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keep the mountain side,” She re- plied,” a-mong the hea-ther.”

NE evening walking out, I o’ertook a modest
colleen,

When the wind was blowing cold, and the harvest
leaves were falling,

¢Is our road, by chance, the same? Might we travel
on together ¥’

¢0, I keep the mountain side’ (she replied), ‘among
the heather.’

¢ Your mountain air is sweet when the days are long
and sunny,

When the grass grows round the rocks, and the whin-
bloom smells like honey ;

But the winter’s coming fast, with its foggy, snowy
weather,

And you'll find it bleak and chill on your hill, among
the heather.’

She praised her mountain home : and I'll praise it
too, with reason,

For where Molly is, there’s sunshine and flow’rs at
C\«"Cl.'y sgcason.

Be the moorland black or white, does it signify a
feather ?

Now I know the way by heart, every part, among
the heather?

“Whin,' furze.
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The sun goes down in haste, and the night falls thick
and stormy ;

Yet I’d travel twenty miles to the welcome that’s
before me;

Singing hi for Eskydun, in the teeth of wind and
weather!

Love’ll warm me as I go through the snow, among
the heather,




A STORMY NIGHT.

A STORY OF THE DONEGAL COAST,

1.

A WILD west Coast, a little T'own,
Where little Folk go up and down,
Tides flow and winds blow:

Night and Tempest and the Sea,
Human Will and Human Fate :

What is little, what is great ?

Howsoe’er the answer be,

Let me sing of what I know.

11,

Bright-curving Moon ! stealing timidly forth

On the footsteps of sunset, the west and the north
Are conspiring; a rumour of turmoil hath spread
From dusky Ben Gulban to dim Teelin Head,
Over which thou hast floated an hour; but descending
To find the Atlantic, thou leavest night lonely,
And vapours grown frantic are blackly upwending,
Like thoughts never spoken but shudderd at only:
Harsh blast hurries past, heavy gloom hath dropt down
Like a night within night, over fields, over town,
And the empty sands and rocks of the bay
Stretching many a mile away.

A Stormy Night,

1II.

Ever the wind more fiercely blew.

Far and low the cormorant flew

Across the black and swelling surge

To roost on ledges of the crag

Where gray Kilbarron's wall, a rag

Of ancient pride, o’ertops the verge,

And, sprinkled with their frequent spray,
Watches the billows night and day.

"T'was spring-time now, but the mad weather
Mix'd all seasons up together.

1v.

Among those rocks, within a den

Of driftwood and old sails, Three Men
Kept watch by turn, their smouldering log,
Scarlet heart of a pungent fog,

Hour by hour with sleepy light
Glimmering. All without this lair
Was darkness and the noise of night,
Where the wide waste of ocean roll’d
Thund’ring with savage crash, and air
In one tremendous torrent stream’d
Across the rocks, across the wold,
Across the murky world. It seem’d
There never could be daylight more
From earth to sky, on sea or shore,

V.

And who are these Three Watchers? Two,
Brown of face and big of thew,

Half fishermen, half sailors, know

The tides and currents of the Bay,

With all the winds that round it blow;

One wakes, one sleeps; rough men are they.
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The third is Repmonp: there he lies,
With slumber on his dark-fringed eyes,
And yet an anxious frowning face,
Youthful, but haggard. Sad his case
Who into Sleepland too must bear
The weary burden of his care.

Thy Father, Redmond, with his woes
And years, can better find repose.

i

His Father? let the humble strain
That tells of him be brief and plain.
Land-surveyor by his trade,

A modest living thus he made,

Being honest, frugal, diligent

(Such men not often fail), content
With what he had, averse from strife,
A good Man, with as good a Wife,
And two fine Boys. Their schooling done,
He strove to train the Elder Son

To take his place; but, partly wrought
By Nature in him, partly caught

From books and men, the Boy’s desire
Of roaming kept his blood on fire,

Till Denis ran away to sea.

Alas, poor Mother! woe for thee,
Whose Son is not alive or dead.

Daily, long time, she smooth’d his bed;
Watch’d till the Postman shook his head
In passing; when the nights were wild,
Lay thinking of her firstborn Child,
The small white head that used to rest
So safely on her loving breast:

Where is it now ? Boys little know

A Stormy Night,

VII,

Redmond, the old folk’s Younger Son,
And now a ten times precious one,
Tall, active, gipsy-dark, well-featured,
Ready of wit and kindly-natured,
Vain, tho’, and by his self-conceit
Easier than any fool to cheat,

Took to his Father’s trade at first
Alertly ; but the Lad was cursed

In his Companions ; learnt to play

At cards, and out at night to stay,
And taste that fountain, unappall’d,

¢ Water of Life’ most wrongly call'd;
Far truer will he speak who saith
‘Water of Evil, *Water of Death.’
The careful Father, growing old,

Saw business slipping from his hold,
Nor caught, as hope was, by the Son.
Leak of misfortune, once begun,

Soon pour’d a flood ; and they were poor,
When want is hardest to endure,
That aged Toiler and his Wife.

VIIl.

