



	


	
	




	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	




	
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
	
	
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
	






About Hardiman’s Irish Minstrelsy


This work originally appeared as a series of four articles in The Dublin University Magazine:



		Part I: vol. III, no. XVI (April 1834), pp. 456–478

		Part II: vol IV. , no. XX (August 1834), pp. 152–167

		Part III: vol. IV, no. XXII (October 1834), pp. 447–467

		Part IV and Appendix: vol. IV, no. XXIII (November 1834), pp. 514–542




In Peter Denman's entry on Samuel Ferguson in the Dictionary of Irish Biography,  he says that “The review initiated a critical engagement with popular Irish writing, and is one of the founding documents of the Anglo-Irish literary resurgence. Furthermore, Ferguson's translations here and elsewhere initiated the development of a distinctively Irish poetry in English.” He also provides a full discussion of this review in: Denman, Peter. Samuel Ferguson: the Literary Achievement. Gerrards Cross: Colin Smythe Ltd., 1990, pp. 18-32.
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HARDIMAN’S IRISH MINSTRELSY.—No. 1.1


Oh, ye fair hills of holy Ireland, who dares sustain the strangled calumny that you are not the land of our love?



Sweet land of the bee‐abounding hills,
Island of the year‐old young horses,
Soil of the heaviest fruit of trees,
Soil of the greenest grassed pastures,
Old plain of Eber, harvestful,
Land of the ears of corn and wheat,
Land of heroes and clergy,
Banbá of the golden‐haired damsels,
Land of blue running pure streams,
And of the gold‐rich fortunate men,




Who is he who ventures to stand between us and your Catholic sons’ good‐will? What though for three centuries they and we have made your valleys resound with the clang of axe and broadsword, ringing on chain‐mail and plate armour, or with the thunder of artillery tearing their way in bloody lanes, through column and solid square, or with the discordant clash of pike or bayonet, and the vollied rattling of more deadly musket thinning the contracted lines, till wing and centre shrunk into one undistinguishably‐embattled band at nightfall? What though in times long past they startled your midnight echoes with our groans under the knife that spared neither bedridden age nor cradled infancy, neither man nor woman, nor the child in the mother’s womb; what though in sacred vengeance of that brave villainy, we fattened two generations of your kites with heads of traitors; what though the thick dregs of that sanguinary intoxication are still poured forth by Discord’s Ganymedes, and still quaffed savagely in many a misty glen and black bog of your mountains.—What then? It was for love of you that we contended, for possession and enjoyment of you that we trampled down our rivals on your bosom; and now that the nuptial knot is tied and consecrated between us, nothing save the sword of an Alexander shall dissolve that Gordian consummation! But who would be the jealous Turk to say, that those amorous Irishmen, whose love has been as constant as our own, and more legitimate by ages of possession, should not be admitted to all the privileges of a national panogamy? May we never again behold the Curragh of Kildare if we would be that sordid tyrant for all the wealth and power of the British empire. The only emulation between us shall be in the honest endeavour of each to benefit and protect the common object of our affection; and, scorning the rancour of low rivalry that would contend with misrepresentation, detraction, or suppression, we will be the first to tell to the world what genius, what bravery, what loyalty, what pious love of country and kind has been vindicated to the mere Irish by Mr. Hardiman, in his collection and preservation of their national songs. Mr. Hardiman’s collection is truly a boon to the Irish reader. But the Irish reader is, in general, a being who exercises little influence on the book market; for, however highly he may appreciate the service done him, he must confine the expression of his thanks to the few who have been hitherto supposed to sympathise with a poor scholar, a Papist, and a Connaughtman. Much as the announcement may mortify some who would usurp the exclusive right to Catholic good‐will, we declare ourselves one of the number of those who can feel for, and sympathise with, the poor Papist whether drudging on the wharfs of London, or eating limpets and sea weed on the rocks of Erris, or toiling homeward from the harvest of rich Britain, lying poorly in barns or ditches by the wayside, or herded like one of a drove of swine on the wet deck of a collier; or, when he has returned, sitting perhaps on the bleak hill side, and looking back, with wife and hungry little ones, on the roof he has been forced to relinquish at the bidding of a cruel landlord; nay, to the most distant



dens of squalid and savage barbarism, where burnings, housebreakings, rapes, assassinations, are to the ruffian conspirator familiar as the glass he drains; and to the very files of the marching marauders, as they line the road by which their victim is expected, we are not ashamed to declare that we can extend our indignant commiseration, and are not yet hopeless of obtaining the grateful confidence of an undeceived and rescued people in return. We will not suffer two of the finest races of men in the world, the Catholic and Protestant, or the Milesian and Anglo‐Irish, to be duped into mutual hatred by the tale‐bearing go‐betweens who may struggle in impotent malice against our honest efforts, even though the panders of dissension should be willing to pay out of their own pockets—as some, who may look to their backs and shoulders, have done—for the satisfaction of setting us by the ears. But let it first be our task to make the people of Ireland better acquainted with one another. We address in these pages the Protestant wealth and intelligence of the country, an interest acknowledged on all hands to be the depository of Ireland’s fate for good or evil. The Protestants of Ireland are wealthy and intelligent beyond most classes, of their numbers, in the world: but their wealth has hitherto been insecure, because their intelligence has not embraced a thorough knowledge of the genius and disposition of their Catholic fellow‐citizens. The genius of a people at large is not to be learned by the notes of Sunday tourists. The history of centuries must be gathered, published, studied and digested, before the Irish people can be known to the world, and to each other, as they ought to be. We hail, with daily‐increasing pleasure, the spirit of research and liberality which is manifesting itself in all the branches of our national literature, but chiefly in our earlier history and antiquities—subjects of paramount importance to every people who respect, or even desire to respect themselves. Let us contribute our aid to the auspicious undertaking, and introduce the Saxon and the Scottish Protestant to an acquaintance with the poetical genius of a people hitherto unknown to them, as being known only in a character incompatible with sincerity or plain dealing. The present century will not answer the conditions of our enquiry. We will look nearer to times when they who had high treason in their hearts had arms in their hands, and honest defiance on their faces—when the game of nations was played boldly and won fairly—when victors and vanquished could afford to seem what they really were, and genuine feeling found utterance undisguised, in the passionate sincerity of exultation or despair. We will leave the idiotic brawler, the bankrupt and fraudulent demagogue, the crawling incendiary, the scheming, jesuitical, ambitious priest—that perverse rabble, on whom the mire in which they have wallowed for the last quarter of a century, has caked into a crust like the armour of the Egyptian beast, till they are case‐hardened invulnerably in the filth of habitual impudence, ingratitude, hypocrisy, envy and malice; so that it were but a vain defilement of aught manly or honorable to advance it against such panoply of every foul component—we will leave them to their employment of reproach and agitation, and sing the songs of men who might well rise from honourable graves, and affright the midnight echoes of Aughrim or Benburb with their lamentations, if they could know that their descendants were fools enough to be led by such a directory of knaves and cowards. But to the work in hand.


The Protestant’s idea of a mere Irishman, even of the sixteenth century, is still an ill‐defined and dim delineation of fancy. The very costume is uncertain. The mustachiod and long‐haired savage, with conical cap, close jerkin, trews, brogues, and a wide cloak, rudely fringed at collar and skirt; herding or hunting, or it might be, robbing for a livelihood; filled with undying hatred of the English, and scrupling nothing for its fullest gratification—known but as the uprooter of orchards, or firer of corn ricks and dwelling houses on the borders of the Pale, associates himself with our feelings only of dread, detestation, or contempt. Could we accompany him, however, with his prey to the woods or mountains, and see him among his own people, listening to the music of harps and voices—feasting, and quaffing,



and making merry; all his indignant anger and revengeful malice forgotten, and in their place, his heart swelling with natural affections and pardonable pride; in the society of brothers and sisters, or wife and children; or, perhaps, recounting his adventures and making love to his sweetheart among the dewy pastures of his cows—could we overlook and overhear him there, we would feel inclined, we think, to give ourselves credit for having vanquished a foe not so unworthy as we now too generally believe him to have been. Could we also be transported to the dwellings of their superior lords, to Edenduffcarrick, or Ballyshannon, or Dungannon, or Portumna, we would witness, we doubt not, a degree of barbaric grandeur as gratifying as unexpected. An establishment, the cellars of which contained a constant stock of four hundred pipes of wine, and from the larders of which seven hundred men received their daily provisions, such as that of O’Neill, at Dundrum, must have corresponded in other respects to this noble scale of living, and would, we are convinced, could our retrospect be granted, exhibit a princely liberality and splendour which might, perhaps, vie with the better known magnificence of a Vere or Percy of the same times. At present we know only of a few sources of information on the domestic manners of the mere Irish, and these, on this occasion, not available; but whatever we have, touching the habits and mode of living of the Anglo‐Irish, will affect that subject intimately; for it has been the most abundant fountain‐head of Irish disorders, that the early English, unable to resist the vicious influence of Irish example, have ever become Hibernis Hiberniores ere a single generation had breathed the infected atmosphere of lawless domination; so that from the time of Maurice Fitz‐Thomas, the first Earl of Desmond, who, in the reign of the third Edward, raised himself by Irish exactions (which he spent in Irish prodigality and treason,) from a poor nobleman of a thousand marks a year, to the state of an independent prince, receiving an annual revenue of ten thousand pounds, and standing on terms with his neighbour of England as well as of Kildare or Tipperary, to the time of his remote descendant, the unhappy Lord Edward, in whose person was consummated the last Geraldine rebellion, and that within our own days, there has scarce been a single English family of early plantation which has not fallen away from its allegience, through love of the Irish customs—fostering—gossipred—black‐rent—coign and livery. Yet although they had “drunk of this Circe’s cup,” as Sir John Davies says, we cannot agree, even with that admirable writer, that they were “turned into very beasts;” for, granting that “they not only forgot the English language, and scorned the use thereof, but grew to be ashamed of their very English names, though they were noble and of great antiquity, and took Irish surnames and nicknames—namely, the two great families of the Bourks in Connaught (after the house of the Red Earl failed of heirs male,) calling their chiefs Mac William Eighter, and Mac William Oughter, &c.;” yet we are so far from seeing any thing beastly in being head of Clan William and Lord of Castle‐Bourk, that were we Marquis of Clanrickard at this day, we would style ourselves Mac William Bourk, and let the Norman burghers claim kindred with the Irish Tighearna More. And here we have a glance at the domestic life of the Mac William Lord Mayo. Imagine the hall of Castle‐Bourk (now, alas, a green‐gabled ruin,) all resounding and alive with the festivities of Christmas; Mayo himself, his lady, and their six children looking on from the dais, or perhaps mingling benignantly in the sacred saturnalia; the tables removed; and round the huge fire, gathered on oaken benches, the delighted household. Yet in the midst of all their moth, they look round with involuntary eyes, enquiring in vain for one of the accustomed number that used to make the Christmas night complete in happiness. It is for David O’Murray, their blind harper, who for a year has been exiled under his lord’s displeasure, but who, unseen of all, has crept in on this the anniversary of his disgrace, and is even now stealing from his hiding‐place behind the faggots, and, harp in hand, kneeling down on the broad hearth‐stone, his blind visage raised in supplication, and his fingers beginning to draw from the wires a melody—of all the sweet,



plaintive, passionate melodies of Ireland, the first—while his voice, shaping itself to the time, and in its own unaided pathos of language and expression, self‐sufficient to melt the sternest Baron of his master’s blood, had Rickard Iron himself been bodily present, pours out the Tiġearna Ṁaiġeo:




There is a desire upon me henceforth to go
Unto the right harbour of wine‐drinking:
And may the protection of Him who is above be on you,
Oh, Lord Mayo:
Oh, true marrow of the flowers of heroes,
That won victory and fame in every encounter,
I am coming in this hour
Under the shelter of your hospitality.
I am your poor blind (poet,)
Who am returning to you, loved (Lord)
To whom—to me—happened long delay
For a long year under sorrow.




On account of Him who is present,
And the only Son of the God of Grace,
To‐night, the night of Christmas, be appeased the ire
Of Lord Mayo.
Henceforth do not reject me,
Oh, branch of the blood most noble—
(I pray you) by all that are of the great bells
Of the saints in Rome.
I shall not be that length (of time again) from you,
Oh, branch of the true ones noble,
Until shall go the clay of the earth, down
On my old body blind under the sod.




It is the Lady Mary,
Above women, that won the palm in form,
In disposition and attitudes pleasing,
In every quality as is proper:
Bright sun she is in each assembly of women,
In gentleness and in prudence very eminent.
(Please, oh, Lady,) to obtain peace for me at this time
From yourself and your Lion.—
It is Sir Tibbot Oge De Burk,
The branch fragrant that is greatly powerful,
Under the protection of the God of elements to him—
And may it be long that he may be living.




It is fair Judith of the gentle eyes,
Of the most accomplished and most liberal speech—
And may you be about a solicitation for me
For reconciliation to obtain (it) from my Lion.
Come, ye fourth, ye five,
That would put grace on the sons of a province,
And language use ye with diligence
On my behalf as is fit.
May the King of the Elements be your protection;
That ye may be long‐lived—in health—the five,
Martha, Nelly, Tom, and Betty,
And the Pearl of the golden hair.








Is not this better than a version? Here are the words, and unmutilated thoughts, and turn, and expression of the original; only observe, that the idiomatic differences of the two languages give to the translation an uncouth and difficult hesitation, which in the original did not affect the Irishman, for he poured the persuasive appeal with such loyal and affectionate fervor of devotion that the doors of Castle Burk were never after closed on his familiar footsteps. This is a pleasing and amiable trait of the old romantic life of the Irish nobleman. To which of the Lords Mayo it is to be attributed is matter of uncertainty. Mr. Hardiman mistakes the son, young Sir Tibbot, for the father, and thus attaches our interest to Theobald the sixth viscount; and indeed it is an interest for which we would rather find an object, than for that excited by the story of the Bridge of Shrule. We regret that there are not more songs of this character preserved, for although Mr. Hardiman tells us that Carolan composed the “Hawk of Ballyshannon” on purpose for young O’Reilly, who went out armed with his harp, and brought O’More’s daughter to reason with the moving melody, we hardly think that a harp, in the hands of a country gentleman before dinner, was quite the thing so short a time back; and we are sure O’Reilly was a fellow of too much nous to do any thing incorrect. But before we proceed with our translations, let us get a farther glimpse, if possible, at the household of an Irish or Anglo‐Irish gentleman of the end of the 16th century. We know none so likely to gratify us as our friend Sir Josh Bodley; who, when captain in Elizabeth’s army, paid a Christmas visit to Sir Richard (brother, if we mistake not, of the travelled Fynes) Morrison, at that time governor of the ancient city of Downpatrick. We have an account of it in manuscript. The curious reader may find the original, which is in a very Ciceronian latin, in the Cotton MSS. (Ayscough’s Cat. 4784. p. 187, entitled “Descriptio itineris Capitanei Josiæ Bodley in Lecaliam apud Ultonienses, anno 1602.”) “Truly,” he significantly begins, “I am an ass, else never would I have undertaken a task so heavy, as to tell all the fun which befel us in our journey to Lecaile; that is, to Captain Caulfield, Captain Johnson, and myself, companions on a visit to our friend ‘Sirrum Richardum Morrisonum,’ which visit was for our recreation in those parts. Sir Richard, by certain Irish soldiers—which is the worst sort of mankind, (if men you can call them that feed on grass, and are in mind foxes, and in action wolves,)—but to the point—the aforesaid Sir Richard by them sent to us exceeding humane letters, whereby he gave us invitation to come and spend our Christmas with him. But inasmuch as ‘Sirrus Arthurus Chichesterus,’ serjeant major of all our army, summoned us at that very instant of time against Tyrone, who was then in the woods of Clan [               ] with a strong detachment of cows, although not encumbered by a numerous force of men, we could not go into Lecoile for that bout, but to the said Sir Arthur we went, and with him remained sixteen or seventeen days without doing any thing of note against Tyrone. For that Tyrone is a ‘pessimus nebulo,’ and will not be knocked unless on his own terms. Nevertheless, we fought him twice in the woods, and made him run to his fastnesses, &c.” We shall not accompany the captain farther on that route, but bringing him and his companions, on leave, to Newry, start with them early in the morning, on their way to the hospitable mansion of Sirrus Richardus. “Therefore on the morning following we four take horse and set out. Guide we had none, save Captain Caulfield, who promised that he would lead us finely; but before we had ridden three miles we were off the road, and forced to go on foot, leading our horses over bogs and marshes, “quod fuit valde molestum,” and there were not wanting among us some who silently, between their teeth, did wish our guide at a thousand devils. At length we came to a certain small village, of obscure name, where, for two brass shillings, we hired the services of a rustic to carry us to Magennis’s Island, distant ten miles from the town of Newry, where the said Sir Richard promised to meet us. The day was desperately cold, and it began to snow most furiously, with a huge wind right in our teeth, just as we got to the top of the mountains, where there was neither house nor tree.



But, remedy save patience, we had none. Captain Bodley alone had a long cloak and capuchin, into which he prudently thrust his head, and ever and anon laughed to himself to see the rest contending at such odds against the tempest. And now we came to Magennis’s Island, where, alighting from our horses, we found my Lord Morrison and Captain Constable, with divers others, whom for brevity’s sake I omit. They had there remained three hours at the least, expecting our arrival, drinking in the mean time usquebagh and ale with my Lady Sarah, Tyrone’s daughter, the aforesaid Magennis’s wife—truly a most lovely woman; so that I well believe these three hours seemed to them no more than a single minute, especially to Master Constable, who is by nature of a disposition most amorous of ladies, as well as of dogs and horses. Meanwhile we took a pull or two at the flagon, and having kissed all round in order, girded ourselves up for the remaining journey. From the island to Downpatrick, where Sir Richard lived, was ten or twelve miles, and the road seemed much longer by our anxiety to get to its end.” At length they arrive—“And here,” the captain proceeds, “here begins that ‘tractatio plusquam luculenta,’ which neither Cicero himself (whose style, in spite of Horace’s reviling of the servum pecus, I chiefly do affect,) nor any other of the Latins or Greeks could in phrase sufficiently apt compose.” But to proceed. “When now, at length, we had arrived within the stone‐walled courtyard of the house, or rather palace, of my Lord Morrison; forthwith appeared attendants without number, of whom some with torches and links gave light to us, because it was dark, and others, as we alighted, snatched from us our horses, and led them to a fair and spacious stable, where was lack of neither hay nor straw. My Lord Morrison himself, with large steps, leads us into a great hall, where was already kindled a fire, chin high, as they say, and afterwards into a bed‐chamber. Here we all rested, having unbooted, and then sat down and chatted on divers subjects. And now my Lord Morrison orders to be brought in a bowl of Spanish wine, with toasted sugar, marvellously musked and gingered, and made us all drink, each one good draught thereof, which was exceeding grateful to the palate, and potent also in creating an appetite for dinner, if any one might stand in need thereof. After the space of an hour, we heard one from the lower story, with a loud voice, crying, ‘to the dresser.’ Forthwith we beheld a long file of well clad servants, bearing in dishes of most excellently conceited cookery, which they in fair order ranged upon the table. One then presents a silver ewer with the purest water, another hands a dainty napkin, another sets the chairs and stools in their proper places, and in fine, (what need of words, ‘spectemur agendo,’) after grace said, we began (with drawn knives) to cast fierce glances on the covers; and then indeed you might have seen a Belgian banquet, ‘ubi in principo est silentium, modo stridor dentium, in fine rumor gentium.’ For at first, taken with the variety and delicacy of our fare, we sat captive as it were, and thunderstruck, like the German whom we have seen in pictures painted standing betwixt two flagons, one of Rhenish wine, the other of claret, with this motto, ‘quo me versam nescio:’ but after a little time we fall to roundly with the dishes, one by one, calling ever and anon for wine, and every man asking to be helped at his discretion. In the middle of the dinner, my Lord Morrison ordered in a glass jug full of claret, which contained, as I conceive, about ten or eleven ‘pollices,’ more or less, and drank to all our good healths and welcome. We freely receive it from his hands, giving him thanks, and drinking, one after the other, as he had desired. Thereafter were proposed four or five other healths of very excellent fellows, our absent friends; a custom which my lord, the present treasurer of Ireland, useth much at his dinners. A practice it is, indeed, very praiseworthy, and one which has more in it than any one would think; and there was not a man of us who did not do reason to him and to the rest, one with another, without any scruple or contradiction, which I much rejoiced to see, because it was an argument of unanimity and confirmed good fellowship.” And now that the Captain has drunk wine with all at table, he



becomes so garrulous, telling us a long story of a shy cock on the Continent whom he once saw kicked down stairs because he would not drink fair, and yet would remain (“which is,” says he, “of all other things the basest,”) among them that did; and of another who could not speak Latin so well as himself, but who, arguing with the secretary of a temperance society in that learned language, and being hard pushed, at length exclaimed, “si tu es plus sapientes quam nos sumus, tu es plus beeholdinge to God‐amightie quam nos sumus,” which, he observes, was most egregiously well said and to the point—We say the captain gets so garrulous on the claret, that we must make a forced march to the bedchamber, whither, immediately after the removal of the dinner things, they adjourned. Here “there was a huge fire, (for it froze vehemently out of doors,) round which were seats prepared for us, with great store of tobacco and dainty pipes. And now, the wine beginning to operate within us, there began a marvellous development of the “mens divinior,” all prating together, and all at once beseeching audience—which Sir Robert Williamson, of worthy memory, was wont to call his Academy, where all were talkers and none listeners. And here I protest against a common opinion, viz. that when wine is in, wit is out, unless by this they would signify that when a man is well lined with good drink, then his wit begins to show itself forth, and make manifest what previously had been recondite and unknown: for, had any one, being sober, been present then, in that company, in any unseen corner of our chamber, I doubt not that he would have heard things very memorable ingenious, which I myself can hardly recollect. Nevertheless, I do remember that we discoursed of matters politico‐economical, philosophical, and general, with much profundity and eloquence; and amongst other good things that we said was this—that times were changed, not for the worst, since last year’s Christmas, which we passed before Kinsale, enduring dreadful toil and cold intolerable,” with much more excellent discourse over his bottle, until he comes to the “denique.” “In fine, then,” says he, “after raciocinating, ‘deomnibus rebus,’ we conclude with that ode of Horace, lib. 1. 37.: ‘Nunc est bibendum, nunc pede libero pulsanda tellus.’ And shortly after that, Captain Johnson calls for usquebagh, which we with one consent approve, vociferating ‘usquebagh, usquebagh,’ for we were as bold as if in garrison—and besides, it was a thing not unreasonable just then, to drink that liquor, for it is a present remedy against the very cold of approaching death, and, moreover, an excellent draught for carrying off the crude vapors of that French wine: but above all, it is especially wholesome in those parts where the clergy themselves, who are holy men, as the Abbot of Armagh, the Bishop of Cashel, and others; nay, even noble persons, such as Henry Oge Mac Mahon Mac Henry, and, in fine, all men and women of every degree, by day and night, are accustomed to pour usquebagh down their throats, and that not towards the procuring of hilarity, which were commendable, but for the purpose of continual intoxication; a thing exceedingly detestable. Therefore, after each one had drunk two or three healths, discoursing still between whiles, of weighty matters touching the commonwealth, amongst which was much learned handling and grave and subtle disputation about Marius and Scylla, Cæsar and Pompey, and some little also as to Marcus Coriolanus, we all at once grew of opinion that it was time to go to bed. And now behold a great civility which my Lord Morrison shewed to us; he left his own bed, good and soft, and laid himself to sleep on a pallet in the same chamber, and would not be persuaded for all that we could say, to lie in his own bed:—and that pallet was and both thin and hard, such as they use to have which are called great folks’ valets. It is not for me to declare whether or no we slept well, ‘usque ad auroram,’ for it is easy for any one to judge, ‘consideratis considerandis,’ especially if that syllogism of the old fellow be true, ‘qui bene bibit bene dormit.’ Nevertheless, we did not pass the night altogether without molestation; for those dogs of Captain Constable, which were ill educated curs, (‘more septentrionali’) were for ever jumping up on our beds, and would not let us alone, (‘non sinebant nos solos,’) although we gave them many a trouncing,



which the said Captain Constable took in ill part, particularly when he heard the brutes making their moan. But it was all one; for dogs, which are of the number of beasts, have no business sleeping with men, who are ‘animalia rationalia et risibilia,’ according to the philosophers.” At nine next morning, the servants came to light the fire, and our captain, awakened by their entrance, begins to make enquiries after his tongue, which finding at length in a remote corner of his mouth, he gives and returns the morning salutations of his friends, ‘sicut decet bene educatis.’ “And now,” he proceeds, “before we got out of bed, they bring us a certain aromatic posset, concocted of burst barley, with eggs and sugar, (Anglice ‘Caudel,’) for the comforting and corroborating of the stomach. Ale also (if any chose it) with toast and nutmeg, for allaying the thirst, confirming the head, and refrigerating the liver: pipes, likewise, of the best tobacco, towards expelling rheumatisms and catarrhs.


“And now, one and all, we briskly bounce out of bed, dress ourselves, and come to the fire. Then when all were ready, step forth together to take the air, which in that region, most wholesome and delicious; so that did I desire to enumerate all the convenient qualities of that country, not only ability, but time itself should fail me. That, therefore, I leave, as being a thing well known, and return to ourselves, who having stretched our limbs sufficiently, came back to the house, for it was almost dinner time. But what now shall I say ‘de apparatu rerum omnium’—what of the dinners—what of the suppers—what of the whets? For it seemed as if we were present at a royal banquet, so that you would have thought some Cleopatra had invited her Anthony, so many were the varieties of foods, so curious the sorts of condiments, concerning which, separately, I would willingly treat, did I not dread being tedious. By a single dinner, therefore, I shall demonstrate to the imagination, materials for an idea of the rest. We had there a great and fair collar of brawn, with its garnishings, mustard, to wit, and wine of Muscadel; geese, with puddings in their bellies, such as my lord bishop useth to have at Ardbracan, the drumsticks of which Captain Caulfield marvellously affected. Pies there were of venison and various fowls; patties also, some of marrow, with stewed prunes innumerable; others of eggs and curd, such as my Lord Mayor and the sheriffs are ever wont to have at their feasts; others, again, which they call tarts, of divers forms, of divers materials, and of divers colours—of beef, of goats‐flesh, and of veal. In one word, everything was served up in the most liberal and handsome style.” Now for their entertainment out of doors, and through that yearning blank between dressing and dinner. “It would have made your teeth water, had you forth with seen ten or twelve fair horses, with trappings of the best, and other ornaments, prepared for us. We mount, and ride about; visiting the cathedral and the well of St. Patrick, then returning, amuse ourselves with prints, pictures, the dice box, and between whiles with a pipe of tobacco.” And here the captain enters into a long and learned disquisition on the Virginian leaf, which we reluctantly postpone, although we, in the meanwhile, proceed with something exceedingly new and interesting. “I remember amongst other things conducing to our pleasure, that there came one night, after supper, certain maskers of the Irish nobility, in number four, if my memory serve me aright. They, in the first place, sent to us letters of most fustian sort, commending them heartily to us, and saying that they were certain pilgrims, lately come to those parts, and very desirous of passing an hour or two in our company. After our acceptance of which proposal, they introduced themselves in the following order. First, a boy with a lit link, then two drummers, next the maskers themselves, two and two, and then another torch. One of the maskers carried a soiled handkerchief, with ten pounds in it, not of bullion, but of the new money lately coined, having the harp on one side and the royal arms on the other. They were dressed in slips, with many ivy leaves here and there stitched on, and over their faces they had masks of rabbit skin, with holes for looking through, and the noses were made of paper. Caps they had also, high and conical, after the Persian fashion, made likewise of paper, and adorned with



the aforesaid leaves. I will conclude in a word. We played at dice with dubious fortune for a while, their drums ever and anon beating. At last the maskers lose, ‘et vacui dimittuntur.’ And now if any one hath ever beheld a dog, stricken with a staff or stone, running out of doors, with his tail between his legs, he has had sight of our maskers homeward bound, without money, without [                    ], without so much as saying fare you well. They say that every one of them had five or six miles, at the least, to go, and it was then full two hours past midnight.” It was not fair to win the poor fellow’s money and then send them away empty. My Lord Morrison should have given them a skin‐full at the least, and a bed. It is most probable they were some of the Magennisses, or Savages, or possibly the young Whites from Dufferin: and the ten brass pounds, which they lost to the English captain, had, in all likelihood, come out of the district military chest, for ten pounds sterling’s worth of their own beeves or forage. But to quit an unpleasant subject, the raking up of which can do no good now, let us entertain ourselves with the captain’s description of a Christmas gambol among the servants in the hall. “Two servants sat down on the ground, ‘hunker wise,’ whose hands were tied over their knees in front, while a staff was inserted between the bend of the arms and the hams of each, (a regular skewering) so that they could by no means budge an inch. Between the forefinger and thumb of the right hand, each one held a little stick of about a foot in length, sharpened at the point; and so they were placed at the distance of about a yard from one another. Things being thus arranged, the sport commences, for, setting their feet together, they mutually struggle for one another’s overthrow, and here is the joke, whoever goes down is utterly unable to regain an upright position, but lying helpless, exposes his tenderest part to be poked by the aforesaid little stick of his overturner; which made us so to laugh for the space of an hour, that the tears streamed from our eyes; and Philip the cook his wife did laugh till you’d have sworn some village barber had been there, to whom she showed her teeth for dental surgery.”2




It does not appear that Sir Richard had any other beside the Ciceronian captain to celebrate these heroic passages, but we doubt not that the masker’s bards did justice to their share of them, in reproachful lamentations which would hugely delight Mr. Hardiman. Some minstrel of Iveagh has left a song in praise of Magennis’s lady, but this was more than a hundred years after the captain’s interview with fair Sarah. We do not understand his charge of drunkenness against the Irishwomen. We do not believe it. The captain is a bigoted Saxon. We denounce him to the Freeman’s Journal and the Northern Herald as a churl. Yet we protest we do not know what to make of the tippling allusions in the Irish love songs. Kitty Tyrrell savors strong of whiskey in the third stanza—smell her.



It is a pity that I myself am not, and fair gentle Kitty,
At the back of the holly tree, till we would drink a drop;
In hope with God faithful I would raise her heart,
And that I would bring her home from her mother with me.




Fy—the hussy reels off with her cully, steaming like a rum puncheon—but stay, what have we in the next line?



I have read your letter, without, on the mountain;
It was sweeter than much of fairy music!




