time to be, 
Wherever green is worn, 
Are changed, changed utterly: 
A terrible beauty is born. 

September 25, 1916 
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Cathleen Ni Houlihan 

William Butler Yeats 

1903 

PERSONS IN THE PLAY 

PETER GILLANE. 
MICHAEL GILLANE, his Son, going to be married 
PATRICK GILLANE, a lad of twelve, Michaels Brother. 
BRIDGET GILLANE, Peters Wife. 
DELIA CAHEL, engaged to Michael. 
THE POOR OLD WOMAN. 
Neighbours. 

CATHLEEN NI HOULIHAN 

SCENE: Interior of a cottage close to Killala, in 1798. BRIDGET is standing at a table un
doing a parcel. PETER is sitting at one side of the fire, PATRICK at the other. 

PETER. What is that sound I hear ? 

PATRICK I don't hear anything. [He listens.] I hear it now. It's like cheering. [He goes to 
the window and looks out] I wonder what they are cheering about. I don't see anybody. 

PETER. It might be a hurling. 

PATRICK. There's no hurling to-day. It must be down in the town the cheering is. 

BRIDGET. I suppose the boys must be having some sport of their own. Come over here, 
Peter, and look at Michael's wedding-clothes. 

PETER [shifts his chair to table]. Those are grand clothes, indeed. 

BRIDGET. You hadn't clothes like that when you married me, and no coat to put on 
of a Sunday more than any other day. 

PETER. That is true, indeed. We never thought a son of our own would be wearing a 
suit of that sort for his wedding, or have so good a place to bring a wife to. 

PATRICK [who is still at the window]. There's an old woman coming down the road. I 
don't know is it here she is coming ? 

BRIDGET. It will be a neighbour coming to hear about Michael's wedding. Can you see 
who it is? 

PATRICK I think it is a stranger, but she's not coming to the house. She's turned into the 
gap that goes down where Murteen and his sons are shearing sheep. [He turns towards 
BRIDGET.] Do you remember what Winny of the Cross Roads was saying the other night 
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about the strange woman that goes through the country whatever time there's war or trouble 
coming? 

BRIDGET. Don't be bothering us about Winny's talk, but go and open the door for your 
brother. I hear him coming up the path. 

PETER. I hope he has brought Delia's fortune with him safe, for fear the people might 
go back on the bargain and I after making it. Trouble enough I had making it. 

[PATRICK opens the door and MICHAEL comes in. 

BRIDGET. What kept you, Michael ? We were looking out for you this long time. 

MICHAEL. I went round by the priest's house to bid him be ready to marry us tomorrow. 

BRIDGET. Did he say anything ? 

MICHAEL. He said it was a very nice match, and that he was never better pleased to marry 
any two in his parish than myself and Delia Cahel. 

PETER Have you got the fortune, Michael ? 

MICHAEL. Here it is. 

[MICHAEL puts bag on table and goes av.er and leans against chimney-jamb. 
BRIDGET, who has been all this time examining the clothes, fulling the 
seams and trying the lining of the pockets, etc., puts the clothes on the 
dresser. 

PETER [getting up and taking the bag in his hand and turning out the money]. Yes, I made 
the bargain well for you, Michael. Old John Cahel would sooner have kept a share of this a 
while longer. ' Let me keep the half of it until the first boy is born,' says he. ' You will not,' 
says I. 'Whether there is or is not a boy, the whole hundred pounds must be in Michael's 
hands before he brings your daughter to the house.' The wife spoke to him then, and he gave 
in at the end. 

BRIDGET. You seem well pleased to be handling the money, Peter. 

PETER Indeed, I wish I had had the luck to get a hundred pounds, or twenty pounds 
itself, with the wife I married. 

BRIDGET. Well, ifl didn't bring much I didn't get much. What had you the day I married 
you but a flock of hens and you feeding them, and a few lambs and you driving them to the 
market at Ballina. [She is vexed and bangs a jug on the dresser.] If I brought no fortune I 
worked it out in my bones, laying down the baby, Michael that is standing there now, on a 
stock of straw, while I dug the potatoes, and never asking big dresses or anything but to be 
working. 

PETER That is true, indeed. 
[He pats her arm.] 

BRIDGET. Leave me alone now till I ready the house for the woman that is to come 
into it. 



PETER You are the best woman in Ireland, but money is good, too. [He begins handling 
the money again and sits down.] I never thought to see so much money within my four walls. 
We can do great things now we have it. We can take the ten acres ofland we have the chance 
of since Jamsie Dempsey died, and stock it. We will go to the fair at Ballina to buy the stock. 
Did Delia ask any of the money for her own use, Michael ? 

MICHAEL. She did not, indeed. She did not seem to take much notice of it, or to look 
at it at all. 

BRIDGET. That's no wonder. Why would she look at it when she had yourself to look 
at, a fine, strong young man ? It is proud she must be to get you ; a good steady boy that 
will make use of the money, and not be running through it or spending it on drink like 
another. 

PETER. It's likely Michael himself was not thinking much of the fortune either, but of 
what sort the girl was to look at. 

MICHAEL [coming over towards the table]. Well, you would like a nice comely girl to be 
beside you, and to go walking with you. The fortune only lasts for a while, but the woman 
will be there always. 

PATRICK [turning round.from the window]. They are cheering again down in the town. 
Maybe they are landing horses from Enniscrone. They do be cheering when the horses take 
the water well. 

MICHAEL. There are no horses in it. Where would they be going and no fair at hand ? Go 
down to the town, Patrick, and see what is going on. 

PATRICK [opens the door to go out, but stops for a moment on the threshold]. Will Delia 
remember, do you think, to bring the greyhound pup she promised me when she would be 
coming to the house ? 

MICHAEL. She will surely. 

[PATRICK goes out, leaving the door open. 

PETER It will be Patrick's turn next to be looking for a fortune, but he won't find it so 
easy to get it and he with no place of his own. 

BRIDGET. I do be thinking sometimes, now things are going so well with us, and the 
Cahels such a good back to us in the district, and Delia's own uncle a priest, we might be 
put in the way of making Patrick a priest some day, and he so good at his books. 

PETER Time enough, time enough, you have always your head full of plans, Bridget. 

BRIDGET. We will be well ,able to give him learning, and not to send him tramping the 
country like a poor scholar that lives on charity. 

MICHAEL. They're not done cheering yet. 

[He goes over to the door and stands there for a moment, putting up his hand to 
shade his eyes. 

BRIDGET. Do you see anything ? 

3 



MICHAEL. I see an old woman coming up the path. 

BRIDGET. Who is it, I wonder ? It must be the strange woman Patrick saw a while ago. 

MICHAEL. I don't think it's one of the neighbours anyway, but she has her cloak over her 
face. 

BRIDGET. It might be some poor woman heard we were making ready for the wedding 
and came to look for her share. 

PETER. I may as well put the money out of sight. There is no use leaving it out for 
every stranger to look at. 

[He goes over to a large box in the corner, of ens it and puts the bag in and 
fumbles at the lock. 

MICHAEL. There she is, father ! [An OLD WOMAN passes the window slowly, she looks at 
MICHAEL as she passes.] I'd sooner a stranger not to come to the house the night before my 
wedding. 

BRIDGET. Open the door, Michael ; don't keep the poor woman waiting. 

[The OLD WOMAN comes in. MICHAEL stands aside to make way for her. 

OLD WOMAN. God save all here ! 

PETER. God save you kindly ! 

OLD WOMAN. You have good shelter here. 

PETER. You are welcome to whatever shelter we have. 

BRIDGET. Sit down there by the fire and welcome. 

OLD WOMAN [warming her hands']. There is a hard wind outside. 

[MICHAEL watches her curiously from the door. PETER comes over to the table. 

PETER. Have you travelled far to-day ? 

OLD WOMAN. I have travelled far, very far ; there are few have travelled so far as my
self, and there's many a one that doesn't make me welcome. There was one that had strong 
sons I thought were friends of mine, but they were shearing their sheep, and they wouldn't 
listen to me. 

PETER. It's a pity indeed for any person to have no place of their own. 

OLD WOMAN. That's true for you indeed, and it's long I'm on the roads since I first 
went wandering. 

BRIDGET. It is a wonder you are not worn out with so much wandering. 

OLD WOMAN. Sometimes my feet are tired and my hands are quiet, but there is no quiet 



in my heart. When the people see me quiet, they think old age has come on me and that all 
the stir has gone out of me. But when the trouble is on me I must be talking to my friends. 

BRIDGET. What was it put you wandering ? 

OLD WOMAN. Too many strangers in the house. 

BRIDGET. Indeed you look as if you'd had your share of trouble. 

OLD WOMAN. I have had trouble indeed. 

BRIDGET. What was it put the trouble on you ? 

OLD WOMAN. My land that was taken from me. 

PETER Was it much land they took from you ? 

OLD WOMAN, My four beautiful green fields: 

PETER [aside to BRIDGET]. Do you think could she be the widow Casey that was put 
out of her holding at Kil glass a while ago ? 

BRIDGET. She is not. I saw the widow Casey one time at the market in Ballina, a stout 
fresh woman. 

PETER [to OLD WOMAN]. Did you hear a noise of cheering, and you coming up the hill? 