Young Redmond broke his idle life
With fitful enterprise ; of stills

Among the dark and lonely hills

He knew, and whereabouts to set

The salmon-poacher’s cunning net.

By chance he saw and join’d for gain
To-night the sturdy Fishers twain,

Who from the crags of that rough coast,
With angry daylight gone almost,

Uisge beatha, usquebaugh, whisky ; literally, water of life

E \o? B i e : . :
Of mothers’ tears, how sad they flow. (eau de vie, aqua vitze).
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Had glimpsed a large deep-laden Brig,

A British vessel by her rig,

Hopelessly tacking, every tack

Nigher the rocks whereon her back

Must soon be broken, and her masts
Flung down, and 'mid the shrieking blast’s
Derision and the mad waves’ hate

She and her crew must find their fate.
The coastguardmen were far away,

Busy elsewhere down the bay.

IX.

The Watchers know the wind and tide,
And in their chosen shelter bide;

And Redmond sleeps amid the roar;
Sleeps, but with many a moan and start,
Remorseful, weak, unhappy heart,—

A shake, a voice, ‘The Brig’s ashore !
Then, sighing deep, he wakes, alone;
His Comrades are already gone.

He lights his lantern, straps it tight,
Buttons coat, pulls cap aright,

And out,—but in a moment turns;

His throat from evil custom yearns

For poison: ¢Curse them! have they hid
The bottle P—eagerly he slid

His hand, found, clutch’d it, deeply quaff’d
With tremulous lips the burning draught,
Then rush’d into the night and storm.,

X.

Silent the signal-gun’s alarm,

And quench’d the sudden blue-light’s glare ;
But down among the breakers there

A Black Bulk on their ghostly white

Hung in the meshes of the night,
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And shouts rose sometimes on the blast,
Redmond crept downwards, reach’d at last
’Mid flying foam a slant of rock
Whose lower slope receives the shock
And rush of billows. See! the surge
Hath left a Waif upon its verge,

And Redmond seizes it,—a Man,

Dead or alive? 'Tis all he can

To lift the drench’d and helpless form
A short way up. Yes, he is warm,
He lives, though doubtless badly hurt,
But what is this, so tightly girt

About his waist, heavy and full ?

A leathern belt. In vain to pull!
That stubborn buckle will not slip,
Nor break to an impatient grip.

XI.

Stunn’d as he was, the Stranger felt
Fingers tampering with his belt ;

He clutch’d the Robber, strove to rise;
But Redmond, fastening on the prize,
With ever-growing fury burn’d,

As now, his strength in part return’d,
The Man fought hard, and tried to shout
The words were blown back in his throat,
And, stifled there by savage grasp,

Died off into a groan, a gasp,

When dragg'd across the rocky ledge

He hung upon the perilous edge

Of a black rugged gulf, wherein,
Sweeping up its midnight cave,

Was heard the stroke of heavy wave
Amidst the elemental din.

With one fierce action Redmond tore
The belt away, and flung him o'er.
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XI1.

And in that moment pass'd a change

On Redmond’s life ; the world grew strange.

He did not move or tremble or groan,
The Night and He were there alone.
Without a thought, without a plan,

He had robb’d and murder'd a man ;
Whither to go, or what to do,

Whom seek, or shun, he nothing knew ;
Nor whether it was calm or storm,

Nor whether it was cold or warm.

He crawl’d away; he found the Tent;
The p]acc was empty, in he went,

Sat down bewilder’d. Half it seem’d
As though he had but slept and dream’d
This wretchedness, until he felt

His clammy fingers touch the Belt,
Which bit him worse than snake. He knew
That all the dreadful deed was true.

XIII.

A knife-slash | Coins of glitt'ring gold
Across the sullen fire-shine roll’d,

The Dead Man’s treasure ; also shone

A brass plate on the Belt, whereon

Was writing. Redmond stirr'd the flame,
Stoop’d forward, saw his Brother’s name.
Springing to his feet upright

With one hoarse yell that tore the night,
He flung the tent-sail open. There,
With bloody face and eyes a-stare,
Look’d in—his murder’d brother’s Ghost.
Redmond, he knew not whither, fled,

To human gaze for ever lost.

A Stormy Night.

X1V,

And yet his Brother was not dead.

He dropt upon a jutting shelf

Over the raging ocean-gulf,

Crept upwards, found the glimm’ring light.
Thence his Murderer took flight

Into the darkness. The cold wave
Swallow'd him. No man made his grave.

*® - * L] L]

XV,

Redmond went forth at fall of night,
Denis came back with morning light.
Whitebeard Father, trembling Mother,
Losing one Son to find another,

Strange were your thoughts!—tho’ age no more
Wonders keenly as of yore.

Denis had written home, to say

That rich he would return some day,

Or never ; but the lines were lost,

He sought the far Pacific Coast,

Mined, struggled, starved, lay at death’s door,
Was three times rich and three times poor,
Then triumph'd, hurried east, and found
An Irish vessel homeward bound—

Which bore him straighter than was good.
So much the Parents understood.