Forgive us, fair, gentle Kitty; we were a beast to call you hussy; for you smell of nothing save dewy meadowsweet and the breath of the cows, and those ripe lips have this bright morning tasted nothing stronger than the milk from the pail. But Kitty dear, beware of the flattering boy to whom you wrote that delightful letter, for he is idle, we fear, and drunken, else would he not have sung a wish so gross; he is unworthy of you, Kitty, or he could assure himself of raising your heart without drinking at the back of the holly tree. We are convinced that were you there beside him, you would “drink to him only with your eyes,” though he should pledge you till he had broken every string on his harp. Yet after all he has sung as sweet a song as ever did Allan‐a‐dale, and the wish was framed more in a certain conscious daring of the burlesque, than in any base impotence of thought or feeling. Can we thus excuse him? we fear not altogether. The apology would stand, were this a solitary instance, but what shall we say in exculpation of the “boy that was turned out by the twisting of the rope,” and his sweetheart? For thus he sings:



It was below in Sligo that I became acquainted with my love,
It was above in Galway that I drank with her enough.




Yet has the assurance, drunken dog, to swear in the next line—



By virtue of my baptism, unless they bear with me as I am,
I will play a trick will take walking out of the girls.




Or what in mitigation of punishment shall we plead for the rogue who, pretending to be in love, can only say



If I were in the town where are jollity and mirth,
Or between two barrels full of ale,
My little darling near me, and my hand under her head,
It is pleasantly I’d drink her health.



Then vourneen come with me—come with me—come with me,
And vourneen come with me—damsel beautiful, brown;
And vourneen I would go, if you would go with me!




Mr. D’Alton, blushing to think of the figure little Pastheen Finn would make in English between the barrels, and in the drunk fellow’s embrace, staves off the ignominy in an egregiously grand translation. He sings of her health.



“With what rapture I’d quaff it were I in the hall,
Where feasting, and pledging, and music recall
Proud days of my country! while she on my breast
Would recline my hearts twin one! and hallow the feast.”
Then vourneen, fly with me, &c.




But it all won’t do. It is in vain to deny it. The Irish girls did take a leetle drop with their sweethearts. So did the English before the times of tea. Besides, the Spanish ale was a dignified brewage, and we are sure made its fair votaries neither sleepy nor savage. There is not in the whole collection a sweeter song than the untranslated lament of Thomas Flavelle, where among other sad changes he deplores the altered manners of the girls of his own day, yielded to the harlotries of dress and fashion, and forsaking their old decent attachment to drinking in his company: We offer Mr. Hardiman a translation of this really touching and manly piece.



THE COUNTY MAYO.



On the deck of Patrick Lynch’s boat I sit in woful plight,
Through sighing all the long day, and weeping all the night;
Ah! but that from my people in sorrow forth I go,
By all that lives! ’tis bravely I’d sing thy praise, Mayo!




When I was with my people and my gold did much abound,
In the company of fair young maids the Spanish ale went round:
Ah! but for too much drinking of that strong Spanish ale,
And for these wrongful English laws which overmuch prevail,
I had not now,—I had not now to Santa Cruz to go,
To leave my bones beneath the sod far from my own Mayo.




The Irrul girls are altered—’tis proud they’re grown and high,
With their hair‐bags and their top knots—for I pass their buckles by—
Bet if I were back in Irrul, for all their haughty airs,
I’d hold them for no better than harlot foreigners—
But Irrul I shall never see, my God will have it so,
For I must fly to foreign lands, and leave my own Mayo.




But ah!—if Patrick Loughlin were Earl in Irrul still,
If Brian Duff, his son‐in‐law, were lord upon the hill,
If yet black Hugh MacGrady rode a colonelling in Clare,
I’d not be here—I’d not be here, and my sweet masters there!




But alas! these gallant gentlemen are lying dead and low,
And I am sailing swiftly from the county of Mayo.






The Irish ends in a burst inimitable.



Aodh dubh Mac Griada
’Na chornéal a g‐Cbara
Is an sin bheidh mo thriall‐sa go Condae Mhaígheó.






This casts an honest air over what at first appeared revolting, and we are no longer at a loss to understand Carolan.



It is a pity that I and the branch of the curls are not
On the island of the berries, and no one near us,
And we drinking from night to day,
And playing skilfully on the harp;
(She) to be playing with me at chess,
—— cheerfully and gracefully,
Without contention, without ill‐humour, without shame.




Thus longed old Turlogh for “the cousin of the king’s,” by proxy, of young O’Reilly. He would have been a bad hand at chess, but blind as he was, he would, we think, have played his part at harping or drinking, to her satisfaction. He was the first harper of his age in the land of song, and Stafford himself, the apothecary, failed in putting him under the table, though they were a night and a day at it without once drawing bridle. The ugliest feature of the business is that Turlogh was sworn against drink at the time, a circumstance which Mr. Hardiman takes good care to say nothing about, but honestly confessed by Walker. The story is, that Carolan came one day, during his vow of abstinence, to his friend John, whom he entreated to gratify him with a smell of his bottle. The minute after he had put it to his pose, its neck was fast between his teeth, and its contents rapidly making their way to his interior. He laid hold of his harp in an extatic conception just then developed to his fancy, and began the modulation of his delightful air, the receipt for drinking. This, with its words, he had completed by twelve o’clock next day.



PLANXTY STAFFORD, OR CAROLAN’S RECIPE FOR DRINKING.


Whether I happened to be sick or sound,
I once took a journey and I was the better of it,
On a visit to John, in order to find ease;
The noble Stafford, cheerful and never without sense.
And at the coming of the middle of the night we were drinking,
And in the morning again, the cordial;
For this was what he thought in his kind heart—that that was the way
To enliven blind Carolan.
Sometimes in drunkenness, sometimes in rage,
Breaking chords and running on madness;
This custom we have practised, we part not with for ever.
I say it once more, and I tell it to the world,
If you wish to be long‐lived, be always drinking.




It would be treason to John Barleycorn to separate this and



WHISKEY THE POTION.



Before that you rise in the morning, be your right hand stretched out from you,
Where you will find the bottle of the strong liquor:
Before you dress yourself put a sup of it under your heart,
If you wish in this world to be long lived, sound, sprightly—
Rise quickly and squeeze on your breeches;
Wait not to shave yourself, to wash, or comb your head,
Until you put a tender pull under your lungs and in your throat,
Of the whiskey like nectar, that quenches every thirst,
And from morning to night it will put sweetness in your voice.




The whiskey is a cordial that heals and cures
Every sickness and disease to which Adam’s seed is subject;
There is no need of doctors nor of English apothecaries,



But drink a bowl full of it every morning and every night:
The holy liquor that Saint Patrick has blessed,
Put it not in comparison with the wines of Spain,
With the burgundy of France, or with the hock of Germany;
With the rum, or with the arrack that comes over the sea;
Since they are great expenses and burn our hearts.




If there be defective eye‐sight with you, or noise in your ears,
A colic in your stomach, or a hot burning,
The gout in your foot, or a stitch in your shoulders,
Drink nine times a draught of the whiskey in the day:
It will clear your eyes, you shall be courageous, fresh‐hearted,
Chearful, active, and cold will not come upon you.
You shall have sleep and rest;
You shall not incline to distemper, sickness, or trouble,
Till you be ten times as old as the mist.






Carolan was a drunkard. So was Burns. Both had their apologies; but Carolan’s was the stronger. He was a poor Irish gentleman born, and therefore above either work or professional pay. Had he not been able to command entertainment wherever he went, he might, and possibly would, have died in a ditch—as it was, after a life exposed to the inevitable contagion of most pernicious habits, he died upon a bed spread by charity. Mr. Hardiman’s theory of Irish drunkenness (viz: that it was the consequences of English spoliation,) holds good in Carolan’s case, if in any. All his family patrimony went in James the Second’s time. His father was a beggar, but one generation of paupers could not bend the fools to work. Drunkenness, however, is not the strict consequence of penury and degradation in other countries; a poor gentleman is not necessarily a drunkard in England. But for the old taint of ancestral habit Carolan might have been a sober clerk in a counting house. In this particular instance, such a life, although possibly a happier one than that he actually led, would have been a loss to posterity; but had all those who, without Carolan’s genius, experienced his circumstances and died drunken beggars, been even sober clerks in counting houses, Ireland would be by ten millions of money richer at this day—an advantage for which we would willingly sink her musical recollections of the seventeenth century, Planxty Stafford and all. We cannot think Carolan’s life a happy one. A perambulating adulator, even among his kindest patrons, must feel the baseness of his praise’s prostitution. One who swore



—By the blessed light that shines above,
To this one rule I’ll hold through good and ill:
True to my host and to his cheer I’ll prove,
And as I find them I must praise them still—




can have known little of the pride of independence, even in opinion. But was all this Carolan’s fault. No. It was the spirit of the times; and had he been the proudest man of genius that ever scorned a fawning dedication, he must have either denied himself the exercise of the bard’s office, or the enjoyment of his due reputation. The bard was a familiar necessity to the Irish still, although there remained few households rich enough to bring up a dozen cousins as private students of music and poetry, without which preparatory college, a Duine Uaisle could not make sure of having one of talent to himself. They clubbed for the bard, in many a coalition, which their founders would have risen out of the grave to denounce, if they could; and thus when a youth of genius celebrated the beauty of one patroness, or the liberality of another, he came in for a round of adulatory employment through the gentry of a whole county; perhaps of two or three, as was Carolan’s case, who could hardly have done tickling the vanity of O’Kelly, in Galway, til he would be called off to Maguire in Fermanagh, or O’Connor and Mac Dermott Roe in



Roscommon. Here let us correct ourselves. It must rather have been from the decrease of the fashion, than from want of means, that the Irish gentry did not keep up the household bard—O’Connor or O’Rourke would have died of starvation, rather than give up the custom, had it still been considered indispensable to the character of the The—but it was not so considered; probably from the slow necessity of decreasing means outlasting the memory of whatever mishap, had prevented the election of their last minstrel’s successor. Fearflatha O’Gnive, (Agnew) was the last hereditary bard of O’Neill Claneboy; Fergal Ward of Magennis Iveagh; O Hussey of Maguire Tempo; Owen Ward of O’Donnell Tir‐Connell. After their deaths, the wandering minstrel was welcome, but security of celebration there was no longer for these great families, unless by invitation and praiseworthy entertainment of some itinerant panegyrist. It will at once be perceived that promiscuous praise must have been the cue of any man who knew his business, and if he did not feel heartily inclined to exert himself in seeking novel or striking expressions for its vehicle, there were always at hand the conventional appliances of numberless laudatory scraps, which he could tack together as occasion might demand. The music to which these were sung, was the only real test of superior genius. This was uncorrupted by the conscious meanness of parasitical expression; and the singer, although his heart might turn within him in disgust at words with which he had too often to belie his feelings, could still, in some degree, abstract himself from self‐reproach in his enjoyment of their accompanying melody. In how vast a majority of the two hundred pieces of this description, which Turlogh O’Carolan is said to have composed, must the pain of his heart have overbalanced the enjoyment of his ear? What wonder that he drank, then, till pain and pleasure were alike forgotten? Far be it from us to say, that Carolan was the county laureat who understood his business, as we have pictured him above. He was the first and best of that class; and we would but expose the vile life of the lowest and worst of the same family, that we may understand the rational apology which to their great leader and immortaliser, should be accorded for his failings. There is scarce a song of Carolan, which we have read, that does not somewhere exhibit hearty good will, and earnestness of sincerity. To find some subject for unfeigned praise, in each of the almost innumerable claimants of his celebration, would evince as much ingenuity and clearness of perception, as the motive which prompted that amiable enquiry, would argue benevolence and integrity. What varieties of character and pretension—what differences of taste and foibles he must have studied. Hear him in praise of Squire Toby Peyton.




Near to Cuish there lives a young fellow,
Young Toby Peyton is he that I speak of;
He is noble, he is jovial,
He is heroic, he is graceful,
And he would not suffer an affront to be put off.




That he may be constant and long lived in health,
Since he has got victory over his enemies,
Scourging them, thwacking them,
Thumping them, smashing them,
Whether he had got a sword or a stick in his hands.




’Tis he has colts a‐currying by day and night,
And he would take leaping out of the wanton bucks:
A hundred sorts of wine
If the learned would drink,
It is young Toby Peyton would pay for them all.






He makes but two points in the first stanza. “Toby, the young fellow”—(he wrote a song in praise of Toby’s marriageable daughter)—and the hint



about the affront. The rest is all of course. But in the second he lays it on thick and three fold, and from the particularity of the allusions, seemingly with some foundation. That must have been the one that killed Toby. Turlogh now begins to get conscientious, and wont have done till he satisfies himself and his hearers that it was not for nothing he handled the honest gentleman so unsparingly, and so, remembering the reckoning, he gives Toby his revenge handsomely. George Brabazon was more of the squireen than Toby. He seems never to have blazed—we are wrong, the small sword was the weapon then—at all events, George seems to have been, although to the full as good a fellow as Toby, hardly as stout a gentleman. Yet Turlogh, the rogue, is nothing at a loss. Hear how he tickles George’s gills, and endeavour at the same time to imagine the Irish going it to the tune of Paddy O’Rafferty.



GEORGE BRABAZON.



Oh, George Brabazon, that you may live long and well!
The love of every one, oh son of happiest repute,
Oh hand of generosity, from whom it were easy for us to obtain wine,
Jovial is the company in the place where your friends may be.
Heigh‐ho!—there he is, the hearty fellow,
Hóm‐bó—the flower of brave fellows;
Our sport, our mirth, supplying our necessities;
Our meat, our ale, our music, and our bread and butter,
Our harp, our fiddle!
He is the mirth of Kinratty in the middle of his own country.
The top‐branch of Gallen—the love of my heart is with him,
He is noble, free, graceful, friendly and true.




I’d rather than the cattle and the gold of the king of Spain,
Than the horses and coaches of Rome and the Pope together,
And than Mac Yoris’s3 Dunmore, and Mac Rannal’s Norrall,
Be looking on George scattering gold in handfulls from him.
Heigh‐ho—there he is, the gay fellow,
Hóm‐bó—with his black farewell to every one:
Him‐ham!—Planxty merriment!
Sing, dance, drink his health about!
He is gentle, he is calm, he is courteous,
He is the flower of his name—we will go with him to his estate,
A world of prosperity on him! luck and liberality on him!
And may a good increase of every noble quality fall on him!






How Turlogh sticks to him—redoubling the compliments, too, by implication—“jovial is the company in the place where your friends may be.” You are a fellow of such exquisite judgment, George, that to have but him whom you honour with your friendship in one’s company, is in itself a treat. It is a black business, saying farewell to you, George. Heigh‐ho! hómbó! him‐ham! Planxty merriment!—that will do, Turlogh, you touch him on the raw; you will have his heart as soft as butter if you go on flanking the flies upon it in this bang‐up style any longer. Three hundred sorts of wine if the learned would drink, George would pay for them now; and that’s two hundred more than you could squeeze out of the young fellow, Sir Toby Belch. George and Toby were both of English extraction, and with all Carolan’s good‐will, and no doubt, hearty efforts in their praises,



there is something wanting—something there is too much also of forced glee and reiterated protestation. How different his tone in



THE CUP OF O’HARA.



If I were abroad in Arran,
Or in the pleasant vale of quarts,
Whence sails every great ship
With claret and mead;
It were better (than that) with me for satisfaction,
Aud I to get it for me,
The white cup of O’Hara,
And to have it full near my mouth.




But why need I describe it [literally, what pleasure to me to put you in
the sense of it?]
And the varieties of good fortune which attend it,
Seeing that the doctor of the place says,
(By my head it is not a lie)
“Turlogh, son of fortunate Brian,
Come sometimes to my presence,
That we may drink from this mighty cup
The good health of Kian.”






This is all fair and natural—we could hardly wish it otherwise. We would not wish the debt of board and lodging to be paid in the same coin with that of loyalty. Sordid abuse is now‐a‐days the meed of anything recalling the people’s old affections among ourselves: still the patriarchal spirit is dear to us, even in those whose attachment to that unphilosophic allegiance has been a great obstacle to the thorough conquest of Ireland. We won Ireland because we ourselves were still in the darkness of feudalism; the penny potentates might find it no such easy matter now. George’s cut‐glass rummers certainly cannot stand by the side of the mighty cup of Kian; and we will venture to say that had he and Toby got astride the best butt of claret in the cellars of Laheen, with a supply of devils hot from the brander, sufficient to have created thirst in the gullet of Thaumaturge Fitzpatrick himself, after tooming the tun of Heidelberg, they would not have made the arched roof ring to such a carouse as dinnied the rafters over Shawn and Turlogh. Let us do Carolan the justice of giving another unbought and hearty sally of his humourous good‐will towards that broth of a boy



GREEN JACK (SHANE GLASS.)



If you had seen Green Jack, and he going to the fair,
And a favor from every damsel in the breast of his shirt:
Ah, girls of the mountain, there is Green Jack for you.
This is what says every one of the prettiest girls that see him,
‘May I get my spoiling but he is the boy for me.’
Ah, girls of the mountain, there is Green Jack for you.




There is no poet without verses, no harp without strings,
There is no rib in his bones without a smashing for lies.
He is but a vagrant vagabond, that has been left without a penny;
If his bones have been broken he need not deny it.
Ah, girls of the mountain, there is Green Jack for you.




Had you seen Sally, and she going to the fair,
Coloured shoes on her, and a white apron;
Ah, girls of the mountain, there is Green Jack’s sweetheart for you.
She is the picture of Venus, the branch of azure eyes,
And her face on the blush, and her cheeks like the berries;
Ah, girls of the mountain, there is Green Jack’s sweetheart for you.






A pair of round breasts that have not been spoiled or handled—
Oh, that she and I were in one place,
Under the green bough in the wood, that we might make up friendship.
Oh, love of my heart, is it not there the delight would be?
Ah, girls of the mountain, there is Green Jack’s sweetheart for you.






“In every Jack there is a meat‐roasting quality,” says the society of Freethinkers; but in Green Jack there is rib‐roasting quality, as inherent as sound in a fiddle; and, as the several modes of meat‐roasting consist in “roasting of beef, roasting of mutton, roasting of pullets, geese, turkies, &c.” so do the several modes of rib‐roasting likewise consist in smashing of liars, smashing of bullies, smashing of puppies’ legs, buckeens, &c.—But here Turlogh and the society are at issue; for whereas they would say that as “the meat‐roasting quality resides neither in the fly, nor in the weight, nor in any particular wheel of the Jack, but is the result of the whole composition,” so neither does the rib‐roasting quality reside in any particular bone, muscle, or artery of Green Jack—but Turlogh holds that it does—namely in his ribs. What says Sally? Sally says she’s sure she does’nt know; and we hardly know what to say ourselves. So, lest we fall into a scrape, we will adjourn to the drawing room, and see how bold Tordelbachus gets on with the ladies, and first‐place for



MADAM CROFTON.



It is my desire to treat of a young damsel,
And it seems to me that it is right:
Madam Crofton, cheerful and graceful,
A lady to whom music was dear.




’Tis she that would fill up a dram for me
Every night, every hour, and every fit occasion:
Fair child of the curling locks,
Of the noblest and gentlest disposition.




That is Betty the gentle, of the beautiful branching hair;
It is white her neck, and her fair breasts,
Her teeth are fair, her features mild, it is what Ebher’s descendants would say
That sweetly, correctly, skilfully, fitly she’d sing all music.




A damsel graceful, pious, of high repute,
A lady who prefers cheerful friends:
No one will find death by thirst
Who may be near to her.




Oh, it is true that happy is the man
That got her for a companion:
And when charming Bess will be laid on her bed,
God’s protection be over the gentle couple every day and night!






Master Crofton here stands most unhandsomely in Turlogh’s way, else he had given half a gale of sighs, and a cap full of wishes, on his own account. As it is, he is forced to the petty particularizing of his drams—yes, he turns up his little finger with an air, and smacks his lips upon a small venture round fair Mistress Betty’s boddice; but the fear of Master Crofton makes him bolt like a boy from a sugar barrel, and he has nothing for it, save lauding the lady liberality of her liquor again. If the song be spoiled, it is Master Crofton’s fault: but Turlogh bears no ill will, and wishes him joy in the



most gentlemanly manner. We regret exceedingly that he should have laboured under such disadvantages, (yet charming Bess is touched considerably) on his first introduction to the fair sex. But it could not be helped: the married ladies must have the pas. However, to make amends, he shall have the fairest play now with



GENTLE MABLE KELLY.



Whoever he be to whom it is in fate
To have his right hand under your head,
’Tis certain he is in no danger of death
For ever, or during his life to be sick.
Oh Coolin beautiful of the curls in circles fair,
Oh thou body like the swan swimming on the lake—
She is the love and desire of every youth, gentle Mable Kelly,
She of the fairest teeth that have been placed in the mansion of the head.




There is no music of the sweetest that has yet been played
That is not intelligible to her for understanding to sing in every degree:
Her cheeks are as the sparkling rose; and, ever in their neighbourhood, the lily.
Her eyes more softly azure than the blossoms of the branches:
It is this, say the approved doctors of the land of Clan O’Neill,
That the cranes would be put to sleep by the sweet voice of her mouth.
There is no deceit in her beautiful bright eye—
But let me drink discreetly your own good health.




There are none who see the noble graceful lady,
That spring not up like a wild man to the tops of trees,
And that lose not sight of the candle, full of love of the child.
She’s of the best qualities and understanding of the nations of the Gael:
She is of the foot most beautiful, palm, hand, and mouth,
Pair of eyes, and hair growing with her down to the grass.
The goat is with me in respect of delight, excelling all persons,
For having to say I had this opportunity; (of honoring my song with such a subject;) it is fortunate for me.






He is here more at home; but still the awful distance of rank puts him to his figures of speech, and he must be admitted to have used some expressions in the first stanza not altogether borne out by the fact. For the husband of gentle Mable, although every night of a long life he may have lain with his hand under her head, has died the common death, and his skull is now as bare as Turlogh’s own. There is great probability, too, that gentle Mable mixed many a posset for his morning headaches; and if she treated him as tenderly as Sirrus Richardus did his friend the Captain, when his liver broiled after the usquebagh of Iveagh, it was as much as any reasonable man could expect. Anticipations so melancholy, however, did not perplex the brain of the Coolin beautiful, as she listened to the pleasing extravagance. We are bold to say, she was as much delighted with the hyperbole as with the aposiopesis, and the change of persons in the end of the next stanza is indeed very creditably brought off. Where did the Irishman happen on his fancy of the enchanted fellows running up trees? He was not read in the Spectator, and knew nothing, we should incline to think, of the poetry of the Lapps—yet we never saw the image elsewhere than here and in the misnamed Orra Moor. He is so original and amiable he must have



another opportunity of showing himself to advantage. Let us hear, then, what he has to say for himself to sweet



GRACE NUGENT.



It is my desire to treat of the blossom of whiteness;
Grace, the sprightliest damsel:
And she it was who had excellence in qualities and understanding
Over the beautiful accomplished women of the province.
Whoever would be near her by night and by day
Need not fear ever long sorrow or suffering,
With the gentle queen of happy dispositions.
She is the Coolin of the branches and circles.




Her side is as the lime, her neck is as the swan’s,
And her aspect is as the summer’s sun:
Is it not happy for him to whom was promised in his portion
To be with her, the branch of bending tendrils?
They are pleasant and gentle, your graceful expressions,
It is delightful and beautiful your azure eye;
This is what I have heard every day with those that speak of you,
That circling and curling is your fresh head of hair.




This is what I say to the young lady gentle,
With whom is a voice sweeter than bird music,
There is not delight or entertainment of which a head has thought
That is not found certainly with Grace.
Oh fold of jewels, of close fine teeth,
Oh Coolin of the branches and tendrils,
Though you are dear to me, I will quit my story;
But I drink without a lie your health.






Ah Turlogh, Turlogh, what will you say to the beautiful accomplished women of the province of Connaught, after putting the Coolin of BalanagarcBalanagare above them all in qualities and understanding? Yet what is it but reasonable that each should have her turn in the ascendant; Peggy of the pearls now shining in the company of Spanish princes,



A branch of happiness all under blossom!




And presently the Phœnix of Mannin, the brilliant Fanny, rising, like an uncontrolled meteor from the west, and showering light and love upon the barons of broad Mayo? There is room enough in heaven for all the stars; and Fanny, and Peggy, and Grace, and gentle Mable will not cross each others orbits, till their common scroll be shrivelled up, and the lights of Irish song extinguished for ever. Therefore let us hail their successive culminations as befits an adorer of the celestial houses of Connaught; than which to us the brightest families of Aldebaran, Rigel or Mizar could not shine more mystically glorious, even had we the pale eyes of Paracelse or Albert More. First, then, from the misty banks of Shannon, leading the starry train, our Hespera



PEGGY O’CORCORAN.



Is it not happy for the youth that will be caressing her,
The flower of a child of the smooth white hands?
She is the love and delight of sage nobles, the sweet girl of the fair hair.
This is what I say—and is it not of it I was to treat?
Were the habits of us, the Irish, as they were wont to be,
We could not sleep by night or day.
Oh bright eye modest, of great beauty, sweet mouth, teacher of all learning,
Beautiful Peggy of the pearls, felicity and fortune on you!






Oh, companion of Spanish princes, fold of the curling thick locks—
Let now drink be filled, and let us be always drinking her health.
Is he not happy for whom was assigned the ornament of a child
That obtained superiority of beauty over the world? Is she not of the amiablest qualities?
The branch of happiness, and it all under blossom, a face without gloom, she is the fairest and wisest.
Oh fold of happiness, and flower of the Gael in nobleness, discretion, and memory,
Are there not their princes from every region encamped near one another
For the fair damsel, gentle O’Corcoran?






Next soars the Phœnix, long since inserted far beyond the Zodiac—Dillon’s daughter



FANNY BETAGH.



If it be asked of me whither I shall go, I shall go to Mannin,
To visit the damsel of the best repute,
That is the Princess Fanny, the beautiful daughter of Gerald,
A plant the sweetest, discreetest, and most faithful of women.
It is this thinks each Baron of country and land,
When she is not in their presence that they will find death.
Again when she is in their company their hearts and spirits rise,
And they tell me they are well of a sudden.




She is the Phenix of beauty, and the fine pearl of a child;
And let me consider the case as is right,
That it is in her face is the lily, a winter of whiteness,
And every part wins superiority and excellence over the rose.
I will try my skill, according as is my science—
I give it up—and I say nothing but the right thing:
Let the can be filled up—here! to the health of Fanny—
The health of Captain Gerald we shall be drinking for ever.






Fanny must forgive us; we dreamt not she was a married woman. Good Shamus Betagh will not, we trust, take it in ill part that we have innocently erred in postponing her to Mistress Betty. Shamus, we are convinced, is a much better fellow than Master Crofton, else Turlogh had not sung so hearty a stave in his lady’s honour, and will let the daughter of Captain Gerald twinkle here among the single stars for one evening. They will be discerned to‐morrow night in closer company, a double planet in a nebula of little Betaghs. But now for the Morning Star, the Daughter of O’More, the Cuckoo of the Hill of Howth,



THE HAWK OF BALLYSHANNON.



She is the flower of beauty’s fine damsels,
Of Clan Connor O’Reilly of Sletty O’Maile;
The young queen‐girl of the sweetest kiss—
It is of the daughter of O’More I treat,
A Gael, the daughter of the strong, royal man,
Who would longest let his rent be put off.
Oh plant of happiness, and of the branching, coloured hair
It is you I mention in my verses.
It is a pity that I and the branch of the curls are not
On the island of the berries, &c.






Thou art the Hawk of Erne and of Ballyshannon,
And the desire of each desire above woman thou art.—
Her gentle white body is of the colour of the swan,
And her thick branching hair is to the ground
Bending and twisting in ringlets;
Her eye like the dew, and her face fair, bright,
Like Venus coming from the briny waves:
It is my opinion that she is the morning star,
And that every one is in love with her.




The Hawk of Erne is with us.
In her wisdom, in her sprightliness, in her contentedness,
Who never yet has made a hoard,
But bestowing gold in handfulls.
Her eye is as the dew fresh on the lily.
And her face is as the white shape of Paros (stone,)
Look behind her she never did,
But (is) always bringing into action good qualities.




The Cuckoo of the Hill of Howth accompanies us
Down to Ballyshannon,
And the Hawk of Erne comes to meet us,
Like the sweet store of the bees of May.
Oh, gentle lady, moralled, mild, easy,
It was your journey that brought love and grace;
There is not a bird on the branch who sings more sweetly
Than the Cuckoo [of the Hill of Howth.]






You are no astronomer, Turlogh; she is neither hawk nor cuckoo, but the olive bearing dove, which southern star‐gazers see sometimes winging her way upon the larboard bow of the good ship that labours hard betwixt the rugged justling Symplegades. There leave her with her bright sisters, smiling over the line at Pleiades and Hyades, and let us return to Turlogh, no longer racking his imagination for new terms of distant flattery, but pouring out the spontaneous overflow of his own full heart—full of honest affection and pure desire for his own loved



MARY MAGUIRE.



It is my sorrow and pain that I and my love are not
In a delightful little valley of a mountain,
And not one of our friends to be found
In any place in our presence there.
King of Grace! what need for me to speak to you,
Oh mild, modest, and well‐positioned lady?
And oh, it is your love that is through my middle
In the painful sharp quality of a dart.




It was early in the morning the damsel proceeded,
And her Coolin curlingly with her;
Like a sparkling rose is the beauty of the girl,
And every member of her consorting one with another:
Her side is crystal, her mouth of honey,
It seems to me sweeter than the voice of strings,
Mildness is on her cheeks, her neck is like the swan’s,
And her countenance of the colour of the dogberries.




Barrenness, and sorrow, and want of sense
On the smart, right, pretty boy,
That would ask portion at all with (such) a match of a mate,
But to stretch down kissing her!








Mary was of the best blood of Fermanagh, but she became the blind bard’s companion, as was fit. “She proved a proud and extravagant dame,” says Walker, and it was right (Hibernicé) that she should. Turlogh loved her all the better for her spirit, though we are base enough to fear, at the expense of his shirts and stockings. We may now, we think, assure ourselves that we are on earth again, and look up without fear of knocking our head against either pole. Dove and phœnix are no longer distinguishable; but a new constellation has appeared above the lyre which momentarily assumes a more triangular aspect. We know the bright sisters still, though all of one magnitude, and all together conspiring to adorn the Irish harp in the fair proportions of a royal crown—



“Not such a golden jewelled one as haughty Cæsar wears,
But such a glittering starry one as Ariadne bears.”




We will not say that Madam Crofton is the richest ruby of the diadem, but Mary Maguire is certainly its purest pearl.