OLD WOMAN. I thought I heard the noise I used to hear when my friends came to 
visit me. [She begins singing half to herself. 

I will go cry with the woman, 
For yellow-haired Donaugh is dead, 
With a hempen rope for a neckcloth, 
And a white cloth on his head, 

MICHAEL [coming from the door]. What is it that you are singing, ma'am? 

OLD WOMAN. Singing I am about a man I knew one time, yellow-haired Donaugh that 
was hanged in Galway. [She goes on singing, much louder. 

I am come to cry with you, woman, 
My hair is unwound and unbound ; 
I remember him ploughing his field, 
Turning up the red side of the ground, 
And building his barn on the hill 
With the good mortared stone ; 
Oh ! we'd have pulled down the gallows 
Had it happened in Enniscrone l 

MICHAEL. What was it brought him to his death ? 

OLD WOMAN. He died for love of me : many a man has died for love of me. 

PETER [aside to BRIDGET]. Her trouble has put her wits astray. 



MICHAEL. Is it long since that song was made ? Is it long since he got his death ? 

OLD WOMAN. Not long, not long. But there were others that died for love of me a 
long time ago. 

MICHAEL. Were they neighbours of your own, ma'am? 

OLD WOMAN. Come here beside me and I'll tell you about them. [MICHAEL sits down 
beside her at the hearth.] There was a red man of the O'Donells from the north, and a man of 
the O'Sullivans from the south, and there was one Brian that lost his life at Clontarf by the 
sea, and there were a great many in the west, some that died hundreds of years ago, and there 
are some that will die tomorrow. 

MICHAEL. Is it in the west that men will die to-morrow ? 

OLD WOMAN. Come nearer, nearer to me. 

BRIDGET. Is she right, do you think ? Or is she a woman from beyond the world ? 

PETER. She doesn't know well what she's talking about, with the want and the trouble 
she has gone through. 

BRIDGET. The poor thing, we should treat her well. 

PETER. Give her a drink of milk and a bit of the oaten cake. 

BRIDGET. Maybe we should give her something along with that, to bring her on her 
way. A few pence or a shilling itself, and we with so much money in the house. 

PETER. Indeed I'd not begrudge it to her if we had it to spare, but if we go running 
through what we have, we'll soon have to break the hundred pounds, and that would be a 
pity. 

BRIDGET. Shame on you, Peter. Give her the shilling and your blessing with it, or our 
own luck will go from us. ['PETER goes to the box and takes out a shilling. 

BRIDGET [to the OLD WOMAN]. Will you have a drink of milk, ma'am? 

OLD WOMAN. It is not food or drink that I want. 

PETER [offering the shilling.] Here is something for you. ] 

OLD WOMAN. This is not what I want. It is not silver I want. 

PETER. What is it you would be asking for? 

OLD WOMAN. If any one would give me help he must give me himself, he must give 
me all. 

[PETER goes over to the table staring at the shilling in his hand in a bewildered way, and 
stands whispering to BRIDGET. 

MICHAEL. Have you no one to care you in your age, ma'am? 
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OLD WOMAN. I have not. With all the lovers that brought me their love I never set 
out the bed for any. 

MICHAEL. Are you lonely going the roads, ma'am? 

OLD WOMAN. I have my thoughts and I have my hopes. 

MICHAEL. What hopes have you to hold to? 

OLD WOMAN. The hope of getting my beautiful fields back again; the hope of putting the 
strangers out of my house. 

MICHAEL. What way will you do that, ma'am? 

OLD WOMAN. I have good friends that will help me. They are gathering to help me 
now. I am not afraid. If they are put down to-day they will get the upper hand to-morrow. 
[She gets up.] I must be going to meet my friends. They are coming to help me and I must be 
there to welcome them. I must call the neighbours together to welcome them. 

MICHAEL. I will go with you. 

BRIDGET. It is not her friends you have to go and welcome, Michael ; it is the girl com
ing into the house you have to welcome. You have plenty to do, it is food and drink you have 
to bring to the house. The woman that is coming home is not coming with empty hands ; you 
would not have an empty house before her. [To the OLD WOMAN.] Maybe you don't know, 
ma'am, that my son is going to be married to-morrow. 

OLD WOMAN. It is not a man going to his marriage that I look to for help. 

PETER [to Bridget]. Who is she, do you think, at all? 

BRIDGET. You did not tell us your name yet, ma'am. 

OLD WOMAN. Some call me the Poor Old Woman, and there are some that call me 
Cathleen, the daughter of Houlihan. 

PETER. I think I knew some one of that name, once. Who was it, I wonder ? It must have 
been some one I knew when I was a boy. No, no; I remember, I heard it in a song. 

OLD WOMAN [who is standing in the doorway]. 
They are wondering that there were songs made for me ; there have been many songs 
made for me. I heard one on the wind this morning. [.Sings.] 

Do not make a great keening 
When the graves have been dug to-morrow. 
Do not call the white-scarfed riders 
To the burying that shall be to-morrow. 

Do not spread food to call strangers 
To the wakes that shall be to-morrow ; 
Do not give money for prayers 
For the dead that shall die to-morrow ... 
they will have no need of prayers, they will 



have no need of prayers. 

MICHAEL. I do not know what that song means, but tell me something I can do for you. 

PETER. Come over to me, Michael. 

MICHAEL. Hush, father, listen to her. 

OLD WOMAN. It is a hard service they take that help me. Many that are red-cheeked 
now will be pale-cheeked ; many that have been free to walk the hills and the bogs and the 
rushes, will be sent to walk hard streets in far countries ; many a good plan will be broken ; 
many that have gathered money will not stay to spend it ; many a child will be born and there 
will be no father at its christening to give it a name. They that have red cheeks will have pale 
cheeks for my sake, and for all that, they will think they are well paid. 

[She goes out ; her voice is heard outside singing. 

They shall be remembered for ever, 
They shall be alive for ever, 
They shall be speaking for ever, 
The people shall hear them for ever. 

BRIDGET [to PETER]. Look at him, Peter ; he has the look of a man that has got the 
touch. [Raising her voice.] Look here. Michael, at the wedding clothes. Such grand clothes as 
these are l You have a right to fit them on now, it would be a pity to-morrow if they did not 
fit. The boys would be laughing at you. Take them, Michael, and go into the room and fit 
them on. [She puts them on his arm. 

MICHAEL. What wedding are you talking of? What clothes will I be wearing tomorrow ? 

BRIDGET. These are the clothes you are going to wear when you marry Delia Cahel to
morrow. 

MICHAEL. I had forgotten that. 

[He looks at the clothes and turns towards the inner room, but stops at the sound of cheering 
outside. 

PETER. There is the shouting come to our own door. What is it has happened ? 

[NEIGHBOURS come crowding in, PATRICK and DELIA with them. 

PATRICK. There are ships in the Bay ; the French are landing at Killala ! 

[PETER takes his pipe from his mouth and his hat off, and stands up. The clothes slip from 
MICHAEL'S arm. 

DELIA. Michael l [He takes no notice.] Michael! [He turns towards her.] Why do you 
look at me like a stranger ? 

[She drops his arm. BRIDGET goes over towards her. 

PATRICK. The boys are all hurrying down the hillside tojoin the French. 



DELTA. Michael won't be going to join the French. 

BRIDGET [to PETER]. Tell him not to go, Peter. 

PETER. It's no use. He doesn't hear a word we're saying. 

BRIDGET. Try and coax him over to the fire. 

DELIA. Michael, Michael l You won't leave me l You won't join the French, and we going 
to be married l 

[She puts her arms about him, he turns towards her as if about to yield 

OLD WOMAN'S voice outside. 

They shall be speaking for ever, 
The people shall hear them for ever. 

[MICHAEL breaks away from DELIA, stands for a second at the door, then rushes out, 
following the OLD WOMAN'S voice. BRIDGET takes DELIA, who is crying silently, into 
her arms. 

PETER [to PATRICK, laying a hand on his arm]. Did you see an old woman going down 
the path? 

PATRICK. I did not, but I saw a young girl, and she had the walk of a queen. 





W. B.Yeats The Ballad of Father Gilligan 
The old priest Peter Gilligan 
Was weary night and day; 
For half his flock were in their beds 
Or under green sods lay. ' 

Once, while he nodded on a chair 
At the moth-hour of eve, ' 
Another poor man sent for him 
And he began to grieve. ' 

'I have no rest, nor joy, nor peace, 
For people die and die'; 
And after cried he, 'God forgive! 
My body spake, not I!' 

He knelt, and leaning on the chair 
He prayed and fell asleep; 
And the moth-hour went from the fields, 
And stars began to peep. 

They slowly into millions grew, 
And leaves shook in the wind; 
And God covered the world with shade, 
And whispered to mankind. 

Upon the time of sparrow-chirp 
When the moths came once more, 
The old priest Peter Gilligan 
Stood upright on the floor. 

'Mavrone, mavronel the man has died 
While I slept on the chair'; 
He roused his horse out of its sleep, 
And rode with little care. 

He rode now as he never rode, 
By rocky lane and fen; 
The sick man's wife opened the door: 
'Father! you come again!' 