And often by the snug fireside

Among the hills, far from the tide,

Where Denis kept their old age warm,
Curious strangers would they tell

About ‘the Night of the Big Storm ;

Yet never till the day they died

Knew how in truth it all befell.

But Denis told his Wife ; nor she,
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A pious soul, forgot the plea

For Redmond when she bow’d her knee.
And Denis doth his duties right

In house and field ; tho’ nothing can
Lift from the silent, serious man

The shadow of that Stormy Night.

XVIL.

The rain-clouds and storm-clouds roll up from the sea;

The sun and the morning disperse them : they flee.

The winds and the waves fall to silence. The blue

Overarches the world. There is plenty to do.

The Fisher rows forth, and the Seaman sets sail,

The Smith hits his iron, the Joiner his nail,

The red Ploughman plodding, the pale Tailor
stitching,

The Clerk at his desk, and the Cook in her kitchen.

The poor little Folk in our poor little Town

On their poor little business go up and go down ;
Like people in London and Paris and Rome,

And elsewhere that live under crystalline dome.
And cach by himself, whether little or great,
Fulfils his own life and endures his own fate.

145

THE BAN-SHEE.

A BALLAD OF ANCIENT ERIN.

£ HE.‘\RD’ST thou over the Fortress wild geese
flying and crying ?
Was it a gray wolf’s howl ? wind in the forest sighing?
Wail from the sea as of wreck? Hast heard it,
Comrade ?—¢ Not so.
Here, all still as the grave, above, around, and below.

*The Warriors lie in battalion, spear and ‘shicld
beside them,

Tranquil, whatever lot in the coming fray shall
betide them.

See, where he rests, the Glory of Erin, our Kingly
Youth !

Closed his lion’s eyes, and in sleep a smile on his
mouth,’

¢ The ery, the dreadful cry! I know it—louder and
nearer,

Circling our Diin—the Ban-shee !—my heart is frozen
to hear her!

Saw you not in the darkness a spectral glimmer of
white

Flitting away ?—1I saw it l—evil her message to-night.

‘ Constant, but never weclcome, she, to the line of
our Chief;

Bodeful, baleful, fateful, voice of terror and grief.

Dimly burneth the lamp—hush! again that horrible
cry !—

If a thousand lives could save thee, Tierna, thou
shouldest not die.’

10
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1L

¢Now ! what whisper ye, Clansmen? I wake. Be
your words of me ?

Wherefore gaze on each other? I too have heard
the Ban-shee.

Decath is her message: but ye, be silent. Death
comes to no man

Sweet as to him who in fighting crushes his country’s
foeman.

¢Streak of dawn in the sky—morning of battle, The
Stranger

Camps on our salt-sea strand below, and recks not
his danger.

Victory |—that was my dream: one that shall fill
men’s ears

In story and song of harp after a thousand years.

¢Give me my helmet and sword. Whale-tusk, gold-
wrought, I clutch thee!

Blade, Flesh-Biter, fail me not this time! Yea,
when I touch thee,

Shivers of joy run through me. Sing aloud as I
swing thee !

Glut of enemies’ blood, meseemeth, to-day shall bring
thee.

¢ Sound the horn! Behold, the Sun is beginning to
rise.

Whoso sceth him set, ours is the victor’s prize,

When the foam along the sand shall no longer be
white but red—

Spoils and a mighty feast for the Living, a cairn for
the Dead.’

THE LEPRACAUN,
OR,

FAIRY SHOEMAKER,

LITTLE Cowboy, what have you heard,
Up on the lonely rath’s green mound ?

Only the plaintive yellow bird
Sighing in sultry fields around,

Chary, chary, chary, chee-ee |—

Only the grasshopper and the bee ?—
¢ Tip-tap, rip-rap, '
Tick-a-tack-too !

Scarlet leather, sewn together,
This will make a shoe,

Left, right, pull it tight;
Summer days are warm ;

Underground in winter,
Laughing at the storm !’

Lay your ear close to the hill.

Do you not catch the tiny clamour,

Busy click of an elfin hammer,

Voice of the Lepracaun singing shrill
As he merrily plies his trade ?

He's a span
And a quarter in height.
Get him in sight, hold him tight,
And you're a made
Man !

‘ Rath,’ ancient earthen fort.
‘Yellow bird,’ the yellow-bunting, or yor/in.
10—2
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1L Buskins for a fairy prince,
Brogues for his son,—
Pay me well, pay me well,
When the job is done!
The rogue was mine, beyond a doubt.
I stared at him; he stared at me;
¢Servant, Sir’ “Humph! says he,
And pull'd a snuff-box out.
He took a long pinch, look’d better pleased,
The queer little Lepracaun;
Offer’d the box with a whimsical grace,—
Pouf! he flung the dust in my face,
And, while I sneezed,
Was gone !

