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The Publishers of this cheap edition of Sir Samuel

Ferguson’s worlks beg to announce that they have
taken steps to ensure the copyright in America and.

elsewhere, and that any infringement of it will be
punishable by law.

INTRODUCTION.

—_—

IT would be neither appropriate nor necessary that there
should be an claborate and learned essayupon the Chnrﬂcw}:
and scope of Sir Samuel Ferguson’s genius “rt}d “;Orlio
brefixed to this popular edition of his eleloaeky _lhc. ? 313
and form of the publication would rc.n(lcr it mco;lg”{)qecé
and hig poetry is so singularly cIear_m style anc suwi]l o
15 to require neither elucidation nor Il_lfffrl)retﬂ't'w.n’ g
Sir Sammel has, himself, given historic m.troductlonsv:‘;] ;
"otes sufficient in his own mind to amr'jly 1llustgﬂt% ‘;;‘h:r
out overburdening them with antiquarian d(.ltﬂ,l : all(c;tion,
is this the place for any literary history of t}](}ll‘ P &Ovm he'o
“']li(:ll b(}longs to other hands capllblc of lt’ ﬂ.: d(‘)gg o
Proper part of his personal biography. Bl}; ; recard to
4ppropriate that a few words should be saic Jl_n-n :c,zcrcat-
the character und magnitude of his great ‘;:!o(l! ‘clu,rly Celtic
ing anq reinspiring the noble _pOOfI'Y Ofth 1{, live in it—a
People of Ireland, and the heroic figures that ! \ted as yet
Work which has not been adequately ﬂIIZIP;T:;mwn to it
by the Irish people at home, who shou other countries,
Y patriotism, or by scholars &nd_cmtlcs md eenius and its
Who should admire its native vigour ﬂ? tl?ere cannot be
brofound and perfect learning; although

A doubt that both will eventually do so.




2 INTRODUCTION.

Sir Samuel Ferguson was early attracted to the study
of the ancient Celtic literature of Ircland, and carly
imbued with the spirit of its poetry. Some of the most
beautiful of his poems in this spirit, particularly that very
melodious and regal keen, the * Lament of Deirdre for the
Sons of Usnach,” are to be found in the volumes of
“Hibernian Nights' Entertainments” preceding these
:1.nd, in spite of a highly successful debuf in TEnglish
literature by ““The Forging of the Anchor,” which at once
tOOTi its place among the poems of the English language,
which are the vital and peculiar possessions of the people,
m.ld, other poetical work, which would have given him @
distinct place among English poets, the chief labour and
success (?f his literary life were in the interpretation of
S:rlrtrcdh&story and 'pot?try and spirit, and were by hiu 50

garded. He did it alike with the learning of the

profound and accurate scholar and the genius of the pocet,

B d{d not study the ancient Celtic literature and bardic
remains of Ire]

: N and in the spirit of the archaologist and
‘{-)‘;ilq‘l‘lr?;&a:;, :1}‘1’0“81‘ ‘Yiﬂl equal diligence and accuracys
clements of glzlp&thetm appreciation of its pervading
oo lonp ilryhﬂm} the genius of the Celtic race. o
like Dy, Johfso:lot Ehitiot English scholurs and critics
Celtic literat 2 Eneer_ at or deny the existence of any

ul'er,lclther Lrish or Scotch, of any value, and
A8 @ mere barbarian tradition, clouded

it was dismisge
\Vith Vul orari
imn R
i 1 1)0:5, ture and in its best estate not much above
a Vcrbm,ge_

rhapsodic
to SI()) much that vgg e d}SCI‘etﬁt that attached itself
restoration of ; actual imposture in the professed
and the genepq) bil?e:ls of Ossian by James Macpherson,
diﬁcoumged % fl‘i that the whole was g literary fraud,
genuine, ang 013;“&1 l(‘lmdly examination into what was
long period, 14 4 §nlth°. claims of Celtic poetry for o

Y Withiu g comparatively few years
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that its real merits have begun to be acknowledged, and
its remains allowed a place in the literature of the world.
But it has been found to be mot only most valuable in
illuminating the history and revealing the characteristics
of the Celtic race, but to possess a high and original
quality as pure poetry, and to have infused a vital
spiit into the composite creation and evolution of English
literature. Mr. Matthew Arnold does not hesitate to -
award the “natural magic” in Shakespeare to the Celtic
clement,* and a catholic criticism recognises the fact
that the deep impress and vitalizing influence, which
Macpherson’s Ossian exercised on the European mind in
the literary era of Goethe was not the result of tawdry and
vulgar imposture, but the genuine spirit of a great and
original poetic genius visible through it.

To reproduce the spirit of ancient Celfic poetry in
modern verse and revivify its shadowy figures, it is
necessary to be imbued not only with an absolute know-
ledge of the history of the time, and to be able to repeople
the green plains and brown mountains, the bare headlands
and grassy burial mounds, and the vast and lonely crom-
lechs with the figures of the mythical heroes, and to see
again the giants in the cloud wreiths of vapour that stalk
over the hills, and to hear the voices of the threatening
or lamenting genii in the thunder of the surf and the
roar of the swelling flood; but also to have a perfect
sympathy with the melancholy and romantic genius of
the people and the features of the landscape, which so
largely coloured it. It is that appreciation of the past in
the light of the present, and the informing spirit of the
natural scenery, which so profoundly affected Wordsworth
at the grave of Ossian, and is so perfectly expressed in the

# ¢« Studies in Celtic Litcrature.”
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fow lines written at Glen-Almain. To accomplish this
task requires a compelling genius, hardly less strong il
that of the bard in “ The Tain-Quest,” who summoned
its dead Creator to speak in the mists and voices of the
air above his grave. '

This is what Ferguson has done, Te studied not to
translate but to reproduce the spirit of the Ossianic verse.
The mighty heroes of the battles and forays, whose warlike
habits of mind were tempered with compassion and
humanity, and an- almost feminine tenderness in com-
parison with the ferocity of the Scandinavian heroes:
stride through  The Lays of the Wostern Gael,” and the
epic of ““Congal” in the performance of their feats of war
:m‘?l Ch"}sc, in the exerciseof their more that Tomeric hospi-
tu}1ty, in the dramas of love, and their peculiarly high-
mmde.d and passionate friendship, with a largeness of thew
;tzias;?i?\;;;i s;llzr?xtm;rag:::nc(-: 1of deed sqitcd to tht;
i End L,&‘;lfl( yet with f,he es‘scu‘tml truths o
spectres of headlun?l r10§- he g.tg:mtm Heripa o
A e fﬁﬂ.\nd mountain, the storm and f;hL{

the spirits of the visibleLln {? (tr et heroSS, ois
Herdsman,” ©The G ‘: ure around them, the ¢ Spectre
e lan Walker,” the ** Washer of the
- and other native ghosts and d 1 ple
Celtic poetry as they do that f‘ “_3“10“_5: “'10 e
its primitive era, live and o rEy st Rhiyn e tt

R N I‘llc;ve, in then_' native hues n.-m1

Dbersonal shape asivhen-thm e t}m e “_'lt’h

imaginationg not yet e ! L fiest created in the vivid

ferrors of natuny mancipated from the invisible

3 A.t : S =
et By Bomaie mownain prles,
" E18 ome down
and the voice of the meye -

of lamentatioy and erief & ARG Sl Al inccaluser fome,

INTILODUCIION, b

To have done this clearly and completely, so that the
past lives again, and is felt by the instinct of nature to be
true and real, free from confusion and extravagance, the
imperfections of utterance in a people just learning to
cxpress themselves, the alien and antique methods of
thought, through the inevitably imperfoct knowledge of a
language half faded and changed, while preserving not
only the turns of expression, but the characteristics of
thought and feeling, seems a no less difficult task than to
trace and interpret the worn letters and half-effaced
inscriptions on the Ogham stones, and could only have
been done by the genius of a great poet, vivifying the
lubour of the profound scholar. Finally, the impress of
the past as it is visible to the present, the cffect of the
grey cairn and grassy burial mound, and almost the last
fading of the tokens of the aboriginal race into the bosom
of nature, and the perception of its spirit amid the light
and bustle of the day—

“The loneliness and awe secure”

of the forgotten dead, is the task of the modern poet
speaking in his own time and to bis own generation, of
the past. This has been done by Ferguson, and not only
does the spirit of Celtic Ireland dwell completely and
perfeetly in his poetry, but I know of no other instance
in literature in which such a work has been 0 thoroughly
and suceessfully accomplished. ‘

Measured purely by the literary standard, the me.nt-s of
Ferguson’s poetry are as strongly marked and (liSf:‘lJ.le} as
they are high. ¢ Congal” has the Hom(-ri(.: felicity of
deseriptive epithet, so difficult to reproduce in the m.orc
direct phraseology of the Anglo-Saxon speech, and gives
with ease and naturalness the redundant fluency of Celtic
verse in this respect, while in the easy musterj-r of thc{
“ long-resounding line” with conciseness and vigour of



6 INTRODUCTION.

so 6 Tavs”
expression there is a very marked success. EIIS‘ 55:)) <y
or historical stories in the ballad fo.rl.n awl, ¢ e
appropriateness of measure to the spirib of t‘f lovo;celof
strength and gravity in solemn recital, like lizl T
one of the ancient bards telling of the woes and dea -]—Ii‘s
kings and thrilling with the spirit of h(lzrom ba.Ltlc-C »].ti;:
lyrics, the reproductions and translations of the Llpr-
love songs and elegies, have all the wild sweetness, tenc ﬁ i
ness and passion of the original, which pervade o
notes of the infinitely touching and tender national musi¢
of Ireland. There need not be pointed out to any 'studun;
of poetry the originality and felicity of his di(.,-twu mu1
rhythm, the happy boldness and vividness of epithet an
the direct clearness and simplicity of his style ; nor to the
student of humanity the high and pure thought, the noble
aspiration, and the deep and profound patriotism, which
were the nature of the man, and the product of his noble
and lovable character.

Finally, it may be permitted in one of a nationality,
which cannot be accused of unfriendliness to the Irish
people, and which has absorbed and is absorbing so many
of its clements, to express the desire and the hope that a

study of the works of Ferguson and of the lof ty and noble
type of the ancient heroes whombhe depicts,
and friendliness as well o

have its offect upon the s
the passions as well g

their chivalry
§ courage and patriotism, will
DPirit of modern times, and caln

$ elevate the tone of patriotic
endeavour among all who share the blood of the kindly
Gael.” Tt would be the highest h

‘b tre o t} o gen £ & ost C].L'O ne
tri u t . onour [l(] 10, W me
to renew : poe 1]0 ll-lS d()l'le 850 Illuch
ew and Vi

vﬁythespninofccuk:Irdandin,heuﬁc
verse,

ArrrEn M, WILLIAMS,
Providence, U.S.A., 1887."
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THE TAIN-QUEST,

INTRODUCTORY NOTE.
HE Tain

, in Trish
Crolc poem comm

Bardie pPhrase, was an

tmorative of g foray or
plundoring expedition oy o grander scale,
s 1t was the duty of the 1,

ard to he pre
cipal Tuins,
utt](:-."iprni] of (

reé recorded the
umous iy

= oAb eally with o1 the prin
Wwhich the Tain-1o- Cuailyne, oy C

occupied the fiygy Place; asin it we
of all {e Dersonages most, f,
Irish story, —(

pared,
among
J_uvh\)‘.
xploits
1 the earljep heroie
essa, Maey, Ferguy
:l, and Cuchul]in.' Conor, Kine
Arxungh, K

¢ owed hLjg first,
U5 mother 3,

1e kiyp gly off

» Queen of

(now the I\'m':m), neay
. * Cliristing era,
accession tg ], archy to the arts of
o5 2 \:1101:11 t}«‘ergu{;. his Predecessor in
; b Oflice ¢ Step-father, ¢ oated gq fondly thuy
sl?wﬁ'ﬁg ill)LCIil 'enubled t(i stipulate, g o condition ‘of he.
in fan ‘clf lim(-l’ that PFergys shoulq abdicate for o year
definiye) Ot her youtyy) S The Yeny had been jy.
0,3: %ﬁ‘%lronged by the fasei ations of Nessq, aided

3 ; ! he concealed
1SDosition und ey § } orae
and person i it

ANE tog 1y nlar {1
"gus, whe, gL

8¢ Natupe diuim-lin *d I

; ) selimed by,
onmnn}ont, haaq Lequieseeq in aceeptine
10 CXcltementy 0 o,
ed pleasyy,

war anq the chase
. i Wy
€s of tha rovel, Associuting

I’ruuouncod Eu-kn!!a’n. a



10 LAYS OF THE WESTERN GAEL.

with Cuchullin, Conall Carnach, Neesa son of Usnach, and
t!’w other companions of the military order of the Red
Branch, he long remained a faithful supporter of the
thn.»n? of his stepson, eminent for his valour, generosity,
and fidelity, as well as for his accomplishments as &
hunter and a poct.

A‘t: llength. occurred the tragedy which broke up these
%relﬁli 1?550-0 iations, and drove Tergus into the exile In
Con((‘nl‘ f(?rd]l;'zd‘ Deirdra, a beautiful virgin, educated by
who eloped 3'01“11 companionship, saw and loved Neesa,
iled to é]cotl‘::lti her, and d?ending the wrath of the king,
e o n. » accompanied by his brothers and clans-
practised '11‘ Lf)“‘tcmplﬂflug the treachery he afterwards
the so-ns u::f %El‘u%cef[ in the entreaty of his councillors that
it gt thg?rnch should be pardoned and restored to the
task of discove f{Ountry.; and to Fergus was confided the
Emania mdel-Lrlng _theu- retreat and escorting them to
of Fergus was iﬁﬁﬁw of safe-conduct. The hunting-cry

they lay i card and recognized by the exiles where
On iy 10 green booths in the solitude of Glen Etive.

n their rof 3

*“im]:1'3—111in(1‘t:rci1 zg Ir-(‘l.‘“ld , @ temptation prepared for the
wards ; and De; .nglvm,l Fergus detached him from his
the S‘unrdiansh;l mfl and the clan Usnach proceeded under
Here they werepigahlsl sons, Buino and Illan, to Tmania.
where, althoyel, it ged in the house of the Red Branch,
tended theiy dtéstyl;-u Soon became apparent that Conor in-
distrust in thegy ction, they repressed all appearance of
choss unti] BI‘PI'Otectors, and calml apl i
i » Buine hgvs y continued playing
:zzﬂ“ “fl their defenc:’ v::ﬁg been bought over, and Illan

- i ’ €y wer o a
8“703;(1 ;1%1(31&31;0 burning S('!(m(fig &gnl(clnbth. compelgmdﬂtl:
sion.  Qn thisaa.lgle-m.g selzed again into gﬁillcunpr:}g g‘s‘;es;
well to regain hi 0clous outrage For iRl G ‘ P i
safe-comlunct . bls CTOWN ag tq ich%- SﬂOO ¢ up arms .!,‘
Temaining foity ut  Cuchullin and ﬁ’le 10 abuse of .1”."‘
himselfful- to Conor, the muc?l principal c]:l-]_(!Ib
nobles to the With others of the i inj ured ex-king
protectlonofM o disgusted Ultoninn
3 Onnuunhatev u?id Ailill, the Queen and
Maey ade Dfl‘e.quenm? strengthened, the

THE TAIN-QUEST. 11

were the most renowned actors. After many years of
desultory warfare, a pretext for the invasion of the rich
plain of Louth arose in consequence of a chief of the
territory of Cuailgne having ill-treated the messengers of
#laev, sent by her to negociate the purchase of a notable
dun bull, and the great expedition was thereupon organ-
ized which forms the subject of the Tain-Bo-Cuailgne.
The guidance of the invading host, which traversed the
counties of Roscommon, Longford and Westmeath, wasatb
first confided to Fergus; and much of the interest of the
story turns on the conflict in his breast between his duty
towards his adopted sovereign, and his attachment to his
old companions in arms and former subjects. On the
borders of Cuailgne the invaders were encountered .by
Cuchullin, who alone detained them by successive
challenges to sivgle combat, until Conor and the Ultonian
chiefs were enabled to assemble their forces. In these
encounters Cuchullin also had the pain of combatting
former companions and fellow-pupils in arms; among
others, Ferdia, who had received his military education
at the same school and under the same amazonian
instructress at Dun Sciah, in view of the Cuchullin hills,
in Skye. In the respites of their combat the heroes kiss
in memory of their carly affection. The name of the ford
in which they fought (Ath-Firdiadh, now Ardee in the
county of Louth) perpetuates the memory of the fallen
champion, and he.ps to fix the locality of these heroic
passages. Maev, though ultimately overthrown at the
great battle of Slewin in Westmeath, succeeded in carry-
ing off the spoils of Louth, including the dun bull of
Cuailgne; and with Fergus, under the shelter of whose
shield she effected her retreat through many sufferings
aud dangers, returned to Croghan, the Connaclan royd

residence, near Elphin in Roscommon. Here she bore
to the now aged hero (ab a birth, says the story) thr;‘l‘i
sons, from whom three of the great native fainilies sth L
trace their descent, and from the eldest of \thll_l]t 'E
county of Kerry derives its name. A sew.m}t of Ailil ’h[;

the command of the king, avenged the injury do_lllc thf
master’s bed by piercing Fergus with a sl)_unr,Lwhﬁ oEinL
athlete poet swam, defenceless, bathing in LOSH - o

The earliest copies of the Tain-Bo- Cuailgne are prelac Y.
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31‘? WildKljegend of its loss and recovery in the time of
Muui-r{; S Connfmght, in the sixth century, by
gen, son of the chief poet Sanchan, under circum-

stances which have f
suggested the f Aine poem. The
gh.nm characters refe ollowing poe

by lines cut tally_i
ally-wise on [ eiis AR
somewhat resemble the corners of stone pillars, and

which, carved on g SC[}“dl'UiWiau Runes, examples of
several museums Tflﬂ-lm‘ed staves, may still be seen in
as it now exists, ha to readers of the Tain-Bo-Cuailgne,
its heroic and 1)’uth(:rt{? ‘o regret the overlaying of much of
and exaggerationg lthm"te“{*l, by turgid extrevagances
c“P!c’iSts.l= » e additions apparently of later

N

eferred to in the piece, were formed

THE TAIN-QUEST.

) {EAR the cup to Sanchan Torpest; yield the bard

his poet’s meed ;

What we've heard was but a foretaste; lays
more lofty now succeed.

Though my stores be emptied well-nigh, twin bright
cups there yet remain, —

Win them with the Raid of Cuailgne; chaunt us, Bard,
the famous Tain /

Thus, in hall of Gort, spake Guary; for the king, let
truth be told,

Bounteous though he was, was weary giving goblets,
giving gold,

Giving aught the bard demanded ;! but, when for the
Tain he call’d,

Sanchan from bis seat descended; shame and anger fired
the Scald.

“Well,” he said, ‘’tis known through Erin, known
through Alba, main and coast, 05
Since the Staff-Book’s disappearing over sea, the Tain

‘is lost : 4
For the lay was cut in tallies on the corners of the

staves ) ! i
Patrick in his pilgrim galleys carried o'er the Ictian

waves.
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“Well ’tis known that Erin’s Ollaves, met in Tara
Luachra’s hall,?

Fail'd to find the certain knowledge of the Twin 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,

‘e “7 .
herefore from that fruitless session went I forth
. e
t [ L) P P .. =
1‘: 7y nor mtnrnusswn, even for hours of needful
rest,

G
#e 1 t? my sleepless searches, till T Erin, hill and
plain, :

Courts

an

o, d Cjtsllcs. cells and churches, roam'd o
nsack’d, but in vain,

({; D _
readmg shame on

ardship brande Jor be
Put 6 owp ship branded, should I ¢'er br

Any lay of i
I _ _
iy ight demanded of me was not rightly

Over sep ¢
o
Alba sped T, where, amid the hither

and tgle, ﬁudulm“dy all Cantyre with song

“ Who the frithg and f,

I croseq shall ¢ ords shall reckon ; who the steeps

ount,

TIE TAIN-QUEST. 15

« Great Cuchullin’s name and glory fill'd the land from
north to south;

Deirdra’s and Clan Usnach’s story rife I found in every
mouth ;

Yea, and where the whitening surges spread below the
Herdsman Hill,"

Tchwes of the shout of Fergus haunted all Glen Etive
still.

“ Fchoes of the shout of warning heard by Usnack's
exiled youths,

When, between the night and morning, sleeping in their
lunting booths,

Deirdra dreamt the death-bird hooted; Neesa, 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

Ticho’s widening wave proceeded, spreads the sound of
song that fills

All the echoing wasté of ages, tale and lay and choral
strain,

But the chief delight of sages and of kings was still the
Tain,

“Made when mighty Maev invaded Cuailgnia for her
brown-bright bull ;
Fergus was the man that m

full
And in Mx;,ev‘s own chariot mounted, sang what p

before his eyes,
As you'd hear it now recounte
lies.

ade it, for he saw the war 1n
ass'd

d, knew I but where Fergus
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1 s . : -
Bear me witness, Giant Bouchaill, herdsman of the
mountain drove,

How with spell and spirit-struggle many a midnight
hour I strove

Back to life to call the author ! for before I'd hear it

said,

Neither Sanchan knew it,” rather would I learn it from
the dead;

‘Ay, nnq pay the dead their te
; Spirits crave,
When the hand of

the grave
Drags the strugel
88 the struggling phantom lifeward :—but the Ogham
__on his stong )
SHIl must mock yg un
unknown,

aching with the one price

agic, reaching past the barriers of

decipher’d ; grave and lay alike

“Bo that
put to shs :
Tl 0 King, Pt direst, here T stand and own,
10U & lawful Jgv paco: ‘
i sing, Y requirest Sanchan Torpest cannot
ake again the
gawd .
S more wil] I;_Syou §ave me,—cup nor crown no
Do, from furth e, ins

me dip,» ult save me lead

me hence, and let
]
L .
eaning oy Young Mui‘gen’
Teer'q youngest goy_ 8 Shoulder—l\furgen was his
: 0
fmany g 1y,

5 heholder, Sanchan from the hall

But a8 gone ;
» When g

W beyOI

1d Loch .
“ Give ‘i;‘eaclpd his home 7 ngan, three days thence
y GSS. )
Mg Qipa »
W 5y ©Ire . y
et thou, gop, 50, Sud Murgen,—¢ Whither

P— )
To Rome :

4

o
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“ Rome, or, haply, Tours of Martin; wheresoever over
ground

Iope can deem that tidings certain of the lay may yet
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’ wayfaring Murgen fainted by Loch

Ein:

¢« Dear my brother, thou art weary : I for present aid am
flown;

Thou for my returning tarry here beside this Standing
Stone.”

Shone the sunset, red and solemn: Murgen, where he
leant, observed

Down the corners of the column letter-strokes of Ogham
carved.

«'Tis, .belike, a burial pillar,” said be, ‘and these
shallow lines

Told some warrior’s name of valour, could Irightly spell

" the signs.”

Letter then by letter tracing, soft he breathed the sound

of each; ,
Sound and sound then interlacing, lo,

form of speech; > )
And with joy and wonder mainly thrilling, parb a-thrill

with fear, ) o
Murgen read the legend plainly, ¢ FERGUS, SON OF oY

18 HERE.”

the signs took

B
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“Lo,” gaid he, “my quest is ended, knew I but the spell
to say;

Underneath my feet extended, lics the man that made
the lay:

Yet, though spell nor ineantation know I, were the words
but said

That could spealkk my

: soul's eclation, T, methinks, could
raise the dead,

“Be an arch-bard’s n
Sanchan, here,

ow'd upon a venturous ¢
Pierre,
Where, beyond Sligve
the keys,s
I conjure thee, burie
ings ease,

ame my warrant. Murgen, son of
v : Saint
rrand to the door-sills of Sa

Alpa’s barrier, sits the Coirb of

d warrior, rise and give my wander-

[ 18] L
Tis no_t death whoge forms
With pilgrim’g graves
t fear of Snow-glj
Caves

appalling strew the stecp

"Tis no

Ds falling, nor of ice-clefts’ azure

Dauntg me; but T dread if
e Tain

T
owns my quest, the
tum qgq),

omewnrd T must travel till

se footstups homeward T shall never

aged sire and mother

re again I ask it

sire op oy .,
gy tell, Bother, ah, how dear these tears

left
well, inother ; Jagt 2 maid who loves me
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“ Ruthful clay, thy rigours soften! Fergus, hear, thy
deaf heaps through,

Thou, thystrzlf a lover often, aid a lover young and
true !

Thou, the favourite of maidens, for a fair young maiden’s
sake,

I conjure thee by the radiance of thy Nessa's eyes,
awake !

* Needs there adjuration stronger ? Fergus, thou hadst
ONCE &L §on

Even than I was Tlan younger when the glorious feat
was done,—

When in hall of Red Branch biding Deirdra and Clan
Usnach sate, ;

In thy guarantee confiding, though the foe was at their
cate.

