BODYKE: A CHAPTER IN THE
HISTORY OF IRISH
LANDLORDISM; QUESTIONS
OF THE DAY, NO. XLII



Published @ 2017 Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd

ISBN 9780649397907

Bodyke: A Chapter in the History of Irish Landlordism; Questions of the Day, No. XLII by
Henry Norman

Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilisation of this work in whole or in part in
any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented,
including xerography, photocopying and recording, or in any information storage or retrieval
system, is forbidden without the permission of the publisher, Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd, PO Box
1576 Collingwood, Victoria 3066 Australia.

All rights reserved.

Edited by Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd.
Cover @ 2017

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent,
re-sold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher's prior consent in any form or
binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition
including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

www.triestepublishing.com



HENRY NORMAN

BODYKE: A CHAPTER IN THE
HISTORY OF IRISH
LANDLORDISM; QUESTIONS
OF THE DAY, NO. XLII

ﬁTrieste






QUESTIONS OF THE Day, No. XLIT.

BODYKE

A CHAFTER IN THE HISTORY OF IRISH LANDLORDISM

BY

HENRY NORMAN

BEPRINTED, WITH SEVERAL ADDITIONAL CIAPTERS, FREOM THE ''FALL MALL
GA?.E'ITE,“ ARD ILLUSTREATED WITH SEETCHES FREOM INSTANTANEOUS
FHGTOIIEAYHY BY THE AUTROR

“Cultbeane the sxtonsion of Inowledgs upon the Trish Question ™
—Mr. GLADETONE, b Swanpsd, i 4, 1BBy

* It is the interest of the Ireh landlord to get rid of his tenent ™
=Lgrd Sacrnirey, in the House af Taords, July 1, 12387
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PREFATORY NOTE.

E1oHT of the following twelve chapters were telegraphed, on
the evemings of the events they desceibe, to the falf Mall
Cragefts, and according to an arrangement made by the Editor
of that journal, whom I have to thank for permission to reprint
them, simultanecusly tothe Liverpool Dadly Pasd, the Newcastle
Leader, the Bradford Qésewtes, the Plymouth Wasdon Datly
Mercury, the Edinburgh Scodtich Leader, the Glasgow Mail,
and the Dundee A duvertiser,

I have mo doubt they contain some slight imaccuracies of
figures, of proper names, and perhaps in the sequence of events.
This was unavoidable, where the facts could only be gathered
from conversation with more nrless ilfiterats persons,  Meither
have I any donbt, however, that in all essentials the following is
&n accorate accouat, and T will anderrake to prove by the sworn
testimony of several witnesses the literal truth of everything I
have described as an eye-wimaess. While these pages were in
the press, Mr. Balfour has, in effect, atated in the House of
Commons that the parts of them which have already appeared
were “‘amass of pure fabrications"” Ifhe would do me the favour
to repeat this assertion in some place where Parliamentary
privilege does not render hun irresponsible, I should he able
to submit to a court of law the question which of us is speaking
the truth.

H. N.
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BODYKE.

CHAPTER I.-
BODYKE AND' TT5 INHADITANTS.

BoDYRE is a pleasant little village of & stars or two hovses and
half a dozen shops, all in ¢ne wide atreet & couple of hundred
‘yardslong, and it lies vpon the slope of & picturesnue green valley,
in which half the land is very good and balf is very bad—mere
swarmnp aml moyntain, it fact, Tt Agures otither upon the map
nor in the Irish Bradshaw, but Limerick waa clearly the place to
awm at from Dublin ; and when [ reached there T fourtd that a
drive of twenty miles would bring me toit. I soon discovered,
bowever, that in Irelund it is one thing to decide to drive and
another to do so.  Outside Limerick station stood a row of cars,
g0 I selected the Attest-looking horse, and then went back for
lench. In less than five minutes, however, the owner of the car
arrived, and with copsiderable embarrassment proceeded to
administer a series of questions to me concerning my business
in Bodyke. As I purposely svoided giving him any informa-
tion he was finally compefled to come to the point, and blurted
out, ¥ It's this way, sir ; I'm a business man, and I keep pack-
hounds. and I hunt over everybody's land, and 1 run all the
mail cars, and [ can't afford to do anything that would make
people refuse to lend 2 hand if one of my cars should break
duwn, or stop my hunting, so if you're going to Bodyke on
account of the evictions, or if you're anything to do with the
Sheriff, you shan’t have a car of mine, and that's the truth!* 1
pacified this excellent person, who was not inappropriately
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named Cooney, by the assurance that [ was as sincere a Home
Ruler as he was, and then nothing would satisfy him but that [
must go and see his hounds and his wonderful leaping horse
“ Get-away.” A similar incident occurred oni the foarney half way
to Bodyke. My jarvey pulled up at a little shep, befure which
sat two women, ane of them baving an empty bucket by her
side. This he borrowed to water the horse, and while he was
away [ inguired the distance to Bodyke, “To Rodyke, is it 77
was the instant reply ; “then if I'd known that was where
you're going, devil = hand should he have laid on my bucket I”

