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In the evocative collection 'Further Experiences of an Irish R.M', readers are invited to delve into an array of narratives that capture the essence of rural Irish life with wit and poignancy. This anthology seamlessly intertwines themes of cultural identity, societal hierarchy, and the quaint peculiarities of the Irish countryside, showcasing a rich variety of literary styles from wry humor to poignant satire. The narratives collectively paint a vivid tableau of early 20th-century Ireland, inviting readers into a world where tradition and modernity clash, yet coexist with remarkable charm. Standout pieces capture this juxtaposition through a distinctive lens that is both entertaining and thought-provoking. The works of E. Oe. Somerville and Martin Ross offer a profound insight into the lives and mindsets of the characters that populate their world, drawing from their extensive understanding of Irish society. This partnership reflects an intimate engagement with the socio-political landscapes of the time, aligning with the Anglo-Irish literary tradition. The authors contribute a nuanced depiction of the complexities and idiosyncrasies of rural Irish life, illustrating how these dynamics resonate within broader literary movements and cultural discourses. 'Further Experiences of an Irish R.M' is an invaluable addition to the bookshelf of any reader keen to explore the multifaceted narratives and cultural insights embedded within Irish literature. This anthology offers a remarkable opportunity to experience a spectrum of perspectives rendered with literary finesse and authenticity. Encouraging a deepened understanding of the themes and stories woven into its fabric, this collection is an invitation to engage with the rich tapestry of voices and histories that reflect the enduring charm and complexity of Ireland.
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In "Through East Anglia in a Motor Car," James Edmund Vincent embarks on an evocative journey through the picturesque landscapes of East Anglia, capturing the region's unique charm and cultural richness. The book is framed as both a travelogue and a personal narrative, employing a blend of lively prose and vivid descriptions that evoke the sights and sounds of the English countryside. Written in the early 20th century, a period marked by burgeoning automobile travel, Vincent's work explores the transformative impact of the motor car on regional exploration, while also revealing social and historical contexts relevant to his time. James Edmund Vincent was not only an avid motorist but also an astute observer of the changing European landscape. His background in literature and keen eye for detail allowed him to craft a narrative that merges a love for travel with insightful social commentary. This book serves as a reflection of his personal experiences, revealing the synchronicity of human endeavor and nature's beauty during an era of change. I highly recommend "Through East Anglia in a Motor Car" to readers who appreciate travel writing that offers rich historical context combined with personal reflection. Vincent's engaging style provides an immersive experience, inviting readers to discover the allure of East Anglia while pondering the broader implications of modernization in the early 1900s.
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In "My Lady of the Chimney Corner," Alexander Irvine crafts a vibrant narrative that intertwines themes of love, duty, and the complexities of rural life. Set against the backdrop of 19th-century Ireland, the novel employs a lyrical style imbued with rich descriptions and colloquial language that illuminates the cultural landscape of the time. Irvine's storytelling is deeply rooted in his characters' emotional journeys, painting a detailed portrait of their struggles and aspirations, set within a tightly-knit community that both nurtures and confines them. This exploration into the heart of everyday life resonates with the realism prevalent in Victorian literature, yet Irvine infuses a unique charm that engages the reader at every turn. Irvine, born in a small Irish village, drew inspiration from his own background and experiences, which deeply influenced his portrayal of rural life. His familiarity with the social dynamics, as well as the folklore and mystique of Ireland, permeates this work, offering authenticity and depth. Irvine's personal journey through society's expectations as an author mirrored the struggles faced by his characters, creating a poignant connection between his life and his narratives. Readers seeking an immersive literary experience that captivates the essence of human emotion will find "My Lady of the Chimney Corner" a compelling choice. Irvine'Äôs ability to weave intricate personal stories within the broader tapestry of societal norms makes this novel not only a reflection of its time but also a timeless exploration of the human condition. This book is a must-read for anyone interested in rich, character-driven narratives that provoke thought and emotion.
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In "Edinburgh," Rosaline Masson masterfully weaves a tapestry of the Scottish capital'Äôs rich history, culture, and landscapes through vibrant prose and evocative imagery. The book stands out for its seamless blend of descriptive passages and insightful commentary, creating a vivid portrait of Edinburgh that resonates with both locals and visitors. Set against the backdrop of the early 20th century, Masson'Äôs narrative reflects the literary context of her time, drawing on romanticism while firmly rooted in realism, which enhances her exploration of the city'Äôs essence amid societal changes. Rosaline Masson, a prominent writer and historian, was deeply influenced by her Scottish heritage and upbringing in Edinburgh itself. Her extensive travels and scholarly work on Scotland'Äôs historical figures informed her perspective, enabling her to capture the city's spirit with authenticity and warmth. Masson'Äôs love for Edinburgh shines through each chapter, showcasing her keen eye for detail and innovative storytelling that invites readers to perceive the city anew. This book is an invaluable resource for anyone seeking to understand Edinburgh beyond its landmarks; it is a celebration of its people, stories, and culture. Whether you are a long-time resident or a first-time visitor, "Edinburgh" will inspire you to explore the city'Äôs depths and nuances, making it an essential addition to your literary collection.
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In "The Old Inns of Old England," Charles G. Harper invites readers on a richly illustrated journey through the picturesque landscape of England's historic inns. With a keen eye for detail, Harper employs a lyrical prose style that gracefully blends travel writing with historical narrative. Each chapter serves as both an homage and an account of the architectural beauty and regional character represented by these establishments, particularly during the late Victorian era'Äîa time when such inns were vital social hubs amid rapid industrialization. Harper'Äôs attention to the vernacular architecture, local lore, and anecdotes brings the essence of each location to life, creating an immersive experience for the reader. Charles G. Harper, a prolific writer and illustrator, was deeply influenced by the burgeoning interest in local history and heritage preservation during the early 20th century. His extensive travels across England, paired with his background as an artist and his fascination with the interplay between culture and place, shaped his approach to documenting the inns. Harper's works often reflect his passion for English landscapes and the stories they harbor, making him an authoritative figure in the realm of travel literature. This book is a must-read for anyone with a penchant for English history, architecture, or travel literature. Harper's vivid descriptions and insights not only enrich the reader's appreciation for these historical inns but also offer a nostalgic glimpse into the social fabric of England'Äôs past. Whether you are an armchair traveler or planning an exploration of the English countryside, "The Old Inns of Old England" will undoubtedly inspire wanderlust and curiosity.
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[image: I]T was our first day’s cub-hunting, and things had been going against us from the outset.

