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Hv ticrmisxion of the author.
V

HOW many poets there are who have
won immortality with a single
song! What mysterious impulse!

moved Joseph ^Vddison to write "The

Spacious Firmament on High"? Who
knows anything about la>uisa Crawford,
except that slie wrote "Kathleen Mavour*
neen"? liow many decades since would
William Douglas have been forgotten ex-

cept for "Annie Laurie'-? What keeps
William Shenstone's name alive except
his i-areiess lines written at an inn at
Henley?
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It is not contended hero that "The
"Fighting Race" will win immortalityfor its author, Joseph I. C. Clarke,
but it is safe to predict that it will
live longer than anything else of his
and that it will be found in anthologies
of Irish and of patriotic poems for many,
many years to come. So it seems worth
while to set down here, before they are

forgotten, .the circumstances of its com-

position, as recently related by hint to the
present writer.
Joseph Ignatius Constantine Clarke is,

of course, an Irishman He was horn at
i
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\itor of "The Home Book of Vers

Kingstown, Ireland, in 1846, ai® came to
America at the age of twenty-two. He
was In newspaper work for many years,
most of the time in an editorial capacity
on'The Naw Tonic Herald.

Late on a certain fateful February morningin 1868 he awakened to find his wife
vjInnHino' ti t hid hoHclrfn oAt nr>nn nntrcnnnnr

in her hand, her eyes full of tears.

"They've blown up the battleship Maine;
In Havana harbor," she said, "and hundreds
of our boys are dead."
There it was in a great gasp of horror all

over the paper. As Glarke, later on. read
the list of dead, the great number of Irish
names set him thinking. Irish names of
men and places had long been one of hi.favoritestudies. Even then he was searchingfor a Gaelic name for his cottage at
Merriewold Park, and had just decided on

"Rossallan," meaning "Beautiful Wood."

Meanwhile, within twenty-four hours the
country had gone wild. There was a mad
clamor everywhere for war. Bismarck and
his Ems dispatch were nowhere. Clarke
tried to goon withHiis work, but the horror
of the catastrophe upset him. and he
brooded and brooded over the certainty
that wherever there was a clash of wai

ther»» were also Irish names. Irwin had
celebrated it In "The Potato Digger's
Song":
If the sun never sets on the English tlag.
It never goes down on the Irish race.

There was Davis's noem about the
"Wild Geese":

On far foreigt fields from Dunkirk to Belgrade
L,ie the soldiers and chiefs or the Irish

Brigade.
There were the MacMahons of France,

A Won
By A. M. ACHORN.
WAS staying one night at Fickett's

^ farmhouse, at Spragues Falls ol

the St. Croix River" said the

fonner reporter, as he was remarking the

wonderful change that had come over that
wilderness section since his first visit. "It
was early autumn. The trees were begin1ning to decorate the landscape with th ir
colored garments and the house in which
I was staying was in the midst of all these
glorious colors, but, aside from the continuousroar of the waters as the great
river forced itself over the high falls, no

other sound broke the stillness.
"Before darkness set in I walked to the

falls and sat, lonesome enough, watching
tnai riDDon nae iiooa rou useu toward

the sea, and I contemplated the wonders
of nature. The great forests on both sides
of the river looked the same. Nature recognizesno boundary lines, yet I stood In

i the forest on tlje bank of a river that
divides the greatest republic on earth from
that remnant of the British Empire, the
depth and breadth of whose wealth has
never yet been dreamed, even by its own

native born children. These thoughts
filled me as darkness closed down and the
moon shone on^lie scene.

"As 1 returned to the house wtth a eoliemn feeling, I began gazing about the
room in an endeavor to find some book
or paper to read. All I found were a few
school books that must have been used a

hundred years before.
"I then turned my attention to an old

geography, which gave in its front pages
a map of Maine and that pdPtion of New
Brunswick which skirts the river, with
the old time Indian names of the lakes.
The thought occurred to me again, what a

wonderful key to power these falls are.

