Nl VALY s v e e

s

- v




THE NEW IRISH LIBRARY.

Epiten ny

Sir CHARLES GAVAN DUFRY, K.CM.G.

ASSISTANT EbiTORS @

El?UFLAS _HYDE, LL.D. R. BARRY O'BRIEN
ational Literary Society, Irish Literary Soc :
4 Co%ege Green, Adclph{ 1"1&:(: Hayrd

rrace,

UBLIN, Loxpoy, W, R

LAYS OF THE RED BRANCH

BY

Sik SAMUEL FERGUSON, Q.C.,, LL.D.

Late President of the Royal Irish Academy, and Depuly Keeper of
the Records of Ireland

AUTHOR OF

“Lays of the Western Gael,” “Congal,” * Poems,” * Remains of
St. Patrick,” **Shakespearian Breviates,” * Hibernian Nights'
Entertainments,” * Ogham Inscriptions in Ireland,

Wales and Scotland,” &c., &c.

With an Fntroduction
BY

LADY FERGUSON

Lonvon Dublin
T. FISHER UNWIN SEALY, BRYERS & WALKER
PATERNOSTER SQUARE * MIDDLE ABBEY STREET

MDCCCXCVII



CONTENTS.

——

INTRODUCTION

Tue Twins oF MACHA

THE NamiN¢ oF CUCHULLIN

Tue Aspication or Fercus Mac Rov
MESGEDRA

DEIrDRE

DEIRDRE'S FAREWELL TO ALBA

DEIRDRE’'S LAMENT FOR THE Sons oF USNACH
Conary

Tur Hearine or CoNALL CARNACH

THE TAIN-QUEST

PacE

Vil

15
23
35
87
89
9z
128

142



=%, HIL  Literature of Ancient
Ireland has for some minds
—and those chiefly of high
imagination—an indefinable
yet powerful fascination.
Nor is this surprising, for it is
the product of a Race *highly dowered ; keenly sensi-
tive to the mystery and magic of Nature, and respon-
sive to the spiritual no less than the heroic in Man.
The Celts of Ireland have been from very early
times a literary people. Before they were acquainted
with the art of writing, the tales of love, and war, and
glory, in which they delighted, were recited by their
Bards, and orally preserved in verse. In historic
times these were committed to writing, and still exist,
in books penned more than a thousand years ago.
Their Brehons, or Judges, adjudicated the laws, and
recorded the pedigrees so important to a tribal people




viii INTRODUCTION.

We can trace the Celtic occupation of Europe from
the Black Sea to the Atlantic, in pre-historic Hes
by the expressive names which this race gave to
places. These evince their poetic feeling for .the
varied scenery of land and water, and arc instinct
with “a penetrating lofty beauty.”

Their monuments still exist over most parts of the
globe, so far as it was known to the Ancients. These
are mainly sepulchral —vast chambers of unhewn
stone, Dolmens, Cromlechs, Cairns, or Earthworks
covering a central chamber. With the Hero OVl
whose mortal remains such stupendous works have
been erected, were interred his most precious pOSSES”
sions, weapons of flint, stone, bronze, and ﬁnel.y

polished jade—a material only found in eastern Asi2
—and likewise ornaments of gold, sometimes assO-
clated with beads of amber which must have come
from the shores of the Baltic; these indicate the
extended range of their early trade or barter.

Tlion - Brittany, Wales, the Isle of Man

Irelandg anc'ls of Scotland, and southern and western

» etain the speech of this primitive race. NOT

is it surprigi ;
inv d rpl‘lsmg that in Ireiand__where the Romu'lﬂ
ader never trod—-—thei

r most characteristic and
aTe now to be found. Here are its
Sl authority, Tara, Emania, Aileach ;

numerous reljcg
Pagan seats of ¢
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its fortress-Duns—such as Rath Keltar, near Down-
patrick, or the Moat of Castletown, near Dundalk :
its dry-stone fortresses of immense size and strength—
such as Staigue Fort, in Kerry, Dun Zngus and Dun
Conor, on the Isles of Aran, off Galway Bay. Here,
too, may be inspected its sepulchres of New Grange,
Dowth and Knowth near the Boyne, and Slieve-na-
Caliagh near the Blackwater, with others too nume-
rous for mention. Ireland possesses also very early
Christian remains ; Round Towers, sculptured Crosses,
primitive Churches and Cells, Shrines, Bells, and
Croziers; also Ogham-inscribed pillar stones, all
deeply interesting to the Archmologist. The country
is rich also in gold ornaments of exquisite workman-
ship; metal work and leather work of beautiful
design ; book covers, and book cases, which evince
the artistic taste of the Gael—for so these early
inhabitants of the island called themselves.

Above all, the Libraries of Ireland, England, and
the Continent, possess innumerable Manuscripts, the
work of Irish scribes, many of them exquisitely illu-
minated. These scribes, trained in the Monastic
Schools of Ireland, went forth during the sixth and
subsequent centuries as missionaries. They have left
their vestiges all over Europe as scholars, civilizers
and Christianizers of its then heathen population.

Notwithstanding the ravages of Time, a consider-
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able number of MSS, still remain intact both a‘brola.d
and at home. The late Professor O’CU"I:Y L 11}5
Lectures on the Manuscript Materials of Ancient I s
History (Dublin, 1861), has estimated that existing
documents, known to him, would, if it Hll fol:r
thousand pages as large as those in O’Donovan’s
edition of the Aunais of the Four Masters; the
Ossianic Tales three thousand more ; and he Sl
putes that the Romances and Miscellaneous Litera-
ture would extend to upwards of five thousand pages

of that large size, Vet this amount of unpublished
matter is a mere fraction
which has been lost b
Vikings,

—a survival only of tl_mt
Y the ravages of Scandinavian
Norman invaders, civil wars, and confis-
cations, from which the native race has repeatedly
suffered during the Jagt thousand years. A glance at
the Nationa; Manuscripts of Ireland, published in five
large volumeg by the Government, with its samplfas
of the art of the early illuminators and scribes, will

convince the mgsgt Sceptical that the Gael of Ireland
have‘from Primitive ¢

mes been a learned and artistic
race,

The sixth volu
tains a brilljane
to the date of t
ninth century,
His tranglatioy,

me of the ““ New Irish Library ” con-

sketch of Early Gaelic Literature up
he invasions

of the Northmen in the
from the pen

S from the Irish afford samples of

of Dr, Douglas Hyde.

xi
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acles
“ Gaelic style,” while the preface treats of the ;b:t
. S &
which retard its reception by the English rea

- ea of
‘“The moment the English reader cmlJ‘arl\srrﬁ?s ;:fnsself in
native Irish literature,” writes I?r. Hyde, l h:’h;t the eiplas The
absolutely unknown waters. It is not e trical system, are
Pheseolagy, the tuens of speech, the enmcf ]T;_le ope lay between
as unlike English as though 1}?&3 i th'Er sp'md times and
the two countries, but its Wl dlugnlgnown to him,
events and cycles and dynasties, strzmgeh:ntl1 s s Warid]
and he thus finds himself suddenly launche lcted Hiais hetat
whose existence was by him perfectly unsuspe 1 ;,nnd similies
very side by allusions which he cannot untcrk; hi.m‘ Khié
;2 cca;?:ot grasp, and ideas _whic.h are strang:u“ar BT
This very contrast lends to Irish literature a p t dav of its life
hantment, for its fibres to the ]atcs- e separably
a, gre::t\‘ifll::l deep down in the soil of Ireland, Lm{: 12m'imce x
:Lcrtie\aucient history, mythology, topogmph* and roms
the island, . . . cnow, that Irish is, like
‘* Everyone knows now, or ought to know, d a highly-
Grec}li, eL:}:tin and Sanscrit, a pure Aryan language'i_ﬁz numfmus
inflected and very beautiful one e it (- i1 ko EW freely
oGLIEniE Bl WD Have alidlsd lS chrit in importance
admit that the OId Irish ranks near to of highest praise.”,
for the philologist) all speak of it in terms of hig

Dr. Hyde observes of the primitive literatu‘r\t;hzf
Ireland that it “never evolved a drama. d .w.e Wl
it did produce—and produce nobly an
romance,” He asks pertinently :—

““Now who were the authors of these couple of hundred

1o I 1 . 1 1 . h 1
: g . h. v
There is not a trace f thelr uthors lp Ty
answered, (o) 1 remaimmin

ave been
if authorship be the right word for what I suspect to have
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the gradual growth of racial, tribal and family history, mixed
with Celtic mythology, thus forming stories which were ever
being told, and re-told, and polished up, and added to, and
which were—some of them—handed down for, perhaps, count-
less generations ; others recount historical tribal or family doings,
magnified during the course of tim
recent date give us, perhaps, fairly accurate accounts of real
events. I take it that as soon as bardic schools and colleges
began to be formed, there was no class of learning more popular
than that which taught the great traditionary stories of the
various tribes and families of the great Gaelic race, and the
Intercommunication between the bardic colleges propagated
local tradition throughout a1] Ireland.

“_It_ is this casy analysis of our carly literature into its ante-
Christian ang it Post-Christian elements which makes it so
valuable. For, when all spurious aceretions have been stripped
off, we find in our Most ancient tales a genuine picture of Pagan

life in Europe, for which we Joolk in vain clsewhere. . . . IHe
(the student)

e S no other meang of estimating what were the
olclla..hfc, feelings ang modes of thought of those greal races
Eoit;nhilgllted 50 large a part of the old world, Gaul, Belgium,
British Isley vpun 3 O GCPMany, Spain, Switzerland and the
A ds, Who b‘lﬂ_lcd Rome in jtg infancy, who plundered

e, an who_colo_mzcd Asia Minor, But, in the early Irish

he sees come to light another
3 through this early Irish peep-
the life ang manners of the race

¢; others, again, of more

i OF the “Celte? barely mentioned
Writers, Ie-appear

amongst ourselves in
€Xpansion of romance.”
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Such being the admitted difficulties which have
made the subject unpopular, it is natural to inquire
in what its value and attraction consists? This ques-
tion will allow of many answers. Dr. Douglas Hyde
has alluded to the light reflected from Ireland on the
social condition of the pre-historic populations of
Europe.  Sir Samuel Ferguson has told that-—

¢* The man aspires
To link his present with his country’s past,
And live anew in knowledge of his sires.”

And Mr, Standish O’Grady, in his Zarly Burdic
Literature, Ireland (1879), has shown how illumi-
hating is that literature when studied in connection

with existing sepulchral and other monuments on
Irish soil :—

“But there is one country in Europe in which, by virtue of
4 marvellous strength and tenacity of the historical intellect and
of filial devotedness to the memory of their ancestors, there have
been preserved down into the early phases of medizeval civilisa-
tion, and then committed to the sure guardianship of manuscript,
the hymns, ballads, stories and chronicles, the names, pedigrees,
achievements, and even characters, of those ancient kings and
Warriors over whom those massive cromlechs were erected and
great cairns piled. There is not a conspicuous sepulchral monu-
ment in Ireland, the traditional history of which is not recorded
In our ancient literature, and of the heroes in whose honour
they were raised. In the rest of Europe there is not a single
barrow, dolmen or cist of which the ancient traditional history
is recorded ; in Ireland there is hardly one of which it is not.
And these histories are in many cases as rich and circumstantial
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as that of men of the greatest eminence who have lived 1n
modern times. . . .

“There is not a King of Treland, described as such in the
ancient annals, whose barrow is not mentioned in these or other
compositions, and every one of which may at the present di‘-_}".be
identified where the ignorant plebeian or the ignorant patricia®
has not destroyed them. The early History of Ireland clings
around and grows out of the Irish barrows. . .. IHer ancicnt
history passed unceasingly into the realm of artistic represen-
tation; the history of one generation became the poetry of the
next, until the whole island was illuminated and coloured by the
poetry of the bards. Productions of mere fancy and imagination
these songs are not, though fancy and imagination may have
coloured and shaped all their subject-matter, but the names are
names of men and women who once lived and died in Ireland,
and over whom their people raised the swelling rath and reared
ir:r;mky cromlech, .In the sepulchral monuments their names
T 1d_prcserw.red, and in the performance of sacred rites, and the

D i G el e
clung around Lhe‘se l\'emems kept fresh till the traditions th
blaces were enshrined in tales which were

finally incorpor 3
Leinster. . P .ated in the Leabhar na Huidhré and the Book of
“ Foreigner b :
country a%\ a:uam_ surprised to find the Trish claim for their own
bouring counmqmty and a history prior to that of the neigh-
e e c;s.d I'I.erem lie the proof and the explanation.
in other counu-'n history of the mound-raising period have
intrinsic force le; ['Jusse-d away.  Foreign conquest, or less
suffered thep, toof [hegination, and pious sentiment have
been all Preserved a‘il mt? oblivion ; but in Ireland they bave
hue hag faded, hardin thel.r original fulness and vigour, hardly a
suffered to decay, ¥ & minute circumstance or articulation been
13 There is LI
one thing ¢
We, at least, shoulg nft © be learned from all this, which is, that
stroyed, whoge history suff]c; these ancient monuments to be de-
as S
¢en thus sg astonishingly preserved.

INTRODUCTION. XV

“When the study of the Irish literary records is revived, as
certainly will be revived, the old history of each of these raths
and cromlechs will be brought again into the light, and one
new interest of a beautiful and edifying nature attached to the

landscape, and affecting wholly for good the minds of our
people,

““ Irishmen are often taunted with the fact that their history
is yet unwritten, but that the Irish, as a nation, have been care-
less of their past is refuted by the facts which I have mentioned.
A people who alone in LEurope preserved, not in dry chronicles
alone, but illuminated and adorned with all that fancy could
suggest in ballad, and tale, and rude epic, the history of the
mound-raising period, are not justly liable to this taunt.”

Although Ireland may thus be said to hold those
“Keys of the Past,” it must be borne in mind that
the Celtic element, though less prominent elsewhere,
has not been absolutely eradicated, and can still be
traced underlying other civilizations. The ancient
Britons were not exterminated by their Roman con-
querors, who, after holding the island for some four
centuries, finally abandoned it. Nor did the Anglo-
Saxons—rashly invited by the Britons—do more than
expel them from the fertile districts in the east and
south to the mountainous regions of the west, where
—as in Wales—their ancient language is still spoken.
The Normans who subjugated the Saxons in England
and the Gael in Ireland, had themselves in their veins
an infusion of Celtic blood. Itis to that element in
the population of England that her literature—in the
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/ 1 =
opinion of Mr, Matthew Arnold and Mr. Morley
owes some of its finest characteristics.

Mr. Morley, in his Lnglish Writers before Chaucer,
has expressed his views ;—

““The main current of English literature cannot be ms;c,.l:s
necled from the lively Celtic wit, in which it has one o lr
MSes. The: Celts do mof fopi an utterly distinct part of °“t
mixed Population. Byt for carly, frequent and various cor'li-'lf,:
with the race in its half-barbarous days invented 055““;]5
dialogues witp St. Patrick, and that quickened afterwards the

Northmen’s plooq in France, Germanic England would not have
produced a Shakespeare,”

Mr. Matthew Arnold,

in his Lectures On the Study
of Celti; Lz'te;m’m-c, elog

uently writes :—
“The Celp for what is noble and dislinguisl}cd
gave his domitable personality gave it pf'lde
and nervous exaltation gave It a
ndering with wonderful felicity %hc
ature,  The forest solitude, the bubbling
ers, are everywhere ip romance. They Im'\'c
d grace there ; they are nature’s own c]}ll-
T Secret in g Way which makes them something
M the woods, waters, and plants of Greek and
OW of this deljeate magic, Celtic romance is s0
Stress that it seemg impossible to believe the
10t come iptq fomance from the Celts, Magic is
L e G e ey e ey
oflhesuil.r: fi L n‘S. = ,HO_ ns

B b 2 faithfy) realism—-that the Germa
Mate |, her weird power and her

magical chary of n
Spring, the wild floy,
A mysterigyg life ap
drcn, and uttey he
(uite difi'erent fro
Latin Poetry, N
Pre-emineng mij
Power qiq

fairy charp, e of nature,

INTRODUCTION. xvi

It is not easy, or even possible, to define wherein
i t
lies the charm of the literature of the Gael. It mus
be felt, and it has at the present time, as in the past,
found an audience © fit,” though “few.” Itis hardly
to the credit of our countrymen that scholars from
France and Germany are more interested in it thar;
we are, and come to Ireland solely for the purposelo
. e

its study. One of these, M. H. D’Arbois de Jubai
ville, Professeur au College de France, in his [fzz‘ra;
duction @ letude de la Littiratenr Celtigue, speaks o

this dawn of letters in Ireland :—

“Celte ¢époque de prospérité ol I'étude de la liu'crafurli
nationale et celle des lettres latine et chrétiennes flonss:u.ent
Pune & ¢6té de l'autre en Irlande, sc prétant un mul.uel appu:de
produisant une foule de monuments curieux, (!cpllls’ en grlan e
Partic détruits par les barbares qui ont dévasté !.Ir‘l[ﬂ'n:e '::
Neuviéme et au dixidme siccle, et par les ]10:1?n1es civi JSLSI:] ;
Vont mise A feu et 3 sang au seizitme et au dix-septi¢me. ft:
restes que les biblioth¢ques nous conserv_ent, de cel}e vnsl:ia
littérature peuvent étre compares aux edlﬁccs.en rumes.[q
altestent la grandeur de certaines civilisations disparues; i e.r:
subsiste assez pour nous permettre de nous figurer ce que devai
&tre, avant sa destruction, le grand corps dont nous n npcrce\von;i
plus que d’incomplets fragments, et pour nous provoquer & e

.
o 5 s tibldnzs
Commencer I'étude avee un curiosité qui n’est pas sans mélang
d’admiration,

Probably the cause suggested by Mr. Matthew
Arnold in one of his critical essays why ‘the common

sort of readers” patronize a ““common sort of litera- ;
ture” only, may be the true one. They “do not
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want and could not relish anything better. Even if
good literature entirely lost currency with the world,”
he continues, “it would still be abundantly worth
while to continue to enjoy it by oneself.”

This literature, both Christian and Pagan, was full
of charm for Sir Samuel Ferguson. In early youth
he commenced for his own gratification the study of
Irish.  Although he never mastered the language, he
knew enough to glean from Gaelic sources the mate-
rial which, in after life, he made the ground—work of
many of his poems. He was a keen antiquary, and
visited in the intervals of professional work those
existing remains of the race he loved wherever they
wer.e to be found, on hill or dale, on lake or shore
Of In museums at home and abroad. His knowledge
Of manuscripts and bogks familiarised him with their
history and traditions, thus re-doubling his interest in
Z?g:r:‘;:g Osz _re.;ord. Details have been given in hi.s

a7 185;6 an“’”l”el .J"'c’?'gftson n the [re!a}mzt of fiff
Ireland, W,rzles a?:lisg I his Ogham Tuscriptions 17
in 188, '@ Seotland, posthumously published
Liesrilfc;?iip;z:sﬁincmded in the present volume,

early period in gpq StRANCH, are illustrative of a very
ory of Pagan Ireland, dating as

OPening of the Christian era. It may

113
the Conorian Cycle,” for the heroes

INTRODUCTION. X1X

whose deeds are commemorated are grouped around
the throne of a northern prince, Conor Mac Nessa.
Emania (Emain Macha), near Armagh, was the Royal
capital. The great earthwork—still standing—covers
eleven acres of land, and is at present known as
«Navan Fort” Within a short distance is another
earthwork, which has given its name of Creeve Roe tof
the adjoining townland. This was the place ?
assemblage of a chivalrous confraternity, whose heroic
achievements, recorded by the Bards, are the themes
of these Lavs oF THE RED BrANCH, culled from the
poetry of Sir Samuel Ferguson.

The foundation of Emania—a fortress of the Celt
which has stood for at least two thousand y.ears-—
belongs to mythical times. Two dif.ferent stories are
told by the Bards in explanation of its name‘, Lmain
Macka. Both are barbarous and even repulsive ; but,
as Sir S. Ferguson remarked in a letter to P.rofessor
Blackie—* It is no answer to say these things are
intrinsically jejune, or ugly, or barbarous. You_ w1l;
probably agree with me that much of the mntexjml o
the best classic literature is as crude and revoltmg. as
anything in Irish orin Welsh story. Raw ma.termli,
however, to be converted to the uses of cultivate
genius, is not all that we might reasonably hog}e for
from such sources. There are ways of looking at
things, and even of expressing thought, in these
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deposits of old experience, not to be lightly reject(?d
by a generation whose minds are restless with unsatis-
fied speculation, and the very clothing of whose ideas
begins to show the polish of threadbareness as much
as of culture.” :

The legend, explanatory of the name of Emania,
which Sir Samuel versified, forms the first and prob-
ably the least attractive in the series of PREE
concerned with the Conorian Cycle. Terrible as 1t
is, he points out that “it forms a necessary part of
the introduction to the great epic romance of the
Tain or Cattle-spoil of Quelgné.”

This poem, the “Twins of Macha,” shews the first
link in chain of events which bring out the idea of
moral retribution with, ‘Eschylean grandeur. 1In these
€vents the greatest part is played by Cuchullin, who
™ay be termed the Achilles of the Trish Iliad, and the
story of how he received his hero name is narrated in

the secong of th ; ,
€ tales h 1 1 Taming O
Cuchullip » ere given, ¢ The Naming

was th Setanta, for such was his name as a boy,

of D F—‘_nephew of Conor Mac Nessa, being the son

catic);m;e, bt Monarcl’s sister. With ¢ The Abdi-

new se:iesFe:guS Mac Roy” we are introduced to 2
Of event. \ N "

and coalege 5 These ultimately flow together,

¢ With the Cuchullin Cycle to form the
of the 7;

7-Bo-Cuailone, or Cattle‘SPOil
FQI‘ Ferg o g

us Mac Roy’s abdication puts

INTRODUCTION, XX1

Conor on the throne-—and he it is who sets in
motion the forces that work themselves out in the
Zain. The beautiful tale of Deirdré, the most famous
in ancient Irish legend, deals with the tragic issues
of a deed of impious treachery performed by King
Conor. The Epic of the Zw/z, unhappily not ren-
dered in full detail by Sir Samuel Ferguson, shows
how Fergus, in vengeance for the outrage done by
Coner to those whom Fergus had pledged himself to
protect, allies himself with Macv, the warrior Queen
of Connaught, and invades the dominions of Conor
with a mighty host. Here is the stage on which the
great exploits of Cuchullin were performed. The
Zain, if Sir S. Ferguson had given it to us in English,
would have enlarged on all the topics which are
glanced at in his poem of the “Tain Quest,” the
latest of the Lays contributed to the present volume.
For in this poem, which deals with the recovery in
the sixth century of the forgotten Epic, the tragedy
of Deirdré, the expedition of Maev, the character and
Position of Fergus, reputed author of the Zazx, are all
referred to. The Ulster heroes, beloved by Fergus,
of whom Cuchullin was chief, his combats at the
Ford, the death, by his hand, of his early friend,
Ferdia; champions who “in the pauses of the
deadly combat kissed ”—all these touching and
heroic incidents are recorded in the “Tain-Quest,”
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and these are the subject matter of the Tain-Bo-
Cuailgne.

This very early work, preserved in more Of less
fragmentary form in some of our Irish MSS., has bee.n
epitomised by Ferguson in the Introduction to his
Lays of the Western Gael - —

* Deirdré, a beautiful virgin, educated by Cunor'for his 0“('}“
companionship, saw and loved Naisi, who eloped with her, an@

jed
dreading the wrath of the king, fled to Scotland, nccor?lpﬂniﬁc
by his brothers and clansmen. Conor, contemplating

; of
treachery he afterwards practised, acquiesced in the entreaty

. : ) and
his councillors that the sons of Usnach should be [’aldoned -:,:15
restored to the service of their country; and to F e{gus 1‘c.m
confided the task of discovering their retreat and escorting th

; : of
to Emania under security of safe-conduct. The hunting-cry

Fergus was heard and recognized by the exiles where they lay
n green booths in the solitude of Glen Etive. On their return
t‘? .Irelan(l, 2 temptation prepared for the simple-minded con
Vivial Fergus detached him from his wards; and Deirdré and
%B. clan Usnach proceeded under the guardianship of his s0ns:
h::;z m;d hm““' o Emania. Here they were lodged in thz
appa,e::t :hc Red B.ranch. where, although it soon hccamd
all appeamst Conor intended their destruction, they repressed
tinueq Playir::e Olf dlst“‘?t In their protectors, and calmly CO“d
Tllan slagy in&’. Lr]:l 1655 until, Buino having been bought over, _:mo

sally from e 1:‘1; t_lcfenc.g‘, they were at length compelled dt .

