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' I mean , a present for America . ' 
' I n t h a t case I will accept i t . ' 
H e half lifted the canvas cover. 
' A h ! I guess w h a t i t is: four n igh t -

ingales, four singing souls! You a r e 
very, very. French, Barbar in . I shall 
never forget..' 

' F a i t h , ' said the young fellow, ' I 
d o n ' t know whether they 're males or 
females ; t h a t ' s a chance we have t o 
take . B u t m y mothe r told me on ly 
yes t e rday t h a t t hey made such a 
r acke t t h a t for three nights in t h e 
spring she could n ' t sleep.' 

I t required ful ly half an hour to ex-
plain all t he precaut ions t h a t m u s t be 
t a k e n for the journey — how to feed 
t hem, a n d when to open the cage, 
p re fe rab ly on a mild, cloudy d a y — a n d 
also t o come to an unders tand ing on 
the subjec t of the cl imate which is bes t 
for night ingales; for the Uni ted S t a t e s 
is a vas t Empi re . 

I have no idea which s t a t e will ob -
ta in the four . t r apped singers. I know 
s imply t h a t they s tar ted across t h e 
ocean ; t h a t the capta in had in h is 
h a n d s th ree pages of directions, w r i t t e n 
in a bold, firm h a n d ; t h a t a colonel, a 
mill ionaire manufac tu re r , and a n a t -
ural is t were advised of their d i spa t ch ; 
t h a t Miss Florence Dol ly gave orders 
t h a t a cable should be sent her on the i r 
a r r iva l in por t ; and t h a t she had t o 
s t a r t herself before she received i t . 

T o u s s a i n t Barbar in , who has gone 
back to his t rade , awai t s every d a y 
the promised le t ter pos tmarked Ph i l a -
delphia , N e w York, or San Anton io , 
Texas . H e is pa t ien t and hopefu l . 
However , he says sometimes: 

' I like the Americans, and I gave 
t h e m a present t h a t nobody else had 
t h o u g h t of giving them. If the sh ip 
did n ' t arr ive, whether t hey were f o u r 
females, o r even four males t h a t I p u t 
in t h e cage, it would be bad luck fo r 
America . ' 

L ' E c h o de Paris 

T H E P A R N E L L I T E 

BY B R I N S L E Y MACNAMARA 

T H E R E was lit t le a b o u t h im now o 
tell anyone a t all t h a t he had been a 
fierce political m a n in his t ime , save, 
pe rhaps , a por t ra i t of Char les S tewar t 
Parne l l by the side of a por t r a i t of 
Wil l iam E w a r t Glads tone , in t h e little 
m u s t y , best room t h a t he called the 
par lor . H i s mind had failed to include 
a n y t h i n g so richly as his memories of 
t h e ending of Parnel l . H e had hoped 
a f t e r t h a t t h a t the like migh t never 
h a p p e n again in I re land while he would 
be living. H e had seen blood splilled on 
t h e s t reet of his na t ive village, and the 
sudden beginning of enmit ies which 
could never die. 

H e had p u t in to t h a t losing bat t le 
t h e ful l energy of his pr ime a n d stood 
by Parnel l , and this was no small thing 
for a m a n to have done in those days, 
ye t even in th i s poor, qu ie t place had 
been found a few j u s t m e n to s tand 
u p for the t r u t h . H e could still remem-
ber well the foul th ings t h a t had been 
said of ' T h e Ch ie f ' in th is ve ry place, 
a n d how every great , derisive roar of 
a n ant i -Parnel l i te had gone to his 
hea r t . Poor Parnel l ! I t h ad caugh t a t 
every noble ins t inct t h a t was in him 
t o feel the doom t h a t was closing in 

' a r o u n d t h a t fine, p roud m a n who had 
done his best for I r e l and . I t was a 
b i t t e r th ing to have t o endure the sight 
of h im being dr iven down b y some of 
t h e very men he had made . 

' God knows, b u t i t looks like str ik-
i n g poor I re land in the f ace ! ' 

H e remembered well t o h a v e said 
th i s t o a f a i t h fu l b ro ther Parnel l i te one 
n igh t t h a t opposi t ion meet ings had 
been held in t h e village, a n d da rk , 
a n g r y men , wi th b a n d s a n d banners , 
a n d st icks a n d stones, had marched 
t h r o u g h one ano the r ' s meet ings and 
opened each o ther ' s heads . H e had 
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seen men, who had once fough t to-
gether and suffered for I re land, Fenian 
men, too, and this was the hardes t of 
all to witness, draw blood f r o m one 
ano ther with cuts of ash p lants along 
the skull. Yet , th rough all t he dark-
ness of this sad period, he could see al-
ways, as in a holy picture, the hand-
some face with its expression so 
brightly kindled by the burning eyes, 
which gave it a look like t h a t of a saint 
going through his mar t rydom in the 
olden times. B u t they had been de-
feated in this place, for the m u d of all 
the mean villages in I re land had been 
flung in the face of Parnell . 

H e had a t tended the funeral of ' T h e 
Chief, ' and ever af ter he was fond of 
saying, whenever a political discussion 
would arise, and he might have a few 
drinks in him, something he had said 
for the first t ime on t h a t memorable 
clay in a public house in Dubl in , t h a t 
'h is heart was in the grave above in 
Glasnevin with his noble, mar ty red 
king.' Then had followed a period of 
desolation and gloom which was al-
most as a complete lapse in his mem-
ory. Sometimes the dead quietness of 
everything made him wonder why a 
fellow should be so mad when he was 
young. His only son was a harmless 
lad, bu t sure there never was a bit of 
excitement wor thy of anyone with the 
real political blood in him, now t h a t 
even the memory of Parnel l was 
almost faded and gone. 