After leaving Limerick the road runs for several miles through
country lanes as charming as those of Devonshire, over which
delightfully green beeches make a continuous archway, only
interrupied now and then by the Indge gate of an cid-fashioned
iansiom. Swddenly the wood on either side ceases and a great
stretch of rollingz country comes in sight, with hardly a teee opon
it bat all ablaze from roadside to hotizon with “the blossom’d
furze, unprofitably gay” There ane literally miles of the blazing
yellow bloom, that dazzling evidence of poer and wasted land.
By and by this gets thinaer, the hills get bigger, scattered
clumps of shinted and starved firs spring up, the stones on the
fields get thicker and thicker, until at last there must Le tons of
them to the acre, and the bones of the few goats and donkeys,
which are almost the anly living things to bescen, seem to stick
out throngh their skins. This lasts for weary mile alter mile—
in fack, until one reaches the grecnest of the valleys hereabouts,
along the further elape of which we raitle into Bodyke.

Bodyke, however, though lke every village throoghout the
length and breadth of lreland, it is blessed with a police barracks,
has neither a priest nor 2 spare bed for a stranger, and there-
fore T pushed on to the neighbouring village of Tomgranecy,
where for three wecks [ remained in the enjoyvment of Father
Murphy's generous hospitality.  The little place is a monument
of landlordism. One by one its houses have fallen vacant and
have never been re-let. There are only two or three little shops
in it, and almost the only decent house is the old manse hidden in
trees, where Father Murphylives. Inthe centre of what onc must
call the principal strect, a huge rock fifty yards wide rfses abruptly
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from the ground, and on the summit of it is perched a great oak
tree, under which what we soon dubbed the Tomgraney Parlia-
ment assembles every night. Two miles further on is the more
fAlpurishing little town of Scariff, where the combined telegraph
oifice and dry-goods store is kept by Mr. Hickie and his ex-
cecllent family, whose untiring hospitality and infinite good
natare we put to the severest trial by keeping them up night
after night till the small hours of the morning, with our long
piress messages.

Even in this out-of-theway place, however, where the Free-
man's Journal is always twenty-four hours old and the London
papers arrive yellow with age, lile is not withont its joys,
although they ave natarally of a chastened character. To begin
with, the priests, like their predecessors of old, are a * jovial race®
There i3 dear old Father Murphy, the personification af all
human kindoess, and so bigated in his large beart that he in-
sisted upon nerzing with his owe hands a Proteatzane elergyoman
and his wife who lived near him, when they were both dying,
and afterwards himzelf buried the former when his friends
ncplected him.  Every night & score of prople gathered round
his table, and when by and by they could shake off the depres.
sion in which the cruel sights and sounds of the day had
plunged them, many were the merry jests and sobgs that went
round. Then there is Father Hanoon, whorn a Greek sculptor
would have been thankful to get for a model, and whose name will
figure frequently in these pages: and Father Mat Kenny,whose
pathetic nightly rendering of ¥ The Irish Brogade™ can never be
fotgotten by anybody who heard it; and his curace, Father Glyna,
whose brogue was the richest, whost courngn was the coolest,
whose humour was the dryest, whose schemes were the most
audacious in Clare, and whose appearance in his tall hat and
priestly garb upon the back of his dark brown thoroughbred
was—when he was not thrown—most impressivee Then the
influx of visitors, too, made things lively. There wae Mr.
Waddy, M.P, with his coat-tail pockets stuffed with the rent
receipts of half the tenants on the estate ; © Daniel O'Conmeil *
Cox, the jovial and popular member tor the district; che courtly
Pierce Mahoney, M.1.; the kindlyand oool-headed Sheehy, M.F.;