*Though their guards were bribed and flying, and their
door-posts wrapp’d in flame,

Calmly on thy word relying bent they o’er the chessman
game,

Till with keen words sharp and grievous Deirdra cried
through smoke and fire,

* See the sons of Fergus leave us: traitor sons of traitor
sire |’

‘“ Mild the eyes that did upbraid her, when young Illan

) rose and spake,

¢ If my father be a traitor; if my brother for the sake

Ot a bribe bewray his virtue, yet while lives the sword
1 hold, . ¥

Illan Finn will not desert you, not for fire and not for
gold I’
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“ 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.

e . . . ]
Rang the disc where wizard hammers, mingling in the
wavy field,

Tem -wai A
empest-wail anq breaker-clamours, forged the Wop
drous Qcenn shield,
Answering to whose

stormy noises, oft as clang'd by
deadly blows,

All : .
the echoing kindreq voices of the scas of Erin rosc:

£\ y
Moan’q each seq-ch;

: fed promontory ; soar'd and wail' d
white Cleeng’s P Y ; soar

Rose the Tonn iy |
he of Invep Rory, and through column d
s 4sm and cqye N
eaching g, i
g deep N
dun P Wwith roll of anger, till Dunseverick s
- 8eons reep’q, o
r'd re i
SPonsive to ¢, clane i
magic shielq, angour struck from Cono
L1
Ye, Temembpy

y red Wi -
of glag, ¢ quaffing in Dunseverick'’s halls

heard the chafing, heard the
the seq ;
Compagg
i Pass’q Conor, came, and on Emania’s
18 fraug
and thy g;
a ; 1y d : .
1 slaiy, ¥y lsllonour; Deirdra ravish'd,
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“Now by love of son for father,—son, who ere he'd hear
it said—

¢ Neither Sanchan knew it,” rather secks to learn it from
the dead ;

Rise, and give me back the story that the twin gold cups
shall win ;

Rise, recount the great Cow-Foray! risc for love of
Illan Finn !

“Still he stirs not. Love of woman thou regard’st not
Fergus, now :

Love of children, instinets human, care for these no more
hast thou :

Wider comprehensions, deeper insights to the dead
belong :—

Since for Love thou walkest not, sleeper, yet awake for
sake of Song !

“Thou, the first in rhythmic cadence dressing life’s
discordant tale,

Wars of chiefs aud 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: o

Love consoles, but song ennobles ; songless men are 1
for slaves :

Fergus, for the Gael's sake, waken! never let the
scornful Gauls A

111

"Mongst our land’s reproaches reckon lack of Song wit

our halls !’
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i i flash was
Fergus rose. A mist ascended with him, and a
seen .
1 2’ Wil
As of brazen sandals blended with a mantle
Sy e )
green ; . . o refurn’c
But so thick the cloud closed o’er him, Eimena,
at last,

ist-heap :rr(l)‘
Found not on the field before him but a mist-heap g
and vast,

Thrice to pierce the hoar re
essay'd ;

Thrice through fogey
stray’d ;

Till a deep voice
light far g

And the Night 1
heaven to

4 jmenda
cesses faithful Eim

’ s twi-
throngh the vapours filI'd the
d near,

1 N1
e starry tapers kindling, stoop’d fr¢
hear.

Seem’q g though the
cast the flegeg -

Envying goqs of old caught upward from the du
ENing ghyjneg of Greece ;

So the whitg mists gy’

€Xpansgeg bare,

enlarging le

U.H’d ﬂnd listenvd dO\VIl th(‘ inpti('d
depths of air.

ad
skicy Shepherd back to earth ba

d and glisten’d, so from heaven's
Stars

: e
18t surroundea Murgen lay 11
vapoury hypg ,

Al nigyy long the deep voice sounded *noath the keen,
4 enlargi_ng starg : _
ut wh‘fn. o the orignt verges, stars grew dim and
Ri Imigtg mtired,
Ising fy the stone
of
1NSpireq. Fergus,

urgen stood, a man

m air he
wildernesses back to open
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“Back to Sanchan !—TFather, hasten, ere the hour of

Ask 11011301:';(: Elitf;f'g, but listen to the lost lay found at

“Yea, h:lte‘s’; words have tramp of heroes in them;

Rolls tﬁ:(:ﬂt‘::]ﬁ;ﬂ?%:f 132\\11 the echoing steeps of
Time.”

1 i 11 essay'd,
ice related, thiice recital fu
ili was thrice related, weriyesc o
I:_O({‘ tmclalslh\l.me faced, worn and faded, Murgen soug
Sad an ame- ,
s faithful maid. s
Ah :Ecln ard ; ah, so altered; thou in life a
(13 N § ‘ gg ]
so strong !’

S¢ I f “ l([ ]. n 1 Ve
D ly I)urchﬂ."d Y urgen alter d, Ife a d )
ear "

I've 501(1 fO]: SOng‘ H

“ Woe is me, the losing bargain ! what can song the dead
Pt e .
L angv;l]ilimrtal," murmur'd Murgen, “long as lay
3 . { 1.!) '
8 ang,elﬁlllst? t:ch;:ice thou chargest not repays 0'1:
ik .,, }
“Yet zll:eglli:rsﬁzrmvcngc I've purchased for my b“'e.'
deem not dear.”

3 ds
i he drinking boar
So, again to Gort the splendid, when the o
N lehead.
e spread, NN er
Sand“:;el;ls (?f e nttendca,'lc‘mmis: -n(iwin gold goblets,
: sanchan Torpest:
“‘Bear the cup to ‘&anc
Bard, are thine, &
If with voic’e and string thou harp
Jine for line.”

Luin-Do- Cuailgnes
t, Tlain-
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“Yea, with voice and string T'll chant it.” Murgen to
his father’s knee

Set the harp : no prelude wanted, Sanchan struck the
master key,

And, as bursts the brimful river all at once from caves of
Cong,

o
Forth at once, and once for ever, leap'd the torrent of the
Song.

Floa_tmg on a brimful torren
go by:
Caught r i *
aught adown the lyric current, Guary, Cﬂl’“”'“d’ .
and eye,
Heard no more the courtie
walls of Gort,

.
Roe's meeds insteqgd
royal fort,

t, men go down and banks

X . . y
s jeering, saw no more the

Creeve )
appearing, and Emanids

Visio i
n ¢ i
chasing splendid
o rhythmie scene ;
i
ey that mock'd ip
W i i
omlenng mie

Sate, ang

reing of 56
Felt, emotion’s B

vision, Sanchan roll'd the

lewd derision now, at gaze, with
n.

101- 1 " 2
1g ying master sway'd the tightening
Lo

(=1

ulses

s

wster—fancies faster bound along-

Ma Crunn, €S, when for love of captive
(‘.hﬂ, in ﬂ.lQ =,

NSOm-rg e %
£mlo aces, girt her gravid loins, to

e85 and, when Deirdra on

B b s
mid t} : .
© corses, brimming eyclids
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Light of manhood’'s geunerous ardour, under brows
relaxing shone;

When, mid-ford, on Uladh's border, young Cuchullin
stood alone,

Maev and all her hosts withstanding :—* Now, for
love of knightly play,

Yield the youth his soul’s demanding ; let the hosts their
marchings stay,

“Till the death he craves be given; and, upon his
burial stone

Champion-praises duly graven, make his name and glory
kuown

For, in speech-containing token, age to ages never gave

Salutation better spoken, than, ¢ Behold a hero’s grave.'”

What, another and another, and he still for combat calls ?

Ah, the lot on thee, his brother sworn in arms, Ferdia,
falls;

And the hall with wild applauses sobb’d like woman ere
they wist,

When the champions in the pauses of the deadly
combat kiss'd.

Now, for love of land and cattle, while Cuchullin in the
fords

Stays the march of Connaught’s battle,
the Northern Lords ;

Swift as angry eagles wing them t

ride and rouse

oward the plunder'd

eyrie’s call,
Thronging from Dun Dealga ;
from the Red Branch hall !

1 hring them, bring them
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Heard ye not the tramp of armies? Hark! amid the
sudden gloom,

"I'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 overhead:

Half in wonder, half in terror, loth to stay and -
fly, 7

Seem’d to egch beglamour’d hearer shades of kings weng
thronging by:

But the troubleq joy of w
ing fear,

Asthey L :
J;{ e(LFd, through pealing thunder, ¢ Fergus, e
0y 1s here!

onder merged at last in master:

Bmzeu-sandull'd
blast,

Tt
rough thg doorway terror-crowded up the tables
Fergug pass’d ;— :
thy hanq i

, ol N : ! 30
Mo Dearthly lmr: harper, pardon! cease the
Iul‘gen, ¥

) ; s oan 1€y
. vapour-shrouded, moving in an %

¢ Stay wild
bear : .
shape of z}ll:fy.mrc his guerdon.” Murgen el i

Bearéﬁm on hig higp

Sh ort beside me: never more in halls of
Shall anj
g8ard kin i <
But eir sport | & deride me : sluves, of Sanchan make
1t becausg g,

maiden’ i
He condoleq, aiden’y yearnings needs must also D¢
s sha.l.l be the dear-} |
bright cups s

i gold.’{;ht earnings, hers the twin-
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“Cups,” she eried ¢ of bitter drinking, fling them far as
arm can throw !

Let them, in the ocean sinking, out of sight and memory
go!

Let th: joinings of the rhythm, let the links of sense and
sound

Of the 7Tain-Bo perish with them, lost as thongh they'd
ne'er been found ! ™

So it comes, the lay, recover'd once at such a deadly
cost,

Ere one full recital suffer’d, once again is all but lost :

Tor, the maiden’s malediction still with many a blemish-
stain

Clings in coarser garb of fiction round the fragments that
remain




NNCE, ere God was crucified.

I was King o’er Uladh wide:
King, by law of choice and birth,
O’er the fairest realm of Barth.

;ans head of Rury's race;
1;{lln[luu was my dwelling-place ; ¥
1¢r] 1 i
gthtlt and Might were mine ; nor less
Ptature, strength, and comeliness.

§21:1:flr ]ack(:'dI love's delight,

A One glorious meeds of fight. -

Tt ::-rth was mine could bring
Joyment to o king.

Muc
Mﬁzﬁ i}lovod the jocund chase,
vy Ille horse and chariof Tace :
ok oved the deep carouse,

Ng 1 the Red Branch House."™

But, j i

Ldv‘e l1111]:(‘.‘01111131]. call’d to meet,

i nolt the judgment seqt 5
Suitors’ questions hard

Von. l!ut, E('antly m ren-q]‘(l_
Y =]
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Rather would I, all alone,

Care and state behind me thrown,
Walk the dew through showery gleams
O’cer the meads, or by the streams,

Chanting, as the thoughts might rise,
Unimagined melodies;

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

Such was T, when in the dance,
Nessa did bestow a glance,

And my soul that moment took
Captive in a single look.

T am but an empty shade,

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

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

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

Yea: thou deem’st it marvellous,
That a widow’s glance should thus
Turn {rom 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 measnres of her walk,

Of the music of her talk,
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Of the witch'ry of her wit,

Even when smarting under it, —
Half the sense, the charm, the grace,
Thou hadst worshipp'd in my place.

And, besides, the thoughts I weve
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, Ilay in gift complete
Crown ang sceptre at thy feet.”

““Not so great the boon T erave :
Hear the wigh my soul would have;”
And she glang'd 4 loving eye

On the stripling standing by :—

i Iy
V?c:lnor 15 of age to learn ;
8 : .
Co om 1s a king’s concern 3
1or i of royal r

ace
b may sit in Fotho

thna's placo.

“ Therefore’ kin o

hat T have indey,
n the judglneut
ORor by thy side

d thy love,

seat permit
to sit,

i Th!].t i
Needful i use the youth may draw

L with e 0d8e of the Loy,
1 Be ¢ Swap wasg not sl
hou mill 0w,

€, and be it 50,

if thou wouldst prove
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I am but a shape of air,

Far removed from love’s repair ;
Yet, were mine a living frame
Once again I'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 confut:;d :
Till, when all the plea was ended,
Naught at all T comprehended.
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Scorning an affected show

Of the thing T 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.

Asaq sheep-dog sorts his cattle,
As a king arrays his battle,

So, the facts on either side

He did marshal and divide.

rEvery branching gide-dispute
Traced he downward to the root
gf the strife’s ;

aid the ground of difference bare.

gll::h? Scope of either cause

e compass of the laws,
4 opting, that rejecting, —

43018 to a hegq collecting, —

A :
8 :xozhm-gmg eohort goes
So, fr:]: ﬁnfl over scatter’d foes,
< y
Onwayq sIt)ilin: to point, he brought

€ weight of thought

Thr,
ill(;:;gllg: 11 error ang confusion,
tandin o ltizlkze det.“ conclusion
All th ¢ a king alone,

in
&S advergg overthrown
;

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

Yea, the man that lost the cause
Hardly could withheld 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 T rose, and on my fect
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.
“To, 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.

One is here may justly claim
Both the function and the name.

«« Conor is of royal b'lood; )

Tair he is; I trust him good ;

Wise he is we all may say

Who have heard his words to-day. 3
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“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 gain'd the crown ;
So I laid the kingship down ;
Laying with it as it went

ANl T knew of discontent.

THE HEATING OF CONALL CARNACI.

INTRODUCTORY NOTI.

72 Ca 9] ONOR is'said to have heard of the Passion of our
: 'fgrﬁ Lord from a Roman captain sent to demand
;A tribute at Emania. He died of a wound in-

=3 flicted 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 a sling,
across the Shannon, while she was in the act of bathing.
Notwithstanding the repulsive character of many of the
acts aseribed to Conor, such as the cruel enforcement of the
foot-race upon Macha (O licentiam furoris, @gre reipublic
gemitu_prosequendam /)* and the betrayal of the sons of
Usnach, and abduction of Deirdra, the hest part of Trish
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 Wwas
Conall Carnach, the hero of many picturcsque legem%{!s
one of the most remarkable of which affords the ground-
work for the following verses.

* Var. Max, lib. ix. De Improb. dict. et fact.
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THE HEALING OF CONALL CARNACH.

{'ER Slieve Few,1* with noiseless tramping

) through the heavy-drifted snow, o,

Beilen,* Connacia’s champion, in his chario
tracks the foe; ) i

And anon far off discerneth, in the mountain-hollow
white, ) . w.

Slinger Keth and Conall Carnach mingling, han

] hand, in tight.

. . 2 Autry
Swift the charioteer his coursers urged across the wi
glade :

Hoarse the ery of Ke
dem:mding aid ; 1d

But through Wwreath and swollen runnel ere the car coul¢
reach anigh,

Keth lay dead, and mj
to die.

me
th and hoarser seem’d to €0

= int
ghty Conall bleeding lay at poit

??'hom behc'ldi“g Spent and pallid, Beileu exulting cried.

Oh thoy Tavening wolf of Uladh, where is now thy
northern prigq »

at can gy th

4 defiang, brow

feo tii\l‘;i;li-star of Connacig’s ravaged fields, avail thee

at crest auducious, what that pale

v iling Woman ;* faintly Conall made

Play the 1

anlier foeman, end m pain
and le, me dig ) y
e die,

* P
I rénouneged Bayal-ki,
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Neither deem thy blade dishonour'd that with Keth's o
deed it share,

For the foremost two of Connaught feat enough and
fame to spare,”

“No, I will not! bard shall never in Dunseverick hall
make boast ‘

That to quell one northern riever needed two of Croghan’s
host. 15

But because that word thow’st spoken, if but life enough
remains,

Thou shalt hear the wives of Croghan clap their hands
above thy chains,

* Yea, if lifo enough but linger, that the leech m
thee whole,

Meet to satiate the anger that

Best of leech-craft T'11 purvey
healing can ;

And in single combat slay thee,
Ulster man,”

ay make

beseems a warrior's soul,
thee; make thee whole as

Connaught man to

Binding him in five-fold fetter,
and neck,

To his car’s uneasy litter Beilon 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.

16 wrists and ankles, wrists

. h's
Westward then through Breiffny's borders, with bhi
captive and his dead, ! § toking
Track’d by bands of fierce applauders, wives and shrieking
widows, sped ; :
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And the chain'd heroic carcass on the fair-green of Moy
Slaught 17

Casting down, proclaim’d his purpose, and bade Lee the
leech be brought.

Lee, the gentle-faced 1)1:§Siciu11 from his herb-plot came
and said,

“Healing is with God's pe1 mission : health for L
enjoyment made :

And though T 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
oe

Straight departing from the tourney by what path e
chief gha)) choosc

0 =
s free o tale his j JOurney unmolested to the Fews.

“ Swear me furth, ' o ]
hero ligs, er, while at healing in my charge th

None shg]] through m

OGI‘ SUrprise ;
od the
span ‘llllderta]uug but approve, in six months’

Once a =
gain my
: man’)' art shall male him mect to stand before

¥y fences stealing, work him mischief
So, if

Crom th4,
T god th,
Buarantoeg i thon. attested, Sun and Wind for
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If the victor should have freedom to depart Connacia’s
bounds ; )

Meantime, no man should intrude him, entering on the
hospiée grounds.

Then his burden huge receiving in the hospice-portal,
Lee,

Stiffen’d limb by limb relieving with the iron fetter key,

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 Beiilecu—

*“ Get thee up and spy, my brother, what the leech and
northman do.”

““ Lee, at mixing of a potion: Conall, yet in no wise dead,

As on reef of rock the ocean, tosses wildly on his bed.”

““Spy again with cautious peeping: what of Lee and
Conall now ¢ ”

** Conall lies profoundly sleeping : Lee beside with placid
brow.”

“And to-day?” ““To-day he's risen; pallid as his
swathing sheet,

Tic has left his chamber's prison, and is walking on his
teet.”

" Andto-day P ¢ A ghastly ﬁgure, on his javelin propp’d
he goes.”

“And to-day ?” A languid vxgour through his larger
gesture shows.”

“And to-day ?” ¢“The blood 1'enewmg mantles all his
clear check through.” !

“Would thy vow had room for “Tueing, rashly-valiant
Beileu!”
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i . e T onth
So with herb and healing balsam, ere the second 1
was past, 1
& . 5 ==ty rou(r 1
Life's additions smooth and wholesome circling throug
his members vast, ey
As you've seen a sere onk burgeon under summer sh
and dew, R
Conall, under his chirurgeon, fill'd and flourish’d, s}
and grew,

T ¢an bear the sight no lg)llger: I have watch’d him
moon by moon : - T3

Day by day the chiet grows stronger: giant-strong
will be soon,

Oh my site, rash-valinng warrior! but that oaths have
built the wall,

s hand
Soon these fept; should leap the barrier: soon this i
thy fate forestall.”

i€ Brothcr, have the wish
80 let it he :

But “lt:lOUgh our feet be fetter'd, all the air is left U8
ree,

piie Seth with vengefy] presage did bequeath thee
s sling and 1,4 : ,
14 the sling may send its megsaoe where thy vagrant
glances ¢ °

s v gworil
thou'st utter'd; we have s

Fels she sank, r'shﬁgel‘: Muaev, when in lm.l' bath
S € Prege 3 d _ ﬁ
ba;)k‘smce of hig ﬁﬂgﬁ’r from the further Shannon

Tor e threw b
cast;
Dmly in g eclu

¥ ling and measure, practising a const,ﬂ,llt'
ded o
last 18 leisure,

till he reach’d the mark at
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THE HEALING OF CONALL CARNACH.

oh "twas mid a
“ Koth achieved & warrior's honour, though "twas
g -
woman’s band, ) % -
. y rom his
When he smote the amorous Conor bowing
distant stand.!? 1 .
Fit occasion will not fail ye: in the leech’s Lt.wn b(: en.sy
i fink i ar
Conall at the fountain daily drinks within
throw.”

; rine, with
“ Wherefore cast ye at the apple, sons of e,
= on
measured aim Siatant 260
: . e distan
“ He who in the close would grapple, first th
should maim. - sk i
And since Keth, his death-balls casting, rides
ridge of war, y his vacant
- i rain us for
We, against our summer hosting, t

car.”

‘ N ze yve forth, my
““Wherefore to the rock repairing, gaze¢ ¥¢
children, tell.” o
“'Tis a stag we watch for snaring,
lecch’s well.”
T will see this stag, though,
delight.” o
And he Clil;.b’d the rock where fully lay
to sight.

that frequents the

truly, small may be my eyes

wn exposed

d knelt
. t dawn an
Conall to the green well-margin came &

to drink, et

Thinking how a noble virginl
brink

Heard his own pure vows one?l
ago:

All his heart to home Wwas
to flow.

- b}
: ountain s
y Q@ 1111_.0 grccn f

long
— way and
norning, far awWay

. o and his tears began
turning ;
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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 ‘e
tender years,—

us mother of our father—and she answers but Wwith
tears,

Tell

»
#

. - /

iee the big drops plash’d the fountain. Then he Tose,

N and, turning round,

§ across a breast, of niountain sweeps a whizlwind, 0°¢f
the ground

Raced in athlete-

Tw

feats amazing, swung the war-mact
hurl'd the spear;

Beilen.
I wor oy ] i
» M wonder gazing, folt the pangs of deadly fear

Hagq j .
¢ 1 been g fapleq griffin, suppled in a fasting den,

Flash'q

d “itg woli 4 p f

b Wheeling coils o heaven o’er a wreck ©
Casts ang men,

H . ‘
ardly had the dreadful prospect bred his soul more dire

armg! 8 agﬁact, such the stridor of his

b} . -—
e he said, « that never shook these limbs of
Nowr nine il gy,
. see the py, T
Vow # Gndcm,-o,_u.; now I mourn the boastful
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“ Now I sce his strength excelling: whence he buys it:
what he pays: -

"Tis a God who has his dwelling in the fount, to whom ke

rays. ,

Thithef ctzmc he weeping, drooping, till the Well-God
heard his prayer:

Now behold him, soaring, swooping, as an eagle through
the air.

O thou God, by whatsoever sounds of awe thy name we
know,

Grant thy servant equal favour with the stranger and the
foe ! )

Equal grace, ’tis all T covet ; and if sacrificial blood

Win thy favour, thou shalt have it on thy very well-
brink, God !

“What and though T'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 T never : never meant I to forswear

Right divine of prayer wherever Power divine invites to
prayer.

e hat
“Sun that warm’st me, Wind that fann'st me, ¥¢ s

guarantee the oath,

5 5 " e touch me
Malke no sign of wrath against me: tenderly ¥

both. s ’s
. —-MOITOW
Yea, then, through his fences stealing ere to
sun shall rise, s

3!
; : crifice.
Well-God! on thy margin Imeeling, I will offer sa
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“ Brother, rise, the skies grow ruddy: if we yet would
save our sire,

Rests a deed courageous, bloody, wondering ages shall
admire : It

Hie thee to the spy-rock’s summit: ready there thou
find the sling ; "

Ready there the leaden plummet ; and at dawn he see
the spring.”

Ruddy dawn had changed to amber : radiant as the yellow
day . K

Conall, iss,uing from bis chamber, to the fountun too
his way : )

There, athwart the welling water, like a fallen pillars
spread, ;

Smitten by the bolt of slaughter, lay Connacin's champio®
dead.

Call the hosts ! convene the jgiliSQS! cite the dead 2 !

e children hoth 1—

Said the judges, « He
broke the oath

And they gloyw him ;

gave pledges ; Sun and Wind; and

e ] 3
80 we've written: let his SOV
attend oy words.”

. Both by Eudd i " . P
;wor e e frenzy smitten, fell at sunrise on thelr

Then the juq o )
5 VO\':, e, ¢ Yo who punish man’s pl‘cVﬂl‘iClltlng
eeds not, furg, S
% =k er to admonigh - contrite to your will we
our pointg of . Vi
forth» D omise keeping : safely lot the chicf 50
Conall 4o pig chario ,

north . t leaping, turned his coursers to the
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In the Sun that swept the valleys, in the Winds' en-
circling 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, Tt is a slinger's deing: Sun nor Wind was actor
here. , .

Yet till God vouchsafe more certain knowledge of his
sovereign will, ’ ]

Jetter deem the mystie curtain hides their wonted
demons still.

« Better so, perchance, than living in a clearver light,
like me, )

But believing where perceiving, bound in what I hear
and see ;

Torce and change in constant sequence, changing atoms,
changeless laws ;

Only in submissive patience waiting access to the Cause.

“ And, they say, Centurion Altus, when he to Emanis
came, w

And to Rome’s subjection call’d us, urging
claim, - ‘ i

Told that half the world barbarian thrills already W2

the faith — 1y put to
Taught them by the godlike Syrian Ceesar lately P

death.

Ciesar’s tribute

th
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it - 4
And the Sun, through starry stages measuring from
the Ram and Bull, _
i - -
Tells us of renewing Ages, and that Nature's time 18
full:
‘ ,
So, perchance, these silly breezes even now may swell the
sail, .
Bring: ceni K
rings the leavening word of Jesus westward also to the

Gael,”

THE BURIAL OF EING CORMAC.
INTRODUCTORY NOTE.

PRI ORMAC, son of Art, son of Con Cead-Catha.®
1 enjoyed the sovercignty of Ireland through
the prolonged period of forty years, commenc-
ing from A.D. 213. During the latter part of his
reign he resided at Sletty on the Boyne, being, it is said,
disqualified for the occupation of Tara by the personal
blemish he had sustained in the loss of an eye, by the hand
of Angus * Dread-Spear,” chief of the Desi, a tribe whose
original seats were in the barony of Deece, in the county
of Meath., It was in the time of Cormac and his son
Carbre, if we are to credit the Trish Annals, that Fin, son
of Comhal, and the Fenian heroes, celebrated by Ossian,
flourished. Cormac has obtained the reputation of wisdom
and learning, and appears justly entitled to the honour of
having provoked the enmity of the Pagan priesthood, by
declaring his faith in a God not made by hauds of men.

THE BURIAL OF KING CORMAC.

A ROM Cruach and his sub-gods twelve,”

i gf Said Cormae, * are but carven treene ;
B2 e axe that made them, haft or helve,
Tad worthier of our worship been.

«« But he who made the tree to grow,
And hid in earth the jron-stone,
And made the man with mind to know,
The axe’s use, is God alone.”

—_——

—_—

" i Hundred-Ba.ttIe.



LAYS OF THE WESTERN GAEL.

Anon to priests of Crom was brought—
Where, girded in their service dread,

They minister’d on red Moy Slanght—
Word of the words King Cormauc said.

' They loosed their curse against the king:
They cursed him in his flesh and bones;

And daily in their mystic ring
They turned the maledictive stones,??

Till, where at meat the monarch sate,
Amid the revel and the wine,

He choked upon the food he ate,
At Sletty, southward of the Boyne.

High vaunted then the priestly throng,
rl"md far and wide they noised abroad
With trump and loud liturgic song
The praise of their avenging God.