Deirdye being g¢4 g edifice, and were put to the sword:

he king’s possession. On this

atrocioyg Sien 1zed again intg ¢
: up arms as well to regain his

¢ Fergus to0)

Venge l}.ae abuse of his safe-conduct ; but Cuchullin

injureq exking chiefs remaining faithfu] to Conor, the much
If with others of the disgusted

Ultoni;m nobleg ¢ etook himse
0 the Protection of Mpey and Ailill, the Queen

INTRODUCTION. XX

and King Consort of Connaught. Thus strengthm:led,. lhcf
warriors of Maev made frequent incursions into the territories od
Conor, in which Keth and Beiilen on the one hand, ant
Cuchullin and Conall Carnach on the other, were the mos
renowned actors. After many years of desultory w::rfare,-n
pretext for the invasion of the rich plain of- Louth :,l'mscillllj
consequence of a chief of the territory of Cuailgne hm‘mg e
treated the messengers of Maev, sent by her to negulc}atc i
purchase of a notable dun bull, and the 'grcnt exped;lc?n-g;-
thereupon organized which forms the ‘subjcct of 'thlci t‘:;::ersed
Cuailgine. The guidance of the.invading host, whic 1] i
the counties of Roscommon, Longford and.W'estme:u 1;1 ‘m.
first confided to Fergus; and much of the 1r.1tercst of t cl'dsS hrii
turns on the conflict in his breast between _lns duty to::ions e
adopted sovereign, and his attachment to his old t:ornp:I e
arms and former subjects. On the lfordcrs of Cumdgrzqin(:d
invaders were encountered by Cuchullin, who alo'ricco :o‘r =
them by successive challenges to single combat, un.tl e a =
the Ultonian chiefs were enabled to assemlﬂe. their for b;;uing
these encounters Cuchullin also had .the pain of co(:nmhe]r5
former companions and fellow-pu[.)ils in arms ; ﬁmi’"?he sumc’:
Ferdia, who had received his rnihtnr'y education aD v
school and under the same amazonian instructress at I u “hd;
in view of the Cuchullin hills, in Skye. .In the respites o bt
combat the heroes kiss in memory of their early aﬁ'e:;l.::;} o
name of the ford in which they fought (A¢2-Zir nzo ;,of o
Ardee, in the county of Louth) perpetuates the nfletlhcg ol
fallen champion, and helps to fix the locahty'o e
passages, Maeyv, though ultimately overlhl:oun E N
battle of Slewin, in Westmeath, succeeded in cgrry;] ﬁe e
spoils of Louth, including the dun bull ll)f lduzhg cf’]'ectcd
with Fergus, under the shelter c?f whose s(;:c Ragitr v
her retreat through many sufferings f“’d rmgzlr ,Elphin, o
to Croghan, the Connacian royal residence, ne
Roscommeon,”
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In his Hibernian Nights' Entertainments, written_ln
youth, Ferguson gave a free rendering from the Irlsl.l,
original of “The Death of the Children of Usnach,’
a story “which hath never been varied during many
hundred years of constant tradition, and which hath
delighted more princes, and nobles, and honoumbli
audiences, than any other story of Milesian times.
It is interspersed with lyrics such as Deirdré’s ¢ Fare-
well to Alba,” and her ©Lament for the S0DS of
Usnach.”  These, when compared with his mono-
drame, “Deirdre,” in the present volume, evidence tha't
the fortunes of this hapless heroine filled his imagl-
nation from youth to age. “The Healing of Conall
Carnach,” included in the following work, introduces
Us to another hero of the Zwiz. He is the slayer of
Mesgedra, whose combat with Conall is the subject
ifﬁzsegeg::?hin this Sf’:l"ie‘s, called by his nan:;

with insight anss been criticised by Mr. T. W. Lys

sympathy.

In spi
Mr ]S_,plte of some barbarous incidents in the storys
+ Liyster Obsewes th . ms
at 1 the poe
based o Trish n nearly all I

s attracteq tic myth, he ”—Sir S. Ferguson—
€
idea, either -by Some moral, or religious, or humane
his imaginatil;l:erent in the myth or read into it in
o SCrutiny, and .
distinction i, his p%ty This is one of the notes of
r

traits g nature of high

y—poetry revealing in all it$
distinction,”
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“Conary "—the last poem which remains for men-
tion—may seem at first sight to have little connection

with the cycle of Conor Mac Nessa, for Tara—not
Emania

was the capital of the stately, peaceful
monarch who is its subject. Conary was supreme
King of Erin—Ireland being a pentarchy—while
Conor was only provincial king of the northern pro-
vince, and Ailill and Maev rulers of the western. In
the retinue of Conary, who had been making a
peaceful progress through the island, were warriors
such as Cormac Conlingas, the son of Conor Mac
Nessa, and Conall Carnach, the friend of Cuchullin,
then deceased. At a place not far from Dublin, still
pointed out as the site of one of the Bruidins, or
Houses of Hospitality of ancient Ireland, the Royal
cavalcade halt for the night, and are attacked by
pirates who set fire to the building. The warriors
who surround the king sally forth to confront the
assailants, but are beglamoured and spell-bound by
malignant spirits. Conary is slain. Conall, released
at last from their supernatural and evil enchantments,

appeals
ek “Ta you
Beings of goodness perfect, and to Thee
Great unknown Being who hast made them all,
”n
Take ye compassion on the race of men.

The prevalence of the supernatural in this work,
dealing so largely as it does with the beliefs of the
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ethnic Irish—their magic, their superstmon; tttlll‘ili
bondage to spiritual beings who walk the Lnrbeen
gives a mysterious eeriness to * Conary.” It hns“ e
pronounced by competent judges to be amol‘lanoes
best of Ferguson’s poems. Mr. W. B. Ye’”_lts °0n_
further, for he says, when comparing him with ; le
temporary poets :—* Ferguson had the more ar Pof
imagination, the more epic aim. His * Ver?gean‘;" d
the Welshmen of Tirawley’ is the best Irish ba)te’
and his ‘Conary,’ a long battle-tale in blank verse,
the best Irish poem of any kind.” ) d
Avdently attached to the land of his birth, 21nn
undeterred by the apathy of the public, Fefgusof
persistently devoted his genius to the service 0t
Ireland.  Fully aware that he sacrificed PreSf.:nl
Popularity in so doing, he continued to make Irish
themes the subject of his verse and prose, and was‘
willing to forego that appreciation from his con{erlﬂn
Poraries 5o grateful to a poet and man of letters. f,
the epistle to Professor Blackie, already spoken Ob
he writes :—« Tpe repugnance to the subject amongst

English men of letters—from whom our upper classes
].mve borrowed 4] they know or feel in the matter—
1S not unnatura‘l_

A man who fancies his education
like to learn a new language and 2
ionary, with the view merely to the
tical opinion for an audience at

finisheq does not
New classica] dict
CXpression of cr

INTRODUCTION. XXvi

present very limited in number, and probably bettfr
read in the subject than himself.” And in Ferguson's
Inaugural Address, in 1882, as President of the Royal
Irish Academy, he speaks of the work the Afca_demy
had undertaken in the transcription in fac-simile of
our most ancient Irish manuscripts thus p.lacejd
within reach of Continental scholars, and glories 1n
the forecast that ‘ within the next ten years the.whole
bulk of the old native Irish literature will be in the
hands of scholars all over the world.” In this hopfa
his patriot heart exulted. ¢ If there ever was a,}eil-
timate hope at the bottom of scholastic effort,” he
continued, ‘it animated the men v{bo brought these
things together and put them in thelr- present posFui‘e
and capacity for use. . . . To their hands mm.nly
has been committed the guardianship of the materiais
out of which such a literature as I have been .contem-
lating may be evolved.” _
: Thigs asgiration was his to the last. It 15 Ith::
expressed in a letter to Dr. Whitley Stokes i— z E
old friends falling and failing around me, and crrn .
be content to go my ways, leaving undonet‘ adbrend
deal that I ought to have done; but I halve live éa‘,m
loved, and done something if not all I rmg]}t,l ar; \0 7
bequeath, in all likelihood to you, or possibly 0d "
or two others, the duty and, I .hope, the rew?rours
making the voice of this despised people 0
heard high up Olympus.”
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It is hoped that Sir Samuel Ferguson’s poems.of
the Conorian Era, Lavs or THE REp BRANCH, In-
cluded in this volume of the “New Irish Library,”
now arranged in the sequence he himself suggested, may
assist the reader in the realization of the chamcte_rs
and actions ascribed to their heroes in the Bardic
Chronicles of ancient Ireland.

M. C. FERGUSON.

20 NORTH GREAT GEORGE’S ST., DUBLIN,
Sune 17t%, 1897.

LAYS OF THE RED BRANCH.

—_——
THE TWINS OF MACHA :

A LAY OF THE WESTERN GAETL.

INTRODUCTORY NOTE.

[The earthworks called the Navan, near Armagh, are the
remains of the old fortress-dwelling of the petty kings of Ulster.
For so insignificant a place, it possesses what few other sites in
Western Europe can boast of. It has a history, more or less
fabulous, extending from the year 330 before, to the year 336
after Christ. Its greatest glories are associated with the days of
Conor son of Nessa, in whose time, by one account, it received
the name by which it has since been known ; for it is to be
noted that Navan is the abbreviated form of A;z-Emm'uuMn‘/z('z,
rendered in this legend The Twins of Macha. Terrible as this
story is, it is not repulsive, like that of the earlier Macha, who in
the other legend is made the original founder, :1_nd it forms a
Necessary part of the introduction to the great epic romance of
the Tain or Cattle-spoil of Quelgné. Cuchullm_ would not have
had the opportunity of winning glory by defending the passes of
Ulster singlehanded as he is there represented to have done, had
not Conor and his powerful chiefs been disabled {or, the ﬁe].d by
the plague visited on them in vengeance of Macha’s sufferings.
The original is a good example of that conciseness and simplicity
united with dramatic power which characterises the Dinnsenchs

class of poems.] =
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THE TWINS OF MACHA.

ks HENCE  Zmain Macha?
And the pangs intense
That long were wont tO
plague the Ultonians,
whence?
TFYR%'  Not hard to tell.  Once,
ere that pest began,
Crunn of the Herds, the son of Agnoman,
Tending his flocks dwelt lonely in the wild.
Dead was his wife : and many a squalid child,
Ul-cared for, clamoured in the dwelling bare.
Now, on a day, when sitting sadly there,
Crunn was aware a woman stood beside,
Of gracious aspect, sweet and dignified.
She, as familiar there had been her life,
At once assumed the office of the wife :_
Unasked, presided ; dealt the children bread ;
And drew their loves forth, in the mother’s stead ;
Long while ghe tarried. Neither wholesome food,
ii](;!re:::a‘rlr::ly raiment, nor aught else of good
Woas W;;tinth%housemfe’s. hand rpakes glad a home,
When U g with them ; till the time was come
aidh all were wont to make repair

Wi
,lt.h annual pomp to celebrate their Fair.
Thither they flocl -

And, with t} man, woman, youth, and maid ;
and, 1€ others, Crunn, his limbs arrayed

80.  Fear seized her soul

» 80 not i s 4

g »Tash one | Thoy wilt neler control

If‘n Afﬁstive garb, to

THE TWINS OF MACHA. 3

“Some word ill-timed, may mar our life’s content.”
“Tush! Fear me not,” said Crunnj and, jocund, went.

The fair is filled. The grooms of Conor lead
The royal car and coursers o’er the mead.
The woods and lawns with loud applauses ring ;
The flattering courtiers buzz about. * The thing
“ Lives not, for swiftness, that can near them come.”
““ Swifter,” said Crunn, “my own good wife at home.”
Scarce said,—the wretch, by wrathful Conor caught,
Is captive. Tidings to the wife are brought.
“Woe’s me,” she cried, “ must aid him now, and I
“So soon to bear my own maternity ! ”
“Woe thee, indeed ! ” the savage grooms return.
“ Make good his boasting, or prepare his urn.”
““ As mothers bore you, spare ! ” she cries aghast ;
“ Or yield me respite till my pains are past.”
No respite.  “ Good, then, if it must be so,
“ My pains shall work you, men of Ulster, woe,
““Now and hereafter.” Brought before the King—
“Thy name?” My name,—ou» name,—7#/i¢ name
shall cling
“’To this thy fair-green and thy palace-hall
“Till the just God give judgment upon all ;—
“MacHA, my name ; daughter of Sanrad, son
“Of Imbad. Now, release him, and I run.”

She ran ; the steeds contended. Long ere they
Attained the goal, already there, she lay,
A mother, dying. Twin the birth. So came
Of Emain Macha, *“ Macha’s Twins,” the name.



THE NAMING OF CUCHULLIN:

A LAY OF THE WESTERN GAEL.

INTRODUCTORY NOTE.

[One of the stories introductory to the Za#n, and, of them ?llllé
the most dramatic.  The name (Cu-Chudlain) signifies to
Hound of Cullan. Cz, in this meaning, is a commeon elcmcn“en

eltic proper names, Whether the armourer of Slieve Gu n-
Was another Wayland Smith may amuse the ethnologlcﬂl €
quirer.  He will'at least live in the renown of his chain-houn

as long as Celtje literature endures. ]

............ N CONOR,

=T >, s . in the
ETANTA, if bird-nesting 10
> .5 woods

@ .'-, And ballfeats on the play-gree?
/3 please thee not '
More than discourse of warrior

and

of sage,

“Weapons in the forge

off 3 P g%

MYSZ;&“ ndulgence, For we go,—

To visi,trgjy 1Step‘8ire Fergus, and my Bard,—
ullan, the llustrious smith

ome thoy alg0 if thou wilt.

And sight of Warrior

THE NAMING OF CUCHULLIN.

SETANTA.

Ask me not, good oh Conor, yet to leave

The play-green ; for the ball-feats just begun

Are those which most delight my playmate-youths,
And they entreat me to defend the goal :

But let me follow ; for, the chariot-tracks

Are easy to discern ; and much I long

To hear discourse of warrior and of sage,

And see the nest that hatches deaths of men,

The tongs a-flash, and Cullan’s welding blow.

CONOR.

Too late the hour ; too difficult the way.
Set forward, drivers : give our steeds the goad.

CULLAN.,

Great King of Emain, welcome. Welcome, thou,
Fergus, illustrious step-sire of the King :

And, Seer and Poet, Cathbad, welcome too.
Behold the tables set, the feast prepared.

Sit.  But, before I cast my chain-hound loose,
Give me assurance that ye all be in.

For, night descends ; and perilous the wild ;
And other watchman none of house or herds,
Here, in this solitude remote from men,

Own I, but one hound only. Once his chain

Is loosened, and he makes three bounds at large
Before my door-posts, after fall of night,

There lives not man nor company of men
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- Less than a cohort, shall, within my close
Set foot of trespass, short of life or limb.

CONOR.

Yea; allare m. Let loose, and sit secure.
Good are thy viands, Smith, and strong thine ale.
Hark, the hound growling.

CULLAN.
Wild dogs are abroad.

FERGUS.

Not ruddier the fire that laps a sword

Steel'd for a king, oh Cullan, than thy wine.
Hark, the hound baying.

CULLAN.

Wolves, belike, are near

CATHEBAD,
I’;zt cheerfuller the ruddy forge’s light
o v\;ayfarer bfanighted, nor the glow
'1¢ and viangs tq a hungry man,

welcome 9 : s
Hark, the houng yetﬁi(;] ga!SS d from host to guest

CULLAN,

T nemy intrygeg | TFr;ends, I
©Lush! ’tis a boy,

THE NAMING OF CUCHULLIN.

SETANTA.

Setanta here, the son of Suiiltam.

CONOR.

Setanta, whom I deemed on Emain green
Engaged at ball-play, on our track, indeed !

SETANTA.

Not difficult the track to find, oh King,

But difficult, indeed, to follow home.

Cullan, ’tis evil welcome for a guest

This unwarn’d onset of a savage beast,

Which, but that ’gainst the stone-posts of thy gate
I three times threw him, leaping at my throat,
And, at the third throw, on the stone-edge, slew,
Had brought on thee the shame indelible

Of bidden guest, at his host’s threshold, torn.

CONOR.

Yea, he was bidden : it was I myself

Said, as I passed him with the youths at play,
This morning, Come thou also if thou wilt.
But little thought I,—when he said the youths
Desired his presence still to hold the goal,
Yet asked to follow; for he said he longed

To hear discourse of warrior and of sage,

And see the nest that hatches deaths of men,
The tongs a-flash, and Cullan’s welding blow ;—
That such a playful, young, untutor’d boy
Would come on this adventure of a man.
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Hound watchfuller, or of a keener fang

CULLAN. Against intruder, than myself shall be.

I knew not he was bidden ; and I asked,

Ere I cast loose, if all the train were in.

But, since thy word has made the boy my guest,—
Boy, for his sake who bade thee to my board,

I give thee welcome:: for thine own sake, no.

For thou hast slain my servant and my friend, S

The hound T loved, that, fierce, intractable Hath made award more righteous. Be it so.
To all men clse, was ever mild to me. A U 1
He knew me ; and he kne Rih e el T W SRR .
e commandments But now Cuchullin, chain-hound of the Smith ?
More than a man, he kn

And turns of gesture,
Unspoken, if in grief

CULLAN.,

A sentence, a just sentence.

CONOR.

w my uttered words,
as a man might know :
ew my looks and tones
and discerned my mind,

SETANTA.
He ; or if in joy. Setanta I, the son of Sudiltam,
P Was my pride, my strength, my company, Nor other name assume I, or desire.

or I am childless ; and that hand of thine

as left an o] man lonely in the world. CATHBAD.

Take, son of Sudiltam, the offered name.

T SETANTA.
Si . ‘
Smce, Cullan, by Mischance, I've slain thy hound, SIELANTA:

0 much thy grief co

Mpassion stirs in me, Setanta, I. - Setanta let me be.
Tice a sentence on myself.

ere liveth byt
3 I }v111 rear him i)

Ifea.r Me prongy

of his g

T Uladheed t'h a whelp

1 he grow Mark Cathbad.
e

5 and serving thee.

And a gooq b €2 javelin in my hand, *Tis his seerfit.

About thy boundser’ and there never went

» from daylight-gone tiil dawn

CONOR.

FERGUS.
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CATHRAD.

To my ears
amour from the rising years,
The tumult of 4 torrent passion-swollen, .
Rolled hitherward 5 and, mid its mingling noises,
I hear Perpetual voices

Proclaim tq laud and fame
The name,

Cucnurny |

There comes 3 cl

Hound of the
Devotes thy

To vigilan
"Tis not alon

Smith, thy boyish vow
manhood, even Dow,

ce, fidelity, and tojl -
€ the wolf, fang-bare to snatch,
Not the Mmarauder from the Jifteq latch
Alone, thy coming footfall makes recoil.
The nobler service thine to chage afar
Sediti

nal hate,

From ay the households of the state :

To hunt, Untiring, down

The viceg of the lewd-luxyy
And a1 the brood

£ Wrong ang Rapine, ruth
Forth of the kingdomy’

Thine the Out-wate

h 3 b, when, down the darkening skies
Sl € Coming thunder of invasion rolls 5

€n doubtg and fajpg replies

1850lve ip g

'ead the shaken People’s souls ;

ious town,

lessly pursued,
s bounds exterminate.
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And Panic waits, behind her bolted gate,
The unseen stroke of Fate.

Unbolt ! Come forth! I hear
His footsteps drawing near, .
Who smitesf) the proud ones, who the p;)i?]rg Cl?vtars :
I hear his wheels hurl through the das
i len ;
They fill the narrowing glen ; =y
Tl:ei shake the quaking causeways of the
They roll upon the moor;
I hear them at the door :— ol
Lauds to the helpful Gods, the 1Hf:ro Givers,
Here stands he, man of men !

el sp?i{kirslélreds and of nations.
ts o
They move through hear .
Ai each clear sentence, th(? unseemly p
Of fear’s precipitate imaginations
Avoids the bearded ch.eeks,
And to their wonted stations
every face i o
gzturn tB;le generous, manly-mantling ¢
1 €
And reassuring grace Uil
of ﬁxeg obedience, discipline, -and Elac:lr
Heroic courage, and protecting v

left
The old true-blooded race shall not be le

f captaincy bereft ; ig
N(? notpalthough the ire of angry hea
érow hot against it, even.
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For Gods in heaven there are

Who punish not alone the omitted pray'r,
Who punish not alone the slighted sacrifice :
Humanity itself, at deadly price,

Has gained admission to the juster skies,
And vindicates on man man’s inhumanities.
See how the strong ones languish

And groan in Wwoman-anguish,

Who in the ardor of

their sports inhuman
Heard not the piteo

us pleadings of the woman.

CONOR.
Ah me, the fata] foot-race! Macha’s pangs
Do yet torment ys,

FERGUS.

Evil was the deed.

Happy was 1 who did not witness it,

And happy you, T apgent.

 CATHBAD.
Even inithe s On their benches,
Struck prop © height ang glory of the revel,

u
ng, priest, and 1,
Of plague, laig l‘;‘i:l ;1 swathe before the scythe

THE NAMING OF CUCHULLIN.

He,—he,—no looker-on

At heaven-abhorred impieties is he,

The pure, the stainless son
Of Dectiré,

The wise, the warlike, the triumphant one

Who holds your forest-passes and your fords
Against the alien hordes,

Till from beneath heaven’s slow-uplifted scourge
The chastened kings emerge,
And, grappling once again to manly swords,
Roll the invader-hosts
For ever from your coasts.

Great is the land and splendid :
The borders of the country are extended :
The extern tribes look up with wondering awe
And own the central law. |
Fair show the fields, and fair the friendly faces
Of men in all their places.
With song and chosen story,
With game and dance, with revelries and races,
Life glides on joyous wing—
The tales they tell of love and war and glory,
Tales that the soft-bright daughters of the land
Delight to understand,
The songs they sing
To harps of double string,
To gitterns and new reeds,
Are of the glorious deeds :
Of young Cuchullin in the Quelgnian foray.

13
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Take, son of Suiiltam, the offered name.

For at that name the mightest of the men

Of Erin and of Alba shall turn pale:

And, of that name, the mouths of all the men
Of Erin and of Alba shall be full.

SETANTA.

Yea, then ; if that be so—Cuchullin here !

e

g

THE ABDICATION OF FERGUS MAC ROY.

INTRODUCTORY NOTE.

[Conor, King of Ulster, contemporary and rival of Maev,
Queen of Connaught, reigned at Emania (now the Navan), near
Armagh, about the commencement of the Christian era. He
owed his first accession to the monarchy to the aits of his mother
Nessa, on whom Fergus, his predecessor in the kingly office and
step-father, doated so fondly that ske had been enabled to stip-
ulate, as a condition of bestowing her hand, that Fergus should
abdicate for a year in favour of her youthful son. The year had
been indefinitely prolonged by the fascinations of Nessa aided
by the ability of Conor, who, although he concealed a treacher-
ous and cruel disposition under attractive graces of manners and
person, ultimately became too popular to be displaced ; and
Fergus, whose nature disinclined him to the labours of Govern-
ment, had acquiesced in accepting as an equivalent the excite-
ments of war and chase, and the unrestricted pleasure of the
revel. Associating with Cuchullin, Conall Carnach, Naisi, son
of Usnach, and the other companions of the military order of
the Red Branch, he long remained a faithful supporter of the
throne of his step-son, cminent for his valour, generosity, and
fidelity, as well as for his accomplishments as a hunter and a
poet. ’ s

At length occurred the tragedy which _hro_ke up these ggmal
associations, and drove Fergus into the exile in which he died.]
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THE ABDICATION OF FERGUS MAC ROY.

%, NCE, ere God was crucified,
;I was King o’er Uladh wide.:
King, by law of choice and bxrtl'n,
O’er the fairest realm of Earth.

I was head of Rury’s race;
Emain was my dwelling place
Right and Might were mine ; nor less
Stature, strength, and comeliness.

Neither lacked I love’s delight,
Nor the glorious meeds of fight.
All on earth was mine could bring
Life’s enjoyment to a king.

Much I loved the jocund chase,
Much the horse and chariot race :
Much I loved the deep carouse,
Quaffing in the Red Branch House.

But in Council call’d to meet,
Loved T not the judgment seat ;
And the suitors’ questions hard
Won but scantly my regard.

Rather would T
Care and » all alone,

Walk th, State behind me thrown,
O'er th Gl through showery gleams
€ meads, or by the streams,

"

THE ABDICATION OF FERGUS MAC ROY.

Chanting, as the thoughts might rise,
Unimagined melodies ;

While with sweetly-pungent smart
Secret happy tears would start.

Such was I, when in the dance,
Nessa did bestow a glance,
And my soul that moment took
Captive in a single look.

I am but an empty shade,

Far from life and passion laid ;
Vet does sweet remembrance thrill
All my shadowy being still.

Nessa had been Fathna’s spouse,
Fathna of the Royal house,

And a beauteous boy had borne him
Fourteen summers did adorn him :

Yea; thou deem’st it marvellous,
That a widow’s glance should thus
Turn from lure of maidens’ eyes
All a young king’s fantasies.

Yet if thou hadst known but half
Of the joyance of her laugh,

Of the measures of her walk,

Of the music of her talk,

Of the witch’ry of her wit,
Even when smarting under it,—

(@]

17



18

LAYS OF THE RED BRANCH.

Half the sense, the charm, the grace,
Thou hadst worshipp’d in my place.

And, besides, the thoughts I wove
Into songs of war and love,

She alone of all the rest

Felt them with a perfect zest.

