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In "The Aran Islands," J. M. Synge captures the stark beauty and rugged simplicity of life on the remote Aran Islands off the west coast of Ireland. Written in an evocative prose style rich in local color and idiomatic expressions, the work serves not only as a travel narrative but also as a deep exploration of its inhabitants' culture, folklore, and traditions. Synge's keen observations and lyrical language immerse the reader in the islanders' daily struggles and triumphs, revealing the interplay between nature and human existence within the context of the early 20th century, a time marked by both artistic awakening and national identity debates in Ireland. J. M. Synge, a playwright and prominent figure in the Irish Literary Revival, was significantly influenced by his experiences in the Aran Islands, which he first visited in 1898. His fascination with the unique dialects, customs, and stories of the islanders informed much of his later work, including his acclaimed plays. Synge's desire to capture the essence of Gaelic culture and the complexities of rural life is evident in this seminal text, as he blends personal narrative with a broader commentary on Irish identity. "The Aran Islands" is highly recommended for readers interested in the intersection of place and identity. This work not only offers an intimate glimpse into a traditional way of life that is rapidly fading but also serves as an essential reference point for understanding the cultural heritage of Ireland. Engaging and poetic, Synge's portrayal of the islands invites readers to reflect on the beauty and harshness of human experience. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A succinct Introduction situates the work's timeless appeal and themes. - The Synopsis outlines the central plot, highlighting key developments without spoiling critical twists. - A detailed Historical Context immerses you in the era's events and influences that shaped the writing. - A thorough Analysis dissects symbols, motifs, and character arcs to unearth underlying meanings. - Reflection questions prompt you to engage personally with the work's messages, connecting them to modern life. - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.
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In "A Morning's Walk from London to Kew," R. Sir Phillips expertly intertwines observational prose with vivid descriptions, creating an evocative journey through the evolving landscapes of early 19th-century England. The narrative unfolds as a leisurely stroll, offering readers not only a geographic exploration from bustling London to the serene vistas of Kew Gardens but also a reflection on the societal changes of the time. Phillips' literary style is marked by its gentle curiosity and a keen eye for detail, illuminating the flora, fauna, and the human experiences encountered along the way, which resonate with the Romantic preoccupation with nature and the individual's place within it. R. Sir Phillips, a keen observer of his environment and an advocate of nature's beauty, draws from his experiences as a seasoned traveler and a dedicated botanist. The era in which he writes is characterized by the expanding industrial revolution and the burgeoning interest in natural history, reflecting both the personal and broader societal relationships with nature. His background likely influenced his passion for documenting these landscapes, making the journey not just a physical one, but a philosophical exploration of human connection to the natural world. This book is a must-read for anyone interested in the intersections of literature, nature, and history during a transformative period in English culture. Phillips' lyrical prose and insightful reflections invite readers to embark on their own contemplative journeys. Whether you are a lover of nature, history, or literary pursuits, "A Morning's Walk from London to Kew" promises to enrich your understanding of both the natural world and the human spirit. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.
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In "A Tour in Ireland, 1776-1779," Arthur Young offers a meticulous chronicle of his travels through Ireland during a period rich in sociopolitical complexity and agricultural transformation. His engaging narrative blends keen observation with an analytical literary style, embodying the spirit of the Enlightenment as he explores the landscapes, customs, and economic conditions of the time. Young's experiences not only illuminate the cultural and geographical diversity of Ireland but also serve as a commentary on the challenges facing the Irish people, reflecting broader themes of governance and agrarian reform prevalent in pre-Revolutionary Europe. As a prominent English writer and social reformer, Arthur Young was deeply influenced by the agricultural revolution and the emerging discourse on economic theory. His background in agricultural surveying and involvement in Enlightenment circles shaped his perspectives, motivating him to document Ireland'Äôs agronomic practices and societal structures. Young was a passionate advocate for agricultural improvement and economic reform, making his insights invaluable for understanding the complexities of 18th-century Ireland. For anyone interested in the intersection of travel literature, agrarian history, and the socioeconomic fabric of Ireland, Young's account is a compelling read. It not only enriches our understanding of Irish identity during a transformative time but also invites readers to reflect on the impact of policies and practices that resonate to this day.
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In "The Letters of 'Norah' on Her Tour Through Ireland," the author embarks on a captivating journey through the emerald isle, presenting a vivid tapestry of cultural observations, landscapes, and encounters with its people. Written in an epistolary style, this collection of letters immerses readers in a rich narrative that seamlessly blends personal reflection with social commentary. Norah's prose is imbued with a lyrical quality, reflecting the beauty of the Irish countryside while also exploring the complexities of its history and contemporary issues during her travels. Her keen attention to detail and emotional resonance evokes a deep sense of place, making her experiences both relatable and thought-provoking. Norah, an astute observer deeply connected to the heritage of her surroundings, draws inspiration from her upbringing and previous writing endeavors. The blending of her personal journey with a broader historical context allows her to explore identity, belonging, and the often unspoken connections that bind individuals to their homeland. Her experiences are not only a reflection of her travels but also a lens through which readers can examine their own perspectives on culture and place. This book is highly recommended for those interested in travel literature, Irish culture, and the broader themes of exploration and self-discovery. Norah's articulate and engaging voice invites readers to embark on an adventure that transcends geographical boundaries, making it a compelling read for anyone seeking both inspiration and insight into the heart of Ireland.
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In "Peeps at Many Lands: Ireland," Katharine Tynan offers an evocative and insightful exploration of Ireland, combining vivid prose with lyrical descriptions that capture the essence of the Irish landscape and culture. Written during a period when the Celtic Revival was gaining momentum, Tynan's work reflects both a deep appreciation for the rich literary heritage of Ireland and a desire to present its people and places to a wider audience. Through a series of engaging narratives, Tynan immerses readers in the heart of Ireland, painting a picture of its natural beauty and complex history while highlighting the daily lives and traditions of its inhabitants. Katharine Tynan, born in 1861 in County Dublin, was a prolific Irish writer whose experiences of rural life strongly influenced her works. Her background in Irish folklore and her engagement with contemporary social issues, particularly the role of women in society, imbued her writing with authenticity and emotional depth. Tynan's literary career was distinguished by her contributions to both poetry and prose, and this book is a testament to her passion for Ireland'Äôs cultural legacy and her desire to impart its stories to others. For readers interested in a nuanced portrayal of Ireland, Tynan's "Peeps at Many Lands: Ireland" is a must-read. It serves as a cultural bridge, inviting those unfamiliar with the land to appreciate its richness and charm. This book stands as a significant contribution to the literature surrounding Ireland, making it an invaluable addition to both personal libraries and academic collections.
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I have been so often and persuasively asked to republish A Little Tour in Ireland, which I wrote as “an Oxonian,” many years ago, at the request of my beloved friend and companion, John Leech[1], and of which only one edition has been issued, and that long since exhausted; I have been so severely upbraided for “keeping his splendid illustrations locked up in a box, and raising the price of the few copies which come into the market, to thrice the original cost;” I have been so fully certified, not only by hearsay but by my own eyes, that there is little or no perceptible change in the scenes, which he drew and I described; and my apprehension, that the style in which the book is written might be denounced as unbecoming, has been so completely expelled by the amused remonstrance of my friends, who insist that gaiety becomes an undergraduate as much as gaiters a Dean;—that I can make no further resistance, and only ask that the failings of the author may be condoned by the talent of the artist.