To begin with, we had started rather late,—it is noticeable that the minutes between five and six A.M. are fewer and closer together than they are at any other period of the day,—and, when half way to the meet we found that Betty had given way to her sporting proclivities, and had surreptitiously followed us. When it is explained that Betty is a St. Bernard puppy of cart-horse dimensions, whose expression of smiling imbecility only cloaks a will of iron, it will be understood that there was trouble before us. The trouble began at once. Directly she saw she was discovered she ran away, and the next time we saw her she was three fields ahead of us, lumbering cheerfully into covert at the heels of the hounds, pursued by several cows and the curses of the master.
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BETTY.





By the time that she had been caught and immured in the bedroom of the nearest cottage, we were covered with confusion and blazing with heat, and while we were precariously scrambling on to our horses’ backs by the help of the pigstye door, we were told by an excited old man that the hounds had found, and were ‘firing away like the divil’ out of the far side of the wood. This happened to be one of those statements that are founded not so much on fact as on a desire to keep things stirring and pleasant, but none the less did it send us at inconvenient speed to the other side of the covert, there to find that the hounds had never left it, and were hunting slowly back towards the side from which we had just come.

Not long after this my second cousin lost her temper, and said she hated cubbing, and wished she was back in Connemara, or anywhere out of the county Cork. This expression of opinion occurred when she was picking herself up out of a potato furrow, into which she and her horse had ingloriously rolled, and it was a good deal embittered by the fact that she had hurt her knee, torn her habit, and broken her hunting crop.

The day ended with this incident, so far, at least, as we were concerned. Betty was released from the captivity that she had not ceased to bewail in quivering, infantine shrieks, and we turned our faces toward home. There is something very humbling in coming in at ten o’clock to a late edition of the family breakfast, with nothing to justify the routing up of the household at five A.M. except a torn habit and a bruised knee; and we said to each other, as we went unostentatiously up the back stairs, that cubbing was not worth the candle by which one had to get up to be in time for it.

We did not know that a few days afterwards we should be hanging out of the window of the train as, at a painfully early hour, it passed a covert in the vicinity, straining jaundiced eyes of jealousy at the distant specks that represented the field and the hounds—specks who were to remain in the county Cork and go out cubbing, instead of faring forth, as we were doing, to take our pleasure in foreign lands.

The letter that we found on the dining-room table, when we came down-stairs on that day that had
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MY SECOND COUSIN LOST HER TEMPER.





been sacrificed to Betty, was responsible for this unexpected change of circumstances. It said majestically, ‘You are to go to the vineyards of the Médoc, and must start at once in order to be in time for the vintage;’ and in spite of a grand and complete ignorance of Médoc, its vintages, and wines in general, we accepted the position with calm, even with satisfaction.

The gibes of our friends were many and untiring, and were the harder to bear that we felt a secret scepticism as to our fitness for this large and yet delicate mission,—what did we know of Château Lafite or Mouton Rothschild, except that a glass and a half of the former had once compelled my second cousin to untimely slumber at dessert?—and when on a foggy morning we drove away from home, the dank air was heavy with the prognostications that we should return as bottle-nosed dipsomaniacs, and the last thing that caught our eye as we turned the final corner of the avenue was the flutter of a piece of blue ribbon.

We had a singularly detestable journey to London, or perhaps it was that a summer spent in country remoteness made the train and its loathsome sister, the steamboat, more intolerable than usual. As far as Dublin we were comparatively confident, though the trees at the station were rustling a little in the wind, and the window-frames shook ominously in dismal accompaniment to the lamentations of the emigrants who crowded the platforms, waiting for the down train to Cork. There are happily few things in the world that are as bad as they are expected to be, but a bad crossing is worse than the combined efforts of imagination and remembrance can make it. This, at least, is the opinion of my second cousin, who ought by this time to have some knowledge of a subject to which, according to her own reckoning of the time occupied in each crossing, she has given some fifty of the best years of her life. The trees and the window-frames had not overstated the case, and we had the gloomy satisfaction of hearing the stewardess remark, as we neared Holyhead, that it had been a rough passage. We could have told her so ourselves, but still it was gratifying to have the thing placed on an official basis.

In the pale morning, as we endured that last long hour before Euston is reached, we read in headachy snatches a pamphlet that we had been lent about the wines of the Médoc, and our souls sank at the prospect of expounding the laws of fermentation to readers who would be as oppressively bored by it as we ourselves. But our first day in London routed this hobgoblin: we were to enjoy ourselves; we were to taste claret if we wished, or talk bad French to the makers of it if it amused us; but to improve other people’s minds by figures and able disquisitions on viticulture and the treatment of the phylloxera was not, we heard with thanksgiving, to be our mission.

The three days before our start were spent in the manner customary in such cases; that is to say, we moved incessantly and at an ever-quickening pace between the Strand, the Army and Navy Stores, and High Street, Kensington, laden with small parcels,
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WE WERE LENT A KODAK.
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