'And is the poor man dead?' he cried. 
'He died an hour ago.' 
The old priest Peter Gilligan 
In grief swayed to and fro. 

'When you were gone, he turned and died 
As merry as a bird.' 
The old priest Peter Gilligan 
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He knelt him at that word. 40 

'He Who hath made the night of stars 
For souls who tire and bleed, 
Sent one of His great angels down 
To help me in my need. 

'He Who is wrapped in purple robes, 
With planets in His care, . 
Had pity on the least of thmgs 
Asleep upon a chair.' 
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356 Under Ben Bulben 

Swear by what the Sages spoke 
Round the Mareotic Lake 
That the Witch of Atlas knew, 
Spoke and set the cocks a-crow. 

Swear by those horsemen, by those women, 
Complexion and form prove superhuman, 
That pale, long visaged company 
That airs an immortality 
Completeness of their passions won; 
Now they ride the wintry dawn 
Where Ben Bulben sets the scene. 

Here's the gist of what they mean. 

II 

Many times man lives and dies 
Between his two eternities, 
That of race and that of soul, 
And ancient Ireland knew it all. 
Whether man dies in his bed 
Or the rifle knocks him dead, 
A brief parting from those dear 
Is the worst man has to fear. 
Though grave-diggers' toil is long, 
Sharp their spades, their muscle strong, 
They but thrust their buried men 
Back in the human mind again . 
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III Flowers and grass and cloudless sky 

You that Mitchel's prayer have heard 
; I Resemble forms that are, or seem 

'Send war in our time, 0 Lord!' When sleepers wake and yet still dream, 

Know that when all words are said And when it's vanished still declare, 60 

And a man is fighting mad, With only bed and bedstead there, 

Something drops from eyes long blind That Heavens had opened. 

He completes his partial mind, 30 r Gyres run on; 
For an instant stands at ease, When that greater dream had gone 
Laughs aloud, his heart at peace, Calvert and Wilson, Blake and Claude 
Even the wisest man grows tense Prepared a rest for the people of God, 
With some sort of violence Palmer's phrase, but after that 
Before he can accomplish fate ' Confusion fell upon our thought. 
Know his work or choose his mate. 

v 

IV Irish poets learn your trade 
Poet and sculptor do the work Sing whatever is well made, 
Nor let the modish painter shirk Scorn the sort now growing up 70 
What his great forefathers did, ;: All out of shape from toe to top, 
Bring the soul of man to God, 40 \ Their unremembering hearts and heads 

~: 

Make him fill the cradles right. ,, Base-born products of base beds. 
1 

Measurement began our might: 
Sing the peasantry, and then 
Hard-riding country gentlemen, 

Forms a stark Egyptian thought, The holiness of monks, and after 
Forms that gentler Phidias wrought. Porter-drinkers' randy laughter; 
Michael Angelo left a proof Sing the lords and ladies gay 
On the Sistine Chapel roof, That were beaten into the day 
Where but half-awakened Adam Through seven heroic centuries; So 
Can disturb globe-trotting Madam Cast your mind on other days 
Till her bowels are in heat, 

(,. 

That we in coming days may be 
Proof that there's a purpose set 50 Still the indomitable Irishry. 
Before the secret working mind: 
Profane perfection of mankind. VI 

Quattrocento put in paint, -f Under bare Ben Bulben's head 
On backgrounds for a God or Saint, In Drumcliff churchyard Yeats is laid, 
Gardens where a soul's at ease; An ancestor was rector there 
Where everything that meets the eye Long years ago; a church stands near, 
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Hard-riding country gentlemen, 

Forms a stark Egyptian thought, The holiness of monks, and after 
Forms that gentler Phidias wrought. Porter-drinkers' randy laughter; 
Michael Angelo left a proof Sing the lords and ladies gay 
On the Sistine Chapel roof, That were beaten into the clay 
Where but half-awakened Adam Through seven heroic centuries; 80 
Can disturb globe-trotting Madam Cast your mind on other days 
Till her bowels are in heat, That we in coming days may be 
Proof that there's a purpose set 50 Still the indomitable Irishry. 
Before the secret working mind: 
Profane perfection of mankind. 
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By the road an ancient Cross. 
No marble, no conventional phrase, 
On limestone quarried near the spot 
By his command these words are cut: 

Cast a cold eye 
On life, on death. 
Horseman, pass by! 

go 

Three Songs to the One Burden 

The Roaring Tinker if you like, 
But Mannion is my name, 
And I beat up the common sort 
And think it is no shame. 
The common breeds the common, 
A lout begets a lout, 
So when I take on half a score 
I knock their heads about. 

From mountain to mountain ride the fierce horsemen. 

All Mannions come from Manannan, 
Though rich on every shore 
He never lay behind four walls 
He had such character, 
Nor ever made an iron red 
Nor soldered pot or pan; 
His roaring and his ranting 
Best please a wandering man. 

From mountain to mountain ride the fierce horsemen. 

Could Crazy Jane put off old age 
And ranting time renew, 
Could that old god rise up again 
We'd drink a can or two, 
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And out and lay our leadership 
On country and on town, 
Throw likely couples into bed 
And knock the others down. 

From mountain to mountain ride the fierce horsemen. 

II 

My name is Henry Middleton 
I have a small demesne, 
A small forgotten house that's set 
On a storm-bitten green, 
I scrub its floors and make my bed, 
I cook and change my plate, 
The Post and Garden-boy alone 
Have keys to my old gate. 

From mountain to mountain ride the fierce horsemen. 

Though I have locked my gate on them 
I pity all the young, 
I know what devil's trade they learn 
From those they live among, 
Their drink, their pitch and toss by day, 
Their robbery by night; 
The wisdom of the people's gone, 
How can the young go straight? 

From mountain to mountain ride the fierce horsemen. 

When every Sunday afternoon 
On the Green Lands I walk 
And wear a coat in fashion, 
Memories of the talk 
Of hen wives and of queer old men 
Brace me and make me strong; 
There's not a pilot on the perch 
Knows I have lived so long. 

From mountain to mountain ride the fierce horsemen. 
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Caryll Houselander 

THE FATHER 

. "Your heavenly Father knows well-what 
your needs are before you ask him." 
(Matt. 6.8) 

Father O'Grady had an old hat 
which promised to compete some day with Father Malone's and 
could be aptly described as a battle hat. There were rare days in his 
life, when this hat was worn lightly, almost jauntily-some of those 
early days, for example, when the rumour of Father Malone's 
sanctity was whispered as if by the breath of the Spirit, when canoni
zation seemed as easy and certain as an untrained talent. Days when 
Riverside was blue and white, her skies painted 'by Fra Angelico, her 
streets dappled with pale gold. But more often Father O'Grady 
jammed on his hat, and on occasions, when a fight was indicated, he 
rammed it on. For he was all too well aware that his wrestling was 
indeed with "the power of evil in high places." Sometimes, eer
tainly, the places were only moderately high; he had now and then 
surprised it in the offices of the County Council or at the Town Hall; 
but usually it was in higher, subtler, more mysterious places than 
that. He had met this spirit of evil, for example, draped in cobwebs, 

F.tom The Dry Wood by Caryl! Houselander. Copyright 1947 by Sheed and 
Ward, Inc. Used by permission of Miss Houselander and the publishers. 
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in the towers of certain pious ladies' minds; he had come across it, 
like a blind bat, trapped in a cloister; and today he knew that he 
was going out to storm it in the proud, outraged spirit of Francisco 
Fernandez. 

The hat was well down over his eyes, his jaw was set, the ag
gressive character of ~ resolution proved the task hateful to him; 
but for days, ever since his call on Solly Lee, he had been haunted by 
the thought of Carmel. What would become of her? She would not 
remain with Solly Lee, of that Father O'Grady was certain. But 
would Fernandez take her back? And if so, would he open his heart 
to her? And if not, would the bitterness of her life be more than she 
could endure? the frost too bitter and hard for his shorn lamb? 

He knocked gently, and waited. There was a sudden, complete 
stillness within; it was not like the inevitable wait at his own presby
tery door, which at all events produced no effect at all on those in
side, and was filled by reassuring sounds, footsteps passing the door, 
tuneless snatches of hymn-singing, suggesting at least utter indiffer
ence, cheerful detachment from the presence on the doorstep, per
haps unawareness of it, but not hostility. The pause on Fernandez' 
doorstep was hostile. It was vibrant with the· tension of a listening 
presence, the stiffening and antagonism of someone inside, someone 
dose and hostile and bristling, who felt the knock as an invasion, an 
attempt to slfatter a brittle shell of solitude, . which had been built 
painfully with numbed fingers, round grief like a sensitive nerve 
that could not tolerate exposure. 

Father O'Grady knocked again, a knock which he knew fell like a 
blow· on the mind of the listener inside, but even by its gentleness 
proclaimed a patience which could not ultimately be refused. 

