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THE ANNALS OF THE FOUR MASTERS.1


After having so lately noticed the learned work of Mr. Reeves, it is with extraordinary satisfaction and pleasure we undertake the duty of making our readers acquainted with those far greater, and, if possible, still more erudite labours of Mr. O’Donovan. Our satisfaction is of a high and ennobling kind, for it is chiefly on account of the country itself that we feel it. We never can despair of a country in which works like these succeed one another, in such rapid and regular succession, showing, as they do, a systematic application of calm and cultivated minds to the pursuit of that self‐knowledge which will be found, after all, to lie at the foundation of whatever just national feeling, and of whatever permanent and wholesome public opinion, can be looked for or desired in this country. Society has, it is true, been almost shaken to pieces. We have, indeed, been involved in a sea of troubles; but in the midst of that confusion and repulsion, the reconciling power of mind has been at work, settling and establishing itself on sure foundations, by unseen, but great and persevering labour; for these noble works of learning which day by day begin to show their heads above the waves of misfortune around us, rest upon deep and solid substructions, such as assure us that they will yet become centres of gathering intelligence—will spread, and unite, and grow green with culture, and be covered with harvests, while storms shall blow, and waves fret at their feet in vain. In comparing these works to the the points of the coral reef, coming up to light after labours so great and so long hidden, prosecuted in the depths of the sea, and perfected in the midst of elemental conflict, we suggest no exaggerated idea of the patient toil of which the results are thus, at length, beginning to make themselves visible amongst us. It is three years since Mr. Reeves began to work on Pope Clement’s taxation: Mr. Petrie toiled for twelve years on his Essay on our ecclesiastical architecture and round towers; it is thirteen years since Mr. O’Donovan commenced this translation and exposition of the Annals of the O’Clerys. As is usually the case, where works which promise a large reward from public approval, are known to be in preparation by some one of too great gravity to be hurried into precipitate publication, Mr. O’Donovan has had to experience the attempts of unconscientious rivals to anticipate his subject, and forestall the rewards of his labour. Mr. Petrie had to bear the same system of plunder, and to resist the same temptation to enter on an unseemly race for priority with base competitors, when official confidence enabled a grasper after honors not his own to snatch a transitory notoriety as a discoverer in Irish architectural antiquity from the ignorant and giddy crowd. In Mr. O’Donovan’s case the plunder was more extended—the rivalry more sordid—the ingratitude baser. The learning which he had disinterred from buried manuscripts, illegible to the pilferers—which he had given to the world in his essays on “The Circuit of O’Neill,” on the “Tribes and Customs of Hy‐Mania and Hy‐Fiachra,” and in his translation of “The Battle of Moyrath,” in the publications of the Archæological Society, and in those numberless essays, full of similar learning, in the Dublin and Irish Penny Journals, was unblushingly transferred from these sources, and used to illustrate anticipated text, without acknowledgment, and, among ignorant readers, without detection—for, from beginning to end of their base performance, the thieves never once mentioned his name. But Mr. O’Donovan, unmoved, pursued the quiet tenor of his studies, and here at length, not an hour sooner or later than it could have appeared, if the attempt had never been made to forestall his subject, and if his already published labours



had never been appropriated in aid of that attempt, we have his book, three quarto volumes, in matter, in learned use of it, in method, and in typographical excellence—though the last is but a small merit in comparison with the others—fit to take its place in any shelf, of any European library, beside Camden, Mabillon, or Muratori.


We cannot help the reflection—if it appear unbecoming or ill‐timed, we can only say that it is truth out of season—that, poor as we are, low as the imbecility of some, and the criminality of others, has brought us; and heavy as the hand of God has been upon us, in famine and in pestilence—nevertheless the Irish, at this day, stand first among our Queen’s subjects in literature. We do not mean agreeable essays, or exciting romances, or delicate poems; but, in the works of manly learning which form the minds of ages and generations of men, our writers do at present, as they have done for several years back, here in Dublin, take their place side by side with the best scholars of the age; and, in the solidity and effectiveness of their works, quite put to shame the frivolous and hurried essays which constitute, to so great an extent, the current literature of England.


While the few works, which are the result of mature thought and sufficient preparation, lately produced in England, are of various and conflicting tendencies—some designed to weaken national attachments, others to overthrow existing modes of education—and all more or less calculated to disturb the old settled habits of thought and feeling of the English people—whatever of that kind has been done here has had a directly contrary design and operation; all our labours in antiquity and history going consistently to the one point—the propagation, namely, of self‐knowledge, self‐respect, and attachment to the country in which our lot is cast. To form and to consolidate opinion has been the effect of the one set of works; to disturb and dissipate it, that of the other. Even, therefore, though the learning and the labour were equal, we should claim a great superiority for those efforts which are harmonious in their design, which reinforce one another in their operation, and the result of which is increased strength to the social bond between the upper and the lower classes. For it is the manifest truth, that the loss of the affections of the people, wherever and to whatever extent they have been lost to their legitimate heads and protectors, has been mainly owing to the mistake of the latter, in thinking that a contemptuous neglect of native feelings, usages, and traditions, would induce the Irish people ever to forget their own old attachments, or ever to consent to be a new and nameless colony, tilling the land for men whose boast it was that they were strangers, however greater might be the present power and prosperity, or the past historic renown of any external land or people with which, in preference, they might desire to identify themselves. The effects of that mistake are now seen, in the readiness with which the people lend themselves to anti‐social and anarchical projects, from which, if the gentlemen of honour and spirit in the country were, as they ought to be, their instructors and advisers, they would recoil with feelings of abhorrence. It is as an agency in putting these clasessclasses back into their right relative positions, that we regard the promotion of this kind of national literature as of chief practical utility; for knowledge of one another is the true parent of just sympathy; and, thanks to those worthy patriots and scholars, we shall all soon have the means of knowing enough of one another never to feel or act as strangers in the midst of our own people again.


It is singular by what various devices the acquisition of this essential knowledge is discountenanced by some who ought, as the immediate instructors of those most in need of it, to be its chief promoters. It is a strong additional reason against bestowing the higher appointments in the Irish church on English divines, that they very generally, on coming over, seek to direct the minds of all whom they can influence away from the national history and local associations, which elsewhere it is the first instruction of a gentleman to understand and cultivate. Zoology, botany, the quibbles of a sophisticated logic, those, and other such mental exercises, are urged upon society with an anxiety for their general cultivation which evinces, we think, a much stronger sense of the expediency of providing adequate divertacula for opinion, than of any necessity for teaching people in this part of



the world the habits or economy of the animals and plants of distant regions. Yet what could any one, not influenced by prejudice or eccentricity, have to fear in the renewed growth and diffusion of such feelings as formerly brought the nobility, gentry, and people of this country, to labour together for the common profit, and to demand together their common rights as brothers in industry and in arms? It might, perhaps, grate on the sense of prescriptive superiority, to witness the revival of national union and splendour, where the pride and policy of England have so long struggled to create a contented but subdued spirit of dependence; but, if that be so, it is one reason more why we should the less regard discouragements of that kind.


A general history of Ireland is not what we at present require. Such a work cannot be undertaken with advantage, until after long additional accumulations; and even when perfected, will probably lead only to feelings of regret and despondency. These, indeed, are the broad results of almost all general histories. One cannot rise from the perusal of Gibbon, of Hume, or even of Livy, without deploring the madness of mankind. When we behold nations acting with the folly of individuals—when we consider the small and unworthy objects which have caused the greatest afflictions to the human race—see the best ordered governments in church and state overthrown by the most contemptible sects in religion and in politics, and ponder on the inevitable fall which, sooner or later, awaits every earthly power, we may learn an instructive lesson in humility, good for the study of the great and prosperous; but not the lesson now wanted here, where society itself has still to be formed and consolidated, before we can begin even the slowest progress towards greatness or prosperity. The histories we now want are particular and local; such as, it is true, would furnish no material for large philosophic inductions; but such as will enable us to know one another and the land we live in, and every spot of it; that such knowledge may beget mutual confidence and united labour, and that we may strive to advance our own and our country’s fortunes here in the place assigned to us in the world, quite regardless of what others, who are not concerned in our relations, may think or say respecting the meagreness or barbarism of the material we have to work on.


The style of these writings is meagre, and the subject of them such as, in this stage of social progress, is usually deemed barbarous. But they are the same sort of events, only told with greater certainty of time and place, as these which fill up a good part of the heroic period in classic history: forays and cattle‐spoils, which may be deemed ignoble, or otherwise, as the herdsman is a clown or a prince Paris; and murders, which may excite our loathing or admiration, as the deed is perpetrated by a vulgar stabber or an Orestes. We dare say, had it been the policy of any party in ancient Greece to win the thoughts and affections of the Greeks from their own country, so as to make them a safer provincial dependency of some earlier‐civilized neighbouring nation—Syria, say, or Egypt—this sort of argument or expostulation would have been very often employed by them. Where is the use of tracing back the barbarous traditions of the house of Atreus—a series of rapes, incests, parricides, and treacherous butcheries? Why waste your time on idle enumerations of the pedigrees of Inachus? on nonsensical tales of satyrs and sea‐monsters? or on trifling questions, of how long such or such a robber, in the mountains of Attica, lived before or after the return of your Heraclidæ? Turn your thoughts to Egypt, such persons would say—the glorious actions of Sesostris are something, indeed, worthy of the study of men of enlightenment. The sources of the Nile, and the causes of its overflow, you may investigate with profit and delight. The various genera and species of plants and animals are to be seen at Memphis. Indulge no more the idle dream of being Greeks—North‐west Egyptians, methinks, would sound more proper, &c. Had such representations been made to the Greeks, and had the Greeks acknowledged the wisdom and prudence of adopting that course, the Memphians might, perhaps, have been obliged by them with the same sort of services as Rome obtained from them in later times; but we should have heard nothing of Euripides, Sophocles, or Eschylus—the men who,



out of that barbaric material, made the literature of the world. Our cattle‐spoils and hostings, our family pedigrees, and royal and princely successions, are as precious to us now, as theirs were to them then. We will treasure them as they did; and the time may yet come, when our Egypt herself will thank us for having cherished the seeds of a new literature, after her own may possibly have fallen to decay.


From the fabulous period, down to the arrival of the Anglo‐Normans, these particular Annals, along with those of Ulster and Innisfallen, have already been given to the curiosity of the select objects of his bounty by the late munificent Duke of Buckingham, who published them up to this point, with Dr. Charles O’Conor’s Latin translation and notes, under the title of “Rerum Hibernicarum Scriptores Veteres.” We would pray the great to reflect how infinitely greater has been the return in real renown, which this nobleman has secured to himself and his successors by that act of splendid liberality, than if he had expended ten or a hundred times the same amount on any of the ungrateful barathra, which we see, from year to year, swallowing up princes and their revenues. What is it, we would respectfully ask some of those noble and fortunate persons, to buy the applause of the race‐course, or the excitement of the hazard‐table, at the cost of whole estates, and sometimes of entire patrimonies, in comparison with the cheap purchase, at the cost of a few weeks, or even days’ revenue, of the fame of having contributed the first foundation‐stones to a nation’s history, and the satisfaction and solace of having won a nation’s thanks, and the sympathies of all the educated classes of a nation, for them and for theirs, to the third and fourth generation? May the clouds which lately lowered over Stowe soon be altogether dispersed; may it never be necessary to afford us the opportunity of purchasing those national heir‐looms (precious though they are to us, and eagerly as we know the learned of Ireland court the opportunity of acquiring them), which it was lately rumoured would be brought under the hands of the auctioneer; and may the Irish at large learn to appreciate great services to their name and nation, as well when rendered by an English prince in England, as by their own poor brethren at home. O si majoribus nostris tales contigissent moderatores!


The fame of these annals of the O’Clerys has been so widely celebrated of late years, that it is almost unnecessary to remind most of our Irish readers of the circumstances of their composition; but, remembering that from this corner of the earth, what we may say will go forth to distant countries in both hemispheres, where matters of this kind are still unknown to the great majority of our readers, we will shortly abstract from the note issued by the publishers some particulars relative to the O’Clerys, and to this, their now renowned compilation:—



“The annals in question are those which were compiled by the O’Clerys, the hereditary annalists of the family of O’Donnell, after the downfall of that powerful sept, on the Plantation of Ulster. The originals, from which the compilation was made, are now, to a great extent, lost or destroyed; and this work of the Four Masters, as the chroniclers who were principally engaged in it are designated, remains, in a vast number of particulars, the only existing record from which the facts of Irish mediæval history can be derived. It was the apprehension of the probable loss of these materials that formed one of the chief inducements to the Four Masters themselves to undertake their task, which they finished in the year 1636, in the monastery of Donegal, under the patronage (their own hereditary protectors being dispersed) of O’Gara of Coolavin. The motives leading to the compilation are set forth with great simplicity and dignity by Michael O’Clery, the senior of the annalists, in the dedication of the work to O’Gara.


“There appear to have been four transcripts, all of which, in whole or in part, have come down to the present day; and it is from a collation of these that the text of the present publication has been printed. In order to secure exactness of translation, all the known accessible translations of Irish annals into the English and Latin languages, from the sixteenth century down to the present time, have been compared, and digested into vocabularies, and the peculiar meaning of each phrase in its historical sense fixed and authenticated,


“While this care has been taken to



secure perfect accuracy in the text and translation, all the accessible depositories of information here and in Great Britain have been made tributary to the topographical, genealogical, and general illustration of the subject; and the publishers feel themselves warranted in stating, that so exact and copious a history of the places, families, and descents of an entire kingdom, through a period of 500 years, has never before been published in any one work in the British islands.”




