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MYSTICS
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. Wlen one ventures inte the domain of literary criti-
eisin a grave risk is incurred by the intruder. It is not
a free domain by any 'means, but privileged critic and
chserver in the present case meet disarmed, for the at-
mosphere is congenial to both. Both love Carleton despite
his blunders, and they love him because of the peasant
that is in him. His foolish errors, due to his unfortunate
perversion, can be condoned for the sake of that truth
and love of the Irish sod and people that welled up from
his preat heart. His heart was sound at the core however
much his earlier work was bartered for mcrcenary ends.
I think, lilke many others, he lived to regret much of what
he had written under stress of actual misery.

1 have induced myself to venture this paper as a
result of the able motes on Carleton that appeared in a
recent number of the Tablet; and also because 1 read him
again and again when the world was a flower parden to
me, and my portion of it, an Irish hamlet, the fairest
corner in that garden. I put Carleton away with a zreat
love in my heart for Ireland, and the men awd women of
the Irish countryside. He opened my eyes to the beauty,
sterling worth, and tragic scenes around e, aud to-day
though I am an exile, and *‘not so young as 1 used to be,”
I can still tura with avidity to that most beautiful of
Irish romances—I1Uilly Reilly and His Dear (loleen Bawn.

Three immoertals—Carleton, Yeats, and Connolly,—
focussed the attentien of the Tablet's literary éritic.
Certain portions of their works were briefly reviewed or
criticised. My remarks are complementary, supplemen-
tary, and concisely controversial, and 1 have heen encour-
aged to essay the task as a close student of all three.
Otherwise I should not allow myself to linger in a domain
that I would Ve happier in meekly surveving. .

There is a certain literary relationship—strange as
it may seem—hetween Carleton and Yeats. Between either
of them and Connolly there is no affinity. Connolly is a
new, strange light, whether fixed or meteoric has yet to
be discovered. (Carleton and Yeats are literary lumin-
aries. My remarks in the present paper are confined to
them and their influence on the Celtic Renaissance.

With most of the criticism bestowed on Carleton one
must agree, though his errors were the result of misery
and perversion and cannot be traced to any latent hos-
tility. Priests are not disembodied spirits: they are hu-
mans, and those of us who think and feel at all should
bhe thankful to God many of them are so human. One of
the most charming and simple priests it has heen my luck
to meet was preecisely one such individual that a Carleton
or Pat MceGill might ““fix on,”” and hold up to the scorn
of mankind, while sacrilegious renegades such as Renan,
McCabe, and some others receive the plaudits and lanrels
of the moh, the so-called intellectuals, and even posterity
as well. It seems to me that the reason for this is: one
continues in obedience despite his human frailties, and
the others, in addition to their frailties, rebel, become a
law unto themselves, and dangerous heacons to lure the
evil and foolish of heart toward the rocks of perdition.
However, one can forgive Carleton a great deal: his was
a splendid personality. He, more than Davis or any of
the writers of the Natfion, saved the early nineteenth-
century from the sweeping indictment of ‘‘stage Irishism.”
Because of this, and for that Irish wholesomeness to be
found in his pages, he merits a niche in the temple that
enshrines the fathers of the Celtic Renaissance. Such a
position has not been accorded him regardiess of the
fact that lis inspiration was drawn from the fountain-
heads of truth—the soil and the people. At present he
stands a mneglected champion at the crossings of Anglo-
Irish literature, but a champion nevertheless. One cannot
place him in the inner temple with Standish O’Grady,
but he has earned a place all to himself at the porial.
Has he not in his own just, unique style indicated one
way that many moderns, profiting by his blunders and
discoverics, have essayed to tread toward the temple where
Yeats is already crowned in the flesh?

Carleton was born in Prillisk, Co. Tyrone, in 1794.
He wrote at w difficult period, a jperiod prolific of ‘“stage
Irishism’ and muek commercialism. He died in 186D.
Alfred Perceval Graves, already rewarded with - a little
niche in the temple of Anglo-Irish literary pioneers, says
of him: ‘‘He is gencrally reparded as one of the finest
exponents of Irish character drawing.” We all agree
with Mr. Graves—

“And there is trophy, banner, and plume,

Killeevy, 0 Killeevy!