The door was opened, not by Fernandez, but by his sister, Teresa, 
who had kept house for him since Carmel's mother had died in 
giving her birth. Teresa was a monumental woman, her hair, though 
she was past middle age, black as a raven's wing, her face smooth, 
unlined, olive-coloured, handsome, and as hard and immobile as a ,. 
face of wood. In such a face, with its deeply set eyes, slightly mascu-
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line nose, tall, intelligent brow, and heavy chin, one expected a 
thin-lipped, unsensuous mouth, and was faintly shocked to find a foll 
Sensual mouth, which should have been mobile, which should have 
been beautiful, full of warm words and laughter and song, but was, 
in fact, compressed and rigid, and spoke of a degree of cruelty to self 
which could hardly. have been maintained without equal cruelty to 

everything that was sensuous, amorous and gay. 
Her greeting was respectful but hardly audible. Father O'Grady 

felt certain that she admitted him only because he was a prie~t, and a 
priest cannot be refused admittance to a Spanish household; her de
votion to her brother shared his wounds, and pride that is wounded 
is unreasoning and fierce in self-defence. She bowed him in to the 
parlour where Francisco Fernandez was waiting and left them alone 
together. 

The resemblance between brother and sister was striking, the 
same handsome, sensuous, affiicted face, looking thror .:;!i the same 
mask of indomitable pride; the same revealing and disconcerting 
mouth, but in his case partly hidden by a fantastically long black 
moustache. 

The room was the right setting for the man. It was poor, but with 
the poverty of worn-out grandeur, faded splendour, beauty worn 
threadbare, poverty with a grand air of tragedy, in contrast to the 
noisy, swarming generous poverty of Riverside generally, with its 
sharing, its humility, its laughter and its frankness. 

The furniture was too big for the room and too much. It was op
pressive, and spoke silently of larger, more spacious rooms, of 
greater expanse of light and wider skies, of more space even for 
human thought and human passion. It was old furniture, ornately 
carved in dark wood and polished by the constant touch of centuries 
of caressing, poss_essive hands. It was, however, wanting in comfort. 
There was no sofa, not a cushion, nowhere to relax. Behind Fernan
dez' dark handsome head hung a crucifix which was surely an heir
loom, and which to keep, and not to sell, the several last generations 
of the Fernandez' must have suffered many privations. It was made 

The Father· 259 

in ivory, .tllellowed to the colour of pale honey, and painted from 
head to foot with drops of blood, each drop inset with a tiny garnet. 
The loincloth was inlaid with flowers of gold metal, and shaped like 
a little petticoat, falling from the waist to the knees. The face had 
nothing of the mysterious joy of immolation, visible on many old 
English and even many Spanish crucifixes; the emphasis of a terrible 
beauty stressed only the torment of the suffering man-God. 

In a corner on a . bracket and covered by a glass case was a wax 
· statue of Our Lady. This had a florid loveliness of its own, though it 
was more like a little lady doll than the Engli5h conception of what 
an object of piety should be, and was clothed in a dress of blue silk, 
and a tiny, lace veil. 

Between the crucifix and the statue hung a startling row of photo
graphs, startling because they were faded and drab and Victorian in 
character, and yet from those faded faces, an almost arrogant quality 
of life stared out. The family likeness was stamped on each one of 
them, and most of all upon the women: the grandmother, so clearly 
the arch-grand-matriarch; the mother; the many daughters, several 
of whom had surely died young as nuns: all wore the seal, that hard, 
noble piety which, though the fact is quite inexplicable, so fre
quently stamps the features with a subtle but unmistakable resem
blance to a horse. 

"You wish to see me, Father?" It was Fernandez who spoke first. 
"I do indeed; I am wondering how you are getting on. It's a long 

time since you have come along to serve my Mass now, Francisco, 
and you used to come daily. Indeed I never see you in the church at 
all, except right at the back, at Sunday Mass, and--oh well, what's 
the use of a priest beating about the bush? It isn't natural to a man 
as devout as you are to keep away from devotions that have been his 
life-long habit. You are doing it to avoid people, isn't that the 
truth?" 

Fernandez' face set harder, and when he spoke, he spoke as if his
mouth was stiff from a blow. 

"It is possible, ·Father, that I prefer to keep to myself." 
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"Your sister is never at evening service either. She used to come 
.daily. It is a bad thing for women, not to enjoy the sweetness of 
Benediction,'' 

"I do not wish her to be exposed to the gossip of the parish. It is 
my wish that she goes among people as little as possible now.'' 

"Because of your child?" Father O'Grady saw that, though Fer
nandez did not move a muscle, the direct question was like the lash 
.of a whip. He was like a man who will take the lash without crying 
out, but without resignation. 

"I have no child." 
"Fernandez, do not let pride shut your door, and lock your heart 

against everyone. Suppose, that your child tame back and asked your 
.forgiveness?" 

'T cannot forgive.'' 
The answer fell like a blow on the priest's heart. He realized the 

hard set of the man's mould as never before, and as he sat pondering 
his next sentence, and praying inwardly to the Little Flower to give 
him some right and tactful words to speak, the memory of l,armel's 
First Communion came to him-the austere loveliness of that morn
ing, the church transformed into a paradise of children in love; a 
very small, fragile child, with little delicate bones like a bird, and 
large dark eyes, .resembling, he had thought, an exquisite little mon
key in a bridal dress; himself, a young priest, new to the parish then, 
shaken with the beauty of the thrust of the green leaf into the light. . 
He remembered now, how the Sister,of Mercy who had prepared the 
First Communicants, had shocked him a little: how he was faintly 
shocked then, because he was young, by what she said, and painfully 
shocked now, because he was older, by the truth of what she said: 
'The little Spanish girl is a problem, Father, and a worry. She is a 
lot too pious; she does not know how to play or enjoy herself; 
brought up like a little Nun, she is. I sometimes feel I would like 
to turn that sanctimonious old father of hers over my knee and spank 
him, and that aunt, who-God forgive me for saying so-looks as 
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if she had swallowed the poker. They give the child everything but 
love, and love is the one thing she needs." 

"Has it never occurred to you," said Father O'Grady out loud, 
"that you have some little share in the responsibility of what she has 
done? You-you have been very severe, Fernandez; perhaps there 
was too little love in the child's life?" 

"Love!" Fernandez started as if he had been touched by a red-hot 
coal. "Love! I cared for her as the apple of my eye. My sister too-
though her heart is in Spain-she has stayed here all these years to 
train up the child. I took her to church before she could walk. I 
denied myself everything humanly possible, that she should be well
fed, well-clothed, and well-educated. Is it not love to care for her 
soul, for her eternal happiness?" 

"Of course. But did she have any fun, any little treats or luxu
ries?" 

Fernandez looked incredulous and made no answer. 
"And later on--<lid she go out a bit, to dances? Had she any 

young men friends?" 
"Young men--dances! Father, is it a priest of God asking me? 

How could I allow her to mix with the young men here, Protestants. 
or worse, or to dance in the low-down places on the wharfs? She be
longed to the Children of Mary, she attended their socials; such 
things as the cinema, I forbade.'' 

"And did you ever bring her a bunch of flowers, or buy her a 
pretty dress yourself, or make her an iced cake for her birthday-you 
or your sister?" • 

"Can I afford flowers? I am a poor man. And was I, her father, t<> 
encourage her in vanity? As to her birthday, it is also the anniversary 
of her mother's death. I cannot forget that.'' 

"Poor little Carmel. You know, Fernandez, even in the slums, 
flowers grow wild, on ash heaps." 

He paused, and then again: "I think that soon the child will 
come and ask you to forgive her. I know how you suffer, man; I to<> 
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am a father, I bleed for every child of my flock. A priest, Fernandez, 
is a father who must lear!l his fatherhood from God, because it is his 
privilege to be the instrument of God's forgiveness." 

Suddenly Fernandez spoke with passion: "I cannot forgive. She 
has sinned against me, her father, yes. But she has sinned also against 
the memory of her mother, she has sinned against the dead-" it 
seemed as he went on as if each word was acid on his tongue, like 
drops of some bitter medicine- "She has sinned against all the 
women of the Fernandez family. There has never before--b~fore 
my child-been a woman of my line who was not chaste and holY.. 
We lost everything-money, position, even the suh of Spain-but 
not this one thing, the honour, the integrity, of our family. Here, in 
England, I kept aloof. I did not lower myself to mix with those who 
cannot understand the honour of a Spanish woman. I kept my child 
apart-as I believed, safe--and she has dishonoured my name; she 
has stained the name I gave to her mother. Yes, she has violated the 
dead. She has brought shame upon the women of my line, my 
mother, my grandmother, my sisters~ She is bitter to me, my humilia
tion-my shame--" 

Suddenly his voice broke, distressingly, ludicrously, like the voice 
of an adolescent boy, and his shoulders drooped. Father O'Grady 
waited. He saw that the tension was breaking down. Until now pride 
b.ad sealed his mouth, and it had hardened over his heart, like the 
crust ofa scar, closing up a wound before the poison has bled out of 
it. Father O'Grady knew that unless the wound in a man's heart 
bleeds, his soul will perish. He waited, saying nothing, bleeding 
himself, offering his own sense of futility, offering Fernandez' grief, 
in himself, to God. He saw now that pride in his family was the 
man's crucifixion; anq now his heart had fallen, it had fallen like a 
red fruit from the family tree, shaken down by a girl's wanton hand, 
to be trodden into the dust of the streets of Riverside. 