You watch your cattle the summer day,
Sup on potatoes, sleep in the hay;
How would you like to roll in your carriage,
Look for a duchess’s daughter in marriage ?
Seize the Shoemaker—then you may !
¢ Big boots a-hunting,
Sandals in the hall,
White for a wedding-feast,
Pink for a ball.
This way, that way,
So we make a shoe;
Getting rich every stitch,
Tick-tack-too !’
Nine-and-ninety treasure-crocks
This keen miser-fairy hath,
Hid in mountains, woods, and rocks,
Ruin and round-tow’r, cave and rath,
And where the cormorants build;
From times of old
Guarded by him;
Each of them fill'd
Full to the brim
With gold!

11l

[ caught him at work one day, myself,
In the castle-ditch where foxglove grows,—
A wrinkled, wizen'd, and bearded Elf,
Spectacles stuck on his pointed nose,
Silver buckles to his hose,
Leather apron—shoe in his lap—
¢ Rip-rap, tip-tap,
Tack-tack-too !
(A grasshopper on my cap!
Away the moth flew!)




LOVELY MARY DONNELLY.

OH, lovely Mary Donnelly, my joy, my only best!
If fifty girls were round you, I'd hardly see
the rest;
Be what it may the time o’ day, the place be where
it will,
Sweet looks o° Mary Donnelly, they bloom before me
still.

Her cyes like mountain water that’s flowing on a rock,

How clear they are, how dark they are! they give
me many a shock;

Red rowans warm in sunshine and wetted with a
show'r,

Could ne'er express the charming lip that has me in
its pow’r.

fif - ty girls were round you, I'd hard- ly see the rest: Be what it

Her nose is straight and handsome, her eyebrows
lifted up,

Her chin is very neat and pert, and smooth like a
china cup,

Her hair’s the brag of Ireland, so weighty and so fine;

It's rolling down upon her neck, and gather'd in a
twine.

may the time o' day, the place be where it will— Sweet

The dance o' last Whit-Monday night exceeded all
before,

No pretty girl for miles about was missing from the
floor ;
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But Marl}' kept the belt o’ love, and O but she was
ay .

She danced a jig, she sung a song, that took my
heart away.

When she stood up for dancing, her steps were so
complete

’l’!u: music nearly kill'd itself to listen to her feet;

Fhe fiddler moan’d his blindness, he heard her so
much praised,

But hlqss’d his luck to not be deaf when once her
voice she raised.

And evermore I'm whistling or lilting what you sung,

Your smile is always in my heart, your name be-
side my tongue;

But you've as many sweethearts as you'd count on
both your hands,

And for myself there’s not a thumb or little finger
stands,

Iis youre the flower o’ womankind in country or
in town;

The higher I exalt you, the lower I'm cast down.

If some great lord should come this way, and see
your beauty bright,

And you to be his lady, I’'d own it was but right,

O might we live together in a lofty palace hall,

Where joyful mwusic rises, and where scarlet curtains
fall !

O might we ’liw: together in a cottage mean and small,

With s<1,ds o' grass the only roof, and mud the only
wall ! .

0, lovely Mary Donnelly, your beauty’s my distress.

It’s fa;j too beautcous to be mine, but I’ll never
wish it less.

The proudest place would fit your face, and I am
poor and low;

But blessings be about you, dear, wherever you may go !

FAMILIAR EPISTLE TO A LITTLE BOY.

MUST own, my dear Sonny, tis likely but few
Will care for this book; but I count upon you
For one reader, and hope youll find something to
please
And nothing to plague you in verses like these.
You've already a much truer taste in poetics
Than many grown-up folk, and some famous critics;
An * ear,) which you have, is essential; but this
The people most lacking it can’t even miss.
O give me the young! And at least you'll be mine;
You'll sometimes remember a song or a line
As the years travel round, as new mornings arise,
New sunsets draw softly away from the skies,
Like the old ones I saw? When your life-wheel
shall bring
The freshness, the flutter, the ripple of Spring,
And Summer’s broad glow, and grave Autumn bedight
In his tarnish’d gold russet; then bareness and white,
And the clasp of sweet home in the long Winter’s
night,
With their moods and their fancies;—‘As I feel, he
felt,’
Perhaps you will say, ¢ and was able to melt
Life's crudeness and strangeness, some part, into song,
For his soothing and mine.’ Dearest Gerald, so long
As a ghost may keep carth round him (not meaning
clay)
This will soothe too, to fancy ¢ Perhaps he will say.
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Nor will that ghost be happy unless he may know
Your footsteps have wander'd where his used to go
In the young time and song-time—among those green