“Lady, in thy smiles to live
Tell me but the boon to give,
Yea, I lay in gift complete
Crown and sceptre at thy feet.”

““ Not so great the boon I crave :
Hear the wish my soul would have ; ”
And she glanc’'d a loving eye

On the stripling standing by :—

*“ Conor is of age to learn 3
Wisdom is king’s concern ;
Conor is of royal race,

Yet may sit in Fathna's place.

o Therefore, king, if thou wouldst prove

That I haye indeed thy love,
On the judgment seqt permit
Conor by thy side to sit,

(13

That by yse the youth may draw
: eedful knowledge of the Law.”

W :
5 1th angy €r was not slow,

e . )
thou mine, anq be it so.”

— —

THE ABDICATION OF FERGUS MAC ROY.

I am but a shape of air,

Far removed from love’s repair ;
Yet, were mine a living frame
Once again 1’d say the same.

Thus, a prosperous wooing sped,
Took I Nessa to my bed,

While in council and debate
Conor daily by me sate.

Modest was his mien in sooth,
Beautiful the studious youth,
Questioning with earnest gaze
All the reasons and the ways

In the which, and why because,
Kings administer the Laws.
Silent so with looks intent

Sat he till the year was spent.

But the strifes the suitors raised
Bred me daily more distaste,
Every faculty and passion

Sunk in sweet intoxication.

Till upon a day in court

Rose a plea of weightier sort :
Tangled as a briary thicket

Were the rights and wrongs intricate

Which the litigants disputed,
Challenged, mooted, and confuted 3

I9
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Till, when all the plea was ended,
Naught at all I comprehended.

Scorning an affected show

Of the thing I did not know,
Yet my own defect to hide,

I said ““ Boy-judge, thou decide.”

Conor, with unalter’d mien,

In a clear sweet voice serene,
Took in hand the tangled skein
And began to make it plain.

As a sheep-dog sorts his cattle,
As a king arrays his battle,
So, the facts on either side
He did marshal and divide.

Every branching side-dispute
Traced he downward to the root

Of‘the strife’s main stem, and there
Laid the ground of difference bare.

Then to Scope of either cause

Set'the Compass of the laws,

This adopting, that rejecting,—
€asons to a head collecting,—

AS:‘ Charging cohort goes
%ugh anqd oyer scatter’d foes
% from pojy
Onwarq still ¢

to point, he brought
he weight of thought
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‘Through all error and confusion,
Till he set the clear conclusion
Standing like a king alone,

All things adverse overthrown,

And gave judgment clear and sound :—
Praises fill'd the hall around ;

Yea, the man that lost the cause
Hardly could withhold applause.

By the wondering crowd surrounded
I sat shamefaced and confounded.
Envious ire awhile oppress'd me

Till the nobler thought possess’d me ;

And I rose, and on my feet

Standing by the judgment-seat,
Took the circlet from my head,
Laid it on the bench, and said,

“ Men of Uladh, I resign

That which is not rightly mine,
That a worthier than I

May your judge’s place supply.

“ Lo, it is no easy thing
For a man to be a king

Judging well, as should behove

One who claims a people’s love.

“ Uladh’s judgment-seat to fill
I have neither wit nor will,
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One is here may justly claim
Both the function and the name.

“ Conor is of royal blood ;

Fair heis; I trust him good ;
Wise heis we all may say

Who have heard his words to-day.

111 * .
Take him therefore in my room,

Letting me the place assume—
Office but with life to end—
Of his councillor and friend. ”

So young Conor gained the crown ;
So I laid the kingship down ;
Laying with it as it went

ALLT knew of discontent.

MESGEDRA :

A LAY OF THE WESTERN GAEL.

INTRODUCTORY NOTE.

[Irish heroic tradition revolves in two chief cycles, separated
by an interval of about two centuries and a-half. In the first,
Conor, King of Ulster, living about the commencement of the
Christian era, occupies the central place; surrounded by Cuchul-
lin, Conall Carnach, and the heroes of the Red Branch. The
fortunes of Deirdre and the sons of Usnach connect him with
Scotland ; those of his Amazonian rival, Maey, with Connaught,
and those of Curi and Blanaid with Munster. In the second
cycle, Cormac son of Art must be regarded as the central ﬁg'gre,
though eclipsed by the more heroic forms of Finn and Ossian,
We are here in the third century, and the dawn of the coming
change to Christianity tinges all the characters with a greater
softness and humanity, as in the romance of the elopement of
Dermid and Grania, and in many of the Ossianic fragments.
But the better defined and more characteristic forms of grandeur,
with the stronger accompaniments of pity and terror, must be
sought for in the earlier story. There, we are amongst the »udera
of such a barbaric kind of liferature as the great tragedians turned
to immortal dramas in Greece, and Ovid converted into beauti-
ful legends in Ttaly. In the Conorian cycle, the egg of Leda, so
to speak, is the trophy taken from the dead Mesgedra by Conall
Carnach, under the circumstances which form the subject of this
piece. It furnishes the missile with which the main action of the
cycle is wound up in the assassination of Conor by the slinger
Keth, as related in the * Healing of Conall Carnach” (Zays of
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the Western Gazl).  If we inquire into its nature, or .“SI.c i lh:
trophy of a dead man could supply materials for a missile fr'o!n[{s
sling, we enter on shocking details such as deform the tm(méoits
of this as well as every.other old country which has preserved ios
literary rudiments. A British King built a prison for his Caim-‘,s
of a concrete composed of lime and the bones of his Enu]}]:;—lé
As late as the beginning of the 13th century the chess-men o n
O’'Neills of Tyrone were formed of the polished tibie of the nllis
of Leinster. But these revolting features need no more repe o
from sceing what is behird, than Medea’s cauldron or the 5}15}’{;
of Thyestes should induce us to ignore the materials supplie 'd§
the Classical Dictionary. The oppressive exactions of '-Pc B'“m-
in their visitations (the origin, probably, of the Herald’s vis! |t !
tions of later times), form the subject” of a note to ‘¢ Conga it
(p. 175), where the same abuses are shown to exist at the prese€
ay among the native tribes of India.

11l fare it still with lay-profaning Bard

.. Who, heedless of the heavenly gift sincere,
Ings, or sings not, to purchase wealth’s reward
From flattered Pride or tributary Fear.]

HEN glades were green
where Dublin stands
to-day,

i 2T And limpid Liffey, frelsdh

i i from wood and wold,
anig:iefg ind fordless, in the lonely Lay
€T Test on sands of stainless gold ;

Cam
rir]r?m:d Atharny with his spoils of song
Flocks angq f,a:- quam lords of Leinster wrung ;
Ondsmep 5, e far-extending throng,
andmaids beautiful and young :
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And,—for the dusky deeps might ill be pass'd,
And he impatient to secure his store,—

A hurdle-causeway o’er the river cast,
And bore his booty to the further shore :

Which ill-enduring, Leinster’s king, the brave
Mesgedra, following in an angry quest,

On Tolka bank of damsel and of slave
Despoiled the spoiler now no more a guest ;

Who, being bard and ministering priest
Of those vain demons then esteemed divine,
Invoked a curse on Leinster, man and beast,
With rites of sacrifice and rhymes malign ;

And sang so loud his clamorous call to war-
That all the chiefs of bard-protecting fame
Throughout Ulidia, arming near and far,
Came, and, to aid him, Conall Carnach came ;

And, where the city now sends up her vows
From holy Patrick’s renovated fane,

(Small surmise then that one of Conall’s house
Should there, thereafter, such a work ordain),

Joined Leinster battle: till the southern lords,
Their bravest slain or into bondagé led,

At sunset broke before the Red Branch swords,
And, last, Mesgedra climbed his car and fled.

Alone, in darkness, of one hand forlorn,
Naas-ward all night he held his journey back
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Through wood and fen, till ill-befriending morn
Showed him fell Conall following on his track.

~So chanced it, as the doleful daylight broke,
That, wandering devious with disordered rein,

His steeds had reached beside the Sacred Oak
On Liffey’s bank, above the fords of Clane.

Glad to the Tree-God made he grateful vows
Who deigned that green asylum to bestow ;

Kissed the brown earth beneath the moss-green boughs,
And waited, calm, the coming of his foe.

He, as a hawk, that, in a housewife’s coop
Spying his quarry, stoops upon the wing,
Came on apace, and, when in middle swoop,
Declining sidelong from the sacred ring,

Wl:aeeled, swerving past the consecrated bounds ‘=
I'- hen thus, between him and the asylum’d man,

Wl'nle nearer brush'd he still in narrowing rounds,
The grave, unfriendly parle of death began.

“Come forth, Mesgedra,
] And render ﬁght-:
‘Not from ap equal

0 Conall, to these

from the sheltering tree,
tis northern Conall calls.”
combat do T flee,

green, protecting halls ;

“But, myg;
] utllated w
ea
Here take T o k from many wounds,

1th impjgy Sanctuary, where none will dare
I cast g iwheel O'erdrive my measured bounds,
SARon through the spell-wall’d air.”
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“No impious man am I ; I fear the Gods;
My wheels thy sacred precinct do but graze ;
Nor, in the strife I challenge, ask I odds,
But lot alike to each of death or praise.”

“See, then, one arm hangs idly by my side :
Let, now, one answering arm put also by
From share of battle, to thy belt be tied ;
So shall thy challenge soon have meet reply.”

Then Conall loosed his war-belt’s leathern band ;
Buckle and belt above his arm he closed i
And, single-handed, to the single hand
Of maimed Mesgedra, stood in fight opposed.

They fought, with clashing intermixture keen
Of rapid sword-strokes, till Mesgedra’s blade,

Belt and brass corslet glancing sheer between,
Wide open all the trammelling closure laid.

“ Respect my plight : two-handed chief, forbear ! ”
“Behold, I spare ; I yield to thy appeal ;

And bind this hand again ; but, well beware
Again it owe not freedom to thy steel ! *

Again they fought, with close-commingling hail
Of swifter sword-strokes, till the fated brand
Of doom’d Mesgedra, glancing from the mail,
Again cut loose the dread, man-slaughtering hand.

No prayer might now hot Conall’s fire assuage ;
No prayer was uttered ; from his scattered toils
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Bounding in headlong homicidal rage, -
He flew, he threw, he slew, and took the spoils :

Then up, all glorying, all imbrued in gore, o
Sprang to the chariot-seat, and north ama
Chariots and steeds and ghastly trophy bore

: 3 Clane.
Through murmuring Lilfey, o’er the fords of

There, softly glancing down the lmwthom- glades,
Like phantom of the dawn and dewy aif, b

There met him, with a troop of dames and malds,
A lovely woman delicate and fair.

‘I'hey, at their vision of the man of blood, '
Rightward and left fled fluttering in alarm ;

She in his pathway innocently stood -
As one who thinks not, and who fears not, harm.

. 3
“Who thou, and whence, and who the woman-train?
“ Buiina, King Mesgedra’s wife, am I,
From vows returning sped at Tclacta’s fane:
These dames and maids my serving company-

“And, one moon absent, long the time appears
Till back in Naag’s halls I lay at rest
My dreamsg ill-omening and my woman’s fears ,
That daily haunt me, on my husband’s breast.
“Mount here,
L Through th
“ The royal car,
Perchance the

. n
ee! Thy token of my husband’s will?
the royal coursers see :

Te rests a surer token still.”

n
. €.
Thy husband speaks his will through 1
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“ My king Mesgedra is a bounteous lord,
And many a war-car doth his chariot-pen,

And many a swift steed do his stalls afford
For oft bestowal upon divers men.”

“See then,” he said, “my certain warrant here.”

Ah, what a deed ! and showed the severed head.
She paled, she sickened with a mortal fear,

Reached her white arms and sank before him, dead.

No passing swoon was hers: he saw her die B
Saw death’s pale signet set on cheek and brow :—
Up through his raging breast there rose a sigh ;
And, “Sure,” he said, “a loving wife wast thou !

“And 1—my deeds to-day shall live in song:
Bards in the ears of feasting kings shall tell
How keen Mesgedra cut the trammelling thong,
And unbound Conall used his freedom well.

“For, what I've done, by rule of warrior-law
Well was I justified and bound to do;

And poets hence a precedent shall draw
For future champion-compacts just and true.

“ Done, not because T love the sight of blood,
Or, uninstructed, rather would destroy
han cherish ; or prefer the whirling mood
Of battle’s turbulent and dreadful joy

“To peaceful life’s mild temper ;

] but because
Things hideous, which the natu

ral sense would shun,
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Are, by the sanction of reiigiou‘s laws, o
Made clean, and pure, and righteous to

i 4 g are given,
“Ye, in whose name these awful laws g

. ed ;.____
. - ’ ks have rais
Forgive the thought this woman’s loo

Are broken hearts acceptable to _Heaven ?‘ 2
Is God by groans of anguish rightly prais

o lord
1, at your law’s commandment, slew h?i} hav:e L
And, at your law’s commandment, wou
?
Herself, a captive, to a land abhOr-r d, _
To spend her widowhood in pain an

'es
‘“ But now, since friendlier death ?uas shut her €y€
From sight of bondage in an alien home,
No law forbids to yield her obsequies,
Or o’er her raise the green sepulchral dome:

* Or—for her love was stronger than her life—
To place beside her, in her narrow bed,—
It's lawful tribute rendered to my knife—
The much-loved, life-lamented, kingly head.

“No law forbids—all sanguinary dues

Paid justly—that the heart-wrung human VoW
Your sterner rites, dread Deities, refuse,

Some gentler Demon’s ritual may allow :

“That yet, ere Time of Mankind make an end,
Some mightier Dyyig of our race may rise ;

ome milder Messenger from Heaven descend ;
And Earth, witp nearer knowledge of the Skies,

S
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“See, past your sacrificers’ grisly bands,
Past all the shapes that servile souls appal,

With fearless vision, from a thousand lands,
One great, good God behind and over all.

“Raise, then, her mound”: the gathering hosts he spake
Tnat, thronging to o’ertake their venturous king,
Poured from the ford through fen and crackling brake,

And hailed their hero in acclaiming ring :—

‘“ Raise, too, her stone, conspicuous far and near ;
And let a legend on the long stone tell,
‘ Behold, there lies a tender woman here,

Who, surely, loved a valiant husband well.’

“ And let the earth-heap’d, grass-renewing tomb
A time-long token eloquent remain
Of Pity and of Love for all who come

By murmuring Liffey and the banks of Clane.”

Delicious Liffey! from thy bosoming hills

What man who sees thee issuing strong and pure,
But with some wistful, fresh emotion fills,

Akin to Nature’s own clear temperature

And, haply, thinks :—on this green bank ’twere swect
To make one’s mansion, sometime of the year ;
For Health and Pleasure on these uplands meet,
And all the isle’s amenities are here.

Hither the merry music of the chase
Floats up the festive borders of Kildare ;
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i B e
And slim-bright steeds extending In ‘t‘ne ralc s
Are yonder seen, and camping legions therc.

These coverts hold the wary—gall.ant fox ; -
There the park’d stag waits his enlargll‘lz’a &
i s
And there, triumphant o’er opposing roc , ) el
The shooting salmon quivers through thy

7€
The heath, the fern, the 11011@)"fmgm_[zlt dﬂl:zrﬁ i
Carpet thy cradling steeps : thy ml ward course
Laves lawn and oak-wood : o'er thy do‘; nw
Laburnums nod and terraced roses blow.

To ride the race, to hunt, to fowl, to fish, 1d do,
To do and dare whate’er brave youth “1rOu

A fair fine country as the heart could wish, e
And fair the brown-clear river running thr

Such seemest thou to Dublin’s youth to‘day’d :
Oh clear-dark Liffey, mid the pleasant lanty
With life’s delights abounding, brave and g]a:;]d
The song, the dance, the softly yielded bands

The exulting leap, the backward-flying fencef_#
The whirling reel, the steady-levelled gun ;

With all attractions for the youthful sense, .
All charms to please the manly mind, but 0N

For, thou, for them, alas ! nor History hast
Nor even Traditiop ; and the Man aspires

To link his Present with his Country’s past,
And liVe anew in know]_edge Of his SEII'ES 3
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No rootless colonist of alien earth,
Proud but of patient lungs and pliant limb,
A stranger in the land that gave him birth,
The land a stranger to itself and him.

Yet, though in History’s page thou may’st not claim
High places set apart for deeds sublime

That hinge the turnings of the gates of Fame
And give to view the avenues of Time 5

Not all inglorious in thy elder day
Art thouy, Moy-Liffey ; and the loving mind
Might round thy borders many a gracious lay
And many a tale not unheroic find.

Sir Almeric’s deeds might fire a youthful heart
To brave contention mid illustrious peers ;
Tears into eyes as beautiful might start
At tender record of Isolda’s tears ;

Virtue herself uplift a loftier head,

Linkeq through the years with Ormond’s constancy,

And airs from Runnymede around us spread,—
Yea, all the fragrance of the Charter Tree

Waited down time, refresh the conscious soul

With Freedom’s balms, when, firm in patriot zeal,
Dublin’s De Dondres, to Pandolfo’s scrol]
Alone of all refused to set his seal ;

Or when her other Henry’s happier eyes
Up-glancing {rom his field of victory won,
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1 te( 1sle l1e nearer to the sun.——

ili ste
For others, these. I, from the t“'lllﬁ};i;:rsagrave,
Where pale Tradition sits by ]\‘ihtm“, e
Gather this wreath, and, ere the mﬁ .
To fling my votive garland on thy

rers stra
Wave, waft it softly : and when lox'erilinn};ool,
At ;un1n1er eve by stream and dimpling
Gather thy murmurs into voice and ;I?ZI’ full
With liquid utterance passionate

i us youth,
Scorn not, sweet maiden, scorn not,I \;;%10;‘; me):
The lay, though breathing of an r’ruth
That tells of woman-love a.nd_war: ior i
And old expectancy of Christ to co

DEIRDRE,

INTRODUCTORV NOTE,

[The 4ideay, or Tragical Fate of the Sons of Usnach, in the
Yarious forms ip which it has

been handed down to us, is one of
the best-known of all the old Irish bardic stories, Besides prose
lrr’lnslations, by O‘Flanagan of the Iberno-Celtic Society, and by

urry in the Atlantis, it has furnished MacPherson with the

#la; and h ade the subject

by Dr. Robert
‘emise that thig
ame original, does pot affect to
. A0y sense, g reproduction of jt. I might, without jm-.
PIopriety, pe ame, because, though the actors
is unbroken, and the principal
mam in - sight throughont, ing in a Progressive
Scene, whic Etive in the Western Highlands
3 > Red Branch at Emania, the o1q
Tesidence of the provincial kings of Ulster. The remains of
tll exist near Armagh (Lays of the Western Gael,
P: 235). The p the Red Branch survives in the
roc ; but local tradition points out
¢ site of the K

y ing’s Stables, The
. ~lan-Usnach is one of the cyclic tales leading up to the
great epje

: f the Taz’rz-ba-Caaz‘(gnc, which, in order of time,
should comg between it anq « Conary.”]
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1
DEIRDRE Whence, then, that naughty knitting of the brow
> . And turning of the eye away from mine ?
ACTORS. ¢ Conor NAISI.

N SON OF NACH, a Refugee from the Court 0 ? .
Naist Sox oF Us Kh;grlof\Ullsfcr. iot w}qoll%r sadness ; but T own at times
ﬁmm& } Brothers of Naisi, in exile with him. Ot?‘lmmd 's fretted with impatience

AN 1 1 -
F}I;l?cus Mac Rov, Ex-King of Ulster. onger exile in these Alban wilds.
Buino Bors ;

ILLAN Finy § Sons of Tcrgcilsl-; , DEIRDRE.
BaracH, a Brother of the Red Branch.

CorMAC, Son of Conor. And, wretched me !
PURSUIVANT.

I am the cause of it.
DeIrDRE, Wife of Naisi.

LEvarcay, her Nurse. o - ‘ NAISI.
TiME—First century.  ScENE—Glen Etive in Scotk

‘ : Glen l N 5 ce. cre t tO
E iain Ulster Il.gaul! agaln I,d dD it J' and defy
i . i . Llstl h& m :
SCENE QPENS AT GLEN ETIVE N Gsln h' d s . - ragL’
E, 1 SCO TLAD g 15 estll‘led CW el, W hiCh tO W ea[,
. - S 1&

| DE ;
DEIRDRE. ‘ B EIRDRE.
: | 0r me the wear W
. RT sad. e er. ere the world
~HOU opled by but us two, I were content,
NAISI. ,
. NAISIL,
Not sad. N
! Ot 50 with me. T,
AITLI s ove makes the woman’s 1;
; ¥ ; an
DEIRDRE. 2d ‘ X él:}un doors and without ; but, out of do tilife
Say not thou art not 53¢ elon and glory make the life of man =
Else I, more sad, shall say thou lovest me not. “ re I have room for neither . '

aly for solitudes ; here there’s room

NAISI.

nterminable,
I love thee, Deirdre ; ever: only thee.
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For desert vastness and vacuity.

I see yon wave that never felt a keel :
Since first it rose, break white along the beach
So far beneath my feet, T hear it not.

The winds that whistle by me through the grass
Bring never sound of life but ’tis a beast .

Or bird that sends it; save, perchance, .at times
My brothers’ or my house-knave’s ht.mtmg-cl‘y
May stir the silence to a moment’s life.

I am impatient to consort again

With men, my equals : once again to speak

My thoughts in council, or in public court,
Swaying the judgments of attending throngs,
And charming minds to unanimity

With manly, warm-persuasive argument ;

Or in the front ranks of embattled hosts

To interchange the cast of flying spears,

"Mong bloody Mars’s high competitors,

With poets to record us standing by.

Nay, at the fair, the games, the feasting board,
To look on friendly faces and to grasp.

The trusteq hands of other men, were joy
Worth even daring the worst ; and back again
Taking my Customed place on Eman Green,
Though there he sat, and all his hosts were there.

DEIRDRE.
Alas, infatuate, who would shelter me
When thou,

To death it might be, or to worse than death ?

fast bound, shouldst see me dragged away

DEIRDRE.

NAISI.

Renowned Cuchullin never would sit by
And see thee wronged.
Or his own step sire,

Fergus son of Roy,
No man should do m

y Deirdre injury.

DEIRDRE.
Cuchullip doIt

rust, and Conall too ;
But Fergus gaye

his kingdom for a toy.

NAISI.

For love of Nessa laid he kingship down.
A lovelier Nessa, for the love of me,

Spurned the same crown when it was offered her.

DEIRDRE,
Nessa now de

ad, he haunts the drink
More thap is

ing-hall,
seemly in g nobleman,
NAISI.
Hall or hillside, would We were with him now!
DEIRDRE,
Here e are safe ;
Cre we have hot

keep to our shelter here,
Forgetting Caonor

h been blest, and yet m

» and beyond his reach.

NAISI,
My loving, loyal brothers, too; they left

Were Conall Carnach there,



40 LAYS OF THE RED BRANCH.

Home, pleasure, and renown, _to-fo}I?I:\c :;e
In this elopement. I must think o oot
Are they to waste their bloom of man .)Ve :
Here in this desert, without hope to wive

DEIRDRE.

They ask but to partake theif lJrot(l;er’s lot;
Happy if he be happ:rr. Me indee N

They love as a true sister. Never y

Have I beheld on either gentle face Pl
Gloom or reproachful look ; though, \&;el:n :
"T'were not for me to wonder or complain :
For I, alas ! am she that tempted you

To that rash, rapturous, defiant dc-.:ed N
That wraps us all in bonds of bamshmeto .me
No, never have they shown themselves
Other than sweet, affectionate, and gay.

NAISI.

RIS f life
Thou would’st not have them lose their joy ©
To keep us happy ?

DEIRDRE.
Happy in thy love,
I can but think of that estate alone.

Love is all-selfish. Love, but thinks of one.
Its own fulfilment is love’s world to love.

But here comes gentle Ainle from the chase.

NAISIL. _
Wwelcome : what is next afoot?

~

Good brother,

DEIRDRE.

AINLE.

We hunt to-morrow in the cortie, sir,

NAISI.

Ay, T have hunted in the corrie oft,

And there seen buck and doe, but ney
And whep Tve slain m

i Beast, thou was't 1,
“TFor thoy w
“Ang ming]

er a man.
Y quarry, I have said,

APPY as compared with me,
ast of a good town citizen,

edst antlers bravely with thy peers.”

) AINLE,
What ails our brother »

DEIRDRE,

"Tis a fond regret,

Bred of the solitary life we lead.

ing ; and at eve
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No news were now good news. 1 pray the Gods
We're not found out !

ARDAN.

A sail, I've seen a sail.
Unless the sea-fog cheats my sight, a sail.

DEIRDRE.
A flight of sea-birds, haply ; not a sail.

NAISI.

Nay, wherefore, not a sail? Were't Conor himself
And all his ships, I'd hail the face of man.
Let’s forth and see it, whatsoe’er it be.

AINLE,
Hark, heard ye not a cry?

DEIRDRE.

yrpe No. Keep within,
Tis the fox ba.rking, haply ; not a cry.

T ARDAN.
15 4
A MaN’s cry; a hunter's hallo, hark !