Bu'; lizre th.e voice was wholly spent
. at priest and prince should still obey,
awed attendants o’er him bent

reat Cormuc E“-ther‘d breath to say,—

“g [
'\WI;{;MI ot the beds of Brugh for me 2!
But b 1 restless death-bed’s use is done :
Vs (111ry me at Rossnaree
face me to the rising sun.

“ Tor all the ki

Put trugt in ngs who lie in Brugh

et gods of wood und stone ;
On:wgs a‘a,t Ross that first T knew N
» Unseen, who is God alone.
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*“ His glory lightens from the east ;
His message soon shall reach our shore;
And idol-god and cursing priest
Shall plague us from Moy Slaught no more.”

Dead Cormac on his bier they laid :—
““ He reign’d a king for forty years,

And shame it were,” his captains said,
¢ He lay not with his royal peers.

“ His grandsire, Tundred-Battle, sleeps
Serene in Brugh : and, all around,

Dead kings in stone sepulebral keeps
Protect the sacred burial ground.

« What though a dying man should rave
Of changes o’er the eastern sea ? a
In Brugh of Boyne shall be his grave,
And not in notcless Rossnaree.”

There northward forth they bore the bier,
And down from Sletty side they drew,
With horsemanand with charioteer,
To cross the fords of Boyne to Brugh.

! There came a breath of finer air

That touched the Boyne with ruffling wings,
It stirr’d him in his sedgy lair -
And in his mossy moorland springs:

And as the burial train came down
With dirge and savage dolorous shows,
Across their pathway, broad and brown .
The deep, full-hearted river rOse s A
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From bank to bank through all his fords, -
"Neath blackening squalls he swell'd and boil'd;
And thrice the wondering gentile lords
Essay’d to cross, and thrice recoil'd.

Then forth stepp’d grey-hair'd warriors four £I~eqc‘
They said, ** Through angrier floods than thes
On link’d shields once our king we bore
From Dread-Spear and the hosts of Deece.

‘“ Andlong as loyal will holds good,
And limbs respond with helpful thews,

Nor flood, nor fiend within the flood,
Shall bar him of his burial dues.”

With slanted necks they stoop’d to lift;
They heaved him up to neck and chin;

And, pair and pair, with footsteps swift,
Lock’d arm and shoulder, bore him in.

"Twas brave to see them leave the shore ;
To mark the deep'ning surges rise,
And fall subdued in foam before
The tension of their striding thighs.
"T'was brave, when now a spear-cast out,
i Breast-high the batiling surges ran ;
Al

Or weight was great, and limbs were stout,
And loyal man put, trust in man,

But ere they reach’q the middle deep,
Nor steadying weight of clay they bore,
Nor st

oy rain of sinewy limbs could keep
eIr feet beneath the swerving four.

TILE BURIAL OF KING CORMAC. al

And now they slide, and now they swim,
And now, amid the blackening squall,

Grey locks afloat, with clutchings grim,
They plunge around the floating pall.

' While, as a youth with practised spear
Through justling crowds bears off the ring,
Boyne from their shoulders caught the bier
And proudly bore away the king.

At morning, on the grassy marge
Of Rossnaree, the corpse was found,

And shepherds at their early charge
Entomb’d it in the peaceful ground. X

A tranquil spot : a hopeful sound
Comes from the ever youthful stream,

And still on daisied mead and mound
The dawn delays with tenderer beaim.

Round Cormac Spring renews her buds:
In march perpetual by his side,

Down come the earth-fresh April floeds,
And up the sea-fresh salmon glide;

And life and time rejoicing run
From age to age their wonted way ;

But still he waits the risen Sun,
Forstill ’tis only dawning Day.




AIDEEN'S GRAVE.

INTRODUCTORY NOTE.

Jdar (now,
il [DEEN, daughter of Angus OE.B(?;—I;ﬁ(;EO(SS of
{| the Hill of Howth), died of gricf for 819 %5
her husband, Oscar, son of Ossuw,‘ r Tara i
slain at the battle of Gavra ((Fewrd, nﬁ% rath or
Meath), A.D. 284. Oscar was entombed lg‘ldlof battle,
. earthen fortress that occupied part Of. the .("19 Aideen
the rest of the slain being cast in a pit outside. ansion of
is said to have been buried on Howth, near thctllutl_’ Fcniml
her father, and poetical tradition represents th Jech in
heroes ag present at her obsequies. The Crolnvhrc' It
Howth Park has heen supposed to be her sepu (}Jh‘irne 18
standsunder the summits from which the poet A . ‘)cop ¢
said to have launched his invectives against the I tires,
of Leinster, until, by the blighting effect of his s&

, death
€y were compelled to make him atonement for the dea
of Lis son,

AIDEEN’S GRAVE.

HOEY heaved the stone; they heap'd the SRS
= Said Ossian, In queenly grave

We leave her, ‘mong her ficlds of fern,
Between the cliff and wave.

*“The cliff behingd st

d bare, above
Scales the clear heaven’s o

Danaan Druids gl

ands clear and bare,
» the heathery steep

Xpanse, to where
o1y 22

AIDEEN’S GRAVE.

And all the sands that, left and right,
The grassy isthmus-ridge confine,

In yellow bars lie bare and bright
Among the sparkling brine.

‘A clear pure air pervades the scene,
In loneliness and awe secure ;

Meet spot to sepnlchre a Queen
‘Who in her life was pure.

*“Here, far from camp and chase removed, .
Apart in Nature's quiet room,

The music that alive she loved
Shall cheer her in the tomb.

** The humming of the noontide bees,
The lark’s loud carol all day long,
And, borne on evening’s salted breeze,

The clanking sea bird’s song

“ Sha'l round her airy chamber float,

And with the whispering winds and streams
Attune to Nature’s tenderest note

The tenor of her dreams,

**And oft, at tranquil eve’s decline nhei
When full tides lip the Old Green Plain,*
The lowing of Moynalty’s kine
Shall round her breathe again,

“TIn sweet remembrance of the days
When, duteous, in the lowly vale,

Unconscious of my Oscar’s gaz0,
She fil’d the fragrant pail,
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‘“ And, duteous, from the running brook
Drew water for the bath ; nor deem’d
A king did on her labour look,
And she a fuiry secin’d, 2+

“ But when the wintry frosts begin,
And in their long drawn, lofty flight,

The wild geese with their airy din
Distend the ear of night,

‘“And when the fierce De Danaan ghosts
At miduight from their pealk come dowi,

When all around the enchanted coasts
Despairing strangers drown ;

“ When, mingling with the wreckful wail,
From low Clontarf’s wave-trampled floor
Comes booming up the burthen'd gale
The angry Sand-Bull's roar T

€ -
Or, angrier than the sea, the shout

W]?f Erin’s hogtg in wrath combined,
A(:I:1 Terror heags Oppression’s rout,
nd Freedop, cheers behind :—-

113 )
Then o'er oy lady’s placid dream
ere gq; 2

fe from storms sh '

: t e sleeps, may steal
Such 10y as will nat misbeseem =k

ueen of men 4o feel :
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 Exulting, down the shouting troops,

And through the thick confronting kings,
With hands on all their juvelin loops

And shafts on all their strings;

“ Eer closed the inseparable crowds,
No more to part for me, and show,

As bursts the sun through scattering clouds,
My Oscar issuing so.

*No more, dispelling battle’s gloom
Shall son for me from fight return ;
The great green rath’s ten-acred tomb

Lies heavy on his urn.”

‘A cup of bodkin-pencill’d clay
Holds Oscar ; mighty heart and limb
One handful now of ashes grey :
And she has died for him.

“ And here, hard by her natal bower
On lone Ben Edar's side, we strive

With lifted rock and sign of power
To keep her name alive.

““That while, from circling year to year,
Her Ogham-letter'd stone is seen,

The Gael shall say, ¢ Our Fenians here
Entomb’'d their loved Aideen.’

“The Ogham from her pillar-stone
Tn tract of time will wear away;
Her name at last be only known
In Ossian’s echo’d lay.
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¢ The long forgotten lay I sing |
May only ages hence revive,

(As eagle with a wounded wing i
To soar again might strive,) )

I
“ Imperfect, in an alien speech, |
When, wandering here, some child of chanc®

Through pangs of keen delight shall reach
The gift of utterance,—

* To speak the air, the sky to speak,
The freshness of the hill to tell,
‘Who, roaming bare Ben Edar's peak

And Aideen’s briary dell,

*“And gazing on the Cromlech vast,
And on the mountain and the sea,
Shall eatch communion with the past

And mix himself with me.

*“Child of the Future's doubtful night,
ate"el- your speech, whoe'er your sires,
ThWhlle You may with frank delight

€ song your hour inspires,

Sing

e :
in i
»Thg while you may, nor grieve to know
e e so,ng you sing shall also die;
arnw’s lay has perish’d so,

Though oneg it thrill’d this sky |

£
ﬁil)l:\'e us, from his rocky chair, |
Te, w g
O'er euster}l&m Ben Edar’s landward crest

Bregia, bend |
5 s, to where I
un Almoen ¢rowns the west *
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« And all that felt the fretted air
Throughout the song-disterper'd clime,

Did drcop, till suppliant Leinster's prayer
Appeased the vengeful rhyme.”

“ Ah me, or ¢'er the hour arrive
Shall bid my long forgotten tones,

Unlmown One, on your lips revive,
Here, by these moss-grown stones,

“ What change shall o’er the scene have cross d;
What conguering lords anew have come;
What lore-arm’d, mightier Druid hiost
From Gaul or distant Rome!

“What arts of death, what ways of life,
What creeds unknown to bard OF Sosty

Shall round your careless steps be rife,
Who pause and ponder here;

“ And, haply, where yon curlew calls b
Athwart the marsh, 'mid groves and bow
See rise some mighty chieftain’s halls
With unimagined towers:

v 12 t:

“ And, baying hounds, and cc-mrsefs :)nnah
And burnis’d cars of duzmcﬁ;iliht:
With courtly train of dame o it

Where now the fern is grecz:

“Or, by yon prostmte ﬂ.ltur;st?z;c(;} e
Ml’ly kmneel, perchance and, fr

3 v
ith rites unknov
Hear holy men Wi od proclaini.

New names of G

m blame,

(<1

-1
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“TLet change as may the Name of Awe,
Let right surcease and altar fall,

The same One God remains, a law
TFor ever and for all.

“ Let change as may the face of earth,
Let alter all the social frame,

For mortal men the ways of birth
And death are s'ill the same.

“ And still, as life and time wear on,
The children of the waning days,

(Though strength be from their shoulders gone
To lift the loads we raise,)

““Shall weep to do the burial rites

Of lost ones loved ; and fondly found,
In shadow of the gathering nights,

The monumental mound.

.«Fare\vfﬂl‘. the strength of men is worn;

e n.lght approaches dark and chill :

Sleep, till perchance an endless morn
Descend the glittering hill,”

Of Osear anq Aideen bereft,
So Ossian sang,
Three mighty shout

Ben Edar to the

The Fenians sped

8 to heaven ; and left
dead.

THE WELSHMEN OF TIRAWLEY.

INTRODUCTORY NOTE.

S EVERAL Welsh Families, associates in the
invasion of Strongbow, settled in the west of
Treland. Of these, the principal whose names
have been preserved by the Irish antiquarians
were the Walshes, Joyces, Heils (@ quibus Mac Hale),
T.awlesses, Tomlyns, Liynotts, and Barretts, which lulst
f ww their pedigree from Walynes, son of Guyndully, the
(lr ld AMaor, or High steward of the ]_Lordshlp of Camelot,
% Td had their chicf scats in the territory of the two Bacs,
an the barony of Tirawley, and ,County_ of May(z.,
1(1'11 han-na-w'all,i.e., * the Blind Men’s Stepping-stones,
-;chslill Pointed out on th9 Duvowen river, about fo‘1{1.-
miles north of Crossmolina, in tEegtown};mgivocfl IG’?rrilgmlt (he
and  Tubber-na-Scorney, or "' RCrag , ;
(lip(ll)osite townland of Uminst;, mtth?i s:}?éch}?:,oaf{ll i;ﬁ;
a curious ferricr or applotment © 1
1'cvclime, as acquired under the c;rcumc-:.]gancg?])s(t}:ﬁz(‘zi r:‘rsl
the legend preserved by Mac :.[“lrbl?‘, see € A
highly-learned and interesting ¢ Genea Of,, R
H; Fiachrach,” in the pubhcatlogﬁt 3f el
Avcheological Sociely—o great monum

and topographical erudition.

'fHE WELSIIMEN or TIRAWLEY.
7 CORNA BOY the Barretts’ bailiff, lewd and
z :

lame,
To lift the Lyn

otts’ taxes when he came
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Rudely drew a young maid to him ;
Then the Lynotts rose and slew him,
And in Tubber-na-Scorney threw him—
Small your blame,
Sons of Lynott !
Sing the vengeance of the Welshmen of Tirawley.

Then the Barretts to the Lynotts proposed a choice,

Saying, ¢ Hear, ye murderous brood, men and boys,
For this deed to-day ye lose

Sight or manhood : say and choose
Which ye keep and which refuse ;

And rejoice

That our mercy
Leaves you living for o warning to Tirawley.”
Then the little bo
* Only leave us [
But the bearded
Made answer by
“ Take our eyes

¥s of the Lynotts, weeping, said,
ur eyesight in our head,”
Lynotts then

ck ggum,

» but leave
Alive or dead,
Sons of Wattin 1

gtance of the Welshmen of Tirawley.

$ men,

Sing the ven

, with sewing
ut of the eyes
beardeq man

1 Lynott clan 2
arken’q faces wan

Turning gougy
To the river—

of every youth,
d of Every
Of the broke

Then theip d;

-needles sharp and smooth,

o AWLEY.
THE WELSIIMEN OF TIRAWLE

; -na-n'all
O'er the slippery stepping-stones o: cc;}ei??:u'
They drove them, laughing 1011(1.[.!.
As their wandering footsteps dark
Fail'd to reach the slippery mark,

And the swift stream swallow'd starlk,

One and all, .

As they stumbled— P
Trom the vengeance of the Welshmen of Tirawley
‘To1 o

Of all the blinded Lynot-ts one ulorég Al
Walk’d erect from Steppmg-s.tone
So back again they brought y 01111; i
And a second time they wroug ¢ t) ik
With their needles ; but never got y

Once to groan,

Zmon Lynott, By
For the vcngince of the Welshmen of Tira vley

for

‘¢ as ever,
ith )rompt-projected footst‘cps sure 5
! ver.
]iut ‘VILy%mtt again crosfs'd tl;e 1;1
}f:m? h Duvowen was risig ﬁ: 5
“houg o
And i;hc shaking stones 0 il ca
By cold floods boiling past;
Y Yetb you never,
t a
kS P f Tirawley !
TFaltered once before your foemen 0 e
q Ik, vou stood,
But, turning on Bnllintubbml.-big?e: t{w ¥ D
J:uui the szretts thus bespot:i:n
© Oh, ye foolish sons of Wﬂ.ve 'gottcn,
Smaﬁ amends ave chese ]3:; i
Tor, while Scorna BoY
’ Iam gOOa

1
co
Tor vengear

o ge Il ‘ T‘l‘ﬂ- wley.
ce Of the “‘ elﬁll'lnen Of 1
¥ in(‘r tl]e ven al

61
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1] N A s -

For ’tis neither in eye nor eyesight that a men

Bcnris the fortunes of himself and bis clan,
But in the manly mind,

These darken’d orbs behind,
That your needles could never find
Though they ran
" Through my heart-strings !’
Png the vengeance of the Welshmen of Tirawley.

‘I“‘iu;;:xilll‘chi(}ur women's needles do I reck :
e Timch rxum‘heavcn never fell so black,
¥, and abroad

Zfrom the Moy.' to Cuan-an-fod,=s

could walk i, every sod,
Path anqg track,
Ford ang togher,
tance on you, Barretts of Tirawley !
‘\‘ The night w
S\;};i\f:’gazizei:!fmong Yyou was it held the lamp—
S P ¥ to those two fect;,

o gh wintry wing
I guided your blind 1'0421‘:;; and sleet,

In the S\‘.’amp
Of Beil-an.qgq »

Q -
Secking veng

$ of heaven

: Nephin,
L‘Sht-flehan-' q

Made p;
Plannin ¢ his dwellip
ve g
8 Venpeance on the Bun-,et[:s of Timwlpy

ben Dathy O'Dowda broke your camn],
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Aud ere the bright-orb'd year its course had run,
On his brown round-knotted knee he nurs'd a son,
A child of light, with eyes
As clear as are the skies
In summer, when sunrise

Has begun;

So the Lynott
Nursed his vengeance on the Barrqtts of Tirawley.

And, as ever the bright boy grew in strength and size,
Made him perfect in each manly exercise,
The sulmon in the flood,
The dun deer in the wood,
The ecagle in the cloud
To surprise
On Ben Nephin,
Far above the foggy fields of Tirawley.

< i ith the bow
it ollow-knotted spear-shaft, with t ;
:.‘ir’lttllll ?1112 zteel prompt to deal shot and blow,

LU )

e taught him from year to year
And tr;in'd him, without & Peers
Tor a perfect cavalier,

Hoping s0—

Far his forethought—

otts of Mirawley.
n the Barret
Tor vengeance @

ing steed,
d, wh mounted on his proud—boundmb 5
And, when o & 5
Tmon Oge sat & cavalier md:e s
Like the ear upon the w];)e; ;
When winds in A:lt;l;lllhis e
ending stems
e ;nd the speed
OfLESEE 29 g'er Tirawley !
Was the wind from Barna-na-gee
as the ¥
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Now when fifteen Sunny summers thus were spent.
(He perfected in all accomplishment)—
The Lynott said, ¢ My child,
We are over long exiled
From mankind in this wild—
—Time we went
Through the mountain
To the countries lying over-against Tirawley.”

So, out over mountain-moors

,» and mosses brown,
And green stream-

gﬂ.ﬂl(_‘l‘il‘lg '\'{]1(‘5, thcy jOlll‘n(;)"‘? dowr :
Till, shi.ning like a star,
Through the dusky gleams afar,
The bailey of Casllebur,
And the town

Of Mac William
Rose bright befo

re the wanderers of Tirawley.
““ Look southward, my boy, and tell me as we £20.
What seest thoy by the loch-head below.”
*“Oh, a stone-houge strong and great,
And o horse-hogt at the gate,
And their captain in aryoyp of plate—
Gm_nd the show !
Great the glancin
8 of this lang e

g!

low Tirawley !
“And g he
Yellow go
And in he

aulifyl Woman-chief by his side,

Id on a]1 her gown-sleeves wide ;
r hanq 4 pearl

4 young, liti]e fair-hair'q iy »
4 : girl,"—
Said the Lynott, “ It is the Earl!
et us ridq
To Lig Presence | »
And before him Came the exileg of Tirawle ¥.

EY G5
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i ’ hus began;

** God save thee, Mac William, ’_ﬂle L}.'HOEt thus beg
““ God save all here besides of this clan ;
For gossips dear to me
Are all in company—
For in these four bones ye sce

A kindly man

Of the Britons— L
Lmon Lynott of Garranard of Tirawley.

i sip- llows
¢ And hither, as kindly gossip 1]law. ;1 3
T come to claim a scion of thy hous
To foster; for thy mcc,. :
Since Willinm Conquer's3® days
Have ever been wont to place,
With some spouse
Of a Briton, .
231 wley.
A Mac William Oge, to foster in Tira :]rl L it
¢« And to show thee in whatfsm‘lsl Ollrg::;.-.]lt 2y
i to thy home of valour z
T have hither
oo
This one son of my age,
i:‘};i-su sample and a pledge
e ual tutelage,
N In right thouf:ht,
7ord, and action, ,
i Oryc give into Tirawley.’
i e poie held the brave boy ride and run,
e Wimnnfl‘r,];:;m his white shoulder spun—
ar-sha :
Saw the spear 51; with a smile, _
With o sigh, 8¢ T give the spoil
He said,—*“ 1 WO Tibbot* Moyle,
county, that 11
s My owr 800 na ”
Were accomplis 1131it0ﬂs of Tirawley.

the kindly
Like this branch of ¢ that is, Theobald:

E
#Tibbo
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When the Lady Mac William she heard him speak,
And saw the ruddy roses on his cheels,
She said, T would give a purse
Of red gold to the nurse
That would rear my Tibbot no worse ;
But T seek
Hitherto vainly—

Heaven grant that T now have found her in Tirawley!”

So they said to the Lynott, < Here, t
And as pledge for the keeping of thy word,
Let this scion here remain

Till thou comest bagl ag
Meanwhile the fitting tr

Of alord
. Shall attend thee
With the lordly heir of Connaught into Tirawley.”

ake our bird !

Al ;
ain

So back : ;
to ShOng-throng-gathenng Garranard,

Like a lord of the country with his euard
Came the Lynott, before them all, . ’
Once again over Clochan-na-n’a]]
Steady-striding, erect, and tu]] ’

And his warq i

On hig shouldcrs;
onder of the Welshmen of Tirawley.,
Then o diligent fostep-g

The Lynot ather you would deem

» teaching Tibhot
To cast the spear, t;ridc (s Rbron;

To stem the rushing tide
A £l
With what feats of body beside
Might beseom

A Mac Wil
Foster'd bias ¢ William,

To the w

mong the Welshmen of Tirawley.
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But the lesson of hell he taught him in heart and mind;
For to what desire soever he inclined,
Of anger, lust, or pride,
He had it gratified,
Till he ranged the circle wide
Of a blind
Self-indulgence,
Ere he came to youthful manhood in-Tirawley.

Then, even as when a hunter slips a hound,
Lynott loosed him—God’s leashes all unbound—
In the pride of power and station,
And the strength of youthful passion,
On the daughters of thy nation,

All around,

Wattin Barrett !
Oh ! the vengeance of the Welshmen of Tirawley !

Bitter grief and burning anger, rage and shame,
Fill’d the houses of the Barretts where'er he came;
Till the young men of the Bac
Drew by night upon his track,
And slew him at Cornassack—31

Small your blame,

Sons of Wattin !
Sing the vengeance of the Welshmen of Tirawley.

Said the Lynott, ©“ The (in.y of my vengeance is drawing
near,
The day for which, throngh many a long dark year,
I have toil'd through grief and sin—
Call ye now the Brehons in,
And let the plea begin
Over the bier
Of Mac William,
Tor an eric upon the Barretts of Tirawley.?2
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Then the Brehons to Mae William Burk decreed
An eric upon Clan Barrett for the deed :
And the Lynott’s share of the fine,
As foster-father, was nine
Ploughlands and nine score kine;

But no need

Had the Lynott,

Neither care, for land or cattle in Tirawley.

But rising, while all sat silent on the spot,
He said, “ The law says—doth it not P—
11 the foster-sire eloct
His portion to reject,
He may then the Tight exuct
To applot
The short eric.”
“"Tis the law,” replied the Brehons of Tirawley.

Said the Lynott, “T onee before had a choice

Proposed me, wherein law had little voice ;
_But now 1 choose, and say,
As luwfully 1 may,
I applot the mulct to-day ;
So rejoice
In your ploughlands
$tle which T renounce throughout Tirawley.
“And thus I 4

Pplot the mulet - I divi
The land throughout ¢ <

Equally, that no place AT L
May be without the face
Of a foe of Wattin'g race —

That the pride

Of the Barretts
May be humbleq hence for eyer

And your cg

throughout Tirawley.

g
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“ T adjudge a seat in every Barrett’s hall
To Mac William : in every stable I give a stall
To Mac William : and, beside,
‘Whenever a Burke shall ride
Through Tirawley, I provide

At his call

Needful grooming,’
Without charge from any hosteler of Tirawley.

*“ Thus lawfully I avenge me for the throes
Ye lawlessly caused me and caused those
Unhappy shamefaced ones,
Who, their mothers expected once,
Would have been the sires of sons—

O’er whose woes

Often weeping,
I have groan’d in my exile from Tirawley.

¢ I demand not of you your manhood ; but I take—
For the Burkes will take it—your Freedom ! for the sake
Of which all manhood’s given,
And all good under heaven,
And, without which, better even
Ye should make
Yourselves barren,
Than see your children slaves throughout Tirawley !

‘ Neither take I your eyesight from you ; as you took
Mine and ours: I would have you daily look
On one another’s eyes,
When the strangers tyrannize :
By your hearths, and blushes arise,

That ye brook,

Without vengeance, r
The insults of troops of Tibbots throughout Tirawley !
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g irtue ;
anliness and AELLD ich:
?\fhlil{lzh while their chn.dlt'lcn cheris
: i Irish,
e done!—- Kindly Irish of fll:)i Ttalians,
And the days of me and mine Tmarly run e Sm:::}?: o Talams,
For, for this, I have broken faith, i Sl Sgeed . of Frend
2 - - - ” th I!
Teachine him who lies benea |
This paﬁ, to merit death ; .

And my son
To his father B
Stands pledged for other teaching in Tirawley.

Never tﬂ-k.i‘l}g W
Further veneeance on his people of Tir
fur o

jeh !

$1id Mae William—¢ Father and son, hang tlem big
And the Lynott they hang'd speedily ;
But across the salt sea water,
To Scotland, with the daughter
Of Mac William—well yvou got her ! —

Did you {ly,

Edmund Lindsay, . '
The gentlest of all the Welshmen of Tirawley !

"Tis thus the ancient Ollaves of Erin tell 33
How, through lewdness and revenge, it befell
That the sons of William Conquer

Came over the sons of Wattin,

Throughout all the bounds and borders

Of the lands of Auley Mac Fiachra; * 4
Till the Saxon Oliver Cromwell,

And hig valiant, Bible-guided,

Free heretics of Clan Tondon
Coming in, in thejr succession,
Rooted out hoth Burke and Barrett,
And in their empty places

New stems of freedom planted,
With many 5 goodly sapling

LPronounced Mag Eefra.



OWEN BAWN.