One of the first entries in the continuation now published by Mr. O’Donovan, is, under the date a.d. 1172, the death or murder of the unfortunate Tiernan O’Rorke, at Tlachta, now the hill of Ward, near Athboy. The story, as told by Cambrensis, has always appeared to us a fabrication, to justify an act of treacherous violence on the part of De Lacy. Many of our readers will recollect it. Young Griffith (Fitzstephen’s nephew) has a revelation in a dream, that O’Rorke meditates treachery at his approaching interview with De Lacy. He lurks in the neighbourhood of the place of parley with an armed band. O’Rorke at first enters on the parley peacefully; then, making a feint to retire, comes back again with his axe on his shoulder, and with “a pale, venemous, and murtherous countenance,” whereupon Griffith strikes in, just as he is about to assassinate de Lacy, and O’Rorke is slain.2


The Irish statement is short, and has the simplicity of truth: “Tiernan O’Rorke, lord of Briefny and Conmacne, a man of great power for a long time, was treacherously slain at Tlachta, by Hugo de Lacy, and Donnell, the son of Annach O’Rorke, one of his own tribe. He was beheaded by them, and they conveyed his head and body ignominiously to Dublin. The head was placed over the gate of the fortress, a spectacle of intense pity to the Irish, and the body was gibbeted with the feet upwards, at the northern side of Dublin.” This gate, Mr. O’Donovan informs us, was that of the Danish fortress of Dublin, which occupied the greater part of the hill on which the present Castle of Dublin stands; and that the northern side of the fortress, where the body of the unlucky husband of Dervorgilla was thus exposed, corresponds with the present Lower Castle Yard—a small beginning for the still second city of the empire. Dervorgilla’s own death is recorded in the year 1193, at the monastery of Drogheda (i. e., at Mellifont), in her eighty‐fifth year. “She was, therefore,” remarks Mr. O’Donovan, “in her sixty‐fourth year at the death of Tiernan, and in her forty‐fourth year when she eloped with Dermot (MacMorrogh), King of Leinster, who was then in his sixty‐second‐year, and who was expelled in the seventieth year of his age.” The Irish of that period, when not cut off by the sword, must have been a singularly vigorous and long‐lived people; but it adds to the poignancy of the reflection, that we lost our national independence through the lewdness of an adulteress, when we consider that the Helen of our story was turned of forty, and her Paris approaching his term of three score years and ten. If the Irish story of Tiernan’s death be the true one—and, as we have said, the tale in Holingshed has all the aspect of invention—he was worthily avenged by the young fosterer of “the Fox,” who soon afterwards assassinated De Lacy himself, on the ditch‐edge of Durrow. Here again the Anglo‐Norman and Irish accounts are somewhat at variance; and again the native story appears to us the simpler and more trustworthy. Campion may be taken as giving the English version with the most Livy‐like vivacity; and he does it, notwithstanding our disbelief in his facts, with what strikes us as a noble indignation at the loss of a great man by base hands:—



“Lacy,” says he, “did erect and editie a number of castles, well and substantially



provided in convenient places, one at Derwath, where diverse Irish prayed to be set on worke for hire. Sundry times came Lacey to quicken his labourers, full glad to see them fall in use with any such exercise, wherein might they once be grounded, and taste the sweetness of a true man’s life, he thought it no small token of reformation to be hoped; for which cause he visited them often, and merrily would command his gentlemen to give the labourers example in taking pains to take their instruments in hand, and worke a season, the poor soules resting.” (This, we suspect, is all worthy Campion’s imagination of what a true civilizer ought to have done and thought.) “But this game ended tragically; for while each man was busie to try his cunning, some lading, some plaistering, some heaving, some carving, the general also himself digging with a pyckaxe, a desperate villaine of them, he whose tool the general used, espying both his hands occupied, and his body with all force inclining to the blow, watched his stoope, and clove his head with an axe, little esteeming the torments that ensued.”




“But,” says O’Donovan, “no torments ensued; for the murderer, who was as thin as a greyhound, baffled all pursuit;” and so, indeed, it seems he did, from the cotemporary annals which Mr. O’Donovan cites from various sources, to show that so far from this being a base assassination perpetrated by a desperate villain of a common labourer, it was a murder of the heroic kind, achieved by a brave young gentleman of the Foxes, called Giollagan‐inathair3 O’Meyey, of which surname there are still several families in the county of Westmeath. It seems that, having his battle‐axe concealed, this slim young son of the Fox walked up to De Lacy, while he was looking at the progress of his building, and drawing his weapon, chopped off his head, which fell, together with the body, into the castle ditch; and then, “by fleetness of foot, made his escape from both English and Irish, to the woods of Kilclare.” Our author administers a severe rebuke to Mr. Moore, for some indiscreet reflections indulged in by the poet‐historian, who, affecting the contemplative style of Hume, states that “De Lacy met his death from hands so obscure, that not even a name remains associated with the deed;” and who adds in a note, “Several names have been assigned to the perpetrator of this act, but all differing so much from each other, as to show that the real name was unknown. Geoffry Keating,” he proceeds to say—and this is what brings down O’Donovan’s weightiest displeasure,“with that love of dull invention which distinguished him, describes the assassin as a young gentleman in disguise.” “He should have remembered,” says John, who justifies Keating by producing his authority, “that Keating had many documents which he (Mr. Moore) could not understand; and, as to calling O’Meyey a gentleman,” which seems to be the sting of the case,“we may acknowledge that the term could then be properly enough applied to a youth who had been fostered by an Irish chief of vast territorial possessions, till he had been deprived of them by De Lacy.” As usual, the credit of the success is given to one of the saints. O’Meyey, in this instance, was obliged to Columbkille, whom de Lacy had offended, not by invading and slaughtering Columba’s countrymen, or by any injury inflicted on Ireland or the Irish, but, as it would seem, by intruding on the grounds of the abbey of Durrow, for the purpose of erecting his unlucky castle. Mr. O’Donovan remarks that another proprietor of Durrow has, in our own time, been assassinated there by a hand unknown, “after he had completed a castle on the site of that erected by De Lacy, and, as some would think, after having insulted St. Columbkille by preventing the families under his tutelage from burying their dead in the ancient cemetery of Durrow.”


For our own part, we sympathise in the feelings of Campion and Moore, more than in those of the annalists. De Lacy and his companions in arms were engaged in a great and splendid enterprise, introducing a system of law and policy immeasurably superior to that under which the native Irish had so long presented their habitual spectacle of intestine disturbance and external insignificance. The conquerors were engaged in the introduction



of a solid and magnificent system, combining free local institutions with effective central authority; and, in communicating this new method of government, they had acted with equal bravery as soldiers and policy as statesmen. Great warriors they were, great magistrates, and great masons. When we compare the strong and stately piles reared by them, with the poor earthen raths and mounds of their lay predecessors, or even with the stone‐built churches and round towers of early ecclesiastical civilization, we must regard them as men of minds and hands adequate to the building up of a social fabric far more strong and magnificent than anything the Irish ever would have achieved under the antecedent system. It is, therefore, with regret we read of the murder of the ablest of these men, even though the murderer was nobly born, gently nurtured, fleet as a greyhound, and inspired by a justifiable and heroic impulse to revenge. Had De Lacy not fallen by his axe, who knows what reconciliations and reforms might have ensued—what consolidations of Anglo‐Norman and native Irish powers might have taken place on Irish ground—or how the seeds of internal security and of external influence and power, might have grown and spread amongst us? But we speculate idly on what might have been: though, after the lapse of six hundred years, the same elements of union, prosperity, and national grandeur, still remain, and still suggest what yet may be.


We regret the fate of De Lacy even more than that of De Courcy; for, though the latter is presented to us as the more chivalrous knight by Cambrensis, Mr. O’Donovan, we think, convicts him clearly of having stooped to a pious fraud, in aid of his knightly lance and sword. We allude to the alleged discovery and translation of the relics of Patrick, Brigid, and Columba, at Downpatrick, in a.d. 1185, which appears to have been a mere fraud practised upon the superstition of the Ulidians, to reconcile them to the conqueror’s courts and authority: Here we have Mr. O’Donovan, in some measure, arrayed against Mr. Reeves, who, in his “Taxation,” which we have lately noticed, adduces a great deal of Anglo‐Norman monkish learning in favour of the probability of the invention. The concession to Downpatrick, by the writer of the “Book of Armagh,” of the honour of possessing the relics of Patrick, is strongly dwelt on by Mr. Reeves, as an evidence in favour of the claims of his own diocese.4 But he shows that from the earliest times, speaking with reference to historical authorities on this point, the claim was doubtful between Downpatrick and Saul—a foundation of our apostle in the same neighbourhood; and where, says Tierchan (the author of an early life of the saint), the general resurrection of the faithful of Ireland is to take place. Quite regardless of the rival claims of the hill of Celchtar, and of this Irish Jehoshaphat, Mr. O’Donovan, with the cool exactness of an historian noticing the discrepancies of dates and circumstances, dismisses the pretensions of both Down and Saul with little ceremony. It appears that the invention of the relics, relied on by De Courcy and his friends, and in consideration of which Vivian, the pope’s legate, came express to Ireland, that he might be one of the celebrators of so conspicuous a testimony of Heaven’s approval to the Anglo‐Roman reformation there lately wrought, was brought about by the usual instrumentality of a vision, vouchsafed to one of the ecclesiastics of the favoured locality. The recipient of this favour was Malachy, Bishop of Down,



who, on a certain night, praying in the cathedral church, there saw a sunbeam traversing the building, which he earnestly prayed might stop over the spot where the bodies were deposited. It stopped accordingly, and the bodies were duly discovered.



“Having communicated his discovery to De Courcey, they determined on sending messengers to Pope Urban III., for the purpose of procuring the translation of these relics to a more dignified part of the church. The Pope agreeing to their request, sent as his legate on this occasion, Vivian, cardinal priest of St. Stephen, in Monte Cælio, who had been at Down about nine years before, and who had been acquainted with Sir John de Courcey and the Bishop Malachy. It is a very strange fact,” continues Mr. O’Donovan, “that the body of St. Patrick, the Apostle of Ireland, was said to have been pointed out by an angel, at Glastonbury, the year before. (See Ussher’s “Primordia,” p. 892.) But the most extraordinary circumstance,” says he, “is, that the Irish annalists do not appear to have ever heard of the discovery by Malachy, in 1185, and hence it is but fair to conclude that Malachy’s dream at Down was got up by the English party, in order to add dignity to Down, then in possession of Sir John de Courcey. It is quite evident that the mere Irish never heard, or, at least, never believed this story of their discovery at Down, in 1185; for if they had been deposited in a costly shrine at Down, in 1185, as stated by Giraldus, it is hard to believe that they would have been lost in the course of the next century, so as to make another revelation necessary for their discovery in 1293, when, it would appear (according to the statement of the Four Masters) they were under the earth at Saul, in a spot unknown to all, except Nicholas MacMælisa, the Archbishop of Armagh, to whom it was (they were) pointed out in a vision. It seems, therefore, quite clear, that the discovery of them at Down, in 1185, was, like the prophecy of Merlin already alluded to, under the year 1177, a scheme of Sir John de Courcey and his writers; and that their discovery at Saul, in 1293, was a counter scheme of Nicholas MacMælisa, who was one of the greatest opposers of the English that ever governed the see of Armagh.”




Having spoken thus much of the conquerors, let us now cast a glance at the fortunes of the conquered. Roderick, the deposed monarch, died in 1198, peacefully, but ingloriously, at his own foundation of Cong, “after exemplary penance,” say the annalists, “victorious over the world and the devil,” and was buried at Clonmacnois. The victory of penance must have been hard to win in the case of his son Hugh, who, after having reigned as king of Connaught for five years, was slain in 1233, “after he had been cursed and excommunicated by the clergy of Connaught, by the ringing of bells, with croziers, and the extinguishing of candles,” for the violation of certain churches. His defeat, however, is ascribed, in the “Annals of Kilronan,” to another cause, namely, that “the pope had offered Roderick (his father) and his issue for ever, the title to the sovereignty, and six married wives, if he would thenceforward abstain from his gallantries (pecaidh na m’ban); that Roderick would not accept of this offer on such conditions, and as he did not, that God deprived him and his race for ever of reign and sovereignty, in revenge of the sin of concupiscence.”


It is a relief to pass from these dull slanders by the monks—traitors, who, after deserting their lawful sovereign, account for the defeat of the benefactors they had betrayed, by these reflections on their memories—even to the rude traditions of the farmers and country people, who, in Connaught, still preserve a vivid account of Cahal‐crov‐dearg, or Cahal, the Red‐handed O’Connor, the next who ascended the provincial throne, the son of Roderick’s elder brother, Turlogh.* This Turlogh it was, at whose cost, and by whose goldsmith, the cross of Cong, now preserved in the Museum of the Royal Irish Academy, was made. We mention this, lest the reader, from the simplicity of the story we are about to tell, should conceive an exaggerated idea of the rudeness of the times; for, undoubtedly, those amongst whom the arts had attained to such perfection as is exhibited on that most beautiful piece of goldsmith’s‐work, must have been very far removed, indeed, from rusticity or barbarism. Cahal, it appears, was the son of a concubine, against whom Turlogh’s queen employed a magical spell to prevent the birth of her child, and so far succeeded, as to cause the blood‐red stain on



the infant’s right hand, from which he afterwards acquired his name of Cahal crov‐dearg, or Cahal of the Red Hand. We detect a vein of humour in the dry gravity with which Mr. O’Donovan relates the particulars of this adventure: these, however, we think, are here better omitted; but we proceed to give the remainder of the story in his own words, as he tells it from the relation of the peasantry:—



“The Queen of Connaught, who was of a most powerful family, continued to persecute the red‐handed child and his mother, with all the perseverance of a jealous barren woman; but the child, who had all the appearance of royalty in his countenance, was sheltered by the clergy of the province; and when the queen discovered that he was lurking in one monastery, he was secretly sent away to another. In this manner was he sheltered for three years in the monasteries of Connaught. At last, the queen’s fury rose to such a height against the clergy, that they gave up all hopes of being able to protect the child any longer. His mother then fled with him into Leinster, where, for many years, disguised, she supported him by labouring work. When the boy grew up, although he was constantly told of the royalty of his birth, and of the respectability of the O’Morans, still, having no hopes of being able to return to his native province, as long as the queen lived, he was obliged to apply himself to common labouring work for subsistence; and it was observed by the clowns of Leinster, that he exhibited no appearance of industry, or taste for agricultural pursuits, but was constantly telling stories about kings, wars, and predatory excursions.


“Time rolled on, and the poor boy with the red‐hand was necessitated to pass his time in misery, in the society of Leinster clowns and buddaghs, whom he held in the highest contempt. At length a Connaught Bollscaire, or bearer of public news, passing through Leinster, happened to come into the very field in which Crovderg was employed, with several others, reaping rye. They immediately recognised by his dress that he was a Bollscaire, and, therefore, inquired what proclamation he was publishing. He replied in the set words of his commission, that the King of Connaught was dead, and that the people, assembled in council, had declared that they would have no king but Cathal Crovderg, his son; and, he added, I, and many others, have been for several weeks in search of him, in different parts of Ireland, but without success; some, who wish to support the claim of rivals to the throne of Connaught, have reported that the queen, his step‐mother, had him secretly assassinated—but, others are of opinion, that he lurks in some obscure place, disguised in humble garb, and that he will return home as soon as he will hear of this proclamation. He will be at once known by his right‐hand, which is as red as blood from the wrist out.