It was nearly dark in the room, and easy to imagine that the row 
of faded photographs of the equine-faced women of the Fernandez' 
were no longer photographs but living women, whose presence 

j 

The Father 263 

caused the walls to expand, and vast arches and vaults of twilight to 
open above them: imperious women, walking in the pride of virtue 
in days that are no more, in cathedrals that are far away; women 
with full and rustling silken skirts, mantillas like heavy fountain 
falls of black lace, eyes like onyx and short, cruel, gemmed hands, 
through which their rosary beads passed incessantly; walking from 
the shadows of the cathedrals to sun-baked quays, the little stone 
walls at the water's edge hot to the palm of the hand, the ships, 
moored beside them, galleons with crowding sails, painted .figure
heads, and decks of earth-red cedar wood. 

The splendour faded, the gems slipped from their fingers, the 
rustling silk changed to coarse cloth, the hands reddened and hard
ened, the cathedral dwindled to the homely vulgarity of the church 
on Riverside, the sails of the lovely ships melted with the light that 
shone upon them and faded. Instead of them, came the little tramp 
steamers and banana boats from Spain, stout, and panting, and 
grimy, against grey water and grey skies. The women of the Fernan
dez' had nothing left but this one thing, their passion of purity, 
white, hot, like a lily of burning fire, that burnt a terrible, purga
torial flame within them. And Carmel Fernandez had scattered those 
white petals on the pavements of Riverside. 

Once again Father O'Grady said, "You must forgive her if she 
comes." 

"If she comes-" the father's voice was low and husky now
"But_,..will she come?" 

"Yes, she will come. Listen, Fernandez. when she comes, you 
must begin again; not only Carmel, but you too, must begin again. 
You must learn your fatherhood new~ from the Eternal Father, 
from God. You know, nearly every day in this big parish, the priest 
is sent for to minister to someone who is dying. He longs to make 
them understand before it is too late to comfort them, that they are 
going to a loving Father, who waits with open arms, longing to for
give all the folly, and weakness, and sin of this world. But it is not so 
easy, for it is not the poor words that the priest can whisper into their 
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ears, when they are already almost beyond hearing, that form their 
idea of God, on whidi their dying happily or unhappily depends. It 
is their earthly father, who has formed that idea long ago. You see, 
Fernandez, to a small child, the father is God. Christ taught us to 
think of God as Father, and He gives us our father to show God to 
us. How can a poor priest, years after, make a soul realize that God 
is a loving Father, if the idea of Father to him, is severity, justice, but 
no love?" 

He stopped and looked at Fernandez' face, but he had not moved, 
he was sitting with bowed head and his eyes half closed, listening. So 
Father O'Grady went on: • 

"God does not just give His children necessities. You have read 
the Sermon on the Mount. He clothes His children, but He is inter
ested in clothing each one beautifully, like the lilies of the field. He 
feeds them, and is their food. But even Himself as . food, is given in 
loveliness, the goldenness of wheat, the whiteness of bread. He does 
not only give our needs; He is extravagant, almost profligate, in 
love. Yes, Fernandez, look at the millions of stars, look at the leaves, 
at the grass, at the daisies, and look at all the countless millions of 
seeds, wasted, that one take root to be a tree for us! You see, Fer
nandez, all creation is only one thing, a father clothing and feer''.J.1g, 
delighting his child, and saying again and again in everything, 'I am . 
your Father, I love you!' " 

There was a long silence. Father O'Grady sat gripping his old 
battle hat, and feeling that he had made a failure of his visit. He had 
said too much, the wrong things, and done no good. He offered up 
his failure for Fernandez. 

When Fernandez spoke again, he repeated, "It is very hard to 

forgive." 
"It is not against you that the child has sinned, it is against'God. 

And you, too-all of us-have sinned against God." 
"Yet-it is hard to· forgive." 
"It is much easier to forgive, if first we ask to be forgiven." 
The door opened, and Teresa Fernandez came in with a tray of 
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tea. They both stopped speaking when she came in, and she too was. 
silent. Father O'Grady watched her arranging the tea things on the 
table. He noticed the blup.tness of her fingers, and that whenever a 
knife went a tiny bit crooked, she stopped to put it perfectly straight 
again. She set only two places, and when she had poured out two 
cups of tea, made to take her leave. 

"Are you not taking a cup of tea with us?" asked Father O'Grady. 
"I do not wish to intrude, Father." 
"But of course; we want your company." 
"Stay, Teresa," said Fernandez. She sat down. 
"It is cruel weather," said the priest. She looked up quietly, al

most gratefully. In her mind, it was verging on rebellion against the 
will of God to mention the English weather at all; it was a relief, 
therefore, to hear a priest complain of it. 

"The fogs are very trying, particularly to Spaniards," she said. 
'You must long for the sun of Spain." 
Teresa answered, in a tone that suggested that to long for any

thing was faintly indecent. "I do not allow myself to think of it," 
she said, "since, after all, it is the will of God that I am here." 

"But what makes you so sure that it is the will of God?" 
"My duty is here." 
"You mean your brother?" 
"Certainly, and-" 
"And?" 
"Carmel-my niece." Her voice was low and hard. 
"But Carmel is grown up, she could look after her father now." 
Teresa looked amazed and affronted. "But, Father. You know-" 
"Yes, I know. But I also know the mercy of Almighty God, and 

the power of prayer, and that she will come back." 
"But evens~" 
Father O'Grady saw that the conversation was running into a cul

de-sac; it must be changed quickly if he was not to defeat his own 

end. 
"Have you any brothers, in Spain?" 
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"Oh yes, Father, three who are married, and one who is a priest." 
"A priest. How very interesting-a great honour too, a priest in 

the family. Is he in Madrid?" 
"No, poor boy. He has a little parish in the country. I ought not to 

call him a boy, though. It is not from motives of irreverance, but he 
is many years younger than we are, and it is difficult to think of him 
as no longer a child. His health too is weak." 

"That is because he has worked too hard," said Fernandez, as if 
weak health were a fault that required an .excuse. 

'Yes," Teresa supported her brother, "he works too hard for his 
frail constitution. Not all Spaniards do so I fear. But he! Ah, poor · 
b I" oy. 

She raised her hands, and for the first time smiled, showing a row 
of large, powerful teeth. After all, it seemed, there was a spark of 
tenderness left in her, which the memory of this brother and his 
weak health roused. 

Father O'Grady was quick to see his advantage, and Francisco 
unconsciously prompted him. "He never did know how to look after 
himself," he said, "and since our mother died, no doubt the case is far 
worse. 

"Well now," said Father O'Grady triumphantly to Teresa, "has it 
not entered your head that Almighty God might be asking you, nc .v 
that your duty here is ended, to go and look after that poor priest 
brother?" 

Teresa set down her cup and folded her hands as if to give her 
whole .:ttentiori. to this new idea. Her face was quite eager now, it 
had come to life, and a round pink spot burnt into each sallow 
cheek. 

"Do you really think that, Father?" 
"Think it! Why it seems to me as plain as pie crust." 
"He has a housekeeper," she said doubtfully. 
"Ah, but that is not like a sister." 
Father O'Grady glanced at Francisco, and he thought, just for a 
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flash, that he detected an expression of eager supplication in the 
man's eyes. 

"That is so, isn't it, Francisco?" he asked, and he added: "And you, 
you would I am sure, if your daughter looked after you for a time, 
make the sacrifice of letting your sister go, for the sake of your 
priest brother's ministry." 

Francisco answered, a little too eagerly, "Yes. It would be a big 
wrench, but if it is, as you say, God's will-and of course I see what 
you mean, Father, about our brother's priestly work." • 

"Well now. That's settled," said Father O'Grady. "And I will 
make enquiries about the journey tomorrow, for war may be on us 
any time now, and that will make travelling much more difficult." 

"Oh, but what will Francisco do if war comes here? Perhaps I had 
better stay with him until it is over. Oh dear, it is a hard thing to de
cide." 

But Father O'Grady had made up his mind, and his resolution was 
sustained by two considerations. One, that perhaps in Spain, where 
everything is a stronger colour-even virtue-there might be a kind 
of Indian Summer for Teresa's soul. The other, that even if the frail 
younger brother was not so pleased as one might reasonably hope he 
would be, with the arrangement that was being made for him, 
Teresa's presence would certainly give him the opportunity to sanc
tify his· soul. · 

"Hesitation," he said firmly, "is one of the devil's trump cards. I 
will help you with the arrangements tomorrow." 

The round pink spots in Teresa's cheeks had burnt now to a dark 
wild rose colour, and she was smiling. Father O'Grady knew that he 
had won. She was thinking of the young priest whom she could not 
help remembering as a child, who would never kick over the traces, 
who had poor health, and would always need her. Still smiling, she 
collected the crockery on to her tray, and left them alone again. 

"Now," said Father O'Grady to Fernandez, "don't you see the 
finger of God in the way things happen? your sister having to go 
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back to Spain-it's really very obvious! Don't shut your door on 
your happiness; it's ajar, Francisco, open it wide." 

He picked up the old hat again and said goodbye. 
Alone again, Fernandez sat motionless for a long time. He was 

trying to recall moments in Carmel's childhood, when he had re
joiced in her, when he had laughed with her, given her little gifts, 
held her on his knee-and he had no memories. Suddenly he knew 
that he wanted her to come back, to ask to be .forgiven. He wanted to 
break through the torment of his pride, to forgive, to learn to laugh, 
to enjoy life, to delight in his child. 