INTRODUCTORY NOTE.

{ILLIAM DE BURGHO, Third Eal of Ulster:
pursued the Anglican policy of his day with so
much severity, that the native Irish generally
i &n‘:{lﬂ‘_‘t}re‘f’ from the counties of Duwn ant
oy OLNei]I% ablished themselves in Tyrone with Hugh
riages with til "“111“'“1’3 rigid prohibition of intermar-
Telitives o 1& natives led to his assassination by his ownt
The Trisl, t}e andevilles, at the Ford of Belfast, A.D. 1333.
expelled thlel% returned from beyond the river Bann, 20
and the bn.fo nglish from all Ulster, except Carriclefergus
their subju 2{" of Ards}n Down; and so continued unt!
Chichestar §otion by Sir Henry Sidney and Sir Arthur
Stmultanem oo Teign of Queen Elizabeth.
in the north :hy with the return of the Clan Hugh-Boy
H eﬁgll;(;?;IAnglod—Nornmn families of C(llll'
assuming ¢ res and manners, the De Burghos
ng tben?se}.fﬁgl?ﬁ% of Muc Wlllimn, and all accommodat-
I which, with f e Irish system of life and government,
: 5 W excepti & ) = i
subjugation by Sir Rick ptions, they continued until thei
Henry the Eighth. chard Bingham, in the reign of King

OWEN BAWN.

Y Owen Bawn’
WI's hair is of t} i .
Of gold in the shadow of:lfiCad LD Sk

All curlq ; ght in the sun;
They make his h: g 2 coolun the bright tresses are—
§ radinnt with beams like a star !

OWEN BAWN.

My Owen Bawn’s mantle is long and is wide,

To wrap me up safe from the storm by his side; .
And I'd rather fuce snow-drift and winter-wind there,
Than lie among daisies and sunshine elsewhere.

My Owen Bawn Quin is a hunter of deer,

He tracks the dun quarry with arrow and spear—
Where wild woods are waving, and deep waters flow,
Ah, there goes my love with the dun-dappled roc.

My Owen Bawn Quin is a bold tisherman,

He spears the strong salmon in midst of the Bann ;
And rock’d in the tempest on stormy Lough Neagh,
Draws up the red trout through the bursting of spray.

My Owen Bawn Quin is a bard of the best,

He wakes me with singing, he sings me to rest;

And the cruit ‘neath his fingers rings up with a sound,
As though angels harp'd o’er us, and fays underground.

They tell me the stranger has given command,
That crommen] and coolun shall cease in the land,
That all our youths’ tresses of yellow be shorn,
And bonnets, instead, of a new fashion, worn ;

That mantles like Owen Bawn’s shield us no more,
That hunting and fishing henceforth we give o'er,
That the net and the arrow aside must be laid,
Tor hammer and trowel, and mattock and spade ;

That the echoes of music must sleep in their caves, ;
That the slave must forget his own tongue for a slave’s,
That the sounds of our 1ips must be strange in our ears,
And our bleeding hands toil in the dew of our tears.
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Oh sweetheart and comfort! with thee by my side,
T could love and live happy, whatever betide;

But thou, in such bondage, wouldst die ere a day—
Away to Tir-oén, then, Owen, away !

There are wild woods and mountains, and streams deep
and clear,

There are loughs in Tir-oén as lovely as here;

There are silver harps ringing in Yc.llow Hugh's hall,

And a bower by the forest side, swestest of all!

We will dwell by the sunshiny skirts of the brake,
Where the sycamore shadows glow deep in the lake ;
And the snowy swan stirring the green shadows there,
Afloat on the water, seems floating in air.

Away to Tir-oén, thon, Owen, away !
We will leave them the dust from our feet for a prey:
And our dwelling in ashes and flames for a spuil—

"Twill _})‘e long ere they quench them with streams of the
foyla!

— "~

GRACE OCMALY.

INTRODUCTORY NOTE.
'? HE roturn to English rule and habits of the
el Anglo-Norman families of Connaught who had
, Hibernicised after the murder of William de
Burgho, was not effected without a long aliena-
tion of the popular affections which had been bestowed

_upon them as freely as on native rulers: ‘* for,”” to use

the words of a contemporary Irish chronicler *‘ the old
chieftains of Erin prospered under these princely English
lords who were our chief rulers, and who had given up
their foreignness for a pure mind, and their surliness for
good manners, and their stubbornness for sweet mildness,
and who had given up their perverseness for hospitality.”*
During this troubled period of transition, Grace O'Maly,
lady of Sir Rickard Burke, styled Mac William Eighter,
disfinguished herself by a life of wayward adventure
which has made her name, in its Gaelic form, Grana Uaile
(i.e. Grana Ua Mhaile,) a personification, among the Irish
peasantry, of that social state which they still consider
preferable to the results of a more advanced civilization.
"The real acts and character of the heroine are hardly seen
through the veil of imagination under which the person-
ified idea exists in the popular mind, and is here pre-
sented.

GRACE O'MALY.
[‘4”; HE left the close-air'd land of trees

And proud Mac William’s palace,

ey o
428 Tor clear, bare Clare’s health-salted bree
Her oarsmen and her galleys: =
P' 136-

« O’Donovan, L'r. and Cust. of Hy Many,
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And where, beside the bending strand
The rock and billow wrestle,

Between the deep sea and the land
She built her Island Castle.

The Spanish captains, sailing by
For Newport, with amazement
Beheld the cannon’d longship lie
Moor'd to the lady’s casement ;
And covering coin and cup of gold
In Laste their hatches under,
They whisper'd, «Tis o pirate’s hold ;
She sails the seas for plunder !

But no: *twas not for sordid spoil
Of barque or sea--board borough
She plough'd, with unfatiguing toil,
The ﬂuent-rol]ing furrow ;
Delighting on the broad-hack’d deep,
To feel the Quivering galley
Strain up the Oopposin

g hill, and sweep
Down the withdrg i :

wing valley :

Or, sped befor,
By followin
Catch, from tl

And from the Sbray they drifted,

Offrom th_c winds that tosg'q the crest
o) each mde-shouldering giant,

€ smack of freedom and the zegt

Ot Faplurous life defiant,

e g driving blast,
& seas uplifted,

1e huge heaps heaving past,

GRACE O'MALY.

For, oh ! the mainland time was pent
In close constraint and striving :—
So many aims together bent
On winning and on thrivin T ;
There was no room for gencrous ease,
No sympathy for candour ;—
And so she left Burke’s buzzing trees,
And all his stony splendour.

For Erin yet had fields to spare,
Where Clew her cincture gathers

Isle-gemm’d ; and kindly clans were there,

The fosterers of her fathers :
Room there for eareless feet to roam
Secure from minions’ peeping,
For fearless mirth to find a home
And sympathetic weeping ;

And generous ire and frank disdain
To speak the mind, nor ponder
How this in England, that in Spain,
Might suit to tell ; as yonder,
Where daily on the slippery dais
By thwarting interests chequer’d,
State gamesters play the social chess
Of politic Clanrickard.

Nor wanting quite the lonely isle
In civic life’s adornings: )
The Brehon’s Court might well beguile
A learned lady’s mornings.

-3
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Quaint though the clamorous claim, and rude
The pleading that convey'd if,

Right conscience made the judgment good,
And loyal love obey’d it.

And music sure was sweeter far
For ears of native nurture,

Than virginals at Castlebar
To tinkling touch of courtier,

When harpers good in hall struck up
Th.e planxty’s gay commotion,

Or pipers seream’d from pennon’d poop
Their piobroch over ocean.,

And sweet to see, their ruddy bloom
Whom ocean’s friendly distance

Prefer\'ed still unenslaved; for whom
No tasking of existence

Made this one rich, and that one poor,
In gold’s illusive treasure

But all, of easy life ge ’

S cure,
Were rich in wealt

h of leisure.

Rich in tl.Je Muse’s pensive hour,
Rii}rll genial hour for ne; ghhbour,
h in your.lg mankind’s happy power
To l%ve with little Jabour ;
Tl,l:g wise, free way of life, indeed,
Rec}na_.t still, with charm adaptive,
A:ms and tames the glien greed
d takes the conqueror captivc.,

e ——
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Nor only life’s unclouded looks
To compensate its rudeness;

Amends there were in holy books,
In offices of goodness,

In cares above the transient scene
Of little gains and honours,

That well repaid the Island Queen
Her loss of urban manmners.

Sweet, when the crimson sunsets glow’d,
As earth and sky grew grander,

Adown the grass’d, unechoing road
Atlanticward to wander,

Some kinsman’s humbler hearth to seck,
Some sick-bed side, it may be,

Or, onward reach, with footsteps meek,
The low, grey, lonely abbey :

And, where the storied stone beneath
The guise of plant and creature,
Had fused the harder lines of faith
In easy forms of nature ;
Such forms as tell the master’s pains
'Mong Roslin’s carven glories,
Or hint the fate of Pictish Thanes
On standing stones of Forres;

The Branch; the weird cherubic Beasts ;
The Hart by hounds o’ertaken ;

Or, intimating mystic feasts,
The self-resorbent Dragon ;—
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Mute symbols, though with power endow'd
For finer dogmas’ teaching,

Than clerk might tell to carnal erowd
In homily or preaching ; —.

Sit; and while heaven’s refulgent show
Grew airier and more tender,

And ocean’s gleaming floor below
Reflected loftier splendour,

Suffused with light of lingering faith
And ritual Light’s reflection,

Discourse of birth, and life, and death,
And of the resurrection,

But chiefly sweet from morn to eva,
T'rom eve to clear-eyed morning,
The presence of the felt reprieve
From strangers’ note and scorning :
No prying, proud, intrusive foes
To pity and offend her :—
Such was the life the lady chose;
Such choosing, we commend her.

[RELELELPLE S2tondbondies
PR RRE fi)‘i
BT roor v o el

BALLADS AND POEMS,

ata



THE FAIRY THORN.
" AN ULSTER BALLAD,

o, ,
: UP, our Anna deay, from the weary spinning-
wheel ;

For your father's on the hill, and your mother
18 asleep :

¢ the crags, and we'll dance a highland-

Come up abov
reel

Around the fairy thorn on the steep.”

At Anng Grace’s door

Three mepy ;
Y maiden
And Anng laid the ToC

The fairest, of the fo

’th_ls thus the maidens cried,
8 fair in kirtles of the green;
k and the weary wheel aside,
ur, I ween,

Away in mj 1gh the glimmer of the quiet eve,
The hea."'y-SIiﬂdl'g VAVILES of neck and ankle lJ({lll‘O :
g st i

Team in itg glee
Py song they leave,
g he ghostly air: ° Y

Al along g 1 eSS 1 they g0,

way, side have ta’en their fearless
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The Hawthorn stands between the ashes tall and slim,
Like matron with her twin grand-daughters at her
knee;
The rowan berries cluster o’er her low head grey and dim
In ruddy kisses sweet to see.

The merry maidens four have ranged them in a row,
Between each lovely couple a stately rowan stem,

And away in mazes wavy, like skimming birds they go,
Oh, never caroll’d bird like them !

But solemn is the silence of the silvery haze
That drinks away their voices in echoless repose,
And dreamily the evening has still’d the haunted braes,
And dreamier the gloaming grows.

And sinking one by one, like lark-notes from the sky
When the falcon’s shadow saileth across the open shaw,

Are hush’d the maiden’s voices, as cowering down they lic
In the flutter of their sudden awe.

Tor, from the air above, and the grassy ground beneath,
And from the mountain-ashes and the old Whitethorn
between,
A Power of faint enchantment doth through their beings
breathe,
And they sink down together on the green.

They sink together silent, and stealing side by side,
They fling their lovely arms o’er their drooping necks
so fair,
Then vainly strive again their naked arms to hide,
Tor their shrinking necks again are bare.
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Thus clasp’d anq Prostrate
bow’d,
Soft oer their
sound—
They hear the sill,
Like a river iy

all, with their heads together
bosom’s benting—-the only human

iy fo?tsteps of the silent fairy crowd,
the air, glidiug round.

No screa
M can any pg;
Y raise, ng Prayer can any say,

Bickgi .
s 1:11 G\;ﬂi,e 1\\;{1&1, the terror of the speechless three —
b a1 Anna Grgeo drawn silently away,

Y whom they qyre 10t look to see

They fee] their {regg
gold,

And the i i
They feel E;ru;IIiSI?I&StIC falling as her heaq withdraws ;
]_-g-ut e dmg arms from their tranced arms unfold.
¥ may not log)c to see the cause :

s twine with hop parting locks of

Senses the faint enchantment lies
nig - )

8ht of anguish and perilous amaze ;
their quivering eyes

. 7
Ltain ang streamy vale below :

o 1 the yellow morning tide,
e dissolyetp, 50.

: o : : 4 !
hey pineg awg, st oW ko ansions Friends in vain=—
And ne'ey was Ay

- ‘&a Sy
‘ gv‘&% h

w2 @les SIS

%3
e

WILLY GILLILAND.

AN ULSTER BALLAD.

@ P in the mountain solitudes, and in a rebel ring,

He has worshipp'd God upon the hill, in spite

- of church and king ;

And seal’d his treason with his blood on Bothivell bridge
he hath ;

So he must fly his father’s land, or he must dic the death S

For comely Claverhouse has come along with grim
Dalzell,

And his smoking rooftree testifics they've done their
errand well.

Tn vain to fly his enemies he fled his native land ;

Hot persecution waited him upon the Carrick strand ;

His name was on the Carrick cross, a price was on his
head,

A fortune to the man that brings him in alive or dead !

And so on moor and mountain, from the Lagan to the
Bann,

TFrom house to house, and hill to hill, he lurk'd an out-
law’d man.

At last, when in false company he might no longer b}'dc’

He stay’d his houseless wanderings upon the Collon side,

There in a cave all underground he lair’d his heathy den,

Ah, many a gentleman was fain to earth like hill fox
then!
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With houng and fishine-
by day; N

At night, betwixt his fle
mare he lay,

rod he lived on hill and stream

et greyhound and his bonny

I ;
C:lc‘g::j}:;"liun;gl:; ex‘em.ﬂg, and, mellowing and still,
For all ﬂn)é 1 1¢ setting sun lay bare from hill to hill;
But Sprea:]. ‘1’)& ¢Y bastoral held neither house nor tree,
abroad and open all, a full fair sight to see,

ollon top lay one unbroken green,

i . ¥
1 many g silyer ool the river glanced

between,

And on the Tiver's grass
= grey,
€ at the anglepg Pleasant sport had

Yy bank, even from the morning

spent the summer
3

Ah! many g, time
dawn,

And w
onder'd, when ¢
vihen the gyp . e d
care had gong, set-came, where time an

and oft I've spent the summer day from

streams, 8 fresh, the wimpling pools and

W'here he that
d .
dreams, % Bis cares forgot in those delightful

His blithe worl

And 1aiq theoi:tg:::;ei: PN a bauk the outlaw restod now,

An brow; rom his back, the bonnet, from his

d there, hj

He filrg f:hesj lff::g 'Pon the Book, his knee upon the sod,
God ; ¥ valley ity the gladsomoe word of

» and for her martyrs dear,

and clegr, weh and king he spoke up loud
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And now upen his homeward way, he cross’d the Collon
high,

And over bush and banlk and brae he sent abroad his eye;

But all was darkening peacefully in grey and purple
haze,

The thrush was silent in the banks, the lark upon the
braes—

When suddenly shot up a blaze, from the cave’s mouth it
came ;

And troopers’ steeds and troopers’ caps are glancing in
the same!

He couch’d among the heather, and he saw them, as he
lay,

With three long yells at parting, ride lightly east away:

Then down with heavy heart he came, to sorry cheer
came he,

For ashes black were crackling where the green whins
used to be,

And stretch’d among the prickly comb, his heart's blood
smoking round,

From slender nose to breast-bone cleft, lay dead his good
greyhound !

¢ They've slain my dog, the Philistines ! they’ve ta’en my
bonny mare!”

He plunged into the smoking hole; no bonny beast was
there— .

He groped beneath his burning bed (it burn’d him to

the bone,) h
Where his good weapon used to be, but broadsword there

was none;
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He reel'd out of the stiflin
stone,

And in the shadows of the night
moan —

g den, and sat down on &

"twas thus he made his

“Iam g housele

Nor living thj
Lord :

Yet many g tine were b

‘Who succour'd thep,
succour me, —

He now will sueeq
Name,

'l make the doerg of th
same |

s . rd
Ss outeast: I haveneither bed nor boathc;
g to look upon, nor comfort save

etter men in worse extremity ; a
& . ) wi
. their distress, He now

ur me, I know; and, by His holy

is deed right dearly rue the

behind,
And from {4 thu
the wind ;
And, while T have the life
swear,
Episcopalian rowel shall neyey ruffle hair!
Though Sword to wialq they've loft me none—yet Wallace
wight, T Wis,

mbscrew and the boot you bore me like

you saved, on your sleck flank

n Irvi . N ..
thig tvine side w1’ waur weapon thar
1. 2l

v 59
WILLY GILLILAND,

The limber top he cast away, with all it.s: gen‘r -:f}‘ro:fdim“
But, grasping the thick hickory butt, with spike
' B
shod, ) ‘ .
He ground the sharp spear to a point : then pull’d hi
t=]
bonnet down, -
And, meditating Dblack revenge, set for.h for Carric
town.

i arrick Castle
The sun shines bright on Carrick wall and Carrick Castl

grey, : "
And up thine aisle, St. Nicholas, has ta’en his morning
way,

And to the North-Gate sentinel displayeth far and near

Sea, hill, and tower, and all thercon, in dewy freshness
clear, ; .

Save where, behind a ruin’d wall, himself alone to view,

Is peering from the ivy green u bonnet of the blue.

The sun shines red on Carrick wail and Carrick Castle
Old, I "o f T

And all the western buttresses have changed their grey for
gold; -

And frgm thy shrine, Saint Nicholus, the pilgrim of the
sky oy

Has gone in rich farewell, as fits such royal vota ?t, B

But, as his last red glance he takes down pas
Slieve-a-true £he

He leaveth where l,lG found it first, the bonnet o
blue.

t before the
Again he makes the turrets grey stand ou
. ot
hill ; SR
Constant as their foundation rock, there i
still !
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And now the gates are open'd, and forth in gallant show

Prick jeering grooms and burghers blythe, and troopers
In a row ;

But one has little o

are for jest, so hard bested is he,
To ride the outlaw’

s bonny mare, for this at last is she !

Down comes her master with a roar, her rider with a

groan,

The iron and ¢he hickory are through and through him
gone ! _

He lies g corpse; and where he sat, Hhe - suflew S8
again,

And once more tq his bonny mare he gives the spur and
rein ;

: ;
Then sonie with sword,
and run amain !

But sword anq g0, and whip and spur, that day they
plied in vain !

and some with gun, they ride

Ah! little thought Wil
side

Drew b_‘;‘]lc first, anq Wiped his brow after that weary
ride,

That where he lay like 1
lone,

Broad lands and yeoman tenantry shoyld yet be there his
own :

Yet 5o it was:
E ’ m descendants not a few

Draw birth and lands, and, let me trust, draw love of

ly Gilliland, when he on Skerry

unted brute, a cavern'd outlaw

> ] —! ~ t ﬁ
|0ME, see the Dolphin’s anchor forged—'tis a
white heat now : o
The bellows ceased, the flames ‘decreased

though on the forge’s brow :
The little fTﬂ.m(_‘S still fitfully play throngh the sable

mound ) . o
And fitfully y,ou still may see the grim smiths ranking

round, el ]
All clad in leathern panoply, their broad hands only

et indlass
Some rest upon their sledges here, some work the wi

there.

The windlass strains the tackle chains, the black mound
And rilt;&:r?zbglzg’a hundred veins burst out at every
It rise:?lr:(?u.:rs, rends all outright—0O, Vulcun, what a
"Tis bliildtl)izgl white, ’tis blasting bright—the high sun
The hjzllingii O:ezg !not, on the earth, such fiery fearful

show, ) ..o
The roof-ribs swarth, the candent hearth, the ruddy

lurid row
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Of smiths that stand, an ardent band, like men before
the foe, i1

As, quivering through his flecce of flame, the sailing
monster, slow

Sinks on the anvil :—all about the faces fiery grow ;

“ Hurrah ! they shout ¢« ](3;1,1‘) out—-lc::]_; out;” bung,
bang the sledges go

Hurrah ! the jetted lightnings are hissing high and IUW—T

A hailing fount of fire is strycl at every squashing blow‘,

The leathern maj] rebounds the hail, the rattling cinders
strow

The ground around ;
fountaing flow,

And thick ang loud the sy
pant ¢« hg»

Leap out, leap out
load !

Let’s forge g goodly

Yor a henrt of oalk ig

I see the good ship

The low roet roaring

From sten, to stern

- il
at every bound the sweltering
Hai ’ roke
vinking crowd at every strok
ay 0l
» My masters: leap out and lay

anchor—g hower thick and broad;
hanging on every blow, I bode;
ding all in o perilous road— y
on her lep—tle roll of ocean pour d
» e after geq, the mainmast by the

€re am I.” =
Swing ; J ,
ng n your strokes ip order, It foob aiidl hakd keols
time ;
Your blgy,
8 Make mygj, s 1
i WEOLeP. fav' than any slesple's
chimg , than any D
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But, while you sling your sledges, sing—and let the
burthen be, ps

The anchor is the anvil-king, and royal cruftsmer‘l we s )

Strike in, strike in—the sparks begin to dull their ru

ling red; ;
o 3 ‘
i i i - work will soon
Our hammers ring with sharper din, our work
be sped.

is 'y rich array
Our anchor soon must change his bed of fiery ri u(:h. :L,f
For a hammock at the roaring bows, or an oozy co
clay ;
7 craftsmen
Our anchor soon must change the lay of merry
here, '
ray, 1e sigh-
For the yeo-heave-o’, and the heave away, and tl z
1 ? A
Ing seaman’s cheer ;
r go—far, far from love
When, weighing slow, at eve they go—far, fa
and home ; -
i i r the ocean
And sobbing sweethearts, in a row, wail o'e
foam,

In livid and obdurate gloom he darkcns, dowjn at la:b \:ms
A shapely one he is, and strong, as e’er from ca

0 tl‘usf:(zilsi.:nd trustworthy guard, if thou hadst life like
What Pli:,sures would thy toils reward beneath the deep
o dcvpg;izncﬁit; who might then behold such sights as
The h(;h’itllo}u Iflonster’s palaces! methinks what joy ‘twere
To go I_:I)::mb plunging down amid the assembly of the
And fc‘evlhzlll(:,churn’d sea round me boil bencath their

scourging tails |
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r .
Then decp in tangle-woods to fight the fierce sca
unicorn,
And send him foil’d and bellowing back, for all his ivory
horn :
To leave the subtle sworder-fish of bony blade forlorn;
And for the ghﬂ%l}'-gkinning shark, to laugh his jaws to
scorn :
To leap down on the kraken’s back, where 'mid
l\orweginn isles
Hp lies, a lubber anchorage for sudden shallow’d miles;
g;]l snorting, like an under-sea voleano, off he rolls: 1
ear i r . . als
o h;:"i;;lfktis“ ng, a-buffeting the far astonished Sh(?:e
k-br ) o+ or. haply. in & €
s rowsing ocean-calves; or, haply, '1'1"‘5 -cr
To fi "SIOWD, and consecrate of old to some Undiné’s 10¥¢:
'1'2 nd ttllm long-hair'd mermaidens ; or, hard by icy lands,
wre 'ith + ;
stle with the Sea-serpent, upon cerulean sands

0 broad-arm’d Fisher
thine ?

Th : A
i DOI.phlfl weighs a thousand tons, that tugs thy cable

of the deep, whose sports can equal

e ;
And nj : :
night by night, ’tig thy dcligl‘.t, thy glory day by

o day,

rough sah]

3 play—-.e Sea and breaker white the giant game 10

ut shamer of ;

v gu.ve__o our little sportg forgive the name I
sher's s0v :

) IQdB‘GiJOin; 11;22 deﬂfro?r__thine office is to save.

understan g “ea-kinge’ halls, couldst thou but

Whose e the White 1,q

driP;ping- bang, N6 by thy side, or who that
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Slow swaying in the heaving wave, that round about
thee bend,

With sounds like breakers in a dream blessing their
ancient friend—

Oh, couldst thou know what heroes glide with larger
steps round thee,

Thine iron side would swell with pride; thou'dst leap
within the sea !

Give honour to their memorics who left the pleasant
strand,

To shed their blood so freely for the love of Fatherland—

‘Who left their chance of quiet age and grassy churchyard
grave,

So freely, for arestless bed amid the tossing wave—

Oh, though our anchor may not be all T have fondly sung,

Honour him for their memory, whose bones he goes
among !




Sunbright and shady,
Free as the forest deer,
Roams a lone lady:
Far from her castle-keep,
Down in the valley,
Roams she, by dingle deep,
Green holm and alley,
With her sweet presence bright
Gladd’ning my dwelling—
Oh, fair her face of light,
Past the tongue’s telling !
Woe was me
Eer to see
Beauty so shining ;
Ever since, hourly,
Have I been Pining |

I our blithe sports’ debates
Down by the river,
» of my merry mates,
I.“oremost. was ever ;
Skllfull.est With my flute,
HLem,iu}g the maidens
S[‘ﬂ-rlf ning, by moonlight, mute,
01ts sweet, cadence ,

THE FORESTER'S COMPLAINT.

Sprightliest in the dance
Tripping together—
Such a one was I once
Ere she came hither !
Woe was me
Eer to see
Beauty so shining ;
Ever sinee, howrly,
Have I been pining !

Loud now my comrades laugh
As T pass by them;
Broadsword and quarter-staff
No more I ply them:
Coy now the maidens frown
Wanting their dances;
How can their faces brown
Win one, who fancies
Even an angel’s face
Dark to be seen would
Be, by the Lily-grace
Gladd'ning the greenwood ?
Woe was me
E'er to see
Beauty so shining;
Ever since, hourly,
Have I been pining !