NAISI
I know. the call; 4y Uls
O gives it,
e;gus, the son
It is his huntip

ter man is he

If my old and glorious friend
of Roy, yet walks the earth,
§-call.  Ho, Fergus, ho!
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DEIRDRE.

Vain my contention. Here, alas, he comes.

FERGUS.

Found in good hour. Hail, sons of Usnach, hail

NAISI.

Comest thou, Fergus, enemy or friend ?

FERGUS.

Friend as of ol ; to well loved friends I come,
And welcome may the message be I bring.

NAISI.

From whom and what the message? Sends he peace?

FERGUS.

Conor sends peace and pardon. I myself
Your warrantor and convoy.

NAISIL

Favouring Gods !
What spell has wrought him to forgive my wrong ?

DEIRDRE.

We did him not a wrong. The wrong was his.
He kept me as a dainty for his use,

Locked in a prison-garden shamefully ; :
Beast, who might well have been my grandfather !
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Till Naisi gave me freedom, and I gave
Naisi the love was only mine to give.

FERGUS.

What, daughter: thou shalt come as well as he,
And have him for thyself, be it wrong or right.
"Tis fixed and warranted ; and here’s the hand
Will make it good. Naisi, the case stood thus:
My politic, learned step-son found his Maev

A partner somewhat over-arrogant,

And broke the marriage. Maev, imperial jade,
Has wed with Ailill, Tinne’s son, and reigns
With him o’er the Connacians: in his halls

Of battlemented Croghan nursing hate

"Gainst now-detested Conor ; and from wilds
Of Irrus drawing Gamanradian braves

And fierce Damnonian sworders, sends them fortt
"Gainst the Ultonian borders, host on host,
Pressing the Red Branch with perpetual war.

: t
Weve fought them, and we’ve chased them oft, bu
still

They issue fro
As thick a5 su
Are dullegq wi

e've missed

m their heathy western hives
mmer midges, and our swords _
; th slaughter, and our arms are t;ret:%-
Therer t}lee, Naisi, and thy brothers here; s
:Ire S the plain truth, We missed and needed y0
AEO‘:ZZ:I_CUChuHin, Conall, and myself,—
g n fu_ll council. And, said I,
» Elve me liberty to carry them
¥ Toyal message with assurance firm,

14
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“ Of pardon and safe-conduct both for her

“And him, and them, and all their company,

“And, ere this present rounding moon come full,

“T'll fetch the troop of truants back again.”

“Ah, ha,” said he, “thou knowest then where they
hide ?”

“Well do 1 know,” T answered, * but not tell,

“Till first in open court thow’st said me yea.”

NAISI.
What said he then to that?

FERGUS.
He sat awhile,

Revolving in his mind I know not what,
And something whispered Barach sitting by.
“Say yea,” said Conall. Said Cuchullin, king
“3ay yea, and we will be their sureties.”
“Yea then,” said Conor, and the thing was done;
And here am I ; and there my galley rides
Will land us safely this same afternoon
At Bon-a-Margy, upon Irish ground.

NAISL
Oh noble Fergus, let me kiss thy hand !

AINLE.
Our dear befriender and deliverer !

ARDAN,
In whose safe-conduct we do all confide.
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FERGUS.

What say’st thou, daughter Deirdre, shall we go?

DEIRDRE.

Ah me, among you all, what voice have I?
Ye leap like fishes to the baited hook,

And like young salmons will be drawn to land.
I knew ’twas F. ergus ere I saw his face,

And knew he came a messenger of ill ;

For I am daughter of a seér sire,

And prescience of disaster came on me

With first announcement of his sail on shore.

NAISI.

Say not disaster ; Fergus brings a boon ;
Even when, unpardoned, I'd have risked return,
Our pardon, on condition of return.

DEIRDRE.

by a time is now impossible,

Under the very wording of the boon.

The moon, thep rounding, rises full to-night :
oW then return before the moon be full ?

Ay,

NAISI.

"Tis our retur
At Congy
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ARDAN,
And, say that time were of the bargain part,

Enough if by to-night we reach his realm,
Returmng, 50, in jurisdiction.

AINLE,
Lord Fergus her
And here we yi
To stay or 1o 1

e stands as in Conor’s place,
eld us freely to his will
eturn as he commands.

DEIRDRE.
night his function’s at an end,
no longer Conor's deputy.

After to-
And he

FERGUS.

Why, Deirdre, thou'rt chief justice of the court !
ad I but had thee by me on the bench,

neer had ceased to rule for lack of law.

utlay these puzzling niceties aside,

OU journey back on my protection

nd warrant of safe-conduct, all of you.

B

DEIRDRE.

What warcant diq false Conor ever allow

To stand between him and his own desires ?

Thou deem’dst his sureties good when in th’y I)!ﬁce
O sett’st him for a year, and thought he’d y ield

The loaned dominion when the time was out.

Thou hadst the sighs of Nessa and his oath
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For surety then ; but when the day was come
To yield thee back the sceptre, robe, and crown,
He king’d it still ; and rates thee, ever since,
His valiant subject and good stepfather.

NAISI.

Injurious Deirdre, thou art beautiful,
But hast a bitter and unguarded tongue.
Fergus allowed young Conor to retain
The sovereignty he lent him, not because
Conor demanded, but himself so will'd.

For who would fill a royal judgment-seat . r §

Must study close the law’s intricacies,
And leave delights untasted, F ergus loves - l
Better than balancing litigious scales,

And hearing false oaths bear the jargon out

Of wrangling pleaders. Nature him has framed -
For love, for friendship, and for poesy ; '
Nor rules there king in Erin, not himself,
Th’ arch-king of Tara, Conary, glorious son
Of Ederscal, would venture, or have power,
To violate safe-conduct given by him.

FERGUS. {

Daughter, thoy art the wife of my good friend ;
I therefore he

It ar not any word ill-timed,
such were spoken, But beseech you, come
The tide oy

Arr W serves us, and the wind sits fair
ay ye quick, and let us seck the shore.
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NAISI.

Bring forth my chess-board and its furniture,
My battle-tackle, and my hunting-gear,
For glad T am, and full resolved to go.

DEIRDRE.

Call me nurse Levarcam, and bring my harp.
Sirs, T am ready. VYes, I knew thy cry,
Fergus, for, 1 remember, once you rode
To hunt with Nessa close beneath my bower :
And T could te]] you still what robes ye wore,
And what the several names ye called your hounds.
"Twas then I heard it, and I know it still,
But feigned T knew it not ; and to no end.

€s, from that turret on my garden wall
I oft have viewed the Brethren of the Branch,
And learned their cries of combat and of chase;
And there I oft saw him my eyes preferred,
As my heart prizes still above all men.
And where he goes, I go along with him.

FERGUS.

See here our galley. Send us forth a plank.

Hold by my hand. Deirdre, I swear to you,

My heart is lighter now you are on board ;

For a good ending shall our journey have,

And T am sure thou’lt thank me for it yet. w
Cast off!  Up sail | She feels the wind. 4
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NAISI.

The hills race past us. See, we leave the lake
And breast the sea. There Jura bares her paps
Amid her cloudy sucklings, nurse of storms.
We steer betwixt her and the mainland here,
For outside lies the whirlpool in whose gulf
Brecan of old and all his ships went down.
Dance, sparkling billows, as my spirits dance !
Mine now were perfect joy were thou but gay-

DEIRDRE.

Give me my harp, and let me sing a song ;
And, nurse, undo the fastenings of my hair ;
For T would mingle tresses with the wind .
Irom Etive side, where happy days were mine.

I.
Harp, take my bosom’s burthen on thy string,

And, turning it to sad, sweet melody,
Waste and disperse it on the careless air.

II.

Air, take the harp-string’s burthen on thy breast,
A“_d= softly thrilling soulward through the sense,
Bring my love’s heart again in tune with mine.

111,
hen, heart in tune with heart;

0 happier home
and lonely shore.

Bless'd were the hours w
My love ang I desired p
Than Etiye'g airy glades
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1v.

Alba, farewell ! Farewell, fair Etive bank
Sun kiss thee 5 moon caress thee; dewy stars
Refresh thee long, dear scene of quiet days !

FERGUS,

"Tis loved companionship makes nature fair ;
And scenes as fair as Etive wait thee yet.
Thou soon shalt have that company thou wouldst,
And choice of Ulad to enjoy it in :
For, see, the capes of Brin heave in sight,
Fair Forelang yonder on his eastern watch,
And there Dunseverick. Lo, the warning fire
hat gives the signal we are seen from shore.

NAISI.
What concourse this that waits us on the beach ?

FERGUS.

Methinks i Barach’s ensign I discern,
Our Well-loved, valiant Brother of the Branch.
€3, it is he : and yonder, by my life,
WO not unworthy, hopeful candidates
For brotherly admittance, my own sons,
Dark Buino Borb, and Illan Finn the Fair.

BARACH.

Welcome to Fergus. Push the plank to short.al.r
€scend, fair daughter. Sons of Usnach, hail !
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FERGUS.

My noble brother Barach! Nay, great sir, !
"Tis not for thee to be our cup-bearer.

BARACH.

To better use could none commend the cup,
Nor goblet offer from a riper cask.

FERGUS.
Wine, this, the king of the world might drink and die.

BARACH.

Drink, and long live, And, noble Naisi, thou
Drink too,

NAISI.

This cup to health and thanks : no more.

BARACH.
What, Te

rgus, thou must sup with me to-night ?
FERGUS.

i\fr:%y thee, Barach, hold me as excused.
Feté}??mey hastily, as thou may'st see.
Orth the chariots. Have the posts been warned ?

0 BUINO.
a
¥S are ready, ang the inns prepared.
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FERGUS.

Mountf daughter Deirdre. Fill the cup again,
And fair farewells and healths to all of you.

BARACH.,

Fergus, thou wilt not pass a brother’s door?
We wait thee at Dunseverick. Let thy wards
Take the protection of thy own good sons.
They'll see them safe. To that end Buino Borb
Is this same morning from Emania come,
And here finds Illan by a lucky chance
J ourneying thither with his company.

hy honor shall not suffer in their hands.

DEIRDRE.

Fergus, thouwrt pledged to us. Say nay to him.

BARACH.

He shall not say me nay. My board is spread ;
The choicest Brethren of the Branch are there,
And much would marvel shoald his place be void.’
His sons are well-sufficient in his room.

What though ye journeyed to the Branch alone,
None dare molest you, such a sheltering shield

Is the pledged word of Fergus ; and they know,
From post to post, ’tis on his guarantee ‘

And pass-word that ye travel ; since the king

On his assurances has pardoned you.
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DEIRDRE.

Fergus, T put thee under bond and vow,

Pledged but to-day, that thou desert us not.
BARACH.

Fergus, I put thee under bond and vow,

Pledged when we made thee Brother of the Branch,

Thou pass not further till thou sup with me.

FERGUS.

I pray thee, Barach, to forbear thy suit.

BARACH.

NO': neither will I that forbear, nor bear
This public scorn that Deirdre puts on me.

FERGUS.

Naisi, what answer wouldst thou I should make?
I cannot halve myself : but these, my sons,

Are part of me and will not shame the rest.

They cannot fill my place at Barach’s board,

But, at your side for convoy, well they can.

NAISI.

\v;rl?:r:;zwt;o“ﬁiﬁs with vow, first-vow’d pre'vails,
Made aga,instough Barach’s be a churlish choice,
I judlas hiey bwoman. and way-faring men,
Buino, T est entitled. Sup with him.

) ave not known thee until now,
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But deem thy father’s son must needs be true,
Courteous, and valiant. Illan I have known
Since childhood, and in saying that, say all
That commendation vouches in a man.

What then, young nobles, are ye ready, say
To be our convoy in your father’s room,
From hence to Eman gate, and thenceforward
Till Fergus do rejoin us?

BUINO AND ILLAN.
Ready, sir.

NAISI.

I ask no oaths. I‘read in eyes of both
Bright honor’s pledge ; and so commit myself
My wife, my brethren, and my serving train
Into your keeping. Mount, and let us ride.

FERGUS.

Sons, play the part of men, and show me well

In your presentment of me at the court,

Thou, Buino, have my spear: and, Illan, thou a

Take this good sword of mine. There spreads 1
shield.

Before the breast of champion of the Bra

But it will pierce it ; Conor’s OWn except :

For it was forged by smiths of fairyland,

And all the voices of the floods ar}d seas.

When 1 oudest raised, are welded in its rim.

nch
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But in this errand that I send you on
No need will either have of sword or spear.

NAISI.

N . S . .
gIount, Deirdre.  Sons of Fergus, ride beside ;
ct forward cheerly : son of Roy, adieu !

DEIRDRE.
g I
SI‘]E. hard to fancy fraud behind an eye
AO :J’Pcn blue. Ride near me, Illan Finn;
Tnll’ as our chariot glides along the mead,
¢ll me the mountains and the streams we pass,

W,I;fhe Iﬂk.GS, the woods, and mansions by the way.
hat hills be these around us ?

ILLAN.

;Er;fdhgf“d’ girded with his chalky belt;
But brow f]O]r-lder’ smoothly-back’d to us,
And nowet tke frowning giant toward the sea;
Clonarit o} }eftward, haunted by the fays,
s birchen bowers and clear cascade-.

DEIRDRE.
And in tl .
e dig - &
distance, glittering to the west ?
ILLAN,

Ou[ Slh’ €r Iy el, thut, the hulllllllllg

That, Knocklayd

DEIRDRE.

DEIRDRE.
Why humming ?

ILLAN.

'Tis a pretty country tale—
How one who played the pipes to please his love,
Was by a jealous water-sprite drawn in :
And, when the river buzzes through his reeds,
They say ’tis he that still would pipe to her,
But that the fairy has his chanter hid,
And left him but the drone. An idle tale.

DEIRDRE.

Nay, nought is idle that records true love.
From Neiigl's lake, methinks, that river runs?

ILLAN.
Yea truly.

DEIRDRE.

And they tell another tale
How that was once dry champaign, do they not?

.

ILLAN.

Yes; 'twas young Liban’s task to watch the well,
And duly close its covering-lid at eve,

Lest something evil there inhabiting

Should issue forth : but, on an afternoon,
Walking with her true lover, with a mind

That thought of nothing evil, she forgot

57



58 LAYS OF THE RED BRANCH.

Well and well-lid ; and so the under-sea

Burst through and drowned the valley : but the Gods,

Who favour constant lovers, spared their lives ;
And there, beneath a glassy dome they dwell,
Still pleased in one another’s company.

The lake lies yonder : we shall see it soon.

DEIRDRE.

Mark how the simple country people deck
Each natural scene with graceful tales of love,
While the strong castles and the towns of men
Are by the poets and historians

Stuck full of tragedies and woes of war.

ILLAN.

Those are but tales to pass away the time,
Invented by the fancies of poor swains

And rustic maidens : but the chroniclers,

Who note the deeds done in the haunts of men,
Have oft but wicked actions to record.

DEIRDRE.
And therefore thou P—

ILLAN.

Would rather if I might,
y, and converse
hunters, and such innocents.

Frequent the ¢
; Pen count
With shepherds, ;

DEIRDRE.

DEIRDRE.

Yet wouldst thou not shun martial deeds of arms ?

ILLAN.

I dare not shun them, did they challenge me,
For that were base, unmanly cowardice ;

But T would rather win the smiles I love

By mild humanity and gentleness.

DEIRDRE.

Thou lovest, then ?

ILLAN,

A peerless maid I love
And, for her sake, methinks, love all the world ;
For all the world’s perfections are in her.

DEIRDRE.

Long be thou happy in believing s0;

Have me in kind regard as I have thee,

And prythee let thy brother take thy pla_ce.
Dark though he be, as thou art flaxen fair

I trust I may esteem him equally.

Ride near me Buino : let me talk w1'th thee:
Say, wherefore, do men call thee Buino Borb?

BUINO.

that they find in me,

A something haughty
o y that they find,—

—Or, as I fancy, fanc
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Not unbeseeming in the eldest born

Of him who once wore crown of all we see,
Led some at first to call me by that name,
Which now, by oft repeating, clings to me.

DEIRDRE.
Conor’s young Cormac and thyself, methinks,
Are of an age, and, haply, by and by,
For that same crown may be competitors.

BUINO.

Small were my fear, were there but I and he.

DEIRDRE.

Why hold him, prythee, in that light esteem?

BUINO.

Because, too nice, and over-scrupulous,
He weighs his actions in a tedious scale,

Nor strikes when favouring fortune gives the ball

DEIRDRE.
And thoup——

BUINO.

Promise haf. V_I,"’C won already from his sire

Will make -m}t {ﬁed o.f rents and lands,

"Twas not [;nel ugher — estatc. than.he,

I won that ? ett.mg fair occaslon slip
Promise, let me promise thee.

DEIRDRE.

DEIRDRE.

How called, the promised principality?

BUINO.
Dalwhinny ’twill be, when the land is mine.

DEIRDRE.

But, ere the gift’s complete, behoves thee snatch
Some fresh occasion to commend thyself ?

BUINO.
Which doubtless yet will come.

DEIRDRE.
Turn here thy eyes,
And tell me, Buino, of thy courtesy.
What do they under yonder aged tree,
Itself a grove, a leafy temple-court?

BUINO.

That is renowned Crevilly’s sacrec_l b

And they beneath it are its worshippers.
Small the return their worship’s like .to bring,
Made to dead wood and early-dropping leaves.

DEIRDRE.

ThOl]_ deemest’ then, there is no God mn 1t ?

BUINO.

£ n
No more than in the fountain 0f the carn,

61
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The pillar-circle or the standing stone,
Where other worshippers perform their rounds.

DEIRDRE.
Nor in the sun, or wind, or elements?

BUINO.
No more.

DEIRDRE.

But thou believest in the Gods
Who, whether present under forms of things
Perceptible to sense, or whether lodged
Apart in secret chambers of the air,
Take notice of the impious acts of men
As murders, treasons, lovers’ broken vows ?

BUINO.

Sunshine and dew fa]] equal on the fields
Of _this man and of that: the thunderbolt
Strikes, indiscriminating, good and bad.

DEIRDRE.

How, then, oblige men to the oaths they swear?

BUINO.
Each nation ha
Whom invocati

Being foung o]

S its proper swearing-Gods,
Ng, if one speak the lie,
ut, he’s punishable here.
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DEIRDRE.
But there?

BUINO.

I know not: I was never there,
Nor ever yet met anyone who was. .
But all these things may be as thou hast said.
Lknow not: but allow it possible.

DEIRDRE.

Oh! yonder see the lake in prospect fair,

It lies beneath us like a polished shield.

Ab, me! methinks, I could imagi{le it

Cast down by some despairing deity,

Flying before the unbelief of men.

There, in the vale below, a river clear

Runs by a mounded mansion steep and strong.
Know’st thou the name and story of the place?

BUINO.

"Tis called Rathmore, and nothing more know
Ulan belike has got some old romance,
Passing with poets for its history.

I.

DEIRDRE.

< Ara D
Ilan, what king was he dwelt here of yore:

ILLAN.

Fergus, the son of Leidé Lithc-o’—gn')t)]’l here.
Ere yet he reigned at Eman, did dwe
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DEIRDRE.

What, Fergus Wry-mouth? I have heard of him,
And how he came by his ill-favoured name,

And struck his bond-maid, and should pay for it.
"Tis a fair valley. And ’twas here he lived ?
Methinks I see him when he rose again

From combat with the monster, and his face,
That had that blemish till love wiped it off,
Serene and ample-featured like a king.

ILLAN.

Not love, but anger, made him fight the beast.

DEIRDRE.

No, no, I will not have it anger. Love
Prompts every deed heroic. ’Tis the fault

Of him who did compose the tale at first,

Not to have shown ’twas love unblemish’d him.
And so ’tis here we cross Ollarva’s fords,

And, with our wheels still dripping, skirt the lake?
No longer shows it like the ample shield

I Pictured it, when gazing from above.

"Tis now a burnished falchion half-unsheathed
From cover of the woods and velvet lawns.
Oh! happy fancy, what a friend art thou,

That, with thy unsubstantial imagery,

Effacest solidest and hardest things,

And mak’st the anxious and o’er-burthened mind
Move, for a while forgetful of itself,

DEIRDRE.

Amid its thick surrounding obstacles,

As easy as a maiden young and gay

Moves through the joyous mazes of the dance!
Thanks, gracious Illan, for thy fair discourse
That has beguiled the way so happily,

Till now, when almost nearing to the goal.
Buino, thou’rt from Emania newly come :

Say shall we find renowned Conall there?

BUINO.

A messenger from Leinster late arrived
Reports Athairne, primate of the bards,
Maltreated of Mesgedra, King of Naas;
And Conall has departed to his aid.

DEIRDRE.
And where Cuchullin?
BUINO.
At Dundealga he,
Repressing tumult of his borderers there.
DEIRDRE.
How lies Emania ; and Dundealga how ?

BUINO.
Straight on, Dundealga: Eman to the right.

DEIRDRE.

My lord, T counsel that we journey on
Straight to Cuchullin’s mansion.

65
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BUINO.
Surely no.
Our charge is to conduct you to the king.
DEIRDRE,

We_ are not prisoners, Buino, in thy hands.
Naisi, beseech thee, let’s not trust ourselves
At court of Conor, till our friends be there.

BUINO.

Your friends are here : faith-worthy friends as they-

NAISI.

Let’s on to Eman : ’twere a heinous slight

Put on these frank and brave young noblemen
To doubt their will and full ability

For our protection, were protection claimed.
But none will call in question or impugn

The word of Fergus for our safety pledged.
Thy fears are groundless.

DEIRDRE.

Betis Bas . Fergus is not here:

Where o ound' occaslon not to be .

I OCcasu?ns do-most call for him:

Bie chips ussorts “ilth wh}spering Barach now :

And thou ha:tnhhls proxies, young and raw ;

TR eard on‘ what support we lean,
8 the faithless faith of one of them.
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NAISIL,

Thou wrong’st him, Deirdre.

BUINO.
Yea, she does me wrong.
But not for that will I be false to you.

DEIRDRE.

Yea, not for that wilt thou be false to us.

ILLAN.

We both will spend our lives to see you safe.

DEIRDRE.

Thou wouldst, I well believe it ; but for him
To whom the Gods are possibilities,
May-be’s, perchances, I've no trust in him.

NAISL

Deirdre, forbear. Buino, good cause hast thou
For thy displeasure ; but it rests with me
To order our proceeding, not with her.

DEIRDRE.

Oh rash, insensate, weakly-credulous,
That thinkest all men honest as thyself !

NAISI.

One must be master ; and that one am I

And I must judge this case for all of you.
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Man lives by mutual trust. The commonwealth
Falls into chaos if man trust not man.

For then all joint endeavours come to nought,
And each pursues his separate intent,

Backed by no other labour than his own.
Which confidence, which bond of social life,

Is bred in some of just experience,

Of oaths and terror of the Gods in some,

But, in the most, of natural honesty

That God has planted in the breast of man,
Thereby distinguishing him from the beasts.
And where I find it, ground it as it may,

In use, religion, or mere manliness,

There do I love, revere, and cherish it.

And since these courteous, brave young gentlemen
Have taken it on their honor and their truth
To hold us harmless, though we near the gates
Of one who bears me great and just ill-will,

Ll trust them wholly ; nor affront their faith
With any scrupulous, unhandsome show
Of'ba.se suspicion, diffidence, or fear.

Drive on to Eman, therefore. Rightward drive-
It is my will, and I will have it so.

DEIRDRE.

Nurs i
Al setI_‘evarcam, rememberest thou the time
at together on that hill we see

The i
Andre: where the sky-line has a streak of gray,
SHOW was on the ground ?

———
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LEVARCAM.
Aye, well indeed
Do I remember, darling ; it was there
Thou sawest him first, and said the sifted snow
Was hardly fairer.

DEIRDRE.
He has frowned on me
Thrice, now, who never frowned on me before.
Yet am I prouder to be ruled by him,
And, for that noble justice of his mind,

Do love him better, were that possible
Where love was always best, than €'er before,

LEVARCAM.

My pet, my precious one, We know not yet
But that the king may treat us honestly.

If to the Red Branch lodging we be sent,
Mistrust him : but, elsewhere, set face to face,
And other champions of the province by,

He durst not venture such a villany

As thy dark-omening spirit shudders at.

But, see, we near the town: The sun sets red;
And turns the low-hung awning of the Slopss
Into a lowering, crimson canopy:

DEIRDRE.

Blood-red i . I know the augury.
od-red it hangs - o pow COME late.

But knowledge and forewarnng
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NAISL
We near the palace. See, a steward comes
To lead us to our lodging. Sir, precede :
We follow. ’Tis the Red Branch, as I see,
We are assigned to. Often in this hall
Have I been merry, and will be again.

Here’s supper laid. Beseech you sit ye down
And let’s refresh ourselves.

DEIRDRE.

I cannot eat.

NAISL

N_or I, in truth. I have been somewhat chafed
Give me some wine ; and set the chess-tables.
Ardan will play with me, to pass the time,

Till haply Conor send us his commands.

And, Ainle, thou be umpire of the game.

AINLE.

Before we sit, sir, shall we set the watch ?