S. Reynolds Hole.

The Deanery,

Rochester: 1892.
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THERE are two species of Undergraduates, the Fast and the Slow. I am now of the former persuasion. Originally, having promised my relations that I would take a Double First-Class and most of the principal prizes, I was associated with the latter brotherhood, but was soon compelled to secede, and to sue for a separation, a mensâ et thoro[2], their tea-table and early rising, on the plea of incompatibility of temper. One young gentleman, who described himself as being very elect indeed, candidly told me that, unless my sentiments with reference to bitter beer and tobacco underwent a material change, he could give me no hope of final happiness; and another impeccable party, with a black satin stock and the handiest legs in Oxford, felt himself solemnly constrained to mention, that he could not regard horse-exercise as at all consistent with a saving faith. I spoke of St. George (though I dared not say that I had met him at Astley's), of St. Denis, and St. Louis, of the Crusaders, and the Red Cross Knight; but he only replied that I was far gone in idolatry, and he lent me the biography of the Reverend T. P. Snorker, which, after describing that gentleman's conversion at a cock-fight, with the sweet experiences of his immaculate life, and instituting a comparison between his preaching and that of St. Paul (a trifle in favour of Snorker), finally declared him to be an angel, and bade all mankind adore, and reverence, and buy his sermons at seven-and-six. When I returned the publication, and told him that, though I had been highly entertained, I liked the Life of George Herbert better, he called me a hagiologist (a term which struck me as being all the more offensive, inasmuch as I had no idea of its meaning), 1 and murmured something about “the mark of the beast,” whereupon, I regret to confess, that I so far lost my temper as to address him with the unclassical epithet of “a young Skunk,” suggesting the expediency of his immediate presence at Jericho, and warning him, that, if he were not civil, “the beast” might leave a “mark” upon him. That very day, I wrote to the butler at home, to send up my pink and tops, and “went over to roam” in happier pastures.