Father O'Grady's words kept repeating themselves in his mind:· 
"It is much easier to forgive, if first we ask to be forgiven." He got 

up and went over to . the little wax madonna in the glass case . ..He 
lifted the case off and gently set the tiny tin crown straight on the 
miniature head. 

bur Lady looked very young, very gay, in thatsombre room, with 
. her full blue skirt, her tin crown, her lace veil and her child, clothed 

in a minute chasuble, as stiff as a board with its crusting of glass 
· jewellery, laughing in her arms. 

Fernandez opened the parlour door, looked down the passage, and 
listened. He heard a faint clatter of pots from the kitchen, and knew 
that Teresa was busy preparing supper. He would not be disturbed. 

He closed the door and knelt down before the young mother · nd 
her laughing child. 
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AN AGNOSTIC BARRISTER, a friend of the Houselander family at 
Brighton, England, influenced her mother to bring up the author and 
her sister as Catholics. Later the mother also entered the Church but 
no other member of the family did. Nor did the barrister whom 
Miss Houselander later described as "a magnificent classical 
scholar . . . (who) so admired the Catholic Church that he Iongel' 
to he a Catholic," but was never given the gift of faith. Miss House
lander was educated at the French Convent of Our Lady of Com- . 
pa5sion in Olton, Warwickshire, and at the Convent of the Holy 
Child, St. Leonard's, Sussex. Her devotional hook on the Virgin 
Mary, The Reed of God, was published in 1944, and a book similar 
in objective, The Flowering Tree, in 1945. In that year she worked 
in an advertising office on layouts in which she exercised the same 
skill that has shown in the many books she has illustrated. These 
include New Six O'Clock Saints by Joan Windham and A Retreat 
with St. Ignatius in Pictures for Children, by Geoffrey Bliss, S.J. · 
However she prefers carving to painting and ha5 begun a parallel 

career carving crucifixes for a Belgian firm. Her books include This 
War b the Passion (1943) and The Dry Wood (1947). She also 
collaborated with Maisie Wa,rd in 1941 on This Burning Heat. 
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Sean O'Faolain 

THE FUR COAT 

When Maguire became Parlia
mentary Secretary to the Minister for Roads and Railways his wife 
wound her arms around his neck, lifted herself on her toes, gazed 

into his eyes and said, adoringly, 
"Now, Paddy, I must have a fur coat." 
"Of course, of course, me dear;" Maguire cried, holding her out 

from him admiringly; for she was a handsome little woman still, in 
spite of the greying hair and the first hint of a stoop. "Get two fur 
coats! Switzers will give us any amount of tick from now on." 

Molly sat back into her chair with her fingers clasped between her 

knees and said, chidingly, 
"You zhink I'm extravagant!" 
"Indeed then I do not. We've had some thin times together and it's 

about time we had a bit of comfort in our old age. I'd like to see my 
wife in a fur coat. I'd love to see my wife take a shine out of some of 
those straps in Grafton Street-painted jades that never lifted a 
finger for God or man, not to as much as mention the word Ireland. 
By all means get a fur coat. Go down to Switzers to-morrow morn
ing," he cried with all the innocence of a warm-hearted, inexperi
enced man, "and order the best fur coat that money can buy." 

From Ths M1111 Who Invented Sin by Sean O'Faolain. Reprinted by permission 
of The De•in-Adair Company, publishers. 

100 

· 1 

The Fur Coat 101 

Molly Maguire looked at him with affection and irritation. The 
years had polished her hard-politics, revolution, husband in and 
out of prison, children reared with the help of relatives and Prison
ers' Dependents' Funds. You could see the years on her fingertips, 
too pink, too coarse, and in her diamond-bright eyes. 

"Paddy, you big fool, do you know what you'd pay for a mink 
coat? Not to mention a sable? And not as much as to whisper the 
word broadtail?" 

"Say a hundred quid," said Paddy, manfully. "What's a hundred 
quid? I'll be handling millions of public money from now on. I have 
to think big." 

She replied in her warm Limerick sing-song; sedately and proudly 
as befitted a woman who had often, in her father's country store, 
handled thousands of pound-notes. 

"Do you know, Paddy Maguire, what a really bang-up fur coat 
could cost you? It could cost you a thousand guineas, and more." 

"One thousand guineas? For a coat? Sure, that's a whole year's 
salary." 

"It is." 
Paddy drew into himself. "And," he said, in a cautious voice, "is 

that the kind of coat you had in mind?" 
She laughed, satisfied at having taken him off his perch. 
"Yerrah, not at all. I thought I might pick up a nice little coat for, 

maybe, thirty or forty, or at the outside, fifty quid. Would that be 
too much?" 

"Go down to Switzers in the morning and bring it home on your 

back." 
But, even there, she thought she detected a touch of the bravo, as 

if he was still feeling himself a great fellow. She let it pass. She said 
she might have a look around. There was no hurry. She did not 
bring up the matter again for quite fifteen minutes. 

"Paddy! About that fur coat. I sincerely hope you don't think I'm 
being vulgar?" 

"How could you be vulgar?" 
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"Oh, sort of nouveau riche. I don't want a fur coat for show-off." 
She leaned forward eagerly. "Do you know the reason why I want a 
fur coat?" 

"To keep you warm. What else?" 
"Oh, well, that too, I suppose, yes," she agreed shortly. "But you 

must realise that from this on we'll be getting asked out to parties 
and receptions and so forth. And-well-I haven't a rag to wear!" 

"I see," Paddy agreed; but she knew that he did not see. 
"Look," she explained, "what I want is something I can wear any 

old time. I don't want a fur coat for grandeur." (This very scorn
fully.) "I want to be able to throw it on and go off and be as well
dressed as anybody. You see, you can wear any old thing under a fur 
coat." 

"That sounds a good idea." He considered . the matter as judi
ciously as if he were considering a memorandum for a projected by
pass. She leaned back, contented, with the air of a woman who has 
successfully laid her conscience to rest. 

Then he spoiled it all by asking, "But, tell me, what do all the 
women do who haven't fur coats?" 

"They dress." 
"Dress? Don't ye all dress?" 
"Paddy, don't be silly. They think of nothing else but dress. I have 

no time for clressing. I'm a busy housewife and, anyway, dressing 
costs a lot of money." (Here she caught a flicker in his eye which 
obviously meant that forty quid isn't to be sniffed at either.) "I mean 
they have costumes that cost twenty-five pounds. Half a dozen of 
'em. They spend a lot of time and thought over it. They live for it. If 
you were married to one of 'em you'd soon know what it means to 
dress. The beauty of a fur coat is that you can just throw it on and 
you're as good as the best of them." 

"Well, that's fine! Get the ould coat." 
He was evidently no longer enthusiastic. A fur coat, he had 

learned, is not a grand thing-it is just a useful thing. He drew his 
brief-case towards him. There was that pier down in Kerry to be 
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looked at. "Mind you," he added, "it'd be nice and warm, too. Keep 
you from getting a cold." 

"Oh, grand, yes, naturally, cosy, yes, all that, yes, yes!" 
And she crash<;!d out and banged the door after her and put the 

children to bed as if she were throwing sacks of turf into a cellar. 
When she came back he was poring over maps and specifications. 
She began to patch one of the boy's pyjamas. After a while she held 
it up and looked at it in despair. She let it sink into her lap and 
looked at the pile of mending beside her. 

"I suppose when I'm dead and gone they'll invent plastic pyjamas 
that you can wash with a dish-cloth and mend with a lump of glue." 

She looked into the heart of the turf-fire. A dozen pyjamas 
underwear for the whole house . 

"Paddy!" 
"Huh?" 
"The last thing that I want anybody to start thinking is that I, by 

any possible chance, could be getting grand notions." 
She watched him hopefully. He was lost in his plans. 
"I can assure you, Paddy, that I loathe--I simply loathe all this 

modern show-off." 
"That's right." 
"Those wives that think they haven't climbed the social ladder un

til they've got a fur coat!" 
He grunted at the map of the pier. 
"Because I don't care what you or anybody else says, Paddy, there 

is something vulgar about a fur coat. There's no shape to them. 
Especially musquash. What I was thinking of was black Indian 
lamb. Of course, the real thing would be ocelot. But they' re much 
too dear, The real ones. And I wouldn't be seen dead in an imita
tion ocelot." 

He glance<I sideways from the table. "You seem to know a lot 
about fur." He leaned back and smiled benevolently. "I never knew 
you were hankering all this time after a fur coat." 

"Who said I'm hankering! I am not. What do you mean? Don't 
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be silly. I just want something decent to wear when we go out ·to a 
show, or to wear over a dance-frock, that's all. What do you mean
hankering?" 

"Well, what's wrong with that thing you have with the fur on 
the sleeves? The shiny thing with the what-do-you-call-'ems-se
quins is it?" 

"That! Do you mean that? For Heaven's sak; don't be talking 
about what you don't know anything about. I've had that for four
teen years. It's like something me grandmother wore at her own 
funeral." 