Wolf, by my broken bow
Idle is lying,

While through the woods I go,
All the day, sighing,

97
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Tracing her footsteps small
Through the moss'd cover,
Hiding then, breathless all,
At the sight of her,
Lest my rude gazing should
From her haunt scare her—
Oh, what g solitude
Wanting her, there were |
Woe was me
E'er to see
Beanty g9 shining ;
Ever since, hourly,
Have I heen Dining !

That frowns o’er infant Avonmore,
‘When, nigh Loch Dan, two weary men,
We stopp’d before a cottage door.

““ God save gll here,” my comrade cries,
And rattles on the raised latch-pin;

 Grod save you kindly,”” quick replies
A clear sweet voice, and asks us in.

‘We enter; from the wheel she starts,
A rosy girl with soft black eyes;

Her fluttering court’sy takes our hearts,
Her blushing grace and pleased surprise.

Poor Mary, she was quite alone,
For, all the way to Glenmalure,

Her mother had that morning gone
And left the house in charge with her.

But neither household cares, nor yet
The shame that startled virgins feel,

Could make the generous girl forget
Her wonted hospitable zeal.

She brought us in a beechen howl

Sweet milk that smack’d of mountain thyme,

Oat cake, and such a yellow roll
Of butter—it gilds all my rhyme!
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And, while we ate the grateful food,
(With weary limbs on bench reclined,)

Considerate and discreet, she stood
Apart, and listen’d to the wind.

Kind wishes both our souls engaged
From breast to breast spontancous ran
The mutual thought—ve stood and plédged
Tre Mobest Rosg ABovE Locm DAN.

“The milk we drink is not more pure,
Sweet Mary—bless those budding charms !
Than Your own generous heart, I'm sure,
Nor whiter thun the breast it warms!”

She turn’d anq gazed, unused to hear
Such l:mguagc in that homely glen;

But, Mary, you have nought to fear,
Though smileq on by two stranger men.

Not for g crown would T alarm
Your virgip pride by word or sign,
Nor neeq 5 Painful blush disarm
My friend of thoughts as pure as mine.
Her simple he
The words
he stoop’d, g
"Tis all iy, v

art could not hut feel

Ve spoke were free from guile;
he blush’d——she fixed her wheel,
ain—ghe can't but smile !

Just like Sweet April'g g
€T modegt face—T gq

An thOl‘lr‘rh I I{V("
id &
l‘Ict]lin]B ;

awn appears
e it yet—
hundreq years,

S T neyep could forget

THE PRETTY GIRL OF LOCI DAN.

The pleasure that, despite her l}enrli, »
Fills all her downcast eyes with light,
: .
The lips reluctantly apar s )
The white teeth struggling into sight,

The dimples eddying o’er hcrlche?;, T
c ron’t be still I—
The rosy cheek that won : 2
Oh! who could blame what ﬂatt?rLr.i; i]ip'fnl ;
Did smiles like this reward their skill ?

; e
For such another smile, T VoW, g,
Though loudly beats the midnight rain,

o

i
I'd take the mountain-side ¢ en lrlow,
And walk to Luggelaw again!
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HUNGARY.
AUGUST 1849.

of
* would you own the dread rapture
war, . ' o
- Seekthe host-rolliner plain of the mighty Magy

n 1 me
r;. 1 ns co
v °re th(! giants of Yore fI‘OHI their mansio:

down, N
. ‘ I
O'er the ocean-~wide floor play the game of reno

Hark | haplet
In the hurrieq
How the hegy
In their mant

how the earth 'neath their urmamenl’: reels,
ne charge—in the thunder of wheels;
ts of the forests rebound as they pass.ﬂss :
le of smole, through the quaking mor
God | the battle is join’d ! Lord Sabaoth, rojoicfa !
‘recdom thunderg heyp hymn in the battery’s voice—
“In the Soaring hurrah—iy the blood-stifled moan—
Sends the voice of hep praise to the foot of thy throne-
Oh hear, God of freedom, thy people’s appeal ;
Let the edges of slaughter he sharp as their steel,
And th

5 e weight of dCStl‘uction_ and swiftness of fear,
fiead death to his mar); in their bullets’ career !
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As the stars m their courses ’gai.nst S.isexi:: it:?ve,
Fight, mists of the fens, in the sick -131 2 fge -

As Scamander his careasses jﬁung on t uts,below :
Tight, floods of the Theiss, in your torre

As the snail of the Psalmist consuming mvn,y:

Let the moon-melted masses in sd'euco df’(_:ay g

Till the track of corruption alone m‘the :tl]’.‘ o
Shall tell sicken’d Europe the Scythian was

Stay ! stay |—in thy fervour of s;m}mthy fz.zuso,

Nor become inhumane in humanity’s (:xm}sJ - g
If the poor Russian slave have to wrong A
Are the ties of Christ’s brotherhood all to

The mothers of Moscow who offer the br:ﬁs:s of Pest
To their orphans, have hearts, as the 1-1;0 el

Nor are love’s aspirations more tendel.y than the Don.
From the bosoms of youth by the Theiss

, ioen’d
God of Russian and Magyar, who ne'er h:ig&;ﬂ,
Save one shedding of blood for the sins Eou
No demon of battle and bloodsh(?d. art t ].
To the war-wearied nations be pitiful now

ar again
Turn the hearts of the kings-—%et then]:fi[fﬁilﬂi:;
Reap the harvest of peace on his b:!:)ns and lives, f
And if not with renown, with affec clhﬂdren and wives '—
Send the driven serfs home to their
ce moré—
But you fill all my bosom with tutt';l;;gl’s battles o'er !
*d! Wha d!
hat! Gérgey surrender table God !
::rrh;t ! H&;II:IY],U. victoriqus !T_Iusr';l;ow to thy rod.
‘We must wonder, and worship, and.



ADIEU TO BRITTANY.

UGGED land of the granite and oak,
I depart with a sigh from thy shore, . 8
And with kinsman’s affection a blessing 1nvo
On the maids and the men of Arvor.
Tor the Trish and Breton are kin,
Thoukh the lights of Antiquity
In the point of the dawn where th
Of the Bolg, and the Kymro,

pale )
e partings begin
and Gael.

But, though dim in the distance of time
Be the low-burning be
Holy Nature attests us, i
On heart and on visag

acons of fame,

n writing sublime

¢, the same,

In the dark-cye-lash’
In the open look, 1

In the face’s fine ov
Of the sensitive,

d eye of blue-grey,
nodest and kind,

al veflecting the play
generous mind,

am
With thy Moy

s and Josephs T roam,
In Companionghiy e

L gentle and friendly I scem,
As with Patrick ang Brigid at home,
Gl'erﬂn, meadow-fregh, stremny—bright land !
+ hough greener meads, valleys ag fair,
¢ at homg, yet the home-yearniy o heart will demand,
Are they blest as in Brittzmy fhet;o 2
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Demand not—repining is vain : %
Yet, would God, that even as t mtlcd At
In thy homeliest homesteads, co‘nten e
Were the green isle my thoughts are

But T call thee not golden: let gol?. }
Deck the coronal troubadours twine, —"
‘Where the waves of the Loire .:md Gartc: gy
Through the land of the white wheat a

@oes up
And the fire of the Frenchman goe eem i
To the quick-thoughted, dm‘}f-'ﬂ[}i‘hi:;:z i
While Glory and Change quaffing )
Challenge all things below and on ng

Leave to him—to the vehement manRhonc’_
Of the Loire, of the Seine, of thfa P

In Tdea's high pathway to ma.rcl,l n;hrowni
To o'erthrow, and set up the o'er

Be it thine in the broad egien w{;?:ve trod,
That the world's simple' sanrS ceable days,
o walk with soft stops, living peaces
And on earth not forgetful o

st
Nor repine that thy lot has bc'enﬁc; ooy
With the things of the old tu]I.: iy S
Tor to thee are committed tl}e' ey
Oh grey monumental Arvor:

i tones
Yes, land of the great Sl;a:nélmvge f ’
It is thine at thy feet t:;[) ?;:wa’ s
From thy earlier shepher ; i :1 =t
The giant, far-stretching

lchre-thrones
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Where, albroad o’er the gorse-cover'd lande
Where, along by the slow-breaking wave,
The hoary, inscrutable sentinels stand
In their night-watch by History’s grave.

Preserve them, nor fear for thy charge;
From the prime of the morning they sprung, . "
When the works of young Mankind were lasting a1
large,
As the will they embodied was young.

I have stooq on Old Sarum :* the sumn,
With a pensive regard from the west,

Lit the beech-tops low down in the ditch of the Dun
Lit the service-treeg high on its crest :

But the wallg of the Roman were shrunk
Into morselg of ruin around,
And palace of monarch, and minster of monk,
Were ceffaced from the grassy-foss'd ground. l

Like bubbleg in Ocean, they melt,

O Wilts, on th : :
) ¥ long-rolling plain,
And at 144 but the wopg of ‘Fho hand of the Celt
And the SWeet hand of Nature remain.

E‘%l;tio: though, Portentous gnd strange,
On 1 ifozumour o-f :‘,roublesomo sounds,

S h_“’“-’!’ gliding, the Angel of Change
. his dusky wings wide o’ep thy bounds,—

* 2
So; 6:orlmawn, ie, Service-tree-fort.
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He will pass: there'll be grass on his track,
And the pick of the miner in vain {
Shall searcl?tho dark void : while t-h'c stones of Carnac
And the word of the Breton remain.

Farewell: up the waves of the Rance, '
See, we stream back our pennon of smoke ,'
Farewell, russet skirt of the fine robe of France,

Rugged land of the granite and oalk!
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WESTMINSTER ABBEY.

ls,:ﬁ.
iy T > n} FPTE MBER
N HE;\RING WE EK-DAY SERVICE THERE, SEPTE 2

§IROM England’s gilded halls of state
7 1 cross'd the Western Minster's gate, 1
And,’mid the tombs of England’s dead,
I heard the Holy Seriptures read,

The walls around and pillar’d piers
Had stond well

The words the
Since Christ, a

-nigh seven hundred years ;
priest gave forth had stood
nd since before the Flood. J

The comfort of the Holy Book;
Ten thousga

A thousand hearts around partook !
In lifteq st

nd suppliant hands were spread
one above my head,

In dust decay’d the hands are gone

That fed anq set the builders on ;

In heedlesg dust the fingers lie

That hew'q pyq heav'd the stones on high;

And back ¢, ¢y

he brain that P
ut unde(:ayvd

th and aip resolv’d

lann’d ang pois’d the vault :—
? ereet, and f[lil‘,

ends the buildeq Prayer,
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With majesty of strength and size,
With glory of harmonious dyes,

With holy airs of heavenward thought
From floor to roof divinely fraught.

Fall down, ye bars: enlarge, my soul !
To heart’s content {ake in the whole
And, spurning pride’s injurious t]:rz:ll,
With loyal love embrace them all!

[ Yet hola not lightly home ; nor yet
The graves on Dunagore forget ;
Nor grudge the stone-gilt stull to change
For humble bench of Gorman’s Grange.

The self-same Word bestows its cheer
On simple creatures there as here; o
And thence, as hence, poor sn.uls do ris
In socin] flight to common skies.

For in the Presence vast and good,
That bends o’er all our livelihood,
With humankind in heavenly cure,
We all are like, we all are poor.

His poor, be sure, shall never w.[;nt
For service meet or seemly ch:md

And for the Gospel's joyful sou]l:(1 ;
A fitting place shall still be found ;

’ tones
Whether the organ’s solomr:un—iors
Thrill through the dust o}f ‘ir
Or voices of the village ¢ m.es e
From swallow-haunted eav

’ bones,
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Or, sped with healing on its wings,
The Word solicit ears of kings,

- Or stir the souls, in moorland glen,

Of kingless covenanted men.

Enough for thee, indulgent Lord,
The willing ear to hear Thy Word—
The rising of the burthen’d breast—
And Thou suppliest all the rest.

et steatesteate detedate ottt 2

VERSIONS AND ADAPTATIONS.

= Ga




THE ORIGIN OF THE SOYTHIANS.

ERODOTUS (‘¢ MELPOMENE 2

A HEN, o'er Riphran wastes the son of Jove

%4 Slain Geryon's beeves from Erytheia drove,

28] Sharp nipp'd the frost, and feathery whirls of
i snow

Fill'd upper air and hid the earth below.

The hero on the ground, his steeds beside,

Spread, shaggy-huge, the dun Nemean hide,

And, warmly folded, while the tempest swept

The dreary Hyperborean desert, slept.

When Hercules awoke and look’d around,

The milk-white mares were nowhere to be found.
Long scarch’d the hero all the neighbouring plain,
The brakes and thickets ; but he search’d in vain.
At length he reach’d a gloomy cave, and there

He found a woman as a goddess fair;

A perfect woman downward to the kmnee,

But all below, a snake, in coil’'d deformity.

With mutual wonder each the other eyed'l

He question’d of his steeds, and she replied :—
“Hero, thy steeds within my secret halls

Are safely stabled in enchanted stalls;

But if thou thence my captives wouldst Temove

Thou, captive too, must yield me love for love. ¥
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Won by the price, perchance by passion sway'd,
Alcides yielded to the monster maid.

The steeds recover’d, and the burnish’d car
Prepared, she said,—* Remember, when afar,

That, sprung from thee, three mighty sons shall prove
Me not; unworthy of a hero’s love.

But when my babes are grown to manhood, w’hercs 4
Would’st thou thy sons should scck a father’s care

The soft appeal c’en stern Alcides felt : — o
And, “ Take,” he said, ‘“ this bow and glittering belt:
From his broad breast the baldrick he unslung,

(A golden phial from its buckle hung ;)

*“ And, when my sons are grown to man's estate,
Him whom thou first shalt see decline the weight

Of the great belt or fail the bow to bend,

To Theban Hercules, his father, send

For tutelage; but him whom thou shalt see

Thus bear the belt, thus bend the bow, like me,
Nought further needing by thy side retain,

The destined monarch of the northern plain.”

—_

He went : the mighty mother, at a birth,

Gave Gelon, Agathyrs and Scyth * to carth.

To carly manhood grown, the former twain
Essay'd to bear the belt and bow in vain ;

And, southward banish’d from their mother’s face,
SouPht lighter labours in the ficlds of Thrace :
bile, far refulgent over plain and wood,

ereuwlean Seyth the glittering belt indued,

L = wga - .
and Ig;(}(zeltm tra.dltmn, the Progenitors of the Firbolgs, Picts

S respectively,

THE ORIGIN OF THE SCOYTHIANS.

Aﬁd, striding dreadful on his fields of’ SNOW,
With aim unerring twang’d his father shbow.
From him derived the illustrious Scythian name,
And all the race of Scythian monarchs came.




THE DEATH OF DERMID.

IRISH ROMANCE.

INTRODUCTORY NOTE.

s v ] i
ts; ’J'«-ﬁ ING CORMAC had affianced his daughter Grami
BA % B to-qu' son of Comhal, the IFinn Mac (Cloole 0
. Il'mf_l. and Fingal of Seottish tradition.
addition to his war-like :mcmnp[isluncnts, Finn
was reported to have obtained the gifts of poetry, second-
%ght’. and healing in the manner referred to 010“'1'
1-“ his personal introduction, his age and aspect proveC
c}splms‘.’]g to Grania, who threw herself on the gallantry
2“3139”1”(1’ th? handsomest of Finn’s attendant WI{I‘I'IO”'
:iuit Eld:‘{‘{:"-’d him reluctantly to fly with her. Their plll'"
imtivoyr t_ulm forms the subject of one of the most pOI?lllill
Dormidmsl L romances. In the course of their wanderings
Aqomid, having pursued a wild boar, met the fate Of
imu."—,"in;v.t:oijo ﬂlil:[cars to have bezn his prototype in Celtic
rival's death n_‘mn, arriving on the scene just [mforc
of the tale, ; gives occasion to the most pathetic passage
from the which, at this point, is comparatively free
the characteristics of s Bl
BELACHIT > toy s paite o f A vulgarity and extravagant”
of the oriein ‘le I?St of the composition. The inciden
however, aoe: ng:,c fo}:lowed in the piece below, whlgll,
nal may b - profess to be a translation. The or1Z-
O’Grad. ¢ perused in the spirited . of Mr.
E ady,—*“ Publication pirited version 0L .
vol. il p. 185. Tt ja frg of the Irish Ossianic Society,
tr&dlti()n d_ra-‘vs ita is from this Dermid that I{lghlﬂn
genealogy of the clan Campbell,—

“The
race of brown Dermid who slew the wild boar.”

his
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THE DEATH OF DERMID.

1 ERGI NN on the mountain found the mangled man,

Y !4’# The slain boar by him. ¢ Dermid,” said the
Mo king,

It likes me well at last to see thee thus.

This only grieves me, that the womankind

Of Erin are not also looking on :

Such sight were wholesome for the wanton eyes

8o oft enamour’d of that specious form :

Beauty to foulness, strength to wealkness turn’d.”

e _Yet in thy power, if only in thy will,
Lies it, oh Finn, even yet to heal me.”

¢« How 2"

“ Feign not the show of ignorance, nor deem

I know not of the virtues which thy hand

Drew from that fairy’s half-discover'd Tl

Who bore her silver tankard from the fount,

So closely follow'd, that ere yet the door

Could close upon her steps, one arm was in ; 1

‘Wherewith, though seeing nought, yeb touching all,

Thou grasped’st half the spiritual -world ;

Withdrawing a heap'd handful of its gifts,—

Healing, and sight prophetic, and the power

Divine of poesy : bub healing mosb

Abides within its hollow :—virtue such

That but so much of water as might wet

These lips, in that hand brought, would meke
. i in

Finn, from the fountain fotch me -thy, po

A draught of water and I yet shall live:

Le me whole.
.
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“FI‘IO\V at these hands canst thou demand thy life,
Who took’st my joy of life ¥ 7

e : *t She loved thee not:
& e she did love and doth; and were she here

She would so plead with thee that, for her sake,
Thou wouldst forgive us both and bid me live.”

“TI was a man had spent my prime of years

In war and council, little bless'd with love;

Though poesy was mine, and, in my hour,

The seer’s burthen not desirable ;

And now at last had thought to have man's share

((])f marriage blessings ; and the King suprcm'e.

‘;ﬁ':nazl,lhad p']cdged his only daughter mine;

ik ;11 ht?u, w1t1_1 those pernicious beauty-gifts,

Didst ’i:inmf white tusk there hath somewhat spoil'd;
er to desert her father’s house,

And roam the wilds with thee.”

: «¢ Tt was herself,

glf'a;;;l’ the_ Prircess, put me in the bonds
: BehoI’:l c,h“'”'h' y .to share her flight.
(And so ’thShO said, ‘he is an aged man,
I, ou art, for years will come to all;)
When'car)éouné".‘ and, at the Beltane games,
Of Brea, T ry Liffacher did play the men
O noasnatoh & hod,
Adalaars thn Tara’s champions * win the goal ;

ee love that day, and still will give.’

FLE0)

i 7 Tara’s ch 2

is champi » .
Preserved. pions,” ar ghasra Teamhrach, The idiom
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S0 she herself avow’d. Resolve me, Finn,

For thou art just, could youthful warrior, sWworn
To maiden’s service have done else than I?

No: hate me not—restore me—give me drink.”

“I will not.”

“ Nay, but, Finn, thou hadst not siid

‘I will not,’, though I'd ask'd a greater boon,
That night we supp'd in Breendacoga’s lodge-
Remember : we were faint and hunger-starved
From three day’s flight ; and even as on the board
They placed the viands, and my hand went forth
To raise the wine-cup, thou, more quick of ear,
O’erheard’st the stealthy leaguer set without;

And yet should'st eat or perish. Then ‘twas I,
Fasting, that made the sally; acd ‘twas I,

Fasting, that made the circuit of the courk;

Three times I cours'd it, darkling, round und round ;
From whence returning, when I brought thee in
The three lopp'd heads of them that lurk’d without—
Thou hadst not then, refresh’d and grateful, said

I will not,” had I ask’d thee, ‘ Give me drink.’ 4

* There springs no water on this summib bald.”

ot tho= standest on,

€ N
ine paces from the sp t—bubbles clear.”

The well-eye—well thou knowest 1

Abash’d, reluctant, to the bubbling we}l TcoA's
Went Finn, and scoop'd the water in Dis P‘th:;h ¢
Wherewith returning, half-way, B e i
Of Grania, and he let the water spill
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““ Ah me,” said Dermid, ** hast thou then forgot
Thy warrior-art that oft, when helms were split,
And buckler-bosses shatter'd by the spear,

Has satisfied_the thirst of wounded men ?

Ah, Finn, these hands of thine were not so slack
That night, when, captured by the king of Thule,
Thou layest in bonds within the temple gate
Waiting for morning, till the observant king
Should to his sun-god make thee sacrifice.

Close-pack’d thy fingers then, thong-drawn and squceze'-1|

The blood-drops oozing under every nail,

When, like a shadow, through the sleeping priests
Came T, and loos’d thee: and the hicrophant

At day-dawn coming, on the altar-step,

Instead of vietim straighten’d to his knife,

Two warriors found, erect, for battle arm’d."”

Aguin abash’d, reluctant to the well

Went Finn, and scoop’d the water in his palms,
Wherewith returning, half-way, came the thought
That wrench’d hin: ; and the shaken water spill'd.

*“ False one, thou didst it purposely ! I swear
I saw thee, though mine cyes do fast grow dim.
Ah me, how much imperfect still is man !
et S!.}ch were not the act of Him, whom once
On this same mountain, as we sat at eve—
izzgnﬂ?t ;}’I”‘y“t see the knoll that was our couch,
Thou Bhso E’W from the spot where now I lie—
Sudden e.:; ey shuddering, when the scer’s i,
In vision of 01(1)1(1 as hail, assail’d thy soul
For all mz ’t at Just. One crucified
Thou saw(:;ts Er?:gog;ng’ which, once again,

4 Tmac, struckin Rossnarce.”’

THE DEATH OF DERMID

Finn trembled : and a third time to the well

Went straight, and scoop’d the water in his palms;
Wherewith in haste half-way return’d, he saw

A smile on Dermid’s face relax'd in death.




THE INVOCATION.
LUCRETIUS.

P4 0Y of the world, divine delight of Love,

stands

See, fishy seas, and fruit-abounding lands;

Bringing to presence of the gracious sun

All living things : thee blights and vapours shun,
And thine advent : for thee the various earth

Glows with the rose; for thee the murmurous mirth
0? ocean sparkles ; .and, at thy repair,

Diffusive bliss pervades the placid air.

FO"’_ see, forthwith the blandness of the Spring
Begins, and Zephyr's seasonable wing

“rﬂ.'ﬂtOHS abroad in primal lustihood,

Sll}lﬁ \_vi_th sweet pangs the wing’d acrial brood

Of pairing birds proclaim thy reign begun ;

:'[I';hence through the fields where pasturing cattle ruth
T(l)ll.?:hlfge S-O.ft frenzy, all the savage kind,

g the s “;111{11 th}-’ tremors in the wanton wind,
Cleavmf b f"fplﬂlns, or through the rushing floods o
R ]nob f;“' t ways; thou, who through waving WO
Ot nestll'm ains, fishful seas, and leafy bowers
Mu]cinglgﬁgiiz S tRan joyouslionty
Bereinatad: feca.n;-:gge’ b1rd., beast, and man
_ me ;—aid thou my plan.

5 Who with life-sowing footsteps soft d(?sb u-;olve"
2 Through all the still stars from their siding

ARCHYTAS AND THE MARINER.

HORAT. 0D. T. 28.
MARINER.

‘,HEE, of the sea and land and ansumm’d sand
The Mensurator,
ALY
=2=Ml| The dearth of some poor earth
hand
Detains, a waiter
For sepulture, here on the Matine strand ;
Nor aught the better i
Art thou, Archytas, now, in thought to have spar

Pole and equator!

from a friend's

ARCTIYTAS,

The sire of Pelops, too, though guest and host
Of Gods, gave up the ghost:
Beloved Tithonus into air withdrew :
And Minos, at the council-board of Jove
Once intimate above,
Hell holds; and hell with stxx
Constrains Panthoides, for all his lore
Though the shield he bore :od fane
In .’i‘ro];g.rn jousts, snatch’d from the tiﬁred
He testified that death sl:-]y_s nought W2
A d skin; & .
1h]§\?é f‘t::ri);isnf:ivti:; and his ghield in vain:

strict embrace anew



124 VERSIONS AND ADATPTATIONS.

For one night waits us all; one downward road
Must by all feet be trod:

All heads at last to Proserpine must come:
The furious Fates to Mars’ bloody shows
Cast these ; the seas whelm those:

Commix'd and close the young and old troop home.
Me also, prone Orion’s comrade swiff,

The South-wind, in the drift.

Of white Illyrian waves, caught from the day :
But, shipmate, thou refuse not to my dead
Bones and unburied head,

The cheap poor tribute of the funeral clay !

So, whatsoe’er the East may foam or roar
Against the Hesperian shore,

Let crack Venusia’s woods, thou safe and free;
While great God Neptune, the Tarentine’s trust,

And Jupiter the just,

With confluent wealth reward thy piety. ' 1
Ah! wouldst thou leave me ? wouldst thou leave, indee®
Thy unoffending seed

Under the dead man’s curse ® Beware! the day
May come when thou shalt suffer equal wrong :
Give—’twill not keep thee long—

Three handfuls of sea-sand, and go thy way.

\e a:’"g% o

Sk

VERSIONS FROM THE JRISH.
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VERSIONS FROM THE IRISH.

INTRODUCTORY NOTE.