hills
And gray mossy rocks, and swift-flowing rills,
On mountain, by river and wave-trampled shore,
Where the wild region nourish’d the poet it bore,
And colour’d his mind with its shadows and gleams.
That lonely west coast was the house of his dreams
And his visions,—O Future and Past that combine
At a point ever shifting and flitting, to shine
In the spark of the Present! OIld stories re-sown
Sprang to life once again, became part of my own,
Like ¢ mummy-wheat’ sprouting in little home-croft;
The Ladder for Angels—it slanted aloft
From our meadow ; the Star in the East hung on high
Where Fermanagh spreads dark to the midwinter sky ;
And the Last Trumpet sounded o’er Mullinashee
With its graves old and new. And now tenderly, see,
They glide forward, and gaily, the sweet shapes of
Greece,
All natives and neighbours, for wonders don’t cease;
Shy Dryads come peeping in woody Corlay,
And surge-lifted Nereids in Donegal Bay.
Olympus lay south, where the mists meet and melt
Upon Truskar. My Helicon, drought never felt;
It was Tubbernaveka, that deep cressy well.
A goddess-nymph kiss’d my boy-lips if I fell
Into slumber at Pan’s hour in fragrant June grass;
Processions of helmeted heroes would pass
In the twilight; I saw the white robes of the bard
With his lyre, But the harp whose clear music I
heard
Was Irish, and Erin could also unfold
Her songs and her dreams and her stories of old,
See Ireland, dear Sonny! my nurture was there;
And my song-gift, for which you at least are to care,
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Took colours and flavours unfitted for vogue
(With a tinge of the shamrock, a to::tch of the brogue
Unconsciously mingling and threading through all)
On that wild verge of Europe, in dark Donegal. i
—<¢Dark,’ did T say !—Is there sunshine ‘clscwherc :
Such brightness of grass, such glory of air,
Such a sea rolling in on such sands, a blue joy
i tains ?
Of more mystical moun Oniesearoid Bef
O heart of the Boy! newly waken’d from sleep.
Might I sleep again, Master, long slumber and deep,
d!
Ei A oatin - But go there, my Gerald, this book
In your pocket, with fresh heart and eyes tgkc a look,
At the poor lonely region,—ah, where ‘:wll you see
The heavenly enchantment that wrapt it for me?

In any case, Laddie, I trust you will be as

Good son as was formerly pious ZEneas,

Will carry your Daddie the poet right through

This house-afire Present and hullabaloo,

And, going on calmly when forward you've bent your
eye, :

Set hiym down safe in the Twentieth Century.

Strange feels that no-when ! [ shiver at sight |

Of a realm like the North Pole, of icefields and night:

Can the world and old England be yet living on?

Our Big-Wigs and Earwigs, O where are they gone P

Nay, courage ! methinks one may feel more at home

By degrees there: a sweet chilly breath scems to
come, !

Like new Spring’s, from the Future, It won’t be so
bad ; :

In fact, I believe it will suit me, my lad !

We travel to new things in time as in space,

And escape out of habitude’s bonds that embrace
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And enjail us; we win change of air for our thought,
And that same with restorative virtue is fraught.
Though knaves, fools and humbugs no doubt there
will be,
They won'’t be the same we’re accustom’d to see
And be plagued with. ’Tis thinking about them
offends ;
But the new can’t take hold. Nay, respectable friends
Often bore us—the crowd of relations, connections,
Conditions, traditions, and foolish subjections ;
(Small wonder if people run sometimes away,
‘ Without any reason,’ as dull neighbours say,
Who themselves are the reason, with all the routine
One got sick of !)—Hurrah ! change of air ! change
of scene!l
‘ Number Twenty will have its own Poets, be sure,
Its own Judges’—I hope so: do fashions endure ?
They flow, eddy, try back, as one often has found;
And a thing out of favour—its turn may come round ;
Dear Public may long for the simple and plain
For a change,—sounder appetite waking again,
Or perhaps from a hot queasy stomach’s sensations
Demanding cool drink after fiery potations.
Why care ? Just because there are people, a few,
Scatter'd up and down space (perhaps more, if we
knew)
Whom a flying word reaches, a force yet more subtle
And swift than the ether’s electrical shuttle,
All-weaving ; a shaft thrilling muscle and marrow,
Or lighting as softly as thistle-seed arrow,
To comfort, to kindle, to help, to delight;
And our brave English speech has a far-reaching flight
(Though what may become of it soon there’s no telling
With novel and newspaper, slang and misspelling),—
A mere little Song—Yes, one’s hardly content
To think one’s fine impulses, efforts, misspent,
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All the hopes and sweet fancies but blossom and cloud
Of an old merry Maytime, long stretch’d in its shroud.
But enough to this tune. So cushla-ma-chree

(As my nurse used to say), and dear Reader to be,

: I
Garait 0g, may God bless thee, my own little Son !
—Look me up in the year Nineteen-hundred-and-one.




NOTES.

Fage 5, * THE LADY OF THE SEA.’—The Sea-Maid, Moruach,
of Irish tradition, wears a Coknleen Drinth—magical (Druidic?)
little cap, on which depends her power of living under water.
The scene of this poem is laid in Pagan Ireland. Parthalon and
Balor are two of the traditional ancestors of the Irish: Parthalon,
a Greek who landed with a small body of colonists; Balor, a
giant, with one eye in the middle of his forehead and one in the
back of his head. Raths were the usual habitations of the
wealthier ; they were very numerous, and varied much in size,
the most important being distinguished by the name of Disn.
A Rath occupied a hill or mound, and consisted of circular
earthworks palisaded, enclosing the wooden dwellings (some-
times large), the cattle-byres, etc. Remains of the earthworks
are very common all over Ireland (near Belashanny they abound),
and are much the same in character as the  British Camps’ and
‘Rings’ in England,