With all his faults, and circumstance had given him share, Turlogh O’Carolan was a man not unworthy to be the last bard of Ireland, for since his day the character has been extinct. The office of the bard had undergone a sad decline in the two generations immediately preceding his. He was the last flicker of the expiring light, and all has been darkness since. A new order of things (as the little fifers of the march say,) has arisen.



The harp that once through Tara’s hall,
The soul of music shed,
Now hangs as mute on Tara’s wall
As if that soul were fled.




The bagpipes are drawing their last breath from a few consumptive lungs, and French‐horns have been heard “in the street of the cuckoos.”


Our readers have, in the translated parts of these pages, read such writing as they never read before; and many, we would hope, have obtained some glimpses of the character of a people, such as they never before knew or cared for. If we have succeeded in gaining their interest so far, we are secure of it much farther; for we have now done with the adulatory, and approach the amatory and lyric portion of our materials. But it were foul shame to leave Carolan upon his death‐bed,



“Without the meed of some melodious tear.”




Mac Cabe has sung Mo bhrón! mo mhilleadh! and let that be enough; for since in wailing is nought availing, we will leave the song of sorrow untranslated, and ask Mr. Hardiman himself to give us an account of the wake and burial. “When his death was known, it is related that upwards of sixty clergymen, of different denominations, a number of gentlemen from the surrounding counties, and a vast concourse of country people assembled to pay their last mark of respect to their favourite bard. All the houses in Ballyfarnon were occupied by the former, and the people erected tents in the fields round Alderford house. The harp was heard in every direction. The wake lasted four days. On each side of the hall was placed a keg of whiskey, which was replenished as soon as emptied. Old Mrs. Mac Dermott herself joined the female mourners who attended, to weep, as she expressed it, “over her poor gentleman, the head of all Irish music.” On the fifth day his remains were brought forth, and the funeral was one of the greatest that for many years had taken place in Connaught. He was interred in the Mac Dermott Roe’s vault, in their chapel, at the east end of the old church of Kilronan.” And who was old Mrs. Mac Dermott, and where was Alderford‐house? asks the gentle reader. Alderford, we fancy, is somewhere on the banks of the Suick, a pleasant stream of Roscommon, and the family seat of Mac Dermott Roe, to whom, for his grandmother’s sake, we would say, slainte goléor; and his grandmother was this old Mrs. Mac Dermott, who, in her eightieth year, turned Alderford House inside out for the honour of Irish music. “By her,” says Mr. Hardiman, “Carolan was supplied with



his first harp and his first horse; and to her, in the decline of life and health, he turned for a sure asylum and a kind and affectionate reception.” We are reversing the order of things, and returning to the sick room of the buried man. But we cannot resist another quotation from Mr. Hardiman, who has been touched into considerable manliness and candour throughout this part of his book:—“At Alderford he was received with the warmth and welcome which have ever characterised Irish friendship. After he had rested a little, he called for his harp. His relaxed fingers for a while wandered feebly over the strings; but soon acquiring a momentary impulse, be played his well known ‘Farewell to Music,’ in a strain of tenderness and feeling which drew tears from the eyes of his auditory. This was his last effort: nature was subdued; and the dying bard was carried in a state of exhaustion to his room.”


Now, then, that Turlogh is buried and embalmed, let us dry our eyes and comfort ourselves with the prospect of No. II., in which we will sing things “paulo majora.”



Carmina non prius,
Audita—virginibus puerisque.





1 Irish Minstrelsy; or, Bardic Remains of Ireland, with English poetical translations; collected and edited, with notes and illustrations, by James Hardiman, M.R.I. A. London: Joseph Robins, Bride‐court, Bridge‐street. 1831.



2 Whether or not this be the true Chrytrindra of Julius Pollux, we do not venture to affirm, but it is a gaine we know well in our own country by the name of Muddletypeg. The household of a dear and much respected family were one night riotously merry in their preparation for a set‐to of this kind, between one of the stable boys and a sort of male scullion, who was already skewered with the long brush, and placed in the middle of the kitchen floor, when the unwonted steps of the “auld master himself—a fearsome carl when angered”—were heard along the passage; and groom and gardener, dairy wench and cook bolted—in their extacy of consternation, putting out the lights, and leaving luckless Robin Strange to bide the brunt of the old gentleman’s indignation as best he might. Rob, although a natural, had wit enough to keep a dead silence, hoping the enemy might pass him in the dark, and wreak his vengeance on the delinquents without. But as ill fortune would have it, one end of the long brush (on which, as we have said, he was spitted like a lark,) caught the old man a crack on the shin‐bones as he hurried by, tripping him up among the potato baskets in the corner, and setting Rob himself a spinning on his breech, like an eastern Fakir. “Who’s that?” cried the old gentleman, jumping up in inconceivable fury. Rob did not say a word. “Who’s that, I say?” shouted the enraged ancient, letting fly his staff in the direction of the unaccountable noise which Robin’s gyrations excited over the floor. The culprit uttered a yell that reached the farthest skulkers in the hayloft; the conscious cook crept closer into the coal‐hole, and the stable boy involuntary began to rub down Mr. John’s horse. “Who are you, I say, or what are you—beast or body? Answer or I’ll brain you!” exclaimed the old man once more, seizing whatever came to hand, and striking right and left, till he communicated a new impulse to poor Robin, whose north and south poles alternately fetching him a couple of furious raps over the ancles, made him begin to think at last that he was fairly bewitched; but he grew only the more savage on that account, and thrashed away like a madman between his falls, (for every trip upset him) till Robin spun like a top, and would have been right fain to confess himself, but he had now got into utter despair and could articulate nothing, save “Muddletypeg, Sir, Muddletypeg!” “Muddlety what, you rascal?” “Muddletypeg, Sir, dear! Muddletypeg!” “Muddletypeg! you villain!—I’ll peg you!”



3 The Hibernicised Bremingham, Lord Athenry.










HARDIMAN’S IRISH MINSTRELSY.—No. II.


The thrushes are singing, the dews glistening, the cuckoo is calling from the grove, the rail replying from the meadows, and a crop, which, by the blessing of God, will, ere long, fill the granaries of Ireland with food for many millions, is gushing from the moist earth, like an exhalation. We write in early May, for May is the month of lovers—love is the subject of our labours, and to all who love we dedicate the vernal conception. May is the month of lovers, whether their path be in city or solitude, bright in sunshine, or lustrous in moonlight, or dim in the still radiance of the stars. May breathes the inspiration of desire from all the fresh bosom of the impregnated earth; May sheds the animation of hope from all the clear depths of the buxom and enamoured air. God bless the happy hearts, that even now thrill with Heaven’s holiest influences, in the breasts of many fond and innocent young creatures, walking or wandering by one another’s sides, over the fair face of this delightful island; for on such a bright May morning when were the valleys of our country not sanctified by the presence of true lovers? Under many an odorous hawthorn, and among the dews of many a daisied meadow, are youths and maidens even now exchanging vows, to be ratified, ere long, before the altar, in unions which shall yet brighten a hundred hearths with the glad faces of free and happy generations. Alas! a thousand springs have smiled on the same scenes of love and promise; but, of their thousand winters, few, few have scowled in vain through the closed lattice on secure or free firesides.


Year by year, if we could obtain a retrospect of the scene before us, with its ascending succession of yearly change, our eyes, which now rest delighted on as fair a valley as ever yielded its increase to the hand of man, bright with the dwellings of as honest and as happy a people as ever sowed, reaped, or consumed the fruits of earth, and, we again, thank God, smiling with the promise of as rich a harvest as ever filled the barns and bawns of Ireland—our eyes resting delighted on such a scene would, we say, ere they had contemplated it under the receding change of half a century, shrink back, appalled, at the spectacle of smoking ruins, trampled corn fields, discoloured waters, and fugitive and famishing families, houseless—lawless—hopeless. Shift back the scene another two or three half centuries. Fewer corn fields there are here to trample; fewer cottages to burn; but the stream of blood flows freely as ever. Musket and cannon still mingle their dreadful noises with the clash of steel, and the victorious troops still shout the same huzzas which followed the rebellious rout from Ross and Antrim; but, mingling with the British cheer are war‐cries long unheard upon our hills, and fighting, foot to foot, with the trained soldiery of England, are men, the recollection of whose very costume is lost among their descendants. See the wild Irishmen—how the chain mail still glances on their breasts—how the long glibbs are still tossed on their mantled shoulders!—mark that stirrupless lancer, how he dashes at the ponderous man‐at‐arms. He bears one stave like a javelin, whirled high overhead; another fills his left hand, with the tasselled reins; his sword is in its sheath till these are cast; his rear‐rank man sways a broad battle‐axe—the last—he of the galloglasses.—See the kern with the match‐lock; how he blows his fuse in the face of a field‐piece.—Hark to the war‐cries of Claneboy, Iveagh, and Clanbrasil.—Farrah! Farrah! Lamh dearg aboo! Aengus more aboo! Lamh laidir air uachdir!—Faunat aboo! shouts Mac Sweeny of the ships; Bataillach aboo!aboo! cries Mac Sweeny of the battle‐axes—Huzza! Huzza! replies the British line; and down go kern and carbineer, galloglass and trooper, tanist and captain, in the



reeling struggle. Again shift back the scene till the roar of the artillery is heard no longer, and the only smoke of battle is the steam of reeking men and horses; and over the same valley, now all uncultivated, yet green in deep, delicious pasture, we see the ancestors of the same men who vainly strove with British discipline at Kinsale and the Boyne, now still more vainly striving with one another, for the possession, perhaps, of the unconscious brutes scared from their grazing ground beside, perhaps of the grey ruin crumbling on the hill above; or, it may be, as it often was, for the mere lust of inflicting pain, and the mad glory of fighting. A horrid sight! They hack one another with brazen knives; they pierce one another with flint‐headed arrows and the barbed blades of javelins; they torture the dying; they mangle and insult over the dead. Woe to the conquered! Wives and little ones, old men and maidens mingled in common massacre, expire among the ruins of the huts or the unavailing defences of their earthen rampart. No sulphurous canopy here to hide them from the eye of day; but all on the open plain, where summer dust never soiled a daisy, do the heroic savages exult before the face of heaven, while bards and Seanachies contend in glorifying the brave atrocity! Alas! how soon have we forgotten that love was to have been our theme! How soon has the sad necessity of Irish history drawn us into the strife, and cruelty, and desolation, and despair, by the modifications of which alone can we compare the different aspects of early Irish society—a society which has differed little from the days of Henry to those of George, save in degrees of violence or misery. But let war and famine do their worst, love is immortal and the same; and the valley before us, with all its successions of disfigurement and desolation, has never missed its May tribute of sighs and songs. The flowers of our forest are hard to weed away. Seven hundred years of disaster, as destructive as ever consumed the vitals of any country, have each in succession seen our people perishing by famine or the sword in almost every quarter of the land; yet at this day there is neither mountain, plain, nor valley that is not rife with generations of the unextinguishable nation: long may they walk upon our hills with the steps of freemen! long may they make our valleys ring with the songs of that love which has thus made them indomitable in defeat and ineradicable in a struggle of extermination!


These are the songs before us—songs such as the speakers of the English language at large have never heard before, and which they could not see and hear now but for the pious labours of a man who, however politically malignant and religiously fanatical, has yet done such good service to his country in their collection and preservation, that for her sake we half forgive him our own quarrel, and consent to forego a great part of its vindication.


Those who have known the melodies of Ireland only in association with the delightful lyrics of Moore, will, we fear, be startled to find them connected with songs so marked as these are, by all the characteristics which distinguish the productions of rude, from those of refined society. Moore’s Melodies, indeed, present a combination of the most delightful attributes of music and poetry, unattainable otherwise than by uniting the music of a rude age to the poetry of a refined one. The hardships, dangers, and afflictions which must have crushed the heart of the musician before it could so shed its whole life‐blood of passion into the absorbing and almost painful pathos of an Irish melody, must have been too destructive of all security to have admitted even an approach to that devoted leisure which alone could qualify a writer for success in finished poetry. The contrast between the native songs and the lyrics of Moore, is indeed strangely striking—as strange as uncouthness can present in juxta position with politeness, but still no more than that which may be admitted to have distinguished the Merus Hibernicus, from the modern Irish gentleman. We will look in vain for the chasteness, the appositeness, the antithetical and epigrammatic point, and the measured propriety of prosody, which delight the ear and the judgment, in a song by Thomas Moore, among the rude rhymes which accompanied the same notes two centuries ago; but the



stamen and essence of each is interwoven and transfused through the whole texture and complexion of the other—for sentiment is the soul of song, and sentiment is one imprescriptible property of the common blood of all Irishmen.


What we mean by Irish sentiment, we hope to show in the progress of our notices; and we can execute our purpose only by adhering to the strict severity of literal translation. We have exemplified Irish adulation, Irish whimsicality, and Irish fun and jollity in the songs of Carolan, with a fidelity painful to ourselves, as it was derogatory from the character so long reflected on Carolan’s poetic, from his musical talent. If we have done that wonderful musician poetic injustice, we will give his poetic defenders their revenge in kind; for it is our purpose, sometime about the Lammas floods, to give an appendix to this series, containing, along with some communications of considerable interest and from rather distinguished persons, as many versions as we think ourselves and our aids sufficiently happy in, to warrant the assurance which we now beg to give our readers—that whatever versions of Irish song may find their way into our pages shall be as faithful as the best talents of ourselves and our assistants can secure—therefore should any Irish scholar, conscious of a good talent for translation, conceive that he can set Carolan right with the English reader, (which we confess we ourselves almost despair of being able to do,) we will be happy to give his versions our best consideration for insertion with those alluded to.


Meanwhile, whatever beauties may remain concealed in the songs of Carolan, we will proceed with those which furnish less suspicious and equally, if not more, available material for a judgment on the subject proposed. Heaven help us! what a key to the whole melancholy mystery is here. It is the first part of the Song of Sorrow, and mournfully true to its name it is.




If you would go with me to the County Leitrim,
Uilecan dubh O!
I would give the honey of bees and mead as food for you;
Uilecan dubh O!
I shall give you the prospect of ships, and sails, and boats,
Under the tops of the trees, and we returning from the strand,
And I would never let any sorrow come upon you.
Oh! you are my Uilecan dubh O!




I shall not go with you, and it is in vain you ask me;
Uilecan dubh O!
For your words will not keep me alive without food:
Uilecan dubh O!
A hundred thousand times better for me to be always a maid,
Than to be walking the dew and the wilderness with you:
My heart has not given to you love nor affection,
And you are not my Uilecan dubh O!






Desire, despair, and the horrible reality of actual famine—these are three dread prompters of song: Whoever first sung the Song of Sorrow had felt them all; but desire was his paramount inspirer, and the concluding stanzas rise into such a fervid frenzy of undisguised desire that we shrink from exhibiting them in their literal English. Yet there is nothing impure, nothing licentious in their languishing but savage sincerity. This is the one great characteristic of all the amatory poetry of the country; and in its association with the despondency of conscious degradation, and the recklessness of desperate content, is partly to be found the origin of that wild, mournful, incondite, yet not uncouth, sentiment which distinguishes the national songs of Ireland from those of perhaps any other nation in the world. We say in this is “partly” to be found the source of that peculiarity which marks Irish sentiments; for we believe that great proportion of the characteristics of a people are inherent, not fictitious; and that there are as



essential differences between the genius’s as between the physical appearances of nations. We believe that no dissipating continuance of defeat, danger, famine, or misgovernment, could ever, without the absolute infusion of Milesian blood, Hibernicize the English peasant; and that no stultifying operation of mere security, plenty, or laborious regularity could ever, without actual physical transubstantiation, reduce the native Irishman to the stolid standard of the sober Saxon. Holding these opinions, our object must be rather to ascertain what Irish sentiment is, than why or whence it may be so or so. The great ingredient in the sentiment of the song we have just translated is desire; yet that song is called the Song of Sorrow—not, as we conceive, on account of those misfortunes, however miserable, which rendered that an unattainable desire; but rather because the hopelessness of passion rises to such a paramount excess of anguish as overbears and obliterates all other griefs, and would make the lamentation of the hopeless lover pining among all that wealth and peace could give to comfort him, as bitterly woful as that of the wan outlaw himself; were it not that the comparatively artificial state of feeling induced by the influences of wealth and refinement, renders such passionate excess in civilized life too rare to justify the general application of such a supposition. No doubt, the poignancy of the fugitive’s disappointment must have been greatly exasperated by the recollection that it had been his own rebellion, (for the Song of Sorrow was composed by a fugitive rebel,) which had plunged him into this bitter abyss where desire turned to languishment, and hope to despair: still the great strength of the song’s concentrated paths lies in deploring the effect, not in deprecating the cause. He does not blame the illfortune that struck him down before his enemy in battle, or that drove him bleeding and bare from his burned homestead to lead the life of a wild animal among the woods and mountains: there is no reproach against the treachery or cowardice of his people, no complaint of the misery and insecurity of his country—and yet, had it not been for these, black Uilecan had surely been his own—no; he has but one wish, the enjoyment of his love; one grief, the hopelessness of having his desire; and there is nothing for him but to blaspheme heaven and fly—and he does blaspheme heaven—



Great God! why am I thus denied
My Uilecan dubh O?




is the last exclamation of his agony, as, diving into the deepest forest of the Black Valley, he bursts away for the Lakes of Leitrim wild as the red deer in September.


Let us no longer imagine that humour is the characteristic of the Irish. Their sentiment is pathetic. Desire is the essence of that pathos—desire either for the possession of love unenjoyed, or for the continuance of love being enjoyed, or for the restoration of enjoyed love lost. We know no Irish song addressed to the judgment: if an Irish song fail to go to the heart at once, it fails outright. Even in the most whimsical there is some touch of sentiment, some appeal to the pathetic principle. So also in their music, as admirably exemplified by Mr. Moore in his dedication of the first number of the Melodies, where, alluding to the characteristic introduction of a flat third, he draws the same inference from its effect in harmony, which we would deduce from the presence when least expected of some pathetic allusion in the lyric composition of some of their most extravagantly humorous rhymes.


Pathos is indeed the great ingredient of lyric excellence; and these Irish lyrics would be excellent were their pathos managed poetically. Poetry—that is, as we would here understand it, the ars poetica—is a lesser but still an indispensable requisite. Poetic art is not largely exhibited in the Irish songs; and this defect is chiefly conspicuous in point of arrangement. Compare one of the incongruous series of huddled epithets and aspirations



which constitute a majority of our amatory lyrics with any of the simplest Scottish songs, and our inferiority in this respect is manifest. Yet we adduce Scottish song not as example of a radical difference, but for illustration of the effect of society’s advance on lyric composition prior to the period now generally referred to for its rise in these islands; for we must recollect in instituting such a comparison, that the majority of ours are centuries more antique (either in point of date or of grade on the scale of civil advancement) than the most antiquated of theirs—at least in the lowland dialect of which alone we can at present judge. Convinced as we are by diligent and we hope impartial inquiry, of the truth of that part of our national annals which declares Western Scotland to have been peopled from this island, we have looked to Scottish song as the most germane source of illustration for our own, and finding nothing either in style or sentiment to satisfy our anticipation of close generic likeness, we have dwelt on the differences of their and our respective eras of lyric emulation, as accounting for a fact not favourable to our theory: for we have no hesitation in declaring that we look on Burns, himself, as in all probability of Irish blood. We find him born on the location of his ancestry, in the centre of our colony of Galloway, among a multitude of families of Irish name there resident time out of mind—Kennedy, (branch of the Clan O’Kennedy of Ormond,) Murray, (of Clan O’Murray of Cork,) Macneill, (of Clan O’Neill of Antrim,) &c., &c., while his own name is scarce distinguishable from our Wicklow O’Byrnes, called Burn, to this day, by the vulgar. Had he been a foundling, his face alone would have been considered Irish enough for a similar surmise. But we can afford to lay claim to Burns’s kindred with the better grace, that we have no longer need of his aid in claiming for our people a lyric reputation. Moore has vindicated our right to the first place in that class, let Burns and Beranger dispute their countries’ respective titles to the second. Yet neither Burns, Beranger, nor Moore, ever addressed more touching incoherencies of passion to Bonny Jean, Lisette or Chloc, than did Father Costello, the Friar of Ballyhaunis, in the sickness of his hopeless love to Mary Gradh.




Oh Mary dear, ’tis you who are paining me;
Oh! give me your hand closely.
It is my right to possess the supremacy of this province,
For ever then do not reject me.
Oh head of ringlets, it is my sorrow continually
That I am not united with you in marriage;
For I shall pine mournfully under constant melancholy,
If you be long absent from me, oh love!




Oh blossom of berries—hence I became
Weak, feeble—for love of you,—
Come into my presence, oh vein of my breast,
And give love without perverseness or denial to me.
Bitter woe! I am a head without sense,
And to the advice of my father I did not yield;
For it was the last discourse he had with me,
“Forsake thou Ballyhaunis.”




But I gave love to your fair head
Behind the garden of beans;
To your moist small mouth, like froth on the strand,
And to your two cheeks red as the berries:
To your voice sweeter than the cuckoo on the bough,
And than the gentle music of the birds.
My woe and my ruin! that you and I are not, oh love,
Flying away with one another!






Oh love, and oh secret treasure, would you come with me
To the region of ships from Ireland?
There is not a headache or sickness of heart
That would not certainly be healed there.
You are the star of knowledge beyond Ireland’s women,
And keep me to yourself from death;
For, without the grace of God, I shall not live
In this street of Ballyhaunis!






Here, as in the Uilecan dubh, the sentiment is hopeless desire; but the mode of composition is less original, the ideas more monotonous, the style of expression more conventional—yet withal the effect is more tenderly complete. We sympathise more fully with the love‐sickness of the pining friar, than with the love‐frenzy of the desperate outlaw. We can well believe that there was nothing for the languishing ecclesiastic but enjoyment of his love or death; but we can imagine the gaunt wooer of Leitrim, year after year, disputing his summer sustenance with the hives of hollow oaks, fighting the wild boar for the mast and acorns of many a successive autumn, and, winter after winter, descending like a famished wolf on the pillaged border of the pale. We can imagine him growing old in caves and thickets; his grizzled beard purpled with the juice of berries, his thin locks bleached and tanned by winter storms and summer heats, his limbs brown from the marsh waters, his very language half‐inarticulate from disuse in the wilderness, his hand against every man, and every man’s hand against him. Is this an overcharged picture of the old Irish outlaw? Alas! it is but a faint copy of that which history tells us was the dreadful original. The historical portrait of a people, however, is no more than an outline without the shades and colours of their genius. Thus the squalid and repulsive sketch given by Spenser or Morrison, and which we have delineated in rough characters above, would excite our feelings of disgust and horror, perhaps of contempt, if there were not this “purple light of love” to make the whole savage representation glow in the warmest colours of humanity; and thus it is that the writer of Uilecan Dubh was not a savage, although but for the Song of Sorrow his historian might well mistake him for one.


Father Costello would never, we think, have fled to the woods: he would rather have lain down on the floor of his cell, in Ballyhaunis Abbey, and sighed himself to death. But Mr. Hardiman says he left the country to avoid the object of his sinful passion. If he did so, he could not have lived: he must either have been found the morning after setting sail, leaning over the quarter bulwark, dead; or have gone overboard at night. Not so that bold priest who got the dispensation for his “black rose‐bud.” He would neither shun his pleasure nor despair of getting pardon for his sin. Thus sings the sanguine son of the church—




Oh rose bud, let there not be sorrow on you on account of what happened you:
The friars are coming over the sea, and they are moving on the ocean:
Your pardon will come from the pope and from Rome in the East,
And spare not the Spanish wine on my Roiseen dubh.




The course is long over which I brought you from yesterday to this day—
Over mountains I went with her, and under sails across the sea:
The Erne I passed at a bound, though great the flood,
And there was music of strings on each side of me and my Roiseen dubh.




You have killed me my fair one; and may you suffer dearly for it!
And my soul within is in love for you, and that neither of yesterday nor today:
You left me weak and feeble in aspect and in form:
Do not discard me, and I pining for you, my Roiseen dubh.






I would walk the dew with you and the desert of the plains,
In hope that I would obtain love from you or part of my desire.
Fragrant little mouth! you have promised me that you had love for me:
And she is the flower of Munster, she, my Roiseen dubh.




Oh, smooth rose, modest, of the round white breasts,
You are she that left a thousand pains in the very centre of my heart:
Fly with me, oh first love, and leave the country;
And if I could, would I not make a queen of you, my Roiseen dubh?




If I had a plough I would plough against the hills;
And I would make the gospel in the middle of the mass for my black rose‐bud:
I would give a kiss to the young girl that would give her youth to me,
And I would make delights behind the fort with my Roiseen dubh.




The Erne shall be in its strong flood—the hills shall be uptorn;
And the sea shall have its waves red, and blood shall be spilled;
Every mountain‐valley, and every moor throughout Ireland shall be on high,
Some day before (you) shall perish, my Roiseen dubh.






This, says Mr. Hardiman, is an allegorical political ballad—it seems to us to be the song of a priest in love, of a priest in love, too, who had broken his vow, of a priest in love who was expecting a dispensation for his paramour, of a priest in love who was willing to turn ploughman for his love’s sake—nay, to practise the very calling of a priest to support her. And why, in the name of holy nature, should the priest not be in love? and why, in the name of sacred humanity, should the priest not long to enjoy his love? and why, in the name of divine reason, do the Roman Catholic priesthood of the present day submit to a prohibition so unnatural, monstrous, antiscriptural, and innovatory as that which gives the will of some infirm old man seven centuries ago, as the only reason why he should not love? But we anticipate a communication on this subject from one more competent to do it justice, and return to the “black rose‐bud.”


If, as Mr. Hardiman asserts, the whole song be an allegory, in which Ireland, under the name of Roiseen dubh, is addressed by that famous rebel Hugh Roe O’Donnell, we have to beg pardon of the priesthood of the sixteenth century for thus unworthily imputing it to an ecclesiastic: for, could we but believe it such an allegory, we would not wish to go out of our way for causes of reproach against men who, however opposed to what we consider true liberty, did yet stand by their king and people throughout the troubles of that and the next century, with a constancy of loyal devotion admirable in any body of men, whether clerical or lay. The story of Red Hugh O’Donnell is, perhaps, better known than any other of the family romances of Ireland. Inveigled on board an English vessel, he was kidnapped in early youth and carried prisoner to Dublin, whence, after long confinement in the castle, he at length effected his escape with two other young gentlemen of the noble house of O’Neill. There is no episode in Irish history more touching than the account of their hardships on the first night of their freedom. It was in the depth of winter, and a heavy snow storm, while it favoured their escape in one respect, retarded it fatally in another—for the same snow that covered their footsteps covered their pathway also; and by the time they had gained the hills above Rathfarnham, had involved them in an inextricable labyrinth of hidden pit‐falls, where they could not see more than a few yards in any direction, from the blinding violence of the tempest. Exhausted by unusual fatigue, chilled by the cold, and already worn down by close imprisonment, young Art O’Neill, after being supported by his kinsmen till they could no longer stand beneath the burthen, lay down and perished. The rest—for O’Donnell was met outside the city walls by his foster‐brother and other friends—were found next morning beside him, numbed and frost‐bitten; and borne, if we recollect aright, to the house of one of the O’Byrnes, who sheltered



and succoured them till the swelling of Hugh’s feet had, in some measure, subsided, and left him able to prosecute his flight on horseback. Attended by a few followers, he, and the remaining O’Neill, made their way with wonderful courage and good fortune through the very centre of the Pale; fording the Liffey, the Boyne, and all the other rivers on their route through Dublin, Meath, Louth, &c., to Armagh, where they got shelter for a night from the Archbishop. Thence they proceeded over the Blackwater to Dungannon, where they might, at last, rest fearlessly in the castle of their kinsman Tyrone: for although the earl was, at that time, loyal to excess, and therefore durst exhibit no public manifestations of triumph, he was too habitually a plotter to omit such an opportunity of caressing one whose justifiable enmity towards the English, he might afterwards turn to his own ambitious purposes, as he did. And now, if we could imagine all Donegall ringing with the news of the chief’s escape, and picture to ourselves the wooded banks of the Erne, swarming with the gathered Clans of MacSweeny, Maguire, MacDermott, O’Rourk, O’Connor Dunn, O’Connor Sligo, and O’Donnell Tyrconnell, waiting the arrival of their liberated liberator—for from his boyhood, Hugh had been the hope of his people, and the fame of his late boldness and endurance had already raised his nation’s hope to a settled and prophetic confidence in his anticipated successes against the Saxon—could we also see the old castle of Ballyshannon crowded from keep to barbican with stewards, butlers, bards, and musicians, and hear the solemn sounds of thanksgiving from the neighbouring abbey, whence the monks are issuing two by two from the ivied gateway, and winding round the great stone‐cross beside the yew‐tree, to head the procession of the chiefs and tanists, as they prepare to take their places on the green amphitheatre of the rath, where their recovered kinsman and future leader is soon to rouse them with such an appeal as shall wrap all North Munster in the flames of desolation before the first note of the cuckoo—could we imagine and picture all this in the mind’s eye of our reader, as vividly as it has stood before our own since the first day of perusing the Irish story of that astonishing romance, there would be needed no farther explanation of the interest which Roiseen Dubh would possess for us, were it, as Mr. Hardiman asserts, the expression of the restored prince’s affection for his country. But we cannot think it so, and we need not dwell on a fictitious interest. We sympathise with the priest’s passion, we pity his predicament; but we despise his dispensatory expedients, and give him one parting advice, to pitch his vows to the Pope, the Pope to purgatory, marry his black rose‐bud, and take a curacy from the next Protestant rector.


Be the lover, however, priest or parson, layman or divine, love is the same in all—though different natures will entertain and express the same affection in different degrees of intensity and vehemence. The Irish lover is not vehement: he does not burn: he is consumed, dissolved, lapped in a lambent glow of tenderness—intense, delicious, deadly‐sweet—“a hundred times sweeter for me” he exclaims—



A hundred times sweeter for me to be faint and weak,
Listening to the sweet voice of her gentle ruddy mouth,
Than to have all the treasure of the free towns of Ireland.