NAISI.

igd i are here in charge of trusted friends,
what is needful to be done they’ll do.

DEIRDRE.

; this defiant confidence
€ sits, disdaini
) dlSdalmng fortune, steal thou forth,

Nursel while in
H

DEIRDRE.

And, mingling with the concourse in the hall,
Observe what Conor does : and fetch me word.

NAISL

Who's he who at the window there peeps in?
Begone, base fellow, whosoe’er thou art !

I love not such espial. Play again. .
Deirdre, set forth thy harp; and let the air

Be brave and cheerful. We have nought to fear.

DEIRDRE.

I play my best ; though that Dbe ill enough.
My heart is heavy at my fingers’ ends.

NAISL
How! What! Our spying oversecr again' !
Take that, thou villain, for thy impudence :
DEIRDRE.

What has disturbed my lord ?

NAISI.
A spying knave
at, with brutal e.ycs,
d took thee 1n
ties, charm by charm.
ur privacy-

At yonder window, th
Surveyed us as we sat, all
As he’d appraise thy beat
None here shall pry into o4%
Lords, think it not in your disparagement, i
But I would crave to have that casement € )
And, if it please you, let my battle-arms

71
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Be placed beside me, ready to my hand.
There, Deirdre, see, thy nurse would speak with thee.

LEVARCAM.

My sweet, my darling, I am here again,

He means us ill. T've seen and spoke with him.

He sat at table with his judges by,

And made this question with them, whether we

Not rendering ourselves before the full o’ the moon,

His promise made to Fergus Royson, held?

The judges differed. Half of them affirmed

His promise was, in that, conditional,

And, the condition failing, it held not.

The other half as stiffly did maintain

The point of time was nothing to the point,

And that, though Fergus might be late a day,

The pardon granted us did yet hold good.

With these young Cormac, sitting by, agreed,

And, to confirm his argument, did swear

That, saving still the duty of a son

Defending father, were his sire assailed,

He never would raise weapon ’gainst poor guests

Drawn in to jeopardy of life and limb

By plotted covin and duplicity.

Whereat—what I had never seen before—

Conor, who, ever, was as temperate

%?vcl)n rsnbrﬁ"e step-sire jovial, swallowed down

- calllegdty cups of wine ; and, spying me,

Demandedme up, an.d, there before them all,
many things concerning thee,
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And did thy beauty live upon thee still ?

“No,” said I ; ¢ she is wrinkled, lean, and old,

“ And nothing like the Deirdre that she was &
—The Gods forgive me for the lovinglie !—

But while T spoke, one entering cried, “ "Tis false !
“ There lives not beauty on the earth’s expanse
“Fit to compare with her's. I saw her sit,”

The insolent eaves-dropper did go on,

“ A perfect goddess, lovely to behold,

“Upon a silken couch : she flung her arms,

“No ivory fairer, o’er her golden harp,

“ And played a merry and delightful air

“So sweet, I stood as in an ecstacy ; _

“ When that strong traitor who consorts with her,
“Spying me, snatched a chessman from the bOf:.l’d
“ And flung it full at me: see here the woun_d.
With that he showed his cheek besmeared with blood,
—1I would the just Gods it had been his brains.—
And Conor, rising, cried to fetch his arms,

And vowed he would avenge his messengers;

Then some cried ¢ treason ” ; others that denied.
And Cormac called out, ¢ Never.better h::?

“ Befall a cranny-haunting, mousing SPY !

Whereat I judged it well to come 2way,

And there T left them wrangling noisily-

DEIRDRE.

Itisa crafty pretext for a quarrel ;
That quarrel to be pretext for his death,d
And my deliverance into hands abhorred.
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BUINO.
Who here?

PURSUIVANT.

A messenger from Conor, 1

BUINO.
His will ?

PURSUIVANT.

He_ xf-'ills that thou deliver up
N. aisl the son of Usnach, who stands charged
With wounding to effusion of the blood.

BUINO.

Under safe conduct is lord Naisi here,
And_we, as sons and lawful deputies
Of his great surety, Fergus son of Roy,
Are answerable for him.

PURSUIVANT.

Yield him up

BUINO.

E)er will not yield him. There I plant the spear
Fergus. Pass it, and I strike thee dead.

PURSUIVANT.
Buin
0, & message for thy private ear.

DEIRDRE.

BUINO.
Deliver it without. I follow thee.

DEIRDRE.

It is the confirmation of the grant
That bribes him to betray us.

ILLAN.
Oh, no, no!
If that were possible, I'd die of shame.
NAISI.
Await him : he’ll return.
DEIRDRE.

Oh trustful breast,

Incapable of comprehending guile,

As is the goblet of true crystal stone :

To hold the poisoned draught that shivers it,
Would I could bear thy heart-break, now at hand !

AINLE.
He comes not back. Sir, shall we take our arms ?

NAISL
What, Tlan, wouldst thou that we deem ourselves
Discharged the duty to rely on thee?

ILLAN.

Not while I live, and these, mY
Are here to make the pledge Of

father’s men,
Fergus good:
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NAISI.

The move is with thee, Ardan. Play again
Lord Buino will come back to us anon.

DEIRDRE.
M ’
Dalwhinny’s lord, he never will come back.

NAISL
I hear one coming.

DEIRDRE.

Oh my heart ! not he.

PURSUIVANT.

(I:;I the king’s name, yield ye my prisoner up,
r Conor’s self will fetch him. He’s at hand.

ILLAN.
We will not yield him up, to thee or him.

PURSUIVANT.

;I;I;)é llalrother Buino spoke as brave as thou,
s ¢ has done his homage gratefully,
now is lord of lands and seigniories.

NAISL
We're not betrayed ?

ILLAN.
isi d!
Th Oh Naisi, what a Wor
Ou soon shalt see I am not worthy it.,
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PURSUIVANT.

Tllan, T bear a message for thee too.

ILLAN.
Out with it.

PURSUIVANT.
Let me have thy private €ar-

ILLAN.

ouldst thou bribe me too?

What, tampering villain, w
1e door.

EP: comrades ; thrust the fellow from tl
hey shall not live who offer Illan shame.

PURSUIVANT.

Assistance, ho, without !

DEIRDRE.
They force the door.

ILLAN.
rracks back.

We'll meet and drive them to their ba
the knaves !

Throw the door open! Charge upon

LEVARCAM.

Oh ye good heavens, what 2 Man is here

We counted but an hour 2go & DOV !

He darts upon them fiercer than a hawl‘c

Striking at pigeons. With2 swifter Wh1.r1
han arms of windmills and than grinding wheels



78 LAYS OF THE RED BRANCH.

He makes the red rout through and over them.
Hah ! from his strokes they tumble and rebound
As shocks that jump upon the threshing floor.
There’s Fergus’s true blood ! The other one

Is none of his: there Fergus was played false.

Oh, well done, Illan! Glorious youth, well done !

DEIRDRE.

"Twas tender of dishonor set aflame

His soul’s unconscious reservoirs of wrath
That, blazing forth, do so transfigure him,
And of the soft-affection’d, gentle youth
Make the heroic, formidable man.

He fires the very moonlight with his blade,
Flash upon flash.

LEVARCAM.
Oh, hark the dreadful clang

DEIRDRE.

He fights with Conor, It is Conor’s shield
Screams, clamours, and resounds beneath his blows:

Speed him, kind Gods! Ah me, who strikes between

' LEVARCAM.
"Tis Cormac to his father’s rescue come.
ﬁl:izhzm;ng, Illa‘n canpot combat both.

¢ he’s slain : his broken band return.

i DEIRDRE,
eader] . ;
€S§ remnant of brave friends, come in.
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NAISIL.

Now, noble brothers, we may arm ourselves,
N_Of wound protecting pride. Make fast the doors,
Give me my corselet.

DEIRDRE.
Let me brace 1t on.

The helmet, Levarcam.

LEVARCAM.
We’ll dress our lord

Most like a royal champion,
DEIRDRE.
Like a god
We'll send him forth to trample all things base.

NAISL
Oh dear-loved Deirdre, thy advice was good.
I had been wiser, bad I taken it,
And all of us, I dread, had safer been.
Yet thou dost not reproach me.

DEIRDRE.
No reproach

From lips of Deirdre shalt thou ever I?ear.
Al that my noble lord has done was right
Wise, and magnanimous.

NAISL I did my best

Though that but ill, for honor
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DEIRDRE.
I, my best,
Though that but weak and petulant, for love :
And now for love will do whate’er remains.

NAISI.

Ardan, learn for us what they do without.

ARDAN.

They’ve summoned fresh battalions. Till these come
They siege us at a distance.

NAISI. .
Then, we strike

Before their aids come up. Thou’rt ready, dear,

To share this venture ?

DEIRDRE.
Ready, if near thee

NAISI.

Ardan and Ainle, to your tender care

I give my Deirdre. Fence her, right and left,
With cover of your bodies and your shields.

I take the front. Our cohort will make head
For the King’s Stables. There at least we’ll find
A_ shelter we may better hope to hold

Till Fergus’s return 5 or, happily,

Conveyance, ang the chance of full escape.

81
DEIRDRE

DEIRDRE
Stay, Levarcam. They will not harm thee. Stay.

LEVARCAM.

Alack, I'm hurt, and stay against my will

NAISI.

Friends, keep together. Deirdre, thou shalt see
What love can do, if honor were unwise. '
Cast wide the portal. Be the Gods our aid !

LEVARCAM.

I cannot see their onset. I but hear

The hurrying and the clashing. Ob, ye Gods,
Shield ye my darling one, or send her de.atlh
Rather than life with loathing and despair *

I saw her, ere she left, prepare a cup;

What, and for what, I guess indeed too wel.l.
Would T could give it her, were that to d% :est
"Twere my last service, and would t')e 1Y th '
How dreadful *tis to hear men dealing e
And not to know who falls and who keeps ItJP
The tumult slackens. We are SEL.VGd °k 105; :
One side returns victorious. Deirdre comere.'
But ah, her sidesmen are not those they’aner;
"Tis Cormac leads her; these are st ht
That bear the burthens in. Oh, heavy. 88

i 1
Ardan and Ainle and lord Naist dead ! 4
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DEIRDRE.
Ye need not hold me, T am wholly calm.
Thanks, gentle Cormac, who hast won for me
The boon to see these nobles buried.
Give them an honorable sepulture ;
And, while ye dig their grave, let me begin
My lamentable death-song over them.

L
O, sons of Usnach, stretched before me, dead,
Ye were, in life, Ulidia’s chosen three
For every gift and grace of manly Nature,
For wisdom, valour, courtesy, and song.

IL.
Naisi, my husband, O my slaughtered lord,
O pierced by cruel swords that pierced not me,
Thou Honor’s Sanctuary, thou Tower of Justice,
By sacrilegious treason beaten down !—

IIL.
Thou wast the one, with counsel of a sage,
That kept Ulidia happy-homed in peace,
The one, with onsets of a kingly lion,
That left Ulidia glory-crowned in war.

Iv.
Thou wast the one, with prudent-generous sway,
That kept thy household and thy festive hall,—
The one, with mildness and with manly patience,
That kept thy wilful helpmate, ordered well.

DEIRDRE.

V.
Ainle and Ardan, brothers of my heart,
O shapely as young salmons, where ye lie,
Melodious voices, breaths of yogthful nrdlour
In life’s high chorus, cold and silent now —

VI

Ve were the two, with fleetness of your feet,
That took the bounding creatures of the plain,—
The two, with sweetness of your soft ;.ldd;essﬁ-'S,
That took the daughters of the land, in thrall.

VIL

The wolf may now, and now the for_cisl,t boar(,me:
Roam free : the hunters from the hlb ?r-l?arg
Invasion proudly now may leap the bo more.
The sons of Usnach stand to guard no

VIIL
ath dejected cheeks, .
k on burthened hearts;

dust are lying,
rave.

Smiles, rest ye now bene
Sink, maiden blushes, bac
Delight and dalliance in tl}e i
Before the clay-piled margin of the §

IX.
rth, that swalloyest
of all that lives,
from hopes immortal
of thy clay !

Oh, greedy grave-dug €2
The strength and loveliness
Thou shalt not always hide
The coldly-hoarded treasures

83
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X.

A day shall come, the May-day of Mankind.

When, through thy quickening clods and teeming pores,
The sunward-mounting, vernal effluences

Shall rise of buried Loves and Joys re-born.

XI.

Dig the grave deep, that, undisturbed till then,
They rest, past reach of mortal hate and fear ;
Past the knave’s malice and the tyrant’s anger,
And past the knowledge of what rests for me.

XII,
Dig t?e grave deep. Cast in their arms of war,
Cast in the collars of their hounds of chase,
To deck their chamber of expectant slumber,
And make the mansion wide enough for four.

CORMAC.
: S,
Deirdre, ’tis time that I conduct thee hence.

DEIRDRE.

ilr, I am, sudden, faint. That cup of wine

Is still untaste_d. Pray thee hand it me.

Nwoulc.:'l but kiss my nurse and say farewell.
OW give me this refreshment.

LEVARCAM.
he'll not thirst
More i i i
in this world ; now well past reach of harm.
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CORMAC.

Ay ; so. ’Twas poisoned. She has freed herself.
Oh, wretched king, who now canst only hear.
That all for nothing thou hast been forsworn

Fair corpse, I'll have thee by thy husband laid.
Thou art her nurse, and thou shalt see to it.

LEVARCAM.

Sir, I have heard a shout which I know well.
"Tis Fergus who approaches. Stay not here.

‘CORMAC.

To save a father vile and fraudulent

I've slain the noblest youth in all the world.
For him T fight no more. I fear to face

The grief of guileless Fergus whom I love,
More even than his wrath. T’ll get me hence,
And, in the west, will seek a guardsman’s pay
With Maev and Ailill, till this storm be passed.

FERGUS.

Where are my wards, my wards that I have bailed ?
Where are my sons who had my wards in charge ?
Their danger was revealed me ere I sab,

And hot upon their track I'm here, t0 find
Confusion, horror, blood, and treachery.

Where are my wards, the wards of Fergus, where ?

LEVARCAM.

Too blind with passion to perceive them lie
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II—jlere almost at his feet : he hurries past.

0;1?:;;[)3; I‘c‘lergus, what atrocious pangs

o rglg jens seilf-reproach will sting thee through

g presently thou shalt have learned it all !
y, big with bitter knowledge, back he comes.

FERGUS.

,Exre, bring me fire ! bring ropes and grapple-hooks!
Dll pull his proud aspiring palace-roof
111?‘::1{;0:11?1 ground and burn it over him.
v :ﬁorvengeance on this traitor king

, shore to shore, shall ring with it
And poets in the ages yet to come ’
Make tales of wonder of it for the world.

DEIRDRES FAREWELL TO ALBA.

(FrOM THE IRISH.)

AREWELL to fair Alba, high house of
; the Sun,
the cliff,

L) sy,
: ;ﬁ%'”’-
]__ s‘. Farewell to the mountain,

&
l' and the Dun;
: Dun Sweeny adieu !

c cannot stay,
A And tarry I may not when love cries away

Glen Vashan ! Glen Vashan'! where roebucks run free,

ghere my Love used to feast o1 the red deer with m&
here rock’d on thy waters while stormy winds blew,

My Love used to slumber Gl

for my Love

en Vashan, adieu !

n boughs weep
ghtingale’s sleeps
hear the cuckoo,
are, adieu !

| where birche
oon o'er the ni
to lead me t0
pushes, Glend

Glendaro ! Glendaro
Honey dew at high n
};’Jhere my Love used

ong the high hazel
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Gle
Myl}—‘gjg}:lysédGlen Urchy! where loudly and long
e e e tOOf \:Izllke up t]le woods with his song,
o e Rock* from the depths of his
Laugh’d i
gh’d sweetly in answer, Glen Urchy, farewell!

Glen Etive! .

Where tI“l:a.vS if n Etive ! where dappled does roam

Where with me he green sheeling I first call’d a home;

The Sun mad }?:nd S Frue Love delighted to dwell,
e his mansion, Glen Etive, farewell !

Fare

of u?:ght; -Ibt?ﬁh Draynach, adieu to the roar

Dun Fiagh fl ow bursting in light on the shore;

Rl o ],: arewell ! for my Love cannot stay
ry I may not when love cries away.

*
Mac an Alla, 7.¢., Echo.

. DEIRDRE'S LAMENT FOR THE

SONS OF
USNACH.

(FroM THE IRISH.)

th wide and

2 3 g,
s %
: '%'-\-?52” HE lions of the hill are gone,
=l y AndIam left alone—alone—

Dig the grave bo
deep,

For Iams
sleep!

ick, and fain would

The falcons of the wood are flown,
And I am left alone—alone—
Dig the grave both deep and Wi
And let us slumb

The dragons of the rock are sleeping,
Sleep that wakes not for our weeping :
Dig the grave and make it ready ;
Lay me on my tru€ Love's body-

Lay their spears and bucklers bright
By the warriors sides aright ;
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Many a day the Three before me
On their linkéd bucklers bore me.

Lay upon the low grave floor,

'Neath each head, the blue claymore ;
Many a time the noble Three
Redden’d those blue blades for me.

Lay the collars, as is meet,

Of their greyhounds at their feet ;
Many a time for me have they
Brought the tall red deer to bay.

Oh! to hear my true Love singing,
Sweet as sound of trumpets ringing :
Like the sway of ocean swelling )
Roll'd his deep voice round our dwelling.

Oh! to hear the echoes pealing
Round our green and fairy sheeling,
When the Three, with soaring chorus,
Pass'd the silent skylark o’er us.

Echo now, sleep, morn and even—
Lark alone enchant the heaven !—
Ardan’s lips are scant of breath,
Neesa’s tongue is cold in death.

Stag, exult on glen and mountain—
Salmon, leap from loch to fountain—
Heron, in the free air warm ye—
Usnach’s Sons no more will harm ye!

H.
DEIRDRE'S LAMENT FOR THE SONS OF USNAC

Erin’s stay no more you are,
Rulers of the ridge of war ;

Never more ’twill be your fate '
To keep the beam of battle straight.

Woe is me ! by fraud and wrong,
Traitors false and tyrants strong,

Fell Clan Usnach, bought and sold,
For Baracl’s feast and Conor’s gold !

Woe to Eman, roof and wall !—

Woe to Red Branch, hearth and hall! -
Tenfold woe and black dishonour

To the false and foul Clan Conor !

Dig the grave both wide and det:p
Sick I am, and fain \voulFI sleep !
Dig the grave and make 1,!: ready,
Lay me on my true Love’s body.

9I



CONARY.

INTRODUCTORY NOTE.

(&Ez;l;gi,fld; Irish Bardic tale of the Destruction of the House
am indeb od D“'_Defgﬂ-—for my first acquaintance with which
f thi e .w' M. Hennessy—furnishes the ground'WOI”
of this picce ; but it will not be understood that ¢ Conary
pretends to be a full reproduction of the Zogasl bruidin da dergaés
or’}‘};]at all its incidents are drawn from that source. y
Caravea Bruz_a’m is generally regarded as having been a Il.:md of
el Ofn[si;zral; and there seem good grounds for accepting the
el Ee late ingenious Mr. Crowe that it represents, 12 ¢
bttt utméjt:, the Prytancum or house of statc-hqspltn_llt]f 2
lace i{n : requ_ _There appear to have been SIX princip
]()Dh ? of this kind in Ireland at the commencement O the
53_515 lall; era; and one of these, called Bruidin-Da-Derg 15
}1] to have been the scene of the death of King Conary Mor,
whose xeign is made to synchronise with the close of the Pagan
P The’ ';i:i ertr.he circumstances related in the tale. g o
Sl s story affords a curious insight into the behefs‘l %
having be l’eglardcd by the author or authors of the Togal
and O%G ﬁn tlle beliefs—of the ethnic Irish. We read of Go%
injunctiog s, but not of altars or sacrifices ; and of certain sacre
attended S'CSHCd Gesa (gayska), the violation of which was
such retr'[wn' temporal punishment. The agents in inflicting
Sidhs® Oinil';tll‘on 1a_ppem- in the form of fairies, men, that 15, of the
sorcerers of :;‘ly :;‘HS’ those mounts in which the wizards an
under-ground s uatha de Danaan were thought to enjoy an
metallurgy. The stence and to preserve the arts of music &7
of modern eth 1ese gaysha—scemingly very similar to the faboo
nic populations, and to those prohibitions which

*® Fear-sidhe,
the sid7), pronounces, %‘;c:&f,‘“"’“fm'ry; ban-sidhc (., the woman Of

CONARY. 93

:’;d"et?ll_e? religiosa by the ancient Romans—were of an arbitrary
Provinc‘fu{ ]_Ecmd. Those enjoined on the monarch and on the
comp]e:f1 kings continued to be solemnly registered down to the
Names O!tp?) of the Book of Rights, but under the sanction of the
The ¢| atrick and Benignus, .
an unex assical reader will find in the 7ogai/a curious—probably
ting thaec cd—illustration of the old eastern method of compu-
eparti 0sses in a military expedition. There, the forces, ]Jeforc
Commo?lg on their campaign, cast each man an arrow into a
drew an receptacle ; for which, on their return, each man with-
dead ang arrow ; and the weapons remaining represented the
in the 77 IE’.;S“’g- (Procop. de bell. Pers. 1. i, ¢ i) T]}e nclori
camn, aq d-?‘ ‘:hu(éaSt’ every man, a stone into a comn't_o]nd 1e;g,hr;5
stone remained after each survivor had withdra
» served as the census and memorial of the slain.
Kelta‘:ismgukfr and terrible properties ascribed to the Spear ?f
expressiglihc {"Sm[ may not be without some bcnrmghoné-lo::‘eroi_
lomede, pmatverar dv mwaAdupor 1N reference to the Spe
Of'I;i};g {”g“?l also contributes its evidence to the RGO
“ Street e:zluimg. lgnes of highway. There were five Oh te:1
togeth $° radiating from Tara, the two mentioned in t uzf ale
abl; er corresponding pretty nearly with the old post-road ro{g
of Bn-t? the north. ~The author of the Zogasl places the _s,lm
territ mldm'Da‘DETgﬂ on the River Dodder, 1n the ancle
«pory of Cualann, near Dublin, where Bohernabreentd, OF
a s;;??'-d of the Bruidin,” still preserves the name. Thedfftitc I?t
of th Invasion corresponding in its main features }Vlt]} Lh;: ;S}cled
in thg Pirates on the coasts of Meath and Dublin, 15 ‘i r?‘l 2
traditj Book of Howth, and still lives very vividly in locz
lon about Balrothery and Balbriggan- IR,
Irish‘.3 Ehe‘l“" appears to have been unkpowx‘ll ﬂm‘,?i?}%out vaing
struc]\fbllt no one can peruse the Dbardic ta gs R e
o r‘)""tf}l]ye dr&matlc form} dy ctor describes and
5 other examples, o
?vnam}?cr Interprets, we are 1reminded of the scextl_c gfirlullzlggngz;a;
of na and the dialogue often carries o1 the r}c_l:::l]s !
rig cmalive. We must, however, & il ofr::%léslc pieces designed
o rstQWr_be propsced e onc[pec'ulmnt)’(} high and low, 1o a
o ecitation” before mixed audiences ?’ E
common hall. The infantine mind delig v
a‘rggemt:on was one of the chief ngellc DOy ldren e
aos to excite that kind of pleasure
ure whom they addressed.

great antiquity

heir constructio
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CONARY.

S P
-.- l- . ULL peace was Erin’s under Conar}
L ,_ g X _ Till—though his brethren by the
: /f‘ tender tie

% Of fosterage—Don Dessa’s lawless
i f sons,
Fer-ger, Fer-gel, and vengeful Fergobar,
3 i i th
For crimes that justly had demanded death,
By judgment mild he sent in banishment ;
Yet wrung his own fraternal heart the while,
Whose brothers, Ferragon and Lomna Druth,
Drawn by affection’s ties, and thinking scorn
To stay behind while others led the way
To brave adventure, in their exile joined-

Banished the land of Erin, on the sea
They roamed, and, roaming, with the pirate-
Of British Ingcel leagued ; and this their pact:
The spoil of Britain’s and of Alba’s coasts
To fall to them ; and Erin’s counter-spoil
To fall to Ingcel. Britain’s borders first
They ravaged ; and in one pernicious raid
Of sack and slaughter indiscriminate,

Ingcel’s own father and his brethren seven

By chance sojourning with the victims, slew,
Then, Alba sack’d, said Ingcel, ““ Steer we now
“ For Erin, and the promised counter-spoil.”

hordes

tec 2 - -
Tis just ; and welcome to our souls as well

CONARY.

“ For outrage unavenged,” said Fergobar.
“’Tis just : it is thy right,” said Ferragon.

(4 - . .

“’Tis just, and woe it is ! 7 said Lomna Druth.

"Twas then that Conary from strife composed
By kingly counsel, "twixt contending lords
Of distant Thomond, held his journey home:
But, when in sight of Tara, lo, the sky
On every side reflected rising flame
And gleam of arms. ‘¢ What this? » cried Conary.
A certain Druid was there in the train
Who answered, ¢ Often did I warn thee, King,
“ This journey at this season was ill-timed,
:( As made in violation of the gays%
‘ That King of Tara shall not judge a cause
“ Except in Tara’s proper judgment hall
“ From Beltane-day to May-day.”