He laughed. "You used to like it." 
"Of course, I liked it when I got it. Honestly, Paddy Maguire, 

there are times when ... " 
"Sorry, sorry, sorry. I was only trying to be helpful. How much is 

an ocelot?" 
"Eighty-five or ninety-at the least." 
"Well, why not?" · 
"Paddy, tell me honestly. Honestly, now! Do yo_u seriously think 

that I could put eighty-five· pounds on my back?" 
With his pencil Maguire frugally drew a line on the map, reduc

ing the pier by five yards, and wondered would the County Surveyor 
let him get away with it. 

"Well, the question is will you be satisfied with the Indian lamb? 
What colour did you say it is? Black? That's a very queer lamb." 

Irritably he rubbed out the line. The wretched thing would be too 
shallow at low water if he cut five yards off it. 

"It's dyed. You could get it brown too," she cried. "You could 
get all sorts of lamb. Broadtail is the fur of unborn Persian lambs." 

That woke him up: the good farmer stock in him was shocked. 
"Unborn lambs," he cried; "do you mean to say that they ... " 
"Yes, isn't it awful? Honest to Heaven, Paddy, anyone that'd 

wear broadtail ought to be put in prison. Paddy, I've made up my 
mind. I just couldn't buy a fur coat. I just won't buy it. That's the end 
of it." 
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She picked up the pyjamas again and looked at them with moist 
eyes. He turned to devote his full attention to her problem. 

"Molly, darling, I'm afraid I don't understand what you're after. I 
mean, do you or do you not want a fur coat? I mean, supposing you 
didn't buy a fur coat, what else could you do?" 

"Just exactly what do you mean?"-very coldly. 
"I mean, it isn't apparently necessary that you should buy a fur 

coat. I mean, not if you don't really want to. There must be some 
other way of dressing besides fur coats? If you have a scunner 
against fur coats, why not buy something else just as good? There's 
hundreds of millions of other women in the world and they all 
haven't fur coats." 
- "I've told you before that they dress! And I've no time to dress. 

I've explained all that to you." 
Maguire got up. He put his back to the fire, his hands behind him, 

a judicial look on him. He addressed the room. 
"All the Qther women in the world can't all have time to dress. 

There must be some way out of it. For example, next month there'll 
be a garden party up at the President's house. How many of all 
these women will be wearing fur coats?" He addressed the arm~ 

chair. "Has Mrs. de Valera time to dress?" He turned and leaned 
over the turf-basket. "Has Mrs. General Mulcahy time to dress? 
There's ways and means of doing everything." (He shot a quick 
glance at the map of the pier; you could always knock a couple of 
feet off the width of it.) "After all, you've told me yourself that you 
could purchase a black costume for twenty-five guineas. Is that or is 
that not a fact? Very well then," triumphantly, "why not buy a 
black costume for twenty-five guineas?" 

"Because, you big fathead, I'd have to have shoes and a blouse 
and h_at and glOves and a fur and a purse and everything to match it, 
and I'd spend far more in the heel of the hunt, and I haven't time 
for that sort of thing and I'd have to have two or three costumes
Heaven above, I can't appear day after day in the same old rig, can . 
I?" 
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"Good! Good! That's settled. Now, the question is: shall we or 
shall we not purchase a fur coat? Now! What is to be said for a 
fur coat?" He marked off the points on.his fingers. "Number one. It 
is warm. Number two. It will keep you from getting cold. Number 
three ... " 

Molly jumped up, let a scream out of her and hurle~ the basket 
of mending at him. 

"Stop it! I told you I don't want a fur coat! And you don't want 
me to get a fur coat! You're too mean, that's what it is! And like all 

. I 

the Irish, you have the peasant streak in you. You're all alike, every 
bloody wan of ye. Keep your rotten fur coat. I never wanted it . . ." 

And she ran from the room sobbing with fury and disappoint
ment. 

"Mean?" gasped Maguire to himself. "To think that anybody 
could say that I . . . Mean!" 

She burst open the door to sob, 
"I'll go to the garden party in a · mackintosh. And I hope that'll 

satisfy you!" and ran out again. 
He sat .m,iserably at his table, cold with anger. He murmured the 

hateful word over and over, and wondered could there be any truth 
in it. He added ten yards to the pier. He reduced the ten to five, and 
then, seeing what he had done, swept the whole thing off the table. 

It took .them three days to make it up. She had hit him below the 
belt and they both knew it. On the fourth morning she found a 
cheque for a hundred and fifty pounds on her dressing-table. For a 
moment her heart leaped. The next moment it died in her. She went 
down and put her arms about his neck and laid the cheque, tom in 
four, into his hand. 

'Tm sorry, Paddy," she begged, crying like a kid. "You're not 
mean. You never were. It's me that's mean." 

"You! Mean?" he said, fondly holding her in his arms. 
"No, I'm not mean. It's not that. I just haven't the heart, Paddy. 

It was knocked out of me donkeys' years ago." He looked at her 
sadly. "You know what I'm trying to say?" 

.\ 
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He nodded. But she saw that he didn't. She was not sure that she 
knew herself. He took a deep, resolving breath, held her out from 
him by the shoulders, and looked her straight in the eyes. "Molly. 
Tell me the truth. You want this coat?" 

"I do. 0, God, I do!" 
"Then go out and buy it." 
"I couldn't, Paddy. I just couldn't." 
He looked at her for a long time. Then he asked, 
"Why?" 
She looked straight at him, and shaking her head sadly, she said in 

a little sobbing voice, 
"I don't know." 



MO CHRAOIBHÍN CNO. * 
A Sword of Light hath pierced the dark, our eyes have seen the Star: 
Oh Eire, leave the ways of sleep now days of promise are: 
The rusty spears upon your walls are stirring to and fro, 
In dreams they front uplifted shields–Then wake, 
 Mo Chraoibhin Cno! 

The little waves creep whispering where sedges fold you in, 
And round you are the barrows of your buried kith and kin; 
Oh! famine-wasted, fever-burnt, they faded like the snow 
Or set their hearts to meet the steel–for you, 
 Mo Chraoibhin Cno! 

Their names are blest, their caoine sung; our bitter tears are dried; 
We bury Sorrow in their graves, Patience we cast aside; 
Within the gloom we hear a voice that once was ours to know– 
'Tis Freedom–Freedom calling loud; Arise! 
 Mo Chraoibhin Cno! 

Afar beyond that empty sea, on many a battle-place, 
Your sons have stretched brave hands to Death before the foeman's face– 
Down the sad silence of your rest their war-notes faintly blow, 
And bear an echo of your name–of yours, 
 Mo Chraoibhin Cno! 

Then wake, a grádh! We yet shall win a gold crown for your head, 
Strong wine to make a royal feast–the white wine and the red– 
And in your oaken mether the yellow mead shall flow 
What day you rise, in all men's eyes–a Queen, 
 Mo Chraoibhin Cno! 

The silver speech our fathers knew shall once again be heard; 
The fire-lit story, crooning song, sweeter than lilt of bird; 
Your quicken-tree shall break in flower, its ruddy fruit shall glow, 
And the Gentle People dance beneath its shade– 
 Mo Chraoibhin Cno! 

There shall be peace and plenty–the kindly open door; 
Blessings on all who come and go–the prosperous or the poor– 
The misty glens and purple hills a fairer tint shall show, 
When your splendid Sun shall ride the skies again– 
 Mo Chraoibhin Cno!     [Page 9]  
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PÁISTÍN FIONN. 
O, Páistín Fionn, but it vexed her sore, 
The day you turned from your mother's door 
For the wide gray sea, and the strife and din 
That lie beyond, where the ships go in. 

There was always peace in the little town– 
The kindly neighbours went up and down, 
With a word to you, and a word to me, 
And a helping hand where need might be. 

The sheltering hills and the rainbow skies, 
Set the dreams alight in your boyish eyes, 
And the shrill sweet singing from every brake 
Stirred in your heart a restless ache. 

So you left our glens, and our fishful streams, 
To follow the lure of your boyish dreams: 
Through the lonely cities you wander long, 
Far from the moors and the blackbird's song. 

Has the world been good to you, Páistín Fionn 
Has the yellow gold that you sought to win 
Been worth the toil and the danger dared? 
Has plenty blessed you and sorrow spared? 

Your mother sits in the dusk alone, 
And croons old songs in an undertone, 
Old cradle-songs that your childhood knew, 
When her folding arms made a world for you. 

Her sad heart, loving and hoping on, 
Awaits your footsteps from dark to dawn– 
The thin cheeks paler and paler grow, 
With hunger for you as the hours drift slow. 

Then, Páistín Fionn, come back, come back– 
A homebound bird o'er the glancing track; 
The door is open–the hearth is red– 
And our love is calling you, Dear Fair Head. 
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GLEN MOYLENA. 
All the Summer for our loving, with the soft wind in the wheat! 
  Ah! but Autumn brought disaster, speeding far on deadly feet. 
We two kept our tryst that eve; how you clasped me, loth to leave 
  Though the pikemen sought their chief in Glen Moylena. 
 
"Ere I go to meet my doom, Love, one kiss–the best and last. 
  Sweet wet eyes, oh, vex me not with haunting memories of the past. 
Make me brave for death; I pray, since I tread a sterner way 
  Than the woodbine-scented paths of Glen Moylena. 
 