“The heart of Cathal bounded with joy at the news, and he stood on the ridge, for some minutes, in a reverie. His comrades told him to get on with his work, that he was always last, and that there never was a good workman from his province. Hereupon, Cathal pulled off the mitten, with which he constantly kept the red‐hand concealed, and exhibited it to the Bollscaire; and his eye beamed, and his countenance glowed with all the majesty of his father’s, when he first mounted the throne of Connaught. The Bollscaire recognizing him at once by his resemblance to his father, fell prostrate at his feet. Cathal cast the sickle on the ridge, saying: “Slan leat, a corrain, anois do’n ċloiḋeaṁ,” i. e., ‘Farewell, sickle, now for the sword.’ And to this day, Slan chaṫail faoi an tseagál i. e., ‘Cathal’s farewell to the rye,’ meaning a farewell never to return, has been a common proverb among the Sil‐Murray and their followers.


“He returned home without delay, and was solemnly inaugurated King of Connaught, on Carnfree, near Tulsk, in the presence of the twelve chieftains and twelve coarbs of Sil‐Murray; and though he found many rivals in the province before him, he put them all down by his superior wisdom and valour. When he had restored his native province to tranquillity, he did not forget his old friends the friars, who had made such efforts to save him from the fury of the queen. He erected several monasteries for them on an extensive scale, and in magnificent style, namely, the monastery of Ballintober, in Mayo, which was three years in building, and which was roofed and shingled with oak timber; the monastery of Athlone, on the Shannon; and also that of Knockmoy, in the county of Galway.”




Ballintubber, as erected by the Red‐Hand, still remains; but Knockmoy is said to have been re‐edified by the O’Kellys, in the beginning of the fifteenth century, to which period Mr. O’Donovan refers the fresco‐paintings there. These frescoes have been made



the subject of much mystical and archaic speculation, and have been referred to various periods between the twelfth and the seventeenth centuries, according to the magnifying or detracting tendency of the writer’s prejudices. The remains of an inscription still legible on the margin of the painting, leave no room to doubt that they were executed for Malachy O’Kelly, who died in 1401, and whose tomb still remains in the abbey.


The Red‐Hand died, and was buried here, in the house of his own foundation, in 1224, leaving after him the honorable character of having been “the best Irishman that was from the time of Brian Boru, for gentility and honor; the upholder, mighty and puissant, of the country; the keeper of peace; rich, and excellent—threshold, meek and honest of belief and Christianity—defender of the right law—cunning and courageous, to whom God gave great honor in this life, and everlasting life in heaven.” He left after him a son, also justly renowned, Hugh, of whose law such was the strictness, “that no evils were committed in Connaught at (from) his accession, but one act of plunder on the road to Croagh‐Patrick, for which the perpetrator had his hands and feet cut off; and one woman violated by the son of O’Monahan, for which he was deprived of sight.”


We suppose those kings of Connaught continued to reside at their old royal Rath of Croghan, a place very famous in early Irish history as the residence and cemetery of the Connacian kings and queens, even from the time of Dathi and Queen Maev. Dathi, our readers may recollect, was one of the few ancient Irish princes who attempted foreign excursions, and is said to have been killed by lightning at the foot of the Alps. His body, they allege, was carried back to Croghan, the bearers keeping his face still turned towards the enemy in their retreat, and was there buried, where a red pillar‐stone still marks the site of his last resting‐place. Mr. Davis has made this tradition the subject of a fine ballad; but Mr. O’Donovan favours us with something much more valuable, in a correct topographical description of the several stone and earthen constructions which still remain at this Tara of Connaught:—



“Croghan, CpuaċainCruaċain, now generally called Rathcroghan.—It is situated in the parish of Kilcorkey, nearly midway between Belanagare and Elphin, in the county of Roscommon. This was the ancient palare of the Kings of Connaught, so celebrated in the bardic histories of Ireland, as having been erected in the first century by Eochaid Feidleach, monarch of Ireland, the father of the celebrated Meave, Queen of Connaught. As the remains of Rathcroghan have never been minutely described by any of our topographical writers, the editor is tempted here to give a list of the forts and other ancient remains still visible at the place. It may be described as the ruins of a town of raths, having the large rath called Rathcroghan, placed in the centre. This great rath is at present much effaced by cultivation; all its circumvallations (for such it originally had) are destroyed, and nothing remains of it but a flat, green moat, said to be hollow in the centre, and to contain a large, round chamber with a conical roof. The natives of the district believe that there were apertures all round the moat which admitted light and air to this internal chamber, which is now inhabited only by Queen Mab and her attendant fairies. The following are the present names of the raths and other artificial features which stand around it. Many of them are clearly modern, though the features to which they are applied are ancient.


1. Rath Screig, to the north, in the townland of Tobberrory; 2. Cuirtmhaol, near Rath Screig, in the same townland; 3. Rath Carrain, a fort containing a cave, in the same townland; 4. Rathbeg, in the townland of Rathcroghan, lying to the north‐west of the great central rath; 5. Rathmore, lying about five hundred paces to the north‐west of Rathbeg; 6. Knockaun‐Stanly, i. e., Stanly’s Hillock, a fort lying a quarter of a mile to the north‐west of Rathcroghan; 7. Rath‐na‐dtarbh, i. e., Fort of the Bulls, due west of Rathcroghan; 8. Rath‐na‐ndealg, i. e., Fort of the Thorns, which gives name to a townland, lies a short distance to the west of Rath‐na‐dtarbh; 9. Rath fuadch, lies to the south‐west of Rathcroghan, in the parish of Baslick, and gives name to the townland in which it is situated; 10, Caisiol Mhanannain, i. e., Manannan’s stone fort lies to the south‐west, about a quarter of a mile from Rathcroghan, in the townland of Glenballythomas. This caisiol or circular cyclopean fort of stone, is now level with the ground, but its outline can yet be traced; Roilig na Riogh, i. e., the Cemetery of the Kings, lies a quarter of a mile to the



south of Rathcroghan. This was the royal cemetery of Connaught in pagan times, and has been much celebrated by the bards. It is of a circular form, is surrounded with a stone wall now greatly defaced, and it measures one hundred and sixteen paces in diameter. It exhibits several small tumuli, now much effaced by time. One of these was opened by the uncle of the late Mr. O’Conor, of Mount Druid, who found that it contained a small square chamber of stone‐work, without cement, in which were some decayed bones.


“Close to the north of Roilig‐na‐Roigh is a small hillock, called Cnocan na georp, i. e., the Hillock of the Corpses, whereon, it is said, the bodies of the kings were wont to be laid while the graves were being dug or opened. About two hundred paces to the north of the circular enclosure, called Roilig‐na‐Riogh, is to be seen a small circular enclosure, with a tumulus in the centre, on the top of which is a very remarkable red pillar‐stone, which marks the grave of Dathi, the last pagan monarch of Ireland, and the ancestor of the O’Dowdas of Tir Fiachrach. This stone stood perpendicularly when seen by the editor in the year 1837, and measured seven feet in height, and four feet six inches in width at its base, and three feet near the top. It gradually tapered, and was nearly round at the top. It is called the cairṫe ḋearg, or red pillar‐stone, by Duald Mac Firbis, in his account of the monarch Dathi, in the pedigree of the O’Dowdas. See Tribes and Customs of Hy‐Fiachrach, printed for the Irish Archæological Society in 1844, pp. 24, 25, note m.


“12. Cathnair na Babhaloide, the caher or stone Fort of the feasting Party, lies about three quarters of a mile to the east of Rathcroghan; 13. Carn Ceit, lies one mile to the south‐west of Rathcroghan; it is a tumulus raised over the celebrated Ceat Mac Magach, a Connacian champion who flourished in the first century, and was contemporary with the heroes of the Red Branch in Ulster.


“There are two large stones lying flat on the ground, about one hundred paces to the north‐west of Rathcroghan, the one a large square rock called Milleen Meva, the other, measuring nine feet in length, two feet in breadth, and about two feet in thickness, is called Misgan Meeva.


“There are also some curious natural caves near this fort of Rathcroghan, in connexion with which there are some wild legends told in the neighbourhood, and there are also some written ones in ancient Irish manuscripts. The reader will find all the above forts accurately shown on the Ordnance Map of the county of Roscommon, sheets 21 and 22.”




Nothing is more remarkable in these notes of Mr. O’Donovan’s, abounding as they do in rare and curious information, than the truly wonderful accuracy with which every place mentioned in the text is identified by its modern name. We have turned over many hundred pages without observing more than two or three unidentified localities. We select an extract almost at random, showing the general character of the entries in the text, and of the explanatory matter of the annotations. We extract, however, only the translated side of the page, leaving those who wish to see the Irish text to inspect the work itself:—



“THE AGE OF CHRIST, 1405.

“The Age of Christ, One Thousand Four Hundred Five.


“An army was led by Teige, the son of Hugh Mac Dermot, Lord of Moylurg, against the descendants of Conor, the son of Taichleach [Mac Dermot], and all the other people of Airtech, to demand chiefry from them, as was always due to a man in his station. The people of Airtech drew O’Conor Don, the Clann‐Murtough‐Muimhneach, and the sons of Farrell Mac Dermot, [to their assistance] against Mac Dermot. They all assembled [and met] at Loch Labain, in the territory of Airtech, where a battle was fought between them. In the early part of the day Mac Dermot and Donough Mac Donnell, his constable, with the forces of both, routed the fourfold mixed army opposed to them, and killed many of their common people in the conflict. But a certain man of the soldiers of the routed part turned towards the spot where he thought that Mac Dermot was, and cast at him a terrific irresistible javelin, which struck directly in his throat, so that Mac Dermot (Teige) died of the wound a week afterwards in his own house. Rory, the son of Hugh Mac Dermot, then assumed the lordship of Moylurg.


“Manus, the son of Hugh O’Higgin, died.


“Hugh O’Hanly, chief of Kinel‐Dofa, died, and was interred in Cluain Coirpthe.


“Richard Butler, who was usually called Cos‐cruaidh, was slain by the son of Faghtna O’More.


“Mac Murrough waged war with the



English; during which the Contae Reagh, together with Carlow and Disert‐Diarmada, were plundered and burned.


“Richard Mac Rannall, heir to the chieftainship of Muintir‐Eolais, died of a surfeit in drinking.”





Loch‐Labain, in Mac Dermott’s country, is one of the few spots which have escaped identification; there being at present no place of that, or any like, name in the ancient territory of Airteach, the bounds of which Mr. Donovan gives with great exactness under a preceding year. It appears there were three families of the Mac Dermotts, two of whom sprung up about the middle of the fourteenth century, viz., first, The Mac Dermott himself, chief of the Moylurg, Airteach, and Tir‐Tuathail; secondly, Mac Dermott Gall, or the Anglicised, who possessed Airteach; and thirdly, Mac Dermott Roe, or the Red, owner of Tir‐Tuathail, of whom came the music‐and‐song‐loving patrons of Carolan. The Mac Dermott Galls do not appear to have had their humane sympathies at all extended by their acquisition of English manners; for such was their family pride, that, in the square enclosure appropriated as their cemetery, in the old churchyard of Tibohine, “they would allow no one to be buried but a MacDermott Gall, not even their wives, when of a different family.”


Leaving those churlish Mac Dermotts in their separate square cemetery, we will now go with Mr. O’Donovan in search of St. Berach’s famous monastery of Cluaine Coirpthe, in the O’Hanly’s country of Kinel‐Dofa. All the meares and bounds of



“The country of the sharp weapons
Of Kinel‐Dofa, fast and uneven,”




are set forth in a preceding note. This was the fastest ground in the county of Roscommon, “an aggregate of many and great bogs,” says the worthy Father Keogh, (author of the “Irish Herbal,” whose classical education betrays itself in his great partiality for words compounded of inter), “intercepted between the mountain (of Slieve‐Bawn) and the Shannon, interspersed here and there with some little islands of profitable land, interrupted one from the other by interpositions of the said bogs;” and here, at a place now called Kilbarry (Berach’s Church), in the parish of Tarmonbarry, near the river, still stand the ruins of Cluain Coripthe. “The ruins yet remaining,” says Mr. O’Donovan, “which are very interesting to the architectural antiquary, will be described in the second volume of Mr. Petrie’s work on Ancient Irish Ecclesiastical Architecture, and need not be described here; but it may be necessary to remark, that their situation, near the brink of the Shannon, in the wilderness of Kinel‐Dofa, is enough to show that they occupy the very situation ascribed to Cluain Coirpthe by the old writers,” and refers to a letter describing the ruins, written by himself from Strokestown, in 1837, and now preserved in the Ordnance Survey Office, at Mountjoy, in the Phœnix Park. We suppose, after such an indication of the spot on which a new archæo‐geo‐logical larceny can be committed, we shall speedily have some literary forestaller coming out with plans sections and elevations of “St. Berach’s in the Desert.”


Passing by “Contae Reagh, (Wexford, now more generally called Contæ Galda, or the Anglicised county), Caitherloch, (Quadruple‐Loch, Carlow), and Disart‐Diarmada, Tristle‐ (or Castle) Dermot, we come to the disaster of poor Risdart Mag Raghnaill, which the worthy Mageoghegan, in his version of the “Annals of Clonmacnois,” describes in this pathetic language: “a.d. 1405, Richard Magranell, chieftain of Moyntyrolas, died at Christmas, by taking a surfeit of aqua vitæ. Mine author sayeth that it was not aqua vitæ to him, but aqua mortis.” “This,” observes Mr. O’Donovan, “is the first notice of uisge beatha aqua vitæ, usquebaugh, or whiskey, in the Irish Annals,” and so goes to cite the testimony of Fynes Morrison to the excellence of that liquor, as brewed in Ireland, in his day.


The reader may see, from the selection we have made, exhibiting, as it does, examples of most of the usual reproaches made against the Irish Annals, that is to say, of being concerned about rapines, murders, plunders, and excesses—that we have not been particular to select one page more than another; but, so far as regards the mishap of the Lord of Muintir‐Eolas, we are bound in fairness to



remark, that it is the only incident of the kind we have observed (and, probably, is the only one to be found) in the whole of these annals. Other topics of regret and of reproach are, unhappily, too frequent. Rapine succeeds murder—and murder rapine, in a monotonous and frightful continuousness. The chief charm, and almost all the variety, are to be found in the notes. We have spoken of the wonderful skill in fixing places shewn by Mr. O’Donovan. His ability in identifying families is no less extraordinary. Those who have read the remarkable papers in the “Irish Penny Journal,” in which he has stripped so many would‐be Saxon and Anglo‐Norman families of their sycophantic pretensions, and shewn them to be the merest Irish of the Irish—for, they who stooped to change their names, were generally plebeians—will be prepared for the information of this sort, scattered up and down, almost every other page. We greatly desire thať Mr. O’Donovan would re‐collect those scattered essays, and give us a general treatise on Irish surnames, native, and Anglicised. The sooner all classes forget that they belong to any other soil, the better; and we know of no means more likely to reconcile them to their lots and duties, than this of showing them the vanity of their pretensions to look for an origin elsewhere. We will dwell no further on this subject, at present, than to cite a part of the third note with which Mr. O’Donovan illustrates the first page of his text. The text chronicles the death of Giolla‐Aedha O’Muidhin, bishop of Cork.