And the pomp of death with its darkest gleom

(Vershadows the Irish chieftain’s tomb :

By the bonnie green woods.of Killeevy.” -

As one of the finest expoments of Irish character
drawing there is a link that binds Carleton to the fathers
of the Celtic re-birth. W. B. Ycats lhas been acclaimed
by some of his friends as the Irish Shelley. He holds a
supreme position in Angle-Irish literature. With possibly
only AE. to challenge his supremacy in the inner temple,
we find immediately within the portal James Clarence
Mangan and Bir Samuel Ferguson. William Carleton is
at the portal. There aro only a few eritics who ignore
his presence there, though mno ene ean deny he is once of
the precursors of the renaissance.

Carleton had seen nine years of existenco when poor
Mangan was born to his life of ““woe and pain, pain and
woe,”’ and was 16 when litile Samuel Ferpuson was set
upon the teeming current of life. At ihis period Yeats's
soul was still in the Master's Mind to be Jaunched into
being in 1866. Dublin has the lhenor of being his hirth-
place.

His literary activity commenced with the appearancn
of Mnsada, a work dealing with romantic Spain. The
advent of this brechure disclosed Yeats a seeker. Like
many dreamers his mind went to the four ends of the
world utterly oblivious of the crocks of gold that lang
lay buried at his fcet. In the beginning lic wrote more as
the result of deep methodical reading and academical dis-
cipline than from the dictates of his hecart and miud.
He frankly admits that his earliest poems were teo full
of the colors “Shelley gathered in Italy.” Nevertheless,
one cannot disiniss Moseda without being powerfully im-
presscd by such promise from a boy in his teens. Mosadu
did mot attract general attention, but the literati exten-
ded their admiration for it. Rarcly has it been the geod
fortune of any young poct to receive cncouragement.
Even his most indulgent friends arve inclined to look
upen the youth as merely an indolent dreamer. Perhaps
it is just as well. Such methods may result in the sur-
vival of the fittest.

Spenser’s and Shellev's influence on the mind of Yeats
was sipplemented later by the mysterious effects of Theo-
sophy and Spiritualism. These movements had a marked
influence upon him, as Theosophy had later on AE. It
gseems remarkable that shallow influences of the kind
should even for a while tend to lead the poet not into
the dead ends of Hinduism and other Eastern culis io
find a proper expression of himself, but rather back with
a plunge into the heroic age of Iirinn. In the Theoso-
phical  gatherings in Dublin he wandered aimlessly with
other minds as mueh astray as his own—minds too that
later plunged into the heroic depths of Ireland’s history,
and gave to the world some splendid work. It was not
Theosophy itself, but rather the envirenment in the niove-
ment that tended to turn the spirit of Yeats toward the
heroic age, whither other minds reverted as well. Tt must
be remembered that influences more powerful still wers
just then at work leading men’s minds back to the age of
Conchobar, Cucullain, Maeve, and Emain Macha. Chict
amoeng these influences were the works of Staundish O'Grady
and Sir Samuel Ferguson. O’'Grady first pierced the
depths and disclosed the immensity and richness of the
treasure that the bards, story-writers, essavists, and his-
torians of Ireland had hlindly overloocked. Mangan and
Carleton had surveyed and probed the surface; Manpan
with considerable success, Terguson delved deepest. But
it remained for O’Grady to vision the depths in his own
mind, and then delve fearlessly down. His faith and
labor were amply rewarded. Hence, as Ernest A. Boyd
establishes clearly, O'Grady was the father of that re-
naissance which has given to Ireland a unigue literature,
“whiclh, althougl not written in Gaelic, is none the loss
informed by the spirit of the race.” Carletens ranks
among the precursors despite the hostility of Mr. Boyd.
He cannot be apportioned to Enplish literature with thoe
case one can dispose of Goldsmith and Bernard Shaw.
It canmot be said that the work of these gifted writers
“tig informed by the spirit of the race.” Though Carleton
is among the preeursors of the renaissance he was nol
a delver: heo was a surface man. e saw the Ireland of

- Lis day through Irish eyes, and he inhaled the pungency

of the soil he stood on. His work is thoroughly “‘informed
by the spirit of the race,”” and Yeats would be among ihe
first to acknowledge him in his merited position—near
Mangan and Ferguson. Yeats knows his Carleton, and
as far back as 1889 his Sfovies From Cuarleton was pub-
lished. This work in itself links up the author of IFuly
Reilly and The Bleck Prophet with one of the finest pocts
of our day. .

The author of Mosada quickly becamo a sharcholder
in the mine located by O’Grady. He contributed four
picces to Poems and Bollads of Young Ireland. and one
of tha four—The Madness of King Goll—is among the
best he has written. The disciple of the occultists had
liberated. himself for the time being, and heroic Eirinu
claimed him instead. Three years after Mosada, appeared

- what appeals to me, and more competent critics, as his