To the wise moon gleams of steel flashed defiance from the shade, 
  Round the hill the red-coats toiled, plunder laden, unafraid; 
Then the horror of the meeting, pike and pike sprang out in greeting– 
  (Sleep in peace, ye pallid ghosts of Glen Moylena). 
 
"This for Eileen, yellow-haired, this for dear and dark-eyed Maeve, 
  This for altar overthrown, this for desecrated grave, 
Strong and swift for hunger dire, withered mother, murdered sire"– 
  Red the heart's-blood tinged each pike in Glen Moylena. 
 
Fighting through the startled night, fighting while the shy dawn peeps 
  On stark forms upon the sward; green and red in ghastly heaps; 
Hand to hand in desperate strife, fighting for your country's life, 
  Fighting till ye lost the day in Glen Moylena. 
 
Since you came not, stor mo chroidhe, through the gloom I wandered far: 
  High above in heaven trembled here and there a frightened star, 
I could here the sleuth-hounds bay, tracking sure their bleeding prey, 
  Hear the cry of spear-tossed babes in Glen Moylena. 
 
In those awful hours, while Death reaped for harvest Ireland's best, 
  By the thorn-crowned rath I stole, where some old king takes his rest, 
Kindly angels mourned with me, when beneath our trysting-tree, 
  Cold and wan I found you, love, in Glen Moylena. 
 
Brave in life, brave in death, in the foremost ranks you fell, 
  With the torn green banner draped round the heart that loved it well, 
Staring with your dead grey eyes to the pitiful wet skies, 
  Saddest day of all the days in Glen Moylena! 
 
There's a quiet dell, unknown save to Love and me alone, 
  Where the Springtime enters first, and where Summer holds her throne; 
Where I kneel at eve and weep tears that never thrill your sleep, 
  Only keep your grave-grass green in Glen Moylena.   [Page 33]  



THE BROWN WIND OF CONNAUGHT. 
The brown wind of Connaught– 
  Across the bogland blown, 
(The brown wind of Connaught ), 
  Turns my heart to a stone; 
For it cries my name at twilight, 
  And cries it at the noon– 
O, Mairgread Bán! O, Mairgread Bán! 
  Just like a fairy tune. 

The brown wind of Connaught, 
  When Dermot came to woo, 
(The brown wind of Connaught ), 
  It heard his whispers too; 
And while my wheel goes whirring, 
  It taps on my window-pane, 
Till I open wide to the Dead outside, 
  And the sea-salt misty rain. 

The Brown wind of Connaught 
  With women wailed one day 
(The brown wind of Connaught ), 
  For a wreck in Galway Bay; 
And many the dark-faced fishers 
  That gathered their nets in fear, 
But one sank straight to the Ghostly Gate– 
  And he was my Dermot Dear. 

The brown wind of Connaught 
  Still keening in the dawn, 
(The brown wind of Connaught ), 
  For my true love long gone. 
Oh, cold green wave of danger, 
  Drift him a restful sleep 
O'er his young black head on its lowly bed, 
  While his weary wake I keep. 

  



OUR ROAD. 
Here is the road that you must climb with me,  
This road that winds between the hill and sea,  
And leads to where our quiet home shall be. 

Love waits us there–not proud, nor kingly clad,  
Oh! just a little joyous country lad,  
With tender wiles to make our tired hearts glad. 

No barbéd arrow doth he hold for us– 
But outstretched hands, divine and generous. 
Would all sad wayfarers were welcomed thus! 

The world hath tortured–yet immense our gain  
To find enduring peace around us twain,  
I, weary of my wanderings, you of your disdain. 

[Page 50]  

  



BRIAN BOY MAGEE. 
(A. D. 1641.) 

I am Brian Boy Magee–  
My father was Eoghain Bán–  
I was wakened from happy dreams  
By the shouts of my startled clan;  
And I saw through the leaping glare  
That marked where our homestead stood,  
My mother swing by her hair–  
And my brothers lie in their blood. 

In the creepy cold of the night  
The pitiless wolves came down–  
Scotch troops from that Castle grim  
Guarding Knockfergus Town  
And they hacked and lashed and hewed  
With musket and rope and sword,  
Till my murdered kin lay thick  
In pools by the Slaughter Ford. 

I fought by my father's side,  
And when we were fighting sore  
We saw a line of their steel  
With our shrieking women before;  
The red-coats drove them on  
To the verge of the Gobbins gray,  
Hurried them–God! the sight! 
As the sea foamed up for its prey. 

Oh, tall were the Gobbins cliffs,  
And sharp were the rocks, my woe!  
And tender the limbs that met  
Such terrible death below;  
Mother and babe and maid  
They clutched at the empty air,  
With eyeballs widened in fright,  
That hour of despair. 

(Sleep soft in your heaving bed,  
O little fair love of my heart!  
The bitter oath I have sworn  
Shall be of my life a part;  

And for every piteous prayer  
You prayed on your way to die,  
May I hear an enemy plead  
While I laugh and deny.) 

In the dawn that was gold and red,  
Ay, red as the blood-choked stream,  
I crept to the perilous brink–  
Great Christ! was the night a dream?  
In all the Island of Gloom  
I only had life that day–  
Death covered the green hill-sides,  
And tossed in the Bay. 

I have vowed by the pride of my sires–  
By my mother's wandering ghost–  
By my kinsfolk's shattered bones  
Hurled on the cruel coast–  
By the sweet dead face of my love,  
And the wound in her gentle breast–  
To follow that murderous band,  
A sleuth-hound who knows no rest. 

I shall go to Phelim O'Neill  
With my sorrowful tale, and crave  
A blue-bright blade of Spain,  
In the ranks of his soldiers brave.  
And God grant me the strength to wield  
That shining avenger well–  
When the Gael shall sweep his foe  
Through the yawning gates of Hell. 

I am Brian Boy Magee!  
And my creed is a creed of hate;  
Love, Peace, I have cast aside–  
But Vengeance, Vengeance I wait!  
Till I pay back the four-fold debt  
For the horrors I witnessed there,  
When my brothers moaned in their blood,  
And my mother swung by her hair. 
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DONAL MAC SEAGHAIN NA MALLACHT. 
(Donal Mac Shan of the Curses took the garrison of Liscallaghan, October 23rd, 1641.) 

"Donal Mac Seaghain Na Mallacht  
Sign the cross on your lips and breast  
Before you go into the battle  
Where, maybe, you'll find your rest. 

"And sign it on brow of blackness:  
Loved vein of my heart, my son,  
That the bitter hate may leave you,  
And the bitter words be done. 

"For a grief is ever with me–  
Dark sorrow without shine–  
That Donal Mac Seaghain of the Curses  
Should be name on son of mine." 

He took the hands of his mother  
And answered in gentle wise  
Though his face was a cloud of anger,  
And a quenchless flame his eyes. 

"For you I have only loving  
Who nursed me upon your knee:  
Yet, O Mother, you cannot sweeten  
The sights that to-day I see. 

[Page 56]  

"I look on our smoking valleys,  
I gaze on our wasted lands,  

I stand by our grass-grown thresholds  
And curse their ruffian hands. 

"I curse them in dark and daylight–  
I curse them the hours between  
The grey dawn and shadowy night time,  
For the sights my eyes have seen. 

"I curse them awake or sleeping,  
I curse them alive or dead,  
And, O Christ! that my words were embers  
To fall on each Saxon head. 

"They have swept my land with their fury,  
It is burnt where their feet have passed:  
It is blighted, dishonoured, lowly  
In the track of the poisonous blast. 

"But Eoghan, God shield him, gathers  
The tall spears of the Gael–  
And Donal Mac Seaghain Na Mallacht  
Goes foremost to win or fail. 

"Then stay me not of my curses–  
When mountain and fair green glen  
Are free as the Lord God meant them,  
I shall pray at your bidding then." 

 

  



MY PRAYER. 
Set your love before me as a shield! 
  That, whistling by, the shadowy, wounding spear 
    Of the world's hate may seek my heart in vain, 
  Where on your breast it nestles–half in fear 
    Of the divine sweet silence round us twain– 
Set your love before me as a shield! 

Set your love before me as a light! 
    A candle tall; so shall I, weak, prevail 
  O'er Darkness; pass beyond all venomed things 
    Into the endless Dawn, gold-starred, rose-pale, 
  And murmurous with whirring silver wings– 
Set your love before me as a light! 

Set your love before me as a cloud! 
  A cloud of rainbow mist, where Grief discerns 
    The radiant face of Joy, and groweth glad: 
  And Joy, remembering how God's Angel turns 
    The Wheel of Life, hath pity for the sad– 
Set your love before me as a cloud! 

[Page 79]  

Set your love about me as a sea! 
  Encompassing–whose white and cooling wave 
    Brings peace–or should at times your soul desire, 
  To prove my spirit's fervour, then I crave 
    Love's baptism in deeps of strengthening fire– 
Set your love about me as a sea! 

Set your love upon me as a prayer! 
    A benison so softly breathed that none 
  But God and you and I the words may guess– 
    Whisper it down the quiet, Dearest One, 
  The while I reach my lips for your caress– 
Set your love upon me as a prayer! 
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