“Giolla‐Aedha, i. e., servant of St. Aodb, or Aidus. The word Giolla occurs so frequently, as the first part of the names of men, that I shall explain it here, once for all, on the authority of Colgan. Giolla, especially, among the ancients, signified a youth, but now generally a servant; and hence it happened that families who were devoted to certain saints, took care to call their sons after them, prefixing the word Giolla, intimating that they were to be the servants or devotees of those saints. Shortly after the introduction of Christianity, we meet many names of men formed by prefixing the word Giolla to the names of the celebrated saints of the first age of the Irish Church, as Giolla‐Ailbhe, Giolla‐Phatraig, Giolla‐Chiarain, which mean servant of St. Ailbhe, servant of St. Patrick, servant of St. Kieran. And it will be found that there were very few saints of celebrity, from whose names those of men were not formed by the prefixing of Giolla, as Giolla Ailbhe, Giolla‐Aodha, Giolla‐Aodhain, Giolla‐Breanainn, Giolla‐Bhrighde, Giollo‐ChaomainGiolla‐Chaomain, Giolla‐Chainnigh, Giolla‐Dachaisse, Giolla‐Chaoimhgin, Giolla‐Chiarainn, Giolla Dacholmain, Giolla‐Choluim, Giolla‐Chomain, Giolla Chomghaill, Giolla‐Dombangairt, Giolla‐Finnein, Giolla‐Fionnain, Giolla Mochua, Giolla‐Molaisse, Giolla‐Moninne, Giolla‐Phatruig, &c., &c.


“This word was not only prefixed to the names of saints, but also to the name of God, Christ, the Trinity, the Virgin Mary: and some were named from saints in general, as well as from the angels in general, as Giolla‐na‐naomh, i. e., the servant of the saints; Giolla‐na‐naingeal, i. e., the servant of the angels; Giolla‐De, the servant of God; and Giolla‐an‐Choimhdhe, i. e., the servant of the Lord; Giolla‐na‐Trionoide, the servant of the Trinity; Giolla‐Chriost, the servant of Christ; Giolla‐Iosa, the servant of Jesus; Giolla‐Muire, the servant of Mary. These names were latinized by some writers in modern times, Marianus, Christianus, Patricianus, Brigidanus, &c., &c. But when an adjective, signifying a colour, or quality of the mind or body, is postfixed to Giolla, then it has its ancient signification, namely, a youth, a boy, or a man in his bloom, as Giolla‐dubh, i. e. the black, or black‐haired youth; Giolla‐riabhach, the swarthy youth; Giolla‐ruadh, i. e., the red‐haired youth; Giolla‐buidhe, the yellow youth; Giolla‐odhar, Giolla‐Maol, &c., &c.”




Mr. O’Donovan is quite sensible of the puerility and pettiness of many of the entries which he has to elucidate; and he takes no pains to conceal that impression. Coming, at the year 1185, to the notice of Philip of Worcester, of whom the Four Masters merely state, that he “remained at Armagh, with his Englishmen, during six days and six nights, in the middle of Lent;” he cites Cox’s more enlarged account of the proceedings of that disreputable justiciary, who, with Hugh Finch, a man of ill‐report, having come to Down, “loaden with curses and extortions,” had his house burned, and the horses in his stable burned also, by reason of a certain brewing‐pan, which Finch had carried off from the poor priests of Armagh—“and Philip had a severe fit of the gripes, like to



cost him his life; both which punishments (they say), [says Cox], were miraculously inflicted on them for that sacrilege.” Commenting on this poor story, so unworthy as it is of the general merits of the Hibernia Anglicana, Mr. O’Donovan observes: “It looks very strange, that the Irish annalists should have passed over the transaction in silence, it being just the sort of subject they generally comment on;” having, doubtless, prominently before his mind, in making that reflection, the story told by the Four Masters of the brass pan carried off by Owen, the son of the abbot, and the English of Meath, from Clonimorris, in Geashil, in the King’s county, in a.d. 1406, when Calvach O’Connor, flinging a stone at the thief who was carrying off the caldron, and hitting the pan itself, made it emit “such a noise and sound, as struck a sudden terror and panic into the plunderers, so that they instantly took to flight;” “and, of their men and kearne,” as the quaint Mageoghegan has it, “they lost no less than three hundred persons, between that place and Clonanice, in Krigh‐na‐Kedagh, in Affalie—and, besides the loss of their men, they also lost one of the relicks of St. Patrick, which before remained at Elfynn, until it was lost by them that day, which was compted to be the chiefest relick of all Connaught.” This relique, it seems, was called the Buacach‐Patraig, and Mr. O’Donovan querys whether it be not a form of buac, or cap, viz., his conical cap, or mitre.


Mr. O’Donovan is also quite sensible of the many and great defects, in point of taste and composition, which blemish the text of the O’Clerys. The bardic practice of stringing together long epithets in alliterative, rather than in logical order, is often resorted to; and the translator, whose sense of honesty will not permit him to pass off his original for anything else than what it really is, has frequently to complain of the hardship of having to deal with such forms of expression as, “they proceeded to kill, destroy, and exterminate”—“to hack, hew, mangle, and cut to pieces,” &c., &c., and observes that, “even in their more simple and unimpassioned narratives there is usually a double expression, as ‘plundered and preyed,’ ‘battered and broke,’ ‘banished and expelled,’ and so forth.” Nevertheless, the forms of expression employed by the annalists are often poetical and impressive, and their modes of narration, with all their want of exactness, are picturesque and pathetic. Mr. O’Donovan’s own style contrasts very remarkably with the florid phraseology of the text, being exact to the extent of severity, and rigidly kept clear of ornament of all kinds.


Some readers will probably begin to experience impatience at our having, so far, made no essay towards placing in their hands the general thread of the narrative of these annalists. We must excuse ourselves to those who expect that kind of exposition of Irish affairs either from the annalists, or from the annalists’ commentators. As we have already said, the text is a dry, local, and particular enumeration of facts, for the most part relative to events in families, and without any attempt at concatenation, or historical sequence. Such is its general character down to the fifteenth or sixteenth centuries; in this latter period, the chief historical interest is gathered round Hugh Roe O’Donnell, a relative of the writers’, and whose exploits had already been celebrated by one of them, Cucogry, in a separate work; but, throughout the rest of the performance, with the exception of some points of interest to the constitutional historian, which we reserve for another notice, it is mainly to Mr. O’Donovan’s notes that the reader, who is not a dry local or family historian, or genealogist, must look for really interesting, philosophic, and picturesque matter.


We have dwelt so long on the drier class of subjects, that we are now well pleased to relax a little, and invite our young poets to accompany us through the notes, to find what we may of picturesque or poetic material. And, indeed, the notes furnish abundant matters of this kind for both poet and romance‐writer, We have nowhere read of an attendant sprite who gives so grand a warning before the death of one of the chieftain’s family, as Donn Maguire, in his life‐time a puissant warrior and patron of the bards, and whose spirit now “is believed to haunt the mountain of Benn Eachlabhra, near Swanlinbar, where he forebodes the approaching death of the head of the Maguires, by throwing down a huge mass of the rocky face of the mountain.”



Ivor, one of the progenitors of the O’Donovans, is firmly believed to remain “enchanted in a lake called Loch Clocher, near his castle in the townland of Listarkin, in the parish of Moyross, in Cork, where his magical ship is seen, once in every seventh year, with all her courses set, and colours flying, majestically floating on the surface of the lake.” The last authentic appearance of Ivor’s vessel, testified, says the compiler of the pedigree of the O’Donovans, on oath, took place in 1778. But a much more renowned necromancer and mariner was Manannan, the tutelary sprite of the Manx‐men, whose castle, it seems, is situated under the tuns, or land‐swell of Magilligan; and here he also may be seen, at septennial periods, navigating his enchanted vessel in the midst of the breakers, of the entrance to Loch Foyle. Garrett, earl of Desmond, pays a like periodical visit to Loch Gur, in Limerick, not however on shipboard, but, like O’Donohoe of Killarney, on horseback. This Garrett, in his life‐time, was “a nobleman of wonderful bountie, mirth, cheerfulness in conversation, charitable in his deeds, easy of access, a wittie and ingenious composer of poetrie, a learned and profound chronicler; and, in fine, one of the English nobility that had Irish learning, and the professors thereof, in greatest reverence, of all the English of Ireland.” Honouring the bards and seanachies, in his life‐time, they have given him this species of immortality in return. The purchase of such honours, however, was sometimes costly enough. Besides the bestowal of cups, and other presents, and the entertainment of those gentry, with their retainers, the aspirant after a good name in their poems had to bear with frequent fits of anger and petulance to which bards have always been prescriptively subject. They were fully as jealous of their professional immunities as the clergy, and, like them, when assailed, they fulminated invectives which were almost as much to be dreaded as excommunication. A man would shrivel, and wither, or lose his senses, and go raving mad, from the poetic satire, just as he would meet with these or any like disasters, after profaning the staff of Patrick, or the bell of Columbkille, or otherwise provoking the wrath of the church. To this rule, however, there was the exception of any one having power enough to compel the privileged person to submit to the secular arm, and beg pardon. Such was the result of the famous quarrel between the poet Murray O’Daly, of Lissadill, in Sligo, and O’Donnell, in a.d. 1213. Finn O’Brallaghan, O’Donnell’s steward, coming into that country to collect his lord’s tribute, went to the house of O’Daly, where (being a plebeian) he misconducted himself, by offering some rudeness to the poet. O’Daly, thereupon, took a very sharp axe, and rebuked him by such a blow as killed him on the spot; and then, to avoid the anger of O’Donnell, fled into Clanrickard, and put himself under the protection of Richard de Burgho, the son of William Conquer himself, to whom he addressed a poem suitable to the occasion. A copy remains in the Royal Irish Academy. He begins by flattering Rickard’s national vanity—states that he himself was of Meath extraction; that he was wont to frequent the courts of the English, and to drink wine from the hands of kings and knights, bishops and abbots; that he now tied to one who, with his mail‐clad warriors, was able to afford him protection against the unjust wrath of the king of Derry, who pursued him with his vengeance, without any reasonable cause; for that all his fault was having killed, as he justly might, a plebeian, who had had the audacity to affront one of his sacred profession. Then, after much extravagant laudation of Rickard, for his prowess and possessions, he tells him that “whatever deeds of valour any one may have achieved, he cannot be truly renowned without protecting the venerable and the feeble; and that he now has an opportunity of making himself illustrious by protecting O’Daly, a poet whose verses command attention, and who throws himself on his generosity.” The son of Fitz‐Adelm* would, probably, have been well enough content to purchase renown from so able a master of the art of panegyric, by affording him the protection he required; but, when O’Donnell made his appearance with an army on the borders of Clanrickard, threatening Athenry with fire and sword, if the fugitive received another night’s shelter, Rickard was fain to give up that prospect of becoming renowned in song, and made his submission, having first sent O’Daly



to seek refuge in Thomond. We give the remainder of the adventure in the words of the O’Clerys:—



“O’Donnell pursued him, and proceeded to plunder and ravage that country also, until Donough Cairbreach O’Brien sent Murray away to the people of Limerick. O’Donnell followed him to the gate of Limerick, and, pitching his camp at Monydonnell (which is named from him), laid siege to that town; upon which the people of Limerick, at O’Donnell’s command, expelled Murray, who found no asylum anywhere, but was sent from hand to hand, until he arrived in Dublin.


“O’Donnell returned home on this occasion, having first traversed and completed the visitation of all Connaught. He mustered another army without much delay, in the same year, and, marching to Dublin, compelled the people of Dublin to banish Murray into Scotland; and here he remained until he composed three poems in praise of O’Donnell, imploring peace and forgiveness from him. The third of these poems is the one beginning, ‘Oh, Donnell, kind hand for (granting] peace,’ &c. He obtained peace for his panegyrics, and O’Donnell afterwards received him into his friendship, and gave him lands and possessions, as was pleasing to him.”




This it is, to be great and powerful, like O’Donnell, king of Derry. The O’Haras, however, who had not power to pursue Tiege Dall O’Higgins from end to end of the country in this manner, and who resorted to the coarse retaliation of cutting out his tongue for some lampoon which he had launched against them, not only got no satisfaction in the way of palinode, but suffered acutely in mind, body, and worldly prosperity, from the subsequent taunts of their victim; who, though blind and tongueless, had learned to write (a circumstance which the O’Haras appear to have overlooked), and did not spare them with his pen.5


Tiege Dall was one of a family of hereditary satirists, quite renowned for the miraculous bitterness of their lampoons. Sir John Stanley, in 1464,*



in an incursion into Westmeath, having taken a prey of cows from them, Niall MacHugh O’Higgins gave him such an airing, in the poetic vein, that he died in five weeks after, of the venom (say the Four Masters) of Niall’s verses. “This,” add they, “was the second poetical miracle performed by this Niall O’Higgin; the first being the discomfiture of the Clan‐Conway, the same night they plundered Niall at Cladann, and the second the death of Sir John Stanley.”


Mr. Hardiman, in his learned notes to the Statute of Kilkenny, has collected a number of instances, showing the prevalence of the belief in the blighting powers of the old Irish rhymers, “who will not stick to affirm,” saith Reginold Scott, in his Discoverie of Witchcraft, “that they can rime either man or beast to death.” “On this subject,” says Mr. Hardiman, after citing a case from the Book of Ballimote, of certain filea, who being affronted by the people of Leinster, blighted all the corn and grass of that province for an entire year,—



“There is extant a singular poem, addressed, in the sixteenth century, to the O’Briens of Thomond, by the Irish bard of that territory, Tiege MacDaire, in which he states, that he has a deadly weapon—a poisonous satire—to cast, which would cause shortness of life, and against which neither the solitudes of valleys, the density of woods, nor the strength of castles, would protect his enemies. He then adduces examples from Irish history, of the destruction caused by the satires of ancient bards, amongst which he enumerates the satire composed by Criuthmbheal; the satirist for [against] Breas MacElathan; the one composed by Neidh, for Caicher, king of Connaught, which at first, by supernatural means, disfigured his face, and finally caused his death; and the one composed by Dallan Forguill, which wounded and withered King Aodh Mac Ainmire. The bard then warns O’Brien not to force him to fling this ominous weapon at him—a weapon which, from its miraculous nature, would extinguish all his good deeds, raise a disgraceful blush on his cheek, check his prosperity, and shorten his life.”