N apology is necded for the rudeness of some of
the following pieces. TIrish ppetieal remains
consist chiefly of bardic compositions and songs
of the country, of which the examples here given
could not be candidly rendered without some reflection
of certain faults of the originals. The former class have
Inherent vices resulting from the condition of tb_olrproduc—
tion, The office of the bard required skill in music, a reten-
tive memory, and a knowledge of the common forms o‘f
Panegyric rather than original genius, A large propor-
tion of these compositions consisted of adulatory odes
addressed to protectors and patrons. Many of the best
musical performances of Carolan are associated with wor d;'.
of this character, and exhibit an incongruous umnion o
noble sounds and mean ideas. It has been usal i
glving him and the later harpers : -
well merit for originality and fertility in the Plcf.f
gf ‘melodies, to include their odes and sgngio

oelic genius, in the commendation; u
of the comp;)sitions are generally madihgpPgnthg::n-
gfllite.rles and the conventionalifies n?ich. alike ; and it

1e images and sentiments are 10 a s the trouble of

o e e orig-inaileg?{?;g;tszggyof the ladies of

the translat In ce T0-
families Whoorl;.a.tronrizcad him, Carolan ]mﬁi; 1111%‘: (ﬁl;ogthy
uced a few pieces in which the W?rdlfemc;hﬂ-rms of grace
of the music. He was sens:bé: Poﬂme of distinguishing

and virtue, and although in
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B?S(?;ﬁ?:g;gf%‘??c 8.{1(1 vulgar forms of praise, has .iu these
a great - rfIrcL.SS ef( genuine Scntlmf}nt:_s of admiration with
united iﬁ llTl 'Ebo natural and u{icchc):na:tc tenderness—
ful m{lsic u’o ¢ remembered, with original and bcau,t’x;
althone ¢ ne of these pieces * Grace Nugent
ugh too full of the stock phrases of the adulatory
su}ui)‘ol 1s perhaps the most pleasing of its class. In
%‘&1}:315{511{1’% Ol?ee : fll_'li)s_ male patrons also, in “The cupP, 0
s 3 _' - .c - + - - . ) 2L ’lf
to his friend’s \va\s;-lliifillsmt?e- Olfg‘m'.lh? i 11n tmnsiglulnlﬁ;
e S i p the praises which were L
annis ho  PArAGIIA excellencies. Itisamong the cout ry
of CTm’.ract“ ever, that the greatest amount and variety
bt Geve .teubt-lc composition is found. In these we nmsf‘f
pieccg go:n quite so much refinement as 18 found in the
have bomlpgs‘ed by the bards and harpers, most of W tvl.
cily been lt-msmlttcd in writing ; for the songs bave
ool ke ?lﬁzs’crvcd orally by the pqusnntl'y_, %
homely t-qstu..x y prefer such versions as suited their mofc
EvOr: Biatn %3‘1 1f others of a more refined 'chzn'actcr l_zrt"é
srobiabis th s By ot now fortheoming: bub %y
e endly af :;t all times the songs of the native Ir_lsh
Sisia . 4 0 lt)lc same ll_omely deseription as'thosc whic
thore e:;ig?;d efore the introduction of English malmel-“i‘:
individuals Ofmhnlmosb COlllpllefe.pcrson:ll_cquuhty amono,,f
the west of T fi ranks. It is still usual in some par Shc
Cheisting o reland for the native porulation to 186 U
may be the ﬂrllllcl? of those to whom they speak, whatever
tive mﬂ.l'lm:}_»stmwil of the person addressed. These prio?
of ex131'<cssinr-ﬂ'(lnm-'t(‘d of but little difference in the 1m0 e
moderate nl?ol\( eas common to all; and, if we mak
these pieces ha: fade for tag corl:upt.ions wlpch mos i
more or less mfllmldergonc in their transmissions throus
shall probabl tl)lemus SCllel'st.‘Jo:]s of the populac® “;C
indexes of thgt e safe in taking them as apprqxuﬂﬂ_-
the castle as w(_none.and taste of native Irish socicty: in
of many judges i as in the cabin. It has been the opinio?
1s the one 11105?:,n f0r1t1c15m that such a state of manners
poetic faculty CﬂvOl:lrllblg to the dovelopmcnt of the
S Qrtﬁlnly’ the lyrical PiCCCS Pl.oduccd

e i

*Seﬂ
Page 1
i t See page 16V,
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during such a phase of cociety afford a fuller insight into
the humours and genius of & people than the offspring of
It is not probable that

any other period in its progress,

the rural populace will ever again produce anything
comparable to these effusions of a ruder age: though the
cultivated intellect and taste of the upper class, using the
vohicle of a more copious though less fluent language and
applying itself to the wider range of ideas incident to an
advanced state of civilization, may fairly hope to attain a
much greater excellence : for, to suy the fruth, notwith-
standing the strength of passion and abundance of senti-
ment and humour expressed in the country songs of the
Trish, they have little vigour of thought and but & mod-
erate degree of art in their structure: but not even the
gongs of Burns express gentiment more charmingly. Even
in those dedicated to festivity and the chase, a sweetb n.ud
delicate pathos mingles with the ordinary topics, which

it is difficult to catch in translation, as it is in music to
define or analyse the characteristic tones and turns of the

melody., The g(:nel’{l]. structure of the melody is, with
i A writer to whom Ireland

few exceptions the samein all.

is largely indebted in almost all the 'depnrtn}cnts of art
and literature, Dr. Petrie, thus describes their peculiar
arrangement. They are formed, for the most pfu't, of
four strains of equal length. The first, soft, pathetic, and
subdued ; the second acoends in_the scale, .zmd becomes
bold, energetic, and impassioned ; the third, a Tepetition
of the second is sometimes & little varied and more florid,
and leads, often by & grnceful or melancholy passage,

the f ich is always a 1€ otition of the first. The
e o Fzentin (L}ysu.ndl'zruly compared the effect

game writer has bcﬁlutifu]l ot b a ol eing
of the last part following the B0 d and surets oo :
of the seclz)nd and third, to the dlssomu?’;h?m%"%ﬂ;
showers of a summer cloud. 510 :

is often reflected in thed itﬂ(lic“i;"m%u
beeinnine plaintively an enderiy ; ess
in c\'rehem%nlz',c, and subsides with it 10 renewed tendern
at the conclusion of the stanzi. .
Jody runs through nd rustic but

the sentiment and melo
. 3 b naive &
lowing pieces, as, 10T example the b b sbserved in

tender song of The Coolun,

- ______.r——r__—————'-"
* Seo page 138.
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the passi .
thl:; E:;zqufllngclf](l strain ¢ Cean Dubh Declish,” * where
with 0i1g%1:)tlfoc.n{1d%!c part of the picce is also ?ssociufe_d
tute a peculiar 'f;' duplications of therhythm which constl:
difficult in EIL”]][}'jfLCtUL‘ls_tlc_ of Irish song-writing. Itis
crassitudes whil?l il to imitate these duplications and
inal. where m‘_‘.‘ give so much of its effect to the orig-
syllables ar(; oft‘ ing to the pliancy of the sounds, soveral
rhymes and co -?I.l’ as it were, fused together, and internzl
the line : ‘h“‘-sl_)(mdcnccs produced within the body of
: such as, for example, in ** TLe Boatman.” T

Oh Whi

LU‘U]\:;;-:iﬁn,trough, bold-faced rock, that stoop'st o'er the bay,

Saw ye eve:-L the new barque beneath me cleaving her Way i

Bout made ‘;fﬂant?-c,u ({E river, 'mid the mounting of sprayy . 4
to-day, eo that urges through the surges lile min

On the tide-top, the tide-top

€@ 3 .
Af]i?ggllgsﬁz' , e Whillan, “a reck I have ever been;
But of all t.h;}_tm]fy wateh, each day, o’er the sea-wave green;
Tty Shalt war ever of barques and of galleys have seer,
ges through the surges beneath you to-day 15 queen
On the tide-top, the tide-toP:

Iti S .
anmtlgﬁ;ss"g',‘:f;“““t fact that some of the best of t]ze_nﬂh"_"’
men in OutTm:rlPPCm' to have been the compositions ¢
Lf-‘itl'iml” 1 fr'y and n  misery. In the *° County
desire; and ge car of famine mingles with the ardour ¢
sentiment of “ftl'u;ly and poverty enter largely into t
of this class of ashel of Munster,” | A large number 2150
Some of thes compositions are Songs of humble life:
the rusticity o(%'t!i;wh as ** Youghall Harbour,” § despite
and Sensibiijt,y T :;101’1“5, bespeal much generous feehllé’r’

e made that tilpm , as regards all, the observation mity

ully various, ex )yflm wedded to strains of music wonder”

production eitlier of )] and sweet to mative ears. ThO
as now wholl v of melodies or of accompanying words

¥ ceased; and the language itself, within

anothey ¢
5 generati L
Ireland, lom, will probably be no longer spokcn i

-

*
SEB Ppa,
ge 161, +Soapye
, puge162. fSeepage156. § Seepag® 150-
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DEIRDRA’S FAREWELL TO ALBA.
OLD IRISH ROMANCE.*

bl R ( AREWELL to fair Alba, high house of the sun,

ty yﬁ" Farewell to the mountain, the cliff, and the
A dun;

Dun Sweeny adicu! for my love cannot stay,

And tarry I may not when love cries away.

Glen Vashan! Glen Vashan ! where roebucks run free,
Where my love used to feast on the red deer with me,

‘Where rock’d on thy waters while stormy winds blew,
My love used to slumber, Glen Vashan adieu!

Glendaro! Glendaro! where birchen boughs weep
Honey dew at high noon o'er the nightingale’s sleep,
Where my love used to lead me to hear the cuckoo
'Mong the high hazel bushes, Glendaro, adieu!

Glen Urchy! Glen Urchy! where loudly and long
My love used to wake up the woods with his song
While the son of the rocl,T from the depths of the dell,
Taugh’d sweetly in answer, Glen Urchy, farewell!

St El e w i P s S

* The tale of the tragical fate of the sons of Usnach, from
which this and the following piece have been taken, may be
geen in the Transactions of the Therno-Celtic Society,”
Dublin, 1808 ; and in the « A tlantis.” Dublin, 1860.

+ Son of the rock, ie. Echo.
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Glen Etive! .
mmin{f_f{ Gl?n Etive! where dappled does roam,
Where with m the green sheeling I first call’d a home;
ke s me fmd my true love delighted to dwell,
made his mansion, Glen Ltive, farewell ! i

Fa

Ofl‘:]:‘;eg.)ll to Iflch Draynach, adieu to the roar

e Fia:{:} billows bursting in light on the shore ;
gh, farewell! for my love cannot stay,

And
nd tarry I may not when love cries away. DEIRD
RDRA’S LAMENT FOR THE SONS OF
i TUSNACH.

OLD IRISIL ROMANCE.

|0 lions of the hill are gone,

] R And I am left alone—alone—

osll| Dig the grave both wide and deep,
TFor I am siclk, and fain would sleep!

The falcons of the wood are flown,
And T am left alone—alone—
Dig the grave both deep and
And let us slumber side by side.

wide,

B The dragons of the rock are sleeping,
Sleep that walkes not for our weeping :
Dig the grave, and make it ready;

Lay me on my true

-love’s body-

Lay their spears and bucklers bright
ight;

By the warriors' sides ar
Many a day the three before me

On their linked bucklers bore me.

——
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J’La,y upon the low grave floor

Neath each head, the blﬁe cl’aymore :
Many a time the noble three ,
Redden’d these 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.

In the falcon’s jesses throw
Hook and arrow, line and l;ow°
Never again by stream or plain’
Shall the gentle woodsmen go.

%wect companions ye were ever—

_Wst.;:(]; to me, your sister, never ;

= s :1.nd wilds and misty valleys
ere, with you, as good’s a palace.

g:éeio hear my true love singing,
Like thas sound of trumpets ringing :
Roll'd ]?iﬂ“’ﬂ»y of ocean swelling

s deep voice round our dwelling.

Oh! t '
pek Cc[) cl)l:rar the echoes pealing i
e green and fairy sheeling,
b e th_ree, with soaring chorus,
the silent skylark o’er us. l
|

fz}:li) a1'110\’.,?, sleep, morn and even— |

Ardan’s();e enchant the heaven !—

e t1ps are scant of breath |
ongue is cold in death, ’ i

DEIRDRA’S LAMENT

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

Frin'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,
TFell clan Usnach, bought and sold,
Tor Barach’s feast and Conor's gold !

Woe to Eman, roof and wall!
Woe to Red Branch, hearth and hall !—

Tenfold woe and black dishonour
1se clan Conor !

To the foul and fa
Dig the grave both wide and deep,
Sick I am, and fain would sleep!
Dig the grave and make it ready,
Loy me on my true love's body !

TOR THE SONS OF USNACH.
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THE DOWNFALL OF THE GAEL
O’GNIVE,* BARD OF O'NEILL.
Cir. 1550.

Y leart is in woe,
And iy soul deep in trouble,—
For the mighty are low,
And abased are the noble:

The Sons of the Gael
Are in exile and mourning,
Worn, weary, and pale,
As spent pilgrims returning ;

Or men who, in flight
From the field of disaster,

Beseech the black night
On their flight to fall faster ;

Or seamen aghast
When their planks gape asunder,
And the waves fierce and fast
Tumble through in hoarse thunder;

==t =S N | T B

* O (s
O'Guive, now Agnew.

THE DOWNFALL OF THE GAEL.

Or men whom we see

That have got their death-omen—
Such wretches are we

In the chains of our foemen |

Our courage is fear,
Our nobility vileness,
Our hope is despair,
And our comeliness foulness.

There is mist on our heads,
And a cloud chill and hoary
Of black sorrow, sheds
An eclipse on our glory,

From Boyne to the Linn
Has the mandate been given,

That the children of Finn
Trom their country be driven.

That the sons of the king—
Oh, the treason and malice i—

Shall no more ride the ring
In their own native valleys ;

No more shall repair
Where the hill foxes tarry,
Nor forth to the air
TFling the hawk ab her quarry:
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VERSIONS FROM TIE IRISH.

For the plain shall be broke
By the share of the stranger,

And the stone-mason’s stroke
Tell the woods of their danger;

The green hills and shore
Be with white keeps disfigured,
And the Moat of Rathmore
Be the Saxon churl's haggard!

The land of the lakes

Shall no more know the prospect
Of valleys and brakes—

So transform’d is her aspect !

The Gael cannot tell,

In the uprooted wild-wood
And red ridgy dell,

The old nurse of his childhood :

The nurse of his youth
Is in doubt as she views him,
If the wan wretch, in truth,
Be the child of her bosom.

We starve by the board,
And we thirst amid wassail—
Tor the guest is the lord,

And the host is the vassal !

THE DOWNFALL OF THE GAEL.

Through the woods let us roam,
Through the wastes wild and barren ;
We are strangers at home!
We are exiles in Erin !

And Erin’s a bark
O'er the wide waters driven !
And the tempest howls darlk,
And her side planks are riven !

And in billows of might
Swell the Saxon before her,—
Unite, oh, unite !
Or the billows burst o'er her!
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O’'BYRNE'S BARD TO THE CLANS OF WICKLOW. 141

Want of conduct lost the town,
Broke the white-wall'd castle down,
Moira lost, and old Taltin,

And let the conquering stranger in.

"Twas the want of right command,
Not the lack of heart or hand,

o’ 03 f ]
BYRNES BARD TO THE CLAKS OF Left your hills and plains to-day
WICKLOW. ‘ "Neath the strong Clan Saxon’s sway.
Rl !‘ Ah, had heaven never sent

4y 0D be with the Irish host, L Discord for our punishment,
}b,"j M| Never be their battle lost! | Triumphs few o'er Erin’s host
=l For, in battle, never yet Had Clan London now to boast !
Have '[‘,hey busely Cﬂl‘n’d defeat. |

; Woe is me, tis God’s decree
Strangers have the victory :
Trishmen may now be found
Outlaws upon Irish ground.

Host of armour red and bright, |
Muy ye fight a valiant fight - |
For the green spot of the earth,

For the land that gave you birth.
Like a wild beast in his den

Lies the chief by hill and glen,
While the strangers, proud and savage,
Criffan’s richest valleys ravage.

Who in Erin’s cause would stand,
Brothers of the avenging band,
He must wed immortal guarrel,

Pain and sweat and bloody peril.
Woo is me, the foul offence,

Treachery and violence, }
Done against my people’s n{;hts-—
Well may mine be restless nights !

2

On the_mountain bare and steep,
Snatching short but pleasant sleep, '
Then, ere sunrise, from his eyrie,

Bwoopi .
ooping on the Saxon quarry. When old Leinster’s sons of fame,
i L]
What although you've fail'd to keep I:E:Ie;.gs oi;; ;_né;::%i;kziﬂim d
edden

giffey‘? plain or Tara’s steep,
Oashel 8 pleasant streams to save,
r the meads of Croghan Maev ;

On the Gaul, my soul exults.



VERSIONS FROM THE IRISIH,

When the grim Gaul, who have come
Hither o’er the ocean foam,

From the fight victorious go,

Then my heart sinks deadly low.

Bless the blades our warriors draw,
God be with Clan Ranclagh !

But my soul is wealk for fear,
Thinking of their danger here.

Have them in thy holy keeping,
God be with them lying sleeping,’
Go'd be with them standing fighting,
Erin’s foes in battle smiting!

-3

2
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LAMENT OVER THE RUINS OF THE

ABBEY OF TIMOLEAGUE.

JOHN COLLINS, died, 1516.

NI and weary as I wander’d
= By the bleak shore of the sea,
>| nleditating and reflecting

On the world’s hard destiny ;

=G

Torth the moon and stars 'gan glimmer,
In the quiet tide beneath,—

For on slumbering spray and blossom
Breathed not out of heaven a breath.

On T went in sad dejection,
Careless where my footsteps bore,

Till a ruin'd church before me
Open’d wido its ancient door,—

Till T stood before the portals,
Where of old were wont to be,
For the bling, the halt, and leper,

Alms and hospitality.



VERSIONS FROM THE IRISH.

Still the ancient seat was standing,
Built against the buttress grey,

Where the clergy used to welcome
Weary travellers on their way.

There T sat me down in sadness,
"Neath my cheek I placed my hand,

Till the tears fell hot and briny
Down upon the grassy land.

There, I said in woeful sorrow,
‘Weeping bitterly the while,

Was a time when joy and gladness
Reign’d within this ruin'd pile;—

Was a time when bells were tinkling.
Clergy preaching peace abroad,
Psalms a-singing, music ringing
raises to the mighty God.

Empty aisle, deserted chancel,
Tower tottering to your fall,

Many a storm since then has beaten
On the grey head of your wall!

Many a bitter storm and tempest
_H&S your roof-tree turn’d s.way,
Bince yon first were form’d a templs

To the Lord of night and day.

SRR . Ny
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LAMENT OVER RUINS OF ABBEY OF TIMOLEAGUE.

Holy house of ivied gables,
That wert once the country’s pride,
Houseless now in weary wandering
Roam your inmates far and wide.

Lone you are to-day, and dismal,—
Joyful psalms no more arc heard
Where, within your choir, her vespar

Serecches the cat-headed bird.

Tvy from your eaves is growing,
Nettles round your green hearth-stone,
Foxes howl, where, in your corners,
Dropping waters make their moan.

Where the lark to early matins
Used your clergy forth to call,
There, alas! no tongue 18 stirring,
Save the daw’s upon the wall.

Refectory cold and empty,
Dormitory bleak and bare,
Where are now your pious uses,
Simple bed and frugul fave ¥

ot, Tule and order,

Gone your abb
tones ;

Broken down your altar s
Nought see I beneath your shelfer.

Save a heap of clayey bones.
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Oh! the hardship, oh! the hatred,
Tyranny, and cruel war,
Persecution and oppression,
That have left you as you are !

1 myself once also prosper’d;—
Mine is, too, an alter'd plight;

Trouble, care, and age have left me
Good for nought but grief to-night

Gone, my motion and my vigour,—
Gone, the use of cye and ear;

At my feet lie friends and children,
Powerless and corrupting here:

Woe is written on my visage,
In a nut my heart would lie—
Death’s deliverance were welcome—
Father, let the old man die.

—

o —

L(-(Q NCHANTER who reignest

Supreme o’er the North,
Who hast wiled the coy spirit
Of true music forth ;
In vain Kurope’s minstrels
To honour aspire,
When thy swift slender fingers
Go forth on the wire !

There is no heart's desire
Can be felt by a king,

That thy hand cannot mateh
From the soul of the string,

By its conquering, capturing,
Magical sway,

For, charmer, thou stealest
Thy notes from a fay!

Enchanter, I say,—
Tor thy magical skill
Can soothe every SOITOYW,
And heal every il :
Who hear thee they praise thee;
They weep while they praise;
TFor, charmer, $rom Fairyland
Tresh are thy lays !



GRACE NUGENT.

CAROLAN.

From all the rest of womankind.
Whomsoe'er the fates decree,
Happy fate! for life to be

Day and night my Coolun near,
Ache or pain need never fear!

Her neck outdoes the stately swan,
Her radiant face the summer dawn :
Ah, happy thrice the youth for whom
The fates design that branch of bloom !
Pl.eusa.nt are your words benign,

Rich those azure eyes of thine:

Ye who see my queen, beware

Those twisted links of golden hair !

This is what I fain would say
To the bird-voiced lady gay,—
Never yet conceived the heart
Joy which Grace cannot impart :
Fold of jewels ! case of pearls!
Coolun of the circling curls!
Mo're I say not, but no less
Drink you health and happiness !

MILD MABEL KELLY.

CAROLAN.

S HOEVER the youth who by Heaven's decree
‘Has his happy right hand 'neath that bright
head of thine,
"is certain that he
From all sorrow is free
Till the day of his death, if a life so divine
Should not raise him in Bliss above mortal degree:
Mild Mabel-ni-Kelly, bright Coolun of curls,
. All stately and pure a8 the swan on the lake;
Her mouth of white teeth is a palace of pearls,
And the youth of the land are love-sick for her sake!

d in the land

No strain of the sweetest ¢'er hear
voice so enchanting,

That she knows not to sing, in a
That the crancs on the strand
Tall asleep where they stand ;

Oh, for her blooms the rose, and the lily ne'er wanting
To shed its mild radiance o’er bosom oF hand :
The dewy blue blossom that hangs on the spray,

More blue than ber eye, human eye never SAW,
Deceit never Jurk’d in its beautiful ray,—

Dear lady, T drink to you, slainte go bragh !



THE CUP OF O'HARA
CAROLAN.

'ERE T west in green Arran,
Or south in Glanmore,
Where the longships come laden
With claret in store;
Yet I’d rather than shiploads
Of claret, and ships,
Have your white cup, O’Hara,
Up full at my lips.

But why seek in numbers
Its virtues to tell,

‘When O’Hara's own chaplain

. Has said, saying well,—
T1_1r10gh," bold son of Brian,
.Sxt ye down, boy, again,

Till we drain the great cupaun
In another health to Keane.” T

* Turlogh Carol
an, the composer.
1 Keane O’Hara, the patroxll).
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THE. FAIR HAIR'D GIRL.

IRISH SONG.

Sl T sun has set, the stars are still,

I 2’@* The red moon hides behind the hill;
4l The tide has left the brown Dbeach bare,

The birds have fled the upper air;
TUpon her branch the lone cuckoo

Is chaunting still her sad adieu ;

And you, my fair hair'd girl, must go
Across the salt-sea under woe !

I through love have Jearn'd three things,
Sorrow, sin and death it brings;

Yet day by day my heart within

Dares shame and SOTTOW, death and sin:
Maiden, you have aim’'d the darb ‘
Rankling in my ruin’d heart:

Maiden, may the God above

Grant you grace to grant me love!

Sweeter than the viol’s string,

And the notes that blackbirds sing;
Brighter than the dewdrops rareé

Ts the maiden wondrous fair:

TLike the silver swans at play

1s her neck, as bright as day!

\Woe is me, that g'er my sight
Dwelt on charms SO deadly bright!



PASTHOEEN FINN.
IRISII RUSTIC SONG.

&

I, my fair Pastheen is my heart’s delight,
Her gay heart laughs in her blue eye Dbright;
Like the apple blossom her bosom white,

And her neck like the swan’s, on a March morn bright !
Then, Oro, come with me! come with me ! come "
with me!
Oro, come with me ! brown girl, sweet !
And oh! I would go through snow and sleet,
If you would come with me, brown girl, sweet:

Love of my heart, my fair Pastheen !
%I:l?: :iletili:s are red as the rose’s sheen,
= ;’ ps have tasted no more, I ween,
an the glass I drank to the health of my gueen !
Then, Oro, come with me! come with me! come
with me!
2:31, (:1)1]1'131 with me ! brown girl, sweet!
T x\;oul‘(;ould go _through snow and sleet,
come with me, brown girl, sweet

e

L g b
T'he emphasis is on “ come.”

-

<
)

PASTHEEN FINN. 19!

Were I in the town, where's mirth and glee,
Or "twixt two barrels of barley bree,

. With my fair Pastheen upon my knee,

'Tis I would drink to her pleasantly!
Then, Oro, come with me! come with me! come
with me!
Oro, come with me ! brown girl, sweet !
And oh! I would go through snow and sleet,
1If you would come with me, brown girl, sweet!

Nine nights I lay in longing and pain,
Betwixt two bushes, bencath the rain,
Thinking to see you, love, once again ;
But whistle and call were all in vain !
Then, Oro, come with me | come with me! comeo
with me!
Oro, come with me ! hrown
And oh! I would go throug
If you would come with me,

girl, sweetb !
h snow and sleet,
brown girl, sweet !

T’ll leave my people, both friend and foe;

Trom all the girls in the world I'll go;

But from you, sweetheart, oh, never ! ol no!

i1l T lie in the coffin, streteh’d cold and low!
Then, Oro, come with me! come with me! come

with me!

Oro, come with me
And, ob!I would go
If you would come with m

1 brown girl, sweeb!
through snow and sleet,
¢, brown girl, sweet !