His passion communicates this tenderness of sentiment to all the ordinary scenes of his coarse life. It converts the ale‐house into something more than a cabaret, makes the fight of the factions a sort of olympic tournament; nay, touches with a dash of sentiment his very crimes. This sentiment is not what we would call honor or high moral generosity. Magnanimity is not to any considerable extent its characteristic. Neither, on the other hand, does it admit into its composition anything sordid. It spurns illiberality, and repudiates impiety: yet cruelty is not destructive of it, and treachery to some may exist simultaneously without weakening in any degree the strength of its sincerity to others—nay, in proportion, as it tolerates duplicity



and inhumanity towards enemies, it renders more intense all the kindly feelings of domestic and familiar attachment. Duplicity, a hateful vice in the nineteenth century, was a virtue in the heroic ages. Cruelty, a mark of most contemptible cowardice among us, was honourable in the most magnanimous of the Greeks before Troy. If duplicity and cruelty still linger in the Irish character—and we fear that to no inconsiderable extent they do—we can console ourselves by reflecting, that the ancestors of the noblest nations the world ever saw, were themselves treacherous and cruel in one stage of their progress to the pinnacle of civilization. But whatever civilization the world may have yet seen, it has never borne a people whose lyrics carry the amorous sentiment to the same excess of ardent fervour expressed in every line of Irish song, with so little of even the implied grossness of licentious desire. What, considering its rustic naivté, can be more purely passionate, more innocently and tenderly affectionate, yet more languishingly amorous than the first stanza of



MOLLY ASTORE.



Oh, Mary Chuisle—oh, blossom of fairness,
Branch of generousness, westward from the Nair;
Whose mouth is sweeter than the cuckoo on the branch—
You have left me in the anguish of death.
The candle is not clear to me, the table, nor the company,
From the drunkenness you cause me, oh, star of women:
Majestic, graceful maid, who have increased my woe—
Alas, that I am without your cloak till dawn!




I walked Ardagh, and to Kinsale,
To Drogheda, and back again,
To Carlow and to Downpatrick—
I have not looked upon the like of Mary.
High coaches (I have seen) with white horses,
And English cavaliers fighting for their ladies.
If you go from me, Mary—safe home to you!
Your shadow would make light without the sun.




It is Mary, indeed, the beautiful plant of a child,
The gentlest and fairest of all that can be found;
Her neck like the lily, her eye as chrystal,
Her cheeks redder than the fairest rose.
The doctors of the globe—and gather them all—
And it is not a great difficulty to find them—
They could not cure the pang that goes through my middle;
But a little kiss of honey from your little mouth, moist, gentle.






This was written—for it bears internal evidence of the fact—by one not much above the rank of a peasant. The allusion to the cloak for a coverlet marks the rude life of the lover—a life rude, but far from unpoetical, and the direct reverse of sordid. He was but an humble spectator of the Saxon pomp: no associate he, for English cavaliers and their ladies. He had gazed on them at first, perhaps, with envy; but comparison of their fairest with his Mary, soon reconciled him to his different fortune. Little thought the plumed and silk‐robed rivals that the shaggy kern, who had stopped to cast a wondering glance on their brave equipages, as they pranced past him with their cortege of attendant squires, would yet so shame their roses by



comparison with Mary Chuisle’s, that they would be remembered in after ages only as the foils of a wild Irishwoman. Little thought the wild Irishwoman herself, while listening in coy satisfaction to the complaint of her sighing wooer, that the time would yet come when the strains inspired by her humble beauties should be sung to the music of unimagined instruments in crowded theatres; and when the rude record of her lily neck, and eyes of chrystal, should become the subject of inquiry and admiration to English cavaliers and ladies gay. What matter whether there did exist such a kern and such a coolin or not? In the multitude of chances, ’tis one to a million that they did; and who need ask more certain ground for such a speculation? With Gramachree in our ears, and the words of Molly Chuisle before our eyes, we were the most unimaginative of critics if we could not, if necessary, become much more intimate indeed, both with Mary and her lover. But lest we should be tempted to make any unhandsome use of our fancy’s privileges in cutting him out by making ourselves too amiable to her, we will bid adieu to both, with the expression of a sincere hope that she will soon enable him to get a clear sight of the candle; and that he, on his part, will not fail, as in duty bound, for so effectual an interference on his behalf, to drink our health till the privilege becomes of double efficacy.


All the amatory songs in Mr. Hardiman’s collection, seem to have been composed by men of much the same grade in rank and acquirement. There was little or no distinction in manners among the great majority of the Irish. A few chiefs and ecclesiastics may have had a higher caste of sentiment, and perhaps a purer style of expression; but in the collection before us, we would associate almost all the best pieces, as well in point of genius as of style, with authors in general even humbler than the writer of Mary Chuisle. But humble rank among the old Irish, was essentially different from the vulgar debasement of the lower orders of society at present. After the chief, the tanist, the brehon, and the bard, all the other members of the clan were on a par: and although their measure of comfort, security, and independence fell far short of that dealt out by advanced civilization to even the lowest classes of a modern state; yet in point of leisure, opportunity, and the enjoyment of manly sports and exercises—hunting, fishing, and training and practice in arms—their condition must have been infinitely more agreeable to an ardent people, and, as such, undoubtedly much more favourable to the development of whatever natural genius they might possess. The course of such avocations, easy or exciting in themselves, kept them almost constantly in the open air, by the river side, or on the loch, or through the meadows, or sheltered from the sun or hard weather under some overhanging bank, or beneath a matted roof of leaves and interlacing branches. Leading such a life, it is strange that they have not exhibited more of the imaginative faculty in songs composed among scenes so well calculated to excite its highest attributes. The cause must have been that paramount supremacy of feeling so conspicuous in every line of their passionate love songs; that ascendency of the heart; that rush of hot blood to the head which smothered the apoplectic intellect, and left the Irish lover blind, deaf, and swooning at the feet of one idea. One image is ever before the eye of a lover: an Irishman, who takes to versifying, is always in love; no wonder, then, if the Irishman says little of other sights, unless like the rose in the garden or the berries on the bough, they chance to illustrate the engrossing vision of his fancy. To the same cause we may also attribute the want of arrangement noticed above: but passion is incoherent, not injudicious; and even when reeling most drunkenly through all the mazes of husteron‐proteron, aposiopesis, and apostrophe, still picks its steps with a verbal propriety, as remarkable for elegance of choice as for effectiveness of position. To illustrate this, which is not an uninteresting characteristic, Irish airs generally conclude with a descent of notes, prolonged, and deeply pathetic. The more desponding, and the more expressive of any thing low, deep, or tending downwards, the language can be made in this member of the stanza, the more appropriate it will be. Let us recur



to the song of Lord Mayo, where, in the midst of an almost paralytic confusion of parts, the close of the second stanza exhibits a wonderful adaptation of corresponding words, music, and sentiment:—



I shall not be again that length (of time) from you,
Oh, branch of the true ones noble,
Until shall go the clay of the earth down
On my old body blind under the sod.




It will be at once perceived, that the position of each word, as here retained, is admirably chosen; and when we reflect that the apparent uncouthness of the idiom is not felt in the original, we must grant the blind bard of Castlebar no inconsiderable credit for propriety of diction. Again in Mary of Meelick, a delightful instance:—



My sorrow, bitter sad! that I and my dear are not
In the western island, pure‐aired, delightful,—
Mary of the amber locks and Aodh bawn to be married;
And she without cause to regret her counsel.
They are not married, and never will be,
Unless the fair young maid will take pity on me.—
Since I am without use, let my coffin be made,
And let me rest in Kilmaine, stretched.




Take this stanza alone, and the composition is perfect: it is a song complete in itself; but take it with the rest of the piece, and it is as striking an example of subordinate arrangement in the midst of general incoherency as can be exhibited. Let us adduce another instance: it is the concluding stanza of the Pastheen Finn:—



I shall forsake my friends and my friendly relations,
And I shall forsake all the other girls in the world;
But I shall not forsake, during my existence, you, love of my heart,
Till I be laid in the coffin under the clay!




Now, this is the conclusion of as maudlin a jumble of incongruous parts as ever came staggering into the imagination of a man half‐drunk, half‐desperate; yet it is arranged with a perfect minuteness of verbal propriety. When we call it a maudlin jumble, we do not mean to say that it makes the worse song. We are sure Pastheen Finn thought it all the better for evincing, as it does, the bothered state to which she had reduced her sweetheart; and only wondered, as we do, how, under the united influences of such a quantity of love and drink, he could attend so clearly to the minor details of a subject, the general arrangement of which appears to have so much perplexed him.


Here, however, is a little song more artificially constructed, yet not less natural in ardent sincerity:—



CELIA CONNELAN.



O, Celia, fair, of the pearls—
O, first love, who have never known frowning,
You have left my soul distracted,
And after you I will not be long enduring:
Unless you come to see me,
And to escape with me to the valleys of the coast;
Then shall be grief and sorrow after you on me,
And I shall be as black as coal,






Let there be brought to us the wines,
And be filled for us the best glass,
Unless I get permission of touching
The smooth skin of the bosom white.
O, flower, whiter and fairer
Than the silk and than the down of birds,—
Troubled and oppressed I am
When I think of being parted from her!




Would that I my own self and smooth skin—
Gentle—of the bosom beautiful—
Were in a valley delightful, pure‐aired,
From falling of the night to rising of the day,
Without any one being in our company
But moor‐hens or the wild cock;
Oh, there would be love, without deceit, in my heart within,
For little Celia Connelan!






Amorous as this is, Celia Connelan is courted coldly in comparison with



ELLEN A ROON.



Oh, with love for you, there is not sight in my head!
Ellen a Roon:
To be talking of you is delight to me,
Ellen a Roon:
My pride very just you are,
My pleasure of this world you are,
My joy and happiness you are,
Ellen a Roon.
My own girl, indeed, you are,
My dove of all in the wood you are,
And for my heart there is no cure without you,
Ellen a Roon.






Then, omitting an interpolation about Venus and Helen—




I would go beyond the brine with you,
Ellen a Roon;
And for ever—for ever—I would not forsake you,
Ellen a Roon:
With tales I would pleasure you,
I would taste your mouth closely,
And I would recline gently by your waist,
Ellen a Roon.
I would give you an airing along the river side,
Under the green branches of trees,
With music of birds in melody above us,
Ellen a Roon.




With passion beyond life for you,
Ellen a Roon,
I would lie on the couch with you
Ellen a Roon.



In my arms I would press you,
In happiness I would keep you,
And beyond all I would love you,
Ellen a Roon.
Oh little star—beautiful—modest—
Before I would have you turn from me,
Ob, let me sooner die,
Ellen a Roon!






For passionate fervour of expression, we can compare this to nothing but the sick delirium of Sappho—“alike, but oh, how different!” alike tender, alike intense; but never, let us hope, to be identified in common reference to the blush of maiden modesty. A more ambitious composition is blooming Deirdre: but the exhibition of poetic art among the Irish is unfortunate. One grotesque fancy, apparently considered as the height of good taste, is an accumulation of epithets; and if the bard be ingenious enough to arrange these alphabetically, or alliteratively, so much the more correct. Thus, if we aspired to high bardic reputation, we should say, singing, for instance, of the Whigs—



Jejune, jobbing, jaundiced, jealous,
Fussy, flimsy, flippant fellows!




Yet this, although no despicable essay, is still deficient in its sequences. We should have begun, as in the O’Neill pretty game “I love my love with an A,” imitating the master‐hand who set down the qualities of Owen Roe O’Neill—



An t‐og‐uasal, uanach, aedhearch,
Bratach, buadhac, buanach, beimneach,
Creachach, cuartach, cuantach, cereachtach,
Dreachach, dualach, duanach, deirceach,




And so on to X Y Z. There is some sprinkling of this in Blooming Deirdre, but inferior in alliterative excellence. Thus the lady herself is



Alluring, majestic, white‐toothed, cerulean‐eyed,
Bright, charming, truly‐pure, love‐exciting,
Courteous, sensible, well‐disposed, secret.




And her hair



Bright‐twisting, branching, waving,
Delightful, flowing, gently‐twisting, knee bent,
Right‐smooth, [             ], luxuriant, bending‐in‐layers,
Softly‐fair, branching, long‐in‐its‐course.




No wonder then that



The fish make pause at the beauty of her long curling hair,
And the birds sing their delight at saluting her;




And that the lover’s face



Has faded as a hermit’s in the cave of a green hill.




But Blooming Deirdre has an interest for us, independent of all merit or demerit in its composition. It was composed by the bard of Thomas, the sixth Earl of Desmond, when, “by the Fael’s wave benighted,” he first beheld the fatal beauties of Cathleen N‐ic William Mac Cormack. “The match, (for he married her,) proved the cause of the earl’s ruin. His followers became enraged that he should connect himself with an inferior; and his uncle James, taking advantage of the feeling, drove him from his estate



and country, and in 1420 he died of grief in France, where Henry V., King of England, attended his funeral.” This accounts for the conceits. Had the earl himself written the song, there would have been no such blemish. But, as we take it, Irishmen of his rank rarely wrote; they had their bards, whose business it was to furnish appropriate stanzas on all occasions, whether of joy or sorrow—triumph or disaster; and it would perhaps, in general, have been as incorrect for the chief to have descended to the composition of verses, as for the bard to have presumed to take his master’s place at the council table. Yet there have been bards among the Geraldines. The noblest ode in Miss Brooke’s collection is that of Maurice Mac David to his ship, on setting sail for Spain; still we would incline to believe that what we have said holds generally.


To return once more from the artificial pedantries of the professional poet, to the simple sincerity of the rustic lover—what freshness of honest affection in



NORA OF THE AMBER HAIR.



Oh Nora of the amber hair,
’Tis my sorrow I cannot
Put my hand under your head.
* * * *
’Tis you have left my head
Without an ounce of sense:
I would fly with you over the waves,
Oh sacred love, if I could.




Oh Valentine of my heart within,
Make not for me a lie;
Since you promised to marry me
Without a farthing in the world:
I would walk the dew with you,
And I would me bruise the grass with you,
Oh Nora of the amber hair,
’Tis prettily I would kiss your mouth!




On the other side of the Moy
Is the white treasure of my heart;
Her thick hair like amber,
Whereby I have lost my looks:
I pray the King of the Sabbath
That my fortune may turn,
And that I may (yet) see my cattle
Passing along the ways of Ballybuy.






What a world of sentiment in the expression “I would walk the dew with you!” An idea of freshness, fragrance, and loneliness diffuses a charming tenderness over the picture which it immediately suggests. We think we see the lovers before dawn, moving like shadows through the reluctant moonlight, just yielding to the break of day—their steps make no noise in the dewy depth of pasture—the cattle are asleep in the high grass—the very woods are dreaming under their thinned curtain of moonshine. But hark! there a lark begins to sing from his nest, and, next moment, from the very bosom of the sky.



Hail to thee, blythe spirit,
Bird thou never wert;
That from Heaven, or near it,
Pourest thy full heart
In profuse strains of unpremeditated art!






Hail, also, to the radiant tresses of the morn, now emulous of Nora of the amber hair, for day is indeed dawning on us as we sit picturing our imaginary sunrise.


Such, then, are the songs in which the mere Irishman gave utterance to the best feelings of his nature. He promises no more than love and constancy, but he promises them as man never did before. He does not sing



For thee alone I ride the ring,
For thee I wear the blue,
For thee alone I strive to sing,
Then teach me how to woo!




No, he has no heart for either tilt or tournament, till he gets it back from the breast of Molly Bawn. As for his singing, that comes naturally; and he asks no credit for the acquirement. His wooing faculties are equally intuitive. He wants no instruction in telling the truth; and whatever Dr. Mandeville may have said of the virtue of hypocrisy in love, we think the truth not only the most delicate, but the most effectual argument. We find nothing here of a feature rather common in most early lyrics—namely, the promise of wealth or rural splendour, in whatever degree, held out as additional inducement to the maiden to accept the hand of the possessor,



I’ll give you a petticoat, gold to the knee,
And why don’t you love me, my bonny Marie?




was never translated from the Irish. The Irishman sees at a glance the hopelessness of making such an ugly fellow’s offer, and the absurdity of asking such a simpleton’s question. Besides, his own love is so great as not to allow him a thought for any thing else, not even for returned affection, and requires all the words he has at command for its own expression, unless it should be the case, as, alas! it but too often was, that some apology for his want of the world’s wealth is rendered indispensible, before he can be confident enough in his own sincerity to ask her to walk the dews with him and live on mead and honey, or to take up her lodging with the black cocks and moor hens on the mountains. Love is all he has to offer, but he considers that love enough—for he feels that it is infinite—to qualify him for the hand of a princess. In the face of this assurance, the acknowledgment of his poverty must be considered rather as the discharge of a moral obligation, than as the admission of any drawback on his suit. He would have no reflection on his sincerity hereafter; so he alludes to his purse merely to satisfy the scruples of his conscientiousness, simply to show he is not ashamed to offer himself at the worst; but with no shadow of apprehension that the circumstance itself can for a moment weigh against his all‐sufficing qualification of wishing most sincerely to be married. Poverty he admits, poverty he professes, but never as an apology for sacrificing love to prudence. In the whole circle of Irish song there is no complaint that the lover dare not ask his mistress to marry him, because he was conscious he had not means to support her; and yet he might have known his risk from the daily experiences of others, equally poor and equally amorous, rejected on the same disagreeable grounds. But no; he feels that they must have wanted some integral essential portion of the love which animates him with such conscious competency to obtain its object in spite of poverty; so he asks the maiden’s consent, in right divine of love alone, and in right humane of natural piety, relies on Providence for that love’s support. Thus in the Coolin—



Oh, faithful treasure of my heart! be faithful and constant to me;
Forsake not the loved of your heart, on account of his poverty:
I would pledge to you the Bible, both what is under and above it,
That the faithful God would give us enough to spend!






Again, in another Coolin—



Oh, beautiful, stately damsel, to whom I have given my choice,
Imagine not that there is efficacy in riches without love:
He who formed us from clay, ’tis from Him we will get a sufficiency—
Oh, for sake of cattle I would not forsake you!




And in Cashel of Munster—



I would marry you without cattle, without money, and without much portion,
And I would marry you on a dewy morning at whitening of the day.
* * * * *
There is no yellow gold in my pocket, nor silver white—
Nor have I herds to drive the length of the evening;
But there is not a young maiden that would take me, empty, without cattle,
Whom I would not take with me on my voyage to the county Tyrone.




The reader is, of course, aware, that the earliest money among the ancients bore the impression of a bull, to indicate that animal’s use as the standard of value before coin had been invented; so, until within the last two centuries, was value expressed in Ireland by multiples, of which the unit was a cow. Thus in old Ellen a Roon—



I would drink a cow with you,
Ellen a Roon;
I would drink two cows with you,
Ellen a Roon, &c.




where the lover means to say, not that he would suck up the heifer, horns, pluck, and all, like a boa constrictor, for her entertainment, but simply that he would drink as much port wine (for port is the most ancient tipple in the sacred island) to her health, as could be purchased for two cows; or perhaps he meant that he would dispose of so much of his stock, and convert the proceeds into Spanish ale, (which was another favourite beverage in the land of saints,) to be drained between them hobnobbing over the barrel head. We enter into this explanation to show the force of the above allusions to cattle.


When war becomes a national calamity, poverty ceases to be a disgrace. For hands which used to produce the articles of affluence, are then either needed for the field, or hurried from the quiet pursuit of their occupation elsewhere. When the war has ceased, the conquered party, already accustomed to the hardships of the struggle, desponding and insecure, care little to repossess themselves of those precarious comforts which it had already cost them so dear thus fruitlessly to defend. Whatever is common in a society, is not there disgraceful. Where some only are wealthy, and none secure, poverty is an evidence of that only which makes it, in any state, disgraceful—gratuitous sloth. Besides, whatever squalidness of poverty might mark the empty cattle‐shed, and unroofed cabin, the hills still offered their red deer and game, and the lochs and rivers were still the same inexhaustible sources of sustenance. The hunter and fisher could still support a migratory household in the woods, savage, it is true, but secure enough to satisfy his rude notion of independence. Thus, unconscious of the shame of poverty, yet unapprehensive of the terrors of absolute want, did the Irishman on the first impulse of his heart, court, marry, and surround himself with an offspring, to obey in their turn the dictates of an equally sanguine and equally inconsiderate simplicity of feeling, and perpetuate the characteristics of their ancestral blood, as they have done, till, in many instances, we might say that the Irishman, unconscious of the shame of poverty, yet unapprehensive of the terrors of absolute want, does now as he did then. If he but justify his imprudence in such songs as Mary Chuisle and Ellen a Roon, we could forgive him.







HARDIMAN’S IRISH MINSTRELSY.—No. III.


What constitutes a state? Neither power‐loom nor steam‐coach. Cover the surface of a country with factories thick as the cabins of its peasantry—reticulate it with railroads, numerous as its lanes and by‐paths—lock up every rivulet., till it becomes a navigable canal—convert each promontory of its coast into a pier, and each reef of its sunken rocks into a breakwater; yet if the men be cowards, and the women wantons, it were better a desert. On the other hand, people the desert with bold men and chaste women, and you have the elements of a nation, though its metropolis be a kraal, and its via regia a sheep track.


Our capital city is no circle of log huts, our royal road is no green forest pass, no ragged mountain pathway. Dublin with her palaces, deserted though they are, were no unworthy residence for kings or legislators; our great northern line, unfrequent though the travelling carriage of native absentee or foreign proprietor may be upon its level causeway, were no unmeet avenue for the returning march of victorious armies, or the peaceful pomp of regal or viceregal progresses. Our people, we believe, before Heaven, to be as brave and as virtuous a people as the world ever saw. Female purity is ever the concomitant, the crown and halo of true love; and the sentiment of legitimate desire, as we have illustrated it in our preceding paper, is not more nationally characteristic of our courageous countrymen, than is this its purer, though twin sister, attribute, of the virgins, wives, and matrons, whom we rejoice to call our fair and merry countrywomen. No—whatever calamitous degradation the violence of an oppressive conquest, or the lingering tyranny of a debasing priest‐craft may have exercised in other regards upon the moral condition of the Irish; however self‐respect and manly charity may have been thrust down by the iron heel of an unavoidable civil domination; however reason and free intellect may have been prostrated by the hoofs of a more brutal spiritual ascendancy, virtue, evading alike the spurns of power and the trampling march of superstition, has risen, is rising, and will rise, immaculate as the love it fosters, indomitable as the nation it redeems. Let violence and discord do their worst; while virtue is our people’s heritage we will not despair for Ireland. Eight millions of people cannot for ever remain in obscurity; sooner or later Ireland must rise into importance, perhaps as an emulator, perhaps as an equal, perhaps as a superior to the other members of our imperial confederacy. Let politicians quarrel as to the means, all Irishmen must be unanimous in common aspiration for that noble end; but, if our country were to attain to power and distinction only by forfeiting these virtues which have hallowed her adversity, we would rather see her chained for ever to the level of her present civil degradation, than emulating France in military renown, while she imitated her in heartless sensuality, or rivalling England herself in political and commercial influence, while a like indifference to humble honor made the church warden’s liability her peasant girl’s best portion. As this never has been, so, we trust, it never can be in Ireland: the Irish heart must first be stripped of all those characteristics which most ennoble its peculiar constitution; and to effect that revolution, which neither ignorance, nor superstition, nor brutalizing exclusion from humane society has been able to bring about through seven hundred years of outrage and outlawry, will with God’s help, be equally impracticable, by whatever knowledge, or power,



or lawful luxury may come in the train of those long centuries of improvement that are yet in store for her.


So far, then, from yielding to despair, we rejoice in all auspicious hopes for our country. The arts of civilized life have already half‐forestalled the national civilization. Great works, which in common progress of society must have been preceded by a development of local intelligence and enterprize adequate to their conception and execution, are, by a generous anomaly, extended through our most remote and savage districts; high roads, canals, embankments, piers, and harbours await prospective use and reproductive operation; and dormant facilities for the development of unimagined applications of advancing art are prepared by nature over and under the whole face of the high‐destined country. But are our people such as could make a nation of the desert, much more of such a rich and well‐conditioned island? Education based upon the only true basis—scriptural education alone is wanted to make our men as bold as our women are chaste—to make us a nation of enlightened, liberal, and prosperous people—assertors of our own rights, respecters of the rights of others—a truly integral and influential portion of the empire, repudiating alike the insolent violence of civil degradation and the hideous impiety of spiritual thraldom—in the fullest sense of the words, bold men, honoured by others and respected by ourselves.


That which confirms us in this happy prospect, is the belief that all obstructive influences heretofore, are referable to the excess alone of a quality of the national character, in itself most amiable, and if not peculiarly obnoxious, at least not averse to salutary modification. It is to the excess of natural piety, developing itself in over loyal attachment to principles subversive of reason and independence, that we would trace the tardiness, nay, sometimes the retrogression of civilization and prosperity in Ireland. Natural piety we would define as the religion of humanity, the faith of the affections, the susceptibility of involuntary attachments to arbitrary relations in society, that constitution of character most favourable to legitimate religious impressions, were it not that its superabundance of devotion too often runs to waste on sublunary or superstitious and dissipating objects. The Irish are by nature preeminently pious, and the development of that sentiment, in its different degrees and qualities of attachment or reverence, as exhibited in Mr. Hardiman’s collections, will occupy us through the remainder of this paper.


Loyalty, in its usual sense of attachment to the sovereign, is the extreme extension of the patriarchal principle; loyalty, in its literal sense of attachment to the constitution, or loyalty to the existing law, belongs to a new order of sentiment where reason and interest assume the places of veneration and affection. To the former class of motives natural piety affords a much less congenial sphere of influence than to the latter; and to the latter it is that we must trace all those calamitous instances of disloyalty to reason, and treason against the common interest which have so long deformed our national annals with their hideous features of perverse and inveterate attachment to barbarous distinctions and exploded dogmas.


Ireland, longer and later than any other European country, has continued under the operation of patriarchal principles inseparable from that shepherd state by which Dane and Norman alike found her divided and devoted. Had these principles been permitted to attain their legitimate extension, the nation might have been united and independent; but, hindered by the very vigour of their own growth, those seeds of a legitimate loyalty ran to waste in the wild and thorny entanglement of factious clanship, instead of shaping themselves into the simple strength of individual monarchy—the briery cover of a thicket, instead of the broad protection of a royal oak. To us, who feel the blessings of a representative government, the principle of an individual despotism is hateful in theory, as our ancestors have shown it to be intolerable in practice; but even such a government we must prefer to anarchy, and, we may safely argue, an increased security to the Irish, had their rank overgrowth of patriarchal veneration not choked itself in the very roots and stein of such an institution.



True, our annals furnish us with the names and occasional exploits of a long line of arch‐monarchs, but the same record which preserves the name of the Reagh More, hands down the titles of a hundred cotemporary potentates, absolute in their own dominions, and but rarely bound to observe some lax rubrics of federal obligation, by the exaction of hostages not more frequently redeemed than forfeited, but oftener withheld than either. By success in forcing these pledges from the provincial princes, Brian, the most absolute and powerful of all our later kings, obtained his hard‐earned and significant title of Boroimhe. When we argue, therefore, that Irish loyalty ever obstructed itself in its progress towards the establishment of a legitimate royalty, we do not deny the Reagh More his place and title, but we deny that place and title their pretension to the names of valid monarchy and actual sovereign.


Of the tendency which this patriarchal principle ever exhibited, in obstructing its own healthier final operation, we will here give one of a melancholy multitude of examples, which we choose rather for the interest of its novelty, than for the novelty of its purport. When the English domination had continued, for about half a century, along the eastern and south‐eastern coasts of Ireland, a gleam of rational perception seems to have flashed upon the minds of the native chieftains, late it is true, but general and simultaneous. They saw, at last, that their own dissension had been the strength of their invaders, and at last, acknowledged the necessity of sinking personal animosities in the common cause of their country. Personal pride they also consented to forego, in the election of a monarch whose single supremacy should guide their united efforts, hitherto desultory and inefficient from the insubordination of a long anarchy. The banks of the Caoluisce, a stream which falls into Loch Erne, was named as the place of convention, and there, in the spring of 1252, the heads of the chief clans of Ireland, assembled with their retainers, to nominate a successor to Roderick O’Connor. The two great candidates, on whom alone the eyes of all the Irish turned, were O’Brien of Thomond, and O’Neil of Ulster. As representative of the expeller of the Danes, Tiege O’Brien claimed the crown as the hereditary right of his name; O’Neil, although boasting equally royal blood, grounded his expectations on personal renown, and influence among the northern clans. Both parties encamped, one on either bank of the Caoluisce, in the midst of their respective kindred and supporters. O’Brien, impatient of the delay of their council, which was not to sit until the next day in final conference, determined on exacting some acknowledgment of inferiority from his rival, before going to rest. He, accordingly, dispatched his herald with a hundred led horses, which he was commanded to present to O’Neil, as a donation from the king of North Munster. The acceptance of such a present was, by a strange rule of the times, tantamount to an admission of vassalage. O’Neil, indignant at O’Brien’s assumption, returned the horses, adding twice as many from his own stables, and housing all in splendid harness, with a counter consignment of the whole, as a free gift from the Reagh More of Ulster to the Tighearna of Thomond. Tiege, accustomed, as it would seem, to the passing of such compliments, lost no time in dispatching the entire squadron once more across the Caoluisce, housed and harnessed as before, but mounted each by an armed O’Brien, prepared either to leave his charger in O’Neil’s stalls at Loch Erne, or to stable his steed in the ruins of Emania, at Loch Neagh. Few of these importunate donors, however, recrossed the ensanguined banks of the Caoluisce. A bloody battle ensued. O’Brien, with his kindred clans of MacNamara, O’Grady, O’Connor, O’Maley, and the men of Desmond and Ormond under the MacCarthy More, and the O’Kennedy, rushed to the aid of the repulsed horsemen; and O’Neil, with his northern friends, O’Cahan, O’Dogherty, O’Donnell, Macgennis and MacMahon, met them on the river’s edge, well satisfied to leave a vexatious election to the surer arbitrement of the sword. The battle was long contested, and, at last, left doubtful. Each chief retired to his own country claiming the victory, and rejoicing in the title of Reagh More. O’Brien



ever after was known as Tiege Caoluisce, the king; but, in gaining the doubtful honor of the title, he had lost the best blood of his house, and was thenceforth obliged to confine himself to the sovereignty of Clare, which he could hardly hold from his own kinsmen the O’Gradys. O’Neill also, after paralysing Ulster by his loss, returned to waste his remaining resources in family feuds and petty exactions, while the English, unconscious of the cause, congratulated themselves upon the unexpected ease with which they daily continued to make new conquests, and to secure the old. Had the loyalty there shown by many thousands of devoted subjects been permitted to have extended itself to a common head, there can be little doubt that, feeble as the English force at that time in Ireland was, the invaders must have been speedily expelled, and the nation reestablished in independence; but the temper of the people was too sanguine, and their savage loyalty impeded, confounded destroyed itself. Nor, as Irishmen, have we reason to be displeased, when we reflect that by such disaster, English civilization has been admitted with English conquest, and that, but for the insanity of such men as Tiege Caoluisce O’Brien, we might still be infinitely farther behind the rest of Europe in all the arts of peace, and all the best sinews of war.