Descending to more modern instances, Mr. O’Donovan (to whom Mr. Hardiman acknowledges himself obliged for the above information) states that the bitterest composition of this kind which he has met with, “is the one composed for the celebrated Dr. Whaley of Dublin, astrologer and almanac‐maker, about the year 1691, by Ferdoragh O’Daly, whose brother the doctor is said to have caused to be prosecuted and hanged.” O’Daly, it seems, attacks the doctor for his devilish dealings with the moon and stars, whereby he had, with his basilisk eyes, destroyed the benign influence of these luminaries, insomuch that the crops and foliage of the earth had been withered, the birds had forgotten their songs, and the young of animals were destroyed in utero.



“He then begins,” says Mr. O’Donovan, “to wither this astrologer with imprecations; calls on various diseases of a violent nature to attack him; and calls down upon him the curses of God, the angels, the saints, and of all good men. Dr. Whaley, however,” he proceeds to remark, “does not appear to have melted before this aoir of O’Daly, for he lived to a great age, and composed more effectual lampoons against the Irish than the bards, who were then certainly not in the zenith of their power, had composed against him. His almanacs throw much light on the history of the ferocious times in which he lived.”




Taking leave of these pestilent fellows and their lampoons, we would desire, before concluding this portion of our notice of Mr. O’Donovan’s work (for it is a subject to which we must return, at least once again), to say something on the uses and abuses of material of the kind we have just been citing, in the promotion of modern art and literature. And first, with regard to matters of art, we are satisfied that as yet the accumulation of material is by no means sufficient to enable either the painter or the sculptor to treat subjects taken from these times successfully. Those who have knowledge enough of events to have such subjects in contemplation, are generally men of a genius far too proud and fastidious, to undertake anything which they are unable to treat rightly and completely in all its details. But, what men of this class shrink from, others of a lower caste of genius attempt, and, in attempting, vulgarize. Mr. MacClise is open to this censure. He ought not



to have attempted the illustration of Moore’s historic or national melodies. The costumes of the Niebelungen Lay are not suitable to these subjects. Ossian himself, so dressed and accoutered, suffers disparagement in propriety and dignity. The St. Patrick of the sign‐boards ought to have no place on the canvas of artists who would preserve the higher associations of their country’s history. Before the men really capable of undertaking these subjects, can be satisfied of the security of the new ground they have to enter on, learning must still advance much farther in one of its slowest and most cautious processes. It is in the museum of the Academy the first outlines of our future great pictures of Irish subjects will have to be drawn; and till we know what the objects there really are—and as yet we are ignorant of the uses of some of the most conspicuous of them—we must be satisfied to deal with Druidic and Eamanian times in the drier way of scholastic investigation, and avoid, in the mean time, the encouragement of rash and incompetent illustrators.


We cannot help remarking, in connexion with this subject, a singular evidence of the mistakes which the Irish of the present day are apt to make in their picturesque revivals of ancient times. From several notices in the Annals, it appears almost certain that the colours of Strongbow and his associates were green. Our readers will recollect that, as the central Continental nations call strangers from their respective surrounding territories “Welsh,” so the Irish apply the term “Gall” (probably another form of the same word) to foreigners in general; but discriminate between the foreigners of different countries by descriptive adjectives annexed. Thus they call the Danes, “Dubh‐Galls,” or black foreigners; the Normans, “Finn‐Galls,” or white foreigners; and, in like manner, in the time of Strongbow, they called the Anglo‐Norman invaders, “Glass‐Galls,” or green foreigners, on account, as it would seem, of the prevailing colour of their costume.


Next to the painter, the romance‐writer most requires the help of these adjuncts to give vividness and character to his story, though with a power to use or to dispense with them more at his convenience; yet even he, we think, must still find himself in a strange country, embarrassed and ineffective, as often as he travels back in search of adventure behind the seventeenth century. Beyond that point he also, we think, must still be satisfied to attend the slow progress of the antiquary. But the poet has a privilege above all others. His materials are pre‐eminently the face of nature and the emotions of the human heart; and he can present these at any point of time backward, with less of the apparatus of costume and manners, than any other realizer of ideal scenes to the imagination. For him there is abundant material, from century to century, back as far as tradition reaches; and capable, every particle of it, to be turned to the loftiest national purposes, so as it be only taken up in a generous spirit, passed through the fire of a free genius, and enunciated with frankness and simplicity; but if ever there were subjects which will not bear affectation or mannerism, they are these hints and fragments from a rude but sincere antiquity. In dealing with them, our young poets must recollect that the language which they use is English, and that the introduction of Irish phrases into their compositions, is as anomalous as if English refrains were introduced into the songs of France. It is not by uncouth names, either of persons or places, that the Irish sentiment is to be caught, or the Irish mode of thought or feeling imparted: true poetry is best expressed by the least conventional language; and new forms of expression ought never to be sought for, unless when they suggest new ideas, or stir the feelings by new modes of approach. We would, therefore, seek to draw our young writers, on whom so much depends, away from some of the more prevalent mannerisms of their school, and invite them back to the use of material of this kind in more classic modes of composition.


Commending these collections, then, on the one hand, to our scholars and historians, as examples and incitements to further accumulations; and, on the other, to our young poets, as mines of rough but precious intellectual ore, we postpone, for another occasion, the remarks we purpose to make on many other subjects of great interest here treated of by the O’Clerys and their commentator.



1 “The Annals of Ireland, from the original of the Four Masters, consisting of the Irish Text and an English Translation, with copious explanatory Notes.” By John O’Donovan, Esq., M.R.I.A, 3 Vols. 4to. Dublin: Hodges and Smith. 1848.



2 We well remember the characteristic reason assigned to us by the late John Rourke, of Jamestown, for disbelieving this story. “It never was the nature of any of my race,” said he, “to turn pale with anger; for, when an O’Rorke’s blood is up, you may see it in his face.” He spoke, as the critics say of Hecuba, praising dead Hector, Φιλοςοργω̃ς—



——“For he slew not him
Skulking, but standing boldly for the wives,
The daughters fair, and citizens of Troy.”





3 That is to say, Jurenis sine visceribus, or Gilly Slimbelly, whence Mr. O’Donovan’s comparison of him to a greyhound.



4 We can readily make allowance for something of a local predilection in the writings of a clergyman of a diocese which has been presided over by so many eminent and renowned persons. Not to speak of early times, we have had, in later days, Bishop Jeremy Taylor, Bishop Percy (the father of the taste for ancient ballad poetry—indeed for romantic poetry at large), Bishop Hutchinson, the author of that admirable and delightful “Defence of the Ancient Historians,” and lately the accomplished Bishop Mant, occupying, and the last we hope long to occupy, the same episcopal chair. It is but the other day we read a poem of the last‐named prelate, in Latin and English, of the most exquisite scholastic elegance, and the highest poetic and religious beauty. We speak of “The Sun‐dial of Armoy.” We are not surprised, indeed, that Mr. Reeves should feel a pride in belonging to such a diocese, and associating with it as many exalted recollections as in his power.



5 The reader may judge how sensitive were these objects of Tiege’s scurrilous fury, from some passages from the lampoon itself:—




“There came to my door
Six rogues in a row;
A beggarly corps,
As I purpose to show.



* * * *



“I’ve sharpened a dart,
I will not conceal it;
And though I should smart,
The rascals shall feel it.




“Satire so wrought for
Is justified war;
Satire they’ve sought for,
And here the rogues are.




“The first, though a sot,
Was the best of the pack;
Yet, God knows, a groat
Was worth all on his back.



* * * *



“The rogue in the rank,
Who marched next in the van,
A marvellous, lank,
Mean, little, old man.




“I marked where he stood;
He was blear‐eyed and bent:
&c., &c.




“The third had an axe—
The like never man saw;
’Twas soft as bee’s‐wax,
And hacked like a hand‐saw,




“O Lord! what a sight
To see the lean shaver
Stand forward to fight
With his pot‐metal cleaver!



[This must have enraged O’Hara of
the Battle‐axe not a little.]




“The next one displayed
(He limped with a swagger)
An old maiden blade
And a true virgin dagger.




“With rascal the fourth
His comrade came wriggling;
His shirt might be worth
Three half‐pence with higgling;




“But his cloak was so shabby
’Twould scarce pawn for nothing:
The poor, squalid, scabby
Rogue, filled me with loathing.




“But real black joke
Was the last of the gang;
His ugliness spoke,
And each feature said ‘hang.’”
&c., &c.














THE ANNALS OF THE FOUR MASTERS.

SECOND ARTICLE.


We have already warned our readers that they are not to expect either from these annals a consecutive history, or from our notices any draft or skeleton of a general history to be deduced from them. The general history of Ireland, for the last six hundred years, expresses itself sufficiently in two words “disunion—weakness.” These annals, and other works of the same kind, teaching us to know one another, appear, under God, the chief available instruments of laying grounds for altering that state of things. So long as the populace are set against the gentry, and the gentry, attaching themselves to external associations, refuse to know their own country and its people, that state of things must continue; for no power of laws or government ever will or can make the people of Ireland other than Irish; and the more the minds of the upper classes are withdrawn, and fixed on external attachments, the wider and deeper must be the chasm separating those who ought to be united, and the more deplorable and humiliating the weakness inseparable from that division. And, in returning to the position whence they ought never to have departed, our gentry have to make no retrograde movement in civilization. Their grandfathers, better Irishmen, were also better scholars, and more polished men. Base caricaturists have made money, and gained a kind of spurious reputation, by defaming them; reckless humorists have recommended themselves to the scornful laughter of English readers, by exaggerating their peculiarities, and drawing ludicrous pictures of the state of society which prevailed among them; but men who judge them by the legitimate evidences of their acts and monuments—by their mansion‐houses, their libraries, their collections of painting and sculpture—by the works written by them, and published amongst them, and for them—and by the testimony of contemporary competent judges, know, for a fact, that society has not advanced in Ireland—that the spurious civilization of little economists and quibbling logicians is not an improvement on the solid and elegant acquirements, and constitutional and legal learning of the Irish noblemen and gentlemen of the last century. It would be well now for the Irish of all classes if they knew that constitution better. If they understood it, and one another, they would never want means of asserting whatever rights they possess in any emergency; but it is one of the principal matters of observation on these annals, that the native Irish never seem to have discovered the strength, or usefulness, or applicability of the instruments put into their hands by the Anglo‐Irish constitution; and, even at this day, a want of similar knowledge among those who ought to be the guides and guardians of the people, has left unused an occasion which wise and brave men might have converted into one of the noblest opportunities ever offered to the nobility and gentry of an ancient kingdom to use their lawful power for the common good. We allude to the great meeting of peers and commoners, convened in January, 1847, by the Reproductive Employment Committee, when, without knowing it, there assembled here a body, known to the constitution, and able, if that constitution be the immortal thing we suppose it, with the Queen’s consent, to make ordinances binding on the executive and subjects of Ireland. That meeting, in fact, comprised all the materials of the Magnum Concilium of Ireland—a body quite distinct from the Commune Concilium, or Parliament—a body inherent in the constitution from its commencement,



long recognised by the law, and, although for a long series of years fallen into disuse, in no way abrogated or touched by any act, either of the Irish or of the imperial legislature. It may, perhaps, account for the sudden abandonment of the Irish Record Commission, that the rolls of the ordinances of the Great Councils still remain in the same depository with the rolls of the statutes of Parliament. The only difference in form between them is, that the phraseology employed in the acts of the one is “Constitutum, ordinatum, stabilitum et concessum,” to which, in the acts of the other, “inactatum et statutum” are superadded; but the legislative force of both, having the assent of the crown, was the same, even to the extent of imposing taxes. The rolls are extant. The separate existence of the Great Council appears by the Ordinatio pro Statu Hiberniæ, by the Modus Tenendi Parliamenta, by its own rolls, and by innumerable references to the powers of the Council as an independent body in acts of parliament. But these acts, although transcribed, rest unpublished; and Doctor Mason’s learned tract on the antiquity and constitution of our parliaments,1 from which these startling facts appear, although printed so far back as 1820, has never, so far as we are aware, been obtainable at the booksellers. It cannot injure that learned and patriotic gentleman now to make use of a copy of his essay, which lies before us. And, first, we shall borrow some words from his preface, which, if they were judicious and apposite eight‐and‐twenty years ago, have not lost any of their just claim on our attention, after the abandonment of the undertaking they refer to:—



“I cannot conclude,” says Mr. Mason, “without pointing out to the public, and particularly to the professors of the law, the vast importance of having the state and contents of our records more amply and generally understood than they are. The perusal of this tract will surely create much surprise, when it demonstrates that there are statutes whose contents afford lights in every part of history, and even in modern legal controversy, hundreds of which are utterly unknown to the community, and have never been examined for publication, until the establishment of the board under which they are now preparing for the press.”




We shall next give Mr. Mason’s exposition of the constitution and functions of the Great Councils, as distinguished from the Common Councils, or parliaments of Ireland:—



“Lord Coke, in speaking of the assemblies called councils, expresses himself thus:—‘The King hath four councells; the first is, Commune Concilium, which is this councell (the parliament); secondly, Magnum Concilium, which is the councell of his lords; thirdly, the Privie Councell, for matters of estate; fourthly, the judges of his law.’ This description of Magnum Concilium is one which by no means applies to the great councils of Ireland; for these bodies approached much nearer to the character of a parliament than the above allows of, although they differed from that assembly in various respects. The Magnum Concilium was composed of some of the representatives of the people, as well as of the lords of the realm; and the following clause in the Ordinatio pro Statu Hiberniæ, serves to throw some light on its peculiar nature:—‘Item. Volumus, &c., quod nostra et ipsius terre “negocia,” &c., in consiliis, per peritos consiliarios nostros ac prelatos et magnates et quosdam de discretioribus et probioribus hominibus de partibus vicinis, ubi ipsa consilia teneri contigerit, propter hoc evocandos; in parliamento, vero, per ipsos consiliarios nostros ac prelatos ac proceres, aliosque de terrâ predictâ, prout mos exigit.’ From hence it appears that the great councils were assemblies convened upon more urgent occasions, to transact public business; and I have reason to think that they were distinguished from parliament by these particulars alone, that they might be called together without parlicularparticular writ from the King, and sometimes consisted of a more confined representation; but they had power to make grants of money, and to perform all the other duties of a parliament.


