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THE STORY OF IRELAND

(By A. M. SurLLivan.)

CHAPTER XXXVIII.—HUGH OF DUNGANNON.”
HOW QUEEN ELIZABETH BROUGHT UP THE
YOUNG IRISH CHIEF AT COURT, WITH CER-
TAIN CRAFTY DESIGNS OF HER OWN.

There mnoew appears upon the scene of Irish history
tirat remarkable man whose name will live in song and
story as lomg as the lrish race survives; leader of one
of the greatest struggles ever waged against the Angle-
Norman subjupgation—Hugh O'Neill, called in  Ewnglish
“patents’” Harl of Tyroue.

Ever since tho closing years of the ecighth Heary's
reign—thie period at which, as I huve already explained,
the policy of splitting up the claus by rvival chiefs began
to bo adopted by the English power—the (overnment tuok
care to provide itself, by fair meaus or by foul, with a
supply of material from which Crown chicfs might he
taken. That is to say, the Government took caro Lo have
in its hands, and trained to its own purposes, some wem-
ber or members of vach of the ruling families- the (' Neills,
O’Reillys, (’Donnells, MceGuires, (FCanners, cie., ready
to be set up as the Ring's or Queen’s ('Neill, O'Reilly,
or O'Donuell, as the casce wight be, according as poliey dic-
tated and upportunity offered. One of these Government
proteges was Hugh O'Neill, who, when vet a boy, was
taken to London and brought up in the court of Elizabeth.
As he was a scion of the royal house of O'Neill, and, in
Englisk plannings, destined one day to play the most im-
portant part as yet assigned to a Queen's chief in Tre-
land, viz., the reducing to subserviency of that Ulster
which formed the standing menace of English power, the
unconguerable citadel of mnationality, the boy Hugh—the
young Baron of Duungannon, as he was called—was the
object of unusual attention. Heo was an especial favorite
with the Queen, and as may he supposed the courtiers all,
lords and ladies, took care to pay him suitabla obeisance.
No pains were spared with his education. He had the best
tutors to attend upon him, and above all he was assidu-
ously trained into court finesse, how to dissemble, and with
smooth and smiling face to veil the true workings of mind
and heart. In this way it was bhoped to mould the young
Itish chief into Wnglish shape for ¥English purpose; it
never once oceurring to his royal trainers that Nature
some day might burst forth and prove stronger than
courtly artificiality, or that the arts they were so assidu-
ously teaching the hoy chicf for the ruin of his country’s
independence might bo turned apgainst themselves, Iu due
time he was sent into the army to perfcet his military
studies, and eventually (fully trained, polished, educated,
and prepared for the role desipned for him by his Englisl
masters) he took up lhis residence at his family scat in
Dungannon.

Fortunately for the fame of Hugh (O'Neill, and for the
Irish nation in whoese history be playved so memorable a
part, the life of that illustrions man has been written in
our generation by a biographer worthy of the theme.
Amongst the masses of Irishimen, comparatively littlo would
be known of that wondrous carcer had its history unot been
popularised by Johu Mitchel's Life of Hugh PNeill. The
dust of centuries had Dbeen allowed to cover the neble
picture drawn from life by the master hawd of Don Philip
0'Sullivay Beare—a writer but for whomn we shounld now
he without any contemporancous record of the most event-
ful period of Angla-Irish history, save the unjust and dis-
torted versions of Ditterly partizan ¥nglish officials.  Don
Philip's history, however, was practically inaceessible to
the masses of Irvishmen; and to Mr. Mitehel s abnost
entirely owing tho place O'Neill pow holds—his righiful
prominence—in popular estimation.