¢ Yea, in truth,

‘: I do remember now,” said Conary,

““ Amongst my prohibitions that is one, .
i WhiChgthou)é]Ftlessly I've broken. Strange 1t 18
“That act for speedy justice and for peace

“ Accomplished, should, with G ¢

** But, since Religion’s awful voice forbids,
“1 pray forgiveness of offended H_eaven,

“ Whose anger at my fault t00 plain I se€,
“ And vow atonement at thy OV award.

“ But, which way now?”

« Ride northward to the track

95

God, be disesteem’d.
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« Where Street Midluachra and Street Cualann join ;

“ There, choice of highway waits us, north or south.”
Northward they rode. ¢ What be these moving

brakes
“ Before us? Nay, ’tis but a running drove
“ Of antlerd stags. Whence come they ? and
come '
“ These darkening flights of fowl above our heads ?”

““ These the wild brood of Clane-Milcarna’s dens:”

Replied the druid. *“ It is another gays/k

“ For Tara’s King to see them leave their lairs

““ After mid-day; and ill will come of it.”
“ Omens of evil gather round my path,

e Though thought of evil in my breast is none,”

Said Conary, and heaved a heavy sigh;

:: Yet, since I reign by law, and holy men

i Charged with the keeping of the law, declare
Thou shalt not so-and-so, at such a time

“ Do or leave undone, it beseems not me

““ To question for what end the law is 5O :

“ Though, were it but a human ordinance,

“’Twere, haply, counted childish : but, go to,

:‘ I own another violated gays/ ;

‘: I pray _forgiveness of offended IHeaven ;

¥ At}d, since some fierce invading enemy—

5 ;\g/llsgulded brothers, that it be not you !—

\ ars our approach to Tara, let us choose

i Cualann highroad ; for Cualann-ward there dwe

3 Or_le whom I once befriended ; and I know
His home will give me shelter for to-night,

11s

whence
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“ Knew I aright the way that leads to TRl
“ Name of the man, oh King?” demanded Cecht
(Fly ye, foes all, fly ye before the face
Of Cecht, the battle-sidesman of the King !)
The biggest man yet gentlest-countenanced
9f all that rode in Conary’s company.
Da-Derga he,” said Conary.
. « Ride on,”
‘Sﬂld Cecht. ¢ Street Cualann whereon now we are
:: Leads straight to Bruw'n-Da-Derga, and leads straight
3 Through and beyond it. 'Tis a house of rest
s For all that come and go; where ready still
The traveller finds the wind-dried fuel stack’d
“The cauldron slung, and ale-vat on the floor.
:: A strong, fast mansion. Seven good doors it has,
« And seven good benches betwixt door and door
And seven good couches spread 'twixt bench and
bench.
“ All that attend thee now, and all fhak oS
:‘ See where they come along Midluac-hra track,
“ The host of Emain, in good time I judge,
S ourneying south—shall nothing‘w?nt for room.
“1 shall go forward : for my duty it is

“To enter first at nightfall, when nr;ly kingd teel
“Co . - o- and with int and § »
mes to his lodging; ide him home.

“ Kindle the fire whose flame shall gul et
Then forth, at gallop of his steeds, went Cec t:
While, slower following, Conary was awarc
Of three that rode before them o8 the way.
d their mantles red,

Red were their coursers an H
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Red, too, their caps, blood-red—
¢ Another gaysh,”

Said Conary. “T also call to mind
“ Amid my prohibitions this is one,
¢ g follow three red riders on the way ;
« Injunction idle, were it not divine.
“ After them, Ferflath ; stay them till we pass.”

Then the light lad young Ferflath, Conary’s SO
Sprang forth at gallop on the red men’s track,
And called his message shrilly from behind,
But failed to overtake them. He who rode
Last of the triad sang him back a lay—

‘ Water, oh youth, oh slight swift-riding youth,
“ On back, on neck, on shoulder lightly borne:
“ Water will quench ; fire burn ; and shocks of hait
“ At horrid tidings, upon warriors’ heads
¢ Bristle as reeds in water ; water; ho!”

Ferflath returned, and told to Conary
The lay the red man sang ; *“ and sir,” he said,
«T rode, I think, as seemly as himself,
« And know not what he meant : but sure I .am
¢ These are not men of mankind, as W€ a1€,
“ But fairy men and ministers of i”

““ Now then,” said Conary, ‘‘ let every gysh
¢ That dread Religion with hard-knotting hand
“ Binds on the King of Tara, for to-day
“Be broken! Let them go. They may precedes
“ May tie their red steeds at the great hall door,
:‘ And choose their seats within ; and I, the King,
‘ May follow, and accept the traveller’s place
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“ Last to attain the inn. Well, be it so:

“ Respect departs with fortune’s one-day change.

17 But, {riends, dGS]_)Ond not, you. ThOUgh few we be

“In midst of these marauders (oh, my heart

“ Forbid the rising thought that these be they !),

“ Yet shall we soon be many ; for they come,

“ They whom on Street Midluachra late we saw,

“ Now following on Street Cualann. In good time

“They join us ; for, be sure such chariot-throng

““ Leaves not the borders of the warlike North‘, f

“ But champions good come with it Let us 10
While thus fared Conary, the pirates’ scouts

Who watched the coast, put off to where the fleet,

Stay’d on the heaving ridges of the main,

Lay off Ben-Edar. Ingcel’s galley re"w}md’

High on the prow they found him looking forth,

As from a crag o’er-hanging grassy lands

Where home-bred cattle graze, the lion glares

A-hungered ; and, behind, as meaner beasts

That wait the lion’s onset for their share,

Outlaw’d and reprobate of many 2 }and’ left

The ravening crew. Beside him, nght.and o

Stood Lomna, Ferragon, and Fergobar;

Which Toomm, in the elosure of 1is cloa% | i

Wore a gold brooch embOSsEd.wnh ﬂﬂ?hm.g 2 ;

Choicest by far of all their spoils yet o

And Ingcel thus demanded of the spies—

f o ”
 What saw ye, say? « A Cbariot-cavalcade

e —
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« Along Street Cualann moving from the north.

« Splendid the show of lofty-pacing steeds

« And glittering war-cars : chariots seventeen

« We counted. In the first were reverend men,

« Poets, belike, or judges. After these

« Heralds, it seem’d, or high apparitors

«“ That give the world to know ‘a great on¢ comes.

« He in the third car rode ; an aged man,

« Full-grey, majestical, of face serene,

« Followed by household numerous and strong;

« Cooks, butlers, door-wards, cup-bearers, and grooms:
“What heard ye?”

« From a vast hall’s open doors

« The stroke of steel on flint at kindling fire ;
«“ And every stroke so sounded as the arm

« That gave it were a giant’s, and every shower
« Of sparks it shed—as if a summer sky

« Lightened at eve—illumed the dusk around.”

« What this, good Ferragon, who best of all
« Knowest Erin hill and valley, things and men i
Said Ingcel. Ferragon made answer slow,
(For, first, his soul said this within himself,
“ Oh, royal brother, that it be not thou ! ")—

1 know not what may be this open hall
« With fire at hand unless, belike, it be
« Da-Derga’s guest-house, which, for all who comé
“ By Cualann Street, stands open, wherein still
« Firewood stands stack’d and brazen cauldron hangs
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“Slung ready, and clear water running through
« Bruidin-Da-Dergﬂ.n

« And the man who strikes

“The flint and steel to kindle fire therein?”

“1 know not if it be not that he be
: Some king’s fore-runner, sent before a king

To kindle fire ere yet-the king himself
“ And royal household reach their resting-place.”

“ And he who in the thirdmost chariot rode,
“ He who is grey, serene, majestical ?”
« “T know not if it be not that he be

Some king of Erin’s sub-kings who, to-night,
“Rests in Da-Derga’s hospitable hall.”

“Up sail! To shore!” cried Ingcel ; and the fleet,
As flight of wild-geese startled from 2 fen,

Displayed their wings of white, and made the land.

"T'was at Troy Furveen, and the suzl was down;
But, from Da-Derga’s hall s0 streamed the light;
It shone at distance as a ruddy stars
And thitherward the host o’er moor and fell :
Marched straight : but when behind a sheltering knoll
Hard by, but still concealed, the ranks were drawi
“ Make now our Carn,” said Ingcel, and the host
Defiling past him, cast, each man, his stone
All in one heap.

« When t

Said Ingcel, “ he who shall return alive
“ Shall take his stone again: Who not returns

2 . 3 ent.
“ His stone shall here remait his monum

his night’s work is done;’

N i il
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“ And now, before we make the trial of who
“ Returns, and who stays yonder, let us send
“ Scout Milscoth—for he bears the boast of sight
“ And far-off hearing far above us all—
“To spy the house and bring us speedy word
“ Of all he sees and hears, outside and in':
“ S0 shall we judge how best to win the same.”
Forth went the spy: they waited by their Carn,
Till, gliding as a shadow, he returned :
And round him, as he came, they drew a 1ing,
Round him and Ingcel and Don Dessa’s SO15
And round their destined stones of memory-
“ What sawest thou outward ?”
« Qutward of the house
“ I saw, drawn up at every guarded door,
« Full seventeen chariots ; and, between the spokes,
“ Spying, I saw, to rings of iron tied,
“ At end and side wall, thrice a hundred steeds
“ Groom’d sleek, ear-active, eating corn and hay.”
“ What means this concourse, think’st thou, Ferrd”
gonp”
“T know not if it be not that a host
: Resorting, it may be, to games or fair
At Tara or at Taltin, rest to-night
: gl the great guest-house. 'Twill be heavier cost
uf;lo“’s and blood to win it than it seem’d.”
i guest-house, whether many within or few,
¥ IS as the travellers’ temple, and esteem ed
n every civil land a sanctuary.
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“'Twere woe to sack the inn,” said Lomna Druth.

“Tomna,” said Ingcel, « when we swore Out oaths
“We made not reservation of the inn :
“ And, for their numbers, fear not, Ferragon
“The more, the more the spoil. Say on, 3
“What heard’st thou?”

¢« Through the open doors I heard

“ A hum as of a crowd of feasting men.
“ Princely the murmur, as when yoices strong
“ Of far-heard captains on the front of War
“Sink low and sweet in company of queens.

d tell

“What think’st thou, Ferragon (2 4
¢« The gentlest speec

“ Within doors gives the loudest cheer afield. o
“ Methinks to spoil this house will try our strengt:
“ And it shall try it: and our strength shall bear ct
“ That and worse trial. 52y, what sawest ha :]1?’).
“ Within the house ? Begin from the HiEht B0C
“To rightward of the great door 1t the midst
“ A bench I saw: ten warriors sat thcrleon.
« The Captzlin of the ten was thus. HIS brg“; '
“Thick and high arching o'ef & 8% clegtee
A Fiae IOIlg-O‘v’ﬂl, broade[‘-bOlled above: 4
& A pan o hgse 100k bespoke adventure P
Jcome yet t

come,
“ And days of danger we Ob LemOTSE
“Though sadden’d somewhat, haply bY

th.
“ For blood ill-spilt or broken V()“ti:l or :::i.hilt gold-"
“ His mantle green, his brooch anc SV ¥

?
; ¢ 'st thou TFerragon
“What captain this, concelv's 4
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@y, :
« A rIni::oo\: 11::11 ; verily a man of might;
8 Chorras o znle renown'd in field and hall ;
% OF iz ndlongas, long the banish’d son
« Throueh 1Son of N essa. When his sire
« Ple drvegd t;"i"? of Deirdre broke his guarantees
¢ For %sn’tch’ns Stc13-51re, Fergus son of Roy,
N Throurrl; » _S Sctins safe-conduct, Cormac, he,
7 Ofkinzly- ﬁeho C];‘efgus and through stronger lo
Z Abjur;d hli)s% N Jhonour DI,
i At s ath‘er s councils and his court,
« Spent ma: hostile halls of western Maeve
b gk el y a year of heart-corroding care,
¢ Of his Owii_mﬂf} of ‘Ulster, many a man
« I he be th n, n alllen service, slew.
T T ere, methinks to-night’s assault
s eIa.ve thel stones of some here unremoved.”
« That p::ﬁ:‘:};m'l shall lj'now him, when I se€
orseful visage by and by,

veE

“ And tl
hat same brooch and sword-hilt shall be mine.

“ What of the nine? ”
& « The nine he sat amoP
Were nine he sat am g
“So seel;f:; of steadfast looks, that at his word,
“ Whose ki dlt me, would stay not to enquire
indred were they he might bid them slay.”

“ Knov
vest tho 2 . :
u, oh friend, the serviceable aine?”

11 I k
now
S =tt‘hem- also,” answered Iferragon.
ey gt 1s said they never slew a man
eed, and never spared a man
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iR
« g(:rsﬁgfd deed ; but, as or_dered, duteous, slew
« Be casednf)t. Shun that nine, unless your heads
“Blso s u“? casquets made of adamant ;
“ Now all the corpse of many 2 valiant man
7 W present, on Da-Derga’s threshold lie.”
Nine for his nine!” said Ingcel « Think not
38 thou =
« E:;:Ongue-drawn dangers and deterre
« Fr;rigemte’ to shake my settled soul
- that which is my right. Say on:
& Thﬁ 1?3n0h of three : thick—l}air'd, and equal-long
« Black‘tir o5 poll and brow. B}nck cloaks they Wore,
“ Fair 1 1e1r §w0rd-sheaths, their hafted lances black ;
s en, withal, themselves, and ruddy-brown.”
ho these, oh Ferragon?”

nt phrase

what next? 2

¢« T know not, I,

14 U o4
nless, it may be, these be of the Picts
’s house

e Exﬂed from Alba, who in Conor
= shelter ; and, if these indeed be they
i Three better out of Alba never came
C‘)‘r sturdier to withstand the prunt of blows.” y
Blows they shall have,” said Ingcel; « gnd their

h home,
Rid of their presence well, shall not agzun
o a new exile.

113
” f,{ ave need to doom them ¢
Vhat further sawest thot ?” .
¢« On the bench beside
n men,

of red.
r ot shield,

ree face-shave
d with caps
bore they SPe?

113

Y I saw three slender, th

" Robed in red mantles 21
No swords had they, 10T
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“ But each man on his knee a bagpipe held
“ With jewelled chanter flashing as he moved,
“ And mouth-piece ready to supply the wind.”
“ What pipers these?”
« These pipers of a truth

“1If so it be that I mistake them not,
‘“ Appear not often in men’s halls of glee :
“ Men of the Sidis they are ; and I have heard
“ When strife fell out in Tara Luachra’s hall
“ Around Cuchullin and the butchering bands s
“ Of treacherous Maeve and Ailill, they were there.

“To-night their pipes shall play us to our ships
“ With strains of triumph ; or their fingers’ ends
“ Shall never close the stops of music more,”

So Ingcel; but again said Ferragon,

“Men of the Sidks they are: to strike at them
“Is striking at a shadow. If ’tis they,
“ Shun this assault ; for I have also heard
“ At the first tuning of these elvish pipes
“ Nor crow nor cormorant round all the coasts
“ But hastens to partake the flesh of men.”

“ Flesh ye shall have, of Ingcel’s enemies,
““ All fowl that hither flap the wing to-night !
“ And music too at table, as it seems.
““ What further sawest thou? ”

« On a broader bench

: Three vasl-pro_portioned warriors, by whose side
" The sl_ender pipers showed as small as wrens.

In their first greyness they ; grey-dark their robes

CONARY. L0
“ Grey-dark their swords enormous, of an edge
“To slice the hair on water. He who sits
“The midmost of the three, grasps with both hands
“ A spear of fifty rivets, and 50 SWays ]

“ And swings the weapon as a man might think
“The very thing had life, and struggled strong
“To dash itself at breasts of enemies :

“ A cauldron at his feet, big as the vat

“Of a king’s kitchen ; in that vata pool,
“Hideous to look upon, of liquor blagk fiiy 5
“Thel‘eil'l he dips and CQO]S the blﬂde bY times.

”
Terragon.
““ Resolve us who be these three, Ferrag

“Not hard to tell ; though hard, perchanc'e, to hear
“ For those who listen, and who 1noW ey Lni:al
“What foes their fortune dooms them cope Witidh
“If this assault be given while these be here.
“These three are Sencha son of ngoll, '
“Called ¢ Half-the-battle” by admiring meﬂ(; H

“ Duftach, for fierceness named the Addef f:)a,r

“ And Govnan son of Luignech 3 anq ;11:3” i

“Tn hands of Duftach is the fa.t.nous ar

“ Of Keltar son of Utechah gt ef-;t ought

“ A wizard of the Tuath De Danaﬂnio;t .

“To battle at Moy Turys and t.here of the speal
“Found after. And these mouonst ained

t And sudden sallics h;lrd to bC-TZS T 3

“ Affect it, oft as blood of enem:gron then

“Ts ripe for spilling; an¢ e
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:: Full of witcp-brewage needs must be at hand,

i To qu'ench it, when the homicidal act

i i: E]y ’1ts blade expected ; quench it not,
azes up, even in the holder’s hand,

And through the holder, and the door-planks through,

:: ghes .forth to sate itself in massacre.
) Olr.;rsblls the_mnssacre it now would make:
“ Hoiv ood it maddens for: sirs, have a caré
i ye a'ssault where champions such as these
“rmed with the Zazn of Keltar, wait within.”
. Stje{}svs a ceL.’tain blade,” said Ingcel, ¢ here;
e y Smith ‘.Va.ylanq in a Lochlann cave
i Cuti z;mper has not failed me ; and I mean
Tany e] foul he:.td off this Addercop,
ot nap his gadding spear across my knee.
“o on, and say what more thou sawest within.”
) A single warrior on a separate bench
) I saw, Metl'links no man was ever born
) Zg ;tgrtellyfi{bmlt, so perfect of his limbs,
i 01-11 e as he. Fair-haired he is
e ye ow-bearded, with an eye of blue.
ag; :i?vlcs apz-lrt and wears a wistful look,
1eﬂ missed some friend’s companionship-
}‘fé(;l:i Sl'lerrlaggn, not waiting question, cried,
i Erin).s :(1:}1] the 'foremost, all tl.m valiantest
s destamp_lons, gathered in one place
L struction, are assembled here !
o loglsnfm Conall Carnach;; and the friend
I s for vm_n]y with a wistful eye
s great Cuchullin : he no more shall share
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“ The upper bench with Conall ; since the tomb

“Holds him, by hand of Conall well avenged.

“The foremost this, the mightiest champion this

“Left of the Red Branch, since Cuchullin’s fall.

“Look you, as thick as fragments are of ice

“'When one night’s frost is crackled underfoot,

“ As thick as autumn leaves, as blades of grass,

“ Shall the lopp’d members and the cloven half-heads

“ Of them that hear me, be, by break of day,

“ Before Da-Derga’s doors, if this assault {

“ Be given, while Conall Carnach waits within !
“Pity to slay that man,” said Lomna Druth.

““That is the man who, matched at fordfs of Clane,

“ With maimed Mesgedra, though no thtrd \Vfls near,

“Tied up his own right hand, to fight him fair

“ A man both mild and valiant, frank and wise,

“ A friend of men of music and of song,

“Loved of all woman: Were there only one

“ Such hero in the house, for that one’s sake

i i ”
Forego this slaughter ! » Ingcel said,

« Lomna,’

“ Not without reason do men call thee fool ;

i of man
“ And, Ferragon, think not that fear

“The bravest ever born o Irish 501-1 the breast
“ Shall make its shameful entrance P

7 y ON
« Of one of all who hear us. ”SP)J say 3

¢ hou ? .
“ What further sawest t“ Three brave Youths I §E\V 5
1de€

e .
“ Three brothers, a5 1 judge Thzli'e:ira;;ﬁes W
“ Were all of Syrian silk ; and ne€
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:: Of gold on every hem. With ivory combs
) g}hey smoothed th.e shining ridges of their hair
", hat spread mlud rippled to their shoulder-tips,
. \nd moved with every motion of their brows.
A ‘slender, tender boy beside them slept,
“ His head in one attendant’s lap, his feet
“ In lap of other one; and, couched beside,
“ A hound I saw, and heard him ‘Ossar’ called.”

“ Whose be these Syrian silks shall soon be mine,
“ Oh Ferragon ? and wherefore weep’st thou, 52y 27
r “Ala_s, too well I know them ; and I weep
“To t.hmk that where they are, he must be near
““Theu fathfar,. Conary, himself, the king:

And woe it is that he whose infant lips
“Suck’d the same breast as ours, should now be th
“ What, Conary, the arch-king of the realm
“ Of Erin here? Say, sawest thou there a king?”

“I know not if a king ; but one I saw
:: Sea_ted aparf : before his couch there hung
g A silver brm_dered curtain ; grey he was,
“ Of aspect mild, benevolent, composed.
“ A cloak he wore of colour like the haze
; Of a May morning when the sun shines warm
) On _dewy meads and fresh-ploughed tillage land,
i Variously beautiful, with border broad
2 gf golden woof that glittered to his knee
a'y f}treaim of light. _ Before him on the floor
i n]ggé; er played his feats: nine balls he had,
aliy ung_them upward, eight in air at once,

nd one in hand : like swarm of summer bees

rere!”
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“They danced and circled, till his eye met mine;
“Then he could catch no more ; but down they fell
“ And rolled upon the floor. ‘An evil eye
“¢ Has seen me, said the juggler ; and the child
“Who slept beside, awoke, and cried aloud,
““Ossar! good dog, hie forth and chase the thieves!’
“Then judged I longer to remain Were ill,
“But, ere I left, discharged a rapid glance
“ Around the house, beholding many & band
:: Of able guardsmen corsleted and helm’d,

Of captains, carriers, farriers, charioteers,
“ Horseboys and laqueys, all in order set, y
“ All good men of their hands, and weapon'd well.

Said Ferragon, “ If my advice were given,
»
“"“Twould be to leave this onset unessayed.

“ Pity to slay this king,” said Lomna Druth:

“Since he has reigned there has not fallen 2 Yf?ar
% Of dearth, or plague, or murrain on the land:
“The dew has never left the blade of grass
“One day of Conary’s time, before the n%on ;

“ Nor harsh wind ruffled hair upon the $I°2

“ = % he began his reign
Of grazing beast. Sl?i?_qutumn cloud nor storm

4 E rom mid-spl‘i!lo ton sun;
o ti

; = 5 4 boun eous 3

V IIaS dlmm,d the dﬂ' 3 1 ; tS three:

1 Irves
« has seen its ha
But each good year e and nut.

. 1
« Of blade, of ear, of fruit, 3PP iened
“ Peace ulitil now in all his realmm 11:15;:3:63 i
“ And terror of just 1aws KCEUEIER Heiie
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“ What though, by love constrained, in passion’s hour,
“I joined my fortunes to the desperate fates

“ Of hapless kinsmen, I repent it now,

“ And wish that rigorous law had had its course

“ Sooner than this good king should now be slain.”

“Not spoken like a brother,” Ingcel said,
“ Nor one who feels for brothers by the side
“ Of a grey father butchered, as I feel.”

“Twas blind chance-medley, and we know them
not,

“ For kin of thine,” said Ferragon ; “ but he,
“ This king, is kin of ours ; and that thou knowest
“ With seasonable warning : it were woe
“To slay him.”

“Woe it were, perchance, to thee ;
“To me, 'twere joy to slay both him and them ;
“’Twere blood for blood, and what my soul desires:
“ My father was a king : my brethren seven
“ Were princely nurtured. Think’st thou I for them
“ Feel not compassion ? nourish not desire
“ Of vengeance? No. I stand upon the oaths
“Ye swore me ; I demand my spoil for spoil,
“ My blood for blood.”

«"Tis just,” said Fergobar,

“ We promised and will make the bargain good.”

“Yet take the spoil we own to be thy right
113 >
Elsewhere,” said Ferragon ; “not here nor now.
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“We gave thee licence, and we grant it still,
“To take a plunder : look around and choose

“ What trading port, what dealers’ burgh ye will,
“We give it, and will help you to the gain.”

“We gave thee licence,” Lomna said,— and I
“ Grieve that we gave it, yea, or took the like,—
“To take a plunder ; but we gave thee not
“ Licence to take the life, the soul itself
“ Of our whole nation, as you now would do.
“ For, slay our reverend sages of the law,
““Slay him who puts the law they teach in act;
“Slay our sweet poets, and our sacred bards,
“Who keep the continuity of time
“By fame perpetual of renowned deeds ;
“Slay our experienced captains who prepare
“ The youth for martial manhood, and the charge
“ Of public freedom, as befits a state
“ Self-governed, self-sufficing, self-contained ;
“Slay all that minister our loftier life,
“Now by this evil chance assembled heres
“You leave us but the carcass of 3 Smti{
“ A rabble ripe to rot, and yield the lan 4
“To foreign masters and perpetual sham:-m

Said Ingcel, * This night’.s plunder 1

“ And paid for. I shall take 1t h.er.
“T heed not Lomna’s airy I.hem”c Mo
“ But this I say, and mark 1t, Ferra'%ol?e.wills
“ Let him who would turn crzwen,tlkc g
“Take up his stone and g0 and ta

y owny
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“ Contempt of valiant men.”
Said Lomna Druth,
« He is no craven, Ingcel ; nor am I,
“ His heart misgives him, not because he fears
¢« To match himself in manly feat of arms
« With any champion, but because he fears
« To do an impious act, as I too fear.”