“The right of the peers to attend, whether summoned or not, appears from several documents. I shall quote but two. The stat. 8 Ed. IV. c. 72, states the letters patent by which Robert Bold was made Baron of Ratoath; and, as such, ‘Baronem omnium et singul. parliam.



et magnorum consil. in terrâ nostrâ prædictâ.’ And, again, the 38 Hen. VI. c. 30, recites that Lord Gormanstown and his ancestors have been, since the time of Richard Jaditz Roy, ‘Barons del parlement de la dit terre, et avoient lour lieux en parlement et grauntez counseils tenuz en le mesme,’ &c. That the commons who were summoned were sometimes representatives only of the neighbourhood, is clear from the ‘Ordinatio’ above quoted; and the extract contained in the note will prove such to have been the practice. As the entire entry is a curious elucidation of the times, I shall quote it at length:—


“‘On a Plea Roll in Birm. Tow. of 27 Ed. I. No. 26, p. 2, the taking in replevin is thus justified:—“Quod cum exorta fuisset magna guerra in partibus ejus, &c., et id. Theob. accessissit ad J. Wogan, cap. justic. Hib. et peteret ab eo consilium, &c., præd. justic. injunxit ei quod adiret partes illas, et congregaret magnates et alios probos et legales homines parcium illarum, et de consilio eorum provideret remedium, &c., et congregatis,&c., de communi consilio eorum ordinatum fuit, quod levarentur duo solidi de qualibet carrecatu terre parcium illarum, ad predictos inimicos debellandos,” &c. The entry throughout refers to Meath. At the end is the verdict, thus—“Dicunt quod non fuit concessum, &c., ad levandum de qualibet caruc. terre duos sol. &c., sed tantummodo per illos qui fuerunt proximiores marchie ibid.” It adds, “Et jur. requisiti, si fuisset ad commodum tocius patrie, quod predicta pecunia taliter levaretur, ad resistenciam faciend. ibid. contra felones, &c., dicunt, quod sic.” See also in the Hibernia, by Wm. Monck Mason, Esq. P.I., page 126, a remarkable instance, recited at large, of a great council summoned to meet at Cork, upon the sudden death of the governor, a.d. 1380, to supply his place.’


“There are instances of the general representation of the land being present at the great councils, a circumstance which has tended greatly to confound them with parliament: such were those of the 29 Hen. VI., 33 Hen. VI., and 1 Ed. IV., as appears from the rolls of their enactments, which are still existing; and such were the commons of a great council, recited in Rot. pat. 9 Hen. VI. No. 8, as having been convened at Dublin, in September, 9 Hen. VI. And it would seem that the great councils summoned to meet at Dublin, were assemblies brought together upon urgent occasions, and without a commission, but consisting of a general representation; whilst those which were called to meet in distant counties consisted, perhaps, of a representation merely local.


“An inspection of the rolls will demonstrate that the great council exercised all the powers of a parliament. The documents before alluded to prove, that even the merely local possessed the great privilege of parliamentary legislation—I mean the granting of money.


“It will not be contended, that parliaments and great councils are but different names for the same assembly. The words of the following document will put the contrary beyond doubt; the stat. 5 Ed. IV. c. 64, speaks of a great council and parliament as distinct, although similar, thus—‘Ordeine est que toutz actes, sibien par auctorité de parliament come par auctorité dascun graunt counseill faitz,’ &c. The words of the Ordinatio and of the Modus, are express to prove the same.”




Opportunities once lost rarely recur. We shall probably never again, during the existing state of our relations, witness the assemblage of another meeting qualified to claim the name or pretensions of a Great Irish Council. The Council of Three Hundred, which some of our politicians have lately proposed, if permitted to assemble, would be a representative democratic body, not a convention of aristocratic notables such as we have been describing. We fear, besides, the Irish nobles and gentry have lost the ability and vigour which fifteen months ago would have rendered their pretensions to represent the old Grand Council of Ireland constitutionally formidable.


The existence of these two distinct bodies may, possibly, explain a difficulty with which both Mr. O’Donovan and Mr. Hardiman are pressed, in trying to reconcile the accounts given by the annalists of the parliament held at Dublin, in 1585, with the rolls of that parliament published by the latter gentleman in his learned readings on the Statute of Kilkenny. The so‐called Statute of Kilkenny, we may here remark in passing, is not couched in statutory language: the operative words are, “ordained, agreed to, and established,” not “enacted,” as in the acts of regular parliaments. But there is no roll of the names of those who attended, from which to judge whether the commons assembled on that occasion came there as elected representatives, or in their individual capacity as notables attending on their own behalf. There is, however, such a list of the



parliament of 1585, which the curious reader may consult in Mr. Hardiman’s Appendix to the Statute of Kilkenny,2 at page 139, published from the original, still preserved in the Rolls‐office of Chancery; and of the authenticity and accuracy of which document there cannot be the least doubt.


Now, it is very singular—and this is the discrepancy which these learned writers have found so hard to reconcile—that the list of names here given differs almost in omnibus from the list of the native noblemen and gentlemen of distinction recorded by the Four Masters, as having attended that parliament in obedience to the royal proclamation. Mr. Hardiman says, referring to the official list—“I have been induced to insert this document, which has never before been printed, among other reasons, to correct an error into which some have fallen, by supposing that the native lords and chieftains, mentioned by the Four Masters as having attended the parliament of a.d. 1585, did so as members thereof.” Certainly, Mr. Plowden was in error, when, on the authority of the entry by the Four Masters, he asserted that Feagh Mac Hugh O’Byrne “took his seat” in this parliament as representative of Glenmalure; and out of the long list of native lords and chieftains enumerated by the annalists, not more than three or four appear to have been members of either house. Mr. O’Donovan deals with the passage as if they had attended merely as lookers‐on; and it is by no means unlikely that such may have been the case, and that the annalists, knowing little of the legal nature or operation of parliamentary writs, may have set down members and visitors in one category; but there is still another discrepancy. The writs for Perrott’s parliament were returnable the 26th April. The summons to the lords and gentry recorded by the annalists “was issued to the men of Ireland, commanding their chiefs to assemble in Dublin precisely on May‐day; for (add the O’Clerys) the greater part of the people of Ireland were at this time obedient to their sovereign (Queen Elizabeth), and accordingly they all, at that summons, did meet in Dublin, face to face.” What then shall we say? Is this a parliament or a great council here recorded by the annalists—a Commune Concilium or a Magnum Concilium? A revived Irish Record Commission may yet possibly inform us. But whether a great or a common council of the realm, a revived Irish Record Commission would inform us that both were equally independent, and that their freedom did not depend in any way on the declaratory statutes of 1782, but on the known ancient law of the realm of Ireland, as it had been repeatedly declared by statutes unknown to Bolton and Mayart, as they were to Flood and Grattan, but which still remain of record, and transcribed for the printer, though still unpublished. Mr. Mason, however, has given portions of two statutes of the Irish parliament, of the 38th of Henry VI., extracted from this unpublished collection, which suffice, even without their context, to put the immemorial independence of the Irish legislature, whether in parliament or in grand council, beyond all doubt or question. The first is a statute, chapter eleven of that session, and declares that, “whereas not only the Dutchy of Normandy, but also the Dutchy of Guienne, when they were under the obedience of the realm of England, nevertheless being separate from the laws and statutes thereof, had their coin for themselves separate from the coin of the said realm of England, so in like manner the said land of Ireland, although it be under the obedience of the same realm, is nevertheless separate therefrom, and from all the laws and statutes thereof, excepting only such as are there (i. e., in Ireland) by the lords spiritual and temporal, and commons, of their proper liberty, freely advised and accepted in Parliament or in Grand Council.”


The second is chapter six of the same roll, and declares “that whereas the land of Ireland is, and at all times has been, corporate in itself, and the ancient laws and customs used in the same (have been) discharged of any special law of the realm of England, save only and solely such laws as by the lords spiritual and temporal and commons of the said land have been, either in Grand



Council or in Parliament there holden, admitted, accepted, affirmed, and proclaimed, according to many ancient statutes made in that behalf;” and proceeds, after further reciting, that the said land had always the privilege of a seal of the king, which alone it was to obey; and that it was never known that subjects so privileged were bound to obey the seal of any other land, so as to go out of their own land, it enacts that no one from thenceforth shall be called under any other seal than that of this land, to answer any appeal, &c., elsewhere; and that officers who come to execute such, or to put in force any command or proclamation in (or) any other thing contrary or prejudicial to the said ancient custom, privilege, and franchise, shall forfeit all his lands and goods in the said land, and one thousand marks.3


We pause with a peculiar interest on this muster‐roll recorded by the O’Clerys, of the native chiefs who attended this convention, whether parliament or great council, summoned by Sir John Perrott. It is the only entry of a similar kind to be found in the whole record. It is the only occasion on which the native historians of Ireland have admitted that the people of Ireland were obedient to their sovereign; satisfied, that is to say, with the law which had been put into their hands at the conquest, and content to quit the repellent and disuniting traditions of their Brehon’s chairs, for the theory and practice of the common law. With all its anomalies (and there is no code free from them), the common law of Ireland was, and is, at once a sword and a shield to its possessors, a perfect‐tempered weapon, an impregnable defence—a social machine, more powerful “to mould, to multiply, and to consolidate,” than any steam‐engine by land or sea. Armed with it, and united to demand the constitutional rights which it secures to all its possessors, there is no power in governments, in parliaments, or in the the crown, to deny or to diminish our perfect claim to participate in every social benefit that can be won for our state, by the industry, or by the valour of our citizens. It has been ours ever since the conquest—the birthright and inheritance of every subject born in Ireland. We insist on this the more, because we still hear, from time to time, the renewed expression of a misrepresentation formerly very general among those who desire to assert a supremacy in England over the other parts of the united kingdom, unknown to the constitution and contrary to law. We mean the assertion, that at the time of the introduction of the common law into Ireland, its benefits were only conferred on the English settlers, and on certain naturalized Irish families, designated as the quinque sanguines, to the exclusion of the rest of the Irish nation. Sir Harry Inglis is the last reviver of this injurious error. When the Committee of Fine Arts, charged with selecting subjects for the new House of Lords, lately yielded to our expostulations, and withdrew their proposed effigy of the Bishop of London, to make way for that of Henry de Londres, the hon. baronet protested against that act of historic justice, on the ground, amongst others, that the benefits of Magna Charta were not conferred on the Irish generally, but on the inhabitants



of the Pale, and on the few Irish specially admitted to participation in the rights of subjects. The representative of the learning of Oxford ought to have known that the English Pale had then no existence, and that the distinction of the quinque sanguines was never heard of till the time of Edward the Second. Henry de Londres, however, has got his niche, notwithstanding this ungracious and unlearned protest; and we perceive the Committee have not deemed it too Celtic to suggest, as a subject for the pencil of some of their artists, “King Brian Boru defeating the Danes at the Bridge of Clontarf;” with respect to which tardy recognition of our claims to participate in imperial grandeur, we shall merely remark, that there was no bridge at Clontarf at that time, and that we do not believe that any of the artists of this day know how to represent either the Irish or the Danes who contended in that battle.


The list of the chieftains enumerated by the O’Clerys as attending Perrott’s parliament, includes some well‐known names. “Thither went,” to use the language of the chroniclers, old Turlogh Luineach O’Neill, ill at ease in his English gown, and beseeching Perrott, ‘Pray thee, my lord, let my chaplain attend me in his Irish mantle: thus shall your English rabble be diverted from my uncouth figure, and laugh at him.’ With him came Hugh, then Baron of Dungannon, afterwards the great Earl of Tyrone, an accomplished courtier, equally at home in frize mantle and in satin doublet. From the same province came Hugh, the father of the famous Hugh Roe O’Donnell, then a wild youth, roaming the hills over Lough Swilly, where he was so soon after to be entrapped by the same Sir John Perrott. O’Sullivan Bear was one of those who attended from Munster, the proprietor of Dunboy, the same whose tragical death, in his duel with John Bathe at Madrid, is related in such elegant Latin by his cousin Philip. It would be tedious to enumerate the names of others less known; but we cannot overlook the singular fact, that one of the knights chosen to represent Clare in this parliament, or in the parliament of this year, was Boetius M‘Clancy, the hereditary Brehon of Thomond, and who afterwards served the office of high‐sheriff of the county Clare—“an office,” says Mr. O’Donovan, “for which he was very well qualified; and, according to the traditions of the country, murdered some Spaniards belonging to the great Armada, who were driven on that coast in 1518.” Boetius is the Latinized form of the Irish name Baoidhgalach, common among several western families, and which in English becomes Boyse and Bowes. It was hence the accomplished and splendid Denis Bowes Daly drew his second name. Between common law and Brehon law, in his legislative, judicial, and ministerial capacities, Bowes Clancy must have been a remarkable justice in his day. The traditions to his prejudice, we dare say, have a like origin with those told of the late Right Hon. Denis Browne, another active legislator, magistrate, and sheriff, on whose memory the country people avenge themselves, for a very stern exercise of the law, by many disadvantageous stories. Mr. O’Donovan seems to enjoy very much his antiquarian privilege of pointing out the representatives of those different native potentates. Who is the Clancy at this day does not appear; but he informs us that Mr. Bartholomew O’Shaughnessy, of Galway, is head at present of the O’Shaughnessys. This worthy “the,” we believe, is a barber. Another of the same illustrious “strips,” it seems, is Mr. Levey, of the Theatre Royal, “who is one of the descendants of Lieutenant‐Colonel William O’Shaughnessy, of 1648,” but who “has suppressed his father’s name, and retained that of his mother, contrary,” says John, “to the usage of most nations.”