The shepherd state is, to a people less ardent than the Irish, favourable for the establishment of an arbitrary monarchy; but feudal institutions, oppressive as their vassalage may seem, are in all cases better adapted for the ultimate triumph of reason and justice, in a free constitution, than the patriarchal principle, however happily tempered by the genius of the people on whom it operates. The vassal knows himself the slave of violence; the clansman feels himself the subject of a point of honor. No length of servitude, without veneration, will reconcile the one to his lord; hardly any excess of tyranny, where the tyrant is regarded as patriarch, will revolt the other from his chief. The vassal is indignant, the fosterer or clansman, awed. Indignation cherishes the spirit of resistance, and watchful irritation lets pass no opportunity of appropriating whatever rights may have escaped the grasp of definite allegiance. Affectionate veneration, on the other hand, sets no limits to its bond of grateful services, and, general attachment being thus the clansman’s religion, particular vindication of excepted rights becomes a sort of sacrilege. To the feudal institution we owe Magna Charta; to the spirit of free enquiry, unconsciously generated by the same system, we also owe the revolution of 1688, when the patriarchal principle, which must have long since perished in England but for the fostering genius of its peculiar religion, was finally forced to give way before our new elements of public opinion. These latter principles, until of late, have exercised a very partial influence on Irish affairs, but it gives us a propitious presage of their ultimate triumph, when we find the national mind so far advanced in preparation for their full reception, as to force their most inveterate antagonists to ground the great majority of their appeals to public opinion on references (either legitimate, or specious enough not to seem evidently inconclusive,) to those very elements which constitute the most formidable barrier against their own ulterior designs. The means may thus, we trust, frustrate the end, and Roman Catholic intellect yet help to check the progress of Popish domination.


Considering feudalism, then, as the institution ultimately more favourable to freedom, we might look to its early engraftment on the system of Irish clanship for our first rudiments of civil independence, were it not that the more congenial characteristics of patriarchal life so far seduced our early barons from the arduous obligations of reciprocal protection and vassalage, as in great measure to neutralize the effects of Norman discipline; for, the Hibernicized noble, joining his patriarchal claims as chief to his civil rights of feudal lordship, exacted a paramount vassalage from his cousin tenants, which rendered every ability of service liable, and left no privilege which was not appropriated either by the title of military tenure or the more kindly but much more comprehensive bond of familiar loyalty. Popular rights were accordingly as slow of recognition in the manors of a Butler,



a Fitzgerald, or a De Burgho, as in the countries of O’Neil, O’Brien, or O’Connor.


While feudal institutions were working out their effect on society in England, their influence was thus nullified among the Irish; so that when the reformation, and afterwards the revolution, had carried the popular intelligence completely out of reach of its own originator, (that is, beyond the influence of forgotten feudal associations,) British settlers here found themselves amidst a state of things utterly incompatible with their advanced ideas of civil policy; for feudal recollections no longer kept their sympathies alive to the uncouth blandishments of pastoral or sylvan independence, and lingering attachment to the church of Rome no more admitted the existence of that last tie which could have even temporarily conciliated their toleration of principles and habits so repugnant. Thus it is that we have had no middle stage of society to conduct the people by just degrees through the natural progress of spontaneous civilization; this has been the reason why we find the principles of the revolution operating so inefficiently on a nation not yet free from the reluctant sway of patriarchal loyalty; and hence it has come to pass, that Irish society, at the present day, exhibits those anomalous features of mixed crudeness and maturity which are but the representatives of two different stages of society, whose antagonist principles have hitherto found no mutual means of reconcilement. Whether Ireland, if left to herself, would have progressed from stage to stage of legitimate advancement, carrying up her growth, and gradually developing a healthy succession of suitable moral functions, is a question on which we conceive the majority of speculators would decide in the negative, provided they agreed in an admission of that obstructive excess of constitutional loyalty, which we have already dwelt on as the chief cause why the sylvan or pastoral rule of the early clans impeded the institution of a virtual sovereignty, and resisted that of a military feudalism, both necessary steps in a nation’s progress from the simple shepherd state to that of a complex government like ours, combining the free legislation of a republic, with the cautious conservatism of an aristocracy, and the vigorous executive of an hereditary sceptre. Strange anomaly in history, that a country should, for two thousand years, continue in the same grade of civil advancement, retarded from the next by the very excess of characteristics most essential to its assumption, and finally subdued by a people so far in advance of her own, that, after centuries of fellow‐citizenship, the two races are still unable to amalgamate from the want of these intermediate steps upon the civil scale—steps forgotten by the one and never taken by the other. To supply the lost links, to carry forward the untutored loyalty of the clansman, till the whole country becomes his faction and the king his chief, and to withdraw the utilitarian aspirations of the economist from severe and sometimes sordid speculation, and carry back his kindlier sentiments in charitable appreciation of human nature, till he can revert to common ground of sympathy with his less intellectual but more enthusiastic and devoted countryman; in one word, to make Irishmen know themselves and one another; this is the want, this is the worthiest labour of the age. Education, in its fullest sense, is the engine by whose agency we hope to see the great work yet effected; and when we speak of education in its fullest sense, we mean not only the supply of useful and wholesome knowledge to the lower classes, but fearless exposure of the true temper, wants, and capabilities, of their tenantry and labourers, to the proprietors themselves of the land. May God grant our country a peaceful opportunity for the accomplishment of that blessed and meritorious work!


Meanwhile, as an instance of the lower development of that natural piety, which we have dwelt on as so mainly characteristic of the Irish constitution, we proceed to illustrate the loyalty of fosterage, an attachment which, deriving its strength from a totally different principle, resembles the legitimate affection of kindred blood so closely, that it is difficult to distinguish the effects, although their causes be clearly recognised as distinct and independent sentiments. Let us compare the obligation; of father, godfather, and fosterfather, and the



distinctions will be evident. The first is bound by instinctive love, the second by moral obligation, but the foster‐father’s attachment is the result of reverent regard to an institution, arising from constitutional piety, but impeding its own operation by over sanguine devotion, and, like superstitious abuse of sacred symbols, lingering about the vehicle, forgetful of the destination. In fact, this self‐encumbering excess of devotion characterizes every operation of Irish loyalty. The fosterer idolizes his kinsman, instead of venerating the principle of universal relationship, which, doubtless, if not the origin, was the spirit of the institution; the clansman idolizes his chief, instead of venerating the sentiment of patriarchal supremacy, which evidently aimed at the ultimate establishment of a legitimate monarchy by that distorted means; and the ignorant Roman Catholic idolizes his crucifix instead of worshipping the Supreme Deity, to whom his church unavailingly admits that intercepted adoration to be due. Fosterage was one main instrument in that process of Hibernicization through which the earlier invaders were invariably withdrawn from their English allegiance; and certainly no institution could be better calculated for incorporating foreign families with the great body of the people; so that, when we consider the danger to English interests attending on the admission of a custom thus destructive of the whole scheme of conquest, we can readily find an excuse for laws against communication with the Irish, which, if not justified by the existence of a contagion so catching, would appear unnecessarily and atrociously cruel. That the conquest could have been maintained without these restrictions, while the habits of the feudal invaders were predisposed to the seductions of a congenial state of society, seems altogether impossible; and, accordingly, we find them, with the exception of one short period, more or less strictly in force, until a reformed revolution had so alienated the character of our final invaders from all civil and religious sympathy with the old Irish, as to make their continuance altogether unnecessary.


Here let us protest against two vices in Irish history, one a practice of the Protestant, the other of the Roman Catholic historian. It is a vicious absurdity to maintain that the conquest could be achieved without cruelty and oppression; it is equally a vicious folly to execrate these unavoidable concomitants of any invasion, as the wanton malice of a gratuitously wicked people.


To return to fosterage, and its foster child gossipred, or the institution of brotherly obligation by the choice of a gossip. This custom we believe the original prototype of that of annual valentines, as it prevailed among the Highland clans, and is illustrated in Sir Walter Scott’s Gaelic romance of “The Fair Maid of Perth.” This difference, however, there exists between the valentines of Clan Chattan, or Clan Quhele and the gossips of the Irish kindreds, that the latter were, if we mistake not, men related as brothers for the time, whereas both the valentines of Scotland, and their “sib‐folk”the compadres and commadres of Spain, are young persons of different sexes. The obligation, at least, in all is the same, and so strong an effect had this bond also in identifying the great majority of the early population of the pale with the mere Irish, that it has been joined in pernicious importance with fosterage itself in a political saw as old as the time of the third Edward:



By graunting charteris of peace
To false English withouten lease,
The realme bee moch undo:
But gossipred, and alterage,
And leasing of our language,
Has mickly holp thereto.




The attachment of gossipred is a lower development of Irish constitutional piety than that of fosterage, as boasting neither the constancy of life‐long endurance, nor the devotion of personal obedience or submission; still we have begun our illustrations of the pious principles ascending development with the higher example, as we are aware of no allusion in Irish literature,



here or elsewhere, to the other. It would be idle to multiply examples of the affectionate loyalty of foster‐kindred to their fictitious relatives, through all imaginable extremities of danger and despair. Let us rather enquire whether there was not some other cause besides the point of honour and the familiarity of early intercourse, to give the foster‐family a reasonable as well as a superstitious interest in their fortuitous kinsman. There was this,—the foster‐family were not only the rearers of the infant, but participators, through the father, in whatever honor or discredit might attend the training of the youth; for the husband of the nurse was generally the tutor in those athletic and military exercises which constituted the chief education of their grown up charge. Chiron was, doubtless, as proud of Hercules as Doctor Johnson was of David Garrick, or the blacksmith of Dundalk, maugre the inputation on his spouse, of Hugh O’Neill, when crowned with phœnix feathers in the castle of Dungannon; but we question whether either the toxophilite Centaur, or the literary Leviathan, would have found their pedagoguish interest strong enough to have made them cling with the desperate fidelity of a foster‐father to either pupil when in such an extremity as the same Hugh experienced shortly after, when forced in his disastrous flight to slay the steed that had borne him from a triumphant enemy, and out of the reeking hide to construct the curragh which bore himself and his only followers across an intercepting loch. The pride of the tutor we must consider as much the reward, as the motive, of his interest in the foster‐child. Both sentiments are touchingly developed in the following ancient fragment, affirmed to be as old as the fifth century:—1



TORNA’S LAMENT, A.D. 423.



My two foster‐children were not slack,
Nial of Tara, and Corc of pleasant Cashel—
(Nial) of the mighty race of Owen More,
(Corc) worthy descendant of Con of the hundred battles.
They conquered Ireland—great was their valour;
Their deeds achieved together were alike.
Fierce and strong were they, Nial puissant in war—
Nor slack was Corc in his onslaught.
* * * *



I have not seen a man like Nial,
Opposing strangers in far lands;
I have not seen a man like Corc,
[                                            ]
I have not seen two better
In country of the countries of Ireland,
Or of more valiant achievements
Joined to more joyous and gentle recreation.
I am Torna who sing these verses,
My two foster‐children are those I sing of;
They who for my pleasure used every day to come to me,
My two sons, my two foster‐children?
It was happy for me to be at whiles
Between Tara and Cashel;
From Tara to pleasant Cashel,
From the ford of Cashel to Tara.
When I used to be with Nial,
My occupation was ratifying treaties for him;
When I used to be with Corc,
I was his counsellor influential.
It was for this reason I used to place Nial
Upon my right hand: discreet was his judgment
Among the nobles of the right side, faithful
To the son of the deed‐doing king of Ireland.
It was for this reason I used to place Corc,
No rude companion, upon my left hand,
Because of the nearness of his body to my heart,
That he might be in his right place.
Wo, (that we are) without Corc, descendant of pleasant Owen!
Wo, (that we are) without Nial, descendant of valiant Con!
Wo, (that we are) without Nial of Tara in the east!
Wo, (that we are) without Corc, high‐head of Cashel!
Broken is my reason and my judgment,
Since the great king Nial lives not:
Broken is my heart and my body,
Since the great king Corc lives not.
Leath Con is under rent and under tribute
For want of (Nial) Mac Eochy Muiveghain;
For want of (Con) Mac Lewy, that never told a lie,
Leath Mogha is gone to destruction.








This piece bears every mark of being genuine; and from its high antiquity possesses great interest, independent of its claims to consideration on account of its legitimate sentiment. Its structure exhibits more poetic art than we have hitherto been accustomed to expect from the compositions of Irish bards. It possesses all the requisite parts of the ode, justly introduced and fully developed in unaffected language; versified, too, in well‐measured rythmrhythm, and distinguished above every other piece in the collection for rhyme, only occasionally incorrect. Nothing, for instance, can



be more legitimate, either in point of prosody or rhyme, than the commencement, which we give in the English character, and as it is pronounced:—



Mō yă | hāltăn , nīr fá | lūin
Neāl Tă | rā, Cŏrc | Cāshĕl | cūin;





O’Owen Vór, more a rá,
O’Con, mar Con Cead‐cá‐há.




The first two lines are pure trochaic; the next couplet mixed iambic, but admissible, and the rhyme perfect in all. One remarkable feature claims our attention. Throughout there is no metaphor employed. The art here lies in arrangement; in our modern pieces in striking expression. The first is the higher attribute, and argues a more advanced state of the art; for it is in poetic art alone we mark the distinction: poetic feeling has been the same in Ireland from the first, and must continue unchanged till the national heart is broken. Notwithstanding the absence of figurative ornament, there is in Torna’s Lament no deficiency in point of imaginative effect. The pictures are numerous and vivid, although done in plain colours. Torna himself sitting between his foster‐sons, were no unworthy subject for a great historic painter: Nial on the right side, giving grave audience to the nobles; Corc on the left, that he might be near the old man’s heart. We have the characters and countenances of the royal youths and their preceptor at a glance: Nial, a fierce Guiderius; Corc, an ardent Arviragus; and Torna himself wise old Belarius; but the lion’s whelps have not been suckled in an unknown lair, nor has their sanctioned guardian ever given them cause to say,



“We have seen nothing:
We are beastly; subtle as the fox for prey;
Like warlike as the wolf for what we eat:
Our valour is to chase what flies; our cage
We make a choir, as doth the prison bird,
And sing our bondage freely.”




Poetry and painting have a common quality of giving scope to speculation. This is an equal excellency in each. That must have some of the essentials of a good picture which gives a vista to imagination or leads us behind the canvass. In like manner, that must have some of the attributes of true poetry, which, with the colours of spontaneously excited fancy, tills up its own rough sketch of character or situation. On these grounds we consider Torna a poet; for although there be in his rude rann neither trope nor figure, yet has he given us so vigorous an outline of new persons and relations, that we could much longer expatiate upon our fancy’s realization of their genius and sentiment, without effort and without weariness. But we must leave the forlorn fosterer, and return to the principle of his attachment. That attachment we have referred to the loyalty of a constitution naturally pious, idolizing the object of a venerated custom. Still it would be difficult to disabuse many, of the prejudice, that it was more the instinctive love of the parent than the loyal devotion of the tutor or clansman, that made these royal boys the objects of the old man’s adoration. When we find, however, that the fosterer expresses no more tender regard for his stepson than does the bard for his chief, with whom he is not connected by any ties save those of hereditary attachment, we must recognise the presence of this sentiment for which we are contending, and the development of whose influence in the different relations of loyalty to the chief, to the clan, to the king, to the church, and to the country, we will illustrate from the Irish minstrelsy of Mr. Hardiman’s collections.


The affection of the hereditary bard, it will at once be seen, is, primarily, reverence to the principle of sacred duty ultimately shaping itself through regard to the point of honour, into its second nature of personal attachment. It is, in a word, piety concentrated



into loyalty, natural religion supplying the instinct of natural love. Neither foster‐father, nor father himself, could feel more yearning affection for his son, could more anxiously express the fondest alarm for his safety, or more proudly exult in his achievements, than does the bard O’Hussey for his chief, but not relation, Hugh Maguire. We take the translation from Mr. Hardiman’s unpublished collection in the Egerton MSS., British Museum.



O’HUSSEY’S ODE.



Cold weather I consider this night to be for Hugh!
A cause of grief is the rigor of its showry drops;
Alas, insufferable is
The venom of this night’s cold.




This night, it grieves my heart,
Is fraught with the thunder‐flashing heavy storm,
Succeeded by an icy congealment
Less ruthless than the hate which pursues him.




From the sullen breasts of the clouds
The floodgates of heaven are let loose;
The vapours exhaled from the salt sea;
The firmament pours down in torrents.




Though he were a wild creature of the forest,
Though a salmon in an inlet of the ocean,
Or one of the winged fowls of air,
He could not bear the rigor of this weather.




Mournful I am for Hugh Maguire
This night in a strange land,
Under the embers of thunderbolts, amid the showers flaming,
And the keen anger of the whistling clouds.




In the country of Clan Daire
It grieves me that his fate should be so severe:
Perhaps drenched with the cold wet dripping of the thickets,
Perhaps exposed to the high heaven’s floods.




Cold seem to me your two cheeks strawberry‐red,
As the fury of the cloud‐gathering storm
Impels the weatherwinds of the ærial expanse
Against the royal hero of resplendent Galeng.




Sore misery to us, and torturing our bosoms,
To think that the fine front and. sides of his comely frame
Should be ground by this rough, sullen, scowling night
In cold steely accoutrements!




His kind‐dealing hand which punished cruelty,
By frost made numb;
Under some spiked and icicle‐hung tree—
Oh, bleak and dreary is this night for Hugh!



* * * * *


Overflowed by the tempestuous torrent
Are the low banks of the cold rivulets;
The lawns of pasture are locked in ice,
So that the cattle cannot graze.






Drenched are their borders also,
So that the inhabitants cannot perceive
The quick‐flowing edges of the sunny clear streams:
To keep dry the huts is impossible.




Fearful to him is the excessive rigor
In some intricate wood, ’mongst bones of monsters:
A bright retrospective glance on peaceful days
Were now a torment to Mac Niadh’s tender heart.



* * * * *


This, however, brings the warmth
To his tranquil clear countenance,
His warriors charging like bright billows of the sea,
Wafted in fleeces, wind‐borne, fire‐flashing.




Unkindled fires shall warm him,
Though frost should glaze the glistening dew of his eyes,
Though his fine fair fingers should be bound in icy gauntlets,
And his garment be the red flaming thunder‐flash.



* * * * *


Far from the journey of Hugh Maguire
Are Munster’s greenwoods waving to the fair setting sun in the west;
Her splendid mansions rich and hospitable,
And a country without frost or misery.




AVRAN.2


Hugh marched, though it grieved me, with his host to battle,
And his tresses softly curling are hung with ice—
Cause of warmth to the hero are the shouts of war,
And the many mansions lime‐white which he laid in ashes.






O’Hussey was a poet. There is a vivid vigor in these descriptions, and a savage power in the consolation drawn from their antithetical climax, which claim a character almost approaching to sublimity. Nothing can be more graphic, yet more diversified, than his images of unmitigated horror, nothing more grandly startling than his heroic conception of the glow of glory triumphant over frozen toil. We have never read the poem without recurring, and that by no unworthy association, to Napoleon on his Russian campaign. Yet, perhaps, O’Hussey has conjured up a picture of more inclement desolation, in his rude idea of northern horrors, than could be legitimately employed by a poet of the present day, when the romance of geographical obscurity no longer permits us to imagine these Phlegrean regions of endless storin, where the snows of Hæmus fall mingled with the lightnings of Etna, amid Bistonian wilds or Hyrcanian forests. This ode possesses a new interest in our papers, for it is the first our readers have yet met, in which description has not been altogether sacrificed to sentiment. But O’Hussey’s descriptions are pervaded by intense sentiment, and here there is no sacrifice of either—a rare conjunction of felicities in Irish song.


While the impression is still hot, let us complete the vindication of O’Hussey’s claim to descriptive power, pious sentiment, and devoted loyalty. Hear how he strikes out Tiege Mac Brian at a single heat:—



How! thy wrath springs and bounds,
In thy free, ember‐like, ruddy aspect,
Like a destructive thunder‐flash!



Is it the fright of war, or peril of battle,
Excessive anger, or oppression of rulers,
That convulses thy mind,
Thou raked‐up ember of Connaught?




Again, a battle‐piece that makes us almost think we snuff the “war‐clouds rolling dun” of Thomas Campbell:



Heroes polishing their glowing weapons,
Sounding trumpets loudly martial,
A frost‐foggy wind, with whistling darts flying—
These are the music in which you delight at early dawn.




Here again, a scene of intense mystic romance, a Salvator Rosa partner for Keats’s



“magic casements opening on the foam
of perilous seas in faëry land forlorn.”





The perilous ways of the borders of Leinster;
Borders of slow‐calling sounds,
Gloomy borders of bright mountains severe,
The intricate deserts of Anmchaidhe.




Between the wooded banks of Barrow, and the steep step of Blackstairs, lie many a black bog and misty valley, girdling their grey wall of mountain, with solitudes which, we can well imagine, whispered moaning horror from inextricable swamps and thickets, when Kavanagh held sylvan court in Saint Mullin’s, and O’Hussey made his hearers shudder in the hall of Tempo, at the perils of the dark Leinster borders. Here it was that the ill‐fated Richard wound his disastrous way through woods and quags, for six weeks, with Art Mac Murrogh hanging on his discomfited march, and Henry Bolingbrook turning his reluctant stay to royal account, at home; but neither kern nor quagmire could stop the progress of that iron Saxon, who first made his way through the scattered clans of Byrne, Toole, and Kavanagh, and from the maiden passes of Kill‐Edmond, and the sleepy hollow of Scallagh Gap, carried the fire and sword of the republic through bog and glen and breached castle wall, from Ballyburris to Waterford and Clonmel. Kill‐Edmond is no longer, in O’Hussey’s words,



The breast of mountains, and wind‐whirling vales,3
Where no host dare cross.




Yet were we an exciseman, we should prefer making our descent upon the boys from Graig or Carlow. But to return to O’Hussey, of whose descriptive excellence we have had abundant proof; let us, by one more extract, exhibit him in his pious character of a faithful and true clansman. His ode is now for Cuconnaught, in the north, with Hugh.




But I would not deem the weather inclement,
If I were with him in his distress:
How happy would I be this night,
If I were under one garment with Cuconnaught!





I would not complain of the rude winds,
When standing on the watch for him;
Nor the pelting rain would I regard, though drenched my garments,
Beside Hy Duach of tempests!






But the didactic devotion of this declaration is consumed in a glow of adoring affection, when he apostrophises the chief himself.



Thou joy! thou promise! thou sprightly salmon!
Thou beauteous azure ocean‐wave!
Thou pourer of panic into the breasts of heroes!




This excels Mac Pherson; O’Hussey is no unfit representative of the true Ossian, but Ossian was a prince, and O’Hussey sought no higher honor than to be the bard of Maguire. Maguire was his theme, his mark, his sacred butt for devoted shafts of endless and untiring panegyric. “Be on thy guard,” he cries, aiming at his idol’s heart,



Be on thy guard, for I will dart
This lay as a javelin‐cast from me!




And could he, like Cupid in Anacreon, shoot himself bodily into the soul of his chief, he would follow his swift iambics to their unreluctant destination. Whether the next O’Hussey would as successfully fulfil his hereditary duty, by the next Maguire, must have been more than doubtful; for, such writing as this we have just seen is not to be expected in every generation; but, whether or not he might equal his father in poetic art and in fervour of poetic feeling, we have no doubt he would not be deficient in pious emulation of loyal will.


The society of a clan thus bound to a common object of parental attachment from the elder, as of a brotherhood of loyal veneration from the younger, members of its community, may be well supposed to have derived internal consolidation from this converging relationship of equal duty. While a principle of piety thus gave them a focus of attachment in the chief, a point of honor fixed on each member of the great family a tie of equal loyalty to the clan at large; for, a community of this kind was rarely out of such implications with hostile neighbours, as made the stigma of desertion in danger, a brand of infamy to which no man would dream of subjecting himself, unless, indeed, by joining a faction of his own clan in case of a disputed claim to its tanistry or chieftainship. These disputes were the chief causes of intestine feuds; but the private feuds of opposite factions in the same clan have ever been the most bloody and inveterate. Attachment to the clan has survived the original principle of attachment to the tanist or chieftain; and even, at the present day, when personal allegiance is totally forgotten, loyalty to his faction characterises the Irish peasant almost as strongly as it did three centuries ago. It is but three months since the clansmen of the Cooleen sept fought as devotedly at the races of Ballyhea, as ever did the old clan Culin (and we are strongly inclined to a belief of their identity) at Dhuglinn or Bunratty, six centuries ago.


The history of this tribe (Clan Culin), for a century and a half, is contained in an Irish MS. of which copies are in the possession of Mr. Hardiman, Messrs. Hodges and Smyth, and the British Museum. It is entitled, “The Wars of Turlogh,” or, more properly, “The Feuds of Thomond,” and is occupied with a full history of the great family of O’Brien throughout the thirteenth and part of the fourteenth century. It is peculiarly interesting, as well from its antiquity, having been written by Mac Craith, hereditary bard of Thomond,



in 1459, as from the romantic and characteristic vigour of its style. We cannot better illustrate our subject of factious unanimity in the midst of national dissension, than by giving a hasty sketch of its account of the feud between the two great septs of the O’Briens, in which Clan Brien Roe was finally overcome, after a strife of fifty years, by Clan Turlogh. The cause of the contention illustrates the effects of a subject we have just been engaged on. Tiege Caoluisce, already known to the reader as candidate for the arch‐sovereignty, had inconsiderately placed his two sons at fosterage in different families. Brian Roe, the elder, was brought up among the Mahons and O’Gradys—Turlogh, the younger, among the Macnamaras and O’Deas of Clan Culin. On Tiege’s death, in 1267, he was succeeded by Brian Roe*; but the Clan Culin, already attached to Turlogh, refused to give in their allegiance, and declared for their foster‐brother. Brian Roe, put to flight by their first incursion,—for Clan Culin was the most warlike sept of the O’Briens—flies across the Shannon, and finally taking refuge in Corc, offers Sir Thomas De Clare, son of the Earl of Gloucester, “all the lands from Limerick to Athsollas,” if he will assist him in maintaining his sovereignty against Turlogh. De Clare accepts his proposal, procures from the English monarch a grant of all Thomond so soon as he shall have been able to compass its conquest, and, accompanying Brian Roe on his return, drives Turlogh from his usurped seat in the palace of Clonroad, and builds himself his castle of Bunratty on the Shannon. It were an ungrateful task to follow him through all his treachery and violence—now aiding Clan Brian Roe against Clan Turlogh—now Clan Turlogh against Clan Brian Roe—then coming in on the exhausted combatants, and plundering both; at one time marching with Brian Roe to ravage the fastnesses of Eachty, and anon avenging their mutual defeat, and the loss of his wife’s kinsmen, by hanging up his ally and victim in the court‐yard of his own castle. Meanwhile, Turlogh, following his brother’s example, has engaged the aid of William de Burgho, from Galway; but William has no opportunity of availing himself of his ally’s weakness, for he is shortly after taken by his rival feud‐fosterer, and his rapacious men‐at‐arms, “when,” to use the characteristic language of Mac Craith, “they saw that their chief lord and noble commander was taken, and sent with a guard to De Clare’s superb castle, there to be imprisoned, all at once unanimously faced their own country, and strove, with extended unwearied strides, who should be foremost.” Not so the clans of O’Kelly Hy Mania, and of O’Connor Corcumroe, whose assistance Turlogh had secured, along with William’s: they continue to aid him in his war against Bunratty and Clan Brian Roe; for, strange as it may seem, De Clare soon found means to reconcile himself to the son of the murdered Brian, and still kept up his charter‐system of divide et impera. Another generation of contending dupes and designing allies succeeded; and Thomond, from end to end, was wasted with fire and sword. Turlogh was no more; yet still Clan Turlogh held together with indissoluble fidelity. It was forty years since Brian Roe had been ignominiously put to death in Bunratty barbican, yet still Clan Brian Roe clung to their faction with desperate loyalty. But the time was now approaching that was to determine the issue. Clan Turlogh, under Dermod Mac Murrogh Mac Turlogh Mac Tiege Caoluisce*, march the whole length of Thomond, to meet their adversaries on the borders of Burren, whither Clan Brian, after a long exile in Irrus, had returned, under their leader, Donogh Mac Donnell Mac Donogh Mac Brian Roe*. Clan Turlogh had mustered the strongest names of South Thomond: Mac Namara, O’Dea, O’Hara, O’Dowd, and O’Connor Curcumroe. With Clan Brian were their old adherents, O’Grady, O’Flaherty, O’Flaherty Dun, O’Donoghan, and Mac Mahon. Dermod pitched his camp about and in the abbey of the Black Valley. Donogh was quartered upon the borders of Loch Raocha. When news was brought the latter that the hostile clan was approaching, “Go,” said be, as Mac Craith has given his words, “go, and assemble our men of strength, that we may go and see our noble kinsmen.” Accordingly, next morning, with his brother, Brian Barry, and Tiege Lumneach, he musters his



forces, and, impelled by an apparent fatality, marches to Dhuglinn. The most awful apparition we have ever read of is here introduced to heighten the horror of the impending catastrophe. The superstition is not only awful, but conceived in such a grand scale of terror, as to be absolutely sublime. The banshee of the clan appears in broad day to the whole army. We give the scene in Mac Craith’s impressive language:—



“And the broad‐sworded and close‐banded heroes came near Loch Raocha in silent haste; and the multitudes at large gazed altogether at the transparent lake, where they saw on the bank of the smooth water a hideous and ghastly hag, * * * having before her a heap of heads and a load of helms, and a pile of lopped hands and dissevered feet, washing and pouring water diligently thereon, till all the water was full of hair, and blood, and brains from her abominable labour.”




Donogh, with the desperate courage of a doomed man, advances before his amazed battalions, and demands her name and purpose. The hag replies,



“I am the Disconsolate of Burren, and my lineage is of the Tuatha de Danan race, and the heads and members of you, royal prince, and of your people, are the carnage before me.”




Then rising into the air, and chanting a prophecy of defeat, she disappears. On go the doomed Clan Brian Roe, and find their fated destroyers arming on the hill before the abbey. Here Murrogh Mac Con na Mara, buckling on his coat of mail, turns it in haste with the back forward; but, “shut the scabal,”4 he cries to his squires,“put on the shining shield, crown my head with the helmet, and fasten the helm tight; for I will not alter this armour till I fight in better armour won from the enemy.” Then he and Dermot, with Nicol Mac Con na Mara, (a youth so worthy in the estimation of Mac Craith, that he distinguishes him by fourteen epithets of honor,) and Felim O’Connor, and the men of Clan Culin, Corcumroe, and Corry Vaskin, put the Dedanite destinies into execution on Clan Brian Roe, who, after the loss of their chief, and of more than half of their number, disperse under Brian, the brother of Donogh. Their retreat is thus described by Mac Craith:—



“When Brian, the son of Donald, saw his brother Donogh perishing on the red field, and Murragh Garbh’s members lopped off, and Brian Barry stretched upon the earth and his side torn, and Tiege Lumneach divided in two by the sword, and all his nobles slain together, he retreated eastward as far as the borders of the white‐stoned and slippery Burren.”