'Why,' thought I. 'this falls could In one

day generate sufficient power to build a

city here.' With the thought in mind I
tegan 10 write a story as ll ol tact, telling
of i lie place being visited by two men from
New York, evidently representatives and
engineers from some powerful financial
concern. They let drop an inkling that
they were making surveys of the falls
and the surrounding country in preparationof mysterious plans.
"Well, I took the scale of the map in

the geography and from it made an estimateof the acreage in the vast watershed.Then, making estimates of annual
growth of the trees, workoff uj> a figure
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the O'Donnells of Spain, the Taafes ut

Austria."The Fighting Race!".and suddenlyhe had the subject for his poem.
to begin somehow with the Irish dead of
the Maine, and let the rest work itself

f out. For a full week, during odd moments,
) (he worked at it.writing bits on scraps

of p^per, old envelopes, anything he hap-

> in? thein away.
3 From the first he had a clear vision of

the three types of tightiAg Irishman:
blacksmith type, with an apochalyiuic
Kelly, the rough, huge, heavily muscled,
lluvnr in his speech; Burke, the light,
bricht, peppery type, a volatile, lyric, lovable,humorous chap, catching the at!teiifton of commanders and charming
the ladies; Shea, "Scholar Jack," the
little, lively, fierce type, a Kerryman, perhaps,exulting in his race and its deeds
on the battlefields of the world. And at the
end of ten days he got ail his scraps together,made them into five stanzas with
no little labor, and sent the result to Tm,
New York Sun.
The Sun published the-poem on Its edi.toriul page on St. Patrick's Day, March

. 17, 1898. That night there was a dinner
of the Friendly Sons of St. Patrick at the
Waldorf-Astoria, and sotne of the leading
members, who had seen the verses in the
paper, asked the author to read them. He
did, amid wild acclaim, and Kelly and

i Burke and Rhea took their places in the
literary Pantheon of immortal Irishmen
beside Father O'Flynn, and Finnigin, and
Larry O'Dee, and Paddy O'Rafther, and
Father Molloy, and Barney MojGee, and all
tho others whose deeds have been cele
brated by the poets.

der City
(of stupendous size. Tn imagination I built
'a dam at the falls and a series oLiIditis

"""

among the lak«-8. madia branch railroad
from the then constructing Washington
County Railroad and the t~t. John shore
line, and, with several big lumber, cotton
and paper mills, envelope and paper bag
factories, houses, stores and streets added
to my plan, my picture was complete and
I sent It in to the press as fact. To my
great satisfaction and profit my story was
in a short time in all the papers, and
Spragues Falls was getting a fair share of
advertising. Annual forest growth began
to gain momentum.

"Time Masses Mllickh Twelve venrs

later a man cntlod m> office selling
stock in a promotion project, a developmentof the great water powers of the St.
Croix Iiiver. His name was Jordan; he
came from outside of the State and had
read the story of the wonders of Spragues
Kails in his own country weekly. He wa.improssedwith the water power possibilities.He had in his possession all the
facts that had been dug out of the old
geography in the Pickett chambers of the
old farmhouse. He had the figures I had
made, just as many ciphers added on to
the tail end of the figures as I had on

them to make them look well balanced it;
the story!
"When 1 told him that it was a delusion,

that his prospectus contained only stufT
that I had used ini a story twelve years
before, he said: 'All right. Mr. . You
think as you like, act as you like, but the
bare facts are plain enough to any wane

thinking person. The falls are there, the
lumber is there, and the annual growth is
certain.
"Time went on. To-day the thriving

town of Woodland is built with its great
paper pulp mill, box and envelop mills
and that part of the dream has come true
I am only a laboring man. yet Jordan is
a man of wealth. He made his money In
the scheme that built the magic little city
at the falls and has served two terms in
the Maine Senate. Now the strangest
thing of all ie that Jordan thinks that 11
is possible to generate sufficient electricity
from these falls to heat and light th<
country for u radius of fifty miles, and
that, with the aid of electricity so generated.sufficient nitrates may be taken
from the air to fertilize all the farms in
Maine and New Brunswick to a high degree.He purposes to make that powei
plan come true also "