“T own it true,” said Ferragon, “my heart
« Is full of anguish and remorseful love
« Towards him, my sovereign, who did never Wrong
“ Save in not meting justice to the full,
“ Against these violators of his law,
“ Who now repay his clemency with death.”

% Call it not clemency,” said Fergobar:
“ He drove us naked from ancestral homes
« To herd with outlaws and with desperate men.”

¢ OQutlaws we are ; and so far desperate,”
Said Ingcel, ¢ that we mean to sack this house,
« And for the very reason that he says,
« Because the richest jewels, both of men
« And gold, the land affords, are gathered there.”

Then Lomna from his mantle took the brooch,
And said “ Oh Ingcel, this and whatso else
« Of other plunder fallen to my share
“ Lies in the ships, I offer. Take it all,
« But leave this house unsack’d.”
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Said Ferragon,
“Take also all my share ; but spare the king.”

But Ingcel roughly pushed the brooch away,
And said « Have done. The onset shall be given.”

“The onset shall be given, unless the earth
“Open and swallow us !” said Fergobar.

“ The onset shall be given, unless the heavens
“ Fall solid on us !” answered Ger and Gel.

“The onset shall be given!” replied they all

Then Lomna,—laying his brooch upon the heap,—
“ Who first returns—but I shall not return=
“To take his stone again, take also this ;
“ And, for the rest of what my sword has g
“ Share it among you, I forgive you all,
“ And bid you all farewell ; for nothing now :
“ Remains for me but death .» and with the wor
He struck his dagger in his heart, and fell

” M n
: said Ferragon,
“ Kings, lords, and men of war,

“ Comrades till now, the man whose body lies

“ Before us, though we used to call l_um fozlh

“ Because his heart was softer and his spee

“ More delicate than oUIS; I now e.stee_md 1

“ Both wise and brave, and noble 10 ln; f:. s

“ He spoke me truly, for he knew myh :3;.] itk
“ Unspoken, when he said "twas not throug

ained,
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“ Of death I spoke dissuading ; but through fear
“ Of conscience : but your hearts I better knew
“ Leaving unspoken what was in my own ;
“For well indeed I knew how vain it were
“To talk of pity, love, or tenderness

“To bloody-minded and to desperate men.

“ Therefore I told you, and I told you true

“ What loss to reckon of your wretched lives,

“ Entering this dragons’ den ; but did not tell
“‘The horror and the anguish sharp as death
“In my own bosom entering as I knew

“ The pictured presence of each faithful friend,
“ And of that sire revered, ye now consign
“To massacre and bloody butchery.

“ And that ’twas love that swayed me, and not fear,
“ Take this for proof:” and drew and slew himself.
“ Comrades and valiant partners,” Ingcel cried,

“ Stand not to pause to wonder or lament

“These scrupulous companions ; rest them well!

“ But set your spirits to achieve the end

“ That brought us hither. Now that they are gon¢
“ And nothing hinders, are we all agreed

“To give this onset bravely and at once?”

“I speak for all,” said Fergobar. ¢ Agreed!
“ Ready we are and willing, and I myself,
“ Having my proper vows of vengeance,
““ Will lead you, and be foremost of you all.”

They raised the shout of onset: from his seat
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Leaped Cecht, leaped Cormac, Conall Carnach leaped,
And Duftach from the cauldron drew his spear;
But Conary with countenance serene .
Sat on unmoved. © We are enough,” he said; .
“To hold the house, though thrice our number came ;
“ And little think they, whosoe’er they are, o
“ (Grant gracious ones of Heaven, 1t be not they!)
“That such a welcome waits them at the hands
“ Of Erin’s choicest champions. Door-kﬁep(gs’ nl?
“Stand to your posts, and strike who enters own !
The shout came louder, and at every do:r]
At once all round the house, the shock begar
Of charging hosts and battery of bIoWs ;
ted Conary’s seat
And through the door that fronte 5
A man burst headlong, reeling, full of wounds,
; the club of Cecht.
But dropped midway, smote by

“What, thou? oh Fergobar!” cried1Conary K
“Say, ere thou diest, that thou art alolﬂi 2
“That Ferragon and Lomna whom 80

113 ”
Are not among you. « King,” said Fergobar,

et that I vowed-
“1 die without the vengf??:n;it the love thou gavest
“Thou never lovedst me:

rned
“ My hapless brothers, wel} oAy th?}’;izl hanés
“ And both lie outside, slain byftiEk: ;ith me.”
“ Rather than join in this just cause Wi

2 n” i nary'
“ The gods between Us judge, said Co
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“ Cast not his body forth. I loved him once,
“ And burial he shall have, when, by and by,
“These comrades of his desperate attempt
¢ Are chased away.”

But swiftly answered Cecht,
“ King, they bring fire without: and, see, the stream
« Runs dry before our feet, damm’d off above.”

« Then, truly, lords,” said Conary, * we may deign
“To put our swords to much unworthy use.
“ Cormac Condlongas, take a troop with thee,
« And chase them from the house; and, strangers, Y€
“ Who rode before me without licence asked;
“1 see ye be musicians ; take your pipes
“ And sound a royal pibroch, one of you,
“ Before the chief.”

« Yea, mighty king,” said one,

“ The strain I play ye shall remember long,”
And put the mouthpiece to his lips. At once—
It seemed as‘earth and sky were sound alone,
And every sound a maddening battle-call,
So spread desire of fight through breast and brain,
And every arm to feat of combat strung.
Forth went the sallying hosts : the hosts within
Heard the enlarging tumult from their doors
Roll outward ; and the clash and clamour heard
Of falling foes before ; and, over it,
The yelling pibroch ; but, anon, the din
Grew distant and more distant ; and they heard
Instead, at every door new onset loud,
And cry of “ Fire!” “Bring fire!”
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« Behoves us make

“ A champion-circuit of the house at large,”
Said Conary. ‘*Thou, Duftach, who, I seg,
“ Can’st hardly keep the weapon in thy hand
“ From flying on these caitiffs of itself,
“ Lead thou, and take two cohorts o,f’ the guard,
“ And let another piper play you OD.
“T fear them, thife red pipers,” said the boy.
“ Peace, little Ferflath, thou art but a child,”
Said Duftach. * Come, companions (~BateEs
spear !—)
“ Blow up the pibroch ; :
And foprth thlz,y went, and with them x;ushed amain
Senchad and Govnan and the thick-hair'd three
Of Pictland with a shout ; and all who heard
Deemed that the spear of Keltar shouted to0
The loudest and the fiercest of them al,l' ’
So jssued Duftach’s band : the hosts within
Heard the commotion and the hurtling .mu-t scream
Half round the house, and heard the n-11[}11%‘.mg
Of pipes and death-cries far into the} m(giin J
But distant and more distant Brewitis iI’lg back
And Duftach came not back : but throng
Came the assailants, and at every dc':or
: : le once again:
Joined simultaneous batt ¢ door and door;
Then Conall Camnach, Whos ier’s i
Swift as a shuttle from & wea

Divided help, cried,

n
warriors, follow me !

: re lost
« King, our friends @

l »
em !
¢ Unless another sally succour th
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ceep
. ld ake t]}en thy troop,” said Conary ; “and thou
: s\el-capp d companion, see thou play a strain
“ o loud our comrades straying in the dark

May hear and join you.”
« _ “ Evil pipes are theirs.
“ Trust not these pipers. I am but a child,”
ﬁzud l‘urtla.th ; “Dbut I know they are not men

Of mankind, and will pipe you all to harm.”

1] . . 5 . - L 2 *
Peace, little prince,” said Conall. “Trust in me:

“I shall but make one circuit of the house,

:‘ Apd presently be with thee ; come, my men,

‘: Give me the Brierin Conaill, and my spear,
Anq sound Cuchullin’s onset for the breach.”

And issuing, as a jet of smoke and flame

Bursts from a fresh-replenished furnace-mouth,

He and his cohort sallied : they within

Heard the concussion and the spreading shock

Through thick opposing legions overthrown,

As, under hatches, men on shipboard hear

The dashing and the tumbling waves without;

Half round the house ; no more : clamour and screaimt

Grew fainter in the distance ; and the hosts

Gazed on each other with misgiving eyes,

And reckoned who were left : alack, but few !
“Gods! can it be,” said Conary, ‘‘ that my chiefs

“ Desert me in this peril | ?

ol . “ King,” said Cecht,
scape who will, we here desert thee not.”

“ Oh, never will I think that Conall fled,”

I
CONARY. e

Said Ferflath, « He is brave and kind and trué,
“ And promised me he would return again.

“1It is these wicked sprites of fairy-land '
“Who have beguiled the chiefs away from Uus.

I Alack,” the Druid cried ; he speaks the truth:
“He has the scer’s insight which the gods )
“ Vouchsafe to eyes of childhood. We ar¢ lost ;
“ And for thy fault, oh Conary; the gods
“ Have given us over to the spirits Who dwell
“ Beneath the earth.”
« Deserted 1T may be,,,
“Not yet disheartened, nor debased in s?ul,
Said Conary. My sons are with me still 7
“ And thou, my faithful sidesmar, and you 2
I3 Companions and partakers (?f my days
“ Of glory, and of power mum_ﬁc_ent'
“1 pray the Gods forgivencss if in aught’,
“ Weighty or trifling, 1 have done amlssl'lr
“ But here I stand, and will defend my 116;11
“Let come against me power of ezu:tlll tm;)uls o’n
“ All but the gods themselves the righte
113 n
Whom I revere. My king,” said Cecht,
“ Qwarm thick as gnats at P:VEI’Y door ;ﬁi:l;,
“ Behoves us make 2 circuit, for oursne st;.nds
“ Around the house; foriE0IOU fort:o choose
“ That we have left us nothing elscﬁ* or burn
“ But, out of doors, £ besiln fo;se anew.”
“ Within doors ; fort j

€5,

« the kna\’es

hey fir¢ thed



120
LAYS OF THE RED BRANCH.

cen
y Reld a(l;f tl}gn thy troop,” said Conary ; “and thou
% lou‘é)lé companion, see.thou play a strain
“ ur comrades straying in the dark
May hear and join you.”
| “ Evil pipes are theirs.
‘: Trus‘t not these pipers. I am butpapchild,”
E;ail)c} I erﬂa.th ; “but I know they are not men
) Pmankm'd, and- will pipe you all to harm.”
' eitlce, little prince,” said Conall.
: Asclln but make one circuit of the house,
) Gf‘: presently b<.3 “‘uth thees ; come, my men,
- wve me the Brierin Conaill, and my spear,
Anc} sound Cuchullin’s onset for the breach.”
And issuing, as a jet of smoke and flame
Bursts from a fresh-replenished furnace-mouth
He and his cohort sallied : they within 7
Heard the c?oncussion and the spreading shock
ihrough) thick opposing legions overthrown,
s, under hatches, men on shipboard hear
The dashing and the tumbling waves without,
Half round the house ; no more : clamour and screan
Grew fainter in the distance ; and the hosts
Gazed on each other with misgiving 'eyes,
Ar:‘d reckoned who were left : alack, but few!
. Gods! can it be,” said Conary, * that my chiefs
Desert me in this peril |”
“ Escape who will i ey s
, we here desert thee not.”

“ Oh, never will I think that Conall fled,”

«Tryst in me:

{

CONARY.

Said Ferflath. © He is brave and kind and true,
“ And promised me he would return again.

“Tt is these wicked sprites of fairy-land

“Who have beguiled the chiefs away from us.”

“ Alack,” the Druid cried ; “he speaks the truth:

“ He has the seer’s insight which the gods
“ Vouchsale to eyes of childhood. We are lost ;
“ And for thy fault, oh Conary, the gods
“ Have given us over to the spirits who dwell
“ Beneath the earth.”
« Deserted I may be
“ Not yet disheartened, nor debased in souls”
Said Conary. ¢ My sons ar¢ with me still,
“ And thou, my faithful sidesman; and you all
“ Companions and partakers of my days
“Of glory, and of power munificent.
“1 pray the Gods forgiveness if in au_ght,
“ Weighty or trifling, I have done amiss ;
« But here I stand, and will defend my life;
“Tet come against me power Of arth or hell,
“ All but the gods themselves the righteous ones,
“ Whom I revere.”
« My king,
« Swarm thick as goats at €ve
« Behoves us make a Circuib
« Around the house; foT so ou
“ That we have left us nothing €
“ But, out of doors, t0
« Within doors ; for the

ry door again,
for ourselves,

r fortune stands
lse to choos€

beat them off, or burn

”
y fire the house anew.

121

» ¢aid Cecht, « the knaves
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Then uprose kingly Conary himself
And put his helmet on his sacred head,
And took his good sharp weapon in his hand,
And braced himself for battle long disused.
Uprose his three good sons, and doff’d their cloaks
Of Syrian purple, and assumed their arms
Courageously and princely, and uprose
Huge Cecht at left-hand of the king, and held
His buckler broad in front. From every side,
Thinn’d though they were, guardsman and chariotecr,
Steward and butler, cupbearer and groom,
Thronged into martial file, and forth they went
Right valiantly and royally. The band
They left behind them, drawing freer breath,—
As sheltering shepherds in a cave who hear
The rattle and the crash of circling thunder,—
Heard the king’s onset and his hearty cheer,
The tumult, and the sounding strokes of Cecht,
Three times go round the house, and every time
Through overthrow of falling enemies,
And all exulted in the kindling hope
Of victory and rescue, till again
The sallying host returned ; all hot they were ;
And Conary in the doorway entering last
Exclaimed, “ A drink, a drink ! ” and cast himself
Panting upon his couch.
“Ye cupbearers,”
Cried Cecht, “be nimble : fetch the king a drink :
“ Well has he earned this thirst.” The cupbearers
Ran hither, thither ; every vat they tried.
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And every vessel—timber, silver, gol(.:l,—-

But drink was nowhere found, nor wine nor ale
Nor water. ‘“All has gone to quench the fire.
“There is not left of liquor in the hguse
“ One drop ; nor runs there water, SInCe £/
“Was damm’d and turned aside by Ingcel's met,
“ Nearer than Tiprad-Casra ; and the way

“ Thither is long and rugged, and the foe

“ Swarms thick between.”

the stream

« Who now among you here

“ Wil issue forth, and fetch your king 2 drink ?

Said Cecht. One answerﬁd‘,‘ Wherefore not thyself?”

At
“ My place is here,” said Cecht, “ by my king’s side

R deszia e « Good papa Cecht, 2 drink,

“ A drink, or I am sped !” cried Conary:

“ Nay then,” said Cecht, “it n'e?fervzl.:sli be said
# My royal master craved a (_irlr}l\ me 3
“ And water in a well, and l1f'e in 1;:1 k.)' e
“ Swear ye to stand around him W

. nd,
“ And T with but this goblet in on€ ha

i1l forth
;1 the other, \\{
“ And this good weapor l;Sone or say, with whom ? gh

k fetch him drink ;—€ i
?gne answered but the little Fegi;: ht: o o

Cried, ¢ Take me with thee, papg e .

'lwhen’Cecht took up the boy anlden e

On his left shoulder with the go

i is shiel
Of Conary in his hand ; he raised his
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High up for the protection of the child,
And, forth the great door, as a loosened rock
(Fly ye, foes all, fly ye before the face
Of Cecht, the battle-sidesman of the king!)
That from a hill side shoots into a brake,
Went through and through them with a hunter’s bound;
And with another, and another, reached
The outer rim of darkness, past their ken.
Then down he set the lad, and hand in hand,
They ran together till they reached the well
And filled the cup.
“ My little son, stay here,
Said Cecht, “and I will carry, if I may,
‘“ His drink to Conary.”
“Oh, papa Cecht,
“ Leave me not here,” said Ferflath ; I shall run
“ Beside thee, and shall follow in the lane,
“ Thou’lt make me through them.”
« Come then,” answered Cechb
“ Bear thou the cup, and see it spill not: come 4

But ere they ran a spear-throw, Ferflath cried
“ Ah me, I've stumbled, and the water’s spilt.”

“ Alas,” said Cecht, “refill, and let me bear.”

But ere they ran another spear-throw, Cecht
Cried, “ Woe is me ; this ground is all too rough
*“ For hope that, running, we shall ever effect
“Our errand ; and the time is deadly short.”
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Again they filled the cup, and through the dawn
Slow breaking, with impatient careful steps al
Held back their course, Cecht in his troubled minc
Revolving how the child might bear his charge
Behind him, when /Z#s turn should come for use
Of both his hands to clear and keep that lane;
When, in the faint light of the growing dawn,
Casting his eyes to seaward, lo, t.he fleet
Of Ingcel had set sail ; and, gazing next
Up the dim slope before him, on th_e ridge
Between him and Da-Derga’s mansion, saw
Rise into view a chariot-cavalcade
And Conall Carnach in the foremost car.
Behind him Cormac son of Conor came
And Duftach bearing now a drooping spe
At head of all their sallying armament. e
Wild, pale, and shame-faced were the loo i
As rr’len who doubted did they dream or wake,

i base.
Or were they honest, to be_ ]udged,lm; b8
« Cecht, we are late,” said Conall,

- . ”
. 3 within.
« He needs no more of drink who rides

ar,

was the king.
f slain

. ”»
« Is the king here? «»Tjs here that

aps O
“ We found him smothered under heap

“In middle floor.” crflath, take the ¢UP

13 Thou, T
s lips,” R
« ¢ to thy fathers ; dying King
ﬁ}rrid lltln_llitlfldl’;p?)roachEd th.e cup ’dﬂ:iere“{ absigh H
g 1tw.te.h e and gmiled, an
felt the

e

_‘
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And, as they raised him in the chariot, died.

“ A gentle and a generous king is gone,”
Said Cecht, and wept. I take to witness all
“ Here present, that I did not leave his side
“ But by his own command. But how came ¢,
“ Choice men and champions of the warlike North,
“ Tutors of old and samplars to our youth
“In loyalty and duty, how came ye
“To leave your lawful king alone to die?”

“Cecht,” answered Conall, “and thou, Ferflath,
know,—
“For these be things concern both old and young—
“We live not of ourselves. The heavenly Gods
“ Who give to every man his share of life
“ Here in this sphere of objects visible
“ And things prehensible by hands of men,
“ Though good and just they are, are not themselves
“The only unseen beings of the world.
“ Spirits there are around us in the air
“ And elvish creatures of the earth, now seen
“ Now vanishing from sight ; and we of these
“ (But whether with, or whether without the will i
“ Of the just Gods I know not,) have to-night
“ By strong enchantments and prevailing spells,—
“ Though mean the agents and contemptible,—
“ Been fooled and baffled in a darkling maze
“ And kept abroad despite our better selves,
“ From succour of our king. We were enough
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“To have brushed them off as flies; and while we
made
“ Our sallies through them, bursting from the d09rsy, .
“We quelled them flat: but when these wicke
sprites,—

“ For now I know, men of the Sid/s they Were—
“ Who played their pipes before us, led us on

“Into the outer margin of the night, ;

“ No man amongst us all could stay himself,

“ Or keep from following ; and they kept us there,

“ As men who walk asleep, in drowsy trance

“ Listening a sweet pernicious melody,

“ And following after in an idle round

« Till all was finished, and the plunderers gollze.

“ Haply they hear me, and the words I spea

“ May bring their malice also upon me

“ As late it fell on Conary. Yet, DOV

« The spell is off me, and I se€ the sIun, %

“ By all my nation’s swearing-Gods 1 sW

« do defy them ; and appeal todytouThee

 Beings of goodness perfect, an tc:n e i
« Great unknown Being who hads e

«“ Take ye compassion on the raced i

“ And, for this slavery of gfzysk i_mo
« Send down some emanation odyI e
“ To rule and comfort us! An
« There come the tidings ¥
« Of such a one new borm 4
“ Now, mount peside me, t

ial.”
“We give the king, at Tard buria

et may

ites
at with solemn Tit€



THE HEALING OF CONALL CARNACH.

INTRODUCTORY NOTE.

[,Conor is said to have heard of the Passion of our Lord from
a Roman captain sent to demand tribute at Emania, ~ He died
of a wou_nd inflicted by Keth, son of Magach, and nephew of
Maev, with a ball from a sling; having been inveigled within
reach of the missile by certain Connaught ladies. His son
Forbaid characteristically avenged his death by the assassination
of Maev, whom he slew, also with 2 sling, across the Shannon,
while she was in the act of bathing. Notwithstanding the
repulsive character of many of the acts ascribed to Conor, suc
as the cruel enforcement of the foot-race upon Macha (O licentianm
furoris, egra reipublice gemitu prosequendam! ) and the betrayd
of the sons of Usnach, and abduction of Deirdré, the best part @
Irish heroic tradition connects itself with his reign and period,
preceding by nearly three centuries the epoch of Cormac Mac
Art, and the Fenian or Irish Ossianic romances.  The survivor
of the men of renown of Conor’s era was Conall Carnach, the
hero qf many picturesque legends, one of the most remarkable
of which affords the groundwork for the following verses.

e, ’

N ER Slieve Few, with noiseless

4 tramping through the heavy”
drifted snow,

Beiilcn,* Connacia’s champion in
his chariot tracks the fo€;

And anon far off discerneth, in

the mountain-hollow whit€

* Pronounced Bayal-Ki.
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Slinger Keth and Conall Carnach mingling, hand to
hand in fight

Swift the charioteer his coursers urged across the

wintry glade :

Hoarse the cry of Keth and hoarser seem’d to come
demanding aid ;

But through wreath and swollen runnel ere the car

could reach anigh,
Keth lay dead, and mighty Conall bleeding lay at

point to die.

Whom beholding spent and pallid, Beillcu exulting
cried,

“ Oh thou ravening wolf of Uladh, where is now thy
northern pride ?

What can now that crest audacious,
defiant brow,

Once the bale-star of Connacia

thee now?”

what that pale

's ravaged fields, avail

5 2 £l onall made
“ Taunts are for reviling woman; faintly C

reply: !
“ Wouldst thou play the manlier foeman, end my pain
and let me die. :
Neither deem thy blade dis
a deed it share, i
For the foremost tw0 of Connaug

fame to spare.”

honour'd that with Keth’s

feat enough and

K
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“ No, I will not! bard shall never in Dunseverick hall
make boast

That to quell one northern riever needed two of
Croghan’s host.

But because that word thou’st spoken, if butlife enough
remains,

Thou shalt hear the wives of Croghan clap their hands
above thy chains.

“ Yea, if life enough but linger, that the leech may
make thee whole,

Meet to satiate the anger that beseems a warrior’s soul,

Best of leech-craft I'll purvey thee ; make thee whole
as healing can ;

And in single combat slay thee, Connaught man to
Ulster man.”

Binding him in five-fold fetter, wrists and ankles,
wrists and neck,

To his car’s uneasy litter Beilcu upheaved the wreck

Of the broken man and harness ; but he started with
amaze

When he felt the northern war-mace, what a weight it
was to raise.

Westward then through Breiffny’s borders, with bis
captive and his dead,

Track’d by bands of fierce applauders, wives
shrieking widows, sped ;

and
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And the chain’d heroic carcass on the fair-green of
Moy Slaught

Casting down, proclaim’d his purpose, ar.d bade Lee
the leech be brought.

Lee, the gentle-faced physician from his herb-plot
came, and said, -

“Healing is with God’s permission : health for life’s
enjoyment made :

And though I mine aid refuse not, yet, to speak my
purpose plain,

I the healing art abuse not, making life enure to pain.

“But assure me, with the sanction of the mightiest

oath ye know, :

That in case, in this contention, Conall overcome his
foe,

Straight departing from the tourney by what pa
chief shall choose,

He is free to take his journey u

th the

nmolested to the Fews.

s s th
“ Swear me further, while at healing 1 1Y charge the

hero lies,

None shall through m
mischief or surprise ;

So, if God the undertaking but 2P

s i before
Once again my art shall make him meet t0 stand

a man.”

y fences stealing, work him

. t]
prove, in six months
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Crom their god they then attested, Sun and Wind for
guarantees,

Conall Carnach unmolested by what exit he might
please,

If the victor should have freedom to depart Connacia’s
bounds ;

Meantime, no man should intrude him entering on
the hospice grounds.

Then his burden huge receiving in the hospice-portal,
Lee,

Stiffen’d limb by limb relieving with the iron fetter ke;,',

As a crumpled scroll unroll’d him, groaning deep, till
laid at length,

Wondering gazers might behold him, what a tower he
was of strength,

Spake the sons to one another, day by day, of Beilcu—

“ Get thee up and spy, my brother, what the leechand
northman do.” )

“ Lee, at mixing of a potion : Conall, yet in no
dead,

As on reef of rock the ocean, tosses wildly on his

wise

bed.”