Lake-houses, mostly of wood, on artificial islands, were
anciently very numerous in Ireland, and are often spoken of in
the Annals. The island was commonly made by a ring of oaken
piles filled in with stones, earth, etc. The Irish name for such
a dwelling-place is Crannog (Cramn = a tree). The first
examined in modern times was that of Lagore (properly Loch
Gabhair), County Meath, in or about the year 1839. A good
account of the crannoges is given by Sir William Wilde in the
Royal Irish Academy Museum Catalogue, pp. 220-235. In
1853-54 similar structures were discovered in Switzerland,
the water being unusually low, in the Lakes of Zurich, Biel,
Sempach, Neufchatel, and Geneva. Some of these have been
described by Professor F. Keller, under the name of Keltische
FPfahibauten (Trans. Antiq. Soc., Zurich, vol. ix.).

In this piece an interval of several lines is sometimes allowed,
with definite metrical intention, between a rhyme and its fellow ;
but, with proper elocution, it is believed that mo stitch will be
dropt to the ear—which is the final judge of all metre.
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Page 22, * Ogham ’ (the O pronounced long) * consists of lines
or groups of lines variously arranged with reference to a single
stem-line, or to an edge of the substance on which they are
traced.” Examples may be seen in the Museum of the Royal
Irish Academy, Dublin. They were in use after the Christian
era, but probably descended from a remote antiquity.

Page 24, * THE WINDING BANKS OF ErNE.—The river Erne
rises in Lough Gowna, not very far from the middle of Ireland,
and, after a course of some seventy miles through a chain of
islanded lakes, pours its foaming waters over the Fall of Asaroe
into ‘ Ballyshannon’ Harbour on Donegal Bay. The name
* Ballyshannon ' is modern, and corrupt both in the * Bally and
the *Shannon’; the Irish form is Hel-atha-Seanaigh, that is,
‘Seanach’s Ford,’ and the people call it, properly, ‘Bel-a-shanny.
Bel-atha means literally * Mouth or Opening of the Ford," but
the compound, which is common in Irish names, seems to 11:3.\'el
no other meaning than A4¢ by itself, and merely to signify *ford.
¢Seanach’ is a man’s name, but the man is forgotten. AZ-
Seanaigh is the name by which the town and castle are usually
designated in the Irish Annals; it was a ford a little above the
present bridge.

I owe the accompaniment to this and seven other songs in the
volume to my kind and valued friend Mrs. Tom Taylor. The
music for Zhe Nobleman's Wedding, and the accompaniment
for The Miltmaid, are from Dr. Petrie’s * Ancient Music of
Ireland.’

Page 44, ‘A Boy's BuriaL.'—Mullinashee Churchyard :
Mark Coane died from an accidental blow of an oar when
boating.

Page 45, * Boor-tree,’ elder: provincial pronunciation of bore-
tree, name probably given to it because the pith is easy to
remove.

Page 45,  ABBEY AsAROE.'—At the head of a small creek in
the Harbour, in an old and crowded graveyard, stand or
crumble the ruins of this Abbey of the Cistercian Order, founded
in or about the year 1178, by Roderick O'Cananan, Prince of
Tirconnel (Archdall, Monas. Hib.). Only some venerable
fragments of wall remain. The windows are shapeless gaps ;
weeds and old ragged bushes grow within ; many of the stones
are built into fishermen’s huts, or help to fence their scanty
potato patches, while pieces of archivolts, mullions, and other
carved work are more reverently set for headstones in the
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neighbouring graveyard. The Abbey took its name from the
Waterfall. More than twenty-five centuries ago (say the oldest
histories) Aedh Ruadh (Red Hugh), High-King of Erin, was
drowned in the river Ermne—swept away, it would seem, in
attempting to cross one of the fords. He was buried in the
mound over the margin of the cataract’ [Donegal Annals,
Anno Mundi 4518). Hence Eas-Aedha-Ruaidk, * Waterfall of
Red Hugh,’—written in English in various ways, of which
‘ Asaroe’ appears the most suitable. May I be pardoned for
saying here that this little piece had the good fortune to win
the special praise of dear and good George Petrie? He thought
the incident of the Old Man very characteristic of Ireland,
adding, in his letter, ‘It is one that has occurred to me in my
solitary ramblings among our ancient abbeys more than once.’

Page 60, * THE Music-MASTER.'—This was, at least in point
of time, the humble precursor of many notable modern poems
with music for the warp, as it were, of their interest.

Page 99, *GALLOGLAS'—* KERN.’—Native Irish foot-soldiers;
the first heavy-armed, the second light.

Page 101, * KiTTY O"HEA.’—English readers are requested to
pronounce the young woman’s name ‘ O’Hay,” and to consider
the verses addressed to her as delivered in a moderate brogue,
for there are brogues of many sorts, and they are but vaguely
expressible by spelling. The minimum of unusual spelling is
always, I think, to be aimed at.—Catholics may not, without
special permission, marry in Lent, and therefore ‘ Shrove Tues-
day’ is in Ireland a great day for weddings.—The tune of this
song I picked up in Ireland many years ago, also its refrain, or
something like it. Of other words no trace remains in my
memory, if I ever heard them.