1 “Egan, in addressing a jury, having exhausted every
ordinary epithet of abuse, stopt for a word, and then added,
'this naufrageous ruffian.' When afterwards asked the
meaning of the word, he confessed he did not know, but
said; 'he thought it sounded well.'”—Sketches of the Irish
Bar, vol. i. p. 83.



I find them more healthful also. I find that so far from my perception of right and wrong being destroyed, as the disciples of Snorker prophesied, by a gallop after the Heythrop hounds, and my appreciation of Thucydides being expelled by my morning pipe, I have, mentally and bodily, a better tone; and though my former condiscipuli groan when they meet me coming in from the chase, as though I were the scarlet lady herself, I still venture to appear at chapel, and will back myself to construe the funeral oration of Pericles against the ugliest of the lot.

Oh, that fox-hunting were the worst enemy to me, a student, for I might be a class man still! But I have contracted a habit desperately antagonistic to literature[1q],—I am allways falling in love.

The moment I see a pretty face, I feel that sort of emotion which Sydney Smith used to say the late Bishop of London rejoiced to contemplate in his clergy, “a kind of drop-down-deadness.” I cannot walk out, or drive out, or ride, or row out, but I am sure to have an attack. I have had as many, indeed, as two in one day. With the daughters of Deans and Presidents, with visitors, with ladies come in from the country to shop, I am perpetually and passionately in love. I don't like it, because there is not the most remote probability of my ever exchanging six syllables with these objects of my devoted affection, not to mention that they are equally beloved by some three or four hundred rivals; but I am powerless to oppose; I can't help it. My life is an everlasting “dream of fair wome[2q]n:” I know it is a dream, but I cannot waken.

Others have roused me, though, and most uncomfortably. I heard a Devonshire girl, whom I met at a wedding breakfast, and with whom I thought I was progressing favourably, whispering to her neighbour, “This tipsy child is becoming a nuisance, and I really must ring for nurse,” when I was as sober as Father Mathew, and had whiskers of considerable beauty, if viewed in an advantageous light. Still more sadly and recently, another “daughter of the gods, divinely fair,” dissipated Love's young dream, and sent me forth to a foreign land to forget my sorrows, as, indeed, I immediately did.

The catastrophe, which caused our happy days in Ireland, befel as follows.

“'Twas in the prime of summer time, an evening calm and cool,” that I found myself wandering among the shrubberies of ———— Castle with a most lovely girl. A large picnic party had been enlivened by archery and aquatics, and I fancy that the glare of some new targets, and the sheen of the “shining river,” had not only dazzled my eyes, but likewise had bewildered my brain. In spite of the cooling beverages, the cobblers and the cups, I was actuated by an extraordinary liveliness. I sang songs for the company, not quite reaching the high notes, but with intense feeling, doing all in my power to indicate to the lovely girl that she was my Annie Laurie, and that for her I should consider it a pleasant gymnastic exercise to expire in a recumbent position. I made felicitous alterations in the words, such as, “hazel is her e'e” for “dark-blue;” and in the song of “Constance,” instead of “I lay it as the rose is laid on some immortal shrine,” I contrived, with immense difficulty, and by means of a terrific apoggiatura, to substitute the word stephanotis of which I had that morning given her a bouquet. But “brevis esse laboro;” we were alone, and I resolved to propose. I seized her elbow with both hands, a ridiculous position, but I was very nervous, and was about to ask the momentous question, when she said with such a tone of gentle pity as took away half the pain, “Philip, I am engaged to Lord Evelyn. Shall we go back for coffee?” I seconded the motion, but oh, what an amazing period of time we seemed to occupy in carrying our proposition out! The first idea which presented itself to my mind was suicide, but it met with an unfavourable reception; the second, to enlist immediately, and to secure the earliest coup-de-soleil possible; the third, to insult Lord Evelyn (the beast was at Christ Church, and I knew him), and subsequently to shoot him in Port-Meadow. “What right had he,” I asked myself, “to anticipate me, and win her heart? I hate these accursed aristocrats, who suck the life-blood of the people.”

