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                Hanrahan is an hedge schoolmaster:  with his little inkpot hanging from his neck by a chain, and his big Virgil and his primer in the skirt of his coat, he goes walking through the villages in the Kirtantan County. He sings songs that himself has written after had heard them from the green plover of the mountain or from the wind in the moor. He is a poet and knows the sorrow and the grief. He is a musician and can sing it. He is a man and “chants and enchants”.

The character created by W.B.Yeats who better embodies the spirit of Ireland.
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                William Butler Yeats (1865 – 1939), an irish poet, was one of the most important figures in the literature of the twentieth century. He was awarded the Nobel Prize in 1923 because he had given voice to the irish spirit. He is famous for his old tale’s collections, for his poems, for his Cuchulain’s saga, legendary irish hero.
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                Lady Gregory (Augusta Isabella Perce, born in 1852 in Roxborough and dead in Galway in 1932) a woman at last, great intellectual, writer, playwriter, irish folklorist, had a special relationship with Yeats, who wrote poems for her and worked with her for thirty years.

The text opens with: 


  I owe thanks to Lady Gregory, who helped me to rewrite “The Stories of Red Hanrahan” in the beautiful country speech of Kiltartan, and nearer 
  to the tradition of the people among whom he, or some likeness of him, 
  drifted and is remembered.


A thank for her suggestions about the writing style and to set geographically the story  in Kirtantan County. You can think that it’s not so important, in a story like this, so beautiful. The style is “dry”, gaunt, with simple and short sentences, easy verbal form (Lady Gregory thought that a writer had to write “mirabilia” but using a simple language, the same of common people). It is amazing but real: the dryness and the simple form help the reader to enter into the story, into the events, into the landscape, into the feelings.




  “One evening of December he was singing a little song that he said he had heard from the green plover of the mountain, about the fair-haired boys that had left Limerick, and that were wandering and going astray in all parts of the world.”


The Hanrahan’s character is already outlined: he walks through the hills, mountains, villages and sings and writes songs, hiding his role of writer in few suggestions about his inspiration (in this case the green plover of the mountain). Here, you can see his strong love for Ireland, the sense of belonging to his land, to his folk. The great love, the great sorrow, the great concern, participation to the history of his country.


  'It is not of that I am thinking,' he said, 'but of Ireland and the weight of grief that is on her.' And he leaned his head against his hand, and began to sing these words, and the sound of his voice was like the wind in a lonely place. 
  “The wind in a lonely place.”


Where is the green, sterotyped Ireland? We look at a landscape that seems a heart condition, a feeling of deep sorrow. Lonely and empty place, lonely and empty heart, and our lonelyness it is no more so heavy.

Simple sentences, real actions as to walk, to sing,  to dance, to wisper in a girl’s ear, to sing a song for her, to give her an help if she needs.


  'If there is any sorrow on you it is I myself should be well able to serve you,' he said then, 'for it is I know the history of the Greeks, and I know well what sorrow is and parting, and the hardship of the world. And if I am not able to save you from trouble,' he said, 'there is many a one I have saved from it with the power that is in my songs, as it was in the songs of the poets that were before me from the beginning of the world. And it is with the rest of the poets I myself will be sitting and talking in some far place beyond the world, to the end of life and time,' 


Choose of setting a story in a limited area it may seem bold and limiting . Perhaps the reader doesn’t know the place, he has never visited it, he does find a lot of difficults to pronunce its name but here is the spell! The unknown places become a sort of fabulous “nowhere” and bring the reader outside the ordinary everyday geography and into the land of legendary mith. Daire-Caol, Druim-da-Rod, Slieve Echtde: they seem Tolkien’s places and Aragorn the traveller’s. But you know, they are in Ireland.

Hanrahan walks, goes into the villages, teaches children: he is an hedge schoolmaster:  with his little inkpot hanging from his neck by a chain,  and his big Virgil and his primer in the skirt of his coat. A free man, we can say. A lonely man. But an Irish man, a supporter of Irish cause and he does sing songs with his true heart of a poet.


  …she heard him telling about white-handed Deirdre, and how she brought the sons of Usnach to their death; and how the blush in her cheeks was not so red as the blood of kings' sons that was shed for her, and her sorrows had never gone out of mind; and he said it was maybe the memory of her that made the cry of the plover on the bog as sorrowful in the ear of the poets as the keening of young men for a comrade. And there would never have been that memory of her, he said, if it was not for the poets that had put her beauty in their songs. 



  
    

  



  
    Luisa Pecchi
  


                
                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                        Red Hanrahan
                    

                    
                    
                        
                    

                    
                

                
                
                    
                






 	Hanrahan, the hedge schoolmaster, a tall, strong, red-haired young
man, came into the barn where some of the men of the village were
sitting on Samhain Eve. It had been a dwelling-house, and when the
man that owned it had built a better one, he had put the two rooms
together, and kept it for a place to store one thing or another.
There was a fire on the old hearth, and there were dip candles stuck
in bottles, and there was a black quart bottle upon some boards that
had been put across two barrels to make a table. Most of the men were
sitting beside the fire, and one of them was singing a long wandering
song, about a Munster man and a Connaught man that were quarrelling
about their two provinces.