We own we are at a loss to perceive the sequence by which these genealogical titles are transmitted. The O’Shaughnessy, in the time of the “thes,” was the best man of his clan elected out of a number all equally eligible. That a descent in tail‐male can be considered to preserve an elective title to respect, we cannot admit. If the O’Shaughnessys of the present day were called on to elect the best of their name, it does not follow that their choice would fall on the barber, any more than on the violinist. We suppose all of the name would be eligible, as they would all be entitled as tenants in common to the tribe‐lands of the



O’Shaughnessys (wherever they were) in case of a restoration of the forfeited estates, in which event they would discover that they had a great many cousins. Where the eldest representative of a chief still retains a considerable portion of the family estate, as in the case of O’Connor Don, Macgillicuddy of the Reeks, the the Knight of Glinn, or the Knight of Kerry, we can understand the old title running with the land; but where representatives are to be sought among barbers and fiddlers, this kind of feudal pretension becomes ridiculous. Mr. O’Loughlin, of Newtown, in Clare, “is the present senior representative” of O’Loughlin of Burren, “Sir Colman O’Loughlin represents a junior branch”—and, who was O’Loughlin of Burren himself? A representative, very possibly, of a junior branch of some former O’Loughlin, owing his temporary rank to the choice of his clan. We hope, when the choice of his countrymen falls on Sir Colman, it will be the choice of a family as wide as a county, and that the honors he inherits may long be transmitted through as worthy representatives of the junior branch of Burren. We are now among the Irish Council, who, it appears, are in some respect richer in Irish blood than even Perrott’s parliament; for, “none worthy of note are said to have gone to that parliament of the race of Laoiseach Lannmor (i. e., of the O’Mores), or of the race of Rossa Failge (i. e., of the O’Connors Faly), or of the descendants of Daire Barach (i. e., of the O’Gormans), or of the Kavanaghs, Byrnes, Tooles, O’Dunnes, or O’Dempseys.” Whereas some of these respectable septs have very able men of their name associated in the patriotic labours of the Baronet of Buren; and Colonel Dunne, one of the most active and useful members of that body, as he is also one of the most efficient Irish members in parliament, is admitted by O’Donovan himself to be the true O’Dunne. He is, says O’Donovan, Lieutenant‐Colonel Francis, son of General Edward, son of Francis, son of Edward, son of Terence, son of Barnaby, son of Brian, son of Tiege, son of Tiege, son of Leyny, son of Rory, son of Donogh, son of Amhalgaidh, at which last name we stop, as many of our readers will probably be unable to get over it—though, in truth, it is one of the smoothest names in Celtic nomenclature, and familiar enough in its euphonized spelling, as Awley. The O’Dunnes were a sept of considerable power and possessions in Iregan, their patrimonial territory, at the foot of Slieve‐Bloom mountains. From this locality one of their family Christian‐names is taken, Cu‐Blama, i. e., the greyhound of Slieve‐Bloom. The name Barnaby may strike the reader as out of place in so Celtic a pedigree; but this was an anglicisation of the true name, Brian Oge, which one of these chieftains was content to covenant never to use again—as he also covenanted not to take the name of the Fox, or of O’Dunne, on receiving his patent of the lands of Tinnehinch from King Charles the First. Now, times are altered, and his anglicised descendants will probably begin to use Brian as a family name again, rejecting Barnaby as less respectable. One of the descendants of an early O’Dunne, who married Margaret, daughter of the great Shane O’Neal, was Mr. Joseph Dunne, of Killowen, near Maryborough. “The editor often saw him in the year 1833, when he was about eighty‐nine years old. He was one of the largest men in Europe, and had been an officer in the French service in his youth.”


Unquestionably, the well‐bred Irish are generally men of great strength and stature—and even among the peasantry of the midland districts, the standard is above that of the same class in the neighbouring nations; but the populace of the towns are generally under‐sized—and there is a large district of the west of Ireland, about the sources, and beyond the upper arm of the Shannon, in which the peasantry appear to have been stunted by hardship, and insufficient food, for many generations. The countenances of these poor people have suffered as much degradation as their stature. Their necessities compel them periodically to visit England, to seek employment in reaping the harvests. There, we apprehend, they are regarded as the types of the race; and from their coarse mouths and jutting cheek‐bones, the great mass of our fellow‐subjects in England conceive their idea of the face of the Irishman.



But, as we have said, the well‐bred Irish are generally above the ordinary stature, and have comely enough features. Mr. O’Donovan, who is himself of the middle size, is the least in stature of his race; and, with a natural admiration for strength and bulk, takes frequent opportunities of noticing the personal advantages of those whose genealogies he records. The O’Dowdas of Tirera (Hy‐Fiachra), in Sligo, have long been remarkable for their great stature. David, or Dathi O’Dowda, who, in 1656, following the example of Barnaby Dunne, obtained a grant of portion of the old family estates, had a son, David, who was over seven feet high, an officer in the service of King James the Second, who was slain at the battle of the Boyne. The tradition of the great bulk and prowess of this O’Dowda still survived when Sir Richard Musgrave wrote his history of the Irish rebellions: “They have,” says he, “a burying‐place appropriated to them in the abbey of Moyne, where may be seen the gigantic bones of some of them, who have been very remarkable for their great stature, as one of them exceeded seven feet in height.” The second son of the present representative is six feet seven. The O’Neills were also a very tall race. Mr. O’Neill Segrave, now resident in Dublin—though probably he derives his stature through the paternal line—almost reaches the height of the O’Dowda who fell at the Boyne. We might speak of many others—of Morgan More Kavanagh, in the Austrian service, said to have been the largest soldier, in his time, in Europe—of Cornelius O’Donovan, one of the editor’s grand‐uncles, who, having attained to gigantic height, died while still a youth; but these instances are probably much the same as would be found in all copious works on family history—and if the physical advantages of the Irish were not evidenced to us by daily observation, we would not dwell on them. We cannot, however, pass over one characteristic evidence of Mr. O’Donovan’s own admiration for personal prowess, in the exhibition of which he has shown at once his love of letters and his piety towards his race and country. We speak of the monumental inscription which the editor informs us he some years since caused to be erected over the burying‐place of his family, at Dunkitt, in the county of Kilkenny. Edmund, the editor’s father,



“Who was a man of great strength, courage, and illibata fides,” on his death‐bed, desired his eldest son, who sat by his bedside till he expired, to remember his descent, which he repeated to him emphatically, several times over, in the editor’s hearing, and not to allow his children to disperse, if possible. He requested that his body should be buried ‘along with the good men at Dunkitt, but not under the large tombstone.’ This was complied with; and the editor, twenty‐four years afterwards, caused the following epitaph to be inscribed to the memory of him and his ancestors:—



“Posteris Edmundi O’Donovan,
De Gaulstown, Galli de Burgho generi,
Viris vere honestis ac piis,
Mentis corporisque vi pollentibus,
Quorum corpora hic jacent sepulta;
Ac præsertim patri Edmundo,
De Ata‐Temoria,
Qui obiit 29 die Julii, a.d. 1817,
Et avunculis Gulielmo et Patricio
Johannes O’Donovan
Hoc monumentum posuit.”





That is to say, “To the posterity of Edmund O’Donovan, of Gaulstown, of the race of the Gaul Bourke, truly honest and pious men, endowed with great vigour of mind, as with great prowess of body, whose bodies here rest buried, and chiefly to his father, Edmund, of Ateemore, who died the 29th day of June, 1817, and to his uncles, William and Patrick, John O’Donovan erected this monument.” He has now erected a monument to them and to himself, which will last as long as libraries are to be found in Europe, and when the stone erected by him, while yet an humble and unknown young man, shall have lost the trace of his pious efforts to preserve their memory by a less lasting memorial. No part of Mr. O’Donovan’s notes are to us more interesting than where he gives the account of his own family, in which we find this inscription. Edmund, the progenitor of his branch, fled out of O’Donovan’s country, in Carbery, in consequence of having slain a son of O’Sullivan Bear, and took shelter with William, surnamed the Gaul Bourke, in Kilkenny, whose daughter he married, and settled



at Ballinlaw, in that county. He and his father‐in‐law were slain, together with many of the flower of the Kilkenny gentry, at the battle of Ballinvegga, March 18th, 1642–3, fighting in the army of General Preston against the great Duke of Ormonde. His son Richard grew up a freebooter, and from his castle of Ballinlaw levied contributions, and drove preys, in the old barbarian manner. Having crossed the Suir, however, to drive a prey out of Gualtier, in the county Waterford, the Gualtier men pressed him so hard on his return, that he had to plunge into the Suir, to cross by swimming, where one of his pursuers shot him with his own gun, which he had cast away on the river bank. The return of peaceful times softened the manners of the next generation, and John, the grandson of this turbulent riever, appears to have been an improving and respectable man, if we are to judge from the soubriquets bestowed on him by the country people, who called him Shawn‐na‐g’cran, that is, John of the Trees, from the number of trees which he planted, and Shawn‐a‐pudher, that is, John of the Powdered Wig, probably from his introducing that refinement in dress into his neighbourhood. His curls and buckles, however, did not save him from an indictment for sedition, in consequence of some indiscreet observations on the Act of Settlement. The prosecution excited a great commotion among his relations, the Fitzpatricks and Kavanaghs, who from Ossory, on the one side, and the Blackstairs mountains on the other, flocked into Kilkenny in great numbers on the day of the trial, several of their young men being disguised as women, and carrying arms under their dresses. No riot, however, ensued, John of the Powdered Wig being acquitted through the good offices of a Protestant neighbour. The religious feud now began to plague the family of the O’Donovans. William, a younger brother of “Powder,” married the daughter of one Oberlin, a Cromwellian; and although she conformed after some time to the usages of the Roman Church, the dissension broke out in the person of her eldest son. This was Richard, a worthy namesake of the prey‐driver.



“He was a man of powerful strength of body, but of a ferocious and murderous disposition, inheriting the pride, vanity, and folly of his father, and the iron constitution, stature, and recklessness of his Cromwellian grandfather. After he had grown up to man’s estate, perceiving the power which the laws enabled him to obtain over his father, he quarrelled with him about certain lands which were obtained in right of his mother; but his father not acceding to his demands, he conformed to the established religion of the state, with a view to dispossess his father and mother; but, not succeeding at all to his satisfaction, he left his father, and the last account heard of him was, his having committed suicide on board an English man‐of‐war.”




A younger brother of this Richard, William, of Ateemore, was the editor’s great grandfather.



“When this William was a child, there was no Roman Catholic school in the barony of Ida, and he remained illiterate till he was thirty‐five years old, when, fired with the love of learning, he went to school along with his own children, and, amid the ridicule of his neighbours, learned to read and write.”




How strange the state of society which these anecdotes reveal! What incident more characteristic could be sought for to illustrate the pedigree of a scholar than this last? But the editor’s individual love of learning originated in his intercourse with his uncle Patrick.



“This Patrick was a good scholar, and travelled much in his youth, and after varieties of strange and romantic adventures by sea and land, he returned to Ireland about 1784. He was a very sensible man, of strong powers of intellect, a good memory, and much experience. He was the living repository of the traditions of the counties of Carlow, Kilkenny, and Wexford. The editor spent much of his time with him in the years 1821, 1822, and 1823, and from him he first caught that love for ancient Irish and Anglo‐Irish history and traditions which has since afforded him so much amusement.”




It is fortunate, we think, for Mr. O’Donovan that, with his tastes, his lot has been cast in the present generation. We are near enough to the rude times which have passed, to catch whatever original energy of thought



or character rude times could transmit. At the same time we are free from the trammels of prejudices and customs, among which there was little room for the exercise of independent reflection. Mr. O’Donovan’s father was the first to break through the old custom of having a keener to recite the pedigree of each deceased head of the family. After the death of Sean Edmund, of whom we have spoken above,



“Nicholas the keener, the local dirge‐composer, the best of his class in this part of Ireland, came to the editor’s father, offering to sing the pedigree of the deceased, and praise all his relations widely diffused through the regions extending from Mount Leinster to Waterford, and from Waterford to Carrick‐on‐Suir; but the latter would not allow him to proceed; as he knew that Nicholas would sing much hollow flattery about the glories of the Kavanaghs, &c., he turned the keener out of the house, which was considered a daring violation of ancient customs, and the traditions remain unsung ever since. But, a few years before, on the death of his nephew, John, son of William, son of William, son of Cornelius, son of Edmund of Bunlahan, the traditions were, for the last time, sung in the most sincere and enthusiastic strain of natural eloquence, by his nurse, Bridget Dwyer, who repeated his pedigree, and recounted many members of the Kavanaghs, his relatives, and various other families whom the editor has not been able to identify.”




Standing between the generation habituated to events and memories of this kind, and the coming generation, who otherwise would remain ignorant of the past, except as they might guess at what it may have been, from the fashionable Irish tales and fairy legends of itinerant book‐wrights, a man possessing real knowledge of the past, and just hopes for the future, is in a position to effect great and durable good for society. Without men like Mr. O’Donovan, the risk is, that the rising generation in Ireland would be educated as mere economists and algebraists; for, a complete history they cannot yet have, and, badly cultivated though their tastes may be, they could hardly be expected to regard with other feelings than contempt the representations of former times and native manners put before them by the legendary dealers. The children in our national schools are now taught those preliminary dogmas in pseudo economy, from which writers like “Common Sense” can demonstrate that absenteeism is no evil, and that it is just the same thing to the Irish people to have the clothes they wear manufactured in Leeds, as it would be to have them manufactured in Dublin. Children may be made pert disputants by such training; but it is the merest arrogance of folly to urge absurdities of that kind on grown men, or to endeavour to lay a ground for them in infant minds, by sophisticated definitions which the grown youth will reject with disdain. In the meantime, they learn nothing of their own country; and indeed it would be unreasonable to expect that out of our crude mass of historic material, any thing could have been compiled suitable to the wants of such classes. They, as well as the children of the gentry, consequently grow up with the natural craving for self‐knowledge unsatisfied, and are ready to receive it most eagerly, just at the age when such information takes strongest hold of the mind. It is in such a state of society that our educated youth can be chiefly influenced for good or evil, by the men who undertake to tell them of the acts and fortunes of their forefathers. In this way, speaking to them through his various detached essays, in Penny Journals, in Archæological Transactions, in Celtic Society’s Publications, Mr. O’Donovan has aided in imparting to thousands of ingenuous minds the rudiments of a national literature, and in cultivating amongst them those home‐tastes which are far more valuable to society than any development of the sentiments ever likely to be effected in the lecture‐rooms of professed teachers. As such instruction becomes more general, the futility of all attempts to draw away the minds of the Irish youth from national recollections and sympathies, will become more evident, and the confusion of our alienizing professors and lecturers more complete.


We cannot, therefore, at all sympathise with those who complain of their lot being cast too late or too early. On the contrary, we deem it highly fortunate that we are too far separated from mere Irish times to make the revival of either the language, the



laws, or the customs of the old natives, in the remotest degree possible. Scholars are, at the same time, near enough to them to lay their hands at will on their characteristics, to surround themselves to any extent with their influences, and to use these influences, almost ad libitum, in moulding the coming age. It is the very time for men of a large and noble ambition in letters to live in Ireland: all danger of relapse into barbarism past—all risk of denationalization still before them, and still strong enough nobly to employ all their faculties in encountering and overthrowing it. If this generation do its duty, that which follows us will be as far removed from Celtic rudeness on the one hand, as it will be from any likeness to Anglican effete refinement on the other. A new root of society has been planted, and a new flower of civilization has yet to bloom, in this western world. It has been bathed with tears, and nourished under sighs; but, by God’s favour, it will yet send its perfume down all the avenues of time.