Yet now, with the despondence of 
all the drift ing years so heavy upon 
him, did i t seem all the more strange 
t h a t a touch of the old, fine madness 
could have returned upon Ireland. 
This t ime the division was perhaps not 
so ugly of origin, for it was t h e public 
record of a whole par ty , n o t the pri-
va te character of one m a n t h a t had 
made i t . B u t the village had suddenly 
developed a quali ty of exci tement , of 
eventfulness, which was comparable 

only with t ha t of the days he remem-
bered so well. He had no t taken much 
notice of the young political par ty in 
its rapid rise, for his way of looking 
upon anything new was the way of all 
old men, and simply to call it 'Foolish! 
foolish!' But his son was one of the 
new political men, and i t warmed his 
mind more than a little to know tha t 
the son must have some of the spirit in 
him that had made the fa ther stick to 
Parnell. He could hear the cheering 
and the bands upon the street every 
night, yet so great is the change 
wrought in a man by the years tha t he 
never felt any desire to become a par t 
of the excitement now. There were 
times when the whole thing made him 
laugh to himself, and he had never 
done this in the old days when he had 
so seriously taken sides. 

' D a m n it, but i t ' s curious,' he would 
say as he laughed, ' and this is a quare, 
mad country anyway, to think t ha t 
there must be two parties of fine polit-
ical men in it always and they striving 
as hard as they can to kill one another. 
And when any of our powerful political 
fights is over and done with a fellow 
feels inclined to ask wha t the blazes 
was it about? B u t all the same, of 
course, I '11 never regret the way t ha t 
I stuck to Parnell . ' 

The fight in the village was growing 
fiercer daily. T h e young men were 
very strong in numbers and in spirit, 
bu t the backers of the Old P a r t y were 
put t ing their best into the contest. 
And he who had once been a passion-
ate, political man was taking neither 
side. 

'Musha , I ' m gett ing a bit too ould 
for t ha t kind of thing, ' he would say, 
when the political men of the present 
and of both parties came to ask him 
why. They would point ou t t ha t men 
much older than he, even former col-
leagues of his own, were actively en-
gaged in fighting like devils on either 
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side. This always seemed to stir him a 
bit as well as to be reminded of the old 
prophecy tha t i t might yet come to 
pass t h a t a man would be turned five 
times in his bed to see was he fit for 
service. I t was service for Ireland t h a t 
was ra ther obliquely hinted in the 
prophecy. And poor Ireland, as of old, 
was again the real issue in these days. 
All a round him thickly, loudly, end-
lessly was the same great talk of I re -
land. I t suddenly seemed, a f te r all the 
years in which nothing had been done, 
as if everyone wanted to do something 
for Ireland. Each set of political men 
now solemnly declared t ha t theirs was 
the only par ty t ha t had ever done a n y -
thing for Ireland. All over Ireland 
there was a great shout of ' I r e l and ! ' 
I t rose up wildly to the skies. He could 
s tand out no longer. 

T h a t night he went up through the 
village in the darkness and the rain, 
and for a little while moved as a politi-
cal neutra l upon the outskirts of the 
rival meetings. He listened with a cer-
ta in gladness to the t remendous ou t -
burs ts of cheering and the immense 
noise of the bands. As he gave a t t en -
tion to the rival speakers he could no t 
suddenly detect any great difference 
between the rival policies. Then he 
began to notice things t h a t reminded 
him of the old days and the mem-
ory of Parnell . He saw men who had 
been fa i thful Parnellites with him upon 
the opposite platforms now and he 
was blinded by passionate, political 
thoughts . The anger t ha t it stirred 
in h im rose higher with the angry 
movements of the crowds. Something 
flashed across his blindness. The first 
blood had been drawn. A famous P a r -
nellite had struck another famous P a r -
nellite. I t was worse than a blow to 
h im who had fought well with these 
men then and seen the Fenian men 
str ike the Fenian men on t ha t wild day 
so long ago. 

His a r m was still a s tou t a rm in spite 
of his years, and , in the name of God, 
he would fight again on the side where 
mos t of his old comrades were. This 
was, of course, on the side of the Old 
P a r t y , and his son was on the other side. 
I t was a queer thing for a man to be 
against his son. B u t there was a 
fierce tumul t in his mind. T h e other 
political men were moving down on 
them, bu t he would s tand by most 
of the men who had stood with him 
by Parnell . Meaningless, passionate 
cries and the sound of sticks swishing 
to the blow filled all the air around 
him. Suddenly someone seemed to 
have struck him and he saw a fr ight-
ened face in the darkness as he fell. 
I t was his son! Oh, Mothe r of God, it 
was his son! He thought he saw him 
stagger away with a look of shame in 
his eyes. 

T h e y did no t speak to one another 
of w h a t had happened as par t of their 
conflict through being different politi-
cal men, bu t an unusual reserve 
seemed to spring up between them in 
the days which followed, as if each 
migh t be secretly thinking whether it 
was an uglier thing for a son to have 
s t ruck his fa ther than for a Parnellite 
to have struck a Parnellite, or even a 
Fenian to have struck a Fenian. The 
noise of the fight would die away, but 
the thought of this would remain a 
long while in their minds. And even 
as they remembered it the confused 
mumblings of them as political men 
would commingle somehow into a kind 
of coherence: 

Like tha t — striking poor Ireland 
in the face — killing poor Ireland — 
the way they murdered Parnell . 

T h e Ir ish Statesman 

S K E P T I C I S M A N D S P I R I T S 

IT is only youth t h a t has the energy 
to be bothered with everything. There 
comes a t ime when one's mind is 'made 
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