 	Hanrahan went to the man of the house and said, 'I got your
message'; but when he had said that, he stopped, for an old mountainy
man that had a shirt and trousers of unbleached flannel, and that was
sitting by himself near the door, was looking at him, and moving an
old pack of cards about in his hands and muttering. 'Don't mind him,'
said the man of the house; 'he is only some stranger came in awhile
ago, and we bade him welcome, it being Samhain night, but I think he
is not in his right wits. Listen to him now and you will hear what he
is saying.'


 	They listened then, and they could hear the old man muttering to
himself as he turned the cards, 'Spades and Diamonds, Courage and
Power; Clubs and Hearts, Knowledge and Pleasure.'


 	'That is the kind of talk he has been going on with for the last
hour,' said the man of the house, and Hanrahan turned his eyes from
the old man as if he did not like to be looking at him.


 	'I got your message,' Hanrahan said then; '"he is in the barn
with his three first cousins from Kilchriest," the messenger
said, "and there are some of the neighbours with them."'


 	'It is my cousin over there is wanting to see you,' said the man of
the house, and he called over a young frieze-coated man, who was
listening to the song, and said, 'This is Red Hanrahan you have the
message for.'


 	'It is a kind message, indeed,' said the young man, 'for it comes
from your sweetheart, Mary Lavelle.'


 	'How would you get a message from her, and what do you know of
her?'


 	'I don't know her, indeed, but I was in Loughrea yesterday, and a
neighbour of hers that had some dealings with me was saying that she
bade him send you word, if he met any one from this side in the
market, that her mother has died from her, and if you have a mind yet
to join with herself, she is willing to keep her word to you.'


 	'I will go to her indeed,' said Hanrahan.


 	'And she bade you make no delay, for if she has not a man in the
house before the month is out, it is likely the little bit of land
will be given to another.'


 	When Hanrahan heard that, he rose up from the bench he had sat down
on. 'I will make no delay indeed,' he said, 'there is a full moon,
and if I get as far as Gilchreist to-night, I will reach to her
before the setting of the sun to-morrow.'


 	When the others heard that, they began to laugh at him for being in
such haste to go to his sweetheart, and one asked him if he would
leave his school in the old lime-kiln, where he was giving the
children such good learning. But he said the children would be glad
enough in the morning to find the place empty, and no one to keep
them at their task; and as for his school he could set it up again in
any place, having as he had his little inkpot hanging from his neck
by a chain, and his big Virgil and his primer in the skirt of his
coat.


 	Some of them asked him to drink a glass before he went, and a young
man caught hold of his coat, and said he must not leave them without
singing the song he had made in praise of Venus and of Mary Lavelle.
He drank a glass of whiskey, but he said he would not stop but would
set out on his journey.


 	'There's time enough, Red Hanrahan,' said the man of the house. 'It
will be time enough for you to give up sport when you are after your
marriage, and it might be a long time before we will see you again.'


 	'I will not stop,' said Hanrahan; 'my mind would be on the roads
all the time, bringing me to the woman that sent for me, and she
lonesome and watching till I come.'


 	Some of the others came about him, pressing him that had been such
a pleasant comrade, so full of songs and every kind of trick and fun,
not to leave them till the night would be over, but he refused them
all, and shook them off, and went to the door. But as he put his foot
over the threshold, the strange old man stood up and put his hand
that was thin and withered like a bird's claw on Hanrahan's hand, and
said: 'It is not Hanrahan, the learned man and the great songmaker,
that should go out from a gathering like this, on a Samhain night.
And stop here, now,' he said, 'and play a hand with me; and here is
an old pack of cards has done its work many a night before this, and
old as it is, there has been much of the riches of the world lost and
won over it.'


 	One of the young men said, 'It isn't much of the riches of the
world has stopped with yourself, old man,' and he looked at the old
man's bare feet, and they all laughed. But Hanrahan did not laugh,
but he sat down very quietly, without a word. Then one of them said,
'So you will stop with us after all, Hanrahan'; and the old man said:
'He will stop indeed, did you not hear me asking him?'


 	They all looked at the old man then as if wondering where he came
from. 'It is far I am come,' he said, 'through France I have come,
and through Spain, and by Lough Greine of the hidden mouth, and none
has refused me anything.' And then he was silent and nobody liked to
question him, and they began to play. There were six men at the
boards playing, and the others were looking on behind. They played
two or three games for nothing, and then the old man took a fourpenny
bit, worn very thin and smooth, out from his pocket, and he called to
the rest to put something on the game. Then they all put down
something on the boards, and little as it was it looked much, from
the way it was shoved from one to another, first one man winning it
and then his neighbour. And some-times the luck would go against a
man and he would have nothing left, and then one or another would
lend him something, and he would pay it again out of his winnings,
for neither good nor bad luck stopped long with anyone.
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