Page 104, ' THE ABBOT OF INISFALEN.’—A beautiful island
in the Lower Lake of Killarney, hiding among old trees the
ruins of an Abbey, founded in the seventh century. The island
is named from Fathlenn, a man whose identity is lost in the
abyss of time. This legend is one of those which are found in
various countries, and to which no locality has an exclusive
claim. Indeed, such an occurrence may as easily have happened
many times as once.

Page 108, * THE MILKMAID.'—This tune I learnt in the county
Donegal along with some words beginning, ‘It was an old
Beggarman.” I gave both to Dr. Petrie, who published them in
his Awncient Music of Ireland.

1"l




162 Notes,

Page 113, ‘ THE GIRL’S LAMENTATION.'—The tune of this,
with some part of the first three verses, I picked up from the
singing of a peasant boy at Belashanny, the only time I ever
heard them.

Page 117, “THE RUINED CHAPEL,'—Suggested by a small and
very ancient-looking Ruin on the western shore of Killybegs
Harbour.

Page 118, ‘ FAIRYy HiLL."—Scenery of boyhood, idealized, as
indreams. The same scenery, differently treated, appears in the
next piece,

Page 125, ‘THE GOBLIN CHILD OF BELASHANNY.'—In the
large old house by the Bridge, once a Barrack, the room is still
shown in which Robert Stewart, afterwards Lord Castlereagh,
is said to have seen a Ghost, one which made a lasting impres-
sion on his mind. From early childhood I heard as one of the
local traditions (not a very old one), that ¢ Castlereagh saw a
Ghost in the Barrack,’ and the circumstances of his marching
in with his men at nightfall, etc., were also related. There
is no reason to doubt that this is the Ghost described in Lock-
hart's ‘Life of Scott,’ chap. lvi. Moore sets down in his
‘Diary® (Abbotsford, Oct. 3oth, 1825): * Scott said the only
two men who had ever told him that they had actually
seen a ghost, afterwards put an end to themselves, One was
Lord Castlereagh, who had himself mentioned to Scott his
seeing the “radiant-boy.” It was one night when he was in
barracks, and the face brightened gradually out of the fireplace
and approached him. Lord Castlereagh stepped forwards to it,
and it receded again, and faded into the same place, . . . It
was the Duke of Wellington made Lord Castlereagh tell the
story to Sir Walter, and Lord C. told it without hesitation,
and as if believing in it implicitly.” [Memoirs, ete., of Thomas
Moore, London, 1853, vol. iv., pp. 337, 338.] People on the
spot sometimes tell you it was ‘ The Green Lady’ that appeared
to Castlereagh, but this is mixing two separate Ghosts; ‘ The
Green Lady’ being the apparition of an Officer’s Wife, said to
have been done to death in the Barracks by her Husband’s
hand—when or how I have never learned.

Page 131, * THE NoBLEMAN'S WEDDING.’—In the year 1854,
or the beginning of 1855, when Dr. Petrie was preparing a
portion of his Ancient Music of Ireland for the press, he sent me,
in the form given below, the imperfect and corrupt words of a
ballad of which he had the music, asking me to try my hand
upon them. 1T tried accordingly—the requisite being simplicity

Notes, 163

of style, not imitation of old fashions of language—and was so
fortunate as to please him. He wrote to me on the subject
(March 11th, 1855): ‘I determined to break through my rule
to exclude all verses of recent manufacture, and behold now I
send you a proof of it in type.' The version sent me, in Miss
Petrie’s handwriting, and the only one I saw (it was probably
the nursery-maid’s version) runs as follows :

*Once I was at a nobleman’s wedding,
"Twas of a girl that proved unkind,
But now she begins to think of her losses,
Her former true lover still runs in her mind,

Here is the token of gold that was broken,

Seven long years, love, I have kept it for your sake,
You gave it to me as a true lover's token,

No longer with me now it shall remain,

The bride she sat at the head of the table,

The words that he said she marked right well
To sit any longer she was not able,

And down at the bridegroom’s feet she fell.

One request I do make of you,
And I hope you will grant it to me,

To lie this night in the arms of my mother,
And ever, ever after, to lie with thee.

No sooner asked than it was granted,
With tears in her eyes she went to bed,
And early, early the very next morning
He rose and found the young bride was dead.

He took her up in his arms so softly,
And carried her to the meadow so green,

He covered her over with green leaves and laurels,
Thinking that she might come to life again.’