And so ended the faction of Clan Brian Roe; but, were it not that we are reluctant to diminish the value of the unpublished manuscript, we could give such a scene after the battle, as we defy the annals of any other country to equal for sanguinary horror and savage interest. Dermot, great‐grandson of Tiege Caoluisce O’Brien*, was now sole king of Thomond; but De Clare, son of the original settler, who had been awaiting the issue of the contest at Dhuglinn, that he might bear away the contested sovereignty from both, while still exhausted by their recent conflict, gave him another struggle at Dangan and Ghrada, before he sat down in the long‐contested, supreme and independent possession of Clonroad. The destruction of De Clare’s army, and the burning and razing of Bunratty, are introduced with like terrors as the defeat of Clan Brian Roe. The terrors are equal, but the narration is still more vivid. We conclude our extracts from the Wars of Turlogh with the doom of De Clare:—



“He (De Clare) assembled his troops, and led them to Ard Raithin: and as they were passing the cold, broad and



boiling floods of Fergus, they saw on the brink of the ford before them, a heinous, ghastly and frightful apparition of a woman, crying and lamenting, clamouring and foretelling hard fates, and she washing and dipping the satin apparel, the fine gold‐threaded tunics, and the noble silken mantles of a heap of slaughtered bodies in the floods. And although the strong floods were sunny and beauteous, sandy and blue‐shining, approaching her, downward they were swollen and violent, muddy and red, proud, and turbulent, and bloody, from where the ominous fool plyed her hands in such sort that the stream was full of blood and gore in all its parts. And De Clare and his warlike cavalry and troops, noticed the practice of the hag, and the turmoil and labour of the proud flood.”




De Clare then demands her name and purpose, and she replies:—



“I am the mournful Dabhair Uisce (water hag,) and I dwell in the fairy hills of this country, and your gay garments, O proud baron, and the garments of your proud cavalry, are the silken robes entangled in this carnage.”




So saying she rises, and vanishes overheard, prophesying disaster. De Clare is led into an ambush and slain by Felim O’Connor, and his routed troops returning, find Bunratty fired by the Clan Turlogh, and the affrighted household making their escape in boats across the Shannon. So ends this characteristic and romantic history, which we would gladly see given to the public in a worthy dress.


On concluding such a record of misplaced and insulated loyalty, obstructing its own exercise by its own excess, and pressing that valour and fortitude which should have been applied to the preservation of the country, into the vexatious service of petty feuds and self‐consuming factions, who can avoid lamenting the perversion of so noble, but so dangerous, a quality of the Irish heart? Had it centered on a monarch, it would have given the means of a vigorous and healthy government; but it never centered on a monarch; nothing but the tremendous engine of Roman Catholicism could ever collect or fix it, and it was on their Roman Catholic leaders, not on James the Second, in his character of monarch, that the loyalty of the Irish, in 1688, was centered. Still, a devotion such as theirs, ever eager to attach itself to the nearest object, could not pass James’s person without idolizing even that wretched representative of the interests to which their ultimate allegiance was due. James, as the royal champion of their faith, must have been regarded with affectionate loyalty in any case; but coming to them for succour in his difficulties, craving their hospitality in virtual exile, appealing to their generosity for aid against the enemies of their religion, and conquerors of their country, it were indeed wonderful if he had not been received even with all the ardor his claims and presence did elicit in Ireland. Among the Jacobite relicts of Mr. Hardiman’s collection, one of the most striking, in point of conception, and affecting in sentiment, is the following allegorical dialogue between the fugitive monarch and the country of his retreat.


Ireland.—

Who goes without? (James)—’Tis James under frost,
Without shelter or a night’s provision.





Ireland.—

My bitter wo this! that you are not, oh first love,
In proper course destroying your enemies.
But the condemnation of the Scots,5 and the subduing of their troops,
And the torment of the faithful people,
Have left me without joy, without clergy, without bells,
Or the sweet harp playing melodies.





James.—

Oh friend without deceit, it was necessary for me to fly
Quickly from the multitude of my enemies;
Seeing that some yielded, and that some forsook me,
And that I was left in solitude deserted.
Though thou art a phœnix in form, white as the lily,
And your mouth is as the honey of the true bees,
There is no power in thee, and this host that are within
Are more mighty in the conflict than we.







Ireland.—

Oh, stout oak, and my love! forsake not your courage,
Although some of your people deny you:
He that made the globe will be upon your side protecting you,
From the peril and from the bondage of your enemies.
There shall be sharpness and blood, there shall be persecution and fire,
On the sheeted sea, coming to your protection
From Clement, and Philip, and Naples without fear,
Defending you and protecting you for ever.





James.—

I grant you are my wife, my portion,
And that in your absence I am faint,
For want of each stout warrior who perished by sea,
Or was put to torment for his loyal love,
To the end that I and you, our clergy, with our bells,
And every valiant hero of the Milesian race,
Might be in our white houses, without fear, sporting and playing
On slender harps, with sweet songs.





Ireland.—

There is no danger near you now. The only son of the world
And our holy virgin sweet siding with you;
They shall reconcile all bondage and confinement wherein you are,
And they shall marshal, by sea, their thousands.
The Scots’ true children, the poor Irish, shall be in readiness,
Keenly, bloodily, fiercely,
Till they blow over the sea, these festering porkers with their bondage,
Without shelter or a night’s provision.





Nothing has been more obstructive to Protestantism, or more favourable to the permanency of Roman Catholicism, in Ireland, than the concurrence of these political events, about the time of James, which made either faith so inveterately the creed of a party. Clan Rome is the religious faction of the people, and claims their allegiance of civil loyalty, as legitimately (Hibernice) as their devotion of spiritual faith. Mr. Moore’s idea that the point of honor and its effects, were done away with by the Relief Bill is utterly fallacious. Mr. Hardiman’s book is a striking illustration of the truth of our assertion. He had written the greater portion of his notes and comments previous to Catholic emancipation; and, in them, had freely indulged in what those who agree with Mr. Moore would denominate natural indignation against England and the English. The work, however, is not published till 1831, two years after all cause for that obstinate hatred in which Mr. Moore thought himself justifiable, had been removed. But what effect has this on Mr. Hardiman? He does not bate a jot of his most indignant obstinacy, he does not expunge an expression of his most inveterate and unchangeable hatred for Clan Luther, and the Saxon, but disfigures his book, and disgraces himself by flinging in the teeth of his manumission, the whole miserly hoardings of his hatred when a slave.


We have now arrived at that development of the natural piety of Irish character, on which depend much more momentous interests than on any we have yet treated of, loyalty to their religion. It cannot be denied, that the mass of the peasantry of Ireland have, for the last three hundred years, considered Roman Catholicism the religion of their fathers, a consideration which, unaided by any of that faith’s more attractive blandishments for the sanguine temperament of such a race, would alone weigh fearfully against their adoption of any other; for, if the national character so reverences hereditary obligation to a foster‐child, a chief, a clan or a faction, how devoted must be its attachment to



ancestral institutions of such enormous moment in comparison? Add to this the repugnant aspect of early Protestantism with her



Hard oaths of (what they considered) falsehood, under seal and in writing,
Which she dashed upon the mouths of their clergy and scholars,




as she appeared to the unenquiring enthusiasm of the Irish heart—then let us picture to ourselves the imposer of forced faith, as the patentee of lands forfeited by that faith’s rejection, and we would be men without hearts if we could not appreciate such a melancholy and touching complaint as this sweet elegy, written in the ruined abbey of



TIMOLEAGUE.



One night, when lonely and sadly,
By the foot of the sea and the strong waves,
I was meditating and reflecting
On the hard fate of the world:




The moon and the stars were up,
The noise of the waves was not heard on the shore,
And there was not a breath of wind there
That would agitate the tree‐top or blossom.




I walked on meditating alone,
Careless of the progress of my way;
Until I beheld the door of a church,
And the ready entrance before me.




I stood at the ancient door
In which were usual alms and hospitality,
To the blind, to the leper, and to the weak,
When the people of that house were living.




There was a seat built by its side,
’Tis long since its shape was constructed,
On which used to sit men of learning and clergy,
And travellers on their way.




I sat down full of reflection;
I put my hand under my cheek,
Until there fell large showers of tears
From my eyes on the grass—down.




I said there in sorrow,
And I weeping mournfully,
There was a time when this house
Was joyful and cheerful.




’Twas here were bells and clergy,
Poems and divinity a‐reading,
Choirs, singing, and music,
Praising the majesty of God.




Empty aisle, without state,
Grey mansions and old tower,
Many a tempest and storm
Has struck the top of your wall.






There is much rain and cold
And storm from the coast which you have put off you,
Since you were at first consecrated
To the King of the Elements, as a temple.




Oh holy house of the green gables,
That wast an ornament to the country,
It is my constant sorrow, your ruin,
And the putting of your saints to wandering.




’Tis solitary you are now;
There are not in you choirs or music;
But the screeching of the cat‐headed (owl)
In the place of the glad psalms.




Ivy growing from your eaves,
Red nettles on your green floor,
The shrill barking of slender foxes,
And the tinkling of waterfalls in your corners.




Where the early lark used to call
Your clergy to sing their matins,
There is no tongue moving there now
But the tongue of the jarring daw.




Your refectory is without food,
Your dormitory without the simple bed,
Your sacristy without sacrifice by the clergy,
Or mass to God, performing.




Your abbot and rule have gone,
And your pious brotherhood;
Alas, I do not see now under your shelter
(Aught) but a heap of clayed bones.




Alas, the oppression and tyranny,
Hard captivity, cruelty, and illegality,
The violence of enemies and ruthless plunderings
That have left you solitary as you are!




I myself was once fortunate,
Alas, my looks are changed:
The persecution of the world came against me,
There is no use in me but for sorrow.




Gone are my motion and activity,
The sight of my eyes, and my guidance;
My friends and my children are
In this church, powerless and corrupting.




There is wo on my face;
My heart is as the kernel of a nut;
If death would deliver me
My welcome for its meeting were certain.






When we think of the remote Protestant in time of tribulation, such as is but too likely to leave him in the condition of the mourner of Timoleague, sitting in the ruins of his deserted church, and complaining of the extinction of his father’s worship on its altar, every line, save those alluding to the



mysteries he has rejected of this truly and intensely pathetic poem, touches us with melancholy charity for those to whom his ancestors first taught the lesson of a like humiliation.


Alas that a nation glowing with the most enthusiastic courage, moved by the tenderest sympathies, and penetrated by a constitutional piety as devoted as profound, should so long have misapplied these noblest attributes of a high‐destined people! What material for an almost perfect society does the national genius not present? Instinctive piety, to lay the only sure foundation of human morals and immortal hopes; constitutional loyalty, to preserve the civil compact inviolate; legitimate affection, to ensure public virtue and private happiness; endless humour, to quicken social intercourse; and last, and, save one attribute, best, indomitable love of country to consolidate the whole.


This sacred loyalty we have reserved for our conclusion, as a green spot of neutral ground, where all parties may meet in kindness, and part in peace. We have prosecuted our inquiry after the nature of Irish sentiment through many a perplexing and many a dangerous topic,



“per ignes
Suppositos cineri doloso.”




Grateful to our parched feet is the dewy sward of shamrocks; and here, standing on the firm ground of love for our country, we call for a chorus from Irishmen of all denominations to



THE FAIR HILLS OF HOLY IRELAND.



A pleasant and a hospitable place is Ireland to dwell in,
Uileacan dubh O!
In which is the fruit of health in the top of the barley ear;
Uileacan dubh O!
There is honey in the trees in the valleys of mist,
And streams in summer are along the verge of every road:
There is water in the rills there, and dew at high noon,
On the fair hills of holy Ireland.




He is curled, ringletted, plaited,
Uileacan dubh O!
Every hero who departs from the coasts of Ireland:
Uileacan dubh O!
And I will go a visiting, if it be that my life be long,
To the land of joy, wherein it is meet for life to be;
’Twere better for me, though your riches be great for boasting, to be
On the fair hills of holy Ireland.




Profitable and large are the stacks in Ireland;
Uileacan dubh O!
The butter and the cream are distributed in abundance there;
Uileacan dubh O!
The cresses on the water, and the soft sorrels are at hand,
And the cuckoo is calling there from day to day,
And the bold thrush of the sweetest sounding music is singing loudly
On the fair hills of holy Ireland.






ERIN GO BRAGH!



1 We have hitherto so slightly alluded to the accompanying metrical versions of Mr. Hardiman’s collection, that the reader may not improbably suppose it, what we sincerely wish it were, a mere compilation of untranslated Irish pieces. It were fortunate for the subject had it been so; but the laudable desire of making the English reader acquainted with the style and sentiment of our native poetry, has, unfortunately, induced Mr. Hardiman to attach versions so strangely unlike the originals both in sentiment and style, as to destroy alike the originality and the interest of Irish minstrelsy for those who can only appreciate it through such a medium. It is but justice to the gentlemen who furnished these translations to observe, that their labour was gratuitous and the task peculiarly difficult. Indeed the disinterestedness (so far as concerns pecuniary matters,) which characterises the whole undertaking, challenges the highest praise. Mr. Hardiman collected and compiled, and Messrs. D’Alton, Furlong, Curran, and other well‐disposed and learned men versified the translations of the compiled matter, and presented the whole, without recompense of any kind, as a mark of their esteem to Mr. Robins, the publisher. We regret that, while we applaud the purpose, we must unequivocally condemn the execution. All the versifiers seem to have been actuated by a morbid desire, neither healthy nor honest, to elevate the tone of the original to a pitch of refined poetic art altogether foreign from the whole genius and rationale of its composition. We are sorry to be obliged to add, that the majority of these attempts are spurious, puerile, unclassical—lamentably bad.


From the specimens already given, it must be plain to every reader that these pieces are more valuable as keys to Irish sentiment than as elegant additions to polite literature. That this was evident to Mr. D’Alton and his fellow‐versifiers, we cannot but believe; for a literal translation must have been made before the version could be attempted; but who that reads the literal translation of the ode above, can avoid being seized either with contempt or merriment on perusing the following version of its two first lines:—



Oh, let me think in age
Of years rolled by—
When, in the peace of infancy,
’Mid all the ties of holy fosterage,
The future lords of Erin’s doom,
With smiles of innocence and unambitious play,
Passed the rapid hours away;
The royal children of my heart and home,
Nial the heir of hundred‐battled Con,
And Corc, of Eogan More, the not less glorious son!




Who would suppose that a ranu so primitive and curt as the distich—



My two foster‐children were not slack,
Nial of Tara, and Corc of pleasant Cashel—




could be Pindaricized into such a soaring and magnificent Olympic? Yet, to our taste, the rann is a better rhyme than the dithyrambic, and the emulator of the bold Beotian is in danger of a watery grave; for although we fear Mr. D’Alton is not destined to give his name to the Irish channel, his goose‐quills flutter with Icarian feebleness over the dead sea of literature, whose deepest pool has ceased to boast its unfathomability ever since Mr. D’Alton dropped his “Diarmid” into its astonished recesses. But we must not commit the injustice of denying to Mr. D’Alton very considerable credit for many of his translations; still the sprightliness of “Carrol O’Daly and Ticho,” or the simplicity and truth of “Celia Connelan,” can weigh but lightly against the spurious pretension and bombastic feebleness of the great majority of his more ambitious attempts.


Mr. D’Alton’s perversions are, however, mere petty‐larceny travesties compared with the epic grandeur of Mr. Curran’s heroic declaration of open war against the original. This fierce invader of the barrenness of Irish literature, gives no quarter to the absence of whatever tropes, sentiments or episodes he may conceive best suited to its creditable Saxonization. War to the knife against all deficiencies is his slogan, and with pruning‐hook in one hand and grafting‐knife in the other, he hacks, he hews, he notches, buds, mortises, and mangles; sticks in a ramification of metaphors here, claps on a mistletoe‐bough of parasite flowers there, and, in a word, so metamorphoses the original, that it (the Roman Vision, for instance,) comes out of his bands as unlike itself as an espalier stock that has been once a crab‐tree.


Mr. Furlong was a man of strong poetic feeling, but of slender poetic art. He had but little fancy, less imagination, and, we had almost said, no judgment. In raciness, in naiveté, in quaint characteristic expression, his versions fall immeasurably short of the original; and were not their mawkish poverty in this respect relieved by the genuine glow of sentiment with which his good feeling often redeems his bad taste, would deservedly fall under unmitigated censure. Mr. Furlong is now no more, and as he has left behind him nothing worthy to live, so must his name also soon pass from the precincts of an obscure fame, to which it has been fondly elevated by the admiration of sanguine but incompetent admirers. It is cruel to his memory, although, doubtless, well‐intended, in Mr. Hardiman, to make the obscure efforts of his mistaken genius the subject of a long memoir. Equally unfortunate for both is the dull detail; for, alas! if Mr. Furlong was a sorry poet, Mr. Hardiman is a still sorrier critic. It is, indeed, deeply to be lamented, that Mr. Hardiman’s devotion to a labour so pious as the rescue of our native minstrelsy, has not been accompanied by adequate good taste in his selection of the pieces, or a worthy spirit of liberality in their illustration. One name of a higher grade in literary reputation, appears among the translators. Dr. Drummond’s legitimate achievements about Bunamargy and Duluce go far to neutralize whatever censure of enfeebling refinement we might be induced to charge upon his versions of the elegies on Oliver Grace or Mac Donnell Claragh; but his ode to the Hill of Howth, and adieu of Gerald Nugent, come close on our idea of the happy mean, and induce us to part with him on better terms, so far as he has gone, than we can accord to any of his companions in the work. Perhaps we may be prejudiced in Dr. Drummomd’s favour, in consequence of the absence of anything like political hatred or sectarian malignity in his contributions.



2 A concluding stanza, in which the condensed sentiment of the piece is given as in the epigraph of an heroic poem.



3 What δυναμις in the tortuous energy of the epithet!



4 The scabal was a hood not worn by any of the Celtic nations, and to which we have not seen any thing similar among the costumes of antiquity, except on the Persians, as represented at the battle of the Granicus, in a Mosaic lately dug up at Pompeii. Darius and his troops all wear a head‐dress exactly similar to that of Mac Murrogh’s followers in the famous illumination of De la Marque’s M. S. in the British Museum. (Harl. MSS. 1319.) The Persians wear the trews and brogues, and Darius’s charioteer is clad in a jacket, checked like tartan. These coincidences are worth investigation, that of the hoods particularly.



5 The Irish.










HARDIMAN’S IRISH MINSTRELSY.—No. IV.


The leaves are falling, the swallows departed, and the moaning of the wind among the oak woods of Clashganny, mingles mournfully with the hoarse brawling of the millstream, and the sullen roar of the deep flooded Barrow. It is an altered scene since that May morning when we sat down, in the midst of song and sunshine, to write of love. But although the vernal bloom of grove and meadow be faded, and the summer skies are overcast, the waning season has its pleasures not the less lively that its leaves and flowers lie dead, and not the less fresh that its proper fruits and increase are mature. The lovers who in May walked, hand in hand, through the greenwood, delighted with the summer song of the cuckoo, will hear—if they still love, and be still together—with an equal pleasure, the winter chirrup of the cricket, as they sit, side by side, at a clean hearthstone, and listen, in quiet congratulation, to the pattering, which we must soon expect, of chill November’s rains upon the window. The husbandman, although his heart might swell with the glad promise of the braird which, last May, lighted up his fields with a verdure tenderer than the serenest ray of emeralds, now feels a soberer, but far more assured satisfaction, as he walks his brown ridges of crisp stubble, for the grain which then lay, a frail embryo in a delicate leaf, unformed and insecure, is now—if the mill wheel be not choked by the backwater of the flooded race—running from the stones in a wheaten or an oaten river, sweeter than all the rills of milk and honey that ever sprung upon the fabled march of Bacchus, and richer than the yellowest tribute that ever Tagus or Pactolus paid the sea. Mutat terra vices: but every change is a blessing, and our country, under every aspect, a delight. Let the hum of crowded factories, the whirring of spindles, and the click of slays and shuttles ring their elaborate discord in the ears of others; give us the merry music of flail and hopper, the honest voices of bullocks on the holm, and swine among the feeding troughs, the whistle of Thady Oge between the plough stilts, and the evening song of Nora Bawn over the milking‐pail—coleen das cruha na mo. These are the sights, and these the sounds of Ireland’s legitimate prosperity, which make our eyes glisten and our ears tingle with the thrill of a more worthy national pride than ever victory by land or sea gave British citizen. We are prouder of a ploughing‐match than of a review, and confess to the inheroic preference of a drove of black cattle to a troop of dragoons. We ask no grander triumph than the rural pomp of harvest home, no more dignified ovation than the peaceful honours of the sheep shearing.


Yet while we glory in our country’s main resource of produce, let us not be indifferent to her capabilities, also, of art and manufacture; nor forget that, while the flour of Barrow Mills smokes in the ovens of Liverpool or London bakers, the silks and velvets of the Coombe shine in the lustre of wax lights at Almack’s; that while the cheesemongers of Water‐street and Ludgate‐hill contend for the pork and butter shipped from Donegal‐Quay, or the Burrin side, the Emperor of all the Russias daily dries his imperial hands on the diapers of Lisburn, and our gracious Monarch, in St. George’s hall, dines at his state tables from the damask of Ardoyne. The long‐deplored linen trade again brightens every valley from Banbridge to Coleraine with bleach greens, white as the lingering stripes of snow on Devis side at Easter; and already has science’s advance, in one department of its process, called into



operation mechanical aids, and organized industry, undreamt of in the palmiest days of its old prosperity; while magnificent factories springing up in all quarters of our northern capital, rival with the hollow shafts of their tall chimneys, the solid monuments of architecture, and by the complicated perfection of their enginery, perform the former tasks of half a million of hands busy from sunrise to sunset at the spinning wheel.


But, exclaims the reader, what has beef, or butter, or diaper, or damask, or linen‐yarn, to do with Hardiman’s Irish Minstrelsy? With the minstrelsy of Ireland, we are free to admit, nothing; unless, indeed, we except that succulent sentiment in Maggy Lauder—



Muc, ím, bulcan, sogh gach soláir
Oir‐fhir chlanna Míle;




Or suppose that famous raid‐rant of MacFarlane’s country,



Over mountain, moor and hillock,
Over slack, and over plain,
We are bound to drive the bullock
Through the sleet but and the rain,




to be a family‐piece among the Muintir Mac Partholan, an enterprising clan “alike beheld beneath pale Hecate’s beam,” (who knows not that the moon is MacFarlane’s lamp?) engaged in similar pursuits, time out of mind, on both sides of the pond. No; save our promised appendix, last month concluded our business with the Irish of Mr. Hardiman’s collections; and we have now arrived at that part of our labours where it only remains that we advert to the English notes and annotations which form a considerable portion of the work, in order to complete our full purpose of such a notice as the importance of Mr. Hardiman’s undertaking claims at our hands.


But, with the lucubrations of Mr. Hardiman himself, all images of peace, plenty and content, are in our minds so intimately associated, that we cannot peruse the one without having the other most vividly impressed on our imagination; and, therefore, in proposing to deal with this portion of the work, we have been led to begin with a review of those more prominent features of Irish prosperity which we cannot but see, at every turn, developing themselves in daily encreasing importance, and craving but the boon of quiet operation, to carry our country, ere long, to such a position among the nations as must make her one of the most thriving states in the world. Association of ideas is, however, of two sorts, positive and negative, like the poles of a magnet; and, like the magnet, as its phenomena are characterised, in the one instance by agreement or reciprocal affinity, so are they distinguished in the other by contrariety or mutual aversion. It is, alas, by the latter sort of association that Mr. Hardiman’s writings affect us. When we see evil designed us, the goods which we possess appear of double value. When we hear mischievous suggestions broached to the prejudice of our country’s interest, all the blessings which she enjoys assume a tenfold importance.


That the spirit of petty anti‐Anglicism sought to be imparted by Mr. Hardiman throughout these annotations, is highly prejudicial to the best interests of the country, we should think will not be disputed by even the most enthusiastic advocates of Irish independence. A fretful, querulous, undignified malice, however provoked, can never be countenanced by the supporters of a manly opposition. Such rancorous and puerile malignity injures the party it would support, by justifying our want of confidence in their most generous protestations.


We confess we have very slender grounds for distrust of this nature in Mr. Hardiman’s case. He certainly holds out no very alluring prospect of reconciliation. We do not think we



should bathe our feet in butter if he kept the keys of the dairy; and in the hog‐yard we fear we should find Eumæus a Gurth. The Wamba of his disposition might indeed prompt him to clap a brawn to our nose in derision of our supposed descent from the porking Saxon; but from farther demonstrations of such kindnesses, we should be safe as Isaac of York*. We will, therefore, keep a fast hold of the churn, even though we run the risk of being called a Cyclops, and leave directions with “our man Marshall” not to let Outis into the piggery on any terms, as we understand he bears a strong resemblance to Phil Purcel*.


Such, at least, is our impression of Mr. Hardiman’s feeling towards that portion of his countrymen, with whom we join in preferring things as they are, to things as we apprehend his party’s designs would make them. It has ever been the policy of that party to affect the monopoly of native Irish sympathies, and, standing between the aristocracy and the people, to intercept the best charities of society. We regret to say their scheme of dissension has so far succeeded, that, but for the reconciling strength of an honest literature, at length in some degree extending its influence to our country, all Ireland would at this day exhibit one monstrous spectacle of a disgusted proprietary and a revolted population. Let us not deny that there have been faults on all hands; but while we are as willing to denounce tyranny or profligacy on the one side, as violence or ingratitude upon the other, let no reasonable man blame us if we thrust down indignantly and unsparingly, whatever assumption of sole right to interference may obstruct our claim to equal privilege of sympathy with all.


Now, as Mr. Hardiman has interposed himself between us and our countrymen at large, in the various characters of antiquary, herald, historian, patriot, scholar, and pacificator, he shall budge out of his pretensions, one by one, till not so much as the skirts of his tabard or the top leaf his olive branch shall intercept our kindly communications.




“A forward critic often dupes us
With sham quotations peri hup’sos;
And if we have not read Longinus,
Will magisterially outshine us;




So, lest with Greek he overrun ye,
Procure the book for love or money,
Translated from Boileau’s translation,
And quote quotation on quotation.”






Therefore, although we boast not access to the original privy council books, (burned in Dublin castle one hundred and twenty years ago,) hand us down, Oh Gilly Mac Ghillaphadruic, mo buachal buidh, our Cottonian and Lambetban collections from their transcripts; and since the doors of the State‐paper office are slapped in our face by Whig porters, you may add any thing we have picked up at the Tower, the University, or the Academy.


First, then, let us powder the antiquary’s wig with a slight dust of numismatic information. Take him on the Irish coinage.



“This ballad (Eleen a Roon)” says he, “has been erroneously ascribed to the sixteenth century, for it bears internal evidence of greater antiquity. The first line of the second stanza, ‘I would spend a cow to entertain thee,’ alone proves that it was composed before coined money was general, or when living money was in use.”




As well translate literally, and say at once, “I would drink a cow with you,” without any dishonest effort at gentility; but this is a vicious vulgarity incurable throughout the book. But, to the point. Coined money was not so general in Ireland in the sixteenth as in either of the two preceding centuries: living money was, even more so. In and before the fourteenth and fifteenth centuries, mints had been established by law, at Dublin, Trim, Waterford, Clonard, Drogheda, Limerick, Cork, Galway, and Carlingford. All Irish bishops enjoyed the right of coining, and the native chieftains had also private mints, as appears from the suppression of O’Reilly’s money in 1446. Gold nobles and royals were current during these two centuries, and the exchange between Irish and English money never was above a fourth. In fact, from the time of John, of when the English and Irish coinage were at par, till the commencement of this very sixteenth century, the Irish were almost as well supplied with a circulating medium as their conquerors. Richard the Second, in 1379, gave to all his Irish subjects permission of



working their mines of the precious metals, and of either using the produce in plate, or having it coined at the royal mint at Dublin. That this privilege, for a time, restrained the derangement of the currency, there can be little doubt, since it was not till after the mints at all places, save Dublin, Drogheda and Waterford, had been prohibited, that the old groat rose at last to sixpence in 1475. From this time the coin went on decreasing in intrinsic worth, and increasing in nominal value, a sure test of growing scarcity, till the reign of Henry the Eighth, who, in 1540, forced a small quantity of groats and twopences, debased to an extent unheard of before, on the reluctant Irish, prohibiting, at the same time, their return to England under a penalty of treble their value. Mary thrust upon them another stinted supply of still viler shillings, and obliged them, by proclamation, to retain the base Rosepennies of her father and brother. Elizabeth abolished all remains of the Irish mints, and would permit her subjects here to have nothing but shillings, sixpences, and threepences coined in England. This coinage was of an alloy still baser than any. It was three parts copper to one of silver, (and that only three ounces fine,) and supplanting all the old currency of the kingdom,“which Sir George Carew, treasurer of the army, collected and carried off,” left nothing in the hands of the people but so much brazen evidence of royal robbery. Thus it is that Ireland was, in the middle of the sixteenth century, barer of gold and silver than she had been for perhaps a thousand years before. Yet even the base bungalls and broadpieces of Elizabeth were to be money once again, when weighed against the potmetal of the second James, whose coinage from guns, kettles, and pewter dishes, amounted, in one year, to the proclaimed value of nine hundred and sixty‐five thousand three hundred and seventy‐five pounds. This and the succeeding history of Irish currency, is known to all. The Drapier’s Letters checked the last attempt at a revival of the old system; but, atrocious as that attempt was, we can well believe from the habituation to Irish plunder, of the English government, through centuries previous, that it would, if unopposed, have been repeated in the face of all the intellect of the eighteenth century. Most of the facts we have stated ought to be well known, for we gather them from reference to two of the commoner authorities, Ware and Nicholson, although neither writer appears to be conscious of the monstrous iniquities he records.


We have forgotten Mr. Hardiman in our indignation against those who made the sixteenth the scarcest century for metal money of all the four from the conquest; and where metal is not, barter must be. Accordingly we find that it was by barter Hugh Roe O’Donnell dealt when he bought the Book of Ballymote, in 1522, for 120 cows*, that it was by barter the French wines of 1582 were purchased, when, “out of France, in one summer, three barkes, of forty tons a piece, discharged their lading of excellent good Gascoygne wyne (at Carrickfergus) the which they sowld for IX cowes skynnes the hoggeshead.” It was by barter of wine, silk, and saffron, that the burghers of the same town would have ransomed their cattle a few years before from Brian Ballagh O’Neill, “bot the sayed traytour dronk the same wine and receaved the saied silk and saffrone, and restored not one of the neate back agayne,” which was a scurvy trick of Brian, and “a greate hyndraunce and impediment to the sayed poore townesmen.” True, Cox tells us that when old Turlogh came to the Newrie, to renew his submission, “he brought with him to the towne four hundred pounds in money, (not in cows observe,) and thought it much to his glory that he and his followers spent it all, tipling and carowsing, in three days time.” But if the £400 was in Elizabeth’s alloy it would have been as easy for Turlugh to have brought the reckoning in cowhides, at the rate of nine to the hogshead, and so it is likely he would, had he not wished to appear handsomely before Sir Henry Sidney—a valiant and successful commander, and a prudent gentleman, who never bought an acre in Ireland. So Mr. Hardiman need not throw his wig at poor O’Daly, who was come of a thirsty family, (his great grandfather was the Lord Abbot of Boyle,) and in love besides, for singing, even in Eliza’s days,





I’d drink a cow with you,
Ellen a Roon,
I’d drink two cows with you,
Ellen a Roon,
I’d walk the world wide with you,
But to obtain alliance from my treasure;
And I would not part for ever from you,
Ellen a Roon.




Our next task must be to strip away the obtrusive tabard. We take him on the family history of the noble house of MacDonnell.



“The following curious extract relating to the first of the name, in the north of Ireland, I have taken (says he) from the original Irish Privy Council Book of Queen Elizabeth, preserved in Dublin Castle: ‘Articles entered into at the campe, near Dunluce, in Ulster, the 18th September, 1584, between Sir John Perrott, Lord Deputy, and the rest of the council there, and Donell Gorme MacConnell of the Glynnes, in Ulster, &c. &c.—signed Donell Gorme Mc. Conald.’ Such was the origin of that great family in the county Antrim.”




Off with the card‐cloth, you Bohemian impostor, or we’ll let slip such a kennell of facts as shall tear it shred by shred from your shoulders. What! you won’t? You will still cling to Sir William Betham’s skirts, will you? Then their tusks shall write the MacDonnell pedigree on your flanks and forehead. Donell Gorme was not the first of his name in the north of Ireland. He was Donell Gorme, MacSeamus, Mac Alister, Mac Eoin Carach, Mac Eoin, Mac Donnell Ballagh, Mac Eoin More, Mac Nice Oge, Mac Nice More Mac Donell or Connell, who plundered Derry in 1211, and was the first of the Clan Donnell in the north of Ireland, till we go back to the time of Coll Uais’s exile in A.D. 330. Donell Gorme was not the origin of any family—he died without issue, being slain in the autumn of the next year, by Sir Richard Bingham, in Connaught, whither he had gone with his brother Alister to join a rising of MacWilliam Burk. The origin of the Mac Donnell family in Antrim was not in 1584, but in 1405, when Shane More married the heiress of the Glynns, Mary Bissett. Sorley Buidh was the then head of the family, whose submission you will find in the next page of the Council Book, dated 28th June, in the same year, at the same place, contracted with the same parties and to the same effect, only of more lengthened provisions and of greater severity. The Herald’s shoulder’s are now bare, and by no means so bulky, and we find that what we mistook for his tabard is but a breadth of Sir William Betham’s table‐cloth.


Now to give him a wrinkle in “the Philosophy of History.”



“It is well known (he says) that, in former times, Ireland was distinguished for temperance and sobriety. At more recent periods it has become noted for some of the opposite vices, ‘the consequences of English domination and of penal laws.’ This pernicious custom, as already shown, is but of late growth in Ireland. It originated among an impoverished people, who were sunk and degraded in their own estimation, by the operation of laws founded on bigotry and administered with partiality and injustice. Hence the immediate cause of his (the Irishman’s) poverty and wretchedness. It may be necessary here to remind the reader that, after the destruction of the old Irish families by Cromwell, Charles the Second, and William the Third of England, there were thrown in a state of utter destitution on the world, a vast number of younger sons, cousins, nephews, &c.; all gentlemen, with abundance of family pride, but a proportionate lack of worldly means; many were, long after, known by the name of ‘roving blades,’ while others, of more ardent dispositions, under the appellations of tories and rapparees, became the terror of various districts.”




We will not insist on the case of Murtach Mac Erc, who drowned himself in the wine‐butt in Sletty on the Boyne, five hundred and thirty‐four years before Christ, nor on that of Shane O’Neill who used to drink Usquebagh till he had to be sunk in a



bog to carry off the fever, nor on that of Hugh Roe O’Donnell, who swilled himself into the dungeons of Dublin Castle at one stoop, nor even on the testimony of our old friend, Captain Bodley, who, it may be remembered, declares that, in his day, (fifty years before Cromwell brewed)—



“Sacerdotes ipsi qui sunt viri sancti, et Abbas Armachensis et Episcopus Casselensis et alii, ac etiam viri nobiles ut Henricus Oge Mac Mahonus Mac Henricus, et omnis generis viri et feminæ, nocte dieque, usquebathum in guttures suos (infundere solebant) idque non ad hilaritatem modo, quod esset laudabile, sed, ad continuam ebrietatem, quod, (as the captain sagaciously observes,) est valde detestabile.”




The question is not whether more whiskey was drunk in Ireland before or after the time of Cromwell, (certainly more; whiskey is comparatively a modern liquor,) but whether the moral intemperance, the mental dissipation and habitual idleness which characterise the Irish, were more the consequences of our penal laws, or of their own savage customs. Let us hear Sir John Davis:—



“By the Irish customs of Tanistry, the chieftains of every county, and chief of every sept, had no longer estate than for life in their chieferies, the inheritance whereof did rest in no man. And these chieferies, though they had some portions of lands allotted unto them, did chiefly consist in cuttings and cosheries and other Irish exactions, whereby they did spoil and impoverish the people at their pleasure. And when their chieftains were dead, their sons, or next heirs, did not succeed unto them, but their Tanists, who were elective, and purchased their elections by strong hand. And by the Irish custom of gavelkind, the inferior tenanties were partible amongst all the males of the sept, both bastards and legitimate.” . . . “Who would plant, or improve, or build upon that land which a stranger, whom he knew not, should possess after his death? For that (as Solomon noteth) is one of the strangest vanities under the sun. And this is the true reason why Ulster, and all the Irish counties, are found so waste and desolate at this day, (the beginning of the reign of James the First,) and so they would continue till the world’s end, if these customs were not abolished by the laws of England.” . . . “Again, that Irish custom of gavelkind did breed another mischief; for, thereby, every man being born to land, they all held themselves to be gentlemen. And though their portions were never so small, and themselves never so poor, (for gavelkind must needs, in the end, make a poor gentility,) yet did they scorn to descend to husbandry or merchandise, or to learn any mechanical art or science.” . . . “But the most wicked and mischievous custom of all others, was that of Coigne and Livery, which consisted in taking of man’s meat, horse meat, and money of all the inhabitants of the country, at the will and pleasure of the soldier, who, as the phrase of Scripture is, ‘did eat up the people as it were bread,’ for that be had no other entertainment. This extortion was originally Irish, for they used to lay Bonaght on their people, and never gave them any other pay.” Its notorionsnotorious effects—“First, it made the land waste; next, it made the people idle, for when the husbandman had laboured all the year, the soldier, in one night, did consume the fruits of all his labour.” . . . “And hereupon, of necessity, came depopulation, banishment, and extirpation of the better sort of subjects, and such as remained became idle, and lookers‐on, expecting the event of these miseries and evil times; so as this extreme extortion and oppression hath been the true cause of the idleness of the Irish nation.”




It was this abundance of pauper idilmen which overflowed the only two peaceable professions open to the early Irish—Minstrelsy and Divinity, so that, at the time of the council of Drumceat, the professors of the first were so numerous as to threaten the whole island with a revolution; while the swarms of ecclesiastics who have made Armagh, Bangor, Lismore, and Glendalough famous above all the early colleges of the west, show what astonishing multitudes there were glad to embrace the severities of monachism as an escape from the unsettled and ill‐conditioned state in which hereditary pride and poverty had placed them. This was the true cause of that clannish unanimity in the midst of national dissension, and of that general impotence of a nation, individually valiant, which prostrated the whole realm of Ireland, in 1180, before a handful of disciplined adventurers. This was the



true cause why, during the next four hundred years, while England’s power was paralysed by her own civil commotions, the Irish never could muster energy sufficient to cut the cobweb thread which linked, but did not bind the two islands. And this, in the next century, was the true cause why vagabonds and profligates, shut out for a while, by the reformation, from their old hives of superstitious indolence, swarmed over the distracted land.



“Idly and immoderately coshering upon the countrie, and sessing themselves, their followers, their horses, and their grayhounds upon the poore inhabitants; sometimes exacting money from them, to spare them and their tenants, and go elsewhere to their Eaught and Edrough, viz. supper and breakfast, and sometimes craving helps from them; all which the poore people dare not deny them, sometimes for shame, but most commonly for fear of mischief to be done or procured them by refusing, and, therefore, doe bear it, although unwillingly. And many times when they are scarce able soe to do, and yet dare not complain, for fear of the inconveniences aforesaid; and to that end doe make cuts, levies, and plotments upon themselves to pay them, and give such entertainment and helps, to the utter impoverishing and disabling of the poore inhabitants to pay their duties to the king’s majestie, and their rents to their landlords.”—Preamble to the act against Cosherers, 10 & 11, c. 1.1




That the roving brotherhood received a considerable augmentation by the dispersion of new unfortunates, in the succeeding wars, we are far from denying; that their outlawry contributed to the national dissipation we admit; but we have shown that, independent of penal aggravation, there existed from the earliest times in Irish society the elements of idleness, and consequently of rapacity, vagabondism, and all kinds of intemperance.


Let Mr. Hardiman, then, leave his historical mare’s nest where he found it, and stand up to his battle, if he mean to hold his ground of patriotism, for it is our firm intention to put him under the renegade’s ropes. A single rally will settle that round. Hear the Yankee:—



“Kind and compassionate legislators continue to supply him (the Irishman) with both, (that is, both whiskey and bibles,) thus you will, at once, consult his temporal and eternal welfare, leave to the world a monument of your superior wisdom, and by thus promoting the prosperity of Ireland, and placing her above temptation, deter America from audaciously, perhaps successfully, making love to her on some future occasion.”




Even after three hundred years’ subjection, or alliance, we can understand an Irish Roman Catholic’s hatred of of England; nay, a mere Irishman, although a Protestant, may be conceived of as being sore upon the subject of English domination at times; but that an Irish Roman Catholic, even though the whole Missionary Association were pelting him with bibles, and he up to his knees in a drift of anti‐popish tracts—even though his last priest were celebrating the last mass on the southernmost extremity of Cape Clear—nay, that an Irish Roman Catholic, even though Earl Roden were Lord Lieutenant, and Captain Gordon Secretary, armed with the Coercion Bill, and quoting Scripture on the King’s highway, could for but a moment admit the imagination of Yankee domination, is a thought so prodigiously monstrous, that, standing stock still in pure horror, we have given him an opportunity, we perceive, of sculking out of the ring unpunished, if we except a kick from his own bottle‐holder, and a loud cry of “Shamus‐a ——” from the indignant multitude.




Still there dangles from his neck something at a green ribbon that bears the likeness of a scholar’s medal. We shall transmute it into the pewter badge of a Parnassian pauper, and here is the philosopher’s stone—



“In this fine ode, the bard has, with a master‐hand introduced the most signal interventions of divine power and mercy, such as the preservation of Noah in the deluge, and of the prophet Jonah in the deep; the passage of the children of Israel through the Red Sea; the patience and divine approval of holy Job: the penitence and pardon of Longinus; the great atonement of our Divine Redeemer, and the miraculous raising of Lazarus from the dead.”




O Neptune, Plutarch, and Nicodemus, whom does he take the honest gentleman to be? One of the prophets? No. An acquaintance of Job? Not at all. Related perhaps to Solomon? Not in the slightest. Ah, we perceive, we perceive—Longinus was—we wonder we did not perceive it sooner—the piper that played before Moses. Let’s look at the badge: it will do very well when scoured. We must fasten it to his sleeve, and set him by the muses’ door to solicit extracts from Anacreon.2


Short and sweet shall be our essay on criticism, as we are all agog for his midnight, melting, conciliating love‐feast of pacification. Well, then, he prefers his introductory ode beginning



Oh! million of welcomes for thee,
Chosen bard of the fair and the free,




to Andrew Marvel’s,



When I behold the poet blind yet bold.




He considers the following passage from MacDonnell Claragh equal to anything in the Iliad:—



“Begirt with hosts, a terrible array,
Blood points his track—and havoc straws his way—
The lion’s courage, and the lightning’s speed,
His might combines—from each adventurous deed.”




He is of opinion that Ovid “too often suffers his wit to rule without restraint,” after the manner of Tim O’Sullivan. To point out the vicious character of the Nasonian style, he gives us in Irish the following effusion of Tim’s:



“They were in‐vallies, in‐ladders, bright,
Her thick locks: bending, in layers extending.
Curlingly, like‐a‐pearl, starlike, clearly,
Like‐the‐dawn, in‐branches, celestially, delectably,
Crookedly, and foldingly, and distilling after her
To her joints, to her feet, and to the extremity of the grass,” &c.




He allows this to remind him of something similar in Byron.



“Her hair in hyacinthine flow.”




But he makes no charge of plagiarism—far from it—no, not even in the simile of the lady and the swan. But, on the whole, no one tickles him so hugely (after Tim O’Sullivan) as Professor Carlyle, in his translation from the Arabic:—



Through midnight gloom my Leila strayed,
Her ebon locks around her played;
So dark they waved—so black they curled,
Another night o’erspread the world.”






Ah! Mr. Hardiman’s critical powers are of a high order. We begin to perceive in him a certain Miltonian, nay, Dantesque sublimity of apprehension. He shall have our vote and interest to the vacant chair of Belles Lettres in the Kevin‐street College.


But the love‐feast cools, and the pacificator, too eager for our entertainment to attend even to this proposal, waves us on with his olive branch to the head of the table. What have we here?



“A great consolation in the reflection that the day of persecution has passed away; that the children of the tyrant and the slave, the oppressor and the oppressed, now mingle without distinction in the great mass of society: and that the angry passions which formerly raged with violence are generally and rapidly declining. May no untoward circumstance occur to interrupt this happy procedure; and, in the language of one of our modern bards,



‘May Erin’s sons of every caste,
Be Irishmen from first to last.
Nor dame, nor creed divide them!’”






Very fair—exceedingly fair indeed. Sir, you shall play first fork at our jubilee dinner on the reconciliation of the Irish parties. In the mean time, we must trouble you for another cut of the lamb.



“With respect to the memories of James and William, remove the penal code and it may be fearlessly predicted, that the Irish Catholics will, unhesitatingly join their Protestant friends in commemorating the latter. In Ireland, bravery covers a multitude of sins.”




Well, the penal code is removed; but we have not heard of any Irish Catholic, save Dan, pledging the Pious, Glorious, and Immortal Memory—Oh! this explains it, does it?



“The prose parts of this undertaking were mostly written before the late conciliatory acts, and, if now to be done, might perhaps remain for ever so.”




Was not the book published in thirty‐one? What miserly treason is this! Sir, you shall not be present at our jubilee dinner. Well—we see you are ashamed of yourself, and would again propitiate us.



“In conclusion he (the writer, Mr. Hardiman) has only to add, that as his sole object was the preservation of even so much of the neglected poetry of his native land, he has presented the entire to the worthy publisher Mr. Robins, and sincerely hopes it may not prove an unproductive gift to a man whose liberal press and generous exertions in our national cause, at a late momentous crisis, deserve well of the people of Ireland.”




Well, well, you are an honest fellow after all; and shall have a seat at the side table. We hope the book may pay—every gentleman of Connaught, Munster, and Western Leinster should have a copy, nor would we object to a sprinkling in Tyrone and Donegall. Marcus Costello, however, must be kept to Burn and Chitty; and we would rather see a gentleman of Mr. D’Alton’s acquirements getting up a History of the county Louth—or, to speak more appositely, we would rather see the leading gentry of the county Louth encouraging Mr. D’Alton by something more handsome than half‐guinea subscriptions to illustrate the history of their wars and honors, as no man could better do, or would more willingly, we believe, if not at a dead loss to himself, than Mr. D’Alton. We would rather, we say, see this than his prurient indulgence, here, in sad rhymes and petty treasonable verses.


But the pacificator has seized the opportunity of our back being turned, and is stuffing like a cannibal behind the screen. What’s that you gobble up with such a gusto? Ha!



“May banishment and desolation light on him,
May the plague and pains without remedy, seize his veins and bones,
Who would wish well to the English race,
They who exiled the offspring of Ir and Hereman!”




This is most unexpected and atrocious. Sir, you shall not sit at the side‐table; and, Sir, notwithstanding our expressed opinion of your critical genius, we begin to think that our good nature has deceived us. You shall not be professor of Belles Lettres in the Cross‐Poddle College; and further, Sir, we, from the first, have been annoyed by your olive branch, and will



now take it ignominiously out of your hands; and if, as we have all along suspected, it prove, on closer inspection, to be a nettle, we shall whip you, Sir, till your back shall be blistered as if foraged by a brigade of bugs—a punishment, Sir, after the endurance of which, it would be most dangerous to the woolsack to create you chancellor. Let us inspect the obnoxious vegetable leaf by leaf. It is made up of voluntary translations from originals gratuitously introduced. Thus, on seeing an Englishman hanging on a tree:—




“Pass on—’tis cheering from yon stately tree,
A foe’s vile form suspended thus to see:
Oh! may, each tree that shades our soil, appear
Thick with such fruit throughout the lengthened year.




“The sternest pulse that heaves the heart to hate,
Will sink o’erlaboured, or with time abate;
But on the clan Fitzgibbon, Christ looks down
For ever with unmitigated frown.
Did mercy shine, their hearts’ envenomed slime,
Even in her beam would quicken to new crime.”






This he compares complacently to the “Vipera Cappadocum.” Both, indeed, carry the sting in the tail; but he has been obliged to append one of his own to the original, which is as harmless as a drone. Here it is:—



“There is no anger that does not abate,
But the anger of Christ with Clan Gibbon.
Small the loss, their being as they are,
Increasing in evil every day.”




Again:—



“The wolf howls savagely, but seeks his lair,
One cub, and one alone is nurtured there;
The choking bramble one lone blossom bears,
Tell it abroad, and let him hope who hears.”





“The meaning is, (says he,) that the individual in question, whom the bard has designated as a wolf, from his rapacity and cruelty, had but one son. Hence a hope is held out that the ravages of the family would not be so great as if there was a numerous brood.”




The meaning is, indeed, that the individual in question had but one son. Hence a hope is indeed held out, that it were an easy matter to make an end of the family by cutting the infant’s throat. And this, if he understood the original, the assassin’s apologist must have known. Here it is:—



“The wild dog, though great his howling,
There is not with him but one whelp;
There grows not but one blossom on the briar—
Tell this from me, to people who know it not.”




Again:—



“The world subdued—like chaff before the blast,
The host of Alexander, Cæsar, past—
Proud Tara’s site is green, and Troy’s in dust,
And England’s hour may come—remembering, trust.”




Again:—



“With one of English race all friendship shun,
For if you don’t you’ll surely be undone.
He’ll lie in wait to ruin thee when he can—
Such is the friendship of the Englishman.”






It is evidently a nettle, but he has hidden the top pickle in his sleeve. Pity such a fine plant should be defective. We will supply one ourselves from the Disputatio Apologetica—“Hiberni mei, agite, peragite, et perficite inceptum opus defensionis et libertatis vestræ; et occidite Hæreticos adversarios vestros et eorum adjutores e medio tollite!”


But where is our antiquary, herald, historian, patriot, scholar, critic, and pacificator? Surely he cannot have been so base as to run away? He certainly has taken himself out of our sunshine; and in place of the heterogeneous spectacle he at first afforded, we now begin to discern the boys in the distance, looking grim enough, no doubt, and some of them still bouncing on the sod and roaring for the face of an orangeman; but a very few rounds, we expect, will preface the greatest shaking of hands ever seen on this side of the channel.


But to return to our Proteus, whom we observe once more in the side scenes, as the Deformed Transformed, rigged out in the promiscuous ruins of his six demolishings, still thumbing the statute‐book, and still reviling “the churl Saxons,” “the festering boars,” “the fetid goats,” “the wolves,” “the impure refuse of the ocean,” and so forth; chuckling over that rare joke, how Hugh Roe burned Athenry church, where his own mother was buried, and magnanimously declared, “I care not even though she was alive in it; I would sooner burn both together than that any English churl should harbour there”—bragging how Mac Dermott honored Mr. Ponsonby, son of the Earl of Besborough, with leave to sit in his presence; anathematizing poor Luther for drinking his stout “in Dei gloriam,” and in a fervour of pious purity declaring that “a single English writer, Walter Mapes, chaplain to Henry the Second, has left behind him more licentious and irreligious verses than the utmost misapplied industry could collect throughout the whole range of ancient Irish literature.”


We, as well as Mr. Hardiman, have never read that rare work,3 “Versus rhythmici, quibus (scriptor) ostendit prælaturas et bona ecclesiastica teneri ab indoctis, avaris, et ignavis ventribus,” which is the title of Mapes’s book, published, if we recollect aright, at Rouen, about the middle of the sixteenth century; but we have read the extracts in Camden’s Remains, to which Mr. Hardiman refers for confirmation of the truth of this nasty and illiberal comparison. There are there quoted two pieces, those referred to, the first of which is just the sort of madcap canticle that any reasonable man would expect from the humorous author of “The Jovial Priest’s Confession,” another choice bit preserved by Camden, and full as choicely translated by Leigh Hunt. Mr. Hunt’s version is too good to omit, and we insert it as the best standard by which to judge of the remaining pieces; for, gentle reader, we mean to treat you to the whole licentious and irreligious remains of Mapes; but we trust you will find little cause either for blush or shudder in their perusal:—



THE JOVIAL PRIEST’S CONFESSION.


(Translated from the Latin of Mapes, by Leigh Hunt, Esq.)



I devise to end my days—in a tavern drinking:
Some good Christians hold for me—the glass when I am shrinking;
That the Cherubim may say—when they see me sinking,
God be merciful to a soul—of this gentleman’s way of thinking.




A glass of wine amazingly—enlighteneth one’s internals;
’Tis wings bedewed with nectar—that fly up to supernals;
Bottles cracked in taverns—have much the sweeter kernels
Than the sups allowed to us—in the college journals.






Every one by nature hath—a mould which he was cast in;
I happen to be one of those—who never could write fasting:
By a single little boy—I should be surpassed in
Writing so; I’d just as lief—be buried, tomb’d, and grass’d in.




Every one by nature hath—a gift too, a dotation:
I when I make verses—do get the inspiration
Of the very best of wine—that comes into the nation;
It maketh sermons to abound—for edification.




Just as liquor floweth good—floweth forth my lay so;
But I must moreover eat—or I could not say so:
Nought it availeth inwardly—should I write all day so,
But with God’s grace after meat—I beat Ovidius Naso.




Neither is there given to me—prophetic animation,
Unless when I have eat and drank—yea, even to saturation;
Then in my upper story—hath Bacchus domination,
And Phœbus rusheth into me, and beggareth all relation.4






O, rare Wat Mapes! O, rare Leigh Hunt! Let our translator now make his humble essay, which he dedicates, with great good will, to the king of Cockaigne. Ah, he was no cockney who wrote the other day those sweet pages about flowers in the London Journal. Observe now, that, in the following, allowance must be made for a licentious age, a corrupt church, and that latitude of expression with which ruder manners are ever associated. Observe, too, that Mapes is exposing the “ignavi ventres:”—



Such as for their belly’s sake,
Creep, and intrude, and climb into the fold:
Of other care they like reckoning make
Than how to scramble at the shearer’s feast,
And shove away the worthy bidden guest:
Blind mouths, that scarce themselves know how to hold
A sheep‐hook, or have learned aught else the least
That to the faithful shepherd’s charge belongs—




And that it is therefore much more likely that he speaks in one of their characters than his own.



THE JOVIAL PRIEST’S CONFESSION CONTINUED.


(From the Latin of Mapes.)



I upon the broad high way of youth’s inclination
Walk, involved in jovial thrall of pleasure and of passion,
And thinking more (God help me) of suppers than salvation.
But though my soul be sickly, my skin’s in good condition.




Heaviness of heart to me a heavy wil evinces;
Jokes are sweet as honeycombs, delectable as quinces;
Sweeter still are Venus’s behests; she fills my senses
With bright thoughts which inhabit not the dull designs of dunces.






Who’s not burnt that lives the life of a Salamander?
What mortal man sojourning here but feels some breath of slander?
When Venus goes a hunting, with beauty to expand her
Mantrap nets and engines—by Jove, I can’t withstand her.






It is not our intention to defend Mapes or the church to which he belonged from the charge of very indecorous life or manners; but what could have induced Mr. Hardiman, out of the whole range of licentious Englishmen, to pounce upon one whose worst offence was the perpetration of three grotesque stanzas descriptive of the condition, either in his own person or in that of another, of a class of men against whose licentiousness and sloth his whole book is directed? The reason is very simple. Mr. Hardiman read in Camden the following passage:



“This lusty priest (Mapes) when the pope forbade the clergy their wives, became proctor for himself and them in these (the following) verses; desiring only for his fee, that every priest, with his sweetheart, would say a pater noster for him.”




Hinc illæ lachrymæ. Mapes was a heretic; and therefore, although he lived three hundred years before the reformation, he was the author of “more licentious and irreligious verses than the utmost misapplied industry could collect throughout the whole range of ancient Irish literature.” We blush, indeed, but it is for the shameful prostration of judgment at the feet of bigotry. Let us now try whether we can admit Mr. Hardiman’s monsters of irreligious profanity also without shuddering.



WALTER DE MAPES, BISHOP OF OXFORD, RESISTS THE POPE’S INJUNCTION OF CELIBACY.



The church’s and the grammar’s rule are under like suspension;
Hic et hæc sacerdos once was the declension;
But of poor hæc now‐a‐days we must make no mention,
Since to expel the feminine is Innocent’s intention.




Presbyter and priest I’ve heard from the pulpit thunder,
“Those whom God hath joined let no man put asunder:”
And if I be denied my wife, whatever pretext under,
I call the thing stark robbery and most unholy plunder.




Good heaven, what morbid misery, what sad and sick dejection,
Were every churchman’s portion in case of such restriction!
I’ll tell you what, Sir Pope, the thing is of a foul complexion;
Take care you die not in the sin of this accursed transaction.




Innocent? No, by my faith, but culpable most clearly,
Is any man, I care not who, who’d treat us so unfairly:
Yourself once loved the marriage bed, Sir Innocent, right dearly,
But now you’re old, and we, forsooth, must likewise live austerely.




“Increase and multiply,” so said the old command of Moses;
And nothing contrary thereto the law of Christ discloses:
And be he pope or cardinal my doctrine who opposes,
There’s the authority that beats the best of all his gloses.




For God has set his ordinance ’gainst any man’s debasing
Relations which from human life’s great charter they’re erasing;
So if you’d take a friend’s advice, Sir priest, and gain a blessing,
You’d get a wife, incontinent, and set about encreasing.






Are not soldiers’ sons brought up to arms if we should need them?
Are not princes born of kings, and gotten to succeed them?
And arguing, “a simili,” what man of sense should heed them,
Who’d not let clerks have children too, and for young parsons breed them?




Zacharias had a wife, of a son the bearer,
By which son’s illustrious life, the sire’s fair fame grew fairer;
For he baptized the Saviour when Jordan’s streams ran clearer—
Perish the base advocates of this unnatural error!




Paul was in the seventh heaven, sacred things discerning,
And all about a holy life from holiest sources learning;
And preaching here in after times this very text concerning,
Did he not say, “’Tis better, Sirs, to marry than be burning?”




For these and other reasons of doctors still more recent,
I hold it altogether much better and more decent,
That every man should have a wife of’s own, from pope to peasant,
Nor long to wrong his neighbour and then to cut his weazand.




For, to do wrong by neighbour, regarding wife or daughter,
Is sin beyond the cleansing of seas of holy water;
But every man should have his own, and love her when he’s got her,
Lest at the final judgment he be pronounced defaulter.




Lo, then, brother parsons, my poor endeavours have ye,
From barrenness, and sorrow, and sin, and shame, to save ye;
And now I pray you heartily that, for my own peccavi,
Each married churchman nightly will give me a Pater and Ave.5








Shudder! Why, it is a hymn, a homily, a master‐piece of argumentative piety, salted out of all sight of insipidity, yet free from any smack of Billingsgate. We have been rewriting a sermon of Jewell, or Jeremy Taylor, and will not foul our fingers on the revolting comparisons we meditated ere we began. So let the untranslated treats to the native reader still hide their indecencies under Mr. Robins’s handsome Irish type, and come, you, hither, Sir, till you swallow your words. No shamming lock‐jaw now; we will not be denied. Here—“I conceive it only due to my country to observe that——,” that is enough for the first mouthful; were it your country’s debt to you, a small spoon indeed would serve our purpose; gape, sinner, and swallow; cleverly done, you will bolt broadswords yet, with practice. Now for the next gulp—“a single English writer, Walter Mapes, chaplain to Henry the Second”—this is the apple; he will stick; we fear he will stick, but he must go down. Come, a great gape, a regular rictus. Shut your eyes, and imagine yourself drinking the cow, hide and horns, with the old abbot of Boyle. There, he is launched—he is abreast of the eye‐teeth—he is clear of the palate; luff, luff, or he’ll be foul of the larynx. Ah, you lubber, have you got him jammed at last? Let us catch him by the leg and ease him out a bit. What the deuce? This is very awkward; Mapes won’t budge, and Hardiman is getting quite black in the face. This begins to be a black sort of a joke; he is going into fits! Mercy on us! we have been the death of him. We have been too severe, but we call our conscience to witness that we did not intend seriously harming a hair of his head. Good God! we shall be committed for wilful murder, and hanged for choking James Hardiman, M. R. I. A., and sub‐commissioner of Irish records, with the body of Henry the Second’s chaplain, Walter Mapes, by name, on or about the twentieth of October last. Is there no help? Must we undergo the extreme penalty of the law? Can we think of no expedient? Ha! yes, Turn him round; there, support him; now, then, for a dig between the shoulders—hah! another—ho! ah, thanks to Providence, that last kithogue shot him down the Aesophagus like a rocket. Did you hear with what a cluck he fetched away from his foul anchorage? Now, then, now our dear friends, while he is in a state of insensibility, slip in the rest gently and in very small portions at a time, for we swear we will not again irritate this unfortunate gentleman by word or deed; and yet we would wish him to digest the words. They will do him good. It is upon a principle of humanity. Thanks, thanks, they are all down, and he begins to breathe audibly.


We protest we are heartily ashamed of ourselves. We could write “Remorse, a tragedy,” much better than Mr. Coleridge at this moment; not that we would by any means disparage that lamented gentleman’s abilities, but that we conceive he never, even when apologizing for “Plague, Famine, and Fire,” felt more than a certain tender regret in comparison with the bitterness of our present self‐condemnation. Here is a very worthy man, a most estimable person, glowing with love of poetry and country, and sacrificing time and trouble untold to their advancement, presenting to the public a totally new variety of the most interesting species of song, illustrating its translation with infinite pains and research, raking up the state‐paper office, and transcribing the original privy council book of Elizabeth, (and one volume did escape the fire, which we have not seen, although we have possessed copies of most of its contents at second hand,) all for our amusement and instruction; and here have we, in a rabid frenzy, and in the most ungentlemanlike manner, in the face of a half ratified promise of pardon on the score of his pious services—here have we, we say, cuffed, tattered, choked, and almost slain him.


Still great as is our remorse for Mr. Hardiman at death’s door, greater, we confess, would have been our chagrin had he, in spite of us, remained the mote on Ireland’s eye. Thus, even in the lowest deep, a lower deep to comfort us by comparison of evils; and therefore, while weeping Mr. Hardiman’s misfortune, we smile to behold our successful dislodgment of so formidable an eyesore, and take leave of our companion through some



months, with a sincere hope that we may meet him again in his walk of native literature, even though he should sow his path with brambles as thorny as those which we have been trying to weed away from about the Irish Minstrelsy.


We have now to redeem our promise of an appendix, containing whatever versions from the original Irish have grown upon our hands in the course of these papers. And here, even at the conclusion of our labours, we find ourselves again on the threshold of a preface, for without a deprecatio apologetica, we can hardly offer our appendix to readers unacquainted with Irish.


The main difficulty, and one which is in some cases insurmountable, consists in the multitude of words in the original forming a measure which frequently does not afford room for more than half the English expressions requisite for their adequate translation. This arises from the ellipsis of aspirated consonants and concurrent vowels, which frequently slurs three or four words into a single dactyl, and compresses the meaning into so small bounds, that the translator is driven either to lengthen the measure, and thus make his version incompatible with the tune of the original, if a song, and indeed with its spirit and character in any case, or else to double each stanza, and by a dilation as prejudicial to the genius of his subject as the over compression of too strict adherence, to lose the raciness of translation in the effete expansion of a paraphrase. Again, in determining the extent to which the idiomatic peculiarities of the original are to be retained, a translator has to avoid the perplexing vices of grotesqueness on the one hand, and of colloquial tameness on the other. In versions of Irish song we would suppose the happy mean—and on this subject we may be permitted a legitimate bull—to lie much nearer the extreme of quaintness than that of commonplace. Indeed we consider every tendency to the latter more or less destructive of the spirit of the original. Still in the choice of the verbal vehicle at large there remains a difficulty as great as in the extent of its burthen of particular metaphor. The classic language of Pope will not answer to the homely phrase of Carolan; but the slang of Donnybrook is equally inconsistent with the Bard’s Legacy. Here again the translator’s judgment must guide him in the adoption of a characteristic style. Nothing, however, will perplex him more than the reconcilement of measure and sentiment. We do not here allude to the compressed character of Irish versification before noticed; but to the marked difference between the characters of the prosody and the sentiment, rendered still more striking where the original is associated with any of the more ancient melodies. Here, while the rhythm and music breathe the most plaintive and pathetic sentiment, the accompanying words, in whatever English dress they may be invested, present a contrast of low and ludicrous images as well as of an incondite simplicity of construction the most striking and apparently absurd. In the original this want of adaptation is by no means so apparent; but to preserve in English those almost evanescent touches which there counteract the otherwise inevitable absurdity of the piece, is next to impossible. True, the words of such songs are invariably less ancient than their music; and from being confined to the mere peasantry, may well be supposed to have acquired a corresponding uncouthness by frequent interpolations and corruptions of the original text. Poetical art is the great desideratum in all; in none, even the most grotesque, is there any lack of poetical feeling. Such have been the difficulties felt and the considerations acted on in the followlingfollowing versions, which have been adapted in most cases to the measure of the original, although in some the first‐stated difficulty has compelled the translator to abandon that design, and choose a measure giving greater scope to the requisite expression. In a few cases also he has not been able to resist the temptation of making up for his general inadequacy by an occasional help to the more confused or less efficient passages. On the whole, however, he trusts that the spirit of the original has been retained; and as literal translations of most of the pieces versified are now before the public, it will readily be seen whether he has not been true to the sense also. Certain communications, to which we alluded in our August number, have been reserved for another occasion.



1 The preambles to two other statutes of the same session will give some idea of the humanity of Irish habits, before they were yet brutalised by the Cromwellite and Williamite adventurers:—“Whereas, in many places of this kingdome, there hath been a long time used a barbarous custome of ploughing, harrowing, drawing, and working with horses, mares, geldings, garrons, and colts by the taile, whereby (besides the cruelty used to the beasts,) the breed of horses is much impaired in this kingdome, to the great prejudice thereof, &c.” “And whereas, also, divers have, and yet do use, the like barbarous custom of pulling off the wool yearly from living sheep, instead of clipping or shearing them, &c.”



2 Let us be but just: Mr. Hardiman is, we believe, an admirable Irish scholar, infinitely better than ourselves.



3 We are not aware of any copy in Ireland.



4 In the beginning of the last stanza, (says Mr. Hunt in a note,) there is one passage of an imitation, by Mr. Huddersfield, which beats any thing in this version.




Mysterious and prophetic truths,
I never could unfold ’em,
Without a flagon of good wine,
And a slice of cold ham.







5 All the versions follow the original in rhyme and construction. We give a few of the most striking stanzas as examples of Mapes’ style:




Mihi est propositum in taberna mori:
Vinum sit appositum morientes ori;
Ut dicant quum venerint Angelorum chori,
Deus sit propitius huic potatori.


* * * * *


Via lata gradior, more juventutis;
Implico me vitiis, immemor virtutis;
Voluptatis avidus, magis quam salutis,
Mortuus in anima curam gero cutis.


* * * * *


Prisciani regulâ penitus cassatur;
Sacerdos per hic et hæc olim declinatur,
Sed per hic solummodo nunc articulatur,
Quum per nostrum Præsulem hæc amoveatur.






That the imposition of celibacy on the English clergy was an innovation, is matter of every‐day history. That it was so in the Irish church also, we find abundant evidence. Take for example, this notice from the Four Masters, ad. ann. 1152:—“A conventional synod at Drogheda, between the bishop of Ireland, under the Comorbhan of St. Patrick and Cardinal John Paprion, with three thousand ecclesiastics, monks and canons. They there instituted many rules of discipline, of which the chief was the separation of their mna cuil (which O’Connor renders concubines) and paramours from the clergy.”










APPENDIX.


VERSIONS FROM THE ORIGINAL IRISH.



I.


TORNA’S LAMENT.



My foster‐children were not slack;
Corc nor Neal e’er turned his back;
Neal of Tara’s palace hoar,
Worthy seed of Owen More;
Corc of Cashel’s pleasant rock,
Con‐cead‐cáhá’s honoured stock.
Joint exploits made Erin theirs,
Joint exploits of high compeers;
Fierce they were and stormy strong,
Neal amid the reeling throng
Stood terrific, nor was Corc
Hindmost in the heavy work.
Neal Mac Eochy Vivahain
Ravaged Albin, hill and plain;
While he fought from Tara far,
Corc disdained unequal war.
Never saw I man like Neal,
Making foreign foemen reel;
Never saw I man like Corc,
Swinking at the savage work;
Never saw I better twain,
Search all Erin round again;
Twain so stout in warlike deeds,
Twain so mild in peaceful weeds.




Torna I who sing the strain,
These my foster‐children twain;
These they are, the pious ones,
My sons, my darling foster sons!
Who duly every day would come
To glad the old man’s lonely home.
Ah happy days I’ve spent between
Old Tara’s hall and Cashel‐green!
From Tara down to Cashel ford,
From Cashel back to Tara’s lord.
When with Neal, his regent I
Dealt with princes royally;




If with Corc perchance I were,
I was his prime counsellor.
Therefore Neal I ever set
On my right hand, thus to get
Judgments grave and weighty words
For the right hand loyal lords;
But ever on my left hand side,
Gentle Corc, who knew not pride,
That none other so might part
His dear body from my heart.






Gone is generous Corc O’Yeon—wo is me!
Gone is valiant Neal O’Con—wo is me!
Gone the root of Tara’s stock—wo is me!
Gone the head of Cashel rock—wo is me!
Broken is my witless brain,
Neal the mighty king is slain!
Broken is my bruised heart’s core,
Corc the Righ More is no more!
Mourns Lea Con in tribute’s chain,
Lost MacEochy Vivahain,
And her lost MacLewy true,
Mourns Lea Mogha ruined too!






S. F.






II.


O’BYRNE’S BARD TO THE CLANS OF WICKLOW.



God be with the Irish host!
Never be their battle lost!
For, in battle, never yet
Have they basely earned defeat.




Host of armour, red and bright,
May ye fight a valiant fight!
For the green spot of the earth,
For the land that gave you birth.




Who in Erin’s cause would stand,
Brothers of th’ avenging band,
He must wed immortal quarrel,
Pain and sweat and bloody peril.




On the mountain bare and steep,
Snatching short but pleasant sleep,
Then, ere sunrise, from his eyrie,
Swooping on the Saxon quarry.




What although you’ve failed to keep
Liffey’s plain or Tara’s steep,
Cashel’s pleasant streams to save,
Or the meads of Cruachan Maev.




Want of conduct lost the town,
Broke the white‐walled 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,
Left your hills and plains today
’Neath the strong Clan Saxon’s sway.




Ah, had heaven never sent
Discord for our punishment,
Triumphs few o’er Erin’s host
Had Clan London now to boast!




Wo is me, ’tis God decree
Strangers have the victory:
Irishmen may now be found
Outlaws upon Irish ground.




Like a wild beast in his den,
Lies the chief by hill and glen,
While the strangers, proud and savage,
Creevan’s richest valleys ravage.




Wo is me, the foul offence,
Treachery and violence,
Done against my people’s rights—
Well may mine be restless nights!




When old Leinster’s sons of fame,
Heads of many a warlike name,
Redden their victorious hilts
On the Gaul, my soul exults.




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 Ranelagh!
But my soul is weak for fear,
Thinking of their danger here.
Have them in thy holy keeping,
God be with them lying sleeping;
God be with them standing fighting,
Erin’s foes in battle smiting!






S. F.








III.


AGNEW’S LAMENTATION.1



My heart is in wo,
And my soul is 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 fight to fall faster;




Or seamen aghast,
When their planks gape in sunder,
And the waves, fierce and fast,
Tumble through in hoarse thunder;




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
From their country be driven;




That the sons of the king—
Oh the treason and malice—
Shall no more ride the ring
In their own native vallies;




No more shall repair
Where the hill foxes tarry,
Nor forth in the air
Fling the hawk at her quarry.




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 transformed is her aspect;




The Gael cannot tell,
In the uprooted wildwood,
And red ridgy dell,
The old nurse of his childhood;




The nurse of his youth
Is in doubt as she views him,
If the pale wretch in truth
Be a child of her bosom.




We starve by the board,
And we thirst amid wassail;
For the guest is the lord,
And the host is the vassal!




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 dark,
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!2






S. F.







IV.


TIMOLEAGUE.



Lone and weary as I wandered
By the bleak shore of the sea,
Meditating and reflecting
On the world’s hard destiny.




Forth 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 I went in sad dejection,
Careless where my footsteps bore;
Till a ruined church before me
Opened wide its ancient door;




Till I stood before the portals,
Where of old were wont to be
For the blind, the halt, and leper,
Alms and hospitality.




Still the ancient seat was standing,
Built against the buttress grey,
Where the clergy used to welcome
Weary travellers on their way.




There I 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 woful sorrow,
Weeping bitterly the while,
Was a time when joy and gladness
Reigned within this ruined pile;




Was a time when bells were tinkling,
Clergy preaching peace abroad,
Psalms a singing, music ringing
Praises 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
Has your roof‐tree turned away,
Since you first were formed a temple
To the Lord of night and day.




Holy house of ivied gables,
That were once the country’s boast,
Houseless now in weary wandering
Are you scattered, saintly host.




Lone you are today, and dismal,
Joyful psalms no more are heard,
Where within your choir, her vesper
Screeches the cat‐headed bird.




Ivy 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 is 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 frugal fare?




Gone your abbot, rule and order,
Broken down your altar stones;
Nought see I beneath your shelter,
Save a heap of clayey bones.




Oh, the hardship—oh, the hatred,
Tyranny and cruel war,
Persecution and oppression
That have left you as you are!




I myself once also prospered,
Mine is, too, an altered plight;
Trouble, care, and age, have left me
Good for nought but grief tonight.




Gone my motion and my vigour,
Gone the use of eye and ear;
At my feet lie friends and children,
Powerless and corrupting here.




Wo is written on my visage,
In a nut my heart would lie—
Death’s deliverance were welcome—
Father, let the old man die.






S. F.









V.


ODE TO O’CONNELAN.



I.


Enchanter, who reignest
Supreme o’er the North,
And hast wiled the sole spirit
Of true music forth;
In vain Europe’s minstrels
To honour aspire,
When thy swift slender fingers
Go forth on the wire.




II.


There is no heart’s desire
Can be felt by a king,
That thy hand cannot match from
The soul of the string,
By the sovereign virtue
And might of its sway;
Enchanter, who steal from
The fairies your lay!




III.


Enchanter, I say,
For your magical skill
Can soothe every sorrow
And heal every ill;
Who hear you, they praise you,
They weep while they praise;
For, charmer, you steal from
A fairy your lays!






S. F.






VI.


MOLLY ASTORE.



Oh, Mary, dear—oh, Mary fair,
Oh, branch of generous stem,
White blossom of the banks of Nair,
Though lilies grow on them;
You’ve left me sick at heart for love,
So faint I cannot see;
The candle swims the board above,
I’m drunk for love of thee!
Oh, stately stem of maiden pride,
My wo it is and pain,
That I thus severed from thy side,
The long night must remain.




Through all the towns of Innisfail
I’ve wandered far and wide,
But from Downpatrick to Kinsale,
From Carlow to Kilbride,
Many lords and dames of high degree
Where’er my feet have gone,
My Mary, one to equal thee
I never looked upon:
I live in darkness and in doubt,
Whene’er my love’s away—
But were the gracious sun put out,
Her shadow would make day.




’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 ease my pain—
But one kiss from her honey mouth
Would make me well again.






S. F.






VII.


THE FAIR‐HAIRED GIRL.



I.


The sun has set, the stars are still,
The red moon hides behind the hill—
The tide has left the brown beach bare,
The birds have fled the upper air;
Upon her branch the lone cuckoo
Is chanting still her sad adieu,
And you, my fair‐hair’d girl, must go
Across the salt sea under wo.




II.


I through love have learned three things,
Sorrow, sin, and death it brings:
Yet day by day my heart within,
Dares shame and sorrow, death and sin.
Maiden, you have aimed the dart
Rankling in my ruined heart;
Maiden, may the God above
Grant you grace to grant me love!




III.


Sweeter than the viol’s strong,
And the note that blackbirds sing,
Brighter than the dewdrops rare
Is the maiden wondrous fair:
Like the silver swan’s at play
Is her neck as bright as day.
Wo was me that e’er my sight
Dwelt on charms so deadly bright!






S. F.






VIII.


PASTHEEN FINN.



Oh, my fair Pastheen is my heart’s delight,
Her gay heart laughs in her blue eye bright,
Like the apple‐blossom her bosom white,
And her neck like the swans 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 my brown girl, sweet!




Love of my heart, my fair Pastheen!
Her cheeks are red as the rose’s sheen,
But my lips have tasted no more, I ween,
Than the glass I drank to the health of my queen.
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 my brown girl sweet!




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,
If you would come with me, my brown girl sweet!






Nine nights I lay in longing and pain,
Betwixt two bushes beneath 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, 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, my brown girl sweet!




I’ll leave my people, both friend and foe,
From all the girls in the world I’ll go,
But from you, sweetheart, oh, never, oh no,
’Till I lie in the coffin stretched cold and low!
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, my brown girl sweet!






S. F.






IX.


CASHEL OF MUNSTER.



I’d wed you without herds, without money, or rich array,
And I’d wed you on a dewy morning at day‐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!




Oh, fair maid, remember the green hill side,
Remember how I hunted about the valleys wide;
Time now has worn me; my locks are turned to grey,
The year is scarce and I am poor, but send me not, love, away!




Oh, deem not my blood is of base strain, my girl,
Oh, think 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!




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 see ’tis in trouble you are,
And, oh, my girl, I see ’tis your people’s reproach you bear:
I am a girl in trouble for his sake with whom I fly,
And, oh, may no other maiden know such reproach as I!






S. F.






X.


UILEACAN DUBH O!



I.


To the county Leitrim would you roam,
Uileacan dubh O!
I’d feed you from the honeycomb;
Uileacan dubb O!
I’d show you, from our woodland brakes,
Fair boats through islets green that row,
Among the happy Leitrim lakes,
Uileacan dubh O!






II.


I will not go; ’twas thus she said;
Uileacan dubh O!
Fair words will bake no household bread;
Uileacan dubh O!
Far better live and die a maid,
Than walk the dew in want and wo:
I will not go; ’twas thus she said,
Uileacan dubh O!




III.


I saw her coming round the hill,
A star through mist shines so;
We met and talked together, till
We reached the park below:
I sat me down behind the same,
And vowed a vow, that, sin or no,
Whate’er she did I’d bear the blame—
Uileacan dubh O!




IV.


It is my sorrow constantly,
Uileacan dubh O!
That I am not along with thee,
Uileacan dubh O!
With none in Ireland by our side,
But at our pleasure dealing so—
Great God, why am I thus denied
My Uileacan dubh O!






S. F.






XI.


COOLUN.—I.



Here dwells the stately Coolun,
The salmon of the silver side,
The branch that blooms the fairest
On the tall tree of beauty’s pride,
Oh, my love she is, and my fancy,
And the light of my eyes alway,
She’s my summer in the winter,
From Christmas to Easter day!




Oh, sweet deluding Cupid,
Who art full of your proper wiles,
My heart is in deadly sickness
By the charm of her bewitching smiles:
Take pity on me then, and tell me,
And answer quickly give;
Have you doomed me to die rejected,
Or to have my love and live?




And, oh, fair, stately damsel,
On whom my choice is set,
Think not that the rich ones ever,
Without true love, were happy yet,
The God, who, out of dust, has formed us,
Kind care of his own will take:
Oh never, for the sake of cattle,
Would I a true love forsake!




My fancy and my darling,
My gentle and my sweet coleen!
To whom my heart gives longing
Beyond all girls I’ve ever seen,
Live without your love, I cannot,
For I live in the love of thee:
And, oh, if you turn coldly from me,
In your fair hands my soul shall be!3










XII.


COOLUN.—II.



Oh had you seen the Coolun
Walking down by the cuckoo’s stree
With the dew of the meadow shining
On her milk‐white twinkling feet—
Oh, my love she is, and my coleen oge,
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 cheek;
Bright beauty dwells for ever
On her fair neck and ringlets sleek:
Oh, sweeter is her mouth’s soft music
Than the lark or thrush at dawn,
Or the blackbird in the greenwood singing
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,
Iu faith, troth, and wedlock true—
Oh she’s sweeter to me nine times over
Than organ or cuckoo!




Oh, ever since my childhood
I loved the fair and darling child,
But our people came between us,
And with lucre our pure love defiled:
Oh, my wo 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.




Sweet‐heart and faithful treasure,
Be constant, still, and true;
Nor for want of herds and houses
Leave one who would ne’er leave you:
I’d pledge you the blessed Bible,
Without and eke within,
That the faithful God will provide for us
Without thanks to kith or kin!




Oh love, do you remember
When we lay all night alone,
Beneath the ash, in the winter storm,
When the oak wood round did groan:
No shelter then from the blast had we,
The bitter blast or sleet,
But your gown to wrap about our heads,
And my coat round our feet.






S. F.








XIII.


NORA OF THE AMBER HAIR.



I.


Ah Nora, amber‐coolun,
It robs me of my rest,
That my hand should be forbidden
Its place upon thy breast!
It robs me of my rest, love,
And it breaks my heart and brain;
And oh that I could bear my dear
Across the raging main!




II.


Oh valentine and sweetheart!
Be true to what you swore,
When you promised me you’d marry me
Without a farthing store:
Oh we’d walk the dew together,
And light our steps should be;
And Nora amber‐coolun;
I’d kiss you daintily!




III.


Hard by the holm4
Lives this white love of mine:
Her thick hair like amber,
Which makes me to pine:
King of the Sabbath,
Oh grant me soon to see
My own fat cattle grazing
Around sweet Ballybuy!






S. F.






XIV.


KITTY TYRRELL.



Discreetly to deal with each subject in place,
Let us now sing the praises of Kitty of curls;
For she’s the fine flower of pleasure and grace,
Whose equal’s not seen among hundreds of girls:
Each morning I’m longing to wander away
To the banks of Loch Erril, when daylight dawns there;
For there walks young Kitty, as I have heard say,
With ringlets like branches, a‐taking the air.




Ah would that I never had seen your bright head,
Your little pen’s writing or step light and free;
But if once my Lord Bishop the blessing had said,
I’d soon have my Kitty across the salt sea:
She’s fair as the swan of the silver white down,
Than music she’s sweeter, than sunshine more bright;
There’s never an ale‐house, from this to the town,
In which I won’t drink her good health before night!




Oh that Kitty and I, with none else to take part,
Were drinking good liquor behind the green tree!
I think with God’s help I might soften her heart,
And coax her to come from her mother with me:
I read your love‐letter last night on the hill,
It was sweeter than music of fairies at eve;
My senses have left me—my head’s very ill—
Oh, my death at your door, Kitty Tyrrell, I leave.






S. F.








XV.


MILD MABLE KELLY.



Whoever the youth who by heaven’s decree,
Has his happy right hand ’neath that bright head of thine,
’Tis 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 Mable Ni Kelly, bright coolun of curls!
All stately and pure as 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.




No strain of the sweetest e’er heard in the land
That she knows not to sing, in a voice so enchanting,
That the cranes on the sand
Fall asleep where they stand;
Oh for her blooms the rose, and the lily ne’er wanting
To shed its mild lustre on bosom or hand.
The dewy blue blossom that hangs on the spray,
More blue than her eye human eye never saw;
Deceit never lurked in its beautiful ray—
Dear lady, I drink to you—slainte go bragh!




To gaze on her beauty the young hunter lies
’Mong the branches that shadow her path in the grove;
But alas, if her eyes
The rash gazer surprise,
All eyesight departs from the victim of love,
And the blind youth steals home with his heart full of sighs.
Oh pride of the Gael, of the lily white palm,
Oh Coolun of curls to the grass at your feet;
At the goal of delight and of honor I am,
To boast such a theme for a song so unmeet.5






S. F.






XVI.


GRACE NUGENT.



I.


Brightest blossom of the spring,
Grace the sprightly girl I sing;
Grace who bore the palm of mind
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!




II.


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!
Pleasant are your words benign,
Rich those azure eyes of thine—
Ye who see my queen beware
Those twisted links of golden hair!




III.


This is what I fain would say
To the bird‐voiced lady gay—
Never yet conceived the heart
Joy which Grace can not impart:
Fold of jewels! case of pearls!
Coolun of the circling curls!
More I say not—but no less
Drink you health and happiness.






S. F.








XVII.


DRIMIN DHU. A Jacobite Relic.



Ah Drimin Dhu deelish, ah pride of the flow,6
Ah where are your folk, are they living or no?
They’re down in the ground, ’neath the sod lying low,
Expecting King James with the crown on his brow.




But if I could get sight of the crown on his brow,
By night and day travelling to London I’d go;
Over mountains of mist and soft mosses below,
Till I’d beat on the kettle drums Drimin Dhubh O!




Welcome home, welcome home, Drimin Dhubh oh!
Good was your sweet milk for drinking I trow;
With your face like a rose and your dewlap of snow,
I’ll part from you never, ah Drimin Dhubh O!






S. F.






XIX.


BOATMAN’S HYMN.



I.


Bark that bear me through foam and squall,
You, in the storm, are my castle wall;
Though the sea should redden from bottom to top,
From tiller to mast she takes no drop,
On the tide‐top, the tide‐top,
Wherry aroon, my land and store!
On the tide‐top, the tide‐top,
She is the boat can sail go leor.




II.


She dresses herself, and goes gliding on,
Like a dame in her robes of the Indian lawn;
For God has blessed her, gunnel and whale,
And oh! if you saw her stretch out to the gale,
On the tide‐top, the tide‐top,
Wherry aroon, my land and store!
On the tide‐top, the tide‐top,
She is the boat can sail go leor.




III.


Whillan7 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,
Wherry aroon, my land and store!
On the tide‐top, the tide‐top,
She is the boat can sail go leor.




IV.


Says Whillan—since first I was made of stone,
I have looked abroad o’er the beach alone;
But till today, on the bursting brine,
Saw I never a bark like thine,
On the tide‐top, the tide‐top,
Wherry aroon, my land and store!
On the tide‐top, the tide‐top,
She is the boat can sail go leor.




V.


God of the air! the seamen shout,
When they see us tossing the brine about;
Give us the shelter of strand or rock,
Or through and through us she goes with a shock!
On the tide‐top, the tide‐top,
Wherry aroon, my land and store!
On the tide‐top, the tide‐top,
She is the boat can sail go leor.






S. F.








XX.


THE FAIR HILLS OF IRELAND.



A plenteous place is Ireland for hospitable cheer,
Uileacan dubh O!
Where the wholesome fruit is bursting from the yellow barley ear;
Uileacan dubh O!
There is honey in the trees where her misty vales expand,
And her forest paths, in summer, are by falling waters fanned,
There is dew at high noontide there, and springs i’ the yellow sand,
On the fair hills of holy Ireland.




Curled he is and ringletted, and plaited to the knee,
Uileacan dubh O!
Each captain who comes sailing across the Irish sea;
Uileacan dubh O!
And I will make my journey, if life and health but stand,
Unto that pleasant country, that fresh and fragantfragrant strand,
And leave your boasted braveries, your wealth and high command,
For the fair hills of holy Ireland.




Large and profitable are the stacks upon the ground;
Uileacan dubh O!
The butter and the cream do wondrously abound;
Uileacan dubh O!
The cresses on the water and the sorrels are at hand,
And the cuckoo’s calling daily his note of music bland,
And the bold thrush sings so bravely his song i’ the forests grand,
On the fair hills of holy Ireland.






S. F.






1 O’Gnimh, (Agnew, not Sir Andrew!) Bard of Clanebuy, in the reign of Elizabeth, to whose court he accompanied Shane the Proud, in 1562. In Mr. Planche’s lately published dissertation on British Costumes, is a representation of the Irish, as they appeared in London, taken from a valuable print in the possession of the late Mr. Douce, and curiously illustrative of Camden’s account of their appearance.



2 The remainder of the original, which becomes prolix, has been omitted.



3 The last stanza of the original is omitted, in which the Coolun replies that, since he has got neither money, nor cattle, nor friends, he had better take care of his health, for he is like to get no cure at her hands.



4 The change of measure follows the original.



5 The third verse of the original being either a repetition of the first and second, or an anticipation of the fourth, has been omitted.



6 The soft grassy part of the bog.



7 A rock on the shore near Blacksod‐harbour.










Brian Ruad's father was Conchobar na Siudane Ó Briain, who he succeeded in 1268. Tadhg Cael Uisce (d. 1259) was Brian Ruad's brother and Toirdhealbhach Mór's father.





Diarmait was Toirdhealbhach Mór's son, and brother of Muirchertach.





Donough was the grandson of Brian Ruad.





Dermot was Tiege Caoluisce’s grandson.





A moneylender in Ivanhoe.





William Carleton, "Phil Purcel, The Pig-Driver"





It was actually purchased by Aodh Dubh O’Donnell, Aodh Ruadh's (d. 1505) son, for 140 cows.
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Gadelica
© Séamas Ó Brógáin, 2007

Leis seo tá cló Gaelach nua darb ainm Gadelica. Cloíonn sé le múnla na gcéad chlónna údaracha Gaelacha ón seachtú haois déag ach amháin gur tugadh na litreacha chun rialtachta, go háirithe na ceannlitreacha, agus gur cuireadh na litreacha breise leis, is é sin na litreacha nach n-úsáidtear de ghnáth i scríobh na Gaeilge.

Cló Opentype is ea é; ba chóir go n-oibreodh sé i gceart ar ríomhairí GNU/Linux, Macintosh agus Windows ach méarchlár oiriúnach a roghnú. Tá an cló ionchódaithe de réir Unicode.

Dáileadh

Tá an cló seo á dháileadh saor in aisce, ceadaítear é a úsáid gan bhac, agus ceadaítear é a dháileadh a thuilleadh. Fanann an cóipcheart, áfach, leis an té a chruthaigh é, agus dáiltear é faoi réir na gcoinníollacha seo a leanas: nach ndéanfaidh tú an cló a athrú ar bhealach ar bith ná a athainmniú; nach dtabharfaidh tú iarracht ar íocaíocht ar bith a fháil air; agus nach dtairgfidh tú é i leith is gur d’obair féin nó obair aon duine eile é seachas an té a chruthaigh é.

Nóta pearsanta

Rinne mé an cló seo toisc go raibh cló Gaelach de dhíth orm agus nach raibh mé sásta (ar chúiseanna éagsúla) le ceann ar bith de na clónna Gaelacha a bhí ar fáil cheana. Rinne mé freisin é in ómós dár sinsir, go háirithe dóibh siúd a streachail leis na chéad chlónna Gaelacha a dhéanamh ach a bhfuil a ndúchas agus a dteanga tréigthe anois.

Go mbaine tú tairbhe agus taitneamh as.

Séamas Ó Brógáin
Baile an Diosualaigh
Co. Bhaile Átha Cliath
www.leabhair.ie/sob
Nótaí leasaithe 13 Iúil 2015