Mr. Mitchel pietures tho great Ulster chioftain to us
a patriot from the beginning; adroitly and dissemblingly
biding his time; learning ali that was to he learncd in
the camp of the enemy; laoking far ahead into the future,
and shaping his course from the start with fixed purpose
towards the goal of national independence. This, however,
cannot well be considered more than a “view,”" a “theory,”
a ‘“reading.’’ (FNeill was, during his carlier ecarcer, in
purpose and in plan, in mind, manner, and action, quite
a different man from the O'Neill of his later years. It s
very doubtful that he had any patriotic aspirations after
national independence—much less any fixed policy or de-
sign tending thereto—until long after he first found him-
self, by the force of circumstances, in collision with the
English power. In hWim we seo the conflieting influences
of nature and nature-repressing art. His Trishism was
ineradicable, though long Jdormant. His court tutors strove
hard to eliminate it, and to give him imstead a *‘polished’’
Englishism ; hut they never more than partially succecded.

They put.a court lacquer on the Celtic material, and the
superficial wash remained for a few years, not more. The
voice of Nature was ever crying out to Hugh O’Neill. For
some ,years after leaving court he lived very much- like
any other Anglicised or English baron in his house at Dun-
gannon, DBut the touch of his native soil, intercourse with
neighboring Irish chieftains, and the force of sympathy
with his own people, now surrounding him, were gradually
telling upon him. His_life then became a curious spec-
tacle of Inconsistencies, as he found himself pulled and
strained in opposite directions by opposite sympathies,
claims, commands, or impulses; sometimes, in proud dis-
regard of his English masters, behaving like a true Irish
O’Neill; at other times swayed by his foreign allegiance
into acts of very obedient suit and service to the Queen’s
cause. But tho day was gradually nearing when thesc
strugeles befween two allegiances were to cease, and when
Hugh, with all the fervor of a great and noble heart, was
to dedicate his life to one unalterable purpose, the over-
throw of Eoglish rule and the liberation of his native Iand!

(Fo Dbo continned.)

FORGOTTEN DEAD, 1 SALUTE YOU.

Dawn has flashed up the startled skies,
Night has gone out beneath the hill
Many sweet times; before our eyes

June makes and unmakes divinely still
The daily magic of the rose.

The gentle history of the rain

Has becn unfolded, traced, and lost

By the sharp fingertip of frost;

Birds in the bracken build again;

The hare makes soft her secret houso;
The great winds' tourney comes and goes,
Tilting and tossing in tho boughs;

The moon has waxed fierce and waned dim—
He kuew tho beauty of all those

Last ycar, and whe remembers him?

None shall remember lim: he lies

In carth of some strange-sounding place,
The wind his enly chant, the rain

The only tears upon his face.

He holds ne plice in memories

Of living men; yet such as he

Havo made i1 possible and sure

For other lives to have, to be—

For men to sleep contend, secure.

Mo gave, as Christ, the life he had,

The ouly life desired or known:

For strangers this forgotten dead

Woent oub inte the night alone.

Thero was bis body broken for you,

There was his Mood divinely shed

That huddled now with weed and stone

1n some dark fGeld lie Jost and dim:

jiat, drink, and ofien as you do,

For whom he died, remember him.
—MuriEL STUART.

NOTES ON TOUR.

Writing to us at the termination of a recent business
tour, our iravelling representative says:—I  wish to
tender my usppreciation of the courtesy and assistanco
accorded Mo throughout my visit to Nelson and district
by Tev. Fathers Fay, 8.M., and Mctirath, S.M. Their
kindly helpfulness showed wunmistakably that they lave
the intercsts of our Catholic paper at heart. In connection
with Chureh and Federation work, the ncecessity of tho
people having the Tueblef—the champion of their rights—in
their homes is consistently advocated.  As a consequence,
I had but little difficulty in substantially inereasing the
number of subseribers; as a matiter of fact, upwards of
100 additional eopies of the Tablet will henceforth circulatoe
in this district as a result of a 10 days’ canvass. The
run over to Takaka and Terakohe—80 miles by car, in-
cluding ¢he “Hill,”” 3000ft high, the road, by a circnitous
route of 10 miles, rising to that altitude—is one
of the finest I have yet experienced. 1 had a
look throngh the Golden Bay Cement Works, and
met there cngaged a  splendid  type of Irishmen,
14 of whom became subscribers. Our representative con-
cludes by again expressing his appreciation of the good
time afforded him by the. priests and people of Nelson and
surrounding districts, and of bis ‘pleasure at making &0
many valued acgquaintances.
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