This is the accursed aristocrat who sucks the life-blood of the people!
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At last, we rejoined the party, and found them talking the silliest rubbish conceivable, and apparently enjoying the nastiest coffee I ever remember to have drunk.

That night, and at the witching hour, when men and women tell each other everything, (in the strictest confidence), they in their dormitories, and we in our smoke-rooms, I revealed my misery to my friend Frank C————, who happened happily to be staying with me. Frank has Irish blood in his veins, and his first impulse was to have “a crack at the Viscount,” but he ultimately took a less truculent view of the case, and suggested brandy and water. From this source, and “from the cool cisterns of the midnight air,” for we were smoking our cigars out of doors, “our spirits drank repose,” and we finally resolved “to banish my regret,” and to replenish our sketch-books, by a fortnight's tour in Ireland.
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FORTHWITH, I put myself into active training, and got into splendid condition for doing “justice to Ireland.” I read Moore's Melodies; I played Nora Creina upon the flute, not perhaps with that rapidity which is usual outside the Peepshows, but with much more expression; I discoursed with reapers; I tried to pronounce Drogheda, till I was nearly black in the face; I drank whiskey-punch (subsequently discovered to be Hollands); I ate Irish stew (a dish never heard of in that country) and I bought the sweetest thing in portmanteaus, with drawers, trays, pockets, compartments, recesses, straps, and buckles, more than enough to drive that traveller mad, who should forget where he had placed his razors. Amid these preparations, I am ashamed to state, that I became disgracefully oblivious of my little disappointment in the shrubberies, and soon realised the Chinese maxim, more truthful than genteel,—“the dog that is idle barks at his fleas, but he that is hunting feels them not.” Indeed, to make my confession complete, and to descend the staircase of inconstancy to the lowest depth of humiliation, I must acknowledge that on the day of our departure I fell violently in love at Crewe Station, whence my heart was borne away, in the direction of Derby, by the loveliest girl, that is to say, one of the loveliest girls, that ever beautified an express train.
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I begin to fear that my unhappy tendencies to this kind of fierce, but fugitive attachment, have not been at all improved by communion with Mr. Thomas Moore, and I tremble to find myself listening complacently to the fickle philosophies of Marmontel,—“Quand on na pas ce que ion aime, il faut aimer ce que l'on a.”

“The Rows” of Chester are very picturesque and quaint, but do not make a favourable impression upon a giant with a new hat, and, being on the upper side of six feet, I was glad to leave them for that pleasant, briny, breezy, railway, which takes one, via Conway, to Bangor, and thence,—thundering through the Britannia Tube, and just allowing a glimpse of Telfords triumph, the Bridge of the Menai, grand and graceful,—over drear Anglesea, 1 to Holyhead. And, oh, how glad we were, to find old Neptune in his mildest mood, only now and then just raising his shoulders, as some good-humoured athlete, who should say, “I'm in the jolliest frame of mind, my lads, but I could pitch the biggest of you into the middle of next week, any moment, with the most perfect ease.”

OEBPS/text/00004.jpg





OEBPS/text/00003.jpg





OEBPS/text/00001.jpg
Y

L)
© 0. 0.0 3.6 6

L@ ,»m -

A Little Tour in Ireland





OEBPS/BookwireInBookPromotion/4057664650221.jpg
J. M. Synge

Islands





OEBPS/text/00002.png





OEBPS/BookwireInBookPromotion/4057664583918.jpg
Arthur Young

% P
A Tour

in Ireland.
1776-1779





OEBPS/BookwireInBookPromotion/4064066170974.jpg
Peeps at Many
Lands: Ireland





OEBPS/BookwireInBookPromotion/4064066174842.jpg
R. Sir Phillips

w1
A Morning's
Walk from

London to Kew





OEBPS/BookwireInBookPromotion/4064066149987.jpg
Norah

i
i‘%y

The Letters

of "Norah" on Her
Tour Through
Ireland





OEBPS/text/00005.jpg