Dr. Petrie prefixed these remarks to the ballad in the Ancient
Muesic of Treland :

¢ The following simple ballad air, independently of any intrinsic
merit it may be thought to possess, has interested me, as I have
no doubt it will, also, the majority of my readers, from having
been a favourite with the late J. Philpot Curran, partly, no
doubt, from his admiration of the ballad words connected with
it. The setting of the melody, as sung by Mr. Curran, was
kindly communicated to me by his son, Mr. William H. Curran,
together with the facts connected with it, as above stated. But,
unfortunately, the latter gentleman can only now remember,
and that but imperfectly, one stanza of the ballad—the fifth
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according to the version which I shall presently lay before the
reader. Subsequently, however, 1 became possessed, from other
sources, of three copies of the ballad, and three other settings of
the melody, all—as usual in such cases of tunes and words
preserved only traditionally—differing widely from each other.
Of these, both tune and words, the first were obtained from
Mr. Joyce, by whom they were taken down from the singing of
his brother, Mr. Michael Joyce, of Glenasheen, in the county
of Limerick ; the second from my own daughters, who had learnt
them in their childhood, from a nursery-maid, who at that
period belonged to my family ; and the third from Mary
Madden, the poor blind Limerick woman of whom I have so
often had occasion to make mention. Of the settings of the
melody—being indisposed to express my opinion as to which
should be considered the most authentic form of versions so
different from each other—I have considered it proper to give
the three settings which follow, namely, Mr. Curran’s, my
daughter's, and Mr. Joyce's. With respect, however, to the
equally different copies of the ballad, they are all so rude and
imperfect as to be unworthy of publication, But, instead of
them, I give insertion to a version of the ballad composed by
my friend William Allingham, from these various imperfect
versions [this is a slip], with as much fidelity to their general
meaning and simplicity of language as was consistent with a due
attention to more correct rhythm and metre. . . ." (Pp. 178,
179). The version of the air which I give is the one noted by
Miss Petrie.

Page 136, ' A STorMY NIGHT.—Scene of the Shipwreck,
Tullan, rocks near the * The Fairy Bridges.’

Page 145, * THE BAN-SHEE.'—Bean-Sighe=Woman Fairy, a
Spirit attached to an old family, who bewails an approaching
death among the members of it.’

Page 147, * THE LEPRACAUN" is an elf peculiar to Ireland,
and known, with some variations of name, in every part of the
country—the Fairy Shoemaker who may be forced to give you
of his store of gold, 7/ you can keep your eye upon him.

THE END.

ING AND SONS, LTD., PRINTERS, GUILDFORD.






:“THE BLADIN’ OF JPHE KALE’

I had hoped some day to see thém, {But there's others still remaining,

And T saig some day I'd go, For their welcome I'll go bail,

| To renew the old-time friendship When I canter down to Gortin

| And the cuddy he will enter

| We will “rest too, and be thankful”|”

With the folk I used to knomw. In dlve bladin’ of the kale.
In that village far the sweetest |

From the Causeway to the Pale; | vyes TNl find « The Master ” friendly
Yes, I'm going back to Gontin | And the mistress good and true,

In the bladin’ of the kale. | And she'll make me “tay and nice
; thing,"”

will start some morning early, Just the way she used to do.

In my little donkey cart, Aye, and Bob and I will * pow-wow ”
As I jog along the highway, | Tl the lights of evening fail,

Making music in my heart. | When I wander back to Gortin
Then the strains of Psalm One| 71 the bladin’ of the kale.

Hundred

Will wake up the sleeping dale,
‘v\l*“n I dander back to G()ll‘l]‘

In the bladin' of the kal

There's a twinge of pain will prick
me

When I

ut I'll cross the street and

wh '.\i{]t : \;»1 lie .}uhu.
ope the * rend Adam "

Nill ba feeling

When s n I wisit

In the project with a will,

At the botltom wof 11:1 hitll.

| Then w

[_p At w1 1| In the bladin' of

memberag ;
n ‘-‘]L 2q back to Gontint |
= the | A b 2 that * The Office"” |
the bladi I}( of the kale. { O : a5 the. aterer:
where bouldered head- | But Tl call as sure as shootin,
= mlI 15 Lo mee
(.:11'11‘{1 the ancienit \“{L&ii ]1;";']"’ she'll “ Al f : '}“’”f-l\'

P h | Jith the v s and the mail,
“g}:-lxwltmi;‘I;.'JSHI:];;.[.-I us as ¢ ol | When I n_‘:;mti_l {‘l-z:wn o Gortin
Past the lakes whose laughing| In the bladin’ of the kale.

lus |
Sparkles down the rocky trail, It may happen that the morrow
As we hasten back to Gorti May still uncertain be,
In the bladin of the kale, For the cramps of age in passing
Lay their hold on you and me,
‘Tis the spot of all the others And m; ght grows dim and hady,
That this roving soul hath known, Yes, perhaps, my plans may fad
By that sweetest word in language— | And I'll not get back to Gortin
By the sacred name of Home. | In the bladin’ of the kale.
'Twas McCrory’'s car that met us |
Coming off the midnight mail, |But this wish 1 put on record,
When I brought my bride to Gortin| Ah! perhaps it may be vain;
In the bladin' of the wale. But alive or deagiI'm longin’
| To be back with you again,
Many moons have passed the zenith, 'Ln the silence of the mountains,
Many friends have filled their da.y,. In my own beloved dale,
And mayhap I'll feel a sadness | I would lay my bones at Gortin
When I pass again that way. { In the bladin’ of the kale.