MOLLY ASTORE.

IRISH SONG.

' \F|FT, Mary dear, oh, Mary fair,
i Oh, branch of generous stem,
Z4  White blossom of the banks of Nair,
Though lilies grow on them !
Youw've left me sick at heart for love,
So faint I cannot see,
The candle swims the board above,
T’'m drunk for love of thee!
Oh, stately stem of maiden pride,
My woe it is, and pain,
That I, thus sever’d from thy side,
The leng night must remain !

Through all the towns of Tnnisfail
T've wander’d far and wide;

But from Downpatrick to Kinsale,
From Carlow to Kilbride,

*"Mong lords and dames of high degree,
Where’er my feet have gone,

My Mary, one to equal thee
T've never look’d upon ;

I live in darkness and in doubt
Whene’er my love’s away,

But, were the blessed sun put out,
Her shadow would make day !

e O —

MOLLY ASTORE.

'Tis she indeed, young bud of bliss,
And gentle as she’s fair.

Though lily-white her bosom is,
And sunny-bright her hair,

And dewy-azure her blue eye,
And rosy-red her cheek,—

Yet brighter she in modesty,
More beautifully meek !

The world’s wise men from north to south
Can never cure my pain;

But one kiss from her honey mouth
Would make me whole again !




CASHEL OF MUNSTER.

IRISH RUSTIC BALLAD.

rich array,

dawn grey;

My bitter woe it is, love, that we are not far away

In Cashel town, though the bare deal board were our
marriage-bed this day ;

Ob, fair maid, remember the green hill side,

Remember how I hunted about the valleys wide;

Time now, has worn me; my locks are turn’d to grey,

The year is scarce and I am poor, but send mc nots
love, away !

Oh, deem not my blood is of base strain, my girl,
Oh, deem not my birth was as the birth of the churl;
Marry me, and prove me, and say soon you will,
That noble blood is written on my right side still!

5 'D wed you without herds, without money, OF

CASIHEL OF MUNSTER. 157

My purse holds no red gold, no coin of the silver white,

No herds are mine to drive through the long twilight!

But the pretty girl that would take me, all bare though I
be and lone

Oh, I'd take her with me kindly to the county Tyrone.

Oh, my girl, I can sce ’tis in trouble you are,

And, oh, my girl, I sce 'tis your people’s reproach you
bear :

“Iam g girl in trouble for his sake with whom Iy,

Aud, oh, may no other maiden know such reproach as Tl




THE COOLUN,

IRISH RUSTIC BALLAD.

\ d'H, had you scen the Coolun,
| Wallking down by the cuckoo’s street,
% With the dew of the meadow shining
On her milk-white twinkling feet,
My love she is, and my coleen age,
And she dwells in Bal'nagar;
And she bears the palm of beauty bright
From the fairest that in Erin are.

In Bal'nagar is the Coolun,
Like the berry on the bough her check ;
Bright beauty dwells for ever
On her fair neck and ringlets sleck :
Ob, sweeter is her mouth’s soft music
Than the lark or thrush at dawn,
Or the blackbird in the greenwood sin ging
Farewell to the setting sun.

Rise up, my boy ! make ready
My horse, for I forth would ride,
To follow the modest damsel,
Where she walks on the green hill side :
For, ever since our youth were we plighted,
‘ In faith, troth, and wedlock truo—
She is sweeter to me nine times over
Than orgun or cuckoo !

T

={
THE COOLUN. 139

For, ever since my childhood A
I loved the fair and darling child ;
ut our people came between us,

X And wi')thllucrc our pure love def'{led :

Oh, my woe it is, and my bitter pain,
And I weep it night and day,

That the coleen bawn of my early love
Is torn from my heart away.

Sweetheart and faithful treasure,
Be constant still, and true;
Nor for want of herds and houses '
Teave one who would ne‘cx.' leave you:
T'll pledge you tllle hlscsshfd Bible,
ithout and ele within, 3
Tl:'u‘j;l 11111(:: faithful God will proylde for us,
Without thanks to kith or kin,

ve, do you remember
OllV"i;ll?eane lay all night_alon.e, P
Beneath the ash in the winter c;isdor O,Q e
When the oak wood round ; grwu :
No shelter then from the blast ha :
The bitter blast or sleei:iJ
own to wrap &
Blml:nrygcoafs round our feet.

out our heads,




YOUGHALL HARBOUR,

IRTSH RUSTIC BALLAD.

D NE Sunday morning, into Youghall walking,
| Al T met a maiden upon the way ;

. 4]

TN

> Y Her little mouth sweet as fairy music,
Her soft cheeks blushing like dawn of day !

T laid a bold hand upon her bosom,

And ask'd a kiss: but she answer'd, *“ No :
air sir, be gentle ; do not tear my mantle ;
"Tis none in Erin my grief can know.

F

*“*Tis but a little hour since T left Youghall.
And my love forbade me to return ;

And now my weary way I wander
Into Cappoquin, g poor girl forlorn :

Then do not, tempt me; for, alas! I dread them

Who with tempting proffers teach girls to ronm
Who’d first deceive us, then faithlesg leave us,

And send us shame-faced and bare-foot home.”

2

You shall have
Cloak anq ca
And if Gogq ple
Byanay ye,

a lace cap like any lady,
puchin, too, to keep you warm,
ase, maybe, g 1itt]e baby,

o nestle within your arm,”

S P AT A S S S
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T RO T,

CEAN DUBH DEELISH.*

i i darling,
darling, darling, d A
blackbhcad my heart above;
the thyme for fragrance,

2 UT your head,
¢l Your darling s
38 Oh, mouth of honey,  foxoe

Who, git,h heart in bmast:r coi::}df i‘e;j(; 3;:5 v
3 Lettmgh efl;;remost of our gay young ethee ‘-
For ,ue];,; l(:au,ve a hundred, pure l?ve, éo:;linﬂ'

v t vour head, darling, darling, bzve 18
ta yli o black head my heart a fm,“mme,

kit ? ioney with the thyme for' 101 e
012’\'1111];’ u"ﬁtﬁ heurt i,n breust, could deny ¥oO

-1! P (] 1.€., dear black lle[l(l. !
l'.'On““n» Ed

LA

Cawn dhi deelish



BOATMAN'S ITYMN. 163

Says Whillan,—¢ Since first T was made of stone,
T have look’d abroad o’er the beach alone—
But till to-day, on the bursting brine,
Saw I never a bark like thine,”
On the tide-top, the tide-top, &e.

“God of the air! ” the seamen s_shout, '
BOATMAN'S HYMN. When they see us tossing the brine about:

“ Give us the shelter of strand or rock,' i
Or through and tbrough us Sh: goes with a shock !
YSARK that bear me through foam and squall, On f;hc t1dc-‘t0p, Itiw ::31?1— a?{i'store,
You in the storm are nry castle wall : , W ]11‘1'1‘_}']“?59”' thﬁ PE
Al Though the sea should redden from bottom to top 0"‘ t]“’_ tlchc- bOI:L,t can gail go feor !
From tiller to mast she takes no drop; She is the bo
On the tide-top, the tide-top, ‘
Wherry aroon, my land and store !
On the tide-top, the tide-top,
She is the boat ean sail go leor. *

She dresses herself, and goes gliding on,

Like a dame in her robes of the Indian lawn H

For God has bless'd her, gunnel and whale,

And oh ! if you saw her stretch out to the gale,
On the tide-top, the tide-top, &e.

Whillan, T ahoy ! old heart of stone,
Stooping so black o’er the beach alone,
Answer me well—on the bursting brine
Saw you ever a bark like mine ?

On the tide-top, the tide-top, &e.

L 3 .
90 leor, i.e, abun

dant]
+ Whillan, gL

& rock on the shore negr Blanleand T7a ...



THE DEAR OLD AIR.

. ]I3ut not our love;
= ?hose pensive looks will prize
_— smiles of joy above : ,
4 e?der looks of love shall still
- :&ght and console; 1
Bey?::ih your eyes the tear-drops fill
your love's control,

Of troubl
es past we wi
i will not spealk,

Nor
;‘11?:];:(—, ﬂl'l:‘lS leaning check to cheelk
T sme:lmg tear-drops flow : i
Pl Yyou the dear old Iri i
othing ang 1qy b

0 W. ; y
T 10 ed 80 “UI]. hc,‘n gﬁ. an i
-] Vi d tl iﬂlr,

ou
Wwon me long ago

JISFORTUNE'S
. TUNE’S train may chase our joys,

THE LAP-FUL OF NUTS.

jfi HENE'ER 1 see soft hazel eyes

(A And nut-brown curls,

54 T think of those bright days I spent
Among the Limerick girls;

When up through (ratla woods I went,
Nutting with thee ;

And we pluck’d the gl
From many a bending tree.

ossy clustering fruit

Beneath the hazel boughs we sat,

Thou, love, and T,

And the gather'd nuts lay in thy lap,
Beneath thy downcast eye*

But little we thought of the store we
I, love, or thou;

TFor our hearts were full,
The love that's spoken TOW-

'd womn,

and we dare not own

Oh, there’s wars for willing hearts in Spain,

And high Germanie !

And I'll come back, ere long, again,
With knightly fame and fee:

And T’ll come back, if I ever come back,
Taithful to thee,

That sat with thy white lap full of nuts

Beneath the hazel tree.



Ao

MARY’S WAKING.

OFT be the sleep and sweet the dreams,
And bright be the awaking,
=% Of Mary this wild April morn,
On my pale vigil breaking :
May weariness and walkefulness
And unrepaid endeavour.
And aching eyes like mine this day,
Be far from her for ever !

The quiet of the opening dawn,
The freshness of the morning,

Be with her through the cheerful duy,
Till peaceful eve returning

Shall put an end to household cares
And dutiful employment,

And bring the hours of genial mirth
And innocent enjoyment,

And whether in the virgin choir,
A joyous sylph, she dances,

Or o’er the smiling circle sheds
Her wit's swee

May he by fa.vcuring fate assign’d
Her partner or companion,
¢ one that with qn angel’'s mind
Is fit to hola communion,

t influences ;

-

167
MARY'S WAKING.

Ah me ! the wish is hard to fru.mef!mur,d
But should some youth.’ more fa
Achieve the happiness which 121
Have fruitlessly endeavour d, L
God send them love and length c:l : ¥S,
And health and wealth aboun ;11;3';
And long around their hearth t_o b
Their children’s voices sounding !

Be still, be still, rebellious heart ;
If he have fairly won h%r,und
To bless their union I am?’ 0
In duty and m honc.wm .ﬂin |
But, out alas | *tis all in v1 g
T love her still too dem: :;fl a0
To pray for bIessings w-hlm
So hard to give gincerely.




HOPELESS LOVE,

; INgCE ho_peless of thy love I go
| Some little mark of pity sho“; ;

8ieh]'mrtin g look of pity mild
S Llr:, t-lhrough starless tempest wild
nely hence to-night must go ex’il d
, ed.

g;t even rejected love can warm

Ant; heart through night and storm :

=3 unrelenting though they be -
e eyes beam life on me '

And T will bear that look benign

Nlthm tahls dullﬁly-tloubled bleﬂ.sb bo Shl]
e,

Though
B never, never can thyself, ah me, b
,» be mine !

And .
only one kind parting look bestow.

-‘,

THE FAIR HILLS OF TRELAND.

oLD IRISH SONG.

1 PLENTEOUS place is Ireland for hospitable
cheer,
Uileacan dubh 0!
Where the wholesome fruit is bursting from
barley ear;
Uiteacan dubh O !

There is honey in the trees where her misty vales expand,
And her forest paths, in summer, are by falling waters
fann’'d, ;

There is dew ab high noonti

yellow sand,
On the fair hills of holy Trcland.

the yellow

de there, and springs i'the

Curl'd he is and ringletted, and plaited to the knee.

Uileacan dubl O !
Fach captain who comes sailing &

Uileacan dubk o/
And I will make my journey, if life and health but stand,
Unto that pleasant country, that fresh and fragrant

cross the Trish sea;

gtrand,

And leave your
commant

For the fair hil

boasted praveries, your wealth and bhigh

15 of holy Treland.
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Large and profitable are the stacks upon the ground,
Uileacan dubl O

The butter and the cream do wondrously abound,
Uileacan dubh 0!

The cresses on the water and the sorrels are at hand,

And the cuckoo’s calling deily his note of music blﬂn_d,

And the bold thrush sings so bravely his song i'the

forests grand,
On the fair hills of holy Ireland.




NOTES.

« @iving aught the bard demanded.”

bards were 0 intolerable, that

e than once endeavoured to rid
themselves of the order, put without guccess. 'The
Avir or satire of the bard was deemed an instrument of
physical mischief, capable of destroying the life and property,
as well as the peace of mind, of the person against whom it
was directed. Rather than incur its terrors, the early Irish
gubmitted to bardic exactions which would appesr incredible,
if we did not know that even within the present generation
the same belief in the power of the Bhat (vates) existed in the

East.

[T exactions of the
the early Irish mor

o. Page 14. « Tara Luachra’s hall.”’
t Munster, in the
own: the scene of
ploit gimilar to
) by Cuchullin

- of Persepolis (magna
nions of the Red Branch, in & fit of intoxication,



NOTES.
5. Page 140 < The hither Guael.”
Tar-Gael-—drgyle.

1. Pag :
age 14, The cauldron-pool of Brecan.”

Corrievreakan, the
famous whirl )00’ bl maclsirom of the Oreades, Lik
of its f:ermrsl. %i"h;t n? longer answers to the ancient :c;):}:;z
Cormac’s Glossary is Izlz:l:gresque force of the deseription in
the whole of some of the siln-cled by the inability te translate
1] C'Gi'l'ﬂ'-Brvcaa'n nies,
to the north, i,e, ’
\\'hich chOTnP :

l.e., a o e

the ;on;;iﬂzf‘mtex. between Ere and Alba
G5 T it the different seas, viz., the sca
encompasses Alba at the nor . motth-west, tha ses which
between Ere and Alba north-west, and the sca to the south,

11}1{:2:';‘!: lof & luaithrinde, ﬂl’lldhzzcll;lihbat_ ‘3;011 other after the
eel taivech uried int i
fls to forma gnltfi:; mcldu;hey are sucked down inioti:ll‘:cﬂfrl:;r)!ljﬂiz
its wide mouth g_[‘hu dron, which would recsive all 1' £
their belehing ;‘Dﬂr' © waters are again thrown : r i :;]n .t
clouds, and th;y bn.m(‘?’" and thundering are hear i
. il like a cauldron llp:n a ﬁr:_e’:'“d amid the

5. 3 %4 . e .
ﬂo ]l f f ¢ B
on ] 4 ¢ 1 e stone oF t of D n }'!t![ﬂ

Dunbarton, for
» formerly Ail-Clyde, the stone fort of t}
e Clyde.

G. Iﬂo"e 13. L ”} (4 i,‘ i y Ei_' f
(] e w, lite:”‘??ﬂ surges X
IT 'Ll I precd b(f ow 1]‘(

A feeble eff, ony o
ort to
g convey somethi
ing of i
- . : e ‘c, : the S?lltlil‘y grandeur
u:; details Ofr ;3 1-0 no. ble romance, the trﬂ.cesuof “h ]{ch h.
SWIVIVing in this refreat of the o ¢ :
sons of Ugnach,

NOTES. 176

it might have added something to his own enjoyment of the
scene, but it could not have increased the impressiveness of
his description, *There is a gigantic simplicity about the
whole scene, which would render the presence of these objects

and of that variety which constitute picturesque beauty,
1 know not if Loch Etive could

fringement on that aspect of
g throughout ; nor is there
which might elsewhere

intrusive and impertinent.
bear an ornament without an in
solitary vastness which it present
one. The rocks and bays on the shore,
attract attention, are here swallowed up in the enormous
dimensions of the surrounding mountains, and the wide and
simple expanse of the lake. IHere also, as ab Loch Coruisk
and Glen Sanicks, we experience the cffect arising from
simplicity of formu At the first view, the whole expanse
appears comprised within o mile or two; nor is it until we
find the extremity still remote and misty as we advance, and
the aspect of everything remaining unchanged, that we begin
to feel and comprehend the vast und overwhelming magnitude
of all around. It is hence also, perhaps, as in that singular
valley (Glen Sanicks) that there is here that sensc of cternal
silence and repose, &8 if in this spob creation had for ever slept.
The billows that ate geen whitening the shore are inaudible,
the cascade pours down the declivity unheard, and the clouds
are hurried along the tops of the mountains before the blast,
but no sound of the storm reaches the ear. There is some-
thing in the colouring of this spob which is equally singular,
and which adds much to the general gublime simplicity of the

whole. Rocks of grey granite, ixed with portions of a
subdued brown, rise all round from the water’s edge to the
Cruachan and Buachaill Btive, (i.e. the Herdsman

hich last, like 2 vast pyramid, crowns the whole.
chended distance lends to these solar tints an
hue which seems a8 if it were the locul colouring
and this brings the entire landscape to one
nd broad repose. As no form prol‘zrudes, 80
itself to preak in upon the consistency of

summits of
of Ttive) W
The unapp™
atmospheric
of the scenerys

£ gobriety &

tone ©
a0 colour jntrudes
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the character:

Ane ’Zi“’:‘q:u?ﬁin 1ihc local colours at our feet parlake of the
and sky, is one bg’udand all around, water, rock, and hill,
speaks to the eye zﬂdncss of peace and silence, a silence that
yet even the sunj s ud to the mind. The sun shone bright,
penetrated to thi Eemca.not to shine ; it was as if it had nZver
Gt ghtatad ijpgt since the beginning of time; and, if its
the shore, or the Wulerr; grey rock, or silvered the ripple of
mossy stones, the effect owers that peeped from beneath their
a northern endless twiliwlzi: e ami_d the universal hue, as of
the Western Highlands, Vflr ‘)u;utlgeltgned around.”— Jour in

7. Page 16, <« 17,
; 71
trren now beyond Loch Lurgan, three days
wence fie reach’d his home.”

Loch Lurg:
oan, the pr
of Sanchan was ;.n Sli-I-)-:)esent Bay of Galway. The residence
zo.

. Pac, 1]
8. Fage 18. “ The Coirb of the keys.”

The &
uccessor in :
an
episcopal seat is designated Coiirb, as
g iarb,

the Coi i c
t] < bt ]

9. o .
I age 20 Som d (Iﬂd QUGIZ d wil?fe Cleena 8 wave

In the Irish tri
triads,— it
three waves ( sina) O: tompositions in the Welsh taste, —tl
y— e

f Bri
n are, “‘the wave of Tuath. and the

which D
ean Swi -west an
wift has given ; re hollowed into caver ¢
in his poem, Carberice 22 L0
i tri@ Rupes, an
?

NOTES. 177

accurate though goncrad deseription. TWhen the wind is

north-cast, off shore, the waves resounding in these caverns,
send forth a deep, loud, hollow, monotonous roar, which in a
calm night is peculiarly impressive on the imagination, pro-
ducing sensations either of melancholy or fear.—0'DONOVAN,
Annals of the Fowr Masters, A.D. 1557. The wave of Inver

TRory is now represented by the *Tonns,” which gend forth

almost all weathers from the strand

mouth of the river Bann. The sym-
1 shicld and the surrounding seas of
hose original fancies only to be found
ople.

their warning voices in
of Magilligan, near the
pathy between the roya
the kingdom, is one of t
amongst a primitive and highly poetic pe

1. Page 24. © Duche, in the ransom-races, girt her gravid

loins.”
her instanee of the cruelty of savage manners
which is told with

f Macla,
- in a poem in the Dinnsenehas,
in the Royul

and simplicity
ed in the Book of Lecan,

s alleged to be, in

he Sixth Century.

No more strikit
can be conceived than this story ©
much pathetic force
one of the tracts presery
Irish Academy. The Dinnsen

part at least, a compilation of t

s itself 1

ame with glowing soul,
onchobar,

the eastern wave
f Adnoman.

One day theré ¢
To the assembly of C
The gifted man from
Crunn of the flocks, son 0
Tt was then were brought
Two steeds to which I see no equals,
Tnto the race-course without concealment,
At which the king of Uladh then presided.
Although there were nob the peers of these,

Upon the plain of a yoke of steeds,
iry man said

Crann the rash ha

That bis wife was fleeteT, though then pregnant.
Delain ¥ the truthful mat

| M
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Said Conor the chief of battles,
Until his famous wife comes here,
To nobly run with my great steeds.
Let no man go forth to bring her,
Said the king of levelled stout spears,
Till she comes from the wavy sea,
To save the wise-spoken Crunn.
The woman reached without delay,
The assembly of the greatly wounding chiefs,
Her two names in the west without question,
Were Bright Grian and Pure Macha.
Her father was not wealk in his house,
Midir of Bri Leith, son of Celtchar :
In his mansion in the west
She was the sun of women assemblies.
‘When she had come—in sobbing words,
She begg’d immediately for respite,
From the host of assembled clans,
Until the time of her delivery was past.
The Ultonians gave their plighted word,
Should she not ran—no idle boast—
That ke should not have a prosperous reign,
From the hosts of swords and spears.
Then stript the flect and silent dame,
And cast loose her hair around her head,
And started without terror or fail,
To join in the race, but not its pleasure.
The steeds were brought to her eastern side,
To urge them post her in manner like ;
To the Ultonians of accustomed victory,
The gallant riders were men of kin,
Although the monarch’s steeds were swifter
At all times in the native race,
The woman was fleeter
The monarch’s steeds were then the slower.
As she reached the final goal,
And nobly won the ample pledgo,

with no great effort,

NOTES. 179
She brought forth twins without ddlay,
Before the hosts of Red Branch fort.

A son and a daughter together.

#* & * ® k] &
She left a long-abiding curse
On the chiefs of the Red Branch. y
- * * * -

: .p. 42
REEvVES'S Ancient Churches of Armagh, App. P

5 ing f o Dealga bring
1. Page 25. ¢ Thronging from Dui g
them.”

ng name to Dundalk, the resid.ence _olf
# few better ascertained sites in Irish
1 place of abode of this hero.
f Castle-

, oW called the moat 0
e the woods of Lord

jcuounsly over ! !
ccn-‘s}‘l:’z-ft of the traveller leaving Dundalk

Dun-Dealga, givi
Cuchullin. There are
topography than that of the actud
It is the great ear
town, which r1s€8
Roden’s demesne, o1 the
for the north.

of Rury's race; Y
y dwelling place.

; ho reigned ab Emania,
of Uladh (Ulster) W L
i digree through LOTY Tk
th;zlf; soie of Milesius, 88 othez p;o::x;:gs}
: list 0 -
B nd Heremon. A thirty
Otnb:rEnmnnin before its deatmct}xon;):‘x;
8 0 ] e
compiled from the oldest of té:; Izllshiim;: : é), =
‘ .. Hib. . vol. il. p-
: s e i cession from
b Pubhs}:: dsu.nir of Leide, the fourtecnt!l u; ;Ltl; s
TR
Ly r;r;he founder, has twelve years ass(xg!;or D e
o p.0. 31 ; after whom appears b
in the year B~ 3

i ixty years-
o o reign of 8i
hwmoReeves, jn his learned trac sl
g qoh,” has collected the &
of Armagls

o e
tion of its 0
g of Emant
« xistence

.
.Enlﬂﬁ?l was m

The petty kings
claimed to derive
line of Ir, one of the
Reguli traced theirs b
one of these occupah

A.D. 332,

i hes
¢«The Ancient Chure
tr dences of the early
inal name
a, and of the transl gi
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Enain ;
appea
.N-rzu'mE ilnpli-;jm{ as Hewynna in 1374, as Eawayn in 1524 and
; 133, . s L 524,
The remains ei’t)unlltm'ltstgmscnt corrupt form of ¢ the Navan.’
DR situate in the townl: q ) i
Eglish, about two miles wes nland of Navan and parish of
rapidly obliterated s west from Armagh, are now becoming
ot c'nulu.-i".., A' few years ago, the external (‘it‘cun;
plete. Now thm: lll space of about twelve acres, was com-
has been]c\-c:llcd 1::{:: l 10130 SHixd of e gizouily “)‘e rampart
the plough. Applic?:.; e ditch, and the surface submitted fo
have stayed the dest l(m-wusm“d“ in vain to those whomight
& wir 3 i >
believe that any hi:to;inetmn' they could not be induced to
- = ¢ menuine: . . .
in Ireland. Yet a place witl '"t‘ ‘:"'O‘ th preserving existed
years, ending in the Fo 'tl 18 S e 5 ey
. & Fourth Centar
not easily £ entury of the Christi b, 18
y found elsewhere on this side of the .:iﬂ BRIl BEG
side Alps.

15, Page 28, 1"
3 ge 28, © The Red Dranch House.”

This a
§ appears to hav
nature of a Illilitar-hi:e. been o detached fortress, in the
principal fort Tim ntlll‘ilt';{ and hospital, dependin-‘r on the
s ownland of Cre 2
- cve Roe, i.e., *° Red

Branch,” adjoining the N
L g the Navan on the west still preserves the

1. Page 36. < O
o . Oer Slieve Few.”

A mountai
1mnons P
e o] u{r}dmtmct, the name of which i :
pper and Lower Fews, on t,h(:?_) PEIGSEP\':(I ]n'.
! orders of the

counties of I,
= outh and A
1
northern bardic romances nugh, the scene of many of the

15, Page ks
ge 37. ¢ Croghan’s Host.”

Ra
Qrect:ﬁ Emghan, the residenc
il ¥ Bochaid, father f-
comvzlmscribed in the O b
T date, exist t
unty Roscommon e

e cf [

Mucvlhe Reguli of Connaught-

& - Its remains, including

gham charact , ¥

i e cter, and apparently of
1-west of Tulsk, in the
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6. Page 37. * Binding him in five-fold fetter.”