““ Spy again with cautious peeping: what of Lee and
Conall now??” ‘

“Conall lies profoundly sleeping: Lee beside with
placid brow.”
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“And to-day?” ‘To-day he’s risen ; pallid as his
swathing sheet,

He has left his chamber’s prison, and is walking on
his feet.”

“And to-day?” ¢ A ghastly figure on his javelin
propp’d he goes.”

“ And to-day?” ‘A languid vigour throug

gesture shows.” k 11
‘“ And to-day?” * The blood renewing mantles @

his clear cheek through.” '
“Would thy vow had room for rueing, rashly

Beilcu ! ”

h his larger

-valiant

th
So with herb and healing balsam, ere the second mor

was past,
Life’s additions smooth
his' members vast,

and wholesomé circling through

der summer
As you've seen a sere oak burgeon un
showers and dew,
Conall, under his chirurgeon

spread and grew.

fird and flourish’d,

: atch'd him
¢ can bear the sight no longer : I have
moon by moon :
Day by day the chief gro¥

will be soon.

i e
s stronger gmnt—strong he
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Oh my sire, rash-valiant warrior! but that oaths have . Fit occasion will not fail ye: in the leech’s lawn
built the wall, below,
Soon these feet should leap the barrier : soon this hand Conall at the fountain daily drinks within i CEer
thy fate forestall,” : ' throw.”
‘“ Brother, have the wish thou’st utter'd; we have \ “ Wherefore cast ye at the apple, sons of mine, With
sworn, so let it be ; measured aim ?” S
But although our feet be fetter’d, all the air is left us “ He who in the close would grapple, first the distan
. free. foe should maim. . h more
Dying Keth with vengeful presage did bequeath thee And since Keth, his death-balls casting; rides no
sling and ball, the ridge of war, : his vacant
And the sling may send its message where thy vagrant ' We, against our summer hosting, train us for h
glances fall, i car.”
. ’ s e ye forth, mYy
“ Forbaid was a master-slinger : Maev, when In her “ Wherefore to the rock repairing; gaze ¥
bath she sank, children, tell.” : nts the
i Ly ’ atch for snaring, that frequ®
Felt the presence of his finger from the further Shannon Is a stag we watc
bank ; : leech’s well.” mall may be my

. : oh, truly, S
For he threw by line and measure, practising a constant “T will see this stag, though

e cydndslight” o ehers UG
“ W
Daily in secluded leisure, till he reach’d the mark at ) And he chmb’d'the roc
last exposed to sight. :
) I

awn @
11-margin came at d

Conall to the green W¢

(13 . £ . e
Keth achieved a warrior’s honour, though twas mid cen fountaln’s

Ck :
a woman’s band, t-nelthto d:r;o’ble virgin by alike gr
; i ow
When he smote the amorous Conor bowing from his Thmblr'lgk
Tin

distant stand. .
e
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Heard his own pure vows one morning, far away and
long ago:

All his heart to home was turning; and his tears
began to flow.

Clean forgetful of his prison, steep Dunseverick’s
windy tower

Seem’d to rise in present vision, and his own dear
lady’s bower.

Round the sheltering knees they gather, little ones of
tender years,—

Tell us mother of our father—and she answers but

with tears.

Twice the big drops plash’d the fountain. Then he
rose, and turning round,

As across a breast of mountain sweeps a whirlwind
o’er the ground

Raced in athlete-feats amazing, swung the war-ma
hurl’d the spear ;

Beillcu, in wonder gazing, felt the pangs of deadly
fear,

ce,

ad it been a fabled griffin, suppled in 2 fasting
den,
Flash’d its wheeling coils to heaven o'er a wreck of
beasts and men,
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Hardly had the dreadful prospect bred his soul more

dire alarms ; '
Such the fire of Conall's aspect, such the stri

his arms !

or of

is. | i e : these
“This is fear,” he said, ‘‘that never shook

limbs of mine till now.

Now I see the mad endeavour; now I
boastful vow.

Yet 'twas righteous wrath impell'd me;
of manly shame

From his naked throat withheld me
to my aim.

mourn the

and a sense
]

when ’twas offer'd

i buys
' Now ©gen his strength, excelling s WheRE: he

it : what he pays :
Tis a God who has a dw

clling in the fount, to whom

iy ol the Well-God
Thither came he weeping, droopiné till th
heard his prayer : o ssiauites o eagle

Now behold him, soaring
through the air.
unds of awe thy nameé
“O thou God, by whatsoever 50
we knovw,
Grant thy servant €d

the foe !

h the stranger and

ual favour wit
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Equal grace, ’tis all I covet ; and if sacrificial blood
Win thy favour, thou shalt have it on thy very well-
brink, God !

““ What and though I've given pledges not to cross the
leech’s court?

Not to pass his sheltering hedges, meant I to his
patient’s hurt.

Thy dishonour meant I never : never meant I to fore-
swear

Right divine of prayer wherever Power divine invites
to prayer.

“Sun that warm’st me, Wind that fann’st me, ye that
guarantee the oath,

Make no sign of wrath against me : tenderly ye touch
me both.

Vea, then, through his fences stealing ere to-morrow’s
sun shall rise,

Well-God ! on thy margin kneeling, I will offer sacri-
fice.”

“ Brother, rise, the skies grow ruddy : if we yet would
save our sire,

Rests a deed courageous, bloody, wondering ages shall
admire :

-
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. )
Hie thee to the spy-rock’s summit : ready there thou’lt

find the sling ;
Ready there the leaden plumme
seeks the spring.”

t; and at dawn he

Ruddy dawn had changed to amber : radiant as the

yellow day,

Conall issuing from his chamber, to t
his way :

There, athwart the welling w
spread,

Smitten by the bolt of slaughter,
champion dead.

he fountain took

ater, like a fallen pillar,

lay Connacia’s

y : dead
Call the hosts! convene the judges ! cite the

man’s children both !— Bt Wind ;
Said the judges, ‘‘ He gave pledges

and broke the oath, ] . 1ot his sons
And they slew him: sO we've written @ 1€

” ”

attend our words. : 4t sunise on

“ Both, by sudden frenzy smitten; fell #
]

their swords.”

rcvaricating

. 75
Then the judgeS, “VYe who plllnsh man’s P

VoW, 2
Needs not further to adm

we bow,

i ir will
nish : contrite to their
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All our points of promise keeping : safely let the chief
go forth.”

Conall to his chariot leaping, turned his coursers to
the north :

In the Sun that swept the valleys, in the Wind’s
encircling flight,

Recognizing holy allies, guardians of the Truth and
Right ;

While, before his face, resplendent with a firm faith’s
candid ray,

Dazzled troops of foes attendant, bow’d before him on
his way.

But the calm physician, viewing where the white neck
join’d the ear,

Said, “It is a slinger’s doing: Sun nor T
actor here.

Vet till God vouchsafe more certain knowledge of his
sovereign will,

Better deem the mystic curtain hides their wonted
demons still.

“ Better so, perchance, than living in a clearer light,
like me,

But believing where perceiving, bound in what I hear
and see ;
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Force and change in constant sequence, changing

atoms, changeless laws ;
Only in submissive patience W

Cause.

aiting access 10 the

i ia
“ And they say, Centurion Altus, when he to Eman

came,
And to Rome’s subj
tribute claim,
Told that half the world barbaria

the faith J :
Taught them by the godlike Syrian Caesar lately PU

to death

b J
ection call'd us, urging Cresar's

n thrills already with

¢ And the Sun, through starty stages measuring from
the Ram and Bull,
Tells us of renewing AgeS
So, ;::i.l.)ance, these silly breezes €vel now ma
the sail, .
Brings the leavenin

the Gael.”

ime is
and that Nature’s time

y swell

so to

s westward al

g word of Jesu




THE TAIN-QUEST.

INTRODUCTORY NOTE.

[’I‘he Tain, i o
: 1 Irish Bardi
memorative Q’f a rdic phrase, was an heroi
gL i e e
all the princi ) e bard to b ander
pal Zazns,  be prepared, at call, w i
or Cattle-Spoil , among which the 7 ' & , with
were recOrdIc):d t}?g eQu‘l:]g“Y» occupied the first m’f{éo: Cuailgne,
the earlier heroic ¢ ’flp‘mts of all the person agespn;o % as in it
Fergus Mac Ro ét ¢ of Irish story,— Conor M st famous in
The earliest c)é’ Conall Carnach, and Cuchu]lli:llc Nessa, Maev,
_'E?'c wild legend DLPlielsS ?251312 Y(_Ifztnnﬁo'c““f/a"'m are prefaced by
ing of Conna s and recover : o
chief poet Sancﬁllg'l}tllt, &l;dlhe SRt Ccnf_ur);,, bnY Ll\}‘}irg:;e s%fn Glimsl.'zy,
the followin an, er circumstanc : , of the
i 0 ] es which hs
D, e o by lnes it taly wie an oo to i the
pillars, and ut tally-wis !
raeiiy cai?rﬁ’f‘;’h“t sl i L dfﬂg&_:ge  Copners of stone
museums. The r‘;ﬂi{g;ﬂrec} staves, may still he Sé‘:;fs,isxamplei
exists, have to re s of the 7ain-Bo-Cuail severa
pathetic materi lgret the overlaying of much #lgue, as it now
additi al by turgid ext ch of its heroic an
itions apparently of lgater };;;;?sgt:riccs and exaggerations, the

.
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THE TAIN-QUEST.

EAR the cup t0 Sanchan Tor-
he bard

pest; yield t
his poet’s meed ;
What we've heard was but

a foretaste ; 1ays more
lofty now Suc
tied well-nigh, twi

ceed.

Though my stores be emp n bright
cups there yet remain,—

Win them with the Raid of Cuailgne;

Bard, the famous Tainl”

chaunt us,

Thus, in hall of Gort, spake Guary ; for the king, let
truth be told,

Bounteous though he W
giving gold,

Giving aught the bar
Tuain he call'd,

Sanchan from his seat de
fired the Scald.

a5, was weary giving goblets,

put, when for the

d demanded 5

scended ; sha

d, «tis known thr

« Well,” he sai
. and coast,
through  Alba, main & . the Zain

Since the Staff-Book’
is lost ¢
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For the lay was cut in tallies on the corners of the
staves

Patrick in his pilgrim galleys carried o’er the Ictian
waves.

“Well 'tis known that Erin’s Ollaves, met in Tara
Luachra’s hall,

Faild to find the certain knowledge of the Zain
amongst them all,

Though there there sat sages hoary, men who in their
day had known

All the foremost kings of story ; but the lay was lost
and gone.

¢ Wherefore from that fruitless session went I forth
myself in quest

Of the Zain,; nor intermission, even for hours of
needful rest,

Gave I to my sleepless searches, till I Erin, hill and
plain,

Courts and castles, cells and churches, roam’d and
ransack’d, but in vain,

¢ Dreading shame on bardship branded, should I e'er .

be put to own
Any lay of right demanded of me was not rightly
known,
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Over sea to Alba sped I, where, amid the hither

Gael,
Dalriad bards had fill'd already
and tale.

all Cantyre with song

« Who the friths and fords shall reckon ; who the

steeps I cross'd shall count,
From the cauldron-pool of Brecan
Alban mount ;
From the stone fort of Dun Britan, set
Clyde on high, :
Northward to the thunder-smitten, J3g8
peaks of Skye?

eastward o'eT the
oler circling

’d Cuchullin

) d
“ Great Cuchullin’s name and glory filtd the 1an
from north to south;
Deirdré’s and Clan Uspa
every mouth ; "
Yea, and where the whitenin
the Herdsman Hill, Glen Etive
Echoes of the shout of Fergus haunted all

still.

ch’s story tife I found in

g surges spread below

ch’s
ing heard DY Usna

« Fchoes of the shout of ward
exiled youths, e
When, between the night and M
their hunting booths;

sleeping in

L
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Deirdré dreamt the death-bird hooted ; Naisi, waking
wild with joy,

Cried, ‘A man of Erin shouted! welcome Fergus
son of Roy !’

“ Wondrous shout, from whence repeated, even as up
the answering hills

Echo’s widening wave proceeded, spreads the sound
of song that fills

All the echoing waste of ages, tale and Jay and choral
strain,

But the chief delight of sages and of kings was still
the Zain,

 Made when mighty Maev invaded Cuailgnia for her
brown-bright bull ;

Fergus was the man that made it, for he saw the war
in full,

And in Maev’s own chariot mounted, sang what pass'd
before his eyes,

) .
As you'd hear it now recounted, knew I but where
Fergus lies,

(¥ :
Bear me withess, Giant Bouchaill, herdsman of the
mountain drove,

How with spell and spirit-struggle many a midnight
houl' I strove
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Back to life to call the author ! for before I'd hear it

said,
Neither Sanchan knew it,
from the dead ;

rather would I learn it

““ Ay, and pay the dead their teaching with the oneé

price spirits crave,

When the hand of magic, rea
the grave,

Drags the struggling phantom
Ogham on his stone

Still must mock us undecipher'd
unknown.

ching past the barriers of

lifeward :—but the

; grave and lay alike

e stand and
“ So that put to shame the direst, here I
own, O King, est cannot
Thou a lawful lay requirest Sanchan Torp
sing.
Take again the gaw
no more will I ;—
Son, from further insult sa

let me die.”

crown
—Cu nor
ds }’011 gave me, P

me : lead me hence, and
ye me:

en was
’s shoulder-—-l‘rIU"E’:r

Leaning on young Murgen
his youngest sOn—
Jeer'd of many & Jewd beholde

hall has gone :

om the
t, ganchan fr
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But, when now beyond Loch Lurgan, three days thence
he reach’d his home,

iy : . g
Give thy blessing, Sire,” said Murgen.—¢ Whither
wouldst thou, son?”—* To Rome :
2

SR,
o .
me, or, haply, Tours of Martin ; wheresoever over

ground

Hope can deem that tidings certain of the lay may ye
be found.”

Answered Eimena his brother, “Not alone thou leav'st
the west,

Though thou ne’er shouldst find another, I'll be
comrade of the quest.”

Eastward, breadthwise, over Erin straightway travell'd
forth the twain,

Till with many days’
Loch Ein :

(13 D
ear my brother, thou art weary : I for present aid
am flown ;

wayfaring Murgen fainted by

Thou for m “
¥ returning t . ) .
Stone.” g tarry here beside this Standing

Shone the sunset ted and solemn :
leant, observed

Down the co
mers of the column
Ogham carveq e

Murgen, where he

-strokes of
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«’Tis, Dbelike, a burial pillar,” said he, “and these

shallow lines
Hold some warrior’s name of valour,
spell the signs.”

could I rightly

Letter then by letter tracing, soft he breathed the

sound of each;
Sound and sound then interlacing, 10;
form of speech ;
And with joy and wonder m

with fear,
Murgen read the legend plainly,
Roy 1s HERE.”

the signs took

ainly thrilling, part a-thrill

¢« FERGUS, SON oF

k t the
“Lo,” said he ““ my quest is ended, knew Iybu
spell to say ;

Underneath my feet exten

ded, lies the man that made

the lay : : 1. were the
Yet, though spe“ nor incantatl(}ﬂ know 4+
words but said 1, methinks, could

That could speak my soul’s elation

h'e deado
a /
y ﬂrrﬂnt- M:Llrg ]
n me m W en S(]ll

¢« Be an arch-bard’s )
the door-sill

of Sanchan, bereé,
0
Vow'd upon a ventu!
Saint Pierre,

s of
us errand €0
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Where, beyond Slieve Alpa’s barrier, sits the Coirb
of the keys,

I conjure thee, buried warrior, rise and give my
wanderings ease.

“’Tis not death whose forms appalling strew the
steep with pilgrim’s graves,

"Tis not fear of snow-slips falling, nor of ice-clefts’
azure caves

Daunts me ; but I dread if Romeward I must travel
till the Zuzn

Crowns my quest, these footsteps homeward I shall
never turn again,

“Iat parting left behind me aged sire and mother
dear;

W]'IO a parent’s IOVe ah
here ? ‘

Dearer too than sire or mother, ah, how dear these
tears may tell,

I, at parting, left another ;
well,

all find me ere again I ask it

left a maid who loves me

“Ruthful clay, thy rigours soften | Fergus, hear, thy
deaf heaps through,
Thou, thyself a loyer often, aid

a lover young and
true !

151
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i fair young
Thou, the favourite of maidens, for a y

maiden’s sake, - g
I conjure thee by the radiance O

awake !

y Nessa's €yes,

dst
“ergus, thou ha
« Needs there adjuration stronger ? Fergus,

. ’ . t

once a son : e olorious fea
Even than I was Illan younger when the g

was done,— nd Clan

+di irdré a
When in hall of Red Branch biding Del

Usnach sate, .
In thy guarantee confiding,

eir
though the foe was at th

gate.

i d
were bribed and flying, a0

'd in flame, -
; d];:nt they o’er the chess

“ Though their guards
their door-posts Wrap

Calmly on thy word relylng
man game,

Till with keen words s
through smoke and

‘See the sons of Fergus

H I'ed
v us I)eﬂ'dré crl
a (l ]ie 0
harp n g

fire,
Jeave us:

traitor sons of traitor
4 hen youns Illan
id her, W
he eyes that did upbraid
«Mild the
rose and spake;
¢If my father be 2
sake

traitor ; !
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Of a bribe bewray his virtue, yet while lives the swor d
I hold,

Illan Finn will not desert you, not for fire and not for
gold I’

‘“ And as hawk that strikes on pigeons, sped on wrath’s
unswerving wing

Through the tyrant’s leaguering legions, smiting chief
and smiting king,

Smote he full on Conor’s gorget, till the waves of
welded steel

Round the monarch’s magic target rang their loudest
larum peal,

“ Rang the disc where wizard hammers, mingling in
the wavy field,

Tempest-wail and breaker-chmours forged the won-
drous Ocean shield,

Answering to whose stormy noises, oft as clang’d by
deadly blows,

All the echoing kindred voices of the seas of Erin
rose.

(13 b}
Moan’d each sea-chafed promontory ; soar’d and
wail'd white Cleena’s wave ]

Rose the Tonn of Inver Rory, and through column’d
chasm and cave

3 153
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i erick’s
Reaching deep with roll of anger, till Dunsev

dungeons reel'd,
Roar'd responsive to the clangou

magic shield.

3,
r struck from Conor’s

!‘e o 1n v 'Ck’s
i i Dunse erl

A bel' red wine quafﬁnD 1

3 remem 3

halls of glee,
Heard the moaning, hear

thundering from the sea ;

L,

Knew that peril compassd Cono

Emania’s plain L e
Found his fraud and thy dishonour ; Deirdr

Illan slain.

d the chafing, heard the

came, and on

1 al
o ere be'd
n for father,—sOm, who
““ Now by love of 50

hear it said—
¢ Neither Sanchan knew it
froa g8 dFAca back the story that the twin
Rise, and give mMC
’cups sTla.ll win ;
Rise, recount the gre
Tllan Finn!

it
rather seeks to learn

gold

{
..o for love ©
_Toray ! rise
at Cow Fo

«Gtill he stirs not.

not Fergus, noV L s
Love of children, mstmc

more hast thou :
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Wider comprehensions, deeper insights to the dead
belong :—

Since for Love thou wakest not, sleeper, yet awake °

for sake of Song !

“ Thou, the first in rhythmic cadence dressing life’s
discordant tale,

Wars of chiefs and loves of maidens, gavest the Poem
to the Gael; ;

Now they’ve lost their noblest measure, and in dark
days hard at hand,

Song shall be the only treasure left them in their
native land.

“Not for selfish gawds or baubles dares my soul
disturb the graves :

Love consoles, but song ennobles ; songless men are
meet for slaves :

Fergus, for the Gael’s sake, waken ! never let the
scornful Gauls

"Mongst our land’s reproaches reckon lack of Song
within our halls ! ”

Fergus rose. A mist ascended with him, and a flash
was seen

As of brazen sandals blended with 2 mantle’s wafture
green ;

1
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‘or him, Eimena,
But so thick the cloud closed o'er )

return’d at last, ) L
Found not on the field before him but a

grey and vast.

heap

- ithful Eimena
Thrice to pierce the hoar recesses faithfu

essay'd ; &
Thrice through foggy wildernesses back to PI

o e filbd the
Till a deep v’oice through the vapours

twilight far and near, stoop'd from

indling,
And the Night her starry tapers kindling
heaven to hear.

h
back to eart
Seem’d as though the skiey Shepherd ba

had cast the fleece
Envying gods of old ¢

the dark-
aught upward from

ening shrines of Greelc,:z;and glisten’d, 35 o
i i cur.
the white mists |
. ses bare, ptled

heaven’s expan

the €m
an’d and listen'd down

Stars enlarging %e
depths of air. e
Murg
ht long by mists surrounded
All nig t lon
apoury bars; e
All n‘i,gllzt Jong the deep voices

enlarging stars:

1neath the keer
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But when, on the orient verges, stars grew dim and
mists retired,

Rising by the stone of Fergus, Murgen stood a man
inspired,

“Back to Sanchan I—Father, hasten, ere the hour of
power be past,

Ask not how obtain’d but listen to the lost lay found
at last!”

“Yea, these words have tramp of heroes in them;
and the marching rhyme

Rolls the voices of the Era’s down the echoing steeps
of Time.”

Not till all was thrice related, thrice recital full essay'd,
Sad and shame-faced, worn and faded, Murgen sought
the faithful maid.

““Ah, so haggard ; ah, so altered ; thou in life and love
50 strong ! "

* Dearly purchased,” Murgen falter’d, “life and love
I've sold for song 17

“Woe is me, the losing barg
dead avail ? »

“Fame immortal,” murmur'd Murgen,
delights the Gael.” ’

ain ! what can song the

long as lay
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““ Fame, alas ! the price thou chargest not repays onc
virgin tear.”

Vet the proud revenge I've purcha
deem not dear.”

sed for my sire, I

So, again to Gort the splendid, when the drinking
boards were spread,

old attended, came and sat at table-

Sanchan, as of
head.

i ts,
« Bear the cup to Sanchan Torpest: tywin gold goble

Bard, are thine, b
If with voice and string thou harpest,
Cuailgne, line for line.”
: it Murgento
“ Vea, with voice and String T’ll chant 1t.
his father’s knee e

han str
Set the harp : no prelude wanted, Sanch

master key, y e frome
And, as bursts the brimful river all at o
bl
of Cong;,
Forth at once, and 0
the song.

aves

f
torrent
leap'd the
nce for ever,

o down and banks

eng
Floating ona brimful torrent; M

go by:
Caught adown the
and eye

ured, €41
. . current, GUATH captthint
Iyric

/
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Heard no more the courtiers jeering, saw no more the
walls of Gort,

Creeve Roe’s meeds instead appearing, and Emania’s
royal fort.

Vision chasing splendid vision, Sanchan roll'd the
rhythmic scene;

They that mock’d in lewd derision now, at gaze, with
wondering mien.

Sate, afnd, as the glorying master sway’d the tightening
reins of song,

Felt emotion’s pulses faster—fancies faster bound
along.

Pity dawn’d on savage faces, when for love of captive
Crunn, :

Macha, in the ransom-races, girt her gravid loins, to
run

Hl et .
Gainst the fleet Ultonian horses ; and, when Deirdra
on the road

Head.long dash’d her ’mid the corses, brimming eye-
lids overflow’d,

Light of manhood’s generous ardour, under brows
relaxing shone ;
When, mid-ford, on Uladh’

s border, ;
stood alone, young Cuchullin

s Yo —
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Maev and all her hosts withstanding :—* NOW; for

love of knightly play, :
Yield the youth his soul's demanding ;

their marchings stay,

let the hosts

fven his
«Till the death he craves be givens and, upon

burial stone
Champion-praises duly graven,
glory known ;
For, in 5peech-containing token,

make his name and
age to ages never
o

gave
Salutation better spoken,

grave.””

than, ¢ Behold a hero’s

nd he still for combat

What, another and another; 2

calls? orm in AT Ferdia,

Ah, the lot on thee, his brother sW
falls;

And the hall with wil
ere they wist, .

When the champions !
combat kiss'd:

i n
d applauses sobbd like woma

e dl’i
n

chi uchuliin in
f land and cattle, while C
Now, for love of *
the fords
Stays the marc
the Northern

o nd rouse
ps battles ride &

1 of Connavgh
Lords;
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Swift as angry eagles wing them toward the plunder'd
eyrie’s call,

Thronging from Dun Dealga bring them, bring them
from the Red Branch hall!

Heard ye not the tramp of armies? Hark! amid the
sudden gloom,

"T'was the stroke of Conall’s war-mace sounded through
the startled room ;

And, while still the hall grew darker, king and courtier
chill’d with dread,

Heard the rattling of the war-car of Cuchullin over_
head.

Half in wonder, half in terror, loth to stay and loth to
fly,

Seem’d to each beglamour’d hearer shades of kings
went thronging by :

But the troubled joy of wonder merged at last in
mastering fear,

As they heard through pealing thunder, “FErcus,
SON OF Rov 1s HERE |”

Brazen-sandall’q vapour-shrouded, moving in an icy
blast,

Through the doorway terror-crowded, up the tables
Fergus pass’d :—

“Stay thy hand
» oh harper, pardon! :
unearthly lay | » pardon! cease the wild
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