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SOCIAL LIFE
By Joseph Hone

HAVE before me a pedigree of Davis and other details
supplements the information in these regards given in S
biography. The Davis family, no doubt of Welsh origin,
the early seventeenth century, and a certain John Davis—of whom i
he was drowned at a picnic—married a Miss Osborne (whence 1
christian name) whose mother, Susanna Van Dmrd, was a
John Davis (1742-1788) of Broomshill in Essex, was Davis’s
after serving as a surgeon in the Peninsula war, came to
duties, and there met and married Mary Atkins. He
where the four children were born, and he died at
up some new appointment in Portugal. It was
that Davis traced back his line to the O’Sulli
in 1738, having married Anne, the daughter
Davis’s great grandmother. Anne’s son was
who married a first cousin, Mary Atkins,
fourth of whom was Davis’s mother.
Davis’s father died shortly before
a while at Mallow, where her mother was
next year Mrs. Davis removed to Duhl
and then at 61 (now 67) Lower
y 38 prohable that
able to send Thomas to one of |
University. We may be
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and Mexico ; its * Railway Intelligence ” (railways were very much in the news in R
1845) ran to a column and a half; another column was devoted to Church affairs ;

and there was a section dealing with trade and market reports. Amongst the purely

literary features of this issue was a full-page article on an Italian poet, signed

“D. F. MacC.” (Denis Florence MacCarthy) and a poem, after Béranger, by “ M.

MacD.” (Martin MacDermott). There was also an article entitled *“ National

Literature ”, in which the following passage occurs :—

“ No country posseses more abundant resources for a National Literature
than Ireland : but, unfortunately, they have long been locked up in a
language with which, to our shame be it spoken, the intellectual minds
of the nation are nearly all unfamiliar.”

The writer of that article, which is unsigned, never saw it in print, for he died four
days before ‘the issue in which it appeared came out. His name was Thomas Dayvis.

* * *

How much Davis meant to the Ireland of his time becomes evident as one turns
to the tributes paid to him, both by colleagues and outsiders, in this black-bordered
number of the newspaper of which he was the brighest star. The shock of his untimely
death is reflected in an editorial—doubtless from the pen of Charles Gavan Duffy—
so filled with emotion that one senses the difficulty the writer must have felt in speaking -
to the readers of The Nation about the passing of its best-loved and greatest contributor :

“ A great man, in the greatest sense, hath passed from amongst us. Death’s
indiscriminate might struck him down in his green spring. It would be a sordid
mockery of sorrow to trick up a false spirit against such a blow. Oh, no, no!
His death is a crushing calamity against which the heart of the land sinks.

“ For us, we have most to bear. Few and fecble are the rays of ‘hope
in the most dismal gloom with which our very destiny is overcast. Yet will
we not despair. Yet, beloved friend, will we walk steadily in that path which
thy spirit hath pointed out. Thy earnest warning, hallowed by thy own lofty
example, shall be obeyed. 7 PO ok

“ Irishmen, this death is a stern lesson. Tt has left each of you -more to
do. Your undertaking is to extend into broad noon the circling glory of Thomas
Davis. Work as he worked, to live beloved and die honoured.

“That head, so unresting—that ‘heart, so full of love,—beckon
from the tomb, and point onward. Holiest star, thy light i undimmed
dwelling of death, and many eyes are bent towards thee from every
earth reached by the energy and enterprise of Irishmen. ;

“The readers of The Nation will forgive us if our j
of the mournful impress of our feelings. Who will
Davis, if this day their spirit be !

No. 67 BAGGOT STREET, : ue
Thomas Davis's Dublin residence \
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