Thi.s, in the expressive form of the Irish idiom, is termed ¢ the
fettering of thefive smalls.” The quaint translator of Keating
(MS. Lib. R.LA.) thus describes the performance of a simil:r
Oper_aticm on Cuchullin by the hero Curoi, from whom he had
Ci}rrled off the beautiful Blanaid: «Chury forthwith pursued
him into Mounster, and overtaking them both at Sallchoyde,
t%xc two matchless (but of themselves) clinmpions edged of
.elﬂler.‘ syde by the stinge of love towards Blanait, and
impatient, each, of the competition of a corrival about her, fell
t(? a single combat in her presence, which soe succeeded (as the
victory in duells tryed out to a pointe usually falleth out of one
side) that Chury, favoured by fortune, and not inferior for valour
to any that till that time ever upon equall tearmes mott him,
¢ bound him upp hand

r hand of Cuchulluynn, h
, that, trymming of his tresses

further disgrace and discom-—

wraining the uppe
and foote with such o perligation

with his launce (asa marke of his
fiture)he took Blannaitfrom thence quietlyinto West Mounster.”

Elsewhere he uses the foreible expression in reference to the same
proceeding—* leaving him £0 jar_r,ramcu(cr?, he went,” &e. Of all
tho translations of Keating this has most of the characteristic

simplicity and quaintness of the Irish Herodotus.

« On the fair gren of Moy Slaught.”

assembly among the Pagan Trish,
£ their reputed principal idol called
f Crom's overthrow by Saint
tite life of the gaint,

17, Page 38.

A very ancient place of
and scene of the worship &
Crom Cruach. From the story ©
Patrick, found in what i8 called the tripar
it would appett that the stones which repres

i i ior i1l in situ at th
his twelve inferior demous, were 811 d :
ition of that work, which i8 gaid to be of the S;x-bh
« When Patrick saw the idol from the water, which
idol, he
ard, and when he uppraached near the idolh
uih 1 it did not

lay the gtaff of Jesus ont him, an
) bent pacl from {he attempt upon

compos:
Century-
ig cailed
raised his arm® to
reach i, he (e Crom



182
NOTES.

his right side ; :
mark of the s’tafigrlilie:ﬂs t'o the sonth his face was: and the
the staff did notleave P(ﬂx.lstg;) on his left side still, '3113}1011"11
the other twelve idol ﬂtrmk.?lmnd: and the earth 5“'“]10“'2d
condition in c0mmems to‘ their heads; and they are in that
& o s, 4 showo?i,t;?-,n;fe?e o ff acle:” o pregnant picce
eromleac, ab this early ti
Sl o foptures for i i gl e Fibsasisg B
kind the writer of.tl . If.i 4 I_J]ainly to & monument of that
Tl i e -1;3 tl‘l'p.urute life alludes in this passage
’.the district around thta ;12:1‘: r Ehe 1’1{1in of Moy Slaught 4x\'.—i"t1;
in the parish of Templeport]zzdcg;::i;icfoé r:.B ill}'“‘ﬂce‘;o“m“
avan,

15. Page 40.
Daily in secluded leisure, {ill ‘7‘ Bkching 1o wslai 5
s e reach’d the marl at last.”

“ Oillioll
Conall Cﬂr’fli:;;k;;h husband that Meauffe had, being killed by
T rl;tyrcd herself to Inish Clothran, an .Slmji
E:I;illf] in a well Etanﬁt ‘;ﬂd aft]fjl‘wn.l'd used d&}"ly t; bath
S anlioy g neere the entry of th lak

like . ery morning : e same lake,
fehthe W"li and Dflbme‘he vie Cﬂnchuva}i’r fw, lt.c_omemg 0
thrid, which for th?:u ye brym thereof t,,nkin}:r;;ftt“ly came
measure and length f purpose he carryed ‘Vithb} by a lyn.nen
adioneing to Ul:;;el- rom thence to the other .dllm, the right
Ulster, and 'by the ’Sand carrying that meast s1de .Of th.ﬂt I_nke
of ground, and at same setting forth juqt{ 1re WI.th hl.m into
stakes, with an g ellther end of that 1ym‘3 ﬁy the like distance
Pple at the top of one of t,h;:.ni t“;(’ ]wocf;deu

, he daily after”

ward made i
it hi
shoot at 8 constant A
ye ﬁpple exercise with hi
- is hand-bowe to

perfect, tha till bi continua
:]fll::rwnrd, :ml;: n;:xf:r IITBSEd hisn;;::dlgl:x bt e e
Sh:;;): Ulster and thoag;e ?eeti“g being nl;poien;t, znd e
T rea:ll at Innish Cl“t]: _Coﬂuaght, on the aide bebwe.ene
utions to the rain, to be near M e of the river
Propositions movyed eauff, to receive
ed of the other part

NOTES. R i

1.mto them, fforbuid coming thither with the Ulidians, hi
;?lgln:;yr:;n, and watching his opportunity, of o certain morn
formeg over ye lake Mcal'lffe bathing of herself, as sh
e lj)’ accuﬂstomed ‘to doo in the same well, and thereupo:
bo’ o8 6p8 a of his long-expected gaine, fitting Lis hand

we with a stone, he therewith so assuredly pitched at bi
mark, that he hitt her right in the foreheud, and by tha

devised sleight instantly killed her, when she little suppose
ving (as formerly i

or feared to take leave with the world, ha
declared) had the power and command of all Connaght 8
)-'e.ara in her owne handes.”' —I EATING, O Keariicy's Versio
Lib. R.I.4.

Inis Clothrain, the scene of this shocking treachery, is 10?
known as Quaker's Teland. Tradition preserves the place 0
Maev's assassination, but the well has disappeared.—Se
O Donovan’s LS. Collections for the Ordnance Survey of Ireland

Lib. R.I.A., vol. “Roscommon.”

“ When he gmote the amorous Conor, bowing

10. Page 4L.
Sfrom his distant stand.”

The late professor O'Curry has fixed with landable accurac
the locality of this act of savage warfare, at Ardnurchar. i-e.
« the height of the cast,” In the county of Westmeath. Th
whole story of the gling-ball, of its nature and materials, ©
the chance by which it came into Keth's possession, and of the
use he made of it, forms & remarkable chapter in the histor)
of parbarian manners.— Fide 0O'CURRY, Lectures oF the MS
Matcrials of Ancient Trish Historys P 593.

o, FPage 48. ¢ They turw’d the maledictive stones.”’
use among the Lusitanion as well as the
hich Dr. Q'Donovan records an instance
ar 1836, in the island o

tice in

clts, ond of W
as late a8 the ye
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Inishm .
objectgu;;af‘_:vzi nt‘]:e .coust of Sl_igo. Among the places and
Custel, or cyclo e'e m.cludcd within the pre-christian stone
clacka breea ie Pf:]‘m citadel of the island, he mentions the
6f Variatia, s mdsp“m"{l stoned. ' ''They are round stones
not be easily' rc’c;:n ;rra“ge_d in such order as that they can-
cannot be reckon ?1110 ,and if you believe the natives they
if I understand L-eheah f:ﬂl_ These stones are turned, and
inhabitants on ce tlrfl Tlghtl_w:,', their order changed by the
to wisk go;d or evi: :(:I:;ho?cam?“"" when they visit this shrine
Ordnanee Surzvey, Lib, [\’.e}.rAn_elghboul'ﬁ-"—.’1[.5‘. Collections for

21, Pag Vi
1. Page 48.  Spread not the beds of Brugh for me.”

The princi
Brugh,p\vhii:lllmi "‘emﬂery of the pagan Trish kings was ab
bank of the Bo;::s ti have been situated on the novthers
extends from the n' -:1 series of tumuli and sepulchral cairits
beginning, accordi eighbourhood of Slane towards Drogheda,
book of B’ull m tmg o .tlm ancient tract preserved in the
p- 102) wit}{ t;) Ql(Petnc, R. T. Trans, R.I.A. vol. xX.
king Of, the ’l‘u'.]L:hngdlw])ﬂagda’ or ““Bed of the Dagds,” &
good reason, to be th(; anaan, supposed, with apparently
Gr:;ngc. This and thevzlililjlc;?,‘:; tumulus now called New
to be the on B ng cairn of Do r
Qistinetly refleiull;{;g:hthw sepulchres in the wcs[:v ;?Eﬁfgge
preserved. The mro- pﬂrsomg. whose names ars historically
chambers and gau; A which cover the stones of their
;‘;m Gavrinis tﬂmtfl'eiel::.r;z? Hl .V‘;f}' closely with those of

b Maeitins mariaker, i .
long a.n]i:iz;h:rl:hmonuments appear f:’o ill(f:t?ny, .ljh;
between one of ¢ Roman Conquest; and i e i

of the Tntest of ‘Uit i 1is resemblance

yiie- asczibed b group ﬂn(} these quast

y Irish historic tradition to

Pyramids on the Bo
an e
Poch, goes far to show that a founda-

an eu.rly ante-christi
tion of fa 11 B relan
C und(tll(!ﬂ TahB early hlﬂtor? of I 1 d

NOTES, 185
%0, Page 52. ¢ to where
The Danaan Druids sleep.”

Trish historic tradition abounds with ullusions to the Tuatha-
de-Danaans, i.e., the god-tribes of the Danaans, an early race of
conquerors from the north of Europe, versed in music and poetry,
as well as in the other then reputed arts of civilised life. They
are said to have reached the shores of the Baltic from Greece
by the same route supposed by the pseudo Orpheus to have
been taken by the Argonauts, and by which Homer also seems to

have conducted Ulysses. A Greek taste, however derived, is
certainly discoverable in the

arms and monuments ascribed
to this people. Popular mythology regards the race of fairies
and demons as of Danaan origin.

¢« [When full tides lip the 0ld Green

Plain.”’

., Page 3.

The plain of Moynalty, Manh n'ealta, i.c., the plain of the
cultivable from the

(bird) flocks, 18 said to have been open and
the other pluins which Fad to be freed from
colonists. Hence its ap:

ver” the north-eastern
t of Meath.

beginning ; unlike
their primmvnl forests by the early
pellation of the 01d Plain. It extends 0
part of the county ¢f Dublin, and castern par

o, Page 5% s 4 Jing did on Jier labour look,

</ ¥
And she a Jairy seem’d.’

A liberty has here been taken with the tmditionnry‘rigkts
§ King (Cormac and his wife Eithne, with whose m¢ mories the
o E:: we idyll preserved by Keating ought p‘rcipcrljlr to be
p'lctufc;gd The garrd implicity of the original 18 well
associated.

reﬂectcd dn e luing Vie Enna

s q the dau :
IaidR ot £ Cuirccbry Leoffiochairl, che being the

i i { Buickiodd & remarlkable and much Ep.ok('n
alth, ability and bountifull dispo-
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sition of entertaini
aining all sort
who lyved in those d. ortes of people comeing to hi g
oppen hospiltal-f!je dayes in Leinster, and wn;na to' }us‘ g
Eonae: 1 s lﬂl 1-13at he constantly kept a ::?E];ddlc.ted t.o
indifferently f e fire boyling of meate, both ; IIOH P
y for all them that came t,o his 1;18' N Imdhduy
s house, which

dollbtl BSe b:y invi

(2} an .

man tl]ﬂ.t klnd prot:ured i b
y (o] ee

“This Buicki
ckio .
stance had sevendg together with his other wealth and sub
& peece, with an ayryes of one hundred nnd. f t:m it
gearrans, and oth oL Proportion of } e
Ealls e free. t; cattle thereunto; and at I;ZI;S:IBS;]’.""]?M,
: N rth this hos-
Plfl_meness-:o and libn? lﬁl‘-'ns soe played upon in Ttbuaei:'rllc:iq
Leinster, that they freallty .by the chieftaines and noblgs Olf
some would take :'qu . lc-nhng with their adherents his house
a great number of hi ¥ with them a drove of hi ]'- i
ol e ;m stood mares and rearra i q;lnc, i
1is hors rron :
they soe fleeced bar:)O:;CS, that, in requital of El‘li:nfrczulmm‘:
1e gOU(} man, that they left him“:::h:
the goods that he ever possessed ;

remov 2 overis
sided et(clJ f;(:n ?un Boickyodd, 10\'111121;8(1 h;, o
i o certaj : ¢ in hi o

rtain wood lying neere Km:ixfgzo.sl)e;\}ty 1}10 re-
ananas in eath, ac-

e a s mo !
Cormoc;k ﬂtr}li ]c.“n'}"?d thither nl?i:nsf said adopted daughter
king lyving aoraomiy izWKllendcs of cattle.
eananas in those

days, this
honest Bajcki
s 2 aickio !
vynges and protection, el-[1 for to shelter himself under his

himself hig wife and g
good while in g conten::l:

and finding himselfo 80 ymp

ghter i
;euuz;sznoihlz;t wood, where lyvinge 2
fe, Withne did as humbly

d cont);n:{’ng in that state, on a day
g tl:t?:d :(111.0110 by himselfe to
£ oy adiacent landes and

8 accustomed for his
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iz:z_’;r (il;:li:ilquﬂuhne milking of he.r enid flosterfather’s few
5 she performed after this manner. She had two
vessollsiund with one of them she went over the seven cowes
and filling the same with the first parte of their milek (as thc’a
choysest parte thercof) she again went over them with the
second vessell, and milked therein their second milck till by
that alternate course she drew from them all the milck that
they co.uId yield, the K. all the whyle being ravished with his
good liking of her care and excellent beauty and perfections,
beholding of her with admiration and astonishment, and she
I.mt neglecting her service for his presence, bringing the milk
into the cabyn where Baickiodd and his wife layd, returns
forth from thence again with two other cleane vessells and a
boule in her hand, and repayring to the water next adioining
to the house she filled one of those vessels with yo water
bancke of ye ryver and the other with the
e middest of that streame or waltercourse,

and brought them both soe flled into the cabyn, and coming

forth the third tyme with a hook in her hand, she began
therewith to cutt ruishes parting (them) still as they fell in her
way into severall bundells the long and short rushes asunder,
and Cormock all the while beholding her (as one taken with
the comaunding power and captivity of love) at length asked
of her for whom shee made that selection both of milek, water,
and rushes; whereunto she answered that it was done for one
that shee was bound to tender with better respeets if it lay in
her power to perform, and that her performances that way
were but fryday requitalls to the effectual obligation of love
and beholdingnesse wherein she was inviolably bound unto
him, and thercupon th desirous to continue
his further talking with her (such is the wonted effect produced
a liking when they take any firme footing) and
o finde out whom she soe kindly favoured,
ame was that she soe respected, who
Baickiodd Brugh, and the king further
he was the same man of that name

running next to the
water running in th

ere
e king being both

by love an
withall willing t!
asked he
mlaweururl
ning

T 'whﬂ-t his n
t—l]ﬂt he was

questio her whether
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:ilitt;igxe]llnster was f{unous for his wealth and oppen hespital-
re},l e :hc te_llmg bim that he was the very same man, then
Si:} im'd She km? you are Eithne his adopted daughter. I am
m},’ e se. o na 5:00[1 hour sayed the king for you shall be
o mi;w)zw:: (;;an?a}];,uiu);ed Eith{:}xe, my disposall lyeth not
. n m Fosterts i =
comaund, unto whom they both fgrth\\?iig:igiz;r?nzmt‘lcr kl'mf‘
expressed his said intention to Baickiod and ob?ul' 'ie" 11“:1
gcfod allowance marryed Eithne and gratified her ffo f;l~"lf'l:’ 1“3
thh. a territory of land lying neare Tharragh (TUé--Lr o
Twaith Othraim which he held during hi: life mzifdcntlllui
U . s . i

gﬁ;‘:z:aqit:xzrdaltDreqms;te Csolemnityes being cclobrut(_:g

19ine aifer re unto Cormocke a g alle 2
L.wﬂuchﬂir who grew to be worthily fam‘(l)u':o:llnilu'll‘l-d ‘C‘fu"b‘:}'
his tyme.”— 275, 75, R.7A. - -

The townland of Dunboyke,

: nea A P .
of Wicklow, still rotains the name of 15 01 11 the county

ame of the hospitable Franklin.

o5 Page 54. ¢ T, angry Sand-Bull's roar.”

The sand- : 5

e Oht;i:;m:i{s on either side of the estuary of the Liffey
the hollow bell 1 names of the North and South Bulls, from
easterly and sg:t?lmlg' =a'Ofmcl there made by the brcak;rs, in
the adjoining aj ge-r ¥ winds. The North Bull gives name to
Meadow —cc?l b strict of Clontarf-—Ciuqiy Tarbh, i.e. Bull's
TR ,t e !.‘ﬂted 'for the overthrow of tj ‘D N

» by the native Irish under king Brian Bur; I

%. Page 53, ¢« 7y,
. i€ great gree s
green ratl’s ten-acred tomb

Lies heavy on pjs urn,”?

At this da i

¥ there i i
Tk G,wr;s a difficulty ip distingnishine the remains
. ars to have stoodcon the uiup;!
él.le Hyge Boyne on the west.
e, ;t;:a_rhperli:herl in the battle of

1eh - celebrates ¢

¢ battle,

It appe

-2y
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whatever be its age, assigns the rath or earthen fortress as
the grave of Oscar, the son of the bard.

We buried Oscar of the red arms
On the north side of the great Gavra:
Together with Osear son of Garraidh of the achievements,

And Osear son of the king of Lochlann,

And him who was not niggardly of gold,

The son of Lughaide the tall warrior;

We dug the cave of his sepulcbre,

Very wide as became a king.

The graves of the Osears, narrow dwellings of clay,
The graves of the sons of Garraidh and Oisin ;

And the whole extent of the great rath

Was the grave of the mighty Oscar of Baoisgne. ) )
Transactions Oss. Soc. vol. i. p. 135

or. Page 57. ¢ Atharna's lay has perished so,

Though once,” dc.

The story of Atharna is found in the trndibio;:ry c;]:)oc;:io;:s
under the title Azh-cliath, i.e., Hurdle-ford. -Waf “j.;-cker_’
and for the use of his flocks, that t.he ford (?rhwcir‘onﬂ i
work was constructed across the Liffey, whic n‘n?:eb'tsdgthc
name to Dublin. The Leinster pct)pl'e wh'o mf ﬂthl i
right bank of the Liffey, resented the invasion ot e' E

i d between their king Mesgedra,
and great strifes ensued be

i i 3 -ho espoused the cause
and Conor Mac Nessn king of U]fstt?l', w 5p e

f Atharna. Mesgedra was ultlmatcl_.}' slain by u:;_ o
E ‘ho was sent into Leinster in aid oi: t?le bardic !
o put Atharna’s own poetical denunciations ;vetll'o c::[\{s:;
Passte ible to the Leinstermen than the swords o ; he e,
i i jons. ‘‘He continued,” sny.slthe trac -mt °
Branch champ o, <¢for a full year to satirize tln? Leinster
Book of Bu]l}'mof ;;dities upon them; £ that neither corn,

ine Tatd

men, and bring i
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{g;;l:z; ;z:l afol;atfe grew for them that year.” The miraculous
it v,-}?en %e c}ms‘.q were continued down to the Tifteenth
“n nglﬂ_gﬂ };ellr o(;n Stanley, Lord Licutenant of Treland,
o tg;m ﬁuve to have been dispatched within & space
= n e ,:m w’:s'ecl:ks-by an _Aeir composed against him
imer” O’Higgin, head of a bardic family in West-"

T];?:;?:; wlc‘l;(c)zo ica‘r.'rl;:a l?d; been driven by the English of

58 Annals of the Four g
I-L.mmmm’s Stat. of Killk. 55, ;’:" 'jl'l;{:;!e;;;ﬁzd(;fmg 1.L-] $,a0d
prmf:d the flat district of Meath, Dublin, Kildare mge\g\;fll}flﬂm'
i:leﬁi r:otlen'l for'm, Bray, the name is now c,onﬁnedmto (::;Tc
Hend.n ;2’:\31;::::%:2:&0:; ‘andléts ‘ﬁne promontory of Bray
‘ i , it is said, the residence of Tion, gor
c:fﬂ%tia:::;nl, fi};e Fin M.uc (?ool of Irish, and] Fingal of Sco,tt,izl:
gy .d. [t name is stll} preserved in the hill of Allen, and
2 radition affects to give the name of the builder by whom
was constructed.—O'Curry, App. 573.

. Page 62. ¢ Tirawley, and abroad

From the Moy to Cuun-an-fod.

That is from
the ri
C‘amﬂ-an-foid-duibhc 1'_]13‘1’81. S e B et
Mayo and Sligo a.r.e tukfuxifnmcﬂtff e e L ;
e, rom the son and gr i
Sligo, ie.grso1 co:lleczlf btl_la families of O‘Dowil:ndHTOiI; OIfEDnth'lJ
v a softened pronunciation from I‘ic""l(.ﬂl, r111
‘idchra,

son of Dathi ; and Tir-. :
Ty ir-Awley in like manner from Amhalgaid

22. Pag
ge 63. “ Was the wind from Barn
"RE-NA-Ge
der Tirawley,” .

Barna-n

-na-gee, ie.

southern side oi’ , the gap of the winds, is a pa 1
s gs on the

Nephin i
mountain, on the road to Castlebar

I ==
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0. Page 63. ¢ Since William Conguer's days.”

«William Conquer,” i.e, William Fitz Adelm de Burgho,
conqueror of Connaught.

L4 .
a1. Page 67. « And slew him at Cornassack.”’

“'I_'his is etill vividly remembered in the country, and the
spot is pointed out where Teaboid Maol Burke was killed by

the Barretts. The recollection of it has been kept alive in
on the occasion, of which

certain verses which were composed
eated in the bareny of

ﬂ‘lc following quatrain is often rep
Tirawley :(—
Tangadar Baireadaigh, &o-

The Barrets of the country came;
They perpetratcd a deed which was not just;
They shed plood which was nobler than wine,

At the narrow brook of Cornasack.”
O’Doxovax, 7. and Cust, Hy. Fiach. 338 .

The territory of the Bac lies over against Nephin mountain
along the eastern shore of Lioch Con between it and the river

Moy-

s Page 67. For an eric upon the Barretts of
Tirawley.”

omicides. When
eill demanded to
bly anticipated.

5 the fine for maimings and h
f was sent into Tyrone, O'N
chand, in the event, reasoni

The eric W&
the first gheri

w his ,ric befor 1 :
k? : srsonalinjury befalling him. Singular, that wh'lle modern
by uman life would abolish the pumahmen; of

isdom

g O ll -
tendernes £ homicide, it ignores the barbarian wi

death in cages ©
which gave com
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. Page 70. < Tis thus the ancient Ollaves of Lriz
tell,” dec.

The writer has bardly caught the full pathos of ‘that re-
n:l.ur]fuhlc passage translated below, with which J)mhi Mae
1'11‘1?13, the chronicler of Lecan, winds up his ncuum;f of‘ tilw
retnb-ut.ion thus singularly brought on the dcu(-a\nd:mt-l of
Wattin Barrett.  ¢“ It was in eric for him ('l;- -'1‘Em:ld ;I'Hll
Burke) that the Barretts gave up to the Burk:'s c"rl"l"l'
quarters of land; and the share which Lynott, th Li l "Llll
father of Teaboid, asgked of this erie, was the djih‘tri(; ‘ltt'upt“f
the nfu}lct, and the distribation he made of it was, that T: fl(m ‘1|i
;J;} ll;udeq. throughout all Tir- Amhalgaidh, in ;rdur t]itlturh(r-
Blﬂl:me:it;’n;il(sit tt;c;::::::o;cd in e\;oryfp:n—t of it as plagues to the

oL aw the country from them, And thus the
Burkes came over the Barretts in Tir-Amhalgai e B
nearly the whole of their lands from t]:c:;il-hll)f::ihl’:md e
s : . : sngth the
?}?:Os}eilcrzilcsucjf I?h-;cr Ql."um\“\:ll took it from t]wnt: all iln
4 i Bul;.keGI tiﬁal; so‘tlmt now there is neither
e i ’L_H(:l to mc:}txou' the Clan Tiachrach, in
Hy. Fiach. p. 339_} ands there,”—O'Doxovax, Ir. and Cust.

BY THE SAME AUTHOR.

2 CONGAL, 3
A PORM IN FIVE BOOKS. PRICE Ts. 6d.

“The best and greatest work that Sir Samuel Ferguson
has left us.”’— Blackwood.

“«We are not aware of any requisite quality of a great
heroic poem which it does not possess. It is the production
of an imagination of the highest order.”—Dubliz University
Aagazine.

«“One of the works in recen
being known and studied.’—Fraser’s Magazine.

«As g poem Congal is unquestionably one of the finest
products of Irish genius. In the curious felicity of its diction
without rudeness, and in the swing of sonorou$ verse without
avtificiality or affectation it has no rival eince Chapman's °
¢ Homer. Sir Samuel Fe worthily CWW“‘{& i
literary life, so brilliantly begun, with anobleand conscientious
work, which will illustrate his country’s genius as well as his

own.”'— Cathelic World.
“No poem S0 Homeric
character of the heroes
versification, has 4ppeare
thoroughly and in elss:enc:ajar
% . Justice O'Hagar: S ’
n‘; f’é'»if;;f‘”hﬂs t{e Homerio felicity of descnpmvi:pml;fﬂttsz
diffioult to Te-produce in the more direct Ph}:‘“'i iym o
Anglo-Saxon speeeh. Measured purely bY theli ‘;m n{ar o
the merits of Ferguson’s poetry aré as strongly ™ !
only does the spirit O

hey are hi h. Not ;
b 5 a perfectly in his poetrys
in which guch & work

t poetic literature worthiest of

rguson has

in the march of tho narrative, in the
the resonant majesty of the
and withal it is
of Sir Samuel

or in
d in our time,
Celtic.”— 7%e¢ Poetry

dwell completely an

Ireland nd

her instance 11 literature 1 : &
oy nOS;’t t;ro;ongh.ly and successfully accomplished.
be Providence, .S.4.

e
_Alfred M. Willianis