Under the old system there could be no advancement. The O’Clerys of the 17th century were in no respect more accomplished historians than the seanachies of the 7th. A thousand years under this system gave no experience. O’Donnell, when Dockwra landed at Derry, in 1600, had as little idea of learning the art of war from his invaders, as had the Irish of Wexford when Strongbow descended on their shores upwards of four centuries before. When Dockwra threw up his entrenchments at Culmore, O’Donnell seems to have stood amazed to see his enemies digging in ditches like husbandmen, instead of marching direct to give him battle. The experience of near five hundred years had hardly yet taught the native Irish the use of stone castles in defensive warfare. At this day there probably are not twenty civilians in Ireland who could give the profile of a field‐work, or direct the construction of a ditch and rampart. Yet, if ever we should be engaged in war, it is by works of this kind we must operate, if we would escape the fate that befel the warriors of Tyrconnell, although they, probably, man to man, were hardier and stronger combatants than any soldiers then serving the Queen. But they had no master‐mason among them, like Dockwra, “an illustrious knight,” as the O’Clerys confess, “of wisdom and prudence; a pillar of battle and conflict;” a great builder, and wise magistrate. It is a laudable point in the character of the O’Clerys, that they never refuse their encomiums to distinguished enemies. Sir Conyers Clifford, slain at the battle of the Curlew Mountains, has a fair tribute to his memory—“The Irish of the province of Meave (of Queen Meave, i. e., Connaught) were not pleased at his death; for he had been a bestower of jewels and riches upon them, and he had never told them a falsehood.” Sir William Pelham, though a cruel and implacable enemy, is also spoken of with great respect. The terror which he caused throughout Munster by the use of his heavy ordnance at the siege of Carrickafoyle, in 1580, appears to have been excessive:—



“As for the Lord Justice, he ordered the great ordnance sent to him to be landed; and he placed five great guns opposite the rock (i. e., Carrickafoyle, a castle of the Geraldines), to play upon it without mercy. It is said that the least of these guns was a demi‐cannon; (the reader will probably smile, or exclaim ‘prodigious!’) He then began to storm the castle; and there was not a solitude or wilderness, a declivity or woody vale, from the carn of Breas, the son of Ealathan, the son of Neid, in the south‐west of the province of Clanna‐Dvirgtheine (i. e., in Desmond) to Knock‐Meadla‐Suil (near Tuam) in Connaught, in which the sound and roar of these unknown and wonderful cannon was not heard. The western side of Carraic‐an‐Phuill was at length broken, from the top to the foundations, and the warders crushed to death in the fall.


“When the warders of Baile‐ni‐Gheileachan and Askeaton heard the tremendous and terror‐waking roar of these unknown guns, the like of which they had never heard before, they proceeded to demolish their castles, and succeeded in destroying Baile‐ni‐Gheileachan; but, as they were not able to destroy Askeaton, they left its gates wide open for the Lord Justice, upon which the castle was proclaimed the Queen’s property.”




The same respectful language is employed towards Sir Henry Sidney, “a knight by title, nobleness, deeds, and valour;” and Sir Nicholas Malby



is recorded as “a man learned in the languages and tongues of the islands of the west of Europe—a brave and victorious man in battles in Ireland, Scotland, and France, in the service of his sovereign.” But the Earl of Essex, and Sir Richard Bingham, governor of Connaught, are very disparagingly mentioned. The chief cause of enmity against Essex appears to have been his alleged treachery towards Brian Mac Phelemy O’Neill, of Clanboy, whom, if we are to believe the annalists, he seized on at a banquet, and treacherously put to death, together with his wife and brother. It is hard to believe; but the statements of the O’Clerys are generally impartial; and it is to be feared, from the particularity with which they relate this shameful fact, are, in this instance, but too well grounded. Religious hostility mingles with the bitterness expressed towards Sir Richard Bingham, who was assassinated, in 1595, by one of the Burkes. The account of this bloody deed is worth extracting, as showing the light in which deeds of this kind were formerly regarded, even by scholars and ecclesiastics:—



“The aforesaid George returned to Sligo, after having plundered the monastery of the Blessed Virgin at Rath‐Moelain (Rathmullen), and the church of St. Columbkille, on Toreach (Tory Island); but God did not permit him to remain for a long time without revenging them upon him; for there was in his company a gentleman of the Burkes, who had twelve warriors along with him, namely, Ulick Burke, the son of Redmond‐na‐Scuab. Upon one occasion he (Ulick) had been offered insult and indignity by George, and the English in general, at which he felt hurt and angry; and he resolved in his mind to revenge the insult on George if he could, and afterwards to get into the friendship of O’Donnell, for he felt certain of being secure with him. He afterwards got an advantage of the aforesaid George, one day as he was in an apartment with few attendants. He went up to him, and upbraided him with his lawlessness and injustice towards him; and, as he did not receive a satisfactory answer, he drew his sword, and struck at him till he severed his head from his neck. He then took the castle, and sent messengers to Ballyshannon, where O’Donnell’s people then were; and then despatched messengers to Tyrone, where O’Donnell himself was. They relate the news to him, and he then went to the Earl O’Neill, and both were much rejoiced at that killing. On the following day, O’Donnell bade the Earl farewell, and, setting out with his army, did not halt till he came to Sligo. He was welcomed, and Ulick Burke delivered up the town to him, which made him very happy in his mind.”




Redmond‐na‐Scuab, above‐mentioned, we may judge to have been a terrible devastator, from his name, which signifies the besom, or sweeping‐broom of destruction.


In recording the characters of the native chieftains, the O’Clerys employ all the vocabulary of encomium; but there is little variety, except in the arrangement of the epithets by which the valour, prudence, hospitality, and piety of each are celebrated. When they come, however, to speak of the deaths of O’Donnell, O’Neill, and others of their nobles who died abroad, their composition exhibits more of the simplicity of real feeling. The voyage of Hugh Roe to Spain, to ask additional succours of Philip III., after the miscarriage of the expedition to Kinsale—his journey to Zimancas—his sickness and death there, and his burial at Valladolid, are all told with much sincere feeling; and it is impossible to read of the grief of the Kinel Connell at his departure, or of the wearying delays experienced by him while waiting for a favourable answer, and which seem to have brought on the fever of which he died, without sympathising strongly with the exiled prince and with his historians. The death of another great Irishman in recent times will be recalled to the reader’s mind by their registry of the death of Maguire, in 1608:—



“Cuconnaught Oge, lord of Fermanagh, who had obtained the lordship without fraud, deceit, treachery, or fratricide. He had been elected in the place of his brother Hugh, and the prince of the men of Ulster. An intelligent, comely, courageous, magnanimous, rapid‐marching, adventurous man, endowed with wisdom, and personal beauty, and all other good qualities. Died at Genoa, in Italy, on the 12th of August.”




The last entry in the chronicle is that which records the death of the great Hugh O’Neill:—





“Although he died far from Annagh, the burial‐place of his ancestors, it was a token that God was pleased with his life, that he had permitted him a no worse burial‐place, namely, Rome, the head city of the Christians. The person who here died was a powerful, mighty lord, endowed with wisdom, subtlety, and profundity of mind and intellect; a warlike, valorous, predatory, enterprising lord, in defending his religion and his patrimony against his enemies, until he had brought them to submission and to obedience to his authority; a lord who had not courted to possess himself illegally or excessively of the property of any other, except such as had been hereditary in his ancestors from a remote period; a lord, with the authority and praiseworthy characteristics of a prince, who had not suffered theft or robbery, abduction or rape, spite or animosity, to prevail during his reign, but had kept all under the laws as was meet for a prince.”




Certainly a noble epitaph, and no unworthy entry with which to conclude a long series of the annals of an ancient kingdom.


The obits of distinguished women are also made occasion for similar encomiums. More, mother of the great prince whose obituary we have just quoted, mother of O’Neill, and daughter of Maguire, died eight years before her renowned son, at Maheracross, in Fermanagh. “A woman who was the pillar of support and maintenance of the indigent and the mighty—of the poets and exiled—of the widows and orphans—of the clergy and men of science—of the poor and the needy; a woman who was the head of counsel and advice to the gentlemen and chiefs of the province of Conor Mac Nessa (Ulster)—a demure, womanly, devout, charitable, meek, benignant woman, with pure piety and the love of God and her neighbours.” Another mother of a hero who has her place in these annals was, Inean Duv, daughter of MacDonnell of the Isles, mother of Red Hugh. She presided at the Council of the Kinel Connell, held at Kilmacrenan, immediately after young Hugh’s escape and return to Ulster; “for though she was a woman, yet she had the mind and counsel of a man.” But Inean Duv was a dark and bloody‐minded woman; and the O’Clerys, at a.d., 1588, record a foul and barbarous murder committed at her instigation, on Hugh, son of the Dean, O’Gallagher:—



“Her dearly beloved brother, Alexander, had been slain by Hugh, and besides she had many other causes of enmity against him; and it was sickness of heart and anguish of mind to her that revenge was not taken on him for his pride and arrogance. She complained of her troubles and injuries to the Scottish auxiliaries, who were continually in her pay, and who were in attendance on her in every place; and they promised her that they would be ready at her command, to work vengeance on her enemies whenever they should meet with them. Hugh happened to be coming up, in pride, vigour, and high spirits, without remembering the enmity against him, towards the place where she was, at Maigh‐Gaibhlin (Moygavlin). When he had come to the town, she addressed her faithful people, and told them, and requested of them to perform what they had promised. This was accordingly done for her; for they rushed to the place where Hugh was, and proceeded to shoot at him with darts and bullets until they left him lifeless: and there were also slain with him the dearest to him of his faithful people.”




This contrast between the mothers of O’Neill and O’Donnell is curiously reversed in the characters of the sons; for one would say that the crafty and cautious O’Neill was worthier to be the son of the dark Isleswoman, and the chivalrous, impetuous Hugh Roe to be the son of the amiable daughter of Maguire.


As we have said, the obit of Hugh O’Neill is the last entry in the O’Clerys’ Annals. With that event the hopes of the native party came to an end. Indeed they may rather be said to have ceased with the death of O’Donnell; for Tyrone was too much a man of the world to have rested satisfied with Brehon laws and Celtic feats of arms, in the event of ultimate success. Had Don John D’Aquila and his Spaniards succeeded in their attempt on Kinsale—had the English and Protestant power been wholly overthrown, and Hugh O’Neill made king, not of Ulster, but of Ireland, we apprehend one of his first proceedings would have been the introduction of Spanish discipline into his armies, and the confirmation of the Anglo‐Irish system in his courts of law. O’Donnell, on the other hand, in all likelihood, would



never have sought a better mode of fighting than with the javelin and the battle‐axe, or a more dignified judgment‐seat than the Brehon’s chair—sub dio. We regard him as the last Irish chief; and, reflecting that nearly two centuries and a half are interposed between us and the end of his career, we congratulate ourselves that we are so far removed from a system of laws and manners, which, after a thousand years’ trial, left our country, as it had so long kept it, full of contention, national impediment, and weakness.


The history of Ireland from the accession of James I. ceases to be Celtic. Owen Roe O’Neill, Preston, Castlehaven, Sarsfield, all who afterwards headed the Irish, were of the European school—the school to which the later fathers of our liberties—Grattan, Flood, Charlemont—also all conformed themselves. As the one class of leaders imported the military tactics, the others brought in learning and the arts from the old seats of civilization. We no longer went to Italy in search of religion: we brought away its arts of life. Palaces and cities arose, and in stately halls and beautiful saloons, the refinements of literature and philosophy embellished and dignified existence. The patriotism of that generation needed little aid from the labours of the antiquary or topographer. They were Irish necessarily, by force of their institutions. They needed no further lien to the country which they lived in and lived for. But they were too few to trust with the keeping of so much power; for human nature is corruptible, and gold is only powerless against a nation. They fell, and Ireland with them. But our first parents fell, and yet mankind have been redeemed. We have now been deprived of all those guardians and guides of society. Death and the solicitations of power have taken the fathers: alien feelings and the imbecility accompanying hereditary conscious guilt, keep away, or keep estranged, the sons. The nation without head or counsel has been delivered over to vile empyrical politicians, to train it up into a new state of society, from which everything noble, dignified, and refined must be eliminated, and nothing left but the mere material of economic equations. So that in the middle of this century, we are even further from such a social state as an ancient kingdom like Ireland ought justly to aspire to, than we were in the beginning of the last, when the fathers of our former prosperity first commenced their acquisitions from the storehouses of civilization, France and Italy; and, unlike them, we no longer have to deal with men bound to their country by the lien of their institutions. This state of things has been foreseen; and the genius which watches over endangered nationalities has already put in preparation the instruments by which our projected degradation is to be averted. No longer bound to their country by the ties of national institutions, the heads of society in Ireland have to receive the quickening impulse that will yet make them all they ought to be, from a national literature. What Minerva can no longer do for us, Clio will—Clio has done; for the foundations of that literature are now laid so deeply and substantially, that nothing can prevent the ultimate completion of the superstructure. The men who assisted in levelling the foot‐stone are still alive, and may hope, in the natural course of events, to celebrate the cope‐stone. If that auspicious day should be reserved for another generation, they will not repine, knowing that in their time they have laboured like faithful workmen, and nothing doubting that when they go up from the quarries to show what they have done, their work will be pronounced fair and square.


We do not mean to return to the text of these annals; but, from the family history contained in Mr. O’Donovan’s notes—particularly from the notices, in his appendix, of the distinguished continental families who draw their lineage from the old races of the Irish—we gather so many lessons of warning and example, and acquire so much unexpected knowledge of events, that we shall probably have to make these new notitia the subject of another paper.



1 “Essay on the Antiquity and Constitution of Parliaments in Ireland.” By Henry Joseph Monck Mason, LL.D. and M.R.I.A. Dublin: Printed by W. Folds, Great Strand‐street. 1820.



2 “Publications of the Irish Archæological Society.”



3 “‘Et pur ceo que nient solment le ducherie de Normandie, mes auxi le ducherie de Guyenne, quant ils furent desouth le oubeisaunce del dit Reaume d’Engleterre, nient meyns seperat de lez leies et statutez dicel, avoient auxi coynes por ceux mesme, ceperat de le coyne del dit Reaume d’Engleterre. Et issint en semblable manere la dit terre d’Irland que, sil soit,” (although it be) “desouth le obeissance de le mesme Reaume, est nient meyns seperat de icel, et de toutz leies et statutez dicel, forsprise teilx queux sount illeosquez de lez seigneurs espiritualx, temporalx, et communes, de lour propre liberte et frankment, advisez et acceptez en Parlement ou graund Counseill.


“‘Que come la terre d’Irland est, et a toutz foitz ad este corporate de luy mesme, de lez auncientz leies et custumes usez en le mesme franchise, de le charge” (discharged) “dascun especiale ley del reaume d’Engleterre, save taunt soulment tielx leies, sícome per lez seigneurs espirituelx et temporelx, et lez communes du dit terre avoient, ou en graund Counseille ou Parliament illeosques tenuz, admisez, acceptez, affirmez, et proclamez, accordaunt as plusours aunciendez estatutes dent faitz.’”












Toirdhealbhach Ua Conchobhair was father of both Ruaidrí Ua Conchobair and Cathal Crobhdearg Ua Conchobair.





Actually William de Burgh (d. 1206) rather than William Fitz Audelin (d. ca. 1189).





This actually happened in 1